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Prologue

My name is Igor Bobko, and | am the author of the philosophical project Deconstruction of
Reality. At its core lies a fundamental understanding of reality as a dual-layered structure: the
layer of meaning and the layer of form. This is not just an abstract concept, but the result of my
many years of personal experience and observation.

Everything around us exists in two dimensions — form and meaning. Form is the external shell:
structure, rules, conventions, and patterns that can be seen and measured. Meaning, on the
other hand, is the internal content — the essence, idea, experience, and awareness that cannot
be formalized without losing its very soul.

One of the central problems that the Deconstruction of Reality project addresses is the tendency
of form to absorb and dominate meaning. When meaning is simplified and fixed within rigid
frameworks of form, it gradually loses its vitality, depth, and authenticity — turning into
something mechanical and lifeless. It is in these moments that what | call the “murder of
meaning” occurs.

Throughout my life, | have repeatedly encountered this pattern. Every chapter of my story —
from personal relationships and professional life to philosophical inquiries and emigrating to
another country — in one way or another reflects the struggle between meaning and form. And
it was precisely the encounter with the cruelty of formal structures that seek to annihilate
meaning that led me to create the Deconstruction of Reality project.

In this book, | will describe in detail the situations where form attempted to destroy meaning,
and how | searched for ways to preserve and restore the authenticity and depth of my
experiences. | hope this story will inspire others to recognize how forms influence our lives —
and to reflect on how to protect meaning from dissolving into soulless formalism.

The Deconstruction of Reality project continues to evolve online. If you want to learn more, visit
deconreality.com.

Dedication

This book is dedicated to those who have had a profound impact on my life and helped shape
me into the person | am today.

To my father, who invested so much effort in my education, taught me to be curious, and gave
me countless wise pieces of advice that have helped me many times through difficult moments.

To my mother, who taught me kindness, sincerity, and respect for others. She gave me love that
warmed me during the toughest times of my childhood and, by her example, showed me the
importance of being polite, supporting those around you, and appreciating everything you have.

To my brother, with whom | have traveled a long road together. For our shared childhood, for his
loyalty and support, for always being there — my most reliable companion.


https://deconreality.com

To Anya — a friend who has supported me and continues to support me throughout the years.
She dragged me outside for walks when | was eaten up by depression, joined me in many of my
adventures, and remains a loyal comrade even though we now live in different countries.

And, of course, to Nadya from the Maryino district in Moscow — the person who awakened the
strongest feelings in me and gave me the motivation to move forward. Her influence on my life
cannot be overstated: thanks to Nadya, | learned resilience, humility, and patience, and she
became an integral part of my destiny.

This book is the result of my journey, which would not have been possible without each of you.
Thank you for everything you have done for me and everything you have taught me.



Part I. My Story

"Commit to the Lord whatever you do, and your plans will succeed."
Proverbs 16:3

Chapter 1. How | Got My First Job

Moscow, 2005. In one of the buildings belonging to the MADI University.

| was standing in front of a large auditorium, having just finished my presentation on the topic of
introducing computer viruses at the lowest levels of information systems. A tense silence hung
in the air — it felt as though everyone was holding their breath, waiting for my next move. This
was an interschool competition of scientific projects in the field of information technology:
representatives from various schools and MADI University had gathered here, along with future
graduates presenting their projects and their support teams.

| exhaled, feeling the tension that had built up throughout the presentation slowly begin to fade. |
scanned the room, catching the gaze of the first hand raised — it was time for questions.

The first question came unexpectedly:
— Excuse me, don’t you think that the techniques you described today create serious problems
for major corporations like Microsoft, and for Bill Gates himself?

| replied:
— Bill Gates’s problems are none of my concern.

The room froze for a split second, then burst into applause, and my presentation came to an
end. | felt a surge of elation — | hadn’t expected to make such an impression. It seemed as
though the entire world paused, leaving me standing alone at the peak of success.

And yet, despite that feeling of triumph, this moment was only the beginning of a journey — one
that would make me reflect deeply on my future.

When all the presentations were over and people started to leave, my support group
approached me and said, “lgoryan, that was amazing! You'll definitely win something.”

And so it happened. | was awarded second place and was told: “You could have taken first
place if you'd shown anything on the computer, since your entire presentation was only on the
board with a marker.”

Second place granted the right to an interview when applying to MADI University, while the
first-place winner was admitted without any additional exams, and third place could get in only if
they scored at least the minimum passing mark on the entrance exam.

Still, for me, this second place was a real victory, and | was sure that everything turned out as
well as it possibly could: | was on the verge of entering a prestigious university. Preparing for
entrance exams no longer seemed important, and | even stopped considering other universities.



This was in 2005, when the Unified State Exam (EGE) was only just being introduced on a trial
basis, but universities were still conducting their own exams. Although | took the EGE in trial
mode, it did not affect my admission.

After winning the competition, | decided to focus solely on one university.

Although this success was significant, my happiness was overshadowed by events that had
happened in my life shortly before.

In March 2005, not long before this event, my mother was hit by a car and died. This was a
terrible blow to our family.

My father went to identify her, and after that his health deteriorated sharply. He was sick almost
all the time and began drinking more than he should.

During those difficult times, as | was coping with loss and watching my father’s health get
worse, the support from my school and classmates became a real lifeline for me — they not only
paid for my graduation party and helped with clothes for it, but also supported me emotionally.

| am very grateful for everything my class did for me then.

Despite everything that happened, | managed to focus on my studies and finished school with
almost all excellent marks, except for a couple of Bs, though | didn’t care much about that.

My attention was completely absorbed by programming, which | had already devoted two years
to by then.

So, when in June 2005 a post appeared on our forum offering $800 for a software project, |
realized that this was a great opportunity.

| contacted the author of the post and arranged to meet him at his office. It turned out to be
Alexey Viktorovich, the director of a small international freight company.

The company was involved in finding freight and carriers for transport, as well as providing
customs clearance services — in short, it was a logistics intermediary.

They needed a program to automate these processes.

After meeting Alexey Viktorovich and discussing the project details, we agreed that | could start
working.

| started working from home, confident that | had found a great summer job and not particularly
worried about the upcoming exams.

It is important to note that the main task was to transfer the old Microsoft Access database to a
modern Windows application.

| decided to implement this in C++ using C++Builder, as this language gave me enough
flexibility and performance to work with databases and create a convenient user interface.

This was my first serious project, and | saw in it an opportunity not only to earn money but also
to significantly improve my programming skills.

The work was not easy: | had to figure out the structure of the existing database, understand the
business requirements, and then implement functionality that would make life easier for the
company’s employees.

| was learning on the job, tackling every problem as it arose.



This project became a real challenge for me and, at the same time, an important stage in my
professional development.

On the day | was supposed to come to the interview at MADI in early July 2005, something
unexpected happened.

Maybe | simply mixed up the date, or maybe | overslept — it's hard to remember now.

But the result was the same: | missed the meeting with the dean.

My classmates and friends, when they heard about my blunder, joked that I'd slept through an
important day, although it seemed to me it was just a simple mistake in my schedule.

In the end, | was told that now | could only apply through the regular exams.

Realizing that there would be no easy path, | decided that | needed to get serious about
preparing.

So, | decided not to enter university that year and to attend preparatory courses at MEPhI
instead.

Meanwhile, | continued to work on the project | had taken for the summer, but thoughts about
the future did not leave me.

Then my father, seeing how | was trying to cope with the situation, suggested another way out.
He called Alexey Viktorovich and asked him to hire me on a permanent basis, effectively as a
programmer and system administrator.

My boss, already seeing the first results of my work, agreed.

Thus, | began going to the office regularly, and they started paying me $300 a month.

Chapter 2. A Retreat into Childhood and First Grade

I remember little about my early years, but my mother used to say that | was an easy child. |
didn’t cry over small things and was a humble, calm kid. Childhood is a time that lives more in
other people’s stories than in your own memory.

I know | had an older sister, Vera, named after my paternal grandmother. According to my
mother, she would take me out in a stroller when | was very small. Sadly, Vera died of leukemia
when | was one or two years old. | don’t remember her, but this loss was always a part of our
family.

One of the episodes | do remember happened in kindergarten. We were playing in the yard, and
| bent down, reaching my hand under the porch to grab some fragments of gray roofing tiles.
They were lying there in piles, and | thought they could be used in our games. | didn’t know that
under the porch a dog was hiding with her puppies. Suddenly, she bit me on the right hand. At
first, | didn’t understand what had happened, but soon | felt a strange sensation, as if something
was pulling me inward.

My cry brought the caregivers running immediately; they pulled me out from under the porch
and gave me first aid. They treated the wound, calmed me down, and called my mother. She
took me to the doctor, and since then I've had a small scar on my right hand — a reminder of
that day.



Unfortunately, after this incident, all the dogs on the kindergarten grounds were put to sleep.

Entering a music club at the age of six became the starting point of significant changes for me.
That was when my creative journey began. Our neighbors on the same floor, a family with
several children learning piano, offered us their teacher — Olga Valeryevna.

They did us a big favor by giving us their old black “Lyra” piano. The neighbors had bought a
more modern domestic piano, perhaps a “Lyrika,” distinguished by its light brown color and
updated design that was popular in the 1990s. So this black piano appeared in our small room,
and my first steps into the world of music began.

Olga Valeryevna turned out to be a patient and understanding teacher. She not only taught me
musical notation and proper hand placement but also tried to instill a love of music. Each lesson
started with warm-ups, after which we moved on to technical exercises, simple pieces, and
études. Gradually, with every lesson, my fingers became more confident, and the sounds | drew
from the piano began to sound more melodic.

Lessons were held in a typical Soviet school not far from our house. To get there, we had to
walk through several courtyards and cross a road. My mother always accompanied me, so the
walk seemed familiar and even pleasant. Olga Valeryevna taught me twice a week. Over time,
new subjects were added to the individual lessons, such as choir and solfeggio. Although, to be
honest, | was very reluctant to go to these lessons and sometimes was even glad when | got
sick and could skip them.

Winter evenings from my childhood were special. As soon as fresh snow fell, the world around
would transform. White, absolutely white snow covered the yard, like a giant downy blanket
inviting you into its cozy softness. | looked at this backyard from the 17th floor, where we lived
then, and my heart was filled with anticipation.

That evening, when the sun was already setting, my mother, my brother llya, and | went
sledding down the hills. There were two hills in the yard: one icy, perfectly slippery, the other —
snowy, soft, and packed down, as if made just for sledding. They ran almost parallel, and
sometimes it was unclear which one you could slide farther down.

We laughed, shouted, teased each other, enjoying the moment. Other kids from the yard were
with us, each bringing their share of fun, noise, and excitement. In the frosty air, the sounds
became sharper, as if that evening was imprinted by nature as something magical.

We returned home tired but incredibly happy. Our cheeks burned from the cold and from
laughter and warmth inside. Outside the window, the light of streetlamps began to flicker,
lighting up that very white snow, while at home a warm dinner and a quiet evening with the
family awaited us.

These moments were more than just games for me. They were a symbol of care, joy, and unity,
something that will always live in my heart, reminding me that true warmth doesn’t come from
the weather, but from the closeness of those around you.



| remember how on Fridays our whole family would gather in front of the TV to watch “Field of
Miracles” — a popular game show where contestants spun a wheel and guessed words. This
was one of those pleasant moments we spent together, rejoicing in the contestants’ successes
and enjoying each other’s company.

When the time came to go to first grade in 1995, my father, a man of strict principles and high
intellect, made the decision about my education. He believed that a gymnasium would be the
best place for my development. His own story was an example to me of hard work and striving
for perfection. He held a PhD in physics and mathematics and graduated from the Moscow
Engineering Physics Institute (MEPhI) with honors.

Before perestroika, he worked in his field as a nuclear physicist, but during perestroika he
became involved in cooperatives, mainly related to electronics. After the collapse of the Soviet
Union, he devoted himself entirely to business, which included repair work and, eventually,
building balconies on any floor. His diligence and unwavering determination to achieve his goals
left a deep impression on me.

My mother graduated from the Moscow Institute of Civil Engineering (MISI) as a cost engineer
and successfully worked in this field. However, after my brother was born in 1983 and was
diagnosed with cerebral palsy at birth, she left her job and devoted herself fully to his care. My
character was shaped in an atmosphere of family responsibility and self-sacrifice. Watching my
parents overcome life’s challenges, | nurtured resilience and a drive to succeed in myself.

| started first grade at the “Klassika” gymnasium, which had just opened in 1995. It was located
in a brick building on Koshkina Street, not far from Kashirskoye Highway. At that time, only the

first floor had been renovated, and that's where classes were held. Every morning, my mother

took me there by bus, and in the evening brought me home by the same route.

At the gymnasium, | started learning English, which was already an important part of the school
program and opened up a whole new world for me. | enjoyed taking apart foreign words, trying
out their pronunciation, and learning something new about the culture of other countries.

That’s also where | made my first real friends. Now | don’t remember their names, but their
personalities are still alive in my memory. One was calm and thoughtful; he lived in Saburovo
and always approached things seriously, even in games. Another was more active and cheerful
— he lived in Zyablikovo, like me. There was also a girl among us, Snezhana, kind and
responsive, with whom | easily found a common language. These friendships filled my school
days with joy, especially when we played in the yard.

Our favorite games were tag and hide-and-seek. In tag, everyone tried to run away from the
chaser as fast as possible, and when it was my turn to chase, | liked coming up with clever
moves to catch my friends. Hide-and-seek always turned into a real strategy game: we found
secluded spots behind trees or fences, trying to stay unnoticed as long as possible. These
moments brought a sense of freedom, excitement, and incredible closeness that only happens
in childhood.
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Besides that, we loved collecting chestnuts and inventing our own games. Our yard was a place
where imagination knew no bounds, and every meeting became a little adventure.

However, not all relationships went smoothly. | also got my first “rival” — Volodya. We didn’t
really argue or fight, but we just couldn’t find common ground. Sometimes he could hurt me with
his behavior or words, and | didn’t always know how to react. Nevertheless, he remained part of
our small group, and such situations taught me to better understand people and accept their
different sides.

At the same time, | began to get interested in computer technology. We already had a ZX
Spectrum computer at home, but it was at the gymnasium, where there was a classroom with
some of the first personal computers of that era, that | got to know more modern devices, thanks
to our teacher. He introduced us to Norton Commander, which became my window into the
world of file systems and basic software tools.

One of the memorable games was a puzzle where you had to transport a sheep, a goat, and a
wolf from one bank to another. The main challenge was to observe the correct order so that
none of the characters would get hurt. For example, if you left the goat alone with the sheep, the
goat would eat the sheep. Similarly, if the wolf was left alone with the goat, he would eat her.
The logic of the solution was to first transport the goat, then the wolf, return with the goat, take
the sheep across, and finally come back for the goat.

This game was not only entertaining but also taught me to think strategically, to plan actions and
foresee the consequences. Similar tasks, along with learning text editors and other tools, only
deepened my interest in computers and programming.

Every day at the gymnasium brought something new: friendship, games, and, of course,
interesting events outside the school walls. In the spring of 1996, a girl from our class decided to
invite only me to her birthday party. It was unexpected, but very pleasant. That day, her parents
picked me up, and we went to a kids’ club. There we were met with contests, riddles, and
exciting games.

| still remember one of the activities: we had to guess metro stations. When the riddle was about
“Chkalovskaya” — a station on the new light green line, opened just a few months earlier, on
December 28, 1995 — | was surprised. | hadn’t even known it existed! It was a real discovery
for me.

At the party, | was treated to ice cream from Baskin-Robbins. That was my first experience with
this legendary brand, founded in the USA and famous for its 31 flavors of ice cream. At that
time, Baskin-Robbins was just beginning to develop in Russia — the first store of the chain
opened in Moscow in 1990. The unusual flavors and the brightly colored, bendy spoon made a
strong impression on me, and | still remember this discovery.

After the party, | stayed overnight at their house. In the morning, the birthday girl woke me up
with the words that it was time to get up. It was so sweet! They even managed to wash my
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socks. These moments still touch me to this day. After finishing first grade, unfortunately, we lost
contact, but that day has remained in my memory forever.

My interest in music also continued. One of the brightest memories of that time was preparing
for the first grade graduation concert. My classmates and | spent a long time rehearsing the
song “Ah, You Porches, My Porches.” | sat at the piano, diligently playing the melody, while the
girls sang. On the day when we performed in front of the whole school, | felt for the first time that
music can unite and bring joy not only to me, but also to those around me.

Chapter 3. Transition to a Comprehensive School

The summer of 1996 was memorable for our family in its own way. My mother, my brother, and |
went to relax in the Moscow region, in the small summer settlement of Kratovo, in the
Ramensky district of the Moscow region, located 20 km southeast of Moscow. The settlement is
surrounded by pine forests, which creates a favorable environmental situation. My brother
received a travel voucher, and we settled in a cozy country house which, like many others, was
divided into several parts for different families to live in. Our part of the house became a place of
wonderful events and memorable moments.

One day, my father came to visit us from Moscow for a long stay and brought with him a SEGA
Mega Drive 2 console, a Funai TV, an inflatable boat, and Andrei, the son of our neighbor from
another entrance in our Moscow building. We set up the console and the TV right outside, on a
small table near the house. We ran the wires, connected everything, and started our gaming
sessions. Neighbors, noticing us, curiously came over to join. It was like a little holiday, bringing
everyone together.

We also took family rides on the inflatable boat across Kratovskoye Lake, enjoying every
moment. These rides became one of the brightest memories of that summer — the silence of
the water, the splash of the oars, and the sense of freedom.

But the most special day was June 19th — my birthday. My dad brought me a brand-new
bicycle, the “Aist” brand. | rode my red “Aist” all over the settlement, enjoying the speed and the
sense of independence. This bicycle became a symbol of joy and a new stage in my life.

That's how our summer in Kratovo passed — full, happy, and filled with little and big wonders.

In the second grade, many things changed. The “Classica” gymnasium, where | studied,
suddenly split up due to disagreements among the administration. A new gymnasium, “Ellada,”
appeared in the old building, and “Classica” moved to a neighboring kindergarten building, just a
five-minute walk from my home. This was very convenient for me, and | was glad to have the
opportunity to study so close to home, which greatly simplified my daily life.

Of my acquaintances, only a girl named Snezhana from my first-grade class remained in the
new gymnasium; all the other students were new to me. We kept communicating, and her
presence helped me feel more comfortable in the new environment.
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However, | didn’t study there for long, just a few months. My father realized that he could no
longer pay for tuition at the gymnasium, and we began to consider my transfer to a regular
comprehensive school nearby, which was free.

We started looking for a new school, considering several options in the area. My mother always
carried stacks of books that | had already read by that time to show my level of development. |
wasn’t accepted to one of the schools, but my mother’s friend suggested trying school No. 980,
where her daughter Natasha studied. That’'s how | ended up in their class “B” and began
studying there.

Honestly, from the very beginning, | felt uncomfortable in the new class. My classmates were
reluctant to accept me, and it seemed that the teacher was prejudiced against me. As | later
found out, she valued gifts and special attention from the students’ parents. We didn’t do that,
and perhaps because of this, she turned the children against me. At some point, my mother
even came to school to discuss the situation, as my relationship with classmates became more
and more tense.

Nevertheless, there were bright moments. | became friends with Vova M., with whom | later
developed warm relations and a kind of friendship. Despite the difficulties, | stayed in this class
until the end of the second grade, trying to find my place in the new environment.

In the summer of 1997, my mother, my brother, and | vacationed in Crimea, near Yevpatoria. At
first, we spent time at the “Prometey” sanatorium, where we were given travel vouchers. At
“Prometey,” | lived in a group with other children, where everything was strictly scheduled:
breakfast, lunch, dinner, and various activities and events in between. My mother and brother
lived in a separate house not far from our camp.

There was a girl in the group whom | really liked. | remember her special dress with keys drawn
on the back; sometimes | would play on them with my fingers, showing my attention. However, a
few days after our arrival, she got sick and was placed in isolation. | couldn’t go inside to her,
but | would come to the isolation building and call her out onto the balcony, and she would come
out. Other girls also paid attention to me and even felt jealous of her. One of them was happy
when she ended up in isolation.

Sometimes in the evenings, they held discos — my first in life. They took place on the seashore
and were truly exciting. At the discos, many girls wanted to dance with me, and it was very
pleasant. | especially remember the song “Elektrichka” by Alyona Apina with its memorable
chorus “He left on a night train,” which created a special mood of melancholy and romance. |
also learned to dance to the fiery “Macarena” by the Spanish duo Los del Rio. These moments
made our stay in “Prometey” unforgettable.

On the last day of our stay in the group, | decided to take the phone number of the girl | liked.
When | asked her for her number, she asked in surprise, “Why?” and | felt embarrassed.
Another girl, who had earlier been happy about her iliness, gladly gave me her phone number.
However, | did not keep in touch with any of them afterward.
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Wanting to extend our vacation, we started looking for housing closer to the sea at our own
expense. We were offered a room in a village house, but the conditions were so simple — even
the roof leaked in some places — that we refused. In the end, we rented a room from a friendly
family in the village of Mayak, whose house was just a few steps from the shore. We quickly
became friends with them, and living there became a real pleasure for us. When we moved to
Mayak, my father began sending us money through train conductors to support our vacation.

Every day we swam in the sea, sunbathed on the beach, and enjoyed the warm Crimean sun.
Once, we decided to go to the local cinema, where they were showing the film “Good Weather
in Deribasovskaya, or It's Raining Again on Brighton Beach,” directed by Leonid Gaidai and
released in 1992. The lead roles were played by Dmitry Kharatyan and the American actress
Kelly McGrill.

| watched this comedy, full of funny situations and vivid characters, with great interest. At the
most thrilling moment, when the main character, Agent Fyodor Sokolov, is captured by the mafia
and they try to torture him by placing a hot iron on his chest, the film suddenly stopped due to
technical issues. | was deeply disappointed and dreamed for a long time about finding out what
happened next.

While living in Mayak, | discovered the “Mickey Mouse” magazine for the first time, published by
Egmont Russia. This magazine was a series of comics featuring the adventures of such famous
Disney characters as Mickey Mouse, Donald Duck, Goofy, and others. Each issue was filled
with fascinating stories and puzzles that immediately caught my attention. From then on, |
started to buy every new issue whenever possible.

In August, when we returned home, we were greeted by an unexpected surprise: my father
bought our family’s first personal computer — an Intel Pentium Il with a 17-inch ViewSonic
monitor. | was overjoyed. My father’s friend, Andrei, who lived near the Domodedovskaya metro
station, somewhere in the Kashirskoye Highway area, immediately took up setting up the
computer. Andrei was a graphic designer and used CorelDRAW 7 and Adobe Photoshop 4.0 in
his work.

CorelDRAW 7 was a powerful tool for creating vector graphics, allowing the development of
logos, illustrations, layouts, and other visual content with high precision. At the time, it was one
of the most popular programs for designers due to its flexibility and support for many file
formats.

Adobe Photoshop 4.0 was the leader in raster graphics, providing capabilities for photo editing,
creating complex collages, and working with multi-layered images.

Andrei made the impression of a real professional in the world of computer technology, and his
ability to work with such advanced tools was impressive.

In the first few days, Andrei installed DOS on our PC and set up Norton Commander, as well as
a number of other programs. From that moment, my fascination with information technology
began.
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To my delight, | found that many programs were already familiar to me — we had been shown
them back in the first grade of the gymnasium. It wasn’t long before another specialist came and
installed Windows 95, opening up an even wider world of possibilities for me.

BoT nonHbIi nepeBoq TBOEro NPOAOIPKEHMS HA aHITIMNCKUI S3blk 0€3 COKpaLLEeHWUN:

| enthusiastically plunged into studying books on working with Windows, mastering the basics of
the operating system and various programs like Microsoft Word 97. My new hobby quickly grew
into a serious passion. Although, later on, due to financial difficulties, we had to part with that
computer, the knowledge | gained stayed with me and played an important role in my further
development.

In third grade, | decided to transfer to another parallel class within the same school. It was there
that | met someone who would influence many aspects of my life.

I remember my first acquaintance with Vasya thanks to a literature lesson. We all took turns
reading passages from Yevgeny Schwartz’s book “The Tale of Lost Time.” When it was one of
the students’ turn, he started reading a paragraph about Vasya. The whole class burst out
laughing, and at first, | didn’t understand what was so funny. Only later did | find out that the
character’s name was exactly the same as our classmate’s. This funny coincidence immediately
made Vasya the center of attention, and from that moment on, | began to watch him closely.

Vasya wasn'’t a straight-A student, but he was respected. He had been playing soccer for
several years, attended a local sports club, and played in district teams. In physical education
classes, he was one of the best and confidently led in sports activities. Vasya was dark-haired,
strong, and energetic. As | learned later, he lived very close — in the building next to mine, on
the fourth floor of a nine-story block. In my new class, his friend Zhenya was also studying — a
red-haired, equally athletic classmate. Both of them were on the same district soccer team and
were inseparable, complementing each other both in studies and in sports.

Since | was the new kid in class, my mom suggested buying some candy and handing it out in
honor of my arrival. That day, the teacher announced, “Igor wants to share some candy with
you. Who wants to help him?” A lot of hands went up, and | exclaimed, “What a big forest of
hands!” Already knowing Vasya after that funny moment in literature class, | chose him to help
me distribute the candy. This gesture became the start of our interaction.

At the time, as | was gradually getting used to the new class and not immediately finding
common ground with my classmates, | spent a lot of time at home with my brother llya. We often
played together, and these moments brought us closer. llya was, and remains, not only my
brother but also an important companion.

Over time, Vasya became the one | would call if | got sick and couldn’t go to school, so | could
find out the homework. We started calling each other more often, and that's how my mom got
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his phone number. Later, noticing that | rarely went outside, my mom herself called Vasya and
suggested that he invite me out to play. From that moment, our friendship began.

We rode bicycles together: he on his “Kama,” | on my “Aist.” We spent a lot of time outside, in
the courtyards, and although our friendship was not always simple, it played an important role in
my further communication with peers.

Although | enjoyed my solitude, | often rummaged through books at home, invented stories, and
even fantasized about having my own TV channel, where | was the host. | dreamed of being a
creator, making and sharing my ideas with others. These fantasies reflected my drive for
self-expression and my desire to create something new, even if it happened only within the
limits of my imagination.

Our circle was also joined by Zhenya, Vasya’s best friend. Both of them were quite popular in
our neighborhood, played soccer together, and were always inseparable.

Although my relationships with Vasya and his best friend Zhenya became quite close, | always
felt a certain tension in this friendship. Despite all the shared activities and time spent together, |
can’'t say | felt deep attachment to them. This feeling has remained with me ever since.

At the end of third grade, we were given the book “Encyclopedia for Little Gentlemen” as a gift.
This book became one of my favorites for many years, and | kept returning to it in middle
school. Its pages helped me learn a lot about the rules of etiquette, behavior, and simply
interesting facts from different areas. In fact, my fascination with encyclopedias began long
before that gift. | loved rummaging through books at home and spending time reading all sorts
of encyclopedias. These books became an important part of my self-education and broadening
my horizons.

Over time, as classmates and other students at school started getting their own computers, |
was invited to help set them up and teach them how to use them. That’s when | made my first
earnings, which was an important step in my growing up and boosted my self-confidence.

Starting from the sixth or seventh grade, | also began attending a school of television
journalism, which operated at our cable TV company in Zyablikovo. This hobby opened up a
completely new world for me. The teacher was Viktor Ivanovich, and under his guidance, we
delved into the basics of journalism. | even interviewed people on the street, which became for
me not only practice but also valuable experience in communicating with different people. This
activity developed my creative thinking and desire to express my ideas through words and
images.

Besides studying and attending the television journalism school, | also found a way to earn
some extra pocket money. | soldered light bulbs for kitchen stoves — those very bulbs that light
up on the front panel when you turn on a burner. For each bulb | soldered, | received 50
kopecks. Although it wasn’t much income, for me, it was the first step into the world of
independent earning. This experience gave me a sense of responsibility and taught me manual
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skills, as well as the value of earned money. Since then, | began to understand the importance
of work and how even small efforts can bring real results.

When | entered the 10th grade, new opportunities and horizons opened up for me. That year,
my school introduced lyceum classes with advanced study of physics and mathematics. It was a
new challenge that | decided to take on, even though studying in such a class required tuition.
After passing the exams, | proudly joined the ranks of the lyceum class students, which was
organized at the MADI institute.

In this same lyceum class studied my old friend Vasya, and here | found a new friend, Nikolay P.
Together, we connected to the local area network in our neighborhood. Through Nikolay, | met
Lesha Sh., who soon became part of our circle of friends. My relationships with Kolya and
Lesha became increasingly stronger, and | started spending more time with them than with
Vasya and Zhenya.

My father, however, soon announced that he would no longer pay for my studies, insisting that
education should be free. Despite this, | was allowed to remain in the class, which only
confirmed my suspicions about the school’s “off-the-books earnings.” At the same time, |
became passionate about computers. The computer and Internet access opened up the world
of local networks and chats, where | found like-minded people and new knowledge.

However, my passion for computers initially had a negative effect on my studies and grades. By
the end of the first semester, | had received six failing grades, which led to the suggestion that |
be transferred to evening school. The teachers’ council convened on this matter became a
turning point in my education. Shortly after the meeting, my father made it clear that he no
longer wanted to be involved in such events. His words became a motivation for me: | realized |
could not disappoint him and needed to take responsibility for my studies and actions. During
the winter holidays, | worked hard and cleared all my academic backlogs.

By the end of the school year, | not only corrected all my failing grades, but also began to study
with excellence. Thanks to my successes in mathematics and physics, | was included in the
school teams for participating in olympiads. These school years, despite all the difficulties, laid
the foundation for my further development, helped me find my interests and passions, and
prepared me for future challenges and achievements.

Chapter 4. The Beginning of My Career and the Influence of
Vesta

At the company where | worked, there was always a plaque on the wall with the inscription:
“Those who want to — find opportunities; those who don’t — find reasons.” This phrase became
deeply ingrained in my mind, reminding me every day that it's important to do what you want
and to build your own life. When | entered a new phase of my life after school, beginning my
career, these words became my internal compass. Life began to take on new shapes.
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| can’t help but note how my paths with Vasya and Zhenya, with whom | once shared a strong
friendship, eventually diverged. After school, they became quite popular in our neighborhood,
but their fascination with selling marijuana became a subject | couldn’t accept. Despite the years
we spent together, | decided to stop communicating with them, as this was unacceptable to me.

This choice reflected my internal aspirations for a healthy lifestyle, although, paradoxically, |
myself began to smoke cigarettes and tried alcohol for the first time in the autumn of 2006. With
each new step into adulthood, | sought more opportunities for communication and
self-expression, which | found in the online space.

Back then, when online life and communities were just beginning to emerge, | had already been
an active participant in the STS chat for two years. By that time, | had my own money, which
opened up new possibilities and broadened my horizons. | can’t say | was everyone’s favorite —
| was often considered something of a show-off. However, that didn’t prevent me from enjoying
participation in the chat, which became a window for me into a world of new acquaintances. It
was thanks to this chat that different girls appeared in my life, and | began to go on dates.

But even here, there were unexpected challenges. For a whole year, | had feelings for a girl
from our chat who seemed absolutely unattainable. Her name was Vesta. She lived in Moscow,
in one of the prestigious districts not far from the Kahovskaya metro station, in a new building.
Despite being only fifteen, Vesta lived in a well-off family, thanks to the successful careers of her
parents, who were able to provide her with a decent standard of living and education at a
prestigious school. | was amazed at how such a young girl, who was two years younger than
me, could possess such a mature and profound outlook on life.

Our conversations were endless, but at times felt intermittent, like waves rolling onto the shore
and then receding. Vesta had a significant influence on me, shaping my worldview and the
direction of my development. She often emphasized — as she put it — my “insufficient
education.” | had finished an ordinary school, although grades 10 and 11 were at a lyceum with
a focus on physics and mathematics. Every time | tried to get closer to her, our conversations
invariably turned to philosophical topics, in which she felt at home. Her fascination with
philosophy was boundless, and she eagerly shared her deep knowledge, making me realize
every time just how much [ still had to learn.

Most often, Vesta mentioned Taoism and asked me if | was familiar with this teaching. She
talked a lot about Nietzsche, especially about his work “Thus Spoke Zarathustra,” and how his
ideas resonated with her own reflections on life. She was also interested in the works of Jung,
and she often quoted his thoughts on the collective unconscious. Vesta also talked about the
works of Erich Maria Remarque, reflecting on war, loss, and human suffering. In conversation,
she often discussed society, which she considered terrible and deceitful. Comparing herself to
those around her, she would sometimes claim to be above society, smarter than it, and at other
times feel alien and misunderstood.

Her youth was combined with a remarkable maturity of thought. Vesta was a mysterious person
and hard to understand. On one hand, she didn’t consider herself arrogant, even calling herself
an ascetic. But this asceticism was more of a style, a sort of “asceticism with flair.” This was
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expressed in her habit of drinking endless cups of coffee, smoking cigarettes, wearing modest
but stylish clothes, arranging romantic evenings dedicated to discussions about the transience
of existence and the constant play of human masks.

She especially liked to discuss how all people wear masks and play roles, that no one remains
authentic, and that sincerity is a rarity in the modern world. She could talk for hours about
Buddhist teachings, mentioning Osho. His books were about spiritual enlightenment, awareness
of one’s own essence and inner freedom, and were imbued with Buddhist philosophy.

Nevertheless, this girl became a stimulus for my self-development. Wanting not to fall behind in
our philosophical discussions, | began to read books on psychology and philosophy actively.
Thanks to Vesta, in the autumn of 2005, | immersed myself in the world of philosophical and
psychological literature, which greatly influenced my inner development.

Although on the surface my life that autumn didn’t seem to change dramatically — | continued to
go to work and occasionally corresponded with Vesta, persistently trying to win her attention and
trust — in reality, this period became a time of profound inner transformation. Sometimes | even
attended meetups of our chat participants, but those remained just background events in the
routine of everyday life.

My routine at that time was quite measured: daytime was spent at work, and evenings in chats
and reading books. In my free time, | met up with friends — Lesha and Kolya, with whom we
lived in the same courtyard. Kolya had studied with me since the 10th grade, and Lesha, who
was three years older, was his friend.

But with the arrival of winter, everything changed. Vesta, unexpectedly for me, invited me to go
snowboarding. Before that moment, | hadn’t even known what it was, but thanks to her, | stood
on a board for the first time. This trip was a real discovery for me — a new world full of cold
wind, snow-white slopes, and adrenaline.

It was then, in the winter of 2005-2006, that | enrolled in six-month courses at MEPhHI in
mathematics and physics. Every morning, | went to work, and in the evenings, | hurried to the
courses, where | plunged into the world of numbers and formulas, trying to cope with homework
assignments.

My life gradually acquired structure: work, courses, studying, and then returning home, where
not only rest but also responsibilities awaited me. | earned money, providing not only for myself
but also for my family — a sick father and a brother who suffered from cerebral palsy and was
five years older than me. | became the sole breadwinner in our family of three, and this placed
certain duties and responsibilities on me, which | carried with honor.

Chapter 5. Family Duties and the Search for Meaning

Every day was filled to the brim, but there was a certain harmony in this hectic rhythm. | felt that
| was growing as a person, coping with difficulties, and learning to live in this complex but
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fascinating world.

On March 6, 2006, as usual, | was sitting in class in the evening, writing down another formula
for physics or mathematics—I don't remember exactly. There was a lesson going on in a MEPhI
classroom, the teacher was explaining a new topic, and | was intently writing down what was
being said. But this routine process was interrupted by an unexpected call to my mobile phone.

It was my boss, my supervisor from work. His voice was tense and anxious: “lgor, drop
everything and go home immediately.” My heart sank. | stood up, left the classroom, and rushed
home. When | arrived, | saw that the police and an ambulance were at our house, and my father
was lying dead in the room. There was also a neighbor, my brother, and my boss in the house.

Later, | found out that it was the neighbor who called the ambulance and the police, probably
after my brother contacted her. They even found my boss's number. To be honest, | can hardly
remember now how exactly my boss found out about this, but the fact is that somehow he
learned, called me in class, and was already at my place when | got home.

My boss was extremely surprised by the state of the apartment. In the last few years, things
hadn’t been going well for my father, and the apartment was in poor condition. My boss even
offered to have the company pay for the repairs, but | refused, saying I'd manage on my own. |
don’t even know why | decided that at the time, but that was my choice.

My grandmother came from Vilnius, Lithuania, for my father’s funeral. He was her third and
eldest son. By that time, all her sons—my father, uncle Gleb, and uncle Oleg—had already
passed away, and for her it was a tremendous grief. | could feel how hard it was for her, and her
presence gave the moment a special tragedy. Seeing her pain was unbearable, and it added
another level of suffering to those days.

My colleagues at work treated me with great understanding and support. They basically
accepted me as their “regimental son,” and our small team became my new family. Their care
and involvement helped me get through this difficult time and gave me the strength to keep
moving forward.

However, my father’s death in some way simplified my life. Now, to enter university, | only
needed to score the minimum passing score on the entrance exams to get into any university.
According to the article about difficult family situations, given that | had a disabled brother, |
officially became his guardian and was exempt from military service.

My life changed again. | realized that | had become the full head of our little family, consisting of
me and my brother. My boss raised my salary to $500 per month, and | began to look for my
own path in life. | seriously started to wonder: how should one live at all? What to do? How to
act? What to be guided by in making decisions? What to hope for, and what not? Where is my
place in this world? Who am I? Why am |? All these questions suddenly stood before me.

Luckily, a couple of weeks later, | found a book by Dale Carnegie among my parents’ things—a
collection that included three of his works: “How to Win Friends and Influence People,” “How to
Stop Worrying and Start Living,” and “How to Develop Self-Confidence and Influence People by
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Public Speaking.” | began to read it every night with enthusiasm. Thanks to this book, | felt that
light had dawned on me. | began to understand how to live, how to behave, and what to do. |
realized that | was not alone in my worries, that there were solutions, and that the questions
tormenting me were on the minds of all people. It turned out that philosophy and psychology
had long been thinking about the same issues | was facing. Books started to play a major role in
my life. Vesta laid the foundation for this, but after my father’s death, reading became my
constant activity.

| should note that | had read books before, but mostly programming books. My father had
bought me large programming volumes since 1997, and | started studying them then. However,
after Vesta’s influence and my father’s death, | switched to another type of literature—books on
philosophy and psychology. | began to think that this knowledge might be more important for life
than programming and decided to delve into this field. At some point, | even began to doubt how
much | needed the courses at MEPhI, but | continued to attend them and did everything | could.

Soon | faced the fact that my father had left behind large debts—amounting to tens of
thousands of dollars. Aimost immediately, creditors began trying to collect this money from me,
even before the inheritance case was settled. And one day, | received an official summons—to
appear at Lubyanka, in the building next to the main FSB office.

| remember that day. A sense of anxiety, even a certain surrealism, accompanied me all the
way. | was met by stern men, who quickly led me into an office, where an interrogation followed.
Sitting under the lights, | felt like | was in a movie. They started asking about the inheritance and
my father’s debts, and | stated that | did not intend to accept the inheritance, especially together
with the debts.

These words turned out to be decisive. After a long conversation and exchange of formalities,
they informed me that my father’s debts would no longer be my concern, since | was not
accepting the inheritance. The only problem remained with the apartment—at that time it was
registered to the state, and there were many debts attached to it. | didn’t have to accept the
inheritance just for the apartment, but it had utility debts. | decided that | would pay them off little
by little, and over time | fully repaid all debts. Later | even managed to privatize the apartment.
But that would happen much later...

Meanwhile, after | began to delve into philosophy and psychology, and also faced various life
events, the summer of 2006 came—a time that marked a new stage in my life.

In the summer | craved adventure, and one day, with great pleasure, | bought a red mountain
bike. Fortunately, there was a warehouse of an online store nearby, where they sold bikes and
all sorts of gear for active leisure. This purchase made me truly happy. My new two-wheeled
friend, with 21 speeds and cool front and rear shock absorbers, became my faithful companion.
Sometimes | rode my bike to work, and on weekends | could ride all night into the city center
and return home by morning. Sometimes | met new people, which added a special atmosphere
to the summer nights. | loved my red “iron horse” and enjoyed every ride.
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Then, one summer day—probably in July—Katya arrived, a girl from St. Petersburg whom | had
met in the STS chat. Earlier, Katya had confessed her love to me online, and before we met |
wasn’t sure whether she still had feelings for me. She stayed in Moscow on a transfer, on her
way from Petersburg to Turkey or somewhere else, and we decided to meet.

We walked around central Moscow, strolled along Sakharov Avenue, and then | accompanied
her to the Aeroexpress to the airport. It was an interesting meeting, one of my first walks with a
gir—almost a date. Strictly speaking, it wasn’t my first date, since at that time | already had a
strange relationship with Vesta. But if you don’t count those, then meeting Katya could really be
called my first date. By the way, Katya knew Vesta, and they didn’t really get along with each
other.

After meeting Katya, another important event happened—I was admitted to the evening
department at MEPhI, majoring in Applied Programming in Economics. This new stage of my life
was full of expectations and possibilities.

At that time, when | was happily riding my bike around the city, | launched my own online chat,
which was similar to the popular STS chat. | even managed to attract some users there. But the
most interesting thing was that among the regular visitors were guys from MGIMO who had
already entered their second year. We quickly began to communicate closely, and they started
bringing new people into my chat in exchange for moderator privileges, which | naturally gave
them.

| became close friends with the MGIMO guys, and one day they suggested going to a club not
far from New Arbat. | enthusiastically agreed—it was a great opportunity to spend the evening in
good company. At the last moment, | invited Zhenya Tarakanov—he, as always, was ready to
support any adventure. We called a taxi and went out to meet new experiences.

When the taxi left and the city was already sinking into nighttime quiet, | suddenly realized that |
had forgotten my wallet in the car. This moment was a complete disappointment—without
money, we couldn’t get into the club. The whole company was at a loss, but no one was going to
be upset. The idea of an impromptu party was born by itself: we decided not to lose the evening
and headed for the courtyards near the White House, among the residential buildings. This
place seemed secret and secluded, perfect for late-night hangouts.

We settled down on a bench, passing a bottle around. Time seemed to freeze in the cool of the
night. It was at that moment, in the summer of 2006, that | first tried alcohol and smoked a
cigarette. It was a new experience for me—strange and unusual, but under the stars and in the
company of friends, everything seemed especially bright and memorable. We laughed, chatted
about everything in the world, while the city slowly fell asleep around us.

Night gradually turned to morning, and the first rays of the sun began to break through the
buildings. Zhenya, like a true friend, asked me how | felt after my first intoxication, and we talked
for a long time about this new experience. By morning we all went home, leaving behind the
memories of an evening that seemed almost magical.
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Chapter 6. Student Life

When autumn 2006 arrived, | was already a student in the evening department of MEPhI,
majoring in Applied Informatics in Economics. By that time, | had read not only Dale Carnegie’s
books but also works like “Games People Play” by Eric Berne, as well as works by Ralph Waldo
Emerson and Henry David Thoreau, all of which influenced me greatly. These books helped me
become more sociable and taught me not to be afraid of communicating with people, which was
especially important in the early stages of adulthood. | began to understand others better, which
helped me in further relationships, both in my studies and in my personal life.

| discovered with some disappointment that programming at university was taught in Pascal.
Given that | was already working with C++ at my company, switching to Pascal felt like a step
back. Nevertheless, everyone at the university acknowledged that | was the strongest in
programming.

When | first enrolled, our group unexpectedly split into two parts. One day, a few guys
approached me, asking if they could copy my programming assignment. Remembering my
school years—when | often allowed others to copy from me, which frequently led to people
treating me as compliant and unreliable—I decided to act differently this time. | asked, “And
what will you give me in return?” This was the moment when | tried to find a balance between
my desire to help and the need to defend my own interests. | thought for a long time about how
to act properly, realizing that every action shapes relationships within the group. From then on,
relationships in the group changed. But with those with whom | developed good relations, we
once undertook a crazy adventure—skydiving. After a day of training, we jumped from a height
of 800 meters. This experience, despite an incident with my classmate and then-friend, who
landed with two deployed parachutes and broke his leg, will remain in my memory forever.

In addition, that fall | met two girls. Thanks to the STS chat, | arranged a date with Yana, but to
my surprise, she brought a friend with her. | had the silly idea to invite my friend Vasya to
balance the group. However, when Vasya arrived, he brought Zhenya with him, and both of
them were already high. | was ashamed of their condition and tried to keep my distance from
them at the club, spending time only with Yana and her friend. That evening became my first
experience of kissing. Sitting between two girls, | kissed Yana. Then, to add a playful twist, |
asked her friend if she could kiss better. She also demonstrated her skills. From that evening,
Yana and | started to develop a closer relationship, and soon we began dating. Our romance
lasted a couple of months, but over time, we realized we weren’t right for each other and broke

up.

After that, my attention turned to Nika, a girl from a wealthy family who told me how her
stepfather drove a Ferrari. Our relationship was brief but vivid and lasted only two weeks.
Despite the brevity of these relations, we still sometimes keep in touch, and | appreciate those
moments.

Meanwhile, the MGIMO guys started inviting more and more people into my chat, which started
causing me problems. | had to keep my home computer on all the time, which required a lot of
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bandwidth and tension. At that time, internet traffic was expensive, so | decided to move the
chat to the server at the office where | worked. This decision eventually turned into problems:
the company received large bills for traffic, and for some time, they couldn’t figure out why this
was happening. In half a year, |, of course, got into serious trouble for this, but that was yet to
come.

| also tried to keep in touch with friends from school, especially with Kolya P. However, over
time, Kolya started spending more time with guys who were involved in not the best
activities—they sold drugs, engaged in petty hooliganism. One of the popular activities in their
circle was borrowing money and not returning it.

One day Kolya borrowed money from me, and trusting him, | gave him the amount he asked for.
However, he disappeared and never returned the debt. Some time later, Kolya P. again asked
me for money, and realizing that the same story could repeat itself, | suggested taking his phone
as collateral. It was a rather expensive phone for those times, and Kolya P. agreed.

However, one day he came to my house with two local hooligans and began demanding the
phone back, threatening me with force. They snatched my apartment keys and said they would
only return them after | returned the phone.

It was a weekend. | was desperate and decided to call my boss. He listened to me and asked
me to come to the office. When | was in his office, | told him everything as it was. He listened
carefully and then, looking at me, said, “If you really are not at fault in what happened, I'll help
you.”

“'m not at fault,” | answered firmly.

Then my boss dialed his friend and colleague—Alexander. After a while, Alexander arrived in
his Nissan Pathfinder, and we all got into the car. Our first stop was the police station. My boss
got out and started talking to the officers on duty, explaining the situation:

“Our guy is being bullied.”

The policemen laughed:

“You mean you’re bullying him?”

My boss answered calmly, “Of course not, why would we come here then? In your district,
some local hooligans are bullying our guy. Could you talk to them so there won’t be any
problems later?”

The policemen exchanged glances, and then one of them nodded, “No problem.”

My boss also asked one of the policemen to come with us. We took him along and headed to
the meeting place.

Our team—me, my boss, Alexander, and the policeman—went to Kolya and his accomplices.
When we arrived, | got out of the car and noticed that in the distance, on the playground, one of
Kolya’s accomplices, nicknamed Kashtor, was sitting. He saw me and started walking toward
me. At that moment, my colleagues and the policeman acted quickly—they detained Kashtor
and put him in the car.

| stayed outside. Kashtor’s girlfriend, who was nearby, started yelling at me, angry and
demanding explanations:
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“What have you done?! What have you done?!” she kept repeating, not letting me rest for a
second.

But inside, | was already calm. | knew that now everything was going according to plan, and
that justice would finally prevail.

After a while, everyone got out of the car, and | was told that | now had “personal protection” in
the neighborhood—the very same hooligans who previously bullied me now promised they
would protect me. They returned my keys, and the incident was resolved. After this incident, |
completely stopped communicating with Kolya P.

All this time, | successfully managed programming both at university and at work. However,
when the time came for the first winter exam session at MEPhI, | faced the fact that | could not
understand chemistry, which we started studying again. Even in school, this subject was difficult
for me, and by the winter exam session at the university, | still couldn’t master it. | failed the
chemistry exam, and honestly, | had no desire to retake it. | increasingly realized that the
academic program at the university did not correspond to my interests and real professional
needs. Combining work in the morning and studies in the evening was difficult, and | began to
think that | should develop myself not only in programming, which | was already doing at work,
but also in the humanities, which attracted me more and more.

Chapter 7. Masha: An Acquaintance That Changed Everything

In the winter, | was still hoping that Vesta would come back into my life and that we could start
dating. Her charm, ease in communication, and incredible charisma simply fascinated me,
making her special in my eyes. At that time, | truly idealized her and had strong feelings for her.
Even though | was already seeing other girls, like Yana and Nika, my heart was still thinking
about Vesta. We occasionally saw each other; she even invited me to her place, and this
strengthened my hope that something could work out between us.

However, in the winter of 2007, everything changed. Vesta openly declared that she was seeing
another guy. | remember that moment as if it were yesterday: her words echoed in my mind.
She said it with such coldness, as if she didn't care how | felt. It was very painful for me. That
was the moment when | realized that | had to let Vesta go and stop nurturing false hopes.

After that, | decided to move on, although deep down, there was still a taste of disappointment.
At that time, there was a girl named Inna working at our company, who had previously been a
secretary but was already promoted to logistics manager. Inna and | often talked and became
friends—as the youngest in the team, we felt somewhat on the same wavelength. | approached
her with a simple request—asked if she had a friend | could meet. Inna smiled and said she had
an excellent candidate—her dacha neighbor, Masha 1., and she shared her contact with me.

We started talking in QIP and quickly discovered that we had much more in common than we
could have expected. We were both born in 1988, and our paths had crossed long before this
moment. In childhood, when we were about 10-12 years old, we both attended the same
children's school of TV journalism in Orekhovo, at the local cable TV in Zyablikovo. We had the
same teacher—a respected Viktor lvanovich. Remembering this, | was amazed at how bizarrely
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circumstances sometimes come together. We took this coincidence as a sign of fate. After that, |
realized | couldn't miss this opportunity.

At that time, Masha was studying in the evening department at the Russian State University
named after A.N. Kosygin, at the Institute of International Education. It was the last day of
February, the last day of winter, and although it was an ordinary weekday, there was already a
special atmosphere in the air. | clearly remember how | asked my boss's driver to take me to the
place of our first meeting—my date with Masha. | invited her to the Brateevsky Cascade Park on
the banks of the Moscow River.

Our date began after sunset, when the city was enveloped in nighttime silence. Lanterns lit the
paths in the park, and their soft light reflected off the freshly fallen snow, giving the world around
a sense of coziness and magic. We slowly walked along the river, talking and smiling at each
other. With every minute, it seemed that the distance between us was shrinking, and we were
getting closer.

Walking through the snowy park, we suddenly noticed a huge wooden ship, proudly towering in
its center. Under snow-covered trees, it looked as if it were from another world. With excitement
in our hearts, we stepped onto the deep snow and, holding hands, began to make our way to it.
It was difficult, but fun—we climbed aboard and, laughing, reenacted the famous scene from
Titanic. At that moment, standing together at the stern and looking at each other, | felt our lives
beginning to intertwine inseparably. That day marked the start of our relationship, filled with
warmth and joy.

Soon after our first meeting, we celebrated our first March 8th together. That day was filled with
the crisp spring air and the anticipation of something magical. We wandered along the wide,
lively Moscow avenues, enjoying the warm sun and the smiles of passersby, feeling like part of
a big and friendly city. Our messages to each other became warmer and more heartfelt with
every day, and each meeting strengthened our relationship, making my heart beat faster with joy
and anticipation. These moments filled our hearts with light and confidence in our shared future.

After one of our unforgettable dates, Masha invited me to her home for the first time to meet her
family. That evening, crossing the threshold of her cozy apartment, | felt both excitement and the
anticipation of something significant. Meeting her mother and grandmother became one of the
key moments of our acquaintance. They turned out to be unusually warm and welcoming,
winning me over from the very first minutes. Their sincere interest in my life and openness in
conversation made the evening especially warm and memorable. That’'s when | truly felt part of
her world, which gave our relationship a new, deeper meaning.

On April 14th, Masha’s birthday, | met her friends for the first time at a bus stop, which was a
significant moment for our relationship. Among them were her university friends—Nadya Sh.
with her boyfriend Volodya, Tanya with her boyfriend Dima, and always cheerful Asya. Masha
proudly told me that soon after we became a couple, Nadya also met her Volodya. All together,
we went to Masha’s home, where her relatives were already gathering or arriving.
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The warmth of the family hearth and the welcoming reception made that evening truly
memorable. Communication with everyone present only strengthened my feelings for Masha
and helped me feel like an integral part of her life and her close circle.

That birthday turned out to be a truly special moment when | realized how significant a part of
Masha’s life | had become—and she of mine. The celebration was a success: | felt surrounded
by people who sincerely accepted me as | was. All that time, Masha was nearby, supporting me
with every glance and gesture, and | was incredibly grateful for such warm and heartfelt
acceptance. Her attention and care made that day not only a celebration of her birthday, but
also a celebration of our mutual joy and understanding.

Inspired by meeting her friends, Masha and | decided that we absolutely had to visit Viktor
Ivanovich—our former teacher. This man not only taught us the basics of TV journalism, but
also inadvertently became the reason for our first date after so many years. Visiting him turned
into a journey into the past, where every object in his modest apartment seemed full of
memories. We reminisced about our school years, vividly discussed our first steps in journalism,
laughed at childhood mistakes, and rejoiced in each other's successes.

That meeting unexpectedly inspired me to think seriously about my own future. Having left my
studies at MEPhI behind—where the world of exact sciences and technology seemed my
unchanging calling—I had already been working successfully as a programmer for two years.
However, the meeting with Viktor lvanovich and the stories about the successes of our
acquaintances at the journalism faculty of RSSU awakened in me a desire to explore the world
of media. Realizing that journalism could become a bridge between my past in science and my
new aspiration for creativity and social interaction, | seriously thought about changing my
professional direction. | realized that this was not just a new interest, but a real and meaningful
desire to change the course of my career by continuing to study at the journalism faculty in
parallel with my job. This decision seemed especially appealing and promising to me, given my
experience in programming.

Masha, seeing my interest, actively supported my ambitions. Thanks to her faith in my abilities, |
felt confident enough to apply for part-time studies at the journalism faculty of RSSU. My
enrollment became an important step in my life. | successfully passed the entrance exams,
which was another confirmation of the rightness of my choice. | was grateful to Masha for her
unwavering support and inspiration, which played a key role in this important stage of my
educational and professional journey.

Over time, it became customary that after work, | would go not home, but to her place. We spent
evenings together in her cozy apartment, discussing the day, dreaming, and just enjoying each
other's company. Often our evenings were accompanied by watching various movies, and once
we watched "Ocean's Eleven," which became one of my favorites. Masha’s grandmother often
delighted us with her culinary masterpieces, preparing dinner, which made our evenings even
warmer and more homely. After midnight, | would take the bus home. Although Masha lived
nearby, just two metro stations away from me, returning by bus was romantic in its own way,
and this continued for a long time.
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With each passing day, | realized more and more how much Masha influenced my personal
development. She was convinced that appearance and behavior should match the status of an
adult man, and her views greatly influenced me. On her advice, | began to wear suits to work
every day, which significantly improved my self-perception and changed my colleagues' attitude
towards me. With her support, | started getting up regularly at 8 am, starting each day by
carefully ironing my trousers and shirt. This morning ritual not only helped me maintain a
flawless appearance but also set me up for a productive day.

In addition, Masha taught me how to cook and take homemade lunch to work. This not only
saved money but also strengthened my confidence and sense of independence.

These changes in my daily life helped me see myself differently, and this influenced my
professional achievements. My confidence and new way of thinking were noticed and
appreciated at work, which became an additional incentive to develop my qualities as a
specialist.

Chapter 8. The First Summer with Masha and the First Exam
Session

At work, our team was headed by a former military man, and many of our managers and
employees had also served in the army. | know that during interviews, military service was often
seen as an advantage. In May, as usual, the annual military gatherings were held, where they
would come together to play airsoft. Airsoft is a tactical team game that uses replicas of real
weapons firing plastic pellets. The game requires good physical fitness, quick reflexes, and
strategic thinking, which makes it popular among military personnel and outdoor enthusiasts.
This time, | was invited to join one of these games, which was a new and exciting experience for
me.

At these gatherings, you could witness various missions reminiscent of episodes from popular
computer games like "Counter-Strike". Some teams would rescue hostages from a bunker, while
others would carry out a mission to escort a train, ensuring the security of important objects.
Although | personally only took part in simply running through the woods, trying to "shoot"
opponents.

What especially stuck in my memory was the night in a tent under the rustling trees and the
starry sky above my head. This trip allowed me not only to see my team from a new angle but
also to discover in myself the ability for teamwork and tactical thinking in conditions as close to
combat as possible.

On the way back home, | had a meaningful conversation with Alexey Viktorovich—my boss.
While we were in the same car, | decided to openly tell him why | had used the company servers
to create my own chat. | explained that it was my first project of this kind, and | didn’t realize the
possible consequences and financial costs for the company. | also shared that | had become
friends with some guys from MGIMO, who helped me moderate the chat. Their support was
valuable to me, and together we created an active community. My confession and sincerity
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helped to resolve the tension that had arisen. Alexey Viktorovich appreciated my openness, and
it significantly strengthened our mutual understanding and trust.

These three days spent outdoors, as well as the conversation that followed, became important
moments in my life, reminding me of the importance of honesty and straightforwardness in any
relationship, whether friendly or professional.

On my birthday, | wasn’t expecting any special celebrations since I'd never really celebrated it
before. This time, by coincidence, | met up with my old friend Lyosha, and we simply wandered
around the streets, drinking beer and talking, as we often did. Masha, however, wasn’'t aware of
these plans and was convinced that | was celebrating the day with another girl, which deeply
upset her.

The next day, realizing that Masha might have misunderstood the situation, | went to see her. |
found her on the couch, lying in tears, overwhelmed by a sense of betrayal. My heart ached at
the sight of her suffering. | immediately started comforting her, explained that the meeting with
my friend was spontaneous and that we were just drinking beer—there was no celebration of
any sort. My words and sincere desire to make things right helped her calm down. We made up,
and as a sign of our reconciliation, Masha gave me a painting of two wolves. This painting,
which she herself painted with oil paints, became especially precious to me. Painting was her
hobby, and every stroke on this canvas was filled with deep meaning and feelings. The painting
still decorates my room in Moscow and reminds me of how important it is to be open and honest
in relationships.

During this time, Masha had already had a significant influence on me not only in everyday
matters but also in terms of my health. Thanks to her support, | decided to quit smoking. Masha
always spoke with care about the harm of this habit and worried about my health. | didn’t think
long over her words—her support helped me take this step almost painlessly. | felt responsible
to her, and it strengthened my resolve not to pick up a cigarette again. Quitting smoking became
an important achievement that only deepened our mutual respect and trust.

One of our evenings stands out especially. We decided that | would spend the night at Masha’s
place, even though we knew that her strict grandmother might not approve of us staying
together. We weren’t sure how she’d react, but we didn’t want to risk it or provoke conflict. Her
grandmother was highly respected in the family, and to avoid possible displeasure, we carefully
came up with a cunning plan.

After our usual evening walk, | accompanied Masha home and, as sometimes happened,
stayed for a cup of tea. Time passed midnight, and her grandmother had already gone to bed.
Taking advantage of this, | hid in the closet while Masha created the sounds of my departure:
she opened and closed the door and loudly said goodbye to me. After she completed her
"performance," she returned to the room, wished her grandmother good night, and locked us in.

Hidden in the closet, | felt heat and excitement from anticipation. The minutes dragged on, but
finally Masha opened the closet, and the cool air of the room eased my tension. We spent the
rest of the night together, cherishing every minute in the quiet of the night.
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In the morning, before her grandmother left for the dacha, our plan nearly failed when she
approached the locked door of the room. | quickly hid in the closet, and Masha went to the door
and, as if nothing had happened, opened it. Her grandmother, getting ready for her trip, said
goodbye to Masha and left. As soon as the door closed behind her, | came out of the closet with
relief. Left alone together, we sighed with relief, and | realized how much | wanted to keep being
a part of her life.

Soon, however, | began openly staying overnight at Masha’s place. This became a sign that our
relationship had reached a new level of trust and intimacy.

Every time | spent the night at Masha’s, she would carefully prepare lunches for both of us.
Taking these lunches to work the next day, | felt proud. Opening the lunch box, | remembered
our morning breakfasts together, full of laughter and warm conversations. These things, which
may have seemed like little things, actually became meaningful rituals, forming the foundation of
our relationship and filling every day with meaning and care for each other. This strengthened
our bond, making it even stronger and more meaningful.

Closer to the middle of autumn, at the end of October or the beginning of November, the first
exam session began at RSSU. For part-time students, the session was three weeks of intensive
study, with classes from morning to evening, followed by exams. | would take time off from work
to attend classes every day and diligently completed all assignments. Classes were held at
Botanichesky Sad, near the metro station on Wilhelm Pieck Street, opposite VGIK, which added
a special creative atmosphere to the surroundings.

At that time, | was very responsible, largely thanks to Masha, who had taught me accuracy and
discipline. | was the only one wearing a suit and carrying a briefcase, which immediately made
me stand out among the rest. This organization led to me being elected group leader from the
very first day.

There were only four guys in our group: me; Slava—a thirty-year-old man who had fought in the
First Chechen War, originally from Ulyanovsk but living in Krasnogorsk at the time, working as a
bodyguard for an influential businessman, and admitted to RSSU on preferential terms as a
combat veteran. His experience with war and military service gave him particular maturity.
Kostya—a young guy from Mozhaysk who enrolled straight after school, and Sergey—a
musician from Omsk. The rest of the students were mostly girls, many of whom were already
working in their field, like Masha—a photojournalist.

The session went smoothly, and our group actively interacted with others—sociologists and
political scientists. We often crossed paths at the same lectures, which quickly brought us
together. Gradually, our three groups studied side by side, and these acquaintances became
part of the overall learning process.

| especially remember the philosophy exam. | had been interested in this subject for a long time
and by then had read many books, deeply immersing myself in philosophical ideas. My past
relationship with Vesta also played an important role: she often encouraged me to search for
and study different philosophical concepts on the internet. This fueled my development, and
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thanks to this, in philosophy classes, | was one of the most active students, which the teacher
immediately noticed.

At the exam, | drew a ticket with questions on Kant. Since | was only superficially familiar with
his works, | felt unsure. | honestly admitted to the teacher: "l don’t know Kant’'s works well
enough." He smiled and replied: "l thought Igor knew everything." Nevertheless, | tried to give
the fullest answer | could and eventually received a top grade in my record book. This moment
was significant for me, and | was proud of my high evaluation in philosophy. My girlfriend Masha
supported me throughout the session, which gave me extra confidence.

After we passed the last exam, our group decided to celebrate the event in the park by the river.
We bought alcohol, including vodka and a few other drinks. At that time, | rarely drank and didn’t
know how to handle myself under the influence of alcohol. At first, everything went great: we
toasted, took photos, and enjoyed the end of the session. But soon | "lost it" and started
behaving inadequately. This, no doubt, spoiled some classmates’ attitudes toward me, and most
gradually left.

However, Slava stayed. He came up to me, offered to keep drinking, and we continued together
until late in the evening. At some point, under the influence of alcohol, | even broke my promise
to Masha that | would quit smoking. Slava and | had a smoke, and although | had quit long ago,
at that moment, it didn’t seem such a big deal since | was drunk. We walked and talked for a
long time, and that evening a true friendship developed between us.

The next morning, | felt ashamed. | didn’t remember everything I'd done but clearly sensed that
my behavior in front of the group had been far from the best. | felt like | had lost some of their
respect. But above all, | felt ashamed before Masha. | had promised her | wouldn’t smoke again,
and although | understood that alcohol played a role, | felt I'd let her down. When | confessed
everything, Masha was upset. | felt awkward—maybe | hadn’t lived up to her expectations; |
shouldn’t have drunk so much, and certainly shouldn’t have smoked.

Nevertheless, | didn’t return to the habit of smoking. It was a one-time slip—it happened and
passed, leaving only an unpleasant aftertaste.

That's how my first exam session ended—in the autumn of 2007. In 2008, | continued studying
at university and working at my company in parallel. It was a relatively calm time: Masha and |
took lots of walks, talked, and saved money for the future. She became an important person to
me, taught me a lot, especially in everyday matters, for which | was very grateful.

The summer of 2008 was especially memorable on June 21, when the Russian national football
team defeated the Netherlands 3:1 and reached the semi-finals of the European Championship.
Later, there was a semi-final between Russia and Spain, in which Russia lost 0:3. Nevertheless,
that day became special for me, because it was my first experience watching football with great
interest. Masha shared in the excitement with me, and later my friend Lyosha joined us. That
was also the first time | learned about some of the team’s players, for example, goalkeeper Igor
Akinfeev from CSKA—mainly because Lyosha was a CSKA fan. The coach of the Russian
national team at the time was Guus Hiddink, and his work greatly impressed me. When the
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Russian team won, we all experienced an incredible sense of joy! We went outside, and the
whole city of Moscow was celebrating with us—the streets were filled with excitement and
jubilation. That moment truly brought us together and made that night truly unforgettable.

Chapter 9. Bus Trip Across Europe with Masha

Soon, Masha and | set off on our first big trip across Europe. She had long dreamed that we
would go on a bus tour, something she’d told me a lot about, since she had already traveled that
way with her mother two years before. For me, it was my first trip to Europe, except for visiting
my grandmother in Lithuania, and | eagerly awaited new experiences. The bus journey itself
seemed like something special, as we were about to cross several countries, which sounded to
me like a real adventure.

We bought the tour, | took a vacation, and we set off. Our route ran through Belarus, Poland,
Germany, France, Belgium, and the Netherlands, with most of our time spent in France. Our first
stop was Warsaw, where we strolled through the old city, enjoying the atmosphere. From
Poland, we went to Germany, where Dresden left a particularly strong impression.

Dresden immediately struck me with its old buildings, blackened by time. One of the first places
we visited was Schlossplatz—a beautiful square that literally breathed history. We went on a city
sightseeing tour (Die Dresdner Stadtrundfahrten), which helped us immerse ourselves in the
atmosphere of the ancient city. | was amazed by the architecture of Dresden, which combined
the power and elegance of past eras.

| especially remember the famous Sistine Madonna, one of Raphael’s most renowned works,
which is housed in the Old Masters Gallery. Seeing it with my own eyes, | felt awe and
reverence before the genius of art. The painting seemed to come alive, and standing in front of
it, you felt a connection with the great past. For me, Dresden became not only a city of
architectural masterpieces but also a place of spiritual enlightenment, where art is intertwined
with history.

The next stage of our trip was France, where we spent four eventful days. However, from the
very first evening, Masha and | began having problems. Masha, being a sociable and open girl,
quickly found contact with other members of our group. We made new acquaintances and
decided to take an evening walk in Paris together. I, dreaming of finally seeing the famous Arc
de Triomphe, was already mentally heading for the Champs-Elysées, because that's where, at
the end of the avenue, my goal was located.

We moved toward the Champs-Elysées, and | was already anticipating the moment when I'd
see the Arc de Triomphe. It was an important goal of my visit to Paris, and it seemed my dream
was about to come true. We walked down the famous street, enjoying the evening city
atmosphere. Everything was going well until our group stopped near one of the perfume shops
located right on the Champs-Elysées. | thought it would be brief—just a regular stop for the girls
to check out some fragrances.
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But time passed: half an hour, then an hour, and we were still in that shop. | waited patiently,
keeping my main goal in mind—to see the Arc, which now seemed so close. When, finally,
everyone finished their shopping, | felt relief, as now we could continue our journey. But
suddenly, Masha suggested returning to the hotel, arguing that the metro would soon be closing.

This was a real shock for me. | had waited two hours while they picked out perfumes, only to be
told that there would be no Arc today. | was completely bewildered and disappointed. | was
accused of irresponsibility, and it hit me hard. That night, we went back to the hotel, and from
that moment, my attitude toward Masha began to change.

The next day we decided to visit the La Défense district—a modern business center of Paris,
known for its futuristic skyscrapers and the symbol of modern Paris, the Grande Arche. This
district strongly contrasts with the classical architecture of central Paris, and walking around La
Défense immerses you in the atmosphere of a business metropolis.

The weather was wonderful that day, and we were in a great mood. | took a metro map and
noticed that two lines went to La Défense: one had three times fewer stations than the other.
Tempted by the shorter route, Masha and | boarded a train. When a double-decker commuter
train arrived, | felt a little uneasy, but | didn’t think much of it.

We got off at La Défense, and then the unexpected happened. The turnstile at the exit wouldn’t
accept our tickets. | looked at Masha, and she at me, but at that moment a strict-looking man
approached us, who turned out to be an inspector. He declared that our tickets were invalid
since we had taken a suburban train instead of the metro. His words sounded like a sentence.
At first, | tried to explain that we were tourists and didn’t know about this, but he insisted we pay
a 50-euro fine.

Masha was silent, but | could feel her tension. When | finally took out the money to pay the fine,
she said that with such irresponsibility on my part, she simply didn’t feel safe. Those words cut
to the heart. We continued the tour, but the mood was no longer the same.

This incident left a deep mark on our relationship. Although we managed to reconcile, | felt that
something had changed. After two unpleasant situations in Paris, things between Masha and
me became tense. It was as if we were growing apart. Masha, it seemed to me, was deliberately
distancing herself, hurt, and | couldn’t understand what exactly | had done wrong. The word
“irresponsible” became something she repeated, but | didn’t understand what | was being
blamed for or why there was so much pressure on me.

| felt lost and didn’t know how to fix it. Our relationship became cold, and though we continued
to travel together, a wall had arisen between us. We were together, but each lived in our own
world.

A bit later, near the Géode cinema, with its huge mirrored sphere, we reconciled a little. This
place, with its futuristic design and calm atmosphere, helped us to find common ground, at least
for a while. But honestly, after that, each of us still remained on our own, and when we returned
to Moscow, things were no longer the same.
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Masha’s mother, Elena Alexandrovna, noticed this immediately and tried for a long time to
reconcile us. Probably only thanks to her efforts did we manage to find some sort of
compromise then, but that Paris conflict left a mark that | felt for a long time afterward.

We were lucky in a way, because France gave us multiple-entry visas. | don’t remember exactly
now whether they were for a year or even three, but the fact remained—we now had new
opportunities for travel. | suggested we take advantage of the situation and visit my
grandmother in Vilnius together, since those visas allowed us to freely travel to Lithuania. Masha
agreed, and we set off.

This trip became special for me. First, it was my first visit to my grandmother in many years. The
last time | had been there was when | had just started school. It was important for me to see her
again, and especially to introduce her to Masha. However, unfortunately, the meeting didn’t go
as I'd hoped. Despite all my efforts, my grandmother and Masha were unable to find common
ground. Perhaps it was different worldviews, or different approaches to communication—but
some tension immediately arose between them.

Besides my grandmother, we also met with my cousins—Vika and Natasha. This was an
unexpected and pleasant meeting, as | hadn’t seen them in a long time. Vika and Natasha are
energetic and cheerful girls, and although both have long been married, they still retained their
lightness and openness. Masha and | went to visit them.

Vika and Natasha decided to show us a few interesting places in the city. This gave us a bit of a
distraction from the tense atmosphere surrounding the disagreement between Masha and my
grandmother.

But despite this, the trip to Lithuania remained in my memory as an important event. Masha and
| spent a few days in Vilnius, soaking up the city’s atmosphere. Its quiet streets, old town
architecture, and the taste of national dishes left pleasant impressions. Even though my
grandmother and Masha didn’t become friends, | was glad | could show Masha part of my
family.

Chapter 10. How My Relationship with Masha Began to Fade

In the summer of 2008, we often spent time at Masha’s dacha, not far from the town of
Chekhov. On weekends, we would go there to escape the hustle and bustle of the city.
Sometimes these were quiet days with her grandmother and mother, where | helped with the
household and worked in the garden. | especially remember the attic at the dacha—spacious,
cozy, and quiet. | even dreamed of making it into a small study for myself.

But there were also times when we gathered with Masha'’s friends. Her best friend Nadya Sh.,
her boyfriend Volodya, Tanya with her boyfriend Dima, and Asya—all of them often joined our
get-togethers. Usually, this happened on someone’s birthday or simply to enjoy the country
atmosphere, grill shashlik, and have a good time.
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One episode stuck in my memory especially well. One morning, when Nadya Sh. and Volodya
just wouldn’t wake up, and it was already almost lunchtime, | decided to wake them up in an
unusual way—I poured a jug of water right onto their bed. Nadya didn't let it slide. Sometime
later, as | was sitting at the table, a whole pot of water was poured over me. It was her revenge.
We all laughed, and although it was a funny incident, surprisingly, it strengthened my
relationship with Nadya Sh. After that, we got along even better, and it became one of those
memories of cheerful, carefree times.

Masha’s mom often hosted gatherings at home with her friends. Masha and | were often invited
to such meetings, to sit together, chat, and meet new people. It was at one of those gatherings
that | met several of her friends whom | hadn’t known before. Everyone spoke very well of me,
calling me a nice and cool guy.

Once, at the birthday party of one of Masha’s mom’s friends in the Moscow suburbs, | was even
asked to act as toastmaster. | gladly agreed and improvised all evening. Judging by the guests’
reactions, | did well: many thanked me and laughed heartily.

However, the evening ended on a strange note. One of Masha'’s close friends, after drinking a
bit, came up to me and asked if | was going to marry Masha. Honestly, | didn’t feel ready for that
then and didn’t know what to answer. | said that maybe it would happen someday. In response, |
heard something like “time is passing,” and that was the end of the conversation.

My relationship with Masha gradually deteriorated, especially after our trip to Europe. We
started to argue often over trifles. Masha was offended more and more frequently, and | couldn’t
understand why. | constantly tried to figure out what exactly was causing her discontent and
what | needed to do to fix things. But | didn’'t understand what | was doing wrong, and that put a
lot of pressure on me. | began to think that maybe the problem was with me—surely a person
couldn’t be so upset without a serious reason. So our relationship became more and more tense
and confused.

Nevertheless, despite our frequent quarrels, the spring of 2009 was marked by a few events
that brought us closer, if only for a short time. One of the most important moments was in April,
when Masha supported my decision to change jobs. At that time, | was deeply disappointed in
my previous company, where | had worked for four years and saw no prospects for further
growth. Masha noticed my dissatisfaction and encouraged me to quit.

On April 30, | finally left my old job, then posted my resume on HeadHunter and started going to
interviews. Soon | was offered a job at the Association of Further Professional Education
(ADPO)—a company that offered courses in various fields and needed a programmer to
develop and support their online presence. | gladly accepted the offer, looking forward to a new
stage in my career.

On May 16, the final of Eurovision 2009 took place, which we watched at Masha’s home. The
contest was held in Moscow, on the stage of the Olimpiysky Sports Complex. We followed
Alexander Rybak’s performance from Norway with great pleasure. His song “Fairytale” not only
brought him victory with a record 387 points, but also delighted all of us.
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We enjoyed the show in a cozy family atmosphere—Masha’s mother and grandmother were
with us. The discussions, jokes, and comments about the performances made the evening lively
and warm. When Rybak won a confident victory, we kept sharing impressions and discussing
the results for a long time. Almost immediately after the final, Masha got a message from her
best friend Nadya: “Congratulations to Igor on the victory!” Masha, laughing, showed me the text
right away. Nadya explained that she thought | looked a lot like Rybak—both in appearance and
mannerisms. She even noted some common personality traits. Her words made everyone laugh
and lifted the mood even more.

At my new job, | met Alexander K., my boss, and Nikolai K., who worked as a contextual
advertising manager and SEO specialist. | was to take over management of the company’s
billing system and database. After a few successful weeks at work, Alexander unexpectedly
offered me a side project—developing a plugin for the popular blogging platform WordPress.
The plugin was called WP-Shop, and without hesitation, | agreed. This became my first serious
freelance job in this field and was an important step in my further professional growth.

June 19 was my birthday, and it turned out to be one of those rare bright moments during that
difficult period. We celebrated at the restaurant “Yolki-Palki” at Tretyakovskaya. Friends of
Masha came: her best friend Nadya with her boyfriend Volodya, Tanya with her boyfriend Dima,
and Asya. My university friends Slava A. and Lesha were there, too. The atmosphere was light
and joyful, despite the underlying tension in my relationship with Masha.

| was given a DVD player, which at that time seemed like a real technological miracle, and | felt
the support of my circle of friends. That day, it seemed to me that maybe things weren’t so bad,
and there was something good ahead for Masha and me.

However, there were some unpleasant moments. During the meal, Slava began to show off in
front of Nadya. He suddenly announced that a woman shouldn’t tell a man what to do, which
didn’t sit well with the others. The tension grew when Slava insulted her boyfriend Volodya. This
behavior displeased everyone, and despite the generally friendly atmosphere, | was given a hint
that Slava was far from the best friend. Unfortunately, | didn’t pay attention to it then, although
now | realize | should have listened.

Meanwhile, my relationship with Masha remained difficult. Despite her support in changing jobs,
the tension between us kept growing. We decided to redecorate my room and started putting up
new wallpaper together, hoping that this joint project would bring us closer. But the opposite
happened. The renovation, which we began with hopes for a better future, turned into a new
source of arguments. Every little thing became a reason for another conflict.

By August 2009, our relationship was completely ruined. Instead of bringing us together, the
renovation became a catalyst for all the accumulated problems. At the end of the summer, after
many attempts to save what we had, we broke up.

At that moment, | felt like | lost not only the person | loved but also the support that had helped
me move forward. Before we broke up, Masha said she had turned into a “mommy” for me, and
that | needed to learn to be an adult and independent. Those words hurt and made me think. |
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had always felt | should follow her advice, because she seemed more experienced and mature.
Masha had a family—a mother, a grandmother—and lived in a stable, well-established home
life, something | could only dream of. Having been an orphan for three years already, | felt lost,
with no solid footing in life. That's why | trusted her judgment, believing her life experience and
wisdom could help me cope with my own difficulties.

But over time, this led to the fact that, in Masha’s eyes, | started to look insecure and
dependent. She saw how | was losing my independence, how my decisions depended more
and more on her opinion. Instead of strengthening our relationship, this undermined its
foundation. Everything that seemed right to me became the reason for our alienation. In the
end, our once-strong relationship crumbled, like overripe tomatoes.

Even before everything became clear, we had bought tickets to Turkey for September. It was
our last attempt to save the relationship—we hoped that a vacation and a change of scenery
would help us bring back what we had. But unfortunately, by the time our trip came around, we
already knew everything was over.

Our last important conversation happened in the fall in Orekhovo Park, shortly before the trip.
We sat on a bench surrounded by falling leaves and talked about how our relationship had run
its course. We both understood that this was the end, but still, that evening was important to us.
There was no drama—just a calm discussion that our paths had diverged. We decided the
breakup was inevitable and parted on good terms.

Still, we didn’t cancel the trip to Turkey. In September, we flew there anyway, but as friends. A
couple of Masha’s friends joined us, but even that didn’t help smooth out the sense of finality in
our relationship. We decided to get separate beds at the hotel, which was the final sign that the
feelings we once had were gone. It was a strange trip—despite all our efforts, we both felt it was
the end. When we got back home, it became completely clear that it had been our last trip
together.

Chapter 11. Upheaval at Work, Upheaval in Life

In the autumn of 2009, a new chapter of my life began. Everything that had surrounded me
before—my job, my environment, my familiar daily routine—changed abruptly, as if the past had
become distant and unreal. These changes burst into my life like a storm, sweeping away my
usual landmarks and forcing me to search for myself again in this new, unfamiliar world. Amidst
all these changes, my breakup with Masha turned out to be an unexpectedly painful blow. With
each passing day, her absence deepened my inner emptiness, like a wave washing away
everything | had considered solid and reliable.

Losing Masha meant not just the end of our relationship, but also the loss of everything that had
given my everyday life meaning: our trips to the country house, warm evenings after work, the
opportunity to share my time with someone close.

In the new company, | was an outsider—a random person among strangers—and this feeling
only intensified my loneliness. At my previous company, where | had spent four years and where
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| was helped to cope with my father’s passing, | was surrounded by people who had almost
become family. Now, | was alone. Lyosha, my friend, sometimes kept me company on
weekends or in the evenings, but it wasn’t the same as before—without Masha, her friends, or
her family.

| felt lonely, and this period was especially difficult for me, as if all the joys of the past were
slowly fading away, leaving me one-on-one with emptiness.

I lost my sense of direction. | used to live by Masha’s advice and the goals she helped me set.
But now, | was completely lost: what goals should | choose? What should | do next? This
uncertainty only made things worse. At that time, Slava A. tried to support me: he invited me to
the sauna, spent time with me, and insisted that | needed to forget about Masha. | agreed with
him, though deep down | still hoped she would come back. But overall, | understood this was
the sunset of one stage and the beginning of a new life.

One evening, coming home from work, | happened to run into Vasya. He was in a good mood,
and we decided to chat for a bit. The conversation was relaxed, and at some point, Vasya
suggested we go to his place. | agreed—his home was cozy, and he even made tea. We had a
nice talk, discussed life, shared news, and this interaction felt very warm.

Masha was no longer in my life, and | felt empty inside. | tried to cope and keep it together, but
the pain was still there. Then Vasya suggested we go to the balcony and smoke some weed. At
first, | hesitated a bit—though | already had some experience, | was never much of a fan. But in
that moment, | decided to go along. We went out on the balcony, sat, smoked, and | felt that our
conversation became somehow lighter and kinder. At one point, | even realized my pain about
Masha started to ease a little, which brought some relief.

Probably, this was the moment when my relationship with Vasya started to recover. After | had
stopped talking to him back in school, now we managed to find common ground again.

At work, | started smoking again, partly to socialize more with the new people. My relationship
with Nikolai K., the contextual advertising specialist 've mentioned before, was getting stronger.
He smoked, and | decided to join him for his hourly smoke breaks. We also started having lunch
together regularly, exploring cafes on Maroseyka and Pokrovka. | stopped making lunches at
home, like | used to do when | was dating Masha and working at my previous job. These lunch
outings became a pleasant ritual and a way for me to distract myself.

Besides lunches, Nikolai K. and | sometimes stayed after work to have a beer. In summer, we
usually went to the metro or one of the quiet courtyards in the city center to sit outside. If it was
closer to winter, we found cozy cafes to escape the cold and keep chatting. We often discussed
not only work but also his ambitious business plans and strategies. Kolya was full of ideas and
even shared his favorite book—*“Life Inside the Bubble” by Igor Ashmanov, which was about
how Rambler was built and eventually fell apart. | ended up reading this book myself, and it
turned out to be quite interesting. Many of Kolya’s business ideas probably came from there.
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These evenings were another way for us to bond. Once, Nikolai K. invited me to his home.
There, to my surprise, | learned that apart from regular smoke breaks, Kolya smoked weed and
often did it right at work. This really shocked me—I thought | worked at a serious company with
a professional atmosphere, and yet, here was this.

During our conversations, Kolya shared his ambitious plan—to oust the current boss and take
his place. At first, | was skeptical. He was trying to make a good impression on upper
management while discrediting our boss. That seemed odd to me: | had just started at the
company, and here | was meeting someone who immediately admitted he wanted to take
someone else’s position.

After a while, | learned that Kolya also smoked weed. When | first visited his place, he offered to
smoke together. So, | started smoking weed with him. Later, | found out that he even brought it
to work and sometimes smoked in secret there.

Through his schemes with the management, Nikolai K. managed to present himself well and
discredit our boss, Alexander K. As a result, the company’s leadership decided to make Kolya
the new head of the department. What they were planning to do with Alexander was
unclear—maybe fire him or move him to another position. | remember we were waiting for him
at work one day, but he never showed up. Apparently, he realized in advance that he’d been
discredited and that something was being plotted against him.

However, Alexander K. didn’t just leave. He sabotaged us by encrypting the entire IT
infrastructure of the company. The whole system was locked—we couldn’t start the servers,
websites, or databases, as we didn’t have the decryption keys. It was a real crisis, and after
work, Kolya, the management, and | stayed behind to figure out how to solve it. | started
backing up everything | could save, trying to minimize the losses.

Later that evening, Kolya and | even went to Alexander K.’s apartment on Olimpiysky Avenue.
We rang the doorbell for a long time, but no one answered. We stood around, discussed the
situation, but got nowhere. The next day, the problem continued. Later, | found out that they had
managed to contact Alexander and offered him a large sum of money to hand over the
decryption keys. In the end, Alexander unlocked everything and returned the keys.

Nikolai K. always said he believed Alexander K. did it for the money from the start. | focused on
making sure nothing like that could happen again. | completely reconfigured the company’s
system to prevent similar attacks in the future. That was when | started to earn the trust and
respect of the leadership.

Since then, Nikolai K. and | became true allies, managing the internet department. | also got a
raise for this. Now | was basically acting as the deputy head of the department.

I remember how Nikolai K. often praised Igor Ashmanov’s “Life Inside the Bubble.” It's a story
about the missed chance to develop Rambler, and Kolya especially liked the parallels between
the book and what was happening at our company. Ashmanov, a well-known linguist and
entrepreneur, worked on projects like Rambler and Kribrum and was a recognized expert in
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internet technologies. Kolya often drew analogies between the problems described in the book
and the real situations we faced. Inspired by his stories, | decided to read the book myself and
never regretted it.

Time passed, and the winter exam period at the university was approaching. | needed to take
my finals. It was during this time that | became more interested in Russian rap. Before, when |
was with Masha, music played only a small role in my life, and | hardly listened to it. Although
before Masha | occasionally listened to ST1M, his music would just pop up in my playlist from
time to time and wasn’t a big deal. But now everything changed—music became an important
part of my daily life. | started wearing headphones, listening to tracks on my way to and from
work, finding my feelings reflected in them.

| was especially moved by Basta’s melancholic love songs, like “Autumn” and “Film Strip.”
These tracks became a kind of soundtrack of that time, helping me cope with my inner turmoil
and new challenges.

That winter exam period was special for me because it was the first one | took without Masha. |
had to do everything myself, and sometimes it seemed hard. Without her support, it was
especially tough. Before, | would often stay at her place, working on assignments in a cozy
atmosphere, always surrounded by friendly company and a tasty dinner. Now, | had to cope on
my own, and it felt unfamiliar.

But | wasn’t entirely alone—Slava A. supported me. The two of us, helping each other, managed
to get through the exams successfully. It was an important moment when | realized that despite
all the difficulties, | could cope and keep moving forward.

Chapter 12. New Relationships and the Business World

After New Year’s, | realized it was time to look for new relationships and move forward. |
registered on one of the dating sites—I don’t even remember which one. That’'s how | met Anya,
a cheerful and interesting girl. These relationships were very different from what | had with
Masha. They seemed a bit strange to me because | didn’t feel the same deep connection with
Anya as | did with Masha. Sometimes | even thought that Anya was too naive for me.
Nevertheless, we continued talking and soon started dating.

One pleasant surprise was that Anya also turned out to be a fan of my favorite artist—St1m.
This brought us even closer, and thanks to her, we got to attend the presentation of his album
“October.” There | was able to get a disc signed personally by St1m, which was a truly special
moment for me. Despite the nice moments, my relationship with Anya still felt a bit
superficial—something kept me from feeling real closeness with her. But even with these inner
doubts, | tried to build a relationship while also focusing on my career.

One day, | think it was either Valentine’s Day or February 23—some holiday—Anya gave me a
gift that deeply influenced my worldview: Paulo Coelho’s book “The Alchemist.” Immersing
myself in its pages, | read it in one go and saw in it a reflection of my own soul. It was truly
magical.

40



Inspired, | began to explore other works by Coelho. | was especially struck by “Manual of the
Warrior of Light,” full of deep parables and wise advice. It became a true guide for me, a book of
wise counsel that | turned to when searching for answers to life’s questions. | realized that in life
you often encounter recurring difficulties that seem to test your strength and remind you of
lessons not yet learned. Sometimes it felt like | was standing still, but my heart told me: this is an
opportunity to understand what previously eluded me.

This book taught me that a true warrior does not follow conventional rules and does not spend
days trying to meet others’ expectations. He follows his own path, listens to his inner voice, and
pursues his destiny. These thoughts resonated deeply within me and helped me rethink many
aspects of my life.

Over time, | collected all the Coelho books | could find and read them eagerly, delving deeper
into his philosophy and wisdom.

There were also significant changes at work. After the company went through a shakeup and |
managed to handle the consequences of sabotage by Alexander K., my role at the company
changed considerably. Previously, all assignments from Olga Borisovna, our general director,
came through my boss, but after the crisis, she started communicating with me directly,
discussing important matters in person. This was a significant step forward in my career, and |
felt | had become a trusted person in her eyes.

Gradually, our interaction strengthened. Olga Borisovna began entrusting me with increasingly
responsible tasks, and a few months later, in spring, something happened that was a real
surprise for me. During one of our work discussions, | happened to mention that | had
experience working as a toastmaster at the birthday party of my mom'’s friend Masha. It was an
improvised celebration, but | managed to organize a fun program, and the event was a big
success.

This story interested Olga Borisovna. At that time, she was planning to celebrate her
anniversary on a riverboat and suggested | try myself again as a toastmaster. The idea seemed
curious, and the support from the whole female staff of the office convinced me to agree. It was
a new challenge for me, and | saw it as an interesting experience.

The celebration turned out bright and memorable. | was given a special costume, and my
assistants wore Russian folk outfits. The whole day was spent on the riverboat, and | was happy
to entertain the guests, feeling that | was managing to create an atmosphere of joy and fun. This
event became one of the most vivid moments of 2010, leaving warm memories of my
experience as a toastmaster at such an important event.

Later, toward the end of May, | realized my relationship with Anya was coming to an end. One
day, when the three of us—Anya, Lesha, and I—were out for a walk, Anya said, “Igor and | are
such a perfect match.” This phrase sounded unpleasant to me, and | began to think. Some time
later, | called her and said we needed to break up. Anya replied, “Well, good job, right before
exams.” She was preparing for her university exams at that time.
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So we broke up, but kept in touch. We met a few more times in the following years, although our
relationship was never rekindled.

A few days after our breakup, | started focusing on other things I'd been putting off for a long
time. By that time, | had already saved up enough money to consider renovating my kitchen. In
the summer of 2010, | finally began the renovation, since the work in the main room was already
finished. Nikolai K. helped me find a contractor among his acquaintances, but, to be honest, |
was disappointed. The foreman took most of the money for himself, and the workers, who got a
smaller share, worked accordingly. Still, the kitchen was remodeled, and the apartment became
much cozier. Despite being dissatisfied with the process, | managed to achieve a positive result.

On Saturday, July 2, 2010, Lesha and | were walking in Tsaritsyno Park, strolling leisurely along
the alleys and talking about everything—from studies and work to thoughts about the future.
The day was sunny, the sky clear, and the mood encouraged experimentation. At some point, |
suggested we try to meet some girls. Lesha agreed with a smile and told me to go for it while he
would support me morally.

We noticed two attractive girls slowly walking nearby, and my heart began to beat faster. The

first few times | hesitated and even felt a little scared to approach, but with each new encounter
with them, my determination grew. Finally, the third time our eyes met by chance, | turned firmly
to Lesha and said, “That’s it, I'm going.” He didn’t stop me and just encouraged me with a look.

Approaching the girls, | smiled and said, “Hello.” The girls looked at each other in surprise and
replied at the same time, “Goodbye.” | didn’t get flustered and immediately added with a smile,
“It's a wonderful day—Ilet’s get acquainted! My name is Igor. And you?” After a moment’s
silence, one of them, confident and acting like a glamorous superstar with dark hair and bright
makeup, said her name was Anastasia. The other, more modest and fair-haired, quietly
introduced herself as Nyura. | kept improvising and jokingly pointed to Lesha: “Nice to meet you.
This is my friend Ilvanushka the Fool.” We all laughed, and the tension disappeared. The four of
us continued walking in the park, chatting and joking.

Soon it turned out that Nyura’s real name was Anya, and | noticed that she seemed to be single.
The day flew by as we walked and talked, and at the end of the walk, we exchanged contacts.
That’s how my relationship with Anya K. began.

At that time, Anya K. was about to enter the eleventh grade and was still in school. She was
passionate about theater and lived for it: she attended a theater studio, rehearsed, and
performed in plays. Her VKontakte page was filled with photos from different productions where
she played bright roles. There | noticed she had recently posted the song “Everything Will Be
Fine” by Mitya Fomin. | liked this track too, and soon it became associated with Anya and our
acquaintance. | liked her genuine enthusiasm for art, but there was a tension in our personal
relationship. Anya was shy and reserved in communicating with me, and | didn’t know how to
build a dialogue and find common ground. Our conversations often came down to monosyllabic
phrases, which made me feel insecure.
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In the first days of our acquaintance, | posted the track “Varadero” by ST1M on VKontakte. | did
this without any particular intention, although deep down | hoped someone might understand my
state through this music. | liked the lyrics; they expressed my inner feelings and tiredness from
constant struggle, loneliness, and the need to make decisions alone. When | met Anya soon
after, she confessed she’d listened to the track, and her first reaction was strange. | thought she
misunderstood the meaning of the song and took it as a desperate plea for help. | never found
out exactly what she thought, but this uncertainty only made my anxiety worse.

At the time, | carried around Dale Carnegie’s book, which | had already read but decided to
reread to better understand his advice and boost my confidence. | felt it could help me in
communicating with others and in solving the life challenges | always had to face alone. At
some point, | showed this book to Anya, hoping for support or at least understanding, but her
reaction was completely unexpected. Anya looked at me strangely, as if she couldn’t understand
why | would need books to become more confident.

Later, in a VKontakte chat, she directly voiced her concerns. She said she saw me as lacking in
self-sufficiency and independence, and those words deeply hurt me. | was shocked by her
assessment, since | had always relied only on myself since losing my parents. | couldn’t
understand how she’d come to such a conclusion, but now | realize she probably saw my drive
to learn and seek answers in books as a sign of weakness or dependence on others’ opinions.
That conversation was a turning point, after which our relationship faded.

Looking back now, | understand that it wasn’t about Carnegie’s book or about my lack of
personal principles. At that time, we were just too different: she was an ordinary schoolgirl from
a normal family with a clear world, and | was someone who had to become independent very
early, without the support of parents or family. For her, confidence was something natural and
constant, while | knew it was impossible always to be confident, especially when you have no
one to rely on except yourself. | couldn’t explain this to her, and she probably just wasn’t ready
to understand that view of life.

However, things at work were going great. Together with Nikolai K., we hired a large team for
the internet department—about ten people. | was responsible for the technical part: | managed
the entire technical side, including the programmers we also hired. | built plans, delegated tasks,
and organized the company’s IT system.

My main responsibility was to oversee the company’s entire database. | managed the system’s
billing, effectively running the core that kept the company’s operations going. This was a key
responsibility in my professional journey.

One day in our office on Khokhlovsky Lane, an unexpected incident occurred—a pipe burst, and
the office started flooding quickly. Water poured from the ceiling, the staff panicked: some tried
to save equipment, others ran around looking for a solution, but the situation got worse by the
minute. At that moment, | realized | had to act. | took the initiative—quickly moved tables,
removed part of the drop ceiling, and, climbing up, reached the pipes. Finding the main valve, |
managed to shut off the water and stop the flow.
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My actions helped prevent more serious damage and saved the office equipment from flooding.
This incident did not go unnoticed—employees began calling me a hero, and the managers
appreciated my initiative and ability to handle emergencies. This event further strengthened my
position in the company and increased my influence among colleagues.

In the fall, | received a certificate to study on one of our courses and could choose any
discipline. | decided to start studying English with a native speaker, as this had become an
important task for me. The teacher was Nick, who at first seemed like a true American but later
shared he’d lived in America for over 20 years. He was the first to draw my attention to the need
to learn Java and the possibility of moving to the USA, which became a turning point in my
thoughts about the future.

Around that time, Olga Borisovna introduced me to Nikolai P. Nikolai bought a franchise from
our company to run a business under our name, and as part of the deal, he was given a
personal database. As it turned out, | was the one responsible for maintaining it. This became
part of my duties, and since then, Nikolai started giving me tasks related to maintaining his
database. That's how our communication began and, you could say, a friendship with Nikolai P.
was born.

It's worth mentioning that after this, Nikolai P. introduced me to his friend Volodya, who owned a
pizzeria. Volodya needed a database to run his business, and Nikolai connected us. Volodya
offered me a project to develop software for his pizzeria, and | gladly took it on.

Besides that, | continued working with Alexander K. on his WP-Shop project. In this way, |
began earning not only at my main job but also from these side projects. Olga Borisovna also
raised my salary to the maximum level, noting that further increases were only for managers.
Alongside this, | earned extra income from the pizzeria and WP-Shop work.

For New Year’s, Vasya suggested an interesting experiment. He came to me with a sly smile
and pulled out two pills—a red one and a blue one. Ptaha’s song “Mandarins” was playing,
creating a special atmosphere. “Which one will you choose?” he asked, almost jokingly. | didn’t
immediately understand what was going on, but he went on: “The red one is stronger, the blue
one is weaker. It's exclusive.” | have to admit, | was a little scared, but Vasya confidently said
there was nothing to fear, it would just be pleasant, and that was all.

| chose the blue one. About half an hour later, | started feeling it. Suddenly, | felt an
indescribable wave of love for everything around me. It seemed to me that | loved absolutely
everything: the world, people, even simple things. | hugged a pillow and was convinced it was
the best pillow in the world.

Vasya and | decided to do a trust experiment. Its essence was simple: fall backwards and trust
the other to catch you. Vasya fell first—I caught him. Then | trusted him—and Vasya caught me.
At that moment, it seemed to me that our friendship with Vasya became even stronger.

That’s how unusually Vasya decided to congratulate me on New Year’s. This experiment made
a strong impression on me, and after that, | felt our friendship had become even deeper. |
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wanted to change my appearance, as if | was joining something bigger—maybe that’s why |
decided to shave my head, like Vasya and Zhenya did. It became a kind of symbol that | was
trusting them and our friendship more and more.

My friendship with Vasya continued, and at that time he was already dating a girl named
Kristina. She worked at Domodedovo Airport, and it was there, on January 24, 2011, that a
terrible terrorist attack occurred. | remember discussing it with Vasya—he was worried and
anxious. Now | don’t remember if Kristina was on shift or not, but this tragedy became one of
the main topics of our conversations.

Chapter 13. The Decline of the Company Where | Worked

After New Year’s, strange things started happening at the company: the number of orders began
to drop, and the overall situation was getting worse. Although | wasn’t aware of all the business
details, | vividly remember the sudden arrival of the company owner, who had always stayed in
the shadows. Besides Olga Borisovna, we had another, main boss. Later, | learned that this
person lived wherever he pleased and used our company simply as a source of income.
However, when things went south, he suddenly showed up and decided to take matters into his
own hands. Olga Borisovna stepped aside, and the owner personally started managing the
company.

From that moment, complete chaos began: every day brought new changes. Noise and
commotion flooded our workdays. Massive layoffs began, employees faced changes in their
responsibilities, and soon the situation spun entirely out of control. It seemed like things were
only getting worse, and it became obvious that the company’s condition was deteriorating.

The situation continued to worsen, and soon the crisis peaked. One of the key moments that
influenced later events happened at a corporate event. From the very start, Nikolai K. tried to
build a close relationship with the company owner, using various methods to move up the career
ladder. He looked for personal gain and tried to appear indispensable. However, behind the
scenes, something else was happening: Nikolai K. got involved in a shady scheme, which
turned out to be very disadvantageous for someone in the company. He used his position to pull
off this deal, deceiving either a colleague or a client of the company. Even for me, the details of
the scheme were not entirely clear, but rumors spread quickly.

This behavior didn’t go unnoticed. Despite Nikolai K.’s attempts to befriend the owner, the latter
soon found out what had happened. Shortly after this incident, Nikolai K. was fired.

Around this time, big changes were starting to happen across the country. The authorities
decided to rename the "militsiya" to the "police," and starting from March 1, 2011, the new law
officially took effect. This event became a symbol of transition and a new order, associated with
other changes both in society and inside the company where | worked.

After Nikolai K. was fired, the owner’s attention shifted to me. One day, at the end of the
workday, he unexpectedly invited me to a restaurant. This was my first conversation with him on
such a level, and | felt the full weight of the moment. We met in the evening, and instead of a
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business conversation over a cup of coffee, as | had expected, the evening quickly became
more informal. We drank, and the conversation became more relaxed.

Over a glass of strong liquor, the owner started talking about the company’s future and soon
offered me the position of head of the internet department. This offer caught me off guard. | was
flattered by his trust, but even so, | kept thinking that the company was rapidly falling apart. |
wasn’t sure | could handle such a huge responsibility amid all the chaos.

The next morning, thinking about the situation with a clearer head, | went over the offer several
times in my mind. | discussed it with my manager, but in the end, | decided to decline. The
company was too unstable, and it seemed wiser to stay in the position where | felt more
confident—handling programming, managing databases, and maintaining our websites.

Some time later, it became clear that keeping the main office on Khokhlovsky Lane no longer
made sense: the rent was too expensive for a company in such a crisis. As a result,
departments started moving to other offices, and our internet department relocated to a
basement on Yauzsky Boulevard.

Soon after, the situation became even more unpredictable: the owner suddenly disappeared. He
was replaced by a woman named Ekaterina—his wife, who took over the company’s
management. The leadership changed again, but this brought no stability. | finally realized |
couldn’t stay in this chaos any longer and decided to quit.

After quitting, an unusual period began. Honestly, | had no strong desire to immediately look for
a new job, especially since summer was coming—a wonderful time of year. Besides, | had
already managed to save enough money thanks to a good salary and extra gigs. | felt like | had
caught my “bird of happiness”: | felt confident, calm, and enjoyed life.

During that period, | started hanging out more with Vasya and Zhenya. Neither of them had a
steady job and continued to do their own thing around the neighborhood. Since | was no longer
tied down by work obligations, | had more free time, and they started appearing in my life more
and more. One day | decided to buy a poker set, and this idea brought us even closer. We
started gathering at my place regularly, learning the rules and subtleties of the game. The first
rounds were full of mistakes and funny moments, but gradually we became more skillful players.

During our get-togethers, we often listened to the song “CENTR — Gorod Dorog” (“City of
Roads”). Its lyrics about friendship, searching for your own path, and living in a big city deeply
resonated with us. The song reflected our own feelings and emotions, strengthening the sense
of unity and understanding. It became a kind of soundtrack to our time together, binding us even
closer. We spent time together as if we were back in school days, when friendship seemed
indestructible. Vasya often said that school friendships were the most important thing, and
looking back at our shared memories, | really started to appreciate these relationships. We’'d
known each other for about 13 years, and that feeling of long, “time-tested” friendship seemed
to tie us more strongly than any misunderstandings or his questionable activities.
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On my twenty-third birthday, Vasya brought something unexpected—cocaine. He suggested we
try it, and honestly, it was one of the most unusual moments of my life. The sensations from
cocaine were strange but exciting. It’s like instantly winning the lottery—euphoria, an immediate
high. We sat on the balcony, listened to an Argentine song dedicated to cocaine, and at that
moment it felt like time had stopped. That was the first time | tried the drug.

But from that point, events started to unfold very differently than | expected. The next day, Vasya
asked to borrow 60,000 rubles from me. For me, it was a significant sum, about two thousand
dollars, and | had never lent him that much before. Still, | felt our friendship, based on many
years together, demanded support, and | thought | could trust him. I'd always been an honest
and responsible person, earning my money by honest work, so | expected the same from those
around me. Despite my inner doubts, | agreed to lend him the money.

Soon, | decided that my disabled brother and | needed to spend some time together, get away
from it all, and recharge with positive emotions. We chose Turkey as our vacation spot. My
brother had long dreamed of seeing the sea, and | was happy to make his dream come true.

We spent an amazing week there. The sun, sea, and warm Turkish climate gave us
unforgettable moments. Every day was filled with walks along the coast, excursions, and
pleasant conversations. Seeing my brother enjoying each new day, | realized this trip wasn’t just
an escape from everyday worries, but also an important experience that strengthened our bond.

In the evenings, after a full day, | liked to relax with a bottle of beer and listen to my favorite
song—“CENTR — Nebo, Mne by Eyo Pozabyt™” (“The Sky, | Wish | Could Forget Her”). In those
moments, | often thought of Masha. We had broken up a long time ago, but her image and
memories of our time together still stayed with me. This song became a symbol of that period for
me, when | could forget my worries and sink into my thoughts. Along with this track, | also liked
listening to “CENTR — Legko Li Byt Molodym” (“Is It Easy to Be Young”)—it, too, reflected my
inner thoughts about life and about time, which seemed to be flying by too fast. Those quiet
minutes spent with music and beer let me truly appreciate the moments of happiness my
brother and | had experienced in Turkey, and reflect on everything that was happening in my
life.

Returning home, | felt satisfied and happy that I'd been able to give my brother such memories.
Turkey left us with many warm memories in our hearts, and this experience became one of the
brightest moments of our lives.

Chapter 14. Meeting Nadya

At the end of June, a colleague from my previous job called me and suggested we meet up,
chat, and go to the “Plan B” club. | had no plans for that day, so | agreed, not suspecting that
this day would become a turning point in my life. The date—July 2—will forever remain in my
memory, because from this moment my life was divided into “before” and “after.” And although
that morning | didn’t realize the significance of the upcoming events, they left a deep mark that |
can still feel to this day.
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Getting ready to go to the club, | didn’t pay much attention to my appearance: | chose the
simplest t-shirt and pants. When | arrived at the “Plan B” club on Dostoevskaya, a group of
people was already gathered outside. Finding my friend, | started chatting with the guys outside,
and then we all went inside together.

Inside, the atmosphere was festive: music, dancing, beer, conversations. My friend suggested |
look for a pretty girl in the crowd. | glanced around, but nothing caught my eye. There were a lot
of rockers in the club, and it seemed like none of the girls there were “my type.” But suddenly
my gaze stopped at a girl in a green t-shirt, sitting by the wall. She immediately stood out among
the others: her light hair and gentle facial features sharply contrasted with the dark atmosphere
of the club. Her green t-shirt especially drew attention, like a flash of light among the shadows. |
took note of her, but kept drinking my beer, trying not to give it too much importance.

After a while, feeling the need to step away, | asked one of the guys where the restroom was.
He pointed me in the direction, and | headed there. Entering the restroom, | noticed that there
were only girls around. At first, | didn’t pay attention, deciding it was a shared space. Having
finished my business, | went to the sink, quickly washed my hands, and moved toward the dryer.
At that moment, the same girl in the green t-shirt also approached the dryer. | politely let her go
first—after all, I'm a gentleman. She gave me a surprised look, dried her hands, and left without
a word.

| saw this as a chance to get to know her, so | went over to her. She was sitting with a friend,
and as soon as she saw me, she exclaimed, “What were you doing in the women’s restroom?” |
was genuinely surprised—I hadn’t even realized I'd accidentally gone into the wrong one, and |
explained that it was a mistake. After that, | introduced myself, saying my name was Igor. She
replied that her name was Nadya, and her friend’s name was Nastya. That’'s how our
conversation started, which soon moved on to other topics. | told them about my trip around
Europe, memories of which came up thanks to a bus trip with Masha.

During the conversation in the club, | learned that Nadya really loved rock music. It was
understandable—we’d met in a rock club. As for me, | said | preferred rap. This small contrast in
our musical tastes didn’t get in the way of our conversation; on the contrary, it added interest.

| suggested moving to a quieter, cozier place to continue our conversation. The three of
us—me, Nadya, and her friend Nastya—went to a small café on Prospekt Mira, which Alexander
K., my former boss, had once shown me. We walked through the evening city, its lights
shimmering, creating a magical atmosphere. The Central Academic Theatre of the Russian
Army on Suvorov Square majestically passed by us, and then the Catherine Palace, whose
exquisite architecture seemed to emphasize the magic of the evening. Despite Nastya’s
presence, it felt like this entire walk was specially created for Nadya and me. We crossed
Olimpiysky Prospekt, immersed in light conversation, and everything around us seemed to
remind us that this evening was special. Every step, every glance exchanged felt like it meant
something more than just a walk. The atmosphere of the city, her smile, her friend’s
laughter—all of it formed a unique moment that stayed in my memory for a long time.
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| didn’t like the club—it seemed like a real dump—so | decided a quieter and cozier setting
would be better for continuing our conversation. When we came in, we were enveloped in soft
light and a calm, relaxing atmosphere, which was a pleasant contrast to the evening city’s noise.
We chose a cozy corner, ordered the café’s signature cherry beer, and dove back into
conversation.

At that moment, | felt completely confident: behind me were six years of work as a programmer,
experience in serious projects, but | decided not to talk about my job. Instead, our conversation
smoothly moved to topics that seemed “cooler” to me at the time. | told her about my friends
who “hung out” in various neighborhoods and had brought me into that world. At the time, it
seemed perfectly normal to me—many people lived like that, and drugs were part of a certain
subculture of our era. | myself had tried cocaine once at a birthday party, and, to be honest, at
that moment it seemed quite innocent to me. It was a kind of symbol of belonging to a special
group of people, and | saw more fun than seriousness in it.

But in reality, | was prouder of my knowledge and life experience than of those “adventures” |
was describing. Nadya listened to me with interest, and gradually our conversation shifted to
deeper topics. At some point, | touched on an important topic for me—faith. For me, this was
especially meaningful, because for the last few years | had lived with faith in the best, and it
helped me achieve a lot. Everything | accomplished, | attributed to this belief, and up to today,
this faith continued to work for me. Nadya listened with interest, and | could see that she shared
my thoughts—her eyes sparkled with understanding. At the time, | was also reading the book
“The Master Key System” by Charles Haanel, which fueled my reflections on the topic, and
Nadya agreed on the importance of faith in life.

At some point, Nastya joined the conversation, voicing her thoughts out loud and asking how
she could find a boyfriend, as she’d been dreaming of a serious relationship for a long time.
Nadya and | exchanged glances and, smiling, answered in unison: “You have to believe.” This
simple yet powerful advice we gave Nastya seemed to reinforce our shared understanding of
the importance of faith, uniting the three of us in that moment.

When Nadya briefly went to the ladies’ room, | was left alone with her friend Nastya. We started
talking about various topics, and the conversation smoothly shifted to books. Nastya asked me
what books | liked. Without hesitation, | answered that my favorite works were “The Master and
Margarita” by Mikhail Bulgakov and “Crime and Punishment” by Fyodor Dostoevsky.

When Nadya returned, she heard Nastya ask the same question: “And what are your favorite
books?” Without thinking, Nadya replied that her favorite books were also “The Master and
Margarita” and “Crime and Punishment.” | casually quoted, “Never ask anyone for anything!
Never and nothing, and especially not from those who are stronger than you.” Nadya
immediately picked up: “They will offer and give everything themselves!” We both smiled,
realizing we were quoting lines from Woland’s conversation with Margarita in “The Master and
Margarita.”

| was surprised and at the same time delighted by how we both quoted our favorite book. This
discovery instantly created even more mutual understanding between us, and | felt our
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connection grow much stronger. At that moment, | realized that there was something more here
than just a coincidence.

It was getting very late, so | offered to give her and her friend a ride by taxi. First, we drove
Nastya to Tekstilshchiki, and then Nadya and | went to Maryino, where we decided to take a
walk in the park commemorating the 850th anniversary of Moscow. During the walk, we
unexpectedly ran into her friends—Dasha, her best friend from school, and Maxim, Dasha’s
boyfriend. They seemed interesting and pleasant people. Smiling, they asked, “Where did you
two find each other?” Nadya exchanged a few words with them, but soon we said goodbye and
continued our walk alone.

During our stroll, we reached the monument to student superstitions. At that time, Nadya was
waiting for the results of the Unified State Exam, and to attract good luck, she decided to follow
tradition—throw a coin over her shoulder. | supported her and also tossed a coin, hoping
everything would work out. Maybe this was the reason she decided to go to the club that
day—to celebrate finishing her exams and relax to the rhythms of her favorite rock music.

After that, we sat down on a bench near the monument, and under the starry sky, in the quiet of
the night city, our conversation ended with our first kiss. This moment became special for both of
us—a sign of the beginning of something new and important. It was then that | asked Nadya to
date me, and she agreed. After that, | walked her to her building, where we couldn’t part for a
long time, continuing to say goodbye. That evening was the beginning of our story.

Chapter 15. My Relationship with Nadya

| was overwhelmed with emotion. Inside, everything was boiling, as if the world around me had
changed. | decided to walk home—it wasn'’t far, just about four kilometers, which took around an
hour. On the way, | bought a bottle of beer and continued on my way at a leisurely pace,
reflecting on what had happened.

The next morning, | woke up with a slight hangover and a strange feeling in my soul. At first,
there were neither thoughts nor special feelings in my head—just an ordinary morning. But
suddenly it hit me: “Oh, | have a girlfriend now!” This realization struck me suddenly, but
pleasantly. With this thought, | reached for my phone and immediately wrote to Nadya. She
replied right away, and our morning began with a sweet exchange of messages.

Our communication flowed easily and naturally. We quickly agreed to meet up, and Nadya
suggested spending the day on bicycles. | liked the idea, since cycling gave us a chance to
enjoy each other’s company and spend time actively and cheerfully. | pulled out my mountain
bike—the same one | had bought back in 2006, with 21 gears—and rode it from my house to
Nadya’s place, where she met me. We picked a park where we could ride peacefully and set off
to meet the new day and our new relationship.

Our story with Nadya developed rapidly, and each day brought something new. | especially
remember our first dates, when, after our walks, we would end up near her building at around
10 p.m. We could just sit and look into each other’s eyes for an hour, silently feeling a special
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connection between us. Those moments were full of sincerity and warmth, as if time stopped
and nothing else existed. This silent communication became our way of expressing everything
that was hard to put into words.

Once, while walking with Nadya in Maryino, she said, “Let’s go, I'll show you the angel.” There
was something mysterious in her voice that made my heart freeze with anticipation. We slowly
walked through the Park of the 850th Anniversary of Moscow, enjoying every minute of our date.
When we reached the place, Nadya, with a soft and slightly playful smile, said, “Here’s the
angel.” That moment seemed to stop time—it was so filled with warmth and her special energy,
which seemed inseparable from this sculpture.

The sculpture “Kind Angel of Peace” on a column, with gilded wings and a dove being released
into the sky, had been installed in the park and solemnly opened on June 8, 2007. The
monument is dedicated to the philanthropists of the 20th century and symbolizes peace and
kindness. Symbolically, it was installed one day before Nadya’s birthday. Its authors—artist
Pyotr Stronsky and sculptor Oleg Oleynik—put a special message into this image, as if urging
both of us to let go of our fears and find harmony. | was so grateful to fate for this moment with
her.

One day, we gathered in Bratislavsky Park with her friends, where we spent half the day playing
various word games. The atmosphere was relaxed and cheerful, and | felt like a part of their
group. When the day was coming to an end and her friends began to leave, Nadya
unexpectedly invited me to her place. | gladly agreed, and it became an important step in the
development of our relationship.

We went to her home, and | immediately felt comfortable. Her room reflected her personality
and tastes, it was filled with little things that made it special. My attention was immediately
drawn to the synthesizer standing in the corner. That unexpectedly sparked my interest—I
wanted to know if Nadya had ever played. | remembered how | had learned to play the piano as
a child and thought that music could become another point of connection between us.

I remember how we opened her VKontakte page on her laptop, and | noticed that she had one
unread message. | asked her about it, and she replied that she didn’'t know what message it
was or how to get rid of it. | checked—indeed, everything was marked as read, but the
notification remained. | offered to help figure it out, but she smiled and gently stopped me.

That’'s when | realized that | probably forgot to mention that | was a professional programmer,
and she didn’t know that. | didn’t insist.

Who knows, maybe even then her style was already apparent—not answering certain
messages and leaving them unread, or maybe it really was just a VKontakte glitch.

That night, | stayed over at her place. We talked for a long time, sharing our thoughts. It was our
first evening spent together, just the two of us. In the morning, | felt that our bond had become
even stronger and that | was truly becoming part of her world.

51



After one of our dates, when we spent time together at my place, we decided to drop by a
pizzeria in the “Stolitsa” shopping mall, which was across the street from my house. We ordered
pizza and sat at a table. | looked at Nadya, and at that moment | was overwhelmed with
feelings. Gathering my courage, | said, “I was ready to wait for you this long.” She smiled and,
looking into my eyes, replied, “I was ready to wait for you, too.” These words touched me
deeply, and | felt our bond grow even stronger. This moment brought us closer and gave our
relationship a special depth.

Once, while walking with Nadya by Chistye Prudy, we accidentally noticed a passing car that
caught my eye. | immediately recognized it—it was Nikolay P.’s car, the same person who had
bought a franchise in the company where | had previously worked. He had been provided with
our IT systems, and from time to time | helped him with his database and billing system
programming. | told Nadya, “| know that guy.” She smiled and exclaimed in surprise, “Wow, what
a small world.” At the time, it seemed just a coincidence, but interestingly, Nikolay would play an
important role in our relationship. A couple of years later, in the summer of 2013, he would call
her at my request to help clarify a complicated situation that would arise in my relationship with
Nadya.

Nadya attracted me not only with her hobbies and communication, but also with little habits that,
at first glance, seemed insignificant, but made her special. One of these was her “smiling dog.”
Every time there was a suitable moment, she would say this phrase with a smile, and it always
made me laugh and brought me joy. Her positivity, her ability to find the right words at the right
time, and to create a light atmosphere energized me. Nadya knew how to make ordinary
moments meaningful, and | liked that more and more with each passing day.

But what captivated me most was her ability to find deep, almost philosophical reflections in
everyday conversations. Once, while we were out walking, she told me, “You know, you have to
live in harmony with yourself.” These words sounded so simple but truly struck me. | had never
thought about it before, but thanks to her, | began to realize how important it is for one’s inner
world and happiness. That was what made her special—she not only brought joy into everyday
moments but also helped me see life from a new depth.

Once, while walking with Nadya in Lyublinsky Park, not far from Volzhskaya metro station, we
heard the familiar chords of the song “My Heart Has Stopped” by Splean coming from afar. The
melody seemed to freeze in the air, creating a special atmosphere. We stopped, and, immersed
in the music, looked into each other’s eyes. At that moment, it felt like the whole world
disappeared, leaving only the two of us and this song. It was one of those sweet moments when
words were unnecessary, and we just enjoyed each other’s presence.

Another moment | remember well happened when she said, “You know, sometimes the best
answer to people is just ‘So what?”” By this, she meant that if someone is constantly whining
and complaining, such a response nudges the person to stop dwelling on their problems and
start acting. She believed there was no point wasting time on empty complaints—you just have
to get on with solving the problem. | smiled and thought, “She’s really on my wavelength!” This
moment showed me how close our outlooks on life were, and how easily she could express
complex ideas in simple words.
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One day, while we were walking and | was rearranging things in my backpack, she noticed the
book “The Master Key System” by Charles Haanel. She looked at it with interest and said, “| like
that you read books like that.” This moment added depth to our connection because it was
important to me that she shared my interest in self-development and philosophical ideas that
helped me in life.

Nadya preferred rock music, but she was also drawn to some rap songs | liked. One day, when |
played the song “Is It Easy to Be Young” by CENTR, she listened with interest and especially
liked the line: “I'm on the seventh floor, it’s like the sixth, but one higher.” The lyrics made an
impression on her, and she added the song to her playlist. This combination of our musical
tastes surprised me, and | was happy that some of my favorite songs resonated with her.

Another moment that particularly touched me happened when we were walking to the bus stop.
| was walking her home, and, to start a conversation, | asked what she was thinking about.
Looking at the house ahead, Nadya replied, “I wonder, what if people could walk through walls?”
This thought, unexpected and a bit naive, brought me joy. It was in moments like that—her
lightness and sincerity made our walks special and memorable.

One evening, after a walk with Nadya, | was left alone with Maxim and said a few words to him,
casually asking if he wanted some weed, just to see his reaction. Maxim replied evasively, as if
he was in his own world, and | immediately realized there was some misunderstanding between
us. However, | decided not to try to prove to him that | wasn’t a “camel.” From his look, it
became clear to me that Maxim had decided | was a druggie or something like that. That feeling
didn’t leave me, but | preferred not to dig deeper, figuring it wasn’t worth my time.

Around the same time, | introduced Nadya to my friend Vasya. It was just one of those ordinary
days when we decided to meet up and chat. Vasya was friendly, joked, laughed, and that made
me happy. We sat, ate sushi, and it seemed everything was going well. It was important to me
that Nadya met one of my close friends, who had already been mentioned several times in this
story. Everything seemed normal then, and this meeting added another warm moment to our
relationship.

One of those evenings stands out in my memory. At some point, Vasya and | played Basta’s
song “My Game.” To my surprise, Nadya immediately liked the song. She even added it to her
VKontakte playlist. This especially pleased me, as it was a sign that our musical tastes
overlapped, and something from my life resonated with Nadya. It created a sense of closeness
and understanding.

One important moment in our relationship was the visit to my former teacher of children’s TV
journalism, Viktor Ivanovich. | was interested in introducing Nadya to one of the people who had
influenced my development. We went to see him and had a conversation. However, at that time
| probably missed an important detail—I never told Nadya that at that moment | was already a
fifth-year student at the RGSU journalism faculty. That fact somehow didn’t come up, and
maybe it played a role in later events.
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Nadya also invited me to her friends’ birthday parties. These events were very interesting and
full of positive energy. One of these celebrations took place in the Park of the 850th Anniversary
of Moscow. That day, | played the game “Mafia” for the first time. | had never heard of this game
before, and the whole process was fascinating for me. We sat in a circle, the city was falling
asleep, and the mafia was waking up—it was fun and exciting.

Besides “Mafia,” | was also taught to play “Pokhod” and “Kontakt.” These simple word games
turned out to be not only fun but also useful for me in the future. Thanks to their lightness and
interactivity, they quickly became my favorites in any group. When | found myself in new groups,
whether meeting friends in other cities or even in the USA, these games always helped lighten
the mood and win people’s sympathy. | became the “hero” of the party, and this brought me
success, as the ability to engage everyone in a game and create a friendly atmosphere is a skill
highly valued in any social circle.

| really liked the friendly atmosphere and the people who surrounded Nadya. Their positive
energy, joy, laughter, and ease of communication immediately made these gatherings special for
me. Summer, walks, games, and fun—all this created a sense of harmony. At that moment,
nothing foreshadowed future problems, and each new day was full of happy moments.

| really liked Nadya'’s friends—they seemed sincere and cheerful. In their company, | felt
comfortable and free. At the same time, | realized | already had interesting life experience,
especially when it came to working with people. | had tried myself as a toastmaster at various
events and knew how to create an atmosphere of fun and get everyone involved. Deep down, |
thought that one day | would be able to share this experience with Nadya and her friends. |
wanted to show that | had something valuable that could make our gatherings even more
interesting and meaningful. At those moments, it seemed to me that all this would help
strengthen our communication and make it even deeper.

| especially remember the birthday of one of Nadya'’s friends, which we celebrated in Lyublinsky
Park. | arrived separately; Nadya guided me by phone, telling me where to go. At some point, |
saw her from afar—she was waving at me and calling my name. It was incredibly nice to see her
smiling and joyful, waiting for me. | truly felt the happiest at that moment. We met up and
headed to the picnic spot together. The party was in full swing, and we joined the large group
gathered on the green lawn. | had brought a gift for the birthday girl—I think it was a cactus,
though | don’t remember for sure. The warm sun, friends’ laughter, and casual conversations
made that day truly special. In such moments, | felt like part of their close-knit group, and it filled
me with joy.

Once, Zhenya and | were walking around our neighborhood when Nadya called me. We agreed
to meet in Bratislavsky Park in Maryino. Nadya arrived, and | decided to introduce her to
Zhenya. However, he wasn'’t in the mood for company—he was lost in his own thoughts. It was
immediately noticeable, and the meeting didn’t go as | had hoped. Nadya sensed his aloofness,
and | felt she made some conclusions about Zhenya or even about me.

| felt that this acquaintance didn’t make a good impression on Nadya. Perhaps she drew some
conclusions about Zhenya or even about me based on this meeting. Although | tried to keep
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things light, it seemed to me that after that, Nadya might have had negative thoughts about my
relationship with Zhenya. This left me with a feeling of uncertainty, as if something had gone
wrong.

One day, Nadya invited me to spend the day with her friends—riding bicycles. | was in a good
mood and decided to joke around, pretending to be high, although in fact | was completely
sober. When | arrived and joined the group, Nadya looked at me and said with a smile, “You'’re
giving yourself away.” She knew that sometimes | could smoke with Vasya, and probably at that
moment decided that | had done so again.

At her remark, | just grinned, continuing to play the role as if | were really stoned. At the time, it
seemed like a harmless joke to me. But now, looking back, | realize that perhaps it was the
wrong move. For me, it was playful pretending, but for Nadya, maybe this moment became one
of the reasons for her doubts.

Chapter 16. The First Sprouts of Looming Darkness

Over time, | began to notice that Vasya was trying to draw me into his adventures. He constantly
asked me for money, motivating it with some dubious scheme involving transporting drugs by
train from the Czech Republic. This idea scared me, and | didn’t want to be involved. However,
Vasya always tried to call my bluff, saying | wasn’t a real man if | refused. This situation
exhausted me, and | even shared my doubts with Nadya. | don’t know what she thought of me
at that moment. | had to maintain my confidence, although inside | was increasingly realizing
that | did not want to be a part of this. Vasya insisted that it was possible to earn a million this
way, but | couldn’t trust his words. Vasya’s presence increasingly began to make me feel
uneasy.

Recently, | started thinking more and more about helping Nadya master online work. | saw her
potential and wanted to share my experience accumulated over years in IT. It seemed to me
that this could be a great opportunity for her to gain independence and develop new skills. |
even thought she could become part of my team, and we could work on projects together. It
seemed like a great chance for both of us.

But when | shared this idea with Vasya, he abruptly objected: “Are you crazy, Igor? Don’t you
dare do this.” At the time, | didn’t understand why he reacted like that, and his words caused me
internal confusion. | began to worry why | couldn’t help Nadya the way | thought was right. This
became one of those moments when a certain resentment and misunderstanding started to
build up inside me, which later affected my actions.

One day Nadya invited me to her dacha, where her friends Dasha and Maxim were already
gathered. | took a poker set with me—the game we often played with Vasya and Zhenya—and
decided to teach the guys at the dacha. The whole day was spent playing games, and it was
really great. We not only got carried away with poker, but also played hide-and-seek and maybe
“Crocodile” (charades). The atmosphere was cheerful and relaxed, laughter and joy
accompanied every game, creating a sense of lightness and unity.
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However, once, when Maxim won at poker, I, not even noticing it, said: “Luck favors fools.” | said
it by accident, rather in the heat of the moment, and perhaps it reflected the resentment that had
accumulated after our previous misunderstanding, when he apparently decided | was involved
with drugs. After our short conversation back then, | felt that there was tension between us, and
this feeling did not leave me. Although | did not want to offend anyone, the phrase burst out
spontaneously, and | thought it would go unnoticed. However, after some time, Nadya voiced a
complaint about it, and it became clear that that incident had left a mark on her perception of our
communication. | realized that this episode was taken much more seriously than | had initially
thought.

In the evening, when everyone started getting ready for bed, | felt some responsibility for
keeping order, especially after all those experiences and conversations. While the others went
to rest, | decided to wash all the dishes in the dacha kitchen. For me, it was a way to show care
and relieve Nadya of household chores. The next day, she proudly told her friends: “My
boyfriend washed all the dishes!” These words unexpectedly became a pleasant compliment for
me—I just wanted to help, but it turned out that it became an important gesture for her. Despite
all the worries, moments like this gave me a sense that | could be useful and valuable in our
relationship.

As Nadya and | were getting ready for bed, | couldn’t hold back and told her that | didn’t want us
to break up. These words escaped me against the background of all the pressures that had built
up over the past few days—especially after the conversations with Vasya. His constant attempts
to involve me in dangerous schemes started to put so much pressure on me that | began to feel
threatened not only for my well-being but also for my relationship with Nadya. | was afraid that
because of this she would stop feeling safe next to me. This feeling overwhelmed me more and
more, and it was what made me confess that evening. Nadya looked at me in surprise and
asked why | didn’t believe that we would stay together. Her faith in the best was what united us,
but at that moment | couldn’t explain to her how Vasya'’s influence was undermining my inner
convictions. | realized that | couldn’t simply ignore this anxiety, but Nadya’s words brought me
back to reality. Even though | could have blamed my words on the effect of alcohol, | honestly
confessed my worries.

| also had a friend from university, Slava A. One day, he invited me and Nadya to his place in
Krasnogorsk. | thought it would be with an overnight stay, as Slava had hinted at that. We
prepared and went there. Our goal was to spend the day at the Starzy Zaton pond—a
picturesque place in Krasnogorsk. When we arrived, the atmosphere was amazing: warm
weather, nature all around, and a quiet pond where we decided to swim.

The time spent became special for Nadya and me. We swam, laughed, enjoyed the moment,
and | remember how our eyes met in the water—it was something truly magical. We were both
happy with that day and with each other. It seemed that time had stopped.

However, plans for an overnight stay changed. Slava said that he had urgent matters and that
we couldn’t stay overnight at his place. Of course, this was a little disappointing, but overall, the
day remained pleasant, and we left feeling that we had a good time.
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My grandfather is buried in Vilnius, Lithuania, and this allowed me to get a free Schengen visa
every six months for two weeks to visit his grave. During my relationship with Nadya, | decided
to take advantage of this opportunity. In August, | obtained visas for myself and my brother, and
we went to Lithuania. Our grandmother was waiting for us there, and we spent those two weeks
with her.

It was a special time. In addition to spending it with my grandmother, | was pleased to show
Nadya that | had relatives in Europe, and this somehow broadened our horizons. | often kept in
touch with Nadya via laptop right from Vilnius. We talked, laughed, shared news, and simply
enjoyed communicating despite the distance. Nadya was sincerely happy to see and hear me.
These moments were truly important to me and became some of those bright episodes that
have forever remained in my memory.

My former boss Nikolay K. kept trying to rekindle our friendship, and although | had some
doubts, | still agreed to his invitations. One day, he invited Nadya and me for a barbecue. It was
a nice offer, and we happily went to spend time in nature.

When we arrived, the atmosphere was fun and friendly. We relaxed, laughed, and enjoyed the
time. However, in the midst of our gathering, Nikolay suggested smoking weed. For me, it wasn’t
the first time, and | didn’t see anything critical about it, but for Nadya, it was an unpleasant
surprise. She simply got up and walked away, not wanting to remain part of the company. |
stayed put, feeling the tension arise between us. | was ashamed before her, because | realized
that perhaps | had overstepped her personal boundaries.

After this incident, something changed. A couple of days later, Nadya unexpectedly said: “You
should go to the army, it would do you good.” These words cut me, and | felt hurt. It seemed to
me that she didn’t consider me disciplined and responsible enough. Maybe she saw in me a
person who lacked moral strength? This was especially unpleasant to hear, considering that for
several years | had been working at my first job—in a company where | had been learning order
and responsibility from the very beginning. | didn’t understand why Nadya said that, but |
decided not to escalate the conflict and kept it to myself.

| planned to talk to Nadya and explain my position. | wanted to tell her that, in my view, smoking
weed isn’'t something terrible and is even safer than alcohol. However, | also realized that her
feelings were important, and it might have been a fundamental issue for her. | sincerely intended
to discuss this with her, but unfortunately, such a conversation never took place. The situation
remained unresolved, and this misunderstanding continued to hang between us.

After all the events that happened between me, Vasya, Zhenya, and their circle, | increasingly
realized that Nadya and her friends embodied what | was looking for—light, normality, and calm.
Their ease in communication, friendliness, and positive energy created a special atmosphere
around Nadya’s circle. | felt that | wanted to be part of this group, that it was these people who
could make me better. | was ready to do anything to stay in this world, to remain close to Nadya
and her friends forever, to get as far away as possible from my past, from those who pulled me
down. Deep down, | knew | needed to break out of the circle of communication with Vasya,

57



Zhenya, and others who were destroying my life. | was ready to completely change my path so
as never again to see those who, it seemed, were leading me to ruin.

At that moment, when my fears and insecurities could have overtaken me, | said: “| will teach
our children always to fight for what they love.” These words were not just an emotional reaction
to inner experiences—they were the voice formed over years of searching for meaning,
reflection, and battling my own limitations. | realized that they reflected not only my inner resolve
but also the influence of ideas | had drawn from Paulo Coelho. His philosophy of following your
heart and overcoming obstacles on the way to your dream had a strong impact on me. In his
books, | found answers to my questions and strengthened my belief that the goal justifies any
trials if it is true for your heart.

| knew that my words might seem harsh or too idealistic to those accustomed to pragmatism
and caution. But for me, this was not a statement of weakness, but of conscious strength. |
wanted to show the world and myself that | was not afraid to go against the current, that faith in
love and ideals is stronger than fear and doubt. Coelho taught that every person is their own
warrior of light, and at that moment, | felt exactly like such a warrior, ready to fight not only for
myself but also for those who would be by my side.

Chapter 17. Unexpected Visits and Shattered Peace

One day, Nadya and | were sitting at my place. The day was peaceful. Maybe she had come
over that day, or maybe we had just come home early from somewhere. Everything was fine
until there was a knock at the door. When | opened it, | saw Vasya and Zhenya. Their
appearance immediately alarmed me. | told them to get lost, but Vasya ignored my words.
Showing incredible insolence, in a gangster-like manner, he literally burst into the apartment,
shoving me aside.

| went into the room to Nadya, and they followed me as if nothing had happened. Standing by
the table, Vasya casually asked how we were doing and immediately, in a demonstrative way,
began drawing lines of amphetamine right on the table. He knew it would scare Nadya, and it
seemed to me he was doing everything on purpose to frighten her, to make her want to leave. In
front of her eyes, he and Zhenya started using drugs, and it was not just an insult—it was an
invasion into our lives. | myself was scared, but | couldn’t stop what was happening.

Vasya knew exactly what he was doing, and after a few minutes of their “fun,” they got up and
left as if nothing had happened. That was the last time Nadya ever saw Vasya and Zhenya, and
| was glad she never saw them again. But that episode left a deep mark on our relationship.
Nadya was frightened, and | couldn’t blame her—this was not just a scary moment, it was
something much greater, something that shook her trust in me and in the world that surrounded
me.

After that incident, | had to convince Nadya that | didn’t use anything like that myself. And that
was true. Yes, | had tried that drug before, but | preferred a sober lifestyle. The thought that
drugs could destroy me always frightened me. | feared for my life as much as anyone else and
tried to stay away from it. | refused in most cases, and | could count on one hand how many
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times | let myself experiment. This fear for my life and the understanding of the consequences
kept me from sinking deeper into that world. But despite my words, the aftertaste that remained
with Nadya after that evening was too strong.

To be honest, that case made me once again think about how our thoughts can materialize. Not
long before that meeting, in a playful way, | had imagined a similar scenario, as if showing off to
Nadya, like, “look what drug dealer friends | have.” But later | realized how destructive those
thoughts were and tried to get rid of them. | myself wanted to stay away from that kind of
company. Yet, even though | consciously tried to refuse those thoughts, for some reason, they
were the ones that materialized in reality. This question remains open for me: did | foresee that
event, or did my thoughts somehow bring it into existence?

Shortly after that barbecue with Kolya, which Nadya and | were invited to, he invited me to
return to the company where | once worked. | have to say, at that time, Ekaterina, who was
running the company, hired Kolya again, even though he had previously been fired by her
missing husband. It seemed to me the company was already falling apart—everything was
coming undone at the seams, and going back there made no sense, especially since the future
there seemed uncertain. But at that time, | didn’t have a stable job, nor did | see any other
promising offers. | wasn’t eager to return, but still, | decided to consult Nadya. She said that if |
thought it was necessary to return, then | should try.

So | went back to that company. Starting August 17, | began going to work every weekday
again. But as | suspected, the situation was bleak. The company’s internet department, which |
belonged to, was now located in the basement rooms on the Yauza embankment. This was very
different from what it had been before, and | was ashamed to work in such a place. | felt the
contrast between what the office used to be and what | saw now. All hopes that the company
would revive turned out to be futile, and the work brought me no joy anymore. But despite that,
kept coming in and doing my job.

One day, Nadya came to this job, and | was very uncomfortable about where | had ended up. |
had to meet her in that basement, and | knew | wasn’t making the best impression. First it was
Nikolay K.’s invitation to smoke weed, now this—working in some shabby place. | didn’t know
how to explain all these circumstances to Nadya, because even | didn’'t have a clear answer to
what was happening. But | realized all this only added to her negative impression of me, laying
the groundwork for her to start thinking even worse of me.

The company where | worked was in chaos, headed by Ekaterina—the wife or ex-wife of the
founder, who had disappeared and nobody really knew what had happened to him. In recent
years, the company had been going through restructurings and changes, all clearly pointing to
its collapse. There were many rumors that Ekaterina was somehow involved in her husband’s
disappearance, and | was somewhat afraid of her. These rumors and the atmosphere of
uncertainty only heightened my anxiety.

By the end of August, Nadya left for Europe with her friend Dasha. She had long dreamed of
this trip and joyfully told me how she planned to improve her English there. She also shared her
dreams for the future—how one day she wanted to have a two-story apartment in the center of
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some European city, imagining how she would enjoy the view from the windows and the
coziness of her place. | remember her excitement, the sparkle in her eyes as she shared her
expectations and these dreams. It seemed that these images gave her strength and confidence
in the future. | was genuinely happy for her, but at the same time, | was waiting for her return so
we could be together again.

However, this trip seemed only to widen the distance between us. Nadya was becoming more
and more independent, and | increasingly felt that our paths were slowly diverging, despite my
efforts to keep the connection. Even while she was in Europe, | felt that my personal failures,
working in an unprestigious place, and all the uncertainty with my career only worsened her
perception of me.

September 2011 became an important stage in my relationship with Nadya. She had just started
her first year at Moscow State University, and this brought me great joy. | was proud of her
determination and hard work. In those days, our meetings were limited to weekends, but each of
those moments was special in its own way.

On September 2, Friday evening, after my workday, Zhenya T. unexpectedly came to visit. This
happened the day before a planned date with Nadya. | didn’t want to see him and tried to send
him away, but he was too persistent. In the end, | gave in and agreed to drink with him, though
even then | realized this could end badly.

We drank too much, and at some point, Zhenya either offered me amphetamine or slipped it to
me—I was too drunk to remember all the details. It turned into a terrible night: | didn’t sleep a
minute, my whole body was shaking, and | was overwhelmed with terror. In my mind, | kept
thinking that Nadya and | had a date the next day, but in that state, | simply couldn’t go. |
became scared and decided to tell her that | was sick, hoping to stay home and somehow get
through this state.

By noon, around 12 o’clock, | finally wrote to Nadya that | wasn’t feeling well. To my surprise,
she immediately replied, “I'm coming to take care of you.” This gave me mixed feelings: on the
one hand, | was touched by her care, but on the other, | was terrified that she might figure out
what had actually happened.

When she arrived, she brought honey apples with her, and that gesture touched me deeply. No
one had given me such sincere gifts for a long time, and even though we didn’t eat them right
away, the gesture itself was amazing. Later, when | tried those apples, they really were delicious
and became a pleasant memory.

We spent the day watching “Gentlemen of Fortune,” and Nadya showed so much care and
attention that it moved me deeply. But despite that, anxiety was growing inside me—I became
more and more nervous. | knew | should have told her the truth, but | couldn’t find the courage.

Toward evening, she went home, leaving me deep in thought. | realized that | couldn’t keep
hiding the truth, but my fear of confessing was stronger.
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On September 10, we spent one of the most memorable days together. We met somewhere in
Maryino and walked on foot to Bratislavskaya. As we walked, Nadya shared her worries about
her health. She said that recently, climbing the stairs, she had felt shortness of breath and
decided she needed to do more sports. | admired her strength and determination. After that, we
went to Chistye Prudy and visited the Moscow Aquarium, where Nadya was delighted by the
fish, especially the amphiprions, which reminded her of Nemo, and the regal tangs, similar to
Dory from her favorite cartoon “Finding Nemo.” The walk was fun and joyful.

We ended the evening at a café on Lubyansky Proyezd. We ordered a glass of wine each, and
Nadya made a toast: “To us!” Everything was wonderful, but there was a slight
awkwardness—the café didn’t accept cards, and | had to urgently look for an ATM.
Nevertheless, this didn’t spoil the evening, and we were happy.

The next day, Nikolay and Ekaterina invited me to a barbecue. | decided to go, but from the very
beginning, | felt uncomfortable at this gathering. The conversations were strange, and | felt
some unspoken pressure. After a lot of alcohol, | began to feel that they were trying to influence
me. Not able to bear it, | ran away from the meeting and texted Nadya that | wanted to see her.

When | came to Nadya’s place, | had a breakdown. We stood for a long time on her floor, and |
poured out my fears. | told her that it seemed to me that Katya might threaten me, but at the
same time, | didn’t fully understand myself what was happening. | was confused and emotionally
shattered. Nadya was the only person | could turn to. That night, | poured out my emotions and
fears, and she was simply there, supporting me.

The next day, having sobered up, | realized that | couldn’t even adequately explain everything to
Nadya, because | myself didn’t fully understand what had happened. But after that breakdown, |
noticed that Nadya was confused. She didn’t understand what was happening to me and was
probably thinking her own thoughts. It probably didn’t seem to her that there was anything
serious at that meeting that could have affected me. Maybe she perceived it as just another fit of
hysteria.

Chapter 18. The Last Day Together

A week later, we met again. Nadya, clearly still thinking about what had happened, asked me,
“Does this happen to you often? And what do you do to prevent it from happening again?” Her
question caught me off guard, and | didn’t know what to say. This had never happened to me
before, and | didn’t have a ready explanation or solution. | just stayed silent, not knowing how to
respond.

After this difficult conversation, we took a short walk to clear our heads and soon went back to
my place. Once things had calmed down and we were lying next to each other, | started thinking
about the situation with Ekaterina and Nikolay, which had once pushed me to the brink and
made me have an emotional breakdown. That situation had caused a lot of tension between us,
and | knew | needed to apologize. | couldn’t keep it inside any longer, so, gathering my courage,
| apologized to Nadya for that emotional outburst.
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Nadya replied with a slight smile, “Don’t worry about it.” There was something mysterious and,
perhaps, caring in her look, but it wasn’t as confident as | was used to seeing. Still, there was
something strange in her gaze that made me uneasy.

We lay in silence for a bit, and to lighten the mood, | suggested we open a bottle of wine that
Alexander K. had recently brought me. Nadya agreed. We sat at the table, and with each glass,
the conversation became easier, but inside my emotions were boiling. The alcohol only
intensified what | was trying to hide. After some time, | became more open, sharper, and
emotional. When we finished drinking, | suggested | walk her home.

We took the bus, and the whole ride | felt words building up inside me—words | had kept to
myself for a long time. Streetlights flashed in the window, turning into blurred streaks, and the
silence between us only made the tension worse. When we got off at her stop, we walked in
silence past an old church with tall dark windows and a schoolyard that looked empty and
abandoned at that hour. The windows in the houses were lit, but it felt as if the whole world had
frozen, waiting for something inevitable.

When we reached her building, | stopped. On the doorstep, under the weak glow of a
streetlamp, with alcohol in my blood and pent-up emotions, | couldn’t hold back any longer.
“Nadya, do you remember the day | told you | was sick? In reality, | was on
amphetamines,”—the words burst out suddenly, as if by themselves, and it was too late to take
them back.

She froze for a moment, and her face changed. There was surprise in her eyes that quickly
turned to disappointment. She didn’t say anything else, just shouted, “You told me you didn’t
use!”—and then immediately turned around and hurried into the building.

| stood there, stunned by her reaction. Just a moment ago, | thought | could explain myself, that
everything could be fixed, but now her disappearing silhouette became a symbol that something
important between us had cracked. The wind rushed past me, and inside it became empty and
cold. | realized that now a new, painful uncertainty had appeared between us, and everything
that once seemed strong had suddenly become fragile and unstable.

The next day, | noticed that Nadya had removed her profile picture on VKontakte. This
seemingly minor change became a harbinger of the coming storm. We didn’t talk for a week.
During that time, | could hardly find peace, trying to reach out, but every time she responded
evasively: “later.” It was obvious that she was deciding what to do, probably discussing it
actively with her girlfriends. The short messages we occasionally exchanged didn’t help—on the
contrary, they only increased the distance. Every time | read her words, | felt them becoming
emptier and more alien, adding to the tension that was growing day by day.

After a week, | saw her name on my phone screen. It was Nadya’s number. My chest tightened,
but | picked up, trying to remain calm. | went out onto the balcony for better reception, leaned on
the railing, and looked at the surrounding buildings, feeling my heart get heavier. Her voice was
calm, but there was determination in it, as if she had made her decision a long time ago. Nadya
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said: “Igor, we need to break up. We can’t even stay friends. | don’t love you. That's it,
goodbye.”

| stood there, listening to her every word as if they were the last threads holding me on the edge
of something that had recently seemed so important. There was nothing unexpected about it—I
had felt for a long time that everything was heading this way. But | still wanted to protest, to
explain that the situation wasn’t as black and white as she thought. But her voice sounded so
firm and confident that any attempt of mine to say something seemed doomed to disappear into
the void. | just stood there, unable to say a word, staring at a city that suddenly felt foreign and
indifferent.

After we hung up, | realized | needed to pull myself together and prepare something to make
sense of everything that had happened in the past three months. | needed to find answers and
explanations, both for myself and for Nadya. | started thinking through every moment, every
mistake, trying to find what had led us to this ending. We broke up, and it became a new stage
in my understanding and reevaluation of everything that had happened.

| have to say that when Nadya left, | still had some hope of explaining myself. But after the call, |
found out that | was blocked in all messengers and social networks. Even minimal
communication with her was now closed to me, let alone the chance to explain anything. The
sudden blocking only intensified my sense of confusion. Why did she make such a radical
decision? Why didn’t she give me a chance to at least express my point of view?

Immediately after that, there was a parade of her friends deleting me on VKontakte. One by
one, her acquaintances disappeared from my contact list, as if her whole life, including our
mutual friends, was cutting me off forever. This only intensified the sense of isolation, as if the
world | was once a part of was now consciously erasing me.

| realized that | had been left with no opportunity to explain my side, and that was yet another
blow.

A Lyrical Digression: Unresolved Questions

To this day, | don’t understand why Nadya didn’t want to discuss it with me in person. She didn’t
give me a chance to explain, didn’t try to talk. Instead, she may have decided to discuss the
situation with her friends, who had no idea of all the circumstances. Why did she choose the
advice of people who only knew me superficially over a conversation with me—the person she
had just been building a relationship with?

Perhaps Nadya was afraid. Maybe she didn’t know how to behave in this situation or how to talk
to me about it. The fear that | was a drug addict and would lie or twist the facts might have kept

her from coming to me for an honest conversation. Maybe she made her decision based on her
own prejudices and stereotypes, which were easier to believe than to try to see the truth.
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Instead of giving me a chance, she drew her conclusions based on other people’s opinions and
stereotypes. That left me without the opportunity to explain myself, and | felt
“beheaded’—deprived of the right to speak and defend myself.

Chapter 19. Reflections on the Path and the Reasons for Nadya’s
Departure

After everything that happened, | needed time to rethink it all and understand why Nadya
decided to leave so suddenly. This decision seemed unexpected and spontaneous, and even
after some time has passed, | am left with many questions. In these reflections, | want to turn to
myself, to her, and to everyone who has ever faced a sudden breakup, in order to understand
how important it is sometimes to accept another person’s decision, even if it seems
incomprehensible.

Nadya met me at a time when my life was full of uncertainty and inner contradictions. | was
searching for myself in different directions: from IT to journalism, from club life to spiritual
seeking. In this instability, she became a light for me, illuminating many dark corners of my soul.

She saw potential in me, believed in my abilities, and maybe even foresaw who | could become
in the future. Her faith in me and her support for my reflections on the meaning of life helped me
realize that there is something more in life than just daily routine.

However, now it seems to me that all of this may have been too much for her. My mistakes and
moments of weakness surely put pressure on her patience. Even despite her faith in me, every
time | did something reckless or showed my insecurity, it caused cracks in her trust in me. In
addition, my emotional instability and the final outburst probably made her decision to leave
more abrupt than | could have expected.

Her departure looked like a spontaneous decision. Everything happened too quickly, as if she
suddenly made up her mind without giving us time to talk it over, without trying to fully
understand me. Perhaps at that moment her fears and prejudices outweighed everything we
could have resolved together. Maybe she simply got scared—scared that | would turn out to be
not the person she imagined. Or maybe she was afraid that further explanations would not
change anything.

Now | understand that love is not just feelings. It is also choice, responsibility, and, sometimes,
the necessity to accept that another person needs their own path. Nadya made her choice, and
although it was unexpected, all | can do is respect her decision.

| want to address her and everyone who knew her: despite everything, | retain deep respect and
gratitude toward her. Gratitude for the lessons she gave me, for the light she brought into my
life. If she ever reads these lines, let her know: | remember and cherish every moment we spent
together.
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Now, looking back, | understand that our breakup became an important lesson for me. This
lesson taught me not only to see my mistakes but not to repeat them. It gave me the opportunity
to become better, more conscious, and more responsible.

But that was a lyrical digression. Let’s continue our story.

Chapter 20. The Culmination of Personal Collapse

Do you believe in dreams? Do you believe that our subconscious is smarter than we are? Do
you believe that our subconscious can know things we don’t? Or maybe our subconscious is
connected to the entire Universe? Perhaps it understands life better than we do ourselves? |
had a dream.

In my dream was my mother, long since gone, but her image was frightening. She looked as if
she had lost her mind, as though she had been driven to that state. She was unstable,
completely insane, and she was accompanied by my brother. | was stunned by this vision. My
brother said to me, “Igor, Vasya and Zhenya are preparing a serious attack on you.”

At the time, | didn’t pay much attention to this dream, but later | realized that it foretold events |
was yet to experience.

Soon after, a series of psychological and emotional trials began. | felt like | was on the edge,
constantly anxious and restless. This feeling never left me, as if | was gradually losing myself,
and each day felt even heavier than the last.

When Nadya left, | naturally shared this with those | considered my friends—Vasya, Slava A.,
and Nikolay K. | expected at least minimal support, but instead, their reactions were surprisingly
similar, as if they had agreed in advance. Every single one of them advised, “Forget it, move on.
You've got your studies, your job. Just get on with it.” That was all. Absolute indifference, as if
my feelings and experiences didn’t matter at all. No one tried to get to the bottom of the
situation, to understand my crisis, or even to just offer support.

But over time, | began to realize that their words weren’t motivated by care for my future. They
seemed to think they had a certain power over me, and Nadya was interfering with that. Her
influence weakened their control, which they had grown so used to feeling. They thought they
could direct my decisions and feelings, but in reality, | was just listening to them because at that
time | considered their opinions important and valuable. Slava, perhaps, was less involved in
these subtle games, but his attitude was cold and pragmatic. He always saw me more as an
academic partner than a friend. Our relationship was mutually beneficial: | helped him with his
studies, and that was where his interest in me ended.

These people didn’t see Nadya as a problem; they saw her as a threat to their influence over
me. | was just a tool for them, a means to achieve their own goals, and she was preventing
them from keeping me in that role. Their “advice” wasn’t sincere—it was just another way to
regain control. And | found myself in a situation where, it seemed, | was alone against everyone,
deprived of support and understanding.
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But despite all these thoughts and feelings, | still held onto the hope that the situation could be
saved. | felt that if | went to Nadya, if | just met her, brought her flowers, and tried to talk things
over, everything could be resolved. | believed that a sincere conversation could restore our
connection, that all was not lost.

After some time, Zhenya T. came up to my floor and kept asking to come in. | hesitated for a
long time and tried to keep him at the door, knowing that this person had already cost me too
much—including Nadya. But Zhenya was persistent, and in the end, | gave in, even though
inside me there was still a struggle. He brought beer and insisted that we drink. I still felt inner
resistance and wanted to get rid of his company, as his presence made me uneasy. He
frightened me, but he wouldn’t leave, and after many attempts to resist, | finally surrendered.
Zhenya turned on some rap music on my laptop, which annoyed me, but | tolerated his
presence. Everything felt strange, and suddenly he took drugs. At that moment, | became
genuinely scared. | was already pretty drunk.

At that point, | experienced a powerful psychological projection. My inner fears completely took
over, and | began to confuse my thoughts with reality. The distortions became so strong that |
lost control of my mind. The sense of threat coming from Vasya and Zhenya became so
overwhelming that | couldn’t distinguish what was really happening from my internal fears. My
mind was consumed by panic, and this spilled over into messages. On some intuitive level, my
subconscious reached out to Nadya, as the closest and safest person | knew. In a state of
despair and panic, | wrote to her, as if | were a drug addict, that Vasya and Zhenya were
threatening me, and that | was very scared. This was a reflection of the fears and projections
that had overtaken me. | was looking for support and salvation in the place where | had once felt
safe.

But in the morning, once | came to my senses, | realized | was in deep trouble. At that moment,
it became clear to me that the situation would not be so easily fixed. All my confidence that |
could just show up with flowers and try to talk things through disappeared. It now seemed unreal
and unreachable. | realized | had gotten myself into a difficult situation from which | saw no way
out.

Since then, the “October texts” became an emotional anchor for me, one that unexpectedly
began to drag me down and wouldn’t let go for a minute. | constantly returned to those
messages in my thoughts, realizing that after reading them, Nadya could be completely
convinced | was a drug addict and that chaos reigned around me. This destroyed her trust in
me, and, unfortunately, she formed a finally negative opinion about me. That impulsive step
forever changed our relationship. This realization literally paralyzed me.

Soon people around me started to notice that | had become strange and withdrawn. They
thought it was because of drugs, but in reality, ninety percent of my consciousness was focused
on those messages. | lived in constant tension, couldn’t free myself from those thoughts, and it
began to show in my behavior.

Vasya and Zhenya noticed that my condition was rapidly deteriorating. | was emotionally
unstable, completely lost after breaking up with Nadya. No one supported me, and it became
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unbearably hard. | sought refuge in alcohol, trying at least somehow to forget. But after those
messages to Nadya, | felt even worse. | felt drained, my mind was clouded, and my days
passed in a haze—nothing helped, no matter how hard | tried.

At some point, at night, around three in the morning, Vasya and Zhenya started knocking on my
apartment door. At first, | didn’t want to open, but they wouldn’t stop, and in the end, | opened
the door. They burst into the apartment and, wasting no time, headed straight for my room. They
immediately began to threaten me. They said that | was a worthless asshole, that | deserved
nothing—not Nadya, not my money, not even the apartment | lived in. In their eyes, | was
nothing.

They drove me to fits of hysteria. Any time | protested, my own things were thrown at me. | tried
to kick them out but couldn’t—they kept pressing me, and my brother llyukha woke up from the
noise, not understanding what was going on. They made him stay in his room, and kept
tormenting me. They kept telling me | was a complete idiot and that | owed them money.

| was in such a depressed state that in the end, | gave them a hundred thousand rubles. But
even that wasn’t enough for them. After a while, Vasya declared that the amount was not one
hundred thousand, but only ninety. It was obvious that Zhenya, who was sitting next to him, had
deftly pocketed part of the money. But | was so devastated that | couldn’t focus on anything. As
soon as they got the money, they immediately left.

After that, | finally understood: the world around me had collapsed. The people | considered
friends betrayed me. They threatened me, tried to involve me in drug use, and stole my money. |
lost Nadya because of them, and there was almost no one left around me who could offer even
a drop of support.

| was cornered. The texts | had sent Nadya had already driven me to despair. Left with no
support and feeling utterly alone, | began to sink into the dark depths of my consciousness. |
started seeing the most frightening things. When | looked in the mirror, it seemed to me that |
saw the face of the devil. It was October 2011, and | was on the edge.

In the end, the total amount that Vasya took from me exceeded 160,000 rubles. All that time, |
had trusted him as a friend | had known for more than thirteen years, but his actions were an
unexpected blow. The sense of betrayal was much stronger than any material loss. The pain of
what had happened was aggravated by the fact that it had come from someone | considered
close.

After this event, | felt as though the world was finally collapsing around me. And at that moment,
music became a reflection of my inner state. The song Nintendo (Noganno, Basta) —
“‘Mama-Ama Criminal” sounded especially frightening and seemed to underscore all the chaos
that was unfolding around me. Every time | heard it, the feeling of hopelessness grew, as if the
music was the soundtrack to my personal collapse. It literally cut into my thoughts, reminding
me that | had already lost control over my life.

Conclusions:
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The problem was that after Nadya left, | should have maintained emotional calm. If | had done
that, our situation wouldn’t have gotten worse, the breakup wouldn’t have been so deep, and at
least everything would have remained stable; we could have continued living on without tension
toward each other. However, the appearance of Vasya and Zhenya triggered a powerful
emotional surge and fear in me. This led me to behave toward Nadya in such a way that |
created a new emotional imbalance, increasing the rift and misunderstanding between us.
Vasya and Zhenya completely undermined my emotional state after breaking up with Nadya.

Chapter 21. Interacting with Nadya through Social Networks

The context was as follows: my main VKontakte page had been blocked by Nadya. However,
despite this, | knew that she still occasionally visited my profile. That is why | created another
account, so that | could check her updates from time to time. | was certain that she was aware
of my additional accounts. After all, it is a common practice: when a guy breaks up with a girl
and she blocks him, he creates a new account to continue following her life. This was normal
under such circumstances, and we both understood that.

After our breakup, Nadya posted the song "A My Ne Angely, Paren™ by Aria on her page. This
gesture deeply affected me. | began to think that perhaps in this way she was trying to express
her feelings about our breakup, to show that each of us had our flaws and that we were both
imperfect. However, at that moment | perceived it as an act of coldness and indifference, as if
she had completely turned away from me. This intensified my feelings of shame and
helplessness, even though | understood that Nadya was likely experiencing complex emotions
herself and that her actions reflected her inner state. This only increased my confusion, as | did
not know how to interpret her behavior.

Almost immediately after the October SMS messages, Nadya posted the song "R.1.P." by Slot
on her page. The lyrics of this song are filled with images of self-destruction, addiction, and the
inevitability of a tragic ending. Lines such as "Self-destruction happens to us as we move
downwards" and "As if nobody knew how the series would end" made me think. | felt that Nadya
truly considered me a drug addict, like the characters in that song. This came as a shock and
served as confirmation of how distorted her perception of me had become.

Realizing that she might believe | had gotten involved with drugs and was catastrophically
spiraling downwards heightened my sense of despair and confusion. | could not believe that
someone with whom | had been so close could think of me in such a way. This highlighted the
deep chasm between us and made the situation even more painful.

| began to think about possible solutions. What steps would be the right ones? What actions
would be the most reasonable? Going to see Nadya seemed too reckless... And to be honest, |
was very afraid. A wave of uncertainty swept over me—uncertainty in myself, in my life, in my
friends, in my work. Everything that had happened up to that point seemed unstable and shaky.
This feeling of insecurity only grew stronger. | felt ashamed in front of Nadya. | did not know
what to do. My thoughts revolved around complicated and confusing solutions: perhaps | should
start reading more in order to find a more prestigious job? Finish renovating the house? Take up
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sports? | thought that only such actions could restore my confidence, and then | would not feel
so ashamed in front of Nadya.

The sense of emotional powerlessness weighed on me more and more. | was desperately in
need of change, in need of action, but nothing brought me relief. For example, one day | bought
curtains for thirty thousand rubles—which at that time was about one thousand dollars. | thought
that they would look respectable and give my room a sense of style and solidity. | hoped this
would boost my confidence, but the result was not what | expected. Although the room really did
become cozier, the inner sense of powerlessness did not go away.

| sought solace in music. It became the very means by which | could express my emotions.
When everything around me seemed uncertain and | could not find words to explain what | was
experiencing, music helped me let my feelings out. Listening to my favorite melodies, | felt as if |
was finding inner harmony, even if only for a short while. Music gave me the opportunity to be
myself, to escape from the endless cycle of thoughts and worries, and to feel some relief, if only
for a moment.

Rap music in particular began to have a strong impact on me. It was filled with emotion and
reflected the struggle—the struggle with life's difficulties, with an unfair reality. It was precisely
these kinds of songs that began to inspire me, those in which motivation for independence and
the desire to move forward no matter what could be heard. Tracks that seemed to shout: "l can
do anything!" "I will make it happen!"

One day | posted the song "Reach the Sky" by ST1M on my VKontakte page. This song
became a symbol of struggle and overcoming for me. | hoped that it could express my feelings
and inner experiences. However, Nadya's reaction to this song was not at all what | expected. |
knew that she periodically looked at my page, and it seemed to me that through this song |
could convey my emotions to her. But instead of understanding, | saw that she interpreted it as
an expression of anger and aggression on my part. This was hard to bear, because for me, this
music signified motivation and strength, while for her, it was something entirely different.

What was even more unpleasant was that at some point, Nadya posted an article on her page
claiming that rap subculture supposedly turns people into drug addicts. | was certain that this
was a hint at me. This article seemed to me propagandistic and full of lies. | knew that
everything written there was absolutely untrue. And it was painful to realize that this lie was
somehow influencing Nadya, and apparently she believed it. It seemed Nadya had begun to
form a false opinion of me, as if | had become a drug addict because of my interest in rap
culture, as the article claimed.

From then on, | began to hate such articles and propaganda in general. This situation showed
me how easily false claims can influence a person and distort their opinion. The truth was that |
was looking for a way out of my situation, | wanted to find rational and sensible solutions. But it
was difficult for me to cope with this alone. | did not know what to do, and no one could offer a
concrete solution that would suit me. It seemed that nobody cared what was happening to me.
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One of the key tracks for me during that period was ST1M's song "l Do Not Care." In it, | saw a
reflection of how overcoming all problems had already happened, as if all the difficulties were
left behind. Against the background of my reflections and my fascination with Charles Haanel's
book "The Master Key System," which speaks about the influence of thoughts on reality, | began
to believe that if | focused on the idea that problems were solved, they really would be. | tried to
control my thoughts, convincing myself that if | started thinking everything was all right, then it
would be. This was my way of coping with the situation—using the power of thought, as
recommended by self-help books like "The Master Key System."

The track "I Do Not Care" seemed to me a symbol of this overcoming, of the end of the struggle.
At some point, when Nadya still allowed messages from anyone, not just friends, | decided to
send her this song. | hoped it would help her understand me and what was happening to me at
that moment. It seemed to me that through music, | could express my feelings and explain my
motives. But unfortunately, Nadya again misunderstood me. She decided that it was an
inadequate way to communicate something to her, not realizing that this song was my way of
showing how | was trying to cope with difficulties. Nadya then closed the possibility for
non-friends to send her messages.

Her misunderstanding and misinterpretation of my actions hurt me more and more. Each new
misunderstanding only deepened the gap between us.

Nadya blocked the possibility of sending her messages, but about a week after my unsuccessful
October SMS, she posted four songs by Shota on her wall. It seemed to me that they might hint
that | still had a chance. | appreciated this gesture in my own way because, despite all our
misunderstandings, perhaps she was leaving some bridge for communication. These songs left
me with mixed feelings. On the one hand, they seemed to give hope, but on the other hand, |
perceived them as something deceptive, which confused me. Perhaps this was because | felt
deep shame about my actions and behavior. This shame paralyzed me, and | could not take any
steps, even though | understood that perhaps a chance still existed.

But in the end, these songs were replaced by others. When Zemfira's song "No Chance"
appeared on her wall, it became clear that there was no longer any possibility of getting Nadya
back. This was a clear signal that our paths had diverged.

However, | could not accept this. | was overwhelmed by indignation at the wave of lies and
misunderstanding that had fallen upon me. | felt that my actions and motives had been
misunderstood, that a distortion of reality had formed around me, and that | could do nothing
about it. This feeling of helplessness and misunderstanding ate away at me from the inside. |
could not explain the situation, | could not change it, and it was this that prevented me from
letting go of Nadya.

With every new misconception Nadya had about me, my pain intensified. Her ideas about me,
my actions, and motives became more and more distorted every day, and | was powerless to
change anything. The helplessness of watching this caused me unbearable pain. At the same
time, | desperately tried to find harmony in my own life. | tried to completely rebuild my life, but,
being left entirely alone, | had to solve all my problems and find solutions on my own, which
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turned out to be almost impossible. The problems that | did not manage to solve appeared one
after another. All of this worsened my inner chaos, making the way out of the situation even
more difficult and confusing.

And this still does not let me rest. That is why | am writing this book—to finally tell my own
version of events, to explain how it really was, and, perhaps, to let the situation go in this way.

Here is your translation into English, without contractions and with attention to nuance and
clarity:

Chapter 22. A New Reality

The very first thing | decided to change in my life was to stop shaving my head and start
growing out my hair. A shaved head had symbolized my connection with Vasya and Zhenya,
and | needed to get rid of that in order to begin a new chapter in my life. | decided that external
changes could become the first step toward internal transformation.

My university classmate, Slava A., suggested that | take up sports as a way to distract myself
and relieve tension. He recommended an acquaintance of his who taught pankration
somewhere in the Moscow region (I can no longer remember the exact name of the town).
Every week, | traveled there with him for training sessions. This helped me to switch off for a
while, but despite the physical activity, what troubled me most were the messages | had sent to
Nadya. However, everyone around me focused on the presence of Vasya and Zhenya in my life,
believing they were the main problem. People even told me that they were a more serious threat
than my relationship with Nadya. | could not believe how easily my feelings and experiences
were dismissed, as if they did not matter at all.

Slava A. also believed that it was absolutely necessary to get rid of Vasya and Zhenya, but he
emphasized that | absolutely had to forget Nadya as well. This opinion hurt me deeply, because
my feelings about Nadya went much deeper than just the pain of a breakup. | was well aware
that the danger everyone around me attributed to drugs in my case was greatly exaggerated. |
had realized long ago that everything is determined by consciousness and thought. People
become addicts because they think about drugs, and this shapes their behavior. But | did not
feel any addiction to drugs, quite the opposite. | knew that I could control my own mind and
would not let it fall into dependency.

The training sessions continued until New Year's, but by that point | had realized that this was
too exhausting for me, both physically and emotionally. Sports did not solve the main
problem—the one that was rooted deep inside and tormented me every day.

After Nadya left, my job at that place lost absolutely all meaning. Firstly, Nadya was right: when |
returned to that job, our Internet department was located in a basement that looked more like a
shed than a proper workplace. Working in such a place was shameful, especially for me—a
professional programmer. For me, it was embarrassing and humiliating. Later the company
moved to Goncharnaya Street, but to be honest, the new office was not any better than the
basement. The feeling of decline and hopelessness persisted.
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The second issue was the influence of Nikolay K. Nadya left in part because of him. He offered
me weed at our barbecues, despite her clear disapproval. Of course, perhaps | was wrong at
the time to give in to his persuasion, but Nikolay K.'s influence was obviously negative. He did
not respect my relationship and always acted solely based on his own selfish interests, without
any consideration for the consequences for me or those around me.

The final straw that confirmed my decision to leave was the robbery by Vasya and Zhenya. After
that incident, | was in terrible shape and told Kolya that | could not come to work. He replied,
"Crawl here on your eyebrows, but you must work." When | told him that Nadya had left, he
simply said, "l do not care," and that | should only think about work. This was a shock for me.
How could someone | considered a boss and a friend treat my feelings and problems with such
indifference? His answer only confirmed that for him | was nothing more than a tool to get the
job done.

My sense of degradation increased with each passing day. My beloved girlfriend had left me, in
part because of this environment. | saw no prospects here. Working in such a place was an act
of self-humiliation. In the end, | made the decision to quit. On October 31, 2011, | signed my
resignation letter and left the company for good.

As for psychological help, | decided to see a psychologist. At one of the sessions, he conducted
a few tests and suggested we discuss my main problems. | was honest and told him that | had
two problems: Nadya, and the situation with Vasya and Zhenya, who had tried to drag me into
drugs. The psychologist noted that the problem with Nadya was not that significant, but drugs
were a serious issue, and he recommended that | see an addiction specialist.

| followed his advice and went to see a specialist. She listened attentively to my story and
understood that | was not an addict and had no dependencies. Regarding Nadya, she said that
in this situation | simply needed to be confident in myself and believe that | could win her back.
After two visits—to the psychologist and to the addiction specialist—I realized that this kind of
help would not solve my problems. | gave up on seeking help from specialists and decided to
handle everything on my own.

However, quitting my job brought no positive prospects. | was spending more and more time at
home, alone with myself, unable to understand how to get out of this situation. | noticed Shota’s
songs on Nadya’s VK page, which unambiguously indicated that my chances of winning her
back were far from zero. But this only heightened my insecurity. | was afraid for Nadya, for our
future. | did not know which direction to move. | had just lost my job, | had been robbed by
friends who could no longer be called friends after all that had happened. The prospect of going
to see Nadya and trying to win her back seemed insane. | thought | would only embarrass
myself, because | did not know what to say or how to explain myself. | did not understand what
was happening to me and could not see a way out.

Everyone around thought the problem was drugs, but that was not true. The problem was that
my life had fallen apart, and it was not my fault. | had been betrayed and set up, and it was
disgusting. One day, in November 2011, | was standing in the hallway at Lyosha’s place,
drinking beer. That was where | met a girl named Sonya. She had come from the Moscow
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region, was living with her aunt, studying at university, and was a freshman, just like Nadya. We
became friends, and | started to confide in her. Sonya and Lyosha were the only ones who told
me that | should go to Nadya and try to win her back.

But to me it seemed impossible. | started drinking more and more, was overwhelmed by
depression, and could not pull myself together. The only way out | could see was that | first
needed to find a job, stabilize my life, and perhaps make new friends. | felt terribly ashamed in
front of Nadya for everything that had happened. | felt completely stuck. And it killed me to
realize that with each passing day, the chance of getting her back was slipping away. | knew that
if 1 did nothing, Nadya would meet someone new. My inner voice told me that this would happen
around mid-December. This was what | feared most.

During that period, when everything was falling apart and | felt absolutely lost, | suddenly
discovered the songs of Kravts. His tracks—such as "If You Are Addicted, Be Independent,”
"Against the Wind," and "I Dream of the Sea"—suddenly gave me that glimmer of light and
positivity that | so badly needed. Kravts seemed to describe my inner state, but more
importantly, his lyrics offered a solution: do not stress and be independent. This idea resonated
with what | had read in books and what | believed—that our thinking shapes reality. | thought |
could change my condition by changing my thoughts, and this music became a tool for
rebooting my consciousness, helping me to stop obsessing over negative thoughts.

At the beginning of December, the winter exam session at university began, and it was
extremely difficult for me to get through it. All my thoughts were occupied with other things, and |
could not concentrate on my studies. Time passed, and it seemed like everything was only
getting worse. By the end of December, everything was confirmed: instead of four Shota songs
on Nadya'’s wall, there appeared the song "No Chance" by Zemfira. It became clear to
me—Nadya had found someone else.

Around this time, Nadya and | had another conversation, which | went through in a state of
extreme stress. One day | was at home, drinking, and feeling completely lost. At that moment, |
began messaging with Nadya.

She was with her friends and told me that she had a boyfriend named Vanya. Moreover, she
warned me that his brother, who worked as a police officer, might get involved if | did not leave
her alone. She also said that people thought | was a drug dealer and that | could be imprisoned
under articles 228 and 229. These accusations were a real blow for me. It hurt to hear such
things from Nadya, because they were so far from the truth. While | was searching for a new job
and trying to rebuild my life, | found myself caught in a situation that was beyond my control.
The hardest part was realizing that the girl | loved had left me for reasons | could do nothing
about. | felt cornered, with no idea how to get out.

| was in shock after that conversation. Perhaps | reacted wrongly at that moment. In response to
her words, | said something like, "If you do not calm down, that is it," most likely trying to protect
myself from stress. This was a reaction to the recent situation with Vasya, but | understand that
my words could have sounded threatening. Nadya perceived me as an unstable and aggressive
person and, at that moment, decided to completely cut off communication, asking me not to
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write to her anymore. That was one of the darkest days of my life—the day everything between
us collapsed once again.

Nevertheless, despite all these difficulties, | did not lose hope of restoring communication. |
wrote to her that she deserved more, sincerely believing that soon | would get another job as a
programmer and would be able to give her everything she wanted. But my words were not
received as | expected. | understand that perhaps Nadya felt vulnerable and saw my attempts to
reach out as pressure. After my message, she responded to me aggressively, which was
another blow. | wanted to show her my desire to change things for the better, but her reaction
signaled that she saw it differently. This left me feeling empty, but | did not blame her for it—I
understood that my actions might have triggered those feelings.

Chapter 23. A New Job at "Vokrug Sveta" Publishing House

We spent all the New Year holidays going for walks with Sonya and spending time together from
time to time. She was taking her exams, and | kept telling her the most important thing was not
to stress. Those days passed quickly but left behind many pleasant memories. We often
discussed different topics, and our conversations helped me remain calm.

Sometime after the holidays, | unexpectedly received a phone call. It was from the magazine
*Vokrug Sveta* (“Around the World”). They said they had come across my résumé, which had
caught their attention, and invited me to meet and discuss an opportunity.

Eventually, | went for the interview, spoke with them, and headed back. But while | was on my
way home, | realized | did not want to spend one and a half hours commuting each way every
day. This started to really bother me. | began wondering whether it was worth accepting the offer
at all.

| shared my doubts with Sonya, with whom | was actively communicating at the time. She
looked at me as if | had lost my mind. “Igoryan, are you stupid?” she said. “You were offered a
job at *Vokrug Sveta*, they’re inviting you, giving you an offer, and you’re still hesitating?” Her
words made me reflect.

In the end, | accepted the offer, and on February 1st, | started my new job at *Vokrug Sveta*
magazine. My role was to work on online travel guides. Thus began a new chapter in my career.

So, | got the job. To be honest, for the first time in a long while, | had a glimmer of joyful
thoughts. | felt that this was finally a level worthy of respect. It was no longer something to be
ashamed of in front of Nadya, and perhaps this step could redeem me in her eyes. But | did not
fully realize just how much had already gone wrong and how difficult it would be to fix.

A month later, once | had settled into the job and felt confident that my employment was final, |
decided to write to Nadya. ‘Il lied about myself in a bad way. In reality, | work at *Vokrug Sveta*®
magazine.” She responded sharply: “Don’t bullshit me.” | lost my temper and replied, I

demonstrated how faith works.” However, she said that it still would not change anything. | tried

74



to convince her | was telling the truth and even offered to prove it by editing something on one of
the magazine's web pages, but her reaction remained unchanged.

At some point, | suggested she listen to the song *Kravts — Protiv Vetra* (“Against the Wind”).
Apparently, the song unsettled her, and she might have thought | was unbalanced. After that,
she stopped responding to me.

The next day, | actually sent her a link to the edited page on the *Vokrug Sveta* website, but
there was still no reply. It felt awful — | felt like everything had collapsed, and | had no plan for
what to do next. | had gotten the job — but now what? | was at a dead end and had no idea how
to proceed.

Meanwhile, my responsibilities at *Vokrug Sveta* were expanding. My main task — the reason |
had been hired — was to create a tool for generating online maps. The magazine needed a
unique instrument that could generate maps based on vector data at various scales with
automatic coloring according to specified parameters. This was a crucial part of the
development of their online travel guides.

To do this, | had to immerse myself deeply in the documentation. | went through everything |
could find, researching tons of materials related to geodata processing and visualization.
Realizing that | could not manage without additional knowledge, | learned Python in just a few
weeks — it became the key tool for development. It was not easy, but persistence and the
desire to succeed helped me make significant progress in a short amount of time.

Eventually, | developed an effective solution and decided to share my experience with the tech
community. That is how my article on Habr appeared, where | described my process and
approaches to map generation. It sparked real interest among readers and brought me quite a
few positive responses, which reassured me that | was on the right path.

Time passed. | worked and gradually settled into the new job. Everything was falling into place:
the salary was very good — 70,000 rubles, which was quite substantial for 2012, especially for a
23-year-old guy. | began to feel like things were finally going well for me.

At some point, | spoke with Nikolay P., who gave me a piece of advice: if | wanted to win Nadya
back and have her see me as a worthy, respectable man, | needed to buy a car. He offered to
sell me his Nissan for half a million rubles. | started thinking about it. My salary allowed for i,
and although | did not have a driver’s license, | decided | would buy the car and get my license.
It seemed like the right direction — to invest in such a serious purchase in order to show my
best side.

But now, looking back, | realize it was an emotionally misguided step. | did not understand then
that buying a car would not solve the deeper problems | was facing. But at the time, it seemed
like a good idea. So, | took out a 500,000-ruble loan from Sberbank and bought the car from
Nikolay P.
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As for Sonya, | did everything | could to help her reconcile with her ex-boyfriend because | did
not see a future with her. Although, as it turned out, she saw me as a potential partner. A year
later, she confessed this to me. But back then, | essentially "sent" her back to her ex. Eventually,
they got back together. |, on the other hand, bought myself a car and continued living as | had,
making plans for the future.

However, the problems with Vasya and Zhenya persisted. They would occasionally try to visit
me or contact me. | avoided them as best | could — taking detours on the street, not opening
the door at home. But one day, they showed up at my place again. | tried to get them out
quickly, but that day Zhenya stole a set of spare keys from me.

One time | came home and discovered that my laptop was gone. My brother told me he had
seen Zhenya carrying my laptop toward a store as he walked by. | was in shock — they were
not just bothering me anymore, they were robbing me. That was the last straw.

| reached out to my friend Lyosha, whose neighbor on the same floor was a police officer. | told
him the whole story, and he referred me to the Department of Internal Affairs for the Southern
Administrative District of the Main Directorate of the Ministry of Internal Affairs of Russia in
Moscow, located on Kashirskoye Highway. There | met two officers. We got into a car and went
to Zhenya'’s apartment. When he opened the door, the officers burst into the apartment. Zhenya
started yelling, calling for his mom, and although | felt uneasy, they detained him and took him
away.

Chapter 24. On the Edge: Threat and Escape

After | saw Zhenya being detained, they let me go. | wandered around the neighborhood for a
long time, trying to process what had just happened. In the evening, | went into Lyosha’s
building and, along with Lyosha, ran into his neighbor, the police officer. | told him that Zhenya
had been arrested. He responded calmly, “Well, that’s it then,” and, apparently satisfied with the
news, walked away.

| stayed to talk with Lyosha. We chatted, smoked, and discussed various topics for another
couple of hours. As midnight approached, | decided it was time to go home. After saying
goodbye to Lyosha, | went down to the first floor and suddenly ran into Vasya. He was clearly
angry and unhappy about Zhenya Tarakanov’s arrest.

Vasya was very determined. With a threatening tone, he asked, “So who was it, Lyosha? Lyosha
told on Zhenya? I'll deal with Lyosha too, that idiot. I'll break all his bones.” Vasya started telling
me I'd gone too far and that now it was the end for me. He threatened to destroy me. Grabbing
me, Vasya dragged me out of the building onto the street. | tried to run away, but he quickly
caught up, pressed my face to the asphalt, and held me down by force, not letting me get up.
He ordered me not to even think about escaping, or things would get even worse. After that, we
got up and Vasya continued with his threats.

On the way, he told me he had planted drugs in my pocket and ordered me to go to the police
station, where | would have to confess to possession. He threatened that I'd be sent to prison. |
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was consumed by panic and fear. Vasya also threatened to kill my brother, saying he’d drown
him in the bathtub, and kept pushing me toward the police. That's when strange things started
happening to me. As we walked along Kustanayskaya Street toward Zadonsky Proyezd, voices
began to sound in my head: “There will be a way out, there will be a way out. Wait for our
signal.”

It was already after midnight. Vasya didn’t stop threatening me, saying I'd “played my game” and
now it was all over for me. But then, | noticed a 24-hour store ahead, lit up and open. As we
were passing by it, the voices in my head suddenly changed to: “Run! This is your chance!” |
broke free from Vasya’s grip, ditched the drugs on the way, and rushed into the store. Vasya
chased after me, but seeing other people inside, he stopped being aggressive and started
acting normal.

| took advantage of the moment, slipped out through another exit, and disappeared into the
courtyards. Vasya lost sight of me. | had no idea what to do. | was too scared to go home,
convinced that Vasya would look for me there first. | hoped he wouldn’t harm my brother, since
there was an intercom and my brother could simply not open the door. But still, | was completely
confused. | wandered around the area until | finally fell asleep under a tree.

When | woke up in the morning, | was seized by a panic attack. In desperation, | started
messaging Nadya, telling her how scared | was: Zhenya had stolen my laptop, | had reported
him, he’'d been arrested, and now Vasya was taking revenge on me. | was totally confused and
had no idea whom to turn to for help. But Nadya, seeing the situation differently and not
perceiving me for who | really was, saw me as just another participant in street showdowns. She
thought these were typical conflicts she wanted nothing to do with. In her eyes, | was not a
victim but an active participant in these criminal affairs, and maybe even deserved what | was
getting.

When | started sending her messages saying | was being threatened and in danger, Nadya saw
this as a potential threat to herself. It's important to note that | understand and respect her
reaction. She acted based on what she believed at the time. As | later found out, Nadya
consulted with her friend, and following her advice, the police began monitoring me.

After some time, | decided | needed to go to work. | told my colleagues about my problems —
that | was being harassed by local thugs. My colleagues responded to my request for help and
suggested that | rent an apartment closer to work, in Tushino, to reduce the risks. This idea
seemed like a great solution to me — a new neighborhood, a new life. One of my colleagues,
Zhenya Donich, offered to put me in touch with his realtor friend, who could quickly find a
suitable place. Plus, my coworkers realized how serious the situation was and advised me not
to delay the search.

Later that evening, | called Slava A. and told him what was going on. Without hesitation, he
came to my workplace, and together we went to my place. | asked him to stay the night with me,
just in case Vasya or Zhenya showed up again. The next day at work, | learned that my
coworker had already found an apartment for me. Without delay, | went to check it out. It was a
small but cozy two-room apartment in an old five-story building — perfect for me and my
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brother. The apartment was just a fifteen-minute tram ride from the office, near Skhodnenskaya
metro station. | liked everything about it and signed the contract right away. That night, | already
spent at the new place, and the next day | went back to bring my brother and move in for good.
And so, my apartment in Zyablikovo was left empty, and my new life in Tushino began.

Chapter 25. Tushino

In the first days after moving to Tushino, | noticed that the police were often watching me. |
understood that this could be happening for various reasons, but | did not attach much
importance to it. The thought that the police were tracking my movements from work to home, to
the store and back, did not particularly bother me; in fact, it almost reassured me. | was being
watched, which meant | was safe. Later | realized that these police officers were connected to
Nadya. Thanks to dear Nadya for creating a sense of safety and peace.

Nevertheless, the situation with Nadya started to trouble me more and more. | realized that |
had broken the silence regarding Nadya by sending her messages that probably only made
things worse. For her, my words might have seemed not a sign of panic or an attempt to explain
what was happening to me, but rather an inadequate attempt to make claims against her or to
get her back into my life in a strange way. | understood this, and it made me feel even worse.

The realization that after all those October and New Year’s messages, after the song | sent her,
she might now think of me as even more of a drug addict, a criminal, or an unstable person,
only increased my anxiety. Now, after these new messages, | imagined that her opinion of me
had become even more negative. Nadya did not perceive my messages as a cry for help in an
exceptional situation, but rather as another manifestation of instability. And this understanding
only strengthened my desire to one day justify myself to her, to explain that everything was not
as she thought. Everything that was happening to me seemed absurd, something | should not
have ended up in.

At that time, Nikolay P. supported me and once called with a suggestion to try myself in
teaching. For me, this offer was unexpected, although teaching others was something familiar to
me since my school days, when | used to earn extra money helping people set up computers in
the neighborhood. Even at my main job, | often taught colleagues various skills and the
subtleties of programming. But the idea of teaching full-fledged courses to students was a new
challenge for me. Besides this, Nikolay asked me to continue working on his database—his
center used to be a franchise of our previous company, but after its collapse it became an
independent educational institution. | agreed not only to teach but also to support his database.
This gave me even more work and helped me distract myself from life’s problems. Teaching and
working with the database allowed me to find a way to relieve emotional tension—the groups
were small, sometimes it was individual lessons, but they gave me a sense of meaning and
helped me regain my inner balance. For the first time, | felt that teaching had become not just an
activity, but a real profession, one that | wanted to master on a deeper level.

Despite this, financial difficulties continued to grow. At that moment, several serious obligations
began to weigh on me. Firstly, there was the car loan—monthly payments were inevitable.
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Secondly, | was now renting an apartment, something | had never done before. This created
additional financial stress. It was under these circumstances that Sonya—the same friend who
once helped me get a job at the “Vokrug Sveta” publishing house—reached out to me. She was
now planning to live with her boyfriend, and they asked if they could rent my vacant apartment. |
thought this would be a good option for some extra income and agreed. However, over time, the
situation began to change for the worse—during the three months they lived in the apartment, |
never received a single penny from them. But | still had to live through that.

They also asked me for the keys to the car, which | couldn’t use because | didn’t have a driver’s
license, and | agreed, thinking this would keep the car from just sitting idle.

Somewhere around that period, | still had some contacts from Nadya'’s circle. Apparently, one of
her friends accidentally remained in my friends list on VKontakte. It was her friend Nastya. |
wrote to her because, to be honest, | did not understand what was happening in my life. | was
shocked by everything that was going on and had no idea how to deal with it. It felt like some
emergency situation, something extraordinary—a real force majeure in my life. | thought that |
still had a chance to tell my side of the story, to explain that it was all just a coincidence, that |
was not to blame, and to ask for help in understanding it all.

| started the conversation with this friend with some abstract questions, like “what’s more
important—the result or the process?” She replied that the process was more important, and the
conversation continued somehow from there. At some point, she suddenly said: “Dude, we've
only met once.” It became clear that her words carried a certain reproach, hints that | was being
seen as unstable, and that people didn’t want to communicate with me. This started to get to
me. | increasingly realized that no one understood me, that no one wanted to get involved in my
extraordinary situation. The feeling of helplessness and hopelessness only grew stronger.
Eventually, my emotions got the better of me, | snapped, and she wrote to me: “Dude, we're
from different social circles,” and then blocked me.

| was shocked. | mean, | work as an important programmer at a publishing house, responsible
for key projects, and suddenly I’'m being told I'm supposedly a person of low status. And just like
that, goodbye—I was blocked without explanation. This was another serious blow to me. The
feeling that no one understands you at all, that people build mistaken opinions of you that have
nothing to do with reality, was simply unbearable. Everything seemed turned upside down, and it
was precisely this feeling that began to slowly destroy me from within.

The panic only intensified, and | developed a bad habit—I started stopping for beer on my way
home from work. One day, sitting on a bench in the yard with a bottle of beer, | noticed a group
of kids nearby. They were school students, busy with their own affairs. Suddenly, they came up
to me and decided to say hi.

We started talking, and gradually a group formed in which | began to spend a lot of time.
Usually, it was Nastya, Liza, and her boyfriend at the time, Andrey. Sometimes other people
joined us, but most often it was just us. They were surprised to learn that | was already 23 years
old—they thought | was their age. But despite the age difference, our communication became
easy and relaxed.
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The “Vokrug Sveta” publishing house was located in a three-story building, surrounded by a
fence with an inner courtyard. There was a gazebo in the yard, where my colleagues and |
would go out to smoke. And it often happened that the kids from Tushino would wait for me
outside the fence when | went outside. They would ask when | would finish work and go hang
out with them. These moments reminded me of my school days, when friends would wait for you
after classes to spend time together. This brought us even closer.

What | liked about being with Nadya was that she had her own interesting group of friends with
whom she could play, walk, and have a good time. | also liked this in my relationship with
Masha—she, too, had her own close-knit group. In these relationships, | enjoyed the sense that
they had their own group of people with whom they could spend time together. | myself never
had such a group, and | sincerely dreamed of finding my own circle of close friends.

Losing Nadya, | regretted not only losing her. | regretted losing her friends too—Dasha, Maksim,
and others | met through her. It hurt me very much that they had formed the wrong opinion of
me. | wanted to be a part of their lives, genuinely sought friendship with them, but
circumstances turned out differently.

Even when, after three months, | moved back home, | continued to keep in touch with the guys
from Tushino. | traveled to that neighborhood to meet with friends, and even to this day, | still
occasionally keep in touch with some of them.

Chapter 26. Personal Growth Training 100%. First Stage

One day, in the middle of May, Zhenya Donich became deeply concerned about my situation.
He saw how much the recent events had affected me and felt that | needed not just help with
housing, but also emotional support. Zhenya, who had already attended a personal growth
training, sincerely suggested that | join the next group. He was confident that this training would
help me cope with accumulated stress and look at my problems from a new perspective.

Feeling exhausted and in need of change, | decided to give it a try. The training took place at
Vorobyovy Gory, not far from Luzhniki, in a stylish loft—the atmosphere itself was conducive to
something new and unusual. The training lasted from Friday to Sunday—three days filled with
intensive self-work. The timing felt right—after my move to Tushino, | was looking for a way to
restore my emotional balance. | agreed, and within a few days, | found myself among the
participants of this training.

From the very beginning, the training had a profound impact on me. The program was designed
in such a way that from the very first minutes, we were immersed in discussions about personal
experiences, fears, and goals. One of the interesting aspects of this training was the “graduate
hangout” atmosphere. Our captains were former participants of more advanced courses. Each
of us could turn to our captain for advice, help with understanding tasks, or just for support. This
created a sense of belonging to something bigger than just a training—it was a whole
community that you could return to. Many people even called it a kind of sect, but | felt | had
found a cool group where you could always meet people to talk to and share experiences.
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From the very beginning, the training had a deep impact on me. We were immediately
introduced to the main philosophy of the program: among us, there are victims and engines.
Victims are those who tend to look for reasons for their failures in external circumstances,
remaining trapped by their own helplessness. Engines, on the contrary, take responsibility for
their own lives, without looking back at obstacles, and use every chance for personal growth.

This concept made me rethink the most recent moments of my life and look at them from a new
angle. The fatalism of misfortunes that had happened to me, and the inevitability of a bad
outcome that seemed to haunt me, suddenly receded. | felt that | had been given a new
reminder that | could be the master of my own life. It became clear to me that | had the right to
choose my destiny and to decide what actions to take in order to shape the future | wanted. “My
fate is determined by no one but myself,” | thought. This understanding freed me from the
burden of assumptions and gave me the strength to look for new ways to achieve my goals.

One of the most interesting moments of the training was an assignment in which we had to work
in teams. We were divided into two groups and given a task to develop a strategy to score the
maximum number of points. At first glance, it seemed that the goal of the game was to beat the
other team and get ahead at their expense. Each team could earn points under certain
conditions, and it seemed that you could only win by surpassing your opponent. We started
building strategies to get more points and win over the other team, but each time we ran into the
impossibility of finding the best strategy.

It turned out that the only way to achieve victory was to allow the other team to win. The point of
the game was not to defeat someone, but for both teams to find a way to reach mutual benefit.
In this assignment, | first encountered the concept of win-win—a strategy in which, in order to
win, you must also allow others to win. This lesson made me think about many things in my
life—about how often | tried to win alone, not seeing that there was another way.

At first, | felt constrained—it was unusual for me to open up in front of strangers. | was not used
to sharing my personal problems publicly. But gradually, listening to others and taking the first
steps towards inner work, | began to feel how this training was truly changing my perception of
myself. We analyzed what was holding us back, how our inner fears affected our decisions, and
how we needed to learn to look at our problems from another perspective.

After all the turmoil, catastrophes, pain, and fear, | found myself among ordinary, simple people
who were far removed from what had been happening in my life. Their everyday normality
brought me comfort, allowed me to temporarily forget past suffering, and once again feel the joy
of life. This training was not just about us, it was about our self-esteem and trust in ourselves. It
gave me many positive emotions that | had so sorely lacked after all the upheavals. This was
the first moment in a long time when | felt peace and calm.

In addition, this training became an important networking opportunity for me. After it, | had many
new acquaintances with whom | could keep in touch and find common interests. As a result, my
circle of friends on VKontakte expanded significantly, and | gained new connections. It was a
kind of social platform where people from different fields could find themselves, get support, and
just hang out in a comfortable environment.
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The culmination of the training was a special exercise at the last session. We all stood in a
circle, and after a series of exercises aimed at strengthening trust and mutual understanding,
our eyes were blindfolded. The atmosphere was filled with anticipation and tension. The task
was highly emotional: when we opened our eyes, each of us was supposed to find someone
standing in front of us whom we intuitively felt was close. | could not even imagine whom | might
see, as it seemed there was no one among the participants whom | could call close.

But when | opened my eyes, the first thing | saw was the smiling Zhenya D.—the person who
had invited me to this training. This moment turned out to be unexpectedly touching, evoking
deep emotions. After that, a round of hugs erupted: everyone hugged everyone else, creating a
unique atmosphere of unity and joy from the shared experience.

It was a truly magical end to the training, filling me with a sense of deep connection and mutual
understanding with those around me. | left the training center a different person, full of hope for
the future and new ideas about how | could change my life for the better. | felt that | had gained
a tool to take control of my life. | did not know how long-lasting this change would be, but it gave
me hope for a better future.

After the first stage of the training ended, the organizers offered to take a second, more in-depth
five-day course. This time | had no doubts—I| immediately agreed. | felt that this journey was
only beginning, and | needed more time to understand and consolidate what had already begun
to change inside me. My inner doubts were still there, but the desire to continue working on
myself was stronger. | realized that this process required time and effort, and | was ready to go
further.

Chapter 27. The Advanced Course

The advanced course turned out to be even more interesting and intense than the previous one.
This time, we had to set specific goals to be accomplished within the course, and our progress
was monitored by a partner. My partner was Lena—an interesting girl with whom | quickly
became friends. We discussed the goals and tasks we wanted to achieve together and
supported each other throughout the process.

Lena lived on Bratislavskaya Street, and since the course was quite intensive and the
assignments required full immersion, we even stayed at her place overnight to focus as much
as possible on reaching our goals. Despite this, personal relationships were strictly prohibited
during the training, so our communication remained exclusively professional and friendly. Lena
made sure | didn’t put off my goals and completed them on time. One of my goals was
especially important and difficult for me—to meet with Nadya and say what | had long wanted to
say.

In the training, we were taught that it's not allowed to avoid what truly matters. We must take
responsibility for our actions and do what is necessary, even if it's hard or uncomfortable. Lena
literally pushed me to focus on this goal and make it happen—to meet with Nadya. | understood
that | couldn’t keep avoiding this meeting, so | decided to complete the assignment.
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One morning, before another day of training, | finally gathered my thoughts and decided to meet
Nadya. Lena insisted on it, and her persistence helped me make the final decision. | went to the
area where Nadya lived, intending to "accidentally" meet her and talk. As | was leaving the
Maryino metro station, | saw Nadya coming down the stairs at that very moment, and we met
unexpectedly.

When | met Nadya, | immediately realized the conversation would be difficult. We rode in the
same subway car, stood next to each other, and she hardly paid any attention to me—she was
absorbed in reading a philosophy book. | felt awkward and didn’t know how to start a
conversation. Trying to break the ice, | mentioned that in my first year of university | had also
studied philosophy and received top marks in the subject. However, Nadya listened without
much interest, and an awkward silence hung between us. In the eight months since our
breakup, the gap between us had grown too wide, and it was felt in every moment of our silent
interaction.

All'l could say to her at that moment was that, in many ways, Zhenya was to blame for our
problems. | said this because | honestly didn’t know what else to add. Our relationship was too
complicated to find a simple explanation or solution. Nadya clearly wasn’t interested in
talking—she was distant and cold. We reached Trubnaya metro station, and | suggested we ride
together a bit further, but she refused.

I didn’t insist and accepted her refusal calmly. | got out at Chistye Prudy station and decided to
go to McDonald’s to catch my breath and reflect on what had just happened. Of course, | didn’t
fully complete my assignment—my conversation with Nadya wasn’t successful, but at least |
tried, and for me, that was a step forward.

Afterwards, | returned to the training to report on the fulfillment of my goal. Even though my
meeting with Nadya ended in nothing, the very fact that | had dared to take this step was
important to me. | did something | had been putting off for a long time, and that became a kind
of personal victory.

The next day at the training, we were given a new, very interesting task that required us to go
far beyond our comfort zones. Everyone was given a completely different task—luck of the
draw. We were divided into groups, and each group had to complete its assignment somewhere
in the city, interacting with strangers. My group got an assignment that at first seemed absurd
and difficult: there were three of us, and we were told to go to the embankment of Gorky Park,
pretend to be aspiring actors, find people who would agree to watch our skit, and most
importantly, earn money from it.

This task was a real challenge. | literally had to drag myself out of my comfort zone, as the idea
of performing on the street in front of strangers and even asking them for money was, to put it
mildly, frightening. We went to the embankment, and honestly, at first it seemed strange and
extremely uncomfortable. No one knew how to begin. We just stood there, looking around,
unsure how to approach people.
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But at some point, | decided to take charge of the situation. | realized we had to act, so | started
approaching people. | told them we were beginner actors and offered them a chance to watch
our skit. We hadn’t rehearsed at all, had no plan whatsoever, but | began to improvise on the
spot, offering short scenes and even bits of stand-up. To my surprise, some people actually
agreed! They stopped, watched our performance, and gave us money. It was an amazing
experience.

We improvised scenes, played at being actors, and came up with skits on the go. In the end, we
managed to complete the assignment. | don’t remember exactly how much money we
made—maybe 400 rubles. That wasn’t important. The main thing was that we managed, did
what had seemed impossible at first. We returned with a sense of accomplishment, proud of
ourselves. We did it!

One of the most memorable events of the advanced course was an assignment that forced us
to immerse ourselves in a completely different reality. There were three of us: me, Marina, and
Lena. Two amazing women, with whom we became a real team over the course of the training.
The assignment was incredible—we had to pretend to be homeless people at a train station,
dress accordingly, and spend some time there, feeling the stares of those around us.

| remember how we gathered in the morning, each of us dressed as best we could to fit the role.
Someone’s jacket was so worn that the stuffing was literally coming out—Marina’s especially
looked the part. We all looked dirty and unkempt, like real homeless people, and when we rode
the subway, people reacted very negatively to us. They recoiled, cast contemptuous glances,
and some even commented out loud: “Look, her stuffing is coming out as she walks.” These
were very strange, yet striking sensations.

When we got to the station and sat there, immersed in our roles, people started looking at us as
real homeless people. They turned away, some even made an effort to walk around us, and that
was a moment of realization. | suddenly understood that, at that moment, there was no one
closer to me in the world than Lena and Marina—my fellow “fake homeless.” We became a
single team, the only ones supporting each other in an environment of total indifference and
disdain.

This experience opened my eyes to how easy it is to end up outside of social acceptance. | felt

that, for the people around us, we were just garbage, unworthy of attention. But within our small
group, | felt the support and trust that bound us together as a team. We were each other’s only

support in that moment, and that feeling left a deep mark.

Then | realized that, in some ways, | was in a similar situation with Nadya. People looked at me
not as who | really was. They only saw the external circumstances, not understanding the
essence. | was perceived as a “homeless person,” but in reality, that was just a role | was forced
to play. This experience helped me see that many of our problems are connected to how we
appear in the eyes of others, and that sometimes, people do not see the real us.

And although the training ended, my relationship with Lena continued after it was over.
Moreover, a couple of years later, | became friends with her daughter Anya, with whom |
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developed a great relationship. We still keep in touch, communicate, and remain friends to this
day.

Chapter 28. The Three-Month Program

After enrolling in a three-month goal-setting program, the first important step | faced was to
identify three key goals to focus on in the coming months. My first goal was pragmatic: | decided
to sell my car, as this aligned with my financial and life plans at the time. The second goal was
personal: | wanted to restore my relationship with Nadya. | couldn’t shake the feeling that she
had the wrong impression of me, and this constantly weighed on me. | felt a strong need to fix
the situation and regain the understanding we had lost.

The third goal, although | don’t remember it exactly, could be described as a pursuit of personal
growth and self-improvement. It was about learning and the desire to become the best version
of myself. These three directions—financial, personal, and educational—formed the vector of
my movement at that time.

An interesting part of the program was the introduction of a so-called “buddy”—a partner with
whom we were supposed to complete the course together. This was someone who would help
and support me during difficult moments. The training consisted of three weekends: at the start,
the midpoint, and the end of the course. However, already during the first weekend, my buddy
broke his leg and ended up in the hospital, where he spent almost the entire remainder of the
course.

After the first weekend, my life began to acquire a certain rhythm. We had a special mantra that
we memorized, and every morning at a specific time, we were required to call our captain. We
would recite the mantra and report on the actions we had taken toward our goals, as well as
what we planned to do that day to achieve them. Missing a call was not allowed—any deviation
from the set schedule broke the discipline of the program. Calling at the wrong time was also
forbidden. This routine helped structure the day and served as a constant reminder to focus on
our goals.

One of the requirements of the training was to completely abstain from alcohol and cigarettes
for its duration. This demanded a certain level of self-discipline, but | accepted this condition and
strictly adhered to it. This abstinence became an important part not only of physical cleansing
but also of inner focus on achieving my goals.

The training was based on a philosophy that everyone receives exactly what they need, and the
training itself is a miniature version of life. If something happened to my buddy, it was viewed as
part of his path, and everything had to continue regardless of the circumstances. The key was
that no one dropped out of the game. My buddy somehow continued to participate in the training
from the hospital and remained my partner throughout. | regularly visited him at City Clinical
Hospital No. 1 named after N.I. Pirogov, which added a special depth and uniqueness to our
partnership.
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One of the highlights of the training was the ropes course. It was not just a physical challenge,
but a deep experience aimed at building trust within the team. One of the exercises involved
balancing on a rope and relying completely on your partner to avoid falling. Every movement
required coordination and trust—you couldn’t complete the course without each other’s support.

Another key moment was falling backwards from a height onto the team, who stood below with
outstretched arms, ready to catch you. In that moment, you had to let go of your fears and
completely trust the people waiting below. These exercises became powerful symbols of how
important it is to trust your team and be ready to rely on others in difficult moments.

The ropes course turned out to be not just a test of endurance or physical fithess—it was a real
lesson in team building. It helped us realize that only through support and trust in each other
could we overcome any obstacle. This exercise created a special bond within the team that
hadn’t existed before.

One of the most memorable moments happened when | tried to achieve my second
goal—restoring my relationship with Nadya. | went to her home to try to discuss everything. |
rang the doorbell, but no one answered. However, | was sure Nadya was at home and had
simply decided not to open the door. This left me with a strange feeling, as if something had
gone wrong on a deeper level.

After that event, my mood sharply worsened. | ended up near Kurskaya station closer to the
evening and, breaking the rules of the training, decided to have a beer just to distract myself.
This decision marked the beginning of a series of strange and unpleasant events. That day, |
had a backpack full of things: a laptop, iPod, several mobile phones, my brother’s passport, and
my own passport. | barely remember why | had all these things with me. At Kurskaya, |
randomly bumped into a couple of guys and started drinking with them. Everything seemed fine,
but at some point they slipped something into my drink, and | lost consciousness.

| woke up to find that they were pulling off my pants and running away. | was in shock—I had
been robbed and left with nothing, not even clothes. | caught a taxi and asked the driver to take
me home, promising to pay once | arrived. This event was a real blow, throwing me completely
off balance. | started linking this incident to my visit to Nadya, as if her energy had somehow
affected me. This incident showed me that breaking the rules of the program, especially the ban
on alcohol, never goes unnoticed. After that, | firmly decided never to break the program’s
conditions again and not to go to Nadya directly. This incident made it clear to me how important
it is to strictly follow the rules. At the same time, the need to prove the truth became extremely
important to me. It was obvious that if Nadya knew the truth, she wouldn’t treat me with such
hostility. This realization pushed me to look for ways to get the truth across to her.

On top of everything else, | had to restore the stolen documents. | went to the passport office to
restore my own passport, and | also helped my brother restore his. Later we found out that a
loan had been taken out in my brother’s name at a microfinance organization. For several years,
he received letters demanding repayment of the debt, and | kept denying that we had ever taken
out such a loan, explaining that the passport had been stolen. Eventually, a couple of years
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later, | took my brother to the organization, where we managed to prove that he could not have
taken out the loan. The debt was canceled, and this unpleasant story was finally over.

After being robbed and all the passport drama, | had the feeling that life itself was set against
me. | couldn’t understand where the next blow would come from. Every new event seemed to
foreshadow something even worse. | started to fear surprises, as anything could go wrong at
any moment. What if something happened again, and | once more found myself defenseless in
the face of another disaster?

It was during this period that Olga Borisovna, my former supervisor, with whom | had worked
before meeting Nadya, got in touch with me. | told her everything that had happened to me over
the past year: about the robbery, the passport situation, the harassment in my neighborhood,
and how people had tried to drag me into crime and get me hooked on drugs. Life seemed like
complete chaos, surrounded by fears and uncertainty. | didn’t know where to find support or how
to get out of this situation. Olga Borisovna listened to me attentively and showed great
compassion. | felt that she truly understood what | was going through.

Olga Borisovna had always treated me very loyally when | worked under her. She raised my

salary several times, and | had a privileged position in the company. So, when she suggested
that | meet with a psychic, | took it as a gesture of goodwill and agreed, although | had never
really believed in such things myself.

At the meeting with the psychic, | started telling my story. | focused on how important it was for
me to meet Nadya and explain the truth to her. At first, the psychic said, “Yes, | see strong
energy, you will meet her.” But after a while, she added, “You know, | was probably mistaken.
This energy is connected to your overwhelming desire to meet her. But | see a huge block in the
energy fields. Nadya has made her conclusions, very sad ones, and unfortunately, she has
closed all channels for you to explain anything. She has made her decision and will not listen to
you. Her opinion is formed, and she does not intend to change it.”

| tried to argue: “But that’s the wrong opinion! She is absolutely mistaken about me. What she
decided about me does not match the truth.” To which the psychic replied, “Right now, you have
no way to explain the truth or prove anything to her. Your mental state will not allow you to do it.”

| asked, “So what should | do?” She replied, “Work. All you can do right now is work.”

Of course, | also told the psychic about the situation with Vasya and Zhenya. We discussed how
Vasya tried to turn me in to the police and how | now had to live in a rented apartment. The
psychic said that the situation had been catastrophic, but in the last moment, some higher
powers intervened and saved me. She confirmed that Vasya and Zhenya posed a real danger,
calling them local gangsters. But she added that after everything that had happened, they would
no longer try to attack me—they realized they wouldn’t get another chance. They saw that | had
shown my strength.

After this meeting, | was left with a deep sadness. | realized that | had no way to prove the truth
to Nadya. She already believed the version she had created for herself. This tormented me
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because | knew that the truth she accepted did not reflect reality or who | had been before we
met.

It began to torment me that my attempts to reach out to her would only be seen as confirmation
of her opinion of me—that | was a hopeless drug addict who was stalking her. Any attempt to
contact her would only reinforce her mistaken view.

I ended up in a trap that | haven’t been able to escape from to this day. That is why | decided to
write a book, to tell the story as it really happened.

In my mind, a strong contrast formed, which started to irritate me. On one hand, there was Olga
Borisovna, who treated me with great respect. She herself was a respected woman, a senior
executive, and | knew that she had always done her work honestly. On the other hand, Nikolay
P. provided me with all sorts of support: letting me run courses, offering side jobs, and
supporting me morally in every way. | worked at the magazine “Around the World” among
respected people and top media managers whom | sometimes met. | was also participating in
an amazing training program, surrounded by people from all kinds of professions and social
statuses. This was my real world at that moment.

But there was another world—the one seen and believed in by Nadya and her circle, and it had
nothing to do with reality. They were so convinced of this world that they didn’t want to know
another truth. They simply lived with this false faith in some invented image of me. Of course,
this dichotomy—the gap between reality and what people thought about me—became so strong
that it no longer allowed me to be at peace.

However, in some sense, visiting the psychic made me calmer. | had already begun to suspect
that Vasya and Zhenya probably didn’t pose much of a threat anymore, because | hadn’t been
home or in contact with them for a long time. Besides, even if there were some consequences
connected to them, my body had long since cleansed itself. By this point, | hadn’t used anything
for several months. Therefore, | felt more confident and decided that | wanted to return home.

During the same period that | was participating in the goal-setting program, | discovered the
works of ltzhak Pintosevich, whose ideas had a significant impact on me. His books, such as
“The Ten Commandments of Success,” became my guides. Pintosevich skillfully explained
complex concepts in simple language, helping me better understand my goals and how to
achieve them.

| actively read his self-improvement books, drawing not only inspiration but also practical advice,
which | immediately put into practice. His philosophy became an important part of my approach
to life, and one of his books became my go-to resource—a source of support and guidance
during difficult times.

Through the process of self-development, | truly realized the power of gratitude for the first time.
Previously, it had seemed like something abstract, but once | started practicing it, | noticed how
my relationships and perception of events began to change. Gratitude became a powerful tool

for me, helping me cope with difficulties and see opportunities where | once only saw obstacles.
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Despite having to pay off a car loan and rent for new housing, | still managed to cope with
expenses. | always had enough money for everything | needed, and | decided that | wanted
even more freedom to move around Moscow. | already had a driver’s license, but you don’t
need one for a scooter, and riding one around the city seemed like the perfect solution. One day,
| bought myself a scooter and started using it to get around the city. It turned out to be a very
convenient and economical way to travel, especially given the city’s notorious traffic jams.

One day from the three-month program especially stuck in my memory. It was pure luxury! We
were taken around Moscow in a limousine, which by itself already created an incredible
atmosphere. When we arrived at our destination, it turned out that we had been brought to a
recording studio. There, as a group, we recorded a track together. It was an unusual and very
engaging experience. The opportunity to try myself as a singer, even for a short time, left vivid
impressions.

One of the goals of the three-month program was to sell my car. However, things did not go as
well as | had hoped. One day | stopped by to see Nikolay K., who reacted rather strangely to my
actions and started putting pressure on me. He posted an ad to sell my car, but he listed it for
much less than | had bought it for. | didn’t quite understand what was going on, and at some
point | decided that maybe he was right. In the end, the car was sold, but it wasn’t enough to
fully pay off the loan. There remained a debt to the bank of about two hundred thousand rubles.

| called Sonya and her boyfriend, upsetting them a little by saying, “Guys, you need to vacate
my apartment, I'll be coming back soon.” They agreed, just asked for a specific date. We settled
on one, and around mid-July | was living at home again.

Chapter 29. Meeting Nadya

In the autumn of 2012, Nikolay P. called me again. By that time, | had already finished teaching
a few programming groups, but Nikolay told me that he had a new group starting and offered me
to continue my teaching work. At that point, | already felt confident in my role as a teacher and
gladly accepted his offer. | knew it was an excellent opportunity not only to consolidate my skills
but also to expand my social circle.

In this new group, | met two guys—Egor and Roma. At first, they were my students, but over
time, we became real friends. Both of them were very passionate about programming, and their
interest in learning only fueled my own desire to share knowledge. Our classes not only gave
them new skills but also created an atmosphere where we could chat, discuss technology, and
share experiences. This new phase in my teaching career brought me not only professional
success, but also valuable friends.

One day | was coming home from work—it was a Friday. On the street, | unexpectedly ran into
Vasya. At that moment, he didn’t seem particularly dangerous to me, despite everything that had
happened before. We lived in neighboring buildings, and, for better or worse, | couldn’t entirely
deny that in some way, he was still my friend, even though he had robbed me and was
essentially the reason for my breakup with Nadya.
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We started talking, and | suggested we take a ride on my scooter. | thought maybe it was time to
make peace. We rode around the neighborhood for a bit, and at some point Vasya decided to
take the wheel himself. He started speeding through the courtyards, and although the road was
wet and slippery, he didn’t seem to care. Suddenly, as he accelerated, he lost control at a turn
and we crashed into the bumper of a parked car.

| was thrown a few meters, and Vasya fell too and ended up covered in blood. | immediately ran
to him and tried to bring him to his senses, but he didn’t respond right away. Fortunately, after a
while, he came to, but he was badly injured, limping and barely able to walk. We decided to tie
the scooter to a tree, since | could watch it from my apartment window. | helped Vasya get to his
apartment and sent him home.

As | found out later, Vasya went to the doctor and it turned out that he had torn his meniscus.
This injury allowed him to avoid military service, which he had been hiding from for a long time.

I, on the other hand, was worried that we had crashed into a car. On the first day, | didn’t dare to
go back for the scooter, but a day later | decided to retrieve it. When | approached the scooter,
which was still tied to the tree, a police officer came up behind me. His office was right across
the street. He asked if the scooter was mine, to which | answered yes. He said, relieved, that
they had been watching it for two days to make sure nobody stole it, and told me to take it
home.

| untied the scooter, checked the car we had crashed into, and luckily, no one had noticed
anything or reported the incident. | took the scooter and parked it, where it stayed.

In early January, already used to my new routine, | once walked out of Maryino metro station,
intending to go to the store. It was a cold evening, the air was filled with frost, and the
snow-covered streets were softly lit by street lamps. A few passersby hurried home, wrapped up
in warm scarves. Suddenly, under the glow of a streetlight, | saw her—Nadya. She was walking,
slightly hunched from the cold, with confidence and calm in every step. Her hair was tucked
under a hat, but even so, she looked familiar, and my heart began to beat faster.

The meeting was so unexpected that | froze for a moment. Memories flashed through my mind,
and | realized that | had once wished to meet her on this very day. Gathering myself, | hurried to
catch up and called out, “Hi!” She looked at me with slight surprise, stopped, and replied, “Oh,
hi.”

At that moment, | was at a loss for words. | wanted to ask “How are you?” but the words stuck in
my throat. Instead, | decided to share some news. | told her that | now had students. She was
surprised, as she had always seen me as a sort of street loafer. She clearly didn’t expect that |
could be doing something so serious. Realizing that this was how Nadya saw me made me feel
even more down.

Her look became thoughtful, and suddenly she asked, “So where is your family, your personal
life?” That question hurt me. After everything | had been through, and feeling as weak as | did, |
just didn’t know how to answer. How can you find a personal life when you have no strength left,
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when you still don’t understand life, when you’ve been betrayed, when you have no solid
foundation, when you have a car loan to pay off even though you already sold the car, and
ahead there’s only fog and uncertainty... All these thoughts raced through my mind. And all |
could say was, “I still have time.”

Of course, what | wanted to say was that my personal life was standing right in front of me,
since my heart was pounding at the sight of her. She seemed like the best girl in the world to
me, but there was a huge misunderstanding between us. When | said “time,” | felt like she
expected a different answer, maybe “my personal life is right in front of me.” But | didn’t dare to
say those words. Nadya just walked on.

| said, “Damn, | had to go through so much crap.” Nadya agreed, “Yeah, really, you've been
through a lot.”

After that, | tried again to convince her that | wasn’t using drugs, that | was nothing like what she
might have imagined. As we walked to her building, | told her, “There are only thieves and liars
there.” To this Nadya replied, “You were the same.” | stayed silent, but inside, | was boiling—I
was never like that.

Then | mentioned Vasya, saying, “That bastard will never be able to run again.” | didn’t tell the
whole story, but | meant the incident when Vasya fell off my scooter and tore his meniscus. We
reached her building, she took out her keys and opened the door. We entered the entryway
together, went up the stairs to the elevator, and when she got in the elevator, | once again said
that | was not a drug addict. She said nothing. After that, | turned around and went home,
replaying our conversation in my mind.

Despite everything, this meeting left me with warm memories. It was one of those rare moments
when | truly felt joy in my life.

Inspired by the meeting, after some time | decided to do something nice for Nadya. | bought a
huge plush bear and left it at her door. | was happy to make this gift for her, because she had
always been the best to me. However, some time later, | saw that Nadya had a new status on
VKontakte: “Drug addict or what?” Then | realized she still continued to think badly of me,
despite my gift and all my efforts.

To bring something new and interesting into my life, | decided to go to Germany. | began
preparing for the trip: | got a visa, bought tickets. It was my first solo trip to Europe, but to be
honest, it turned out to be rather dull and monotonous. In Berlin, | visited a few familiar places
where | had been with Masha, and also went to the Berlin Zoo. Mostly, | wandered through
shopping centers and sometimes sat in bars drinking beer. | didn’t manage to make any new
acquaintances. In the end, the trip to Germany didn’t give me the renewal or healing | had
hoped for.

Time was relentlessly approaching my diploma defense, which was scheduled for mid-June
2013. After returning from Germany, | naturally began to prepare intensively for this important
stage. The topic | chose was the process of creating guidebooks at our publishing house. |
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wanted to describe in detail how we brought an idea to life: from the initial concept to the final
release of the finished guidebook. It was an opportunity not only to demonstrate my knowledge
and skills but also to analyze the whole process in which | had been actively involved.

However, along with this, a new wave of depression began for me. | kept being tormented by
thoughts of Nadya, as | had no way of changing her attitude towards me. | knew | was capable
of being caring and kind, but | felt cornered—my potential was there, but | had neither the
resources nor the opportunities to realize it.

This situation only worsened: | started drinking heavily after work, gradually losing control over
my life. Strange coincidences began to follow me: | lost my passport and other important things
several times, and often went to the passport office, where they already recognized me and
jokingly suggested | could lose my passport every month.

In the end, | made the decision to quit the “Vokrug Sveta” magazine. May 31 was my last day at
work. It was not an easy decision, but | understood that it was necessary. In the editorial office,
they even hinted several times that this was entirely my initiative, and no one tried to convince
me to stay. Despite that, | felt my time at the magazine had come to an end, and | needed to
move on.

By the end of June, | successfully defended my diploma. Everything went smoothly, and |
received my well-earned certificate, which became an important conclusion to this stage of my
life. Nevertheless, despite the successful defense, | felt empty inside. University was behind me,
and with its completion, all my usual reference points disappeared.

Now | had to think about what to do next. Constant uncertainty and anxiety followed me. The
thought that Nadya, as | believed, saw me as a fraud only intensified this feeling. Losing
passports and other little troubles seemed to me like ominous signs, as if life itself was trying to
corner me.

And so, | reached the end of June 2013 without any clear prospects. The future seemed foggy,
and | was sinking into a deep crisis. Constant breakdowns and a sense of hopelessness
became my companions. It was during this period that | had a dream that changed everything.

Chapter 30. Flying with Guardian Angels

Worn out by numerous hardships, at the end of June 2013, on one of the days, | prayed for a
long time, sitting on the floor in front of the balcony. | repented before God, asking forgiveness
for all my sins and mistakes. My soul was full of doubts, and | begged the Lord, if He existed, to
hear me and help me. At that moment, | felt that | was on the edge, searching for at least some
kind of hope. After finishing my prayer, exhausted, | fell asleep right there on the floor.

In my dream, | found myself in a huge hall filled with many people and tables. | started walking
through the hall, passing by the tables, and suddenly | noticed a girl sitting at one of them. She
smiled at me and waved. | waved back and said, “Hi.” She looked at me in surprise and said,
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“Wow! You can see me? That's great!” She stood up from the table, came over to me, and
suggested, “Come on, let's go meet everyone.”

| asked, “Where?”
She replied, “To meet all of us.”
| was surprised, “Meet whom?”

We approached three people | didn’t know. She introduced them and said, “All of us. We are
your guardian angels.”

“You’re asleep at home right now,” she added.
That stunned me: “What do you mean, asleep? Are you really angels?”
“Yes, we are real angels.”

Then she started introducing each one. She pointed at one of them and said, “This one is
responsible for your courage and ingenuity.” Then she pointed at another and said, “And this is
the king. He’s responsible for your programming skills.” And finally, she pointed at an elderly
man and said, “And this grandpa is responsible for your smoking and drinking. But we've
learned to deal with him already, so we're not too worried about that anymore.”

The angels explained that they were responsible for my safety and helped me along my life’s
path.

| was overwhelmed and said, “Do you realize you are completely changing my worldview right
now?”

“Yes, but we had no other choice,” they replied. “Otherwise, we couldn’t get through to you.”
Then they offered me the chance to ask any questions | wanted. | started:

“What about Vasya and Zhenya? Who are they?”

They answered, “Oh, they’re just your everyday thugs.”

| asked, “Why do | need them?”

They said, “Well, they made you morally stronger.”

| agreed and continued, “What about the training | attended in May 2012—where did that come
from?”

One of the angels answered, “Oh, that was my idea. We urgently needed to pull you out of a
crisis.”
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| was like, “Aha.”

Then | asked, “And Nadya? What about Nadya?”

“Well, we messed up a bit there.”

“So | need to go see her and tell her everything,” | replied.

They said, “Igor, we don’t have time for that now, we have a lot of work to do. God ordered us to
train you for a year and 200 hours. Stop drifting, smile, everything will be fine.”

After we talked, the angels said, “Let’s fly.” They took me by the hands, and we soared, flying
over the city. It was an amazing feeling of freedom and lightness. But then clouds appeared, and
we were forced to descend. The angels explained, “We can't fly in the rain. During rain, we rest.”

I thought in awe, “This is all so interesting and amazing.”

We waited for the clouds to start dispersing, and as soon as a bright light appeared on the
horizon, the angels took me by the hands again. We lifted off and flew toward this light, which
seemed to grow brighter and closer. | woke up and found myself in my room, just as they had
predicted. | lay there, stunned by what had happened. This didn’t feel like an ordinary
dream—everything seemed too real, as if | had experienced something more than just a
nighttime vision.

The first person | told about this dream was Nikolai P. To my surprise, he listened with interest.
He told me, “See? | told you to believe in God, to hope in God, and to trust in His support, and
you will be able to handle everything. You are an extraordinary person. Extraordinary people
often have these kinds of experiences—what you have gone through and are still going
through.”

Chapter 31. Introduction to the Church of Sun Myung Moon

In early July, as | was walking along Kosmonavtov Street near VDNH, a young man approached
me. He began to talk about family values, morality, and spiritual purity. In our time, such words
may sound naive or even sarcastic, but there was something in his words that touched me
deeper than | expected. He asked questions about my attitude toward these topics, and there
was a sincerity in him that made me think. Then he invited me to attend some lectures. At first, |
was suspicious of this invitation, but in the end, | decided to give it a try.

This meeting happened about ten days after a dream that had left a significant mark on my soul.
In this dream, angels said they would "train me for a year and 200 hours." When, about ten days
later, | met Andrei, it seemed to me that this was not a simple coincidence. | felt that those 200
hours had somehow taken shape in reality. The young man's name was Andrei, and soon |
learned that he was a member of the Unification Church, founded by Sun Myung Moon in 1954
in South Korea. This organization, known for its mass wedding ceremonies, strove to create
“ideal families” and offered a unique interpretation of Christian doctrine.
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Although the Unification Church was often criticized for its controversial aspects, it seemed to
me that for Andrei, this movement was a path to spiritual growth and the unity of humanity. He
invited me to three-day lectures in a building located not far from the street where we met, and
also not far from the office where | taught programming courses. This was a difficult period in my
life. Rational thinking was gradually giving way to intuition and feelings. My subjective
perception of the world was becoming more and more important and meaningful to me. | was
searching for support and unexpectedly found it in these lectures.

The three-day lectures at the Unification Church turned out to be something unusual. They
talked about the missions of Abraham and Jesus, about how they did not fulfill their
responsibilities, and about how the third attempt should be successful. Abraham had to
complete a relatively simple task—to sacrifice his son Isaac as God required, but he failed this
test. Jesus had to make much greater efforts to fulfill his mission, but he also was not able to
complete it, as he was crucified before he could create an “ideal family” and bring complete
salvation to humanity. Now, according to the lecturers, the third attempt is an even more difficult
path, requiring the greatest effort to fulfill one’s responsibility and achieve the goal.

Another important topic of discussion was how a person should build their relationships. First, a
person should build a relationship with God. Only when they establish a strong connection with
God do they have the right to build personal relationships with a spouse. After that, they can
build social relationships and contribute to society. This structure of relationships—from spiritual
to personal and then to social—was emphasized as fundamental to achieving harmony and
fulfilling one’s responsibility.

This teaching resonated deeply with me, and | suddenly realized that building a relationship with
God is work on one’s inner world, on finding harmony. | came to understand that by trusting in
God, one can find peace, because if you believe that God will not abandon or forsake you, and
if you have a close relationship with Him, then the external world, which is subject to God, will
no longer frighten you. | saw a parallel to my own life in this.

My failure with Nadya began to feel like an unfulfilled responsibility, much like how Abraham and
Jesus did not succeed in their tasks. | realized that in order to correct the mistakes of the past
and earn a new chance, | needed to put in more and more effort. Each time, the price for the
attempt to correct my actions increased, just as the paths of Abraham and Jesus became
increasingly difficult. During these lectures, | understood that my failures were the result of my
own shortcomings, and that only | could change my life. | had the strength to fix my mistakes
and move forward.

These lectures became a powerful emotional boost for me, giving me the push | so badly
needed. They helped me believe again that | was capable of changing my life, that my failures
were not the end but an opportunity for growth. | felt that everything was in my hands and that if
| just tried harder, success would definitely come. In this experience, | saw not just religious
sermons—I| saw a challenge to myself, and | accepted it.

When | shared my impressions with Nikolai P., the director of the Training Center where | taught,
he warned me, believing that this might be a sect. My colleague, the manager of the same
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center, also expressed doubts. At that time, | was scared and hesitant to fully trust Andrei and
his organization. Looking back now, | think that | was wrong not to accept this invitation right
away. Perhaps my life could have changed much earlier. At that time, | lacked communication
and the opportunity to be distracted, which | eventually found through this organization only in
2015. However, at that time, a long path of doubts and inner searching awaited me.

After that first meeting with Andrei, our relationship developed slowly, as if we were in different
worlds that only occasionally intersected. He invited me to various events connected to their
organization, and | did not always agree to go. One such event was a film club on Volzhskaya.
These meetings were not just movie screenings, but opportunities for discussion and interaction
with people who shared similar interests.

At one of these evenings, | met Aynur, a Tatar from the city of Elabuga. We quickly found a
common language and occasionally met at events of the church. At that time, 1 still did not
realize what role this organization would later play in my life, but | felt that these meetings with
people were not accidental. These events left a mark on my consciousness, as if they were
preparing me for something greater.

Nevertheless, at that time, my life was full of anxiety and tension. The lack of stable work, debts
to the bank, and memories of Nadya gave me a sense of hopelessness.

Chapter 32. Time at the Training Center on VDNH

Nikolay P. did his best to support me. At that time, he was practically the only one who kept in
touch with me and stayed by my side. He was the only person who truly understood the
complexity of the situation | was in, and one day he asked how he could help me. | admitted that
my biggest concern was Nadia, and he knew exactly who | was talking about. Nikolay
volunteered to call her in an attempt to ease my state of mind, even if just a little.

I only had her home phone number, so | gave it to Nikolay P. He tried calling for a long time, but
Nadia didn’t answer. Eventually, after several attempts, she finally picked up. Nikolay greeted
her, introduced himself as my employer, and said he was calling on my behalf. He also told her
that | was feeling very upset. Nadia admitted that she hadn’t answered because she thought it
was me calling. Poor Nadia, she was afraid of me. It must have been so hard for her at that
time, so many misconceptions surrounded her. It was extremely important for me to let her know
the truth, to explain that | had no malicious intent, that | never wanted to deceive her, and that |
was much, much better than she thought | was. | just wanted her to know that everything that
happened was a result of unique circumstances, that all of it was just a series of ridiculous
coincidences. My whole life, just like myself, had nothing to do with the image she had formed of
me. That is why this call was so important for her.

Afterwards, Nikolay P. called me and told me about their conversation. Nadia told him that she
had forgiven me long ago and asked him not to bother her anymore. She also mentioned that
she was with a child at the time, which added a note of fatigue and care to her words. Maybe

she was working as a babysitter, but it wasn’t clear. When Nikolay told me all this, | felt part of
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my inner anxiety begin to fade. It wasn’t easy, but for me, it was the first step towards letting the
situation go.

However, | couldn’t shake off the thought that people were still judging me incorrectly, that | was
perceived in a way | didn’t want to be. It seemed to me that despite all my efforts, | still appeared
to her as an outcast. This sense of injustice weighed heavily on me, especially in those
moments when | was deprived of resources and had no idea how to move forward.

Although her forgiveness did not solve all my internal conflicts, it allowed me to calm down a
little and focus on my own affairs. | continued teaching and tried to find a new job, but without
success. In the end, | decided to concentrate on studying Java and teaching, which, though it
only brought a modest income, helped me pay off my loan. During this time, | was often at
VDNH, where | not only worked with students, but also communicated with other people, which
gradually helped me regain a sense of stability.

One day, while standing near the Paveletskaya metro station, | felt a strange emptiness.
Everything seemed to have lost its meaning, and | just stood there, smoking, watching the flow
of life around me. People hurried by—some were laughing, some talking on the phone, and
some, like me, were just standing there as if lost in their own world. It's in moments like these,
when the world seems completely empty, that something unexpected can happen.

A girl approached me and offered to buy some toys. Her voice pulled me out of that sticky state.
She was smiling, and there was something genuine in her eyes that made me pay attention to
her. Natasha—that was her name—was selling toys to raise money for charity. Her enthusiasm
and openness touched me, and | suddenly realized that | could buy all her toys. So | did. Maybe
it was my way of reclaiming at least a small piece of meaning. We started talking, and there was
something magical in it, as if frozen reality had started moving again.

We exchanged phone numbers, and since then, most of our communication happened via
messages on VKontakte. We wrote to each other about what inspired us, what troubled us, and
shared thoughts about life and its strange twists. My communication with Natasha was not very
close, but her replies always brought a sense of lightness and support, as if | could briefly
escape the routine and share my thoughts without fearing to be misunderstood.

One day, Natasha mentioned that she was interested in photography and offered to do a photo
shoot for me. The idea seemed interesting, and | agreed, without even suspecting what would
come of it. We rented a small studio with soft lighting and a creative atmosphere. Natasha
asked me to try different looks, and contrary to my usual reserve, | opened up in front of her
camera. She was able to see something more than just a face or a pose. It was real art—to
capture an emotion and preserve it.

Later, she edited the photos and sent them to me. | remember looking at them, not recognizing
myself—there was a person in those pictures who allowed himself to be vulnerable and open. It
was a hew experience, and it turned out to be incredibly pleasant. That photo shoot left me with
good memories and brought us a little closer. Even though we didn’t become close friends, that
event gave me a sense of support and freedom to be myself.
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Perhaps one of the most important memories connected with her was the autumn of 2020,
when | decided to go to Nadia’s dance school. Natasha agreed to help me and played the role
of camera operator when | went there. Although our relationship was not very regular, her
involvement at that moment was important to me.

At some point in the summer, | got a new student—Khabib. It was individual tutoring, which
soon grew into a friendship. We started spending a lot of time together: going to cafés,
discussing not only lessons but also different ideas. Over time, | began to teach him even
outside of classes, visited him at home, and it was then that Khabib suggested we do a joint
project. His idea was to create a platform for selling 3D printer models. | started developing this
project in Java, simultaneously learning programming more deeply. Although the project was
never completed, it helped me significantly improve my Java skills.

Khabib worked in a brokerage company and was successful in his career. At some point, he
bought himself a Mercedes convertible, and we often drove around the city, which gave me
incredible feelings. Those rides became a symbol of freedom for me—something new that was
entering my life. Our conversations often turned to the future, and one day Khabib said to me,
“Dude, | look at you and | think, you should live in the United States. With your knowledge and
abilities, you should go there. | don’t understand what you’re doing here.” His words made me
think again about where | was and where | was going. Maybe it was yet another push towards
the changes | so badly needed at that time.

Some time later, during a period of renewed doubts and anxiety, | had a second dream with the
same angels. | entered a room, and they were sitting there laughing. | asked them, “Don’t you
see how bad | feel?” They replied, “It's not us laughing at you, it's God Himself laughing. He has
big plans for you, and you're panicking.” That dream gave me new hope and made me think
again about my fears and what lies ahead.

Chapter 33. VKontakte Gifts for Nadya

For a long time, | could not decide what gift to give Nadya for New Year’s. Being a creative
person, | had always loved making things with my own hands. Back in my school days, | was
fascinated by 3D graphics and animation, so | decided that the best thing would be to create a
short New Year’s video especially for her. With the help of the training center manager, | finished
this project, but the problem remained: | didn’t have her phone number, and all channels of
communication with her were blocked. This was a fact | had to accept.

However, by the winter of 2014, | had an idea: | realized that | could use VKontakte gifts to
convey my thoughts and feelings. This was a real discovery for me. Through gifts, it was
possible to send short messages, and although this was far from an ideal way, | had no other
option. So | started doing this, hoping | could get at least some of my feelings across to her.

By that time, Nadya had already formed her opinion about me, and that opinion was far from
favorable. To her, | was a misfit, a street hooligan, maybe someone who once worked as a
programmer, but that didn’t matter to her. She shut herself off from any attempts to learn more,
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didn’t want to reconsider her conclusions, and simply lost all interest in me. In her eyes, |
remained someone not worth dealing with.

That is why every gift | sent her through VKontakte became my way of conveying my own truth
to her. It was the first chance to tell her who | really was. Through these gifts, | was able to say
for the first time that | was a programmer, a person who had always done serious work, and that
what she had seen before was just a misunderstanding—a poorly interpreted joke. It was
important for me that she understood her ideas about me were wrong, and that her categorical
decisions were based on false assumptions.

These gifts became more than just messages—they were my way of slowly and carefully
changing her mindset. Perhaps it started to work, perhaps she began to see a different side, but
it was a beginning—the first real step toward her understanding who I really was. It was an
attempt to break through her perception and make her see me differently.

Once, | tried to call Nadya on her home phone. When | heard her voice, something clenched
inside me. | couldn’t control my emotions—I| was almost paralyzed. The only thing | managed to
say was, “Do you even realize who you’re talking to?” But it came out sounding too scary, and |
was seized by fear that | had ruined everything.

After some time, | found lvan F., Nadya’s boyfriend, on VKontakte and decided to start a
conversation with him. My first message was long and sincere. | made it clear right away that if |
was wrong about anything, | was ready to apologize to everyone. However, it was extremely
important to me to talk to Nadya. | explained to him that | realized my mistakes, told him about
the concept of active repentance, and tried to explain who | really was. | wrote that | was
studying at the faculty of journalism, that | was a programmer by profession, and that it was
important to me that Nadya knew the truth about me, not the distorted versions that had formed
among those around her.

Ivan responded skeptically: “You speak well. Are you trying to manipulate me with your
speeches? Did they teach you that at journalism school?” | immediately tried to explain that |
was not trying to manipulate anyone, that | was being sincere, but he continued to treat me with
suspicion. He was particularly bothered by my claim that | was a programmer. He didn’t believe
it and started trying to catch me out with tricky questions, as if he wanted to expose me.

Moreover, he even claimed that | supposedly spent nights at the police station, which to me
sounded completely absurd. These accusations became part of the distorted perceptions about
me that had formed in Nadya’s circle. They saw me as a misfit, someone out of touch with
reality, but | wasn’t like that. Their opinions were formed on misunderstandings, but they were
convinced of their mistaken conclusions. This distorted perception only intensified my anxiety
because | was trying to show who | really was—a person with serious goals and achievements,
not the one they had taken me for.

When Ivan said, “The fact that she dumped you—that was her choice,” | felt indignation flare up
inside. He said it so casually, as if the decision was based on common sense and an objective
assessment of the situation. But to me, it was obvious that this was not the case. Her choice
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was based on lies, rumors, and distorted information. No one wanted to know the truth. The
decision was made on fantasies and guesswork, and people repeated those rumors with such
confidence, as if it was the truth carved in stone. That infuriated me. | was amazed at how easily
people believe lies without even trying to figure things out.

| tried to explain to Ivan that things had turned out the way they did because fate had thrown me
overboard—things didn’t go according to plan, and because of that, a lot went wrong. However,
instead of understanding, Ivan replied that this was exactly why he didn’t want to communicate
with me. For him, the fact that I'd been “thrown overboard” was reason enough not to stay in
touch with me.

Nevertheless, as | continued to communicate with Ivan F., | began to notice a change in his
attitude toward me. If at first he was hostile and tried to catch me out, over time his position
softened. He started asking more neutral questions, and it seemed he began to realize that his
earlier ideas about me were wrong. This shift gave me hope—maybe not everything was lost,
and although | had to fight against distorted views, step by step | could change people’s
opinions of me.

Still, it irritated me how Ivan F. reasoned that if a person had really achieved something in life,
he should easily forget the past, as if it was nothing. His position seemed not just oversimplified
to me, but completely unacceptable. Even if this way of thinking seemed standard to him, |
could never agree that success in life should automatically devalue what’s important to you,
including relationships. | wanted to prove that even with achievements and success, | wasn’t
going to forget what matters to me. | wanted to show that his approach to life was wrong, and
that true feelings and experiences do not disappear just because you have accomplished
something.

In one of our conversations, lvan also mentioned the video | recorded for Nadya in 2012 or
2013. In this video message, | sincerely tried to explain to her that | had been deceived and that
| was not to blame for what happened. Since Nadya was constantly blocking me, | hoped that
through this video | could convey my truth to her and possibly clear up the misunderstanding
between us.

However, when | heard from Ivan that they had watched this video together with their friends
and perhaps didn’t take it seriously, | felt bitterness and disappointment. The thought that my
sincere attempts might have only provoked ridicule hurt me deeply. Reflecting on it, | felt mixed
emotions. On the one hand, it was painful to realize Nadya could act this way, but on the
other—I tried to understand her perspective and the circumstances that might have influenced
her.

Of course, communicating with Ivan F. became another turning point in my life. It was during this
period that the idea of writing a book came to me again. The thought wasn’t new—it had been
floating around in my mind for a long time, but now it gained new freshness. The book was
supposed to explain and reveal all the strange and unconventional circumstances I'd found
myself in. Despite their apparent absurdity, these events had, in a magical way, led me to where
| was at that moment. Yet, despite the revival of this idea, | was confronted by many internal
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obstacles. Firstly, my story still didn’t have a logical conclusion and didn’t look like a success
story, so | didn’t know how to finish it. Secondly, | understood that writing a book is a long and
laborious process, requiring not just time but also special skills | didn’t have at the time.

Moreover, Ivan F. expressed deep doubts that | could even have friends. To dispel these doubts,
I showed him correspondence with the Tushino guys and explained that | had students with
whom | also maintained warm relationships. This made him think and slightly reconsider his
attitude toward me.

The idea of a book remained in my mind, despite all the difficulties, and during this period it
began to take on new meaning for me. | understood that | had to tell my story, regardless of how
finished or successful it was at that moment.

Chapter 34. The Appearance of My Friend Anya

In March 2014, during one of my metro rides, | randomly met Lena, with whom | had previously
attended a training course and experienced a period of being "homeless" at the train station. We
exchanged contact information, and Lena invited me to a course for aspiring entrepreneurs
organized by the Moscow city government. For me, it was a chance to distract myself from
endless days of teaching and the depression that still haunted me, and the courses were
designed for those who wanted to start their own business.

After attending these courses, | felt somewhat energized, and they helped me feel like part of
society again. Working on group assignments gradually brought me back to normal life. My
communication with Lena continued, and one day she invited me to her home to help set up her
computer. That's when | learned why our paths had crossed again—Lena had moved to
Krasnogvardeyskaya metro station, literally to a building next to mine. This explained our
chance meetings.

During one of these visits, | helped her set up her computer, and after that, Lena suggested |
become a tutor for her daughter, Anya. She told me she considered me a math genius and
hoped | could help her daughter. At first, | was skeptical about this idea, but | decided to give it a
try. Lena warned me that Anya would be coming home soon.

When Anya approached the building, Lena called her, and on speakerphone | heard a rather
rough voice: “Hello! Got it! ’'m coming!” This surprised me—by the sound of her voice, |
expected to see someone stern, perhaps even sullen, matching the harshness of her tone. For
a moment, | even thought it would be difficult for us to find common ground. But when the door
opened, Anya walked in—a short, dark-haired, and cheerful girl with a very pleasant voice. It
turned out she was just joking on the phone, as she liked to do. | immediately realized that it
would be easy for us to get along. We got acquainted and, through her mother, started
communicating a little. However, Lena warned me to be careful, as Anya had a boyfriend at that
time, which | should keep in mind while interacting with her.

As it turned out later, Anya’s relationship wasn’t as strong as it might have seemed, and her
boyfriend lived in another part of town. Because of this, Anya started inviting me out more and
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more often. When | asked her why she chose me, Anya replied that she didn’t know anyone
else in this area, and that she felt bored and lonely by herself. So we began hanging out
together, and one day | told her about a girl named Nadia who often occupied my thoughts.
Nadia had once drawn the wrong conclusion about me, and | was still worried about it.

Anya responded to my story with understanding. She was one of the few people who didn’t
judge me for my feelings toward Nadia. With Anya, | began to feel free; | was no longer
ashamed of my worries. Our communication developed in a positive way, and we gradually
became friends.

Life kept smiling at me, and new people kept appearing in my life. One day, closer to the May
holidays, Andrey from the Unification Church called me and invited me to join a three-day trip.
They were planning to float down a river on a raft they would build themselves. For me, this was
great news: three days in nature, sleeping in tents, new people, fresh air—it all sounded
wonderful. | agreed immediately.

Andrey insisted that | quit smoking, and to my surprise, | really didn’t smoke for all three days. It
was the first time in a long while that | managed without cigarettes, and it turned out to be good
for me. | felt lighter and freer, both physically and mentally. The trip on the raft was an excellent
experience, improving my inner state and filling me with positive energy—another important
step toward improving my mood and health.

Another wonderful event that Andrey invited me to was a volunteer project—a community
clean-up day in Borisovsky Park. At the end of the event, we were promised a delicious lunch
near Volzhskaya and a big friendly crowd. Of course, | agreed again. One Saturday in May,
during the holidays, | happily took part in cleaning up the park with the others. There were a lot
of us, the atmosphere was fresh and invigorating, and everything went just great.

Chapter 35. My First Meeting with Nadya’s Father

Of course, for a long time, | didn’t believe | would ever have to write a book. | hoped to find a
simpler way to convey my truth to people who didn’t want to listen and weren’t willing to
understand anything. Hoping for this, | called Nadya’'s home phone several times.

To be honest, | wasn'’t sober then—I made those calls drunk, trying to muster the courage. And
so, one day, her father unexpectedly answered my call. We had never spoken before, so his
warm and relaxed voice surprised me. “Hey! How are you?” he said, and | immediately felt lost.
After a brief pause, he suggested, “Come by tomorrow, let’s talk, have a beer.” This invitation
was an unexpected chance to explain myself and maybe clear up some misunderstandings.

When | came to see him the next day, my hopes were at their peak. | thought this would be my
chance to finally express my thoughts, share my truth, and show that | was not the person they
thought | was. | stood at the entrance and dialed the apartment number on the intercom. After a
few seconds, there was a short beep, and the door opened with a sharp click. | entered the
building, took the elevator to the right floor, and walked to the apartment. Between the elevator
and the apartment door, there was a small hallway where her father met me. His face, stern and
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tense, didn’t promise anything good. He looked at me as if | was not a guest, but an unwelcome
intruder. Despite his invitation, | already sensed that this conversation wouldn’t be easy.

His answers were brief and abrupt, and my attempts to explain myself were met with obvious
suspicion, as if my words were breaking some unwritten code. Suddenly, he accused me of
being a drug addict, “hooked on the needle.” | was stunned. Such a serious accusation shook
me, especially considering that | had always tried to be honest and open. In an attempt to
defend myself, | immediately showed him my arms so he could see—my veins were clean.
However, he wasn’t convinced. Instead, he asked a question that surprised me even more:
“Why are your eyes red?” That question hurt me deeply, because my eyes really were red, but
not for the reason he suspected. The night before, anxious about the upcoming conversation, |
had drunk some alcohol, hoping it would help me deal with my nerves. But everything went
wrong, and explaining this to someone who had already formed an opinion seemed pointless.
Every word | said only increased his suspicions.

When he told me to leave his daughter alone and get out of their lives, something inside me
broke. In that moment, | realized that all my attempts to convey my truth were in vain. He was so
sure of his own righteousness that he left no room for dialogue, unwilling to hear me out. |
understood: sometimes fear and the desire to protect loved ones can cloud a person’s ability to
see a situation objectively. It became clear to me that, to him, | was just a threat—a person who
could supposedly harm his daughter. But | couldn’t just walk away, especially when such
monstrous rumors were swirling around me.

At that moment, | remembered the words from a St1m song about the right of veto, which
everyone has to protect their own truth. | realized | had to use that right—not out of pride or
stubbornness, but from a sense of self-worth. Calmly but firmly, | said “no.” | wouldn’t leave until
| explained myself, until | at least tried to restore some justice. But his face grew even more
stone-like. This was not a man who wanted to hear explanations. And | understood that too late.

The next minute, he did something | didn’t expect. He calmly picked up the phone and called the
police. This unexpected reaction shocked me—up until the last moment, | had hoped for at least
some kind of dialogue, but now | had to accept reality. When the police arrived, | did not resist.
Inside, emotions were raging—disappointment, resentment, a sense of injustice. But | knew |
had done everything | could. | followed the police, and we left the building together. That day left
a deep mark on me, but | believed that one day the truth would find its way, and they would see
me not as an enemy, but as a person who always treated them with respect.

Chapter 36. My First Job at a Real IT Company

In May 2014, while walking along Tretyakovskaya, | stopped by a McDonald’s and saw a sign:
“Time to get a job.” That phrase felt like a sign from above, pushing me to try searching for a job
again. Over the past year, | had learned Java quite well, taught it to others, and even completed
a project for one of my students. These skills gave me confidence in myself.

When | got home, | immediately updated my resume on HeadHunter and made it visible to
employers. The calls didn’t take long to come. One offer caught my attention—I was invited to
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interview at a company that specialized in promoting SAP products. | went to the interview, and |
instantly clicked with the team. The interview went well, and soon they made me an offer. My job
would be developing online stores on the SAP Hybris platform. This was my first real experience
working as a programmer in a large development company, and | gladly accepted the offer.

This was the beginning of a new chapter in my life, one that changed both me and the world
around me. Interestingly, this event happened almost exactly a year—eleven months, to be
precise—after | had a dream in which angels promised that my life would improve in a year. At
the time, | took that dream as something mystical. And now, looking back, | could see how that
prophecy slowly came true. It seems that from this moment on, fate began to turn in my favor,
and | felt that | was finally moving in the right direction.

Indeed, getting this new job had a huge impact on my mindset and outlook. It was something
completely new and exciting because it was my first real job in an IT company. Unlike my
previous workplaces, where IT was only a part of the overall process, here | found myself at the
very center of development, surrounded by professionals who followed the best industry
practices. It was really cool to work in such an environment.

The salary was good, which boosted my confidence. The team was great—I quickly made
friends with my colleagues. Interestingly, just a week after | started, our client invited us for a
boat ride along the Moscow River. It was a breath of fresh air after a long period of struggling to
find my place in the world. | felt like | was finding myself again, connecting with interesting
people and rejoining a business environment.

| became friends especially quickly with Marina, one of the developers. She turned out to be a
very pleasant and intelligent conversationalist, and we immediately hit it off. We often talked not
only about work but also about personal topics, which brought us closer. Soon | met another
team member—a designer who worked on the visual aspects of our projects. To my surprise,
she was also into pole dance, just like Nadya. | even thought it was some kind of
epidemic—suddenly everyone was getting into this sport! But honestly, it made me think of
Nadya. At that moment, | took it as a sign—as if higher powers were reminding me that |
wouldn’t be able to forget her.

| also befriended the girls at the reception desk, who were always friendly and welcoming. Their
warmth and support created a special atmosphere of comfort and coziness in the office, which
helped me adapt more quickly to my new workplace. Thanks to these relationships, | felt that |
had found not just a new job but a new team where | was genuinely appreciated and supported.

Additionally, the company started inviting me to various conferences, which helped me get even
deeper into the IT world. At one of these conferences, | met representatives from SAP, and it
was an incredible experience. These events broadened my horizons and allowed me to dive
into the most advanced developments and ideas in the industry.

Thanks to my new job, | was able to quickly pay off all my debts, including the car loan | had
taken out for Nadya back in 2012. | hadn’t had the car for a long time, but | finally paid off that
loan, and the sense of freedom was incredible.
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My life began to improve: | joined a swimming pool and started swimming regularly, mastering
all the main styles—freestyle, backstroke, butterfly, and breaststroke. To improve my technique
more quickly, | hired an instructor who started teaching me how to swim. We trained regularly,
and | often went to her sessions right during my lunch break. It became a great way for me to
stay in shape and take my mind off work. The training took place at the X-Fit sports club in
Nagatinskaya, which, by the way, was also where my office was located. Thanks to this, | could
easily combine work and sports, which noticeably improved my well-being and boosted my
confidence.

However, by the end of summer 2014, with the onset of sanctions and the rising dollar
exchange rate, | began to feel a gradual decrease in my real income. Although the situation was
not yet critical, this change started to affect my overall mood. Nevertheless, | kept playing
sports, trying to distract myself from these changes and focus on improving my physical and
emotional state.

One day in August 2014, Kolya K. called me. He suggested | come visit him, have a chat, and
spend some time together. Kolya was curious about how | was doing and whether | was still
involved in those training programs. | replied that | wasn’t participating anymore.

Kolya welcomed me warmly, along with his girlfriend, and we spent the evening talking. During
dinner, | got an unexpected call from my aunt Galya. She said she couldn’t reach my
grandmother and asked me to try calling her as well. As soon as Kolya overheard this
conversation, his reaction was unexpected—nhe literally choked and stared at me in surprise.
“You told me you had no relatives,” he said, clearly confused. At that moment, | realized that his
plans were not going the way he had hoped.

Later, | realized that Kolya, along with Vasya, had never given up hope of taking my apartment,
and the appearance of additional relatives ruined their schemes. | noticed that Kolya’s behavior
changed, but | decided not to pay much attention to it. After that visit, | never saw Kolya K.
again. Only once did we exchange messages on VKontakte, where | told him directly what |
thought of his attempt to take my apartment. His reply was a brief “Wish me to burn in hell.” We
never spoke again.

This situation brought me new pain and an even stronger awareness that | was not living in a
world of illusions. My problems were real, and they were not the result of my own mistakes or
wrong actions. | was deliberately being attacked, deceived, and used, and | had to do
everything | could to defend myself and fight back against these attacks.

Chapter 37. Fix Your Mistakes

In the fall of 2014, | met Dasha, Nadya'’s school friend, near Bratislavsky Park. She was riding a
bicycle, and | was on a scooter. Seeing her brought me a sense of inner joy. It was like a
reminder of the past, which gave me a feeling of warmth. However, due to my insecurity, | felt
constrained and, although | asked if she was out riding, | quickly left. My nervousness was
stronger than my desire to continue the conversation.
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Later, reflecting on the meeting with Dasha, | found myself in a deep emotional state. Under the
influence of these feelings, and possibly alcohol, | decided to send her a message through a
VKontakte gift. | understood perfectly well that my action was provocative, but | didn’t expect
such a quick response. Maksim, her boyfriend, perceived it as a threat and almost immediately
contacted me, threatening criminal prosecution for threatening someone’s life (Article 119 of the
Russian Criminal Code). Staying calm, | politely explained that there were no threats and that
he should read my words more carefully. In response, | also reminded him about Article 128.1,
“Defamation,” especially highlighting the time when | was falsely accused of drug addiction. To
this, he replied that it was impossible to prove. It was an amusing moment for me, as he
basically admitted he was wrong, but hoped he wouldn’t have to take responsibility for it. For
me, it was like a small victory in an honest fight for justice.

After this, Maksim and | had a conversation in which we discussed events that had happened
three years earlier. This talk was important for me—Maksim emphasized that one should always
tell the truth, and this became a lesson for the future. | realized that misunderstandings at the
root of the situation had led to many problems. If everyone had known the truth from the start,
perhaps many difficulties could have been avoided.

Then Maksim asked me a question that left an unpleasant aftertaste: “Why does this only
happen to you and not to others?” This question tore off a piece of my past, making me recall
everything that had accumulated over the years. It seemed to me that he couldn’t possibly
understand. He grew up in a complete family, had reliable friends, loyal people around him.
Troubles always passed him by, because he was protected by this environment, like by an
invisible shield. But | was alone, without a solid foundation of relatives or friends, and every time
| tried to trust someone, | was betrayed. “Why not take advantage of someone who can’t fight
back?”—that’s what everyone | once considered close must have thought.

But | knew Maksim wouldn’t understand, and | didn’t even try to explain. The very fact that |
couldn’t convey to him how much this affected my life was painful. Everything was fair and
honest on my part—given my circumstances. But making him understand this seemed
impossible. In his eyes, | was probably to blame for everything that had happened to me.
Although, perhaps, he was partly right. Yes, | made my own choices, but he didn’t see the full
picture. He didn’'t understand that | had no one on my side. | was lied to, manipulated, fed false
ideas, and there was no one to guide me back to the right path. In such a situation, | cannot say
| was entirely to blame for everything that happened. Maybe | was only guilty of trusting people
who didn’t deserve it.

That conversation helped me realize that | was not fighting just for nothing, but for something
truly just. | also understood that there might not be any serious claims between me and other
people, including Maksim, and that much of what happened was the result of
misunderstandings.

Maksim suggested we meet, but | felt insecure and didn’t want to. Instead, | pretended that was
my intention all along, and he suddenly changed his mind and stopped communicating.
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After this conversation, | felt a strong desire to see Nadya. | felt that maybe people would realize
that what happened was a misunderstanding and it was all untrue. But taking that step was
difficult. | hesitated for a long time, even messaging Vanya about it. | didn’t know if he was her
boyfriend at the time or not, but | remember how he supported me at that moment. Vanya
literally pushed me to make the decision. He said, “Just go, do it, why are you hesitating?”

His words became decisive for me. | pulled myself together and the next morning went to see
Nadya with a big bouquet of flowers. | waited for her on the road from her house to the metro.
When | saw her, my heart was beating like crazy. It was happiness—ijust to see her. When she
came up, | gave her the flowers and said, “I've already fixed a lot in my life—I got rid of people
who were a bad influence, found a new high-paying job in IT, paid off all my debts including for
my car, achieved stability, and started swimming. Let me fix the rest.” | counted these things on
my fingers, and Nadya appreciated my words. She took the flowers and said, “Alright, go ahead,
fix your mistakes.”

That was the last phrase she ever said to me in person. To this day, | treasure those words. She
left for her university, and | stood there watching her go, feeling pure happiness, as if | was on
cloud nine.

After that, feeling confident that | was on the right path, | started planning a vacation in Thailand.
That trip became an important turning point in my recovery. Calm and assured, | set out for
Thailand a few days later, knowing | was making the right moves.

That journey became a kind of closure for an emotional stage. My time in Thailand allowed me
to find inner peace. | rode elephants and ATVs, walked along the lively streets of Pattaya,
enjoyed exotic fruits, and swam in the sea. That vacation helped me recover and rethink
everything happening in my life. | was grateful for those moments, which allowed me to regain
my strength and find balance.

After New Year’s, | celebrated the holidays in different ways, and on one of those days | was in
especially good spirits. Even though | was drunk, | genuinely wanted to do something good from
the heart. | decided to go to Nadya and her father to bring them gifts. This was a display of
sincere feelings, and even though | wasn’t in the best state, | really wanted to make things right
between us.

| bought Nadya a big electronic cat, knowing how much she loved cats, and for her father—a
good bottle of cognac, hoping to make a gesture of reconciliation. When | came to their home,
Nadya wasn’t there, and her father opened the door. He was immediately distrustful, which |
understood, given our past interactions and my condition at the time. | only wanted to hand over
the gifts and leave, but he refused to accept them and shut himself in the apartment.

Even though | was drunk, | understood what was happening and tried to control myself. But the
emotions of misunderstanding were overwhelming, and, in my desperation, | had the idea to
turn off the electricity in their apartment, hoping it would make her father come out to turn it back
on and we’d have a chance to talk. | wanted a dialogue, a chance to explain myself and resolve
the conflict, not create more problems.
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To my surprise, her father didn’t want to come out at all. That made me feel truly sad. | hoped he
would come out, | believed it was my chance. | waited until the last moment, and he only
occasionally asked, “Are you still there?” | answered, “Yes, I'm here, come out, let’s talk.” In the
end, after some time—maybe an hour or less—the police arrived. | immediately realized they
were there for me.

Her father only came out after the police had arrived. They spoke with him and then told me to
leave. The police escorted me out to the street and said, “Why are you bothering her father? If
you want to mend your relationship with your girlfriend, go to her directly.” They gave me a
lecture and told me not to come back. But | still had the gifts in my hands—how could | not try to
give them?

At that point, | was already very agitated, because it seemed to me that no one wanted to listen
to me. | went back up to their floor again. Nadya'’s father came out and we had a short, tense
conversation. In my emotional state, | tried to explain that | would do my best to tell the truth and
fix the situation. However, perhaps because of my condition, he perceived it differently. Maybe
he heard notes of ego and self-satisfaction in my words, and he said, “Nadya did the right thing
by leaving you.”

| was stunned: “How can this be?! Again, I've been misunderstood!” My words were
misunderstood again. He called the police again, which was another blow for me. The whole
situation only intensified the feeling of misunderstanding between us.

The police suggested that | file a complaint against Nadya’s family, hinting at possible legal
consequences. But | refused, because | didn’t want to escalate the situation. | took a form, wrote
my feelings on it—my frustration that no one wanted to listen to me—and then crumpled it up
and gave it to the police, thus expressing my unwillingness to continue the conflict. | offered to
mop the floors at the police station, just to do something positive, and they agreed. While | was
cleaning, at some point the officers stopped me and told me it would be best if | went home. |
left feeling relieved that | had managed to keep the peace and not go down the path of
accusations.

When | got home, | put the ungifted cat on top of my wardrobe, and | drank the cognac that was
meant for her father. After that, | called again and said, “Did you think I'd stay there for long?” It
was an awkward moment, caused by stress and misunderstanding, and | realized | had made
another mistake.

| understand that my actions may have seemed frightening and incomprehensible to Nadya and
her father. They didn’t know the whole background and couldn’t see my true intentions. This
only increased the distance between us, which in turn intensified my sense of guilt.

Still, I understand her father’s position. He may have been mistaken about me, and perhaps that
distrust still remains. That's exactly why I’'m writing this book—so that they can better
understand my intentions and realize that my actions, though mistaken, were motivated by a
sincere desire to make things right and find mutual understanding.
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Chapter 38. Saint Petersburg

After my conversation with Nadia’s father, | entered a new and even deeper depressive state. It
was a profound despair, which seemed to go unnoticed by those around me. | felt this condition
pressing down on me more and more, and | saw no way out. The more | tried to fix something,
the worse everything became. | was consumed by thoughts about a problem that, for me, was
incredibly important yet seemed unsolvable.

In the end, unable to find a way to cope, | began drinking heavily, withdrawing further from
reality. Alcohol, instead of easing my suffering, only deepened my depression, and by the end of
March 2015 | was forced to quit my job. In an attempt to deal with the growing sense of
hopelessness, | even started renovating my bathroom, hoping it would give me some sense of
control over my life. However, after quitting my job, | no longer had money to finish the
renovation and ended up in an even worse situation. It was a hard time—I felt like | was losing
control of my life and had no idea how to break free from this vicious cycle.

Shortly after | lost my job, something unexpected happened: | was contacted by a competitor
company that also specialized in SAP Hybris and built online stores on its platform. They offered
me a position with a higher salary than I'd had before. It was an unexpected and pleasant turn
of events, and | accepted their offer. It was a small ray of light at a time when it felt like
everything was going wrong.

I met with the company’s manager at their office on Paveletskaya, where we met for the first
time. He told me that they were planning to move soon to an office in “Moscow City.” But to
officially join, | needed to travel to Saint Petersburg to meet the team and spend a week there.
All expenses would be covered as a business trip, so | agreed. This was my first time visiting
Petersburg. After | arrived, | checked into a cozy hotel on Vasilievsky Island. The city
immediately struck me as very pleasant and atmospheric.

The next day, | went to the company office, signed all the necessary documents, and was
introduced to the team. | spent a week working with them, and my colleagues saw me as an
SAP Hybris expert, given my experience at my previous job. This status helped me quickly fit in.
After a week, | returned to Moscow, now officially employed and ready for new challenges.

My very first paycheck at the new job allowed me to finally complete the long-awaited
renovation of the bathroom, which gave me a sense of order and lifted my mood a little. Most of
my work was remote from Moscow, from the “Moscow City” office in the “Empire” tower, where |
had my own workspace. Despite the comfortable conditions and external improvements in my
career and daily life, my internal emotional problems remained unsolved. Constant business
trips and work at the new place did not help me deal with the anxiety and emptiness that
continued to haunt me.

Old traumas still weighed on me, and | began to realize that | was in deep despair. Alcohol was
already a significant part of my life, robbing me of my ability to be productive or to see things
clearly. Fears and doubts were eating me alive; | couldn’t pull myself together and didn’t even
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know how. The responsibilities at work only increased the pressure, and each attempt to
perform my duties felt painful. | realized | could no longer continue working in this state.

One day, | made a firm decision to resign. | wrote to my manager and explained my condition.
He was understanding and suggested we meet in Saint Petersburg to discuss the situation. |
agreed and went to the company’s headquarters, located on Vasilievsky Island.

When | arrived, they took me into an office, where my manager and the company’s CEO were
waiting. | spoke honestly about my stress and inner struggles. They listened attentively and then
suggested | think about how to cope with my condition. During our conversation, the company
director drew my attention to a poster on the wall featuring Ayn Rand’s book “Atlas Shrugged.”
For him, it was an important symbol, and he recommended | read it, saying it might have a
positive effect on me.

We agreed that | would take an unpaid leave of absence and could return to work as soon as |
felt better. After signing my resignation papers, | returned to Moscow, but inside | felt a deep
uncertainty about what would happen next and how | would be able to cope. My emotional state
left me with no confidence in the future, and the fear of losing another job only worsened my
suffering. | sank further into alcohol and cigarettes, which only made my physical and mental
health decline.

In desperation, | decided to reach out to Andrey, who was connected to people from the
Unification Church. | hoped that through them | might find a way out and join a program that
could help me restart my life. Luckily, | was told about a volunteer program on the Kola
Peninsula that was starting in Saint Petersburg.

However, in order to join, | had to contact Evgeny—the group leader. When | called him, |
explained my sincere desire to participate, but Evgeny was cautious and hesitant to accept me.
He knew about my bad habits and warned me that this could be a problem. | understood it
would be difficult, but | promised him | would quit drinking and smoking—that was the very
reason | wanted to go. | wanted to get rid of my addictions and start a new life. Evgeny listened
carefully and said he would give me a chance, but on one condition: if | had a relapse, | would
have to leave the program. | agreed.

Evgeny immediately sent me a list of necessary items: a backpack, sleeping bag, mat, dishes,
and other camping gear. | had never dealt with such a list before and had no idea where to get
the equipment, but Evgeny recommended the “Decathlon” store. That’s where | first learned
about camping gear and bought everything | needed. Then | bought a train ticket to Saint
Petersburg. The whole process became a kind of ritual preparing me for a new life.

In the evening, at Leningradsky railway station in Moscow, | smoked my last cigarette, feeling a
mix of anxiety and fear of the unknown. The train started moving, and as | watched the city fade
away through the window, | thought that something truly important awaited me ahead.
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Chapter 39. The Unification Church of Sun Myung Moon

Arriving at the Moskovsky railway station in St. Petersburg with my backpack on my shoulders, |
set out on foot to one of the addresses in the city center, on Vasilievsky Island, just as | had
been instructed. The program participants had already gathered there, and | immediately
realized who | would be spending the next days with. Among them were: Olya from Belarus;
Nagima from Yekaterinburg; Grisha with his friend (they were high school students, about 15 or
16 years old; unfortunately, | do not remember the friend’s name, nor do | recall where Grisha
himself was from); Aynur, who was about my age or perhaps a year younger, from Yelabuga in
Tatarstan; Dima, a thirty-year-old guy; Ruslan, also my peer, a Tatar, who always surprised me
with his calm and peaceful manner, as well as being Evgeny’s assistant; and Evgeny — our
leader, who managed the entire program, was responsible for everyone, and kept everything
under control. Sometimes, his wife would help, adding a warm, almost family-like atmosphere to
the process.

Of everyone present, | only knew Aynur. We had met a few times in Moscow at Volzhskaya, at
the main office of the Unification Church, when a movie club was held there. It was Andrey —
the same Andrey | had met in July 2013 — who had invited me to that club.

After my arrival, we stayed in the apartment for a while: | had a chance to look at everyone, put
down my backpack, and almost immediately Evgeny suggested we go for a walk in downtown
St. Petersburg to better feel the spirit of the city. | joined the walk without a second thought. We
strolled along Nevsky Prospekt, visited Vasilievsky Island, stopped by Palace Square, and along
the way, discussed our expectations for the upcoming program. It was nice to share that
moment with people | was about to get to know better. In the evening, we returned to the
apartment, grabbed our belongings, and took a bus to one of the city’s residential districts.

We were settled in a large apartment that had been converted into a kindergarten, located in
one of St. Petersburg’s residential neighborhoods. The place was really cool — equipped and
furnished like an ordinary kindergarten. This was where we planned to do our training.

Every morning began with exercise, and throughout the day, we took on various tasks. We
cooked our own meals, went fundraising by selling postcards for a charitable project, and
explored the city. The first week was packed with lectures on the life of Sun Myung Moon, and
during the second week, we actively raised funds, telling people that we were going to the Kola
Peninsula to build wooden walkways for tourists. This was a very interesting and eventful
experience.

After two weeks, having raised the necessary funds, we set out for the Kola Peninsula. First, we
took a train to Olenegorsk station, where we were met by a thick cloud of mosquitoes,
relentlessly swirling around us. It was then that | truly realized the importance of reliable insect
repellent. Next, we transferred to a car and drove several dozen more kilometers to the village
of Lovozero. From there, we took a boat to Lake Seydozero, located in the state nature reserve
of regional significance, “Seidyavr.” There, on the picturesque shore of the lake, we set up camp
and began a new, truly special stage of our journey.
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Even though it was late, there was still soft, diffused light all around — it was the polar day,
when in summer the sun hardly sets below the horizon.

In the morning, we began our volunteer work, and for a week we built a corduroy road — a
wooden trail through marshy bogs. This was my first experience of this kind: | lived in a tent,
spent a lot of time outdoors, and learned to appreciate every moment of being united with
nature. Not even the arrival of a TV crew filming a story about our work could break the special,
almost intimate atmosphere of that place.

Since | had completely given up alcohol and cigarettes, my health had been steadily improving.
| understood that my depression and nervous exhaustion had largely been caused by my former
bad habits. Here, in the realm of polar days, crystal-clear water, and ringing silence, | felt a
sense of inner renewal and clarity | could only have dreamed of before.

After returning from the Kola Peninsula, | felt much better and decided to continue participating
in the programs. We went to Malakhovka, where we settled in a country house, slept in sleeping
bags, and spent every day studying and socializing. Our mentor was Oleg — a tall, almost
two-meter-tall man with a powerful voice and a kind-hearted character. He was assisted by his
wife Chizana, who supported us warmly and with care in everything we did.

In Malakhovka, we delved into the history of the Japanese occupation of Korea and the life of
Sun Myung Moon, which revealed new facets of history and philosophy to us. These classes
took place in the mornings and afternoons, and after lunch we often went outside to play active
games. This brought us even closer together, creating a sense of unity and real friendship.

In the evenings, we sometimes gathered under the starry sky to listen to stories, or sometimes
just shared our dreams. One of our favorite stories was "The Screwtape Letters" by Lewis
Carroll. This unusual, witty, and somewhat philosophical style inspired us to look at life from a
different perspective. | still remember how someone would read line by line, and we would
laugh, marvel, and feel as if we had become part of that amazing fairy tale.

It was a magical time, full of warmth, friendship, and support. It was at that time that | was
invited to join a year-long program in Vladivostok. | happily agreed, as this active and vibrant life
had become a true source of inspiration for me.

Between my time in Malakhovka and departure for the year-long program, | spent some time at
the main office of the Unification Church in Moscow, near Volzhskaya metro station. There | met
Elvina, who was looking for a room to live in. At that time, my brother was staying home alone,
since | was planning to be away for a year and my room was empty. Seeing this coincidence as
a sign from above, | offered Elvina and her friend to stay at our place. So it all worked out: | left
for Vladivostok, and they moved into our house.

In early September, | flew to Vladivostok by plane, where | was met at the airport by Dima — the
coordinator of the year-long program, who was responsible for our daily schedule. | already
knew Dima: we had first met during the Kola program, where he, just like us, was a participant.

112



After meeting, we took a bus to a rented apartment, where the participants of the year-long
program were staying. In this apartment, | also met Dima’s wife, whose name | unfortunately do
not remember. They, too, had received the Blessing in the Unification Church and were meant to
serve as role models for us. The living arrangements were as follows: the girls lived in one
room, the boys in another, and Dima with his wife in a third room. Among the girls was Olya,
with whom we had already shared the Kola and Moscow region programs. Among the boys,
there was only one participant at that time. He had already received the Blessing with Elvina —
the girl who was living in my Moscow apartment at that time.

Every night we slept in sleeping bags on the floor, and this became a familiar format for our
living situation. Room separation was strictly observed, in accordance with the rules of the
program.

The morning started early — at seven o’clock, with a group prayer, for which everyone gathered
in one room. Dima and his wife always stood in front, holding hands and saying the prayer.
Sometimes one of us could lead. At the front there was an altar with a photo of Sun Myung
Moon and his wife. After that, we did morning exercises, which began with a run around the
courtyards and then continued with other exercises. Then came a simple but nutritious
breakfast, prepared by a woman who was not a program participant but helped us with
everyday life.

After breakfast, we had lectures about the life of Sun Myung Moon and the core principles of the
Unification Church. After lunch, we went fundraising, selling souvenirs and contributing the
money raised to a common fund. This was an important experience of interacting with people
and a test of endurance. At dinner, we would share our spiritual experiences. On one occasion, |
told the group about the first dream | had in the summer of 2013, when | accidentally fell asleep
and met angels for the first time.

Another dream | shared with the group happened during another period of deep depression.
One day, | fell asleep and experienced two vivid, interconnected dreams. In the first dream, |
met three tall figures whom | immediately recognized. They confirmed that they were indeed my
guardian angels. This time, they seemed slightly displeased, as if they wanted to push me to
take action. They made contact with me, as if they gently pressed me, and | felt myself
transported to another world. There, | was surrounded by dozens of people who were looking at
me, some with irritation. One of them said, "How much longer do we have to work with you? It's
impossible!" Another added, "What everyone was waiting for today will only happen tomorrow."
These words seemed mysterious, yet meaningful to me.

After this dream, | suddenly woke up in my room, but then fell asleep again and saw a second
dream. In this one, there was a girl who simply sat nearby and said that she had specifically put
me to sleep to see me again and talk. Her words were warm and reassuring, though | no longer
remember their exact meaning. After this dream, | had a deep inner feeling that in some spiritual
world, | was surrounded by many beings who believed in me and were waiting for something
important. This realization helped me find the strength to go on.
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After a month in Vladivostok, | began to realize that | had no time left for my own matters, and
the church required total commitment. During one of the prayers, held as part of the fundraising,
| prayed seriously and sincerely that the Lord would give me a sign on what to do — whether to
stay in the year-long program or return to Moscow. When | went outside, | saw a billboard in
front of me that read, "To Moscow!" For me, this was a clear answer. | said goodbye to everyone
and returned to Moscow.

When | got back, | met Elvina and her friend, who were already living in our apartment. We
discussed the situation and decided to live together as a group of four, including my brother.
That’s how our shared life began, and it turned out to be very friendly and pleasant. It was an
unexpected but positive twist in my story.

Chapter 40. A New Turn in Life: From Overcoming to Opportunity

After returning from the “Annual” program, for the first time since the summer of 2011, | felt
amazing. It was an incredible sense of reboot and liberation from depression and psychological
issues that previously had seemed unsolvable. All my worries and breakdowns disappeared,
and the only thing that remained were my thoughts about Nadya. However, this time her image
became a kind of motivator for me. | realized that | had found a way to fight not only bad moods
and depression, but also alcohol and cigarettes: | simply needed to go hiking or travel with a
group of people. This helped me reboot and relieve internal tension.

| understood that if, back in 2011 when | lost Nadya, | had known what | know now, | would have
dealt with my difficulties much more easily and avoided the traps of depression | had fallen into

back then. Now, | felt completely different—confident and motivated, with a clear understanding

of how to cope with my inner conflicts.

At the same time, | began running, which was a completely new experience for me. At first, it
started modestly—uwith short distances of about one kilometer. Using an app on my phone, |
gradually increased the distance: first to one and a half, then to two kilometers. | ran these
routes near my home, and running became a regular activity three times a week. Even though |
had always hated running before, over time, | started to enjoy it.

During this period, | received a lot of support from Elvina and Tanya. After my return, we
continued to live together with them and my brother. Elvina and Tanya became not only good
friends but also important people who supported me in my endeavors, whether it was new
hobbies or giving up bad habits. With them, | felt | could move forward. Our evenings were full of
warmth: we had dinner together, discussed various topics, and solved everyday problems. This
family atmosphere, which | had always dreamed of, brought me immense satisfaction. My
brother was especially happy—he had the opportunity to communicate with new people, while
Elvina and Tanya created a cozy and caring environment in the house. The end of 2015 became
the beginning of a new, full, and happy life for me—one filled with opportunities and plans for the
future.

When | reached long distances—10 kilometers and more—my runs started to follow a route
leading to the dance school where Nadya worked or studied. Covering this distance required
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special motivation, and thoughts of Nadya and her image inspired me to keep moving forward.
While running this route, | aimed to become better, to live up to the standards that her image
symbolized for me. This inner fire pushed me to run further. That's how | achieved my personal
record—16 kilometers, running all the way to Volzhskaya metro station.

Amid all these changes, | found a new job. Starting from December first, | began working on a
program for constructing base stations for Beeline. This was a new stage in my life, and | felt
incredibly motivated. In addition to work, | also joined a gym with a trainer, determined to take
my health and weight seriously. At the gym, | met my trainer, Kirill Ch., who became not only my
fithess mentor but also a good friend. We started training together, Kirill monitored my diet and
gave me recommendations. We are still in touch; sometimes we write to each other, and he was
one of those who supported me when | decided to move to America in 2022.

Aiming for self-development, | also enrolled in a driving school (classes were supposed to start
in February) and in an English school to improve my language skills. | already knew English to
some degree, but | wanted to perfect it. However, | was greatly disappointed with the English
school itself. | had hoped for more live classes and practice with teachers, but the main focus
was on video lessons and rare group meetings. This did not meet my expectations, and when |
left for Innopolis, | never returned to those classes—the prepaid time eventually expired.

By the way, around the same time, Elvina suggested renovating the hallway in my apartment,
which had long needed it. She said she knew someone who could do the work for a reasonable
price. In the end, we organized it: | covered the expenses, and Elvina helped find the contractor.
After a while, the hallway was renovated, and | was very grateful to Elvina for her support and
advice. This was yet another example of how she brought positive change to my life.

At the beginning of spring, | was contacted by one of my former students, Egor, who by then
had been working as a project manager in the IT field for quite some time. He offered me a
project—we needed to create a website, a social network for a client. Egor took care of the
management, while | did the main work. This project brought me extra income: | received an
advance payment right away, and the rest came when | was already studying at Innopolis, which
was a big help. Later, the client offered me the position of director of the company based on this
project, and we registered the firm.

Meanwhile, | also began thinking about getting a technical university degree. | already had a
degree in journalism, but | realized that a technical degree would open new opportunities for
me. One day, when | saw an advertisement for Innopolis on VKontakte, | decided to apply for
the master's program. | filled out the application but at some point lost interest and stopped
completing it. The next day, someone from Innopolis called and asked me to finish the
application because my submission looked promising. | decided to continue and, to my surprise,
was invited to take the entrance exams.

| was invited to come to Innopolis on certain dates—it was supposed to be Friday, Saturday, and
Sunday. When the time approached, on Thursday evening | got on a train and set out on my
journey. In the morning, already looking out the train window, | saw the houses of Kazan and at
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the same time wrote to my boss at work, saying that | was feeling unwell and wouldn’t be able to
come to the office.

As | approached the Kazan railway station, | watched the city from the window—I could see the
Kazan Kremlin in the distance, views of both old and new buildings, bridges, and wide streets
already bustling with cars. Sunlight reflected in the windows of the houses, and Kazan gradually
revealed itself to me in all its beauty. | saw mosque domes, modern residential areas, and heard
the noise of the big city coming to life. All this immersed me in the atmosphere of something
new and unexplored, and | felt excited about the upcoming events.

When | arrived at Kazan-Passazhirskaya station, | used the navigator to get to the place where
the bus to Innopolis would be waiting for me. | walked along Bauman Street, which resembles
the Arbat in Kazan.

It wasn't just a trip to a new region for me—it was a step towards a new stage in life. Before
that, | had never been to Tatarstan, and visiting Kazan and Innopolis was a true discovery for
me. Arriving in this modern university town, located far from the usual bustle, was an exciting
experience in itself.

When | arrived in Innopolis, the first thing | did was check into the dormitory and immediately got
to know other applicants. It was very exciting, as we were all in the same boat—preparing for a
new stage in life. Right after arrival, we were informed that the main means of communication
among students and professors was Telegram. This was new to me, as | had rarely used this
messenger before. But very soon, all study processes and interaction with classmates and
professors switched to it. Telegram became an essential communication tool, and | quickly got
used to it. The messenger allowed us to solve any issues quickly, discuss assignments and
events, which made my adaptation to student life much easier and helped me quickly feel part
of this community.

Innopolis itself made a strong impression on me right away. It was a city under
construction—new, modern, with a unique atmosphere. The university buildings and four
dormitories were already completed, each of which consisted of four floors. The architecture of
the dormitories was well thought out: long corridors connected to spacious meeting rooms and
cozy areas for socializing. In addition, there were outdoor corridors between the campuses and
the university itself, making it easy and convenient to move between buildings. The city also had
a large gym with modern equipment and a large swimming pool, which immediately became a
hub for many students.

Not far from the campus were residential buildings intended for city residents, and | noticed that
some of them were already occupied. A particular eye-catcher was the round office building,
which looked futuristic and immediately stood out among the other buildings. The clinic was
somewhere in the distance, but its presence added a sense of comfort and care to this still new
place for me.

Moreover, we were fed for free in the student cafeteria, and the dorms were warm and
comfortable, which helped me feel at home in unfamiliar surroundings. The biggest challenge
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for all of us was the programming exam, which was held in English. Face-to-face
communication with a professor was also a new and exciting experience for me. Nevertheless,
this allowed me to immerse myself in the learning process, test my abilities, and feel that | had
become part of something truly grand.

Although | did not expect any particular success, the trip to Innopolis became for me not only an
opportunity to get to know a new educational institution, but also to meet interesting people. It
was a chance to spend time in an unusual environment, broaden my horizons, and gain a new
perspective on my prospects in the field of information technology.

Two weeks after returning to Moscow, | received an email with incredible news: | had passed
the exams and was admitted to the program in software development management. | was
asked to confirm my intention to enroll and, to be honest, | didn’t make my decision right away. |
had doubts: did | really need this? Was it worth spending time learning things | might already
know? But the prospect of obtaining a diploma was too tempting.

| discussed it with friends and acquaintances for a whole week. In the end, each of them
supported my decision, and | sent a positive reply. As soon as the decision was made and the
email sent, | was filled with joy—it was a feeling of confidence and relief that | had made the
right choice. | immediately shared the news with Nadya, hoping for her support. As usual, she
didn’t reply, but that didn’t spoil my mood.

| felt a surge of new energy, realizing that a unique opportunity was opening up before me—one
| could not miss. In just one year, | could earn a master’s degree in information technology—an
opportunity | could no longer ignore.

Soon after | agreed, | received another email with documents to sign and detailed information
about the summer school. The letter described events such as Freshman Day, which would take
place on July 12, where | could meet teachers and future classmates and immerse myself in the
university’s student atmosphere. There were also deadlines for submitting all necessary
documents, which greatly helped me organize my preparations.

On the appointed day, | arrived at the summer school. We completed various tasks and earned
points that would count towards our first scholarship. The summer school program was planned
for two weeks, but | was able to stay only for the first week. During that time, | got to know the
other students, joined our course group in Telegram, but then | had to leave because | needed
to finish my work. Before leaving, there was an open-air movie screening, which added a touch
of lightness and relaxation after the intense trials.

By that time, Elvina and Tanya, who had been living with us since the autumn, decided to move
to another city. These girls had become an integral part of our lives over the past nine months:
they helped around the house, created comfort, and were always ready to listen or support with
a kind word. Their help was invaluable, especially for me, as | had to combine work, household
chores, and caring for my brother. But life went on, and their move became an inevitable step
for us.
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To replace Elvina and Tanya, another person from the Unification Church—Gena—asked to
move in. He needed a room to start living independently. | decided that his presence would
benefit my brother, who would find it easier if there was another adult nearby. This was
especially important because of my plans to move to Innopolis, scheduled for mid-August 2016.
Gena agreed to rent my room, and this decision allowed me to confidently prepare for a new
stage in my life, knowing that my brother wouldn’t be left alone in the apartment.

Preparing to move was intense and required me to give up my usual activities. | had to pause
my regular gym training with Kirill, which was not easy, as fithess had always been an important
part of my life. At the same time, | had to finish my driving school studies. The course was
coming to an end, and there was little time left for the exams. | knew | needed to pass
everything on the first try. The theory exam and the exercises on the course went well, but for
the city driving exam, | decided not to take any chances and paid for the test. Getting my
license, | felt ready for the next step.

| also had to quit my job. This process was not easy: my supervisor offered me a salary increase
to make me stay, but | explained firmly that | had already made my final decision. In the end, we
parted on good terms, and | was able to focus on the upcoming changes with a clear
conscience.

Chapter 41. Innopolis. First Steps into the Unknown

Innopolis is a unique IT city and university, created on the initiative of the government in
Tatarstan, not far from Kazan. It is one of the youngest cities in Russia, designed and built from
scratch specifically for the development of information technologies and to provide a
comfortable environment for IT specialists. Many compare it to Skolkovo, although it has its own
particular features. The city and university were designed and built by foreign specialists, with
experts from Indonesia handling the architectural design.

Innopolis University began teaching students in 2014, when the first cohort took classes at a
temporary campus in Kazan. In September 2015, instruction officially started at the new campus
in Innopolis itself, and our class was the second group of students to study at the new facility.

Special attention was paid to the project by Nikolai Nikiforov, who was then the Minister of
Communications and Mass Media. He not only oversaw the development of the city and the
university but also remained accessible to students and residents. Nikiforov actively participated
in the life of Innopolis, was available in the general university and city chats on Telegram, which
created a sense of real connection to the authorities and genuine interest in the project’s
progress.

The academic programs here are based on the American model, particularly on the standards
of Carnegie Mellon University, which was founded in 1900 in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, USA.
This university is considered one of the world’s leading centers in the field of information
technology and engineering. The professors at Innopolis are accredited faculty from Europe,
from Carnegie Mellon in America itself, as well as from Russia. All instruction is conducted in
English, creating a unique educational environment. Unlike most Russian universities, where
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the academic year starts in September, at Innopolis, classes begin in mid-August, which was
also an unexpected surprise for me.

Upon arrival in Innopolis, | was immediately overwhelmed by mixed feelings: fear, excitement,
and anticipation of something new. We were placed in different dormitories: some people were
assigned to double rooms, others to five-room blocks. | got a double room, and my roommate
was a student from a parallel program in security. This was my first introduction to campus life.

Even before classes started, we were already communicating actively through Telegram chats.
In our class group, | was one of the most active members, discussing upcoming events and
getting to know my future classmates. It was then that | came across another active
personality—a girl with the nickname Telse. The unique thing about Telse was that she
presented herself as "he" and insisted on being addressed in the masculine, which caused
confusion and surprise.

Our worldviews clashed almost instantly, and to my surprise, this confrontation became known
to everyone. The rest of the group watched our disputes with interest, almost like a mini-series.
At that point, | didn’t even know what she looked like: instead of a photo, her avatar was a
pyramid with an all-seeing eye, a symbol often associated with the Freemasons, llluminati, and
conspiracy theories.

However, the beginning of studies brought its own problems and new impressions. On the very
first day, | woke up deaf in my left ear and with severe dizziness. Not understanding what was
happening, | decided to go to the campus medical center. Unfortunately, there was no doctor,
and | had to return. By evening, my hearing in my left ear had slightly recovered, but a constant
ringing appeared. This was the start of my chronic hearing loss in one ear. To this day, | do not
know the cause—perhaps it was an infection | picked up in the pool the day before, or maybe
something else.

These health problems only increased my anxiety about starting university. Lectures,
assignments, and exams were all in English, which added even more pressure. My English was
far from perfect: up to that point, | had mostly studied on my own, and the courses | had taken
before left me disappointed. At that time, | was saved by the support of my friend Anya from
Moscow: we corresponded regularly, and her sincere words of encouragement helped me cope
with my worries. She believed in my abilities and always found the right words to keep me from
giving up.

When the academic routine became familiar, | started to notice Telse in classes. She liked to
stand out with her style: she would often show up to lectures in funny pajama-like animal
costumes. It was bold and unusual, especially against the backdrop of the serious university
atmosphere. Our “silent standoff” continued in real life—we avoided eye contact and barely
spoke, though each of us was aware of the other’s presence.

One of the most colorful courses | encountered was Models of Software Systems, taught by a
professor from Colombia named Nestor Catana. The course focused on formal logic and turned
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out to be one of the toughest: homework was a nonstop flow, and we described various systems
using strict logical formalizations.

It was in this class that | really became close with my classmates—Timur F. and Ayk B. Timur
was a Tatar from Kamskiye Polyany: rather tall, thin, and calm, always trying to find something
positive in everything. Despite his reserved exterior, he readily joined in cheerful company and
our conversations about anything and everything. Ayk, on the other hand, was an open and
emotional guy from Yerevan, a typical southern student with a neatly trimmed beard and a bright
personality. He often complained about the everyday and organizational problems in Innopolis,
grumbling that a huge amount of money had been spent, yet flaws remained. Timur picked up
on his criticisms, and that’'s when | joined in. That's how our closer friendship started.

Amidst our complaints about the organization and quality of university resources—breakdowns
happened regularly, and the roof sometimes leaked—we unexpectedly found common interests.
One day | raised the topic of religion with the guys, sharing my own spiritual reflections. Ayk,
without embarrassment and even with pride, said that Armenia was the first country in the world
to adopt Christianity. Later, | learned that this happened in 301 AD, which only added weight to
his words. Timur, for his part, was not an atheist and listened with interest. Against the backdrop
of the “materialist” students of Innopolis, our friendly trio stood out: we managed to combine
logic and formal models with philosophical conversations about faith and culture.

So we started to work more closely together—not just on academic models. Discussing
coursework and assignments grew into conversations about life and the role of the individual in
the modern technological world. In the end, studying became a little easier and more enjoyable.
These conversations gave me a sense of real student brotherhood—something rare and
valuable, especially within the walls of such an ambitious, yet sometimes contradictory
university.

The models course was not the only challenging discipline that semester. At the same time, we
were taking Managing Software Development (MSD), taught by a visiting professor from
Slovakia. This course focused on planning, controlling development, and risk assessment in
software projects. However, the key feature of MSD was the requirement to "justify": any
solution or method found had to be supported—with academic sources or logical proofs.

You couldn'’t just say, “this solution works”; every step needed to be backed by references to
scientific literature or rigorous reasoning. This approach taught me to analyze each concept or
methodology even more deeply and to form a solid evidentiary base in my projects.

The first semester was not easy: the workload was so intense that sometimes we had to pull
all-nighters, turning in one assignment after another. Each student had their own way of
working: some did homework in the dorm, others in our personal university room—which we
called the “cave”—or in one of the general meeting rooms available to everyone.

There was always a gym available on campus, and at first, | thought I'd be going there regularly.
But when the studies began, | quickly realized that because of the huge number of assignments,
| simply had no free time left. | often felt that if | went to the gym now, that would be the very
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time | needed to finish my homework. Other guys would go to the bar in town, but all | managed
to do was go shopping for groceries and return immediately to my studies.

Sometimes the assignments were group projects: we were divided into teams and worked
together to earn a common grade. Constantly moving around campus with a laptop became the
norm. Studying at Innopolis required you to accumulate a certain number of points throughout
the course, and to successfully complete it, you had to do all the assignments—not just pass the
final exam, as is often the case at Russian universities.

One of those group projects was for the course Methods: Deciding What to Design. This course
was focused on methods of designing software systems and included a practical assignment:
choose an existing open-source product and develop new functionality for it using the
approaches studied in the course. Our team chose the Signal messenger—an intentional
choice, as we were attracted by its open architecture and the opportunity to add useful features
to a popular product.

Our task was not only to develop new features but also to justify their necessity, using the
approaches covered in class: Agile, Scrum, user interviews, creating user stories, and goal
analysis. Working on Signal was not easy, but it was incredibly engaging. | remember our team
spending hours in meeting rooms, discussing user requirements and prioritizing tasks in the
backlog.

What stood out most for me was working on user stories. We learned to think like users,
compiling lists of their needs, and turning those into epics and tasks that we then implemented
in code. By the end of the course, our team had added several new features to Signal and
defended the project before the professor.

That semester included another course of a completely different format but no less
important—PSP (Personal Software Process). This course was dedicated to developing and
improving one’s personal approach to working on software projects. Unlike other disciplines,
which focused on teamwork and project management, here we studied how to organize our own
work efficiently.

Key topics included task planning, time management, and analyzing personal productivity.
Special emphasis was placed on data collection techniques, estimating time for tasks, and
managing the development process efficiently. One of the interesting techniques the instructor
recommended was the Pomodoro Technique, invented by Francesco Cirillo in the 1980s. The
idea was to break work into short 25-minute intervals, called “pomodoros,” with mandatory
breaks in between. This approach not only improved focus but also helped avoid fatigue
buildup.

Among that semester’s courses, Communication for Software Engineers stood out. This course
focused on developing communication skills, which are so important for engineers. We learned
how to effectively convey ideas, create technical presentations, and interact with colleagues and
management in challenging situations.
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One of the core parts of the course was learning the basics of scientific and technical
presentations: how to structure slides, use visual elements, and hold the audience’s attention.
We were also asked to analyze the speeches of well-known speakers, such as Dan Ariely, a
behavioral economist and author on decision-making, and Yves Morieux, a business expert
specializing in process simplification and improving team interactions.

In addition to presentation skills, the course covered topics such as conflict management and
negotiation strategies. We studied how to resolve disputes within a team, find compromises, and
interact with management using “if-then” statements and other negotiation techniques. The
practical assignments—where we had to present our ideas, justify them, and defend them
before the group—were especially memorable, helping me become more confident in public
speaking and working with people.

However, not everything went smoothly. Once, when Ayk and | were doing homework for the
models course, we had an unpleasant incident. Our work ended up being so similar that Nestor
Catana decided we had copied from each other. At Innopolis, this was strictly prohibited—there
was a zero-tolerance policy for any form of cheating. As a result, both our assignments were
rejected, and we each received a zero. It was upsetting and scary because the system as a
whole seemed broken in terms of harsh rules and a lack of compromise. But the fact remained:
we were accused of cheating, and the penalty was severe.

But the episode with Ayk was not the only time | faced unfair grading. A similar situation
happened with Timur in the Managing Software Development course. We were doing individual
assignments, but in discussing the tasks, some of our ideas converged. The professor noticed
the similarity and called us in for a talk. He asked several clarifying questions to figure out what
had happened.

| honestly explained that | had completed the work independently, but during discussions with
Timur, some of our conclusions might have overlapped. However, | may have misunderstood
one of the professor’s questions, as the conversation was in English. In the end, he decided to
give me zero points, while Timur received a high grade. This episode became not just a lesson
for me, but also a reason to rethink my approach to assignments and communication with
professors.

Nestor Catana’s lectures in the models course were always distinctive. They started at 9 a.m.,
and every time we entered the classroom, we knew we were in for another slog through formal
logic. Catana’s lectures were not only informative but included an element that became an
inside joke for our group. We noticed that he often used the word “basically,” and over time we
made a tradition of counting how many times he would say it during a class. One day, we
counted up to two hundred, which made us laugh uncontrollably.

There was another episode that | especially remember. On November 9, 2016, a Wednesday,
we had another models class, starting at 9 a.m. as usual. But this time the atmosphere was
different: everyone was following the U.S. presidential election results, which had been held the
day before. We were eagerly waiting for the outcome, and while Nestor Catana lectured, we
secretly checked Telegram, where people were discussing the vote count. At the end of the
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class, one of our colleagues wrote a short message: “Trump won.” This event, unexpected and
momentous, stuck in my memory as the time when the U.S. elections intersected with our
university lectures.

A month before final exams, Nestor Catana announced that in order to successfully pass the
course, we needed to complete a group project: to create a program—an Android game—using
formal logic. We had to form teams of four. | immediately invited Timur and Ayk, but soon Telse
was added to our team. This was a real challenge: my main “adversary” from the Telegram chat
was now on my team.

In reality, | ended up doing the whole project myself. In a month, | learned everything | needed,
wrote the program, got it working, and thoroughly prepared for the defense. Timur and Ayk
helped only partially, and Telse did not participate at all. Nevertheless, on the day of the
defense—which was part of our first exam session—we all sat together in front of the professor.
I demonstrated the program, explained the logic and details of the code. Nestor Catana was
satisfied and gave all of us high grades. Thanks to my efforts, Telse passed the first session
successfully without contributing any effort.

It is important to note that this group project was only part of the exam. The project defense
added certain points to the overall course grade, but we also had to take a written exam, which
we completed in the classroom on paper and submitted to Nestor Catana for grading. Without
this written component, the exam would have been incomplete, and no group work would have
saved us from failing.

Despite all the difficulties, | managed to cope with the workload in all subjects for the first
session. In addition to the tough models course with Nestor Catana, | had to complete
assignments for other disciplines and pass written and oral tests. Finishing the session
according to American standards became an important achievement for me: | proved to myself
that | could overcome any obstacles and see things through to the end.

And after the first session, Telse left the university. | do not know why she made that decision,
but sometimes | wonder: perhaps our project influenced her choice. Maybe continuing to study
alongside me became impossible for her.

Chapter 42. Innopolis. Through Hardships to the Goal

After finishing my first semester, | decided to return to Moscow to relax and spend time with my
brother and friends. Let me remind you that during this time my room was occupied by Gena,
who was from the Unification Church and rented it while | was away. When | got home, | stayed
in the same room with my brother. Honestly, | didn’t mind at all. It was nice to see that my
brother wasn’t alone and that there was a warm atmosphere in our apartment.

Even then, | couldn’t shake the thought that | needed a car. | had a driver’s license and wanted
to have at least some form of transportation, even the simplest and cheapest. However, as a
student living on a stipend, | had almost no money. Still, that didn’t stop me—I started looking for
affordable cars with automatic transmission. After a long search, | took a liking to a gray 2004
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Citroén Xsara. The car cost about 130,000 rubles. The only problem was that the seller
accepted only cash.

At that moment, | had a credit card with a 150,000-ruble limit, and | decided to take the risk. |
withdrew the money from my credit card, paying a hefty fee—about 10-11 thousand rubles.
Despite the extra expense, | was confident that | could gradually pay off the debt from my
stipend and, after graduation, quickly find a job and close the credit.

The day of the purchase arrived. | arranged to meet the owner and checked out the car. It
looked fine: it started up, drove, and nothing seemed suspicious at first glance. We drew up the
contract right in the car, | handed him the money, and he left, leaving me alone with my first car.
It was a winter evening, slushy, and | sat behind the wheel, full of doubts. | had no practical
driving experience and felt insecure. The car was automatic, which made things a bit easier, but
the fear of my first solo drive didn’t go away.

Barely making it out of the courtyard, | drove a couple of blocks before realizing | needed help. |
called Gena and asked him to come and help me get home. After some time, he arrived, and we
set out together. The snow was getting heavier, and | was glad Gena was sitting next to me,
encouraging me and keeping an eye on the road.

Unfortunately, there was a mishap. On the Third Transport Ring, | had my first-ever accident: |
hit the side mirror of another car. The other driver got out, we talked a bit, and | offered
compensation. | gave him two or three thousand rubles, and was able to continue on my way.

After that, we made it home safely. Despite the difficulties, | was happy to finally have my own
means of transportation. Thus began my story with my first car, which, like all first steps, was full
of emotions, anxiety, and learning.

It was then that Kolya P. got back in touch with me. After buying the car, | went to meet him in
Novokosino, where he was living with his wife. Kolya apologized, said he realized his mistakes
and had changed, insisting he was now a different person—responsible and reliable. He looked
over my car, said | made a good choice, even took it for a drive, and suggested we start over,
rebuild our lost trust, and restore our friendship.

At first, | was skeptical, but soon | noticed that Kolya really might have changed. He graduated
from the Moscow Automobile and Road Construction State Technical University (MADI) and had
found a good job. At the time of our meeting, he was already a construction foreman at the
airport in Khabarovsk. He got married, and all of this made it look like he had built a new life. To
strengthen our renewed friendship, Kolya suggested we go to Morocco together for a vacation
and try surfing.

| was a student, living on a stipend, and had just bought a car with a credit card. Money was
tight, but Kolya was practical about it: he found a last-minute package tour to Morocco for two.
The 10-day trip cost just over 20,000 rubles, so it came to about 10-12 thousand each—a pretty
modest amount. | thought | could manage it, and agreed.
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On December 17, just before leaving for Morocco, | managed to get my international driver’s
license. This boosted my confidence, as | hoped | could try driving in another country. A couple
of days later, with everything packed, Kolya and | flew to Morocco.

Upon arrival in Agadir, a city on the Atlantic coast famous for its endless beaches and mild
climate, we started to get acquainted with the local vibe. On the very first day, Kolya said we
needed to “buy the most important thing"—hashish. | thought, “Why not?” On the street we met
a man named Abdula (later we realized that every other person there was named Abdula), and
Kolya started speaking with him in English. When the conversation stalled, | stepped in to help
translate, since after my first English-language semester in Innopolis, | felt much more confident.
Abdula led us to a small café, where we were served Turkish tea and sold hashish, warning us
that we could only smoke in the hotel.

The next day, Kolya and | went surfing by taxi and found a company on the beach that rented
boards and wetsuits. One of the staff helped us choose equipment and gave us a short lesson:
he explained the basics and showed us how to stand on the board. However, within a couple of
hours, | realized it wasn’t for me. | quickly grew tired of wading back against the water every
time, which | found boring and exhausting. | told Kolya he could keep surfing, while | would take
a taxi back and rent a car to explore the city.

Back at the hotel, | ran into our Abdula again. He recognized me and offered to show me where
| could rent a car. Abdula not only took me to the right rental agency but stayed with me while |
sorted out the car. Once we were in the car, he asked with a smile, but some doubt, “Are you
sure you can handle it?” | answered confidently, “Of course | can.” The first few minutes were a
little nerve-wracking—I had only gotten my license four months earlier and had barely driven.
Abdula watched closely as | started the engine and got moving, but soon | managed it. We
drove a bit, and | dropped Abdula off where he needed to go. He wished me luck, and we said
goodbye.

Meanwhile, Kolya kept surfing every day, while | drove around Morocco. | remember how we
went to the local equivalent of Auchan, which was called “Marjane.” Overall, the trip was
enjoyable, and by the end of it | felt like our friendship was really restored. Back in Moscow, | felt
like we were friends again.

For New Year’s, my brother and | were invited by the Unification Church group to celebrate at a
house in Malakhovka—the same house where | attended lectures, lived, and relaxed in August
2015. We decided not to miss the opportunity and drove there in my newly purchased car,
despite a snowstorm.

The drive to Malakhovka went smoothly, even though the snowfall was heavy. But once we got
into the settlement and drove along its inner roads, | made a bad turn and got the car stuck in a
snowdrift. | couldn’t get out either forward or backward. | tried for a while on my own, but soon
some people passing by helped push the car out. Thanks to them, we made it safely to our
destination.
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We were greeted very warmly. My brother, llyusha, quickly found common ground with
everyone. We celebrated the New Year around a festive table, enjoying a cozy and friendly
atmosphere. It was wonderful to spend the holiday among people who radiated warmth and joy.

After the celebration, we spent the night at the house and headed back to Moscow in the
morning. That New Year in Malakhovka was one of the most heartfelt of my life, and | am
sincerely grateful to everyone for their hospitality and support.

After all the holiday events, which left warm memories, | realized they hadn’t gone unnoticed.
Before returning to Innopolis, | was overwhelmed by difficult feelings. It wasn’t just sadness or
loneliness—my thoughts started circling around Nadya again. Her lack of understanding of me
and what | was doing started to torment me once more.

| realized that | had already finished my first semester at a challenging university, gotten my
license, bought a modest but my own car, and helped my brother. One would think | had a lot to
be proud of, but | couldn’t shake the feeling that no one noticed or understood this. These
thoughts hurt me especially deeply, because | always tried hard, put in the effort, and aimed for
more, but in return | only met indifference.

Crushed by these feelings, | broke down. | decided | could allow myself to drink and smoke as a
way to deal with the internal tension. Unfortunately, this was a mistake. Since then, | started
drinking and smoking again.

In mid-January 2017, | set off back to Innopolis in that very Citroén Xsara to continue my
studies. My route was from Moscow to Kazan, and | decided to pick up passengers through
BlaBlaCar. My companions turned out to be two guys who needed to get to the town of Volzhsk,
near Kazan and Innopolis. | remember them jokingly praising their town: “Volzhsk is the second
city in Russia. If it weren’t for Moscow, it would be the first.” That made the trip even more fun
and interesting.

When | first arrived in Innopolis in my own car, it seemed that life would become much more
convenient with personal transport. | especially looked forward to comfortable trips to Kazan, to
sometimes go to the movies or shopping centers. | remember meeting a girl on a dating site
once and deciding to drive to see her in Kazan. We had a nice evening at the cinema, but
unfortunately, our communication quickly fizzled out.

My studies were tough, but still easier than in the first semester. | had already gotten used to the
process, and everything was going at a steady pace. Nevertheless, | continued to be haunted
by thoughts of Nadya. | worried that she didn’t see or know about my achievements. | felt that if
she knew how hard | tried, how honestly and persistently | studied, her opinion of me might
change. | sincerely believed she should know that | was not like Kolya, Vasya, Zhenya, and the
others—I was an honest and conscientious person.

During this period, we students began to be assigned to teams for a project that would become
the basis for our theses. Real companies proposed tasks, and we had to solve them using
technology and data. | ended up in a team of four, and our task was to analyze big data from
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school diaries in the Krasnodar region. We created a prediction system and analyzed patterns in
student performance. For example, | discovered that as the temperature outside increased,
students’ grades started to drop. This finding became one of our team’s notable achievements.

In the summer of 2017, | was at the final stage of my studies at Innopolis. The last exams and
the thesis defense lay ahead. The day | took my final exam was full of surprises. | got behind
the wheel of my old car, which | had bought with a credit card. It had been giving me trouble for
a long time, but | didn’t think it could become a problem.

On the way to the university, my car started acting up: suddenly, thick smoke began pouring out
from under the hood. Stopping was not an option—I was in a hurry. | had to drive it to the limit,
but just one kilometer from the campus, the engine completely died. | left the car right in the
middle of the road in Innopolis and ran to the university so | wouldn’t be late for the exam.
Luckily, I made it on time and passed successfully.

Right after the exam, | dealt with the car: | called a tow truck, and we went to the nearest repair
center. But the tow truck driver was sly: in Kazan, his rates inside the city were free, but outside
the city they were paid. Since Innopolis is about twenty kilometers from Kazan, he first drove all
the way to the city, and then started circling Kazan, charging for every kilometer. This
significantly increased the cost of the trip. In the end, we got to a car service center on the other
side of the city.

Having overcome these difficulties, | successfully completed my studies. According to the
contract, after graduating from Innopolis, | was required to work for a year in a resident
company. At that time, the company “lteco” made an unexpected move: they offered to officially
list me as working in Innopolis, but actually have me work in Moscow. This option allowed me to
fulfill the terms of the contract while returning to my usual environment, staying in the capital. |
realized this was the perfect solution—it combined my professional obligations with my personal
plans.

When [ finally left Kazan for Moscow, new challenges awaited me. | got stuck in a traffic jam that
stretched for many kilometers. Then, the driver of a Mercedes in front of me decided to bypass
the traffic on the shoulder, and |, without thinking much, followed him. Everything went smoothly
until both of us were stopped by the police. The Mercedes got a ticket, and | got one too. |
signed the citation and returned to the line with a sigh.

The most surprising thing happened two weeks later: a traffic officer called me and told me that
the period for paying the fine with a discount was just beginning. It was a pleasant surprise, as |
had already thought I'd lost my chance to save money.

Chapter 43. Meeting Nadya and Her New Boyfriend

However, despite all my achievements, | could not shake off one thought—I still wanted Nadya
to see what | had accomplished. It seemed that if she found out about my successes, maybe
she would admit that our breakup was a mistake. | hoped it could change her opinion of me and
at least give us a chance to remain friends.
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In August, love songs started to appear on Nadya’s VKontakte page again. | decided to take a
chance and wrote, “Nadya, | received your songs.” She replied almost instantly. To this day, |
still don’t understand why she acts so harshly—I never have. Maybe that’s one of the reasons |
am writing this book: to finally sort things out and understand her actions.

Her response that time was especially severe. After my message, she simply made her page
private, so that only friends could access it. | don’t understand why she couldn’t just reply and
explain her position. Why did Nadya act this way? | don’t know.

After that, | decided it was time to sort out my own problems, the ones that had piled up after
Innopolis. The first step was to pay off the credit card debt I'd racked up when | withdrew money
to buy a car at the end of last year—a car that was already falling apart—and finally get myself a
proper new car. There was no point in rushing into a new relationship; | decided to focus on
myself and my own affairs.

With my new, decent salary, | was able to deal with it quickly. | was working at the Dmitrovskaya
metro station, in a coworking space that was almost entirely occupied by Sberbank
Technologies. My job was to implement new features for Sberbank Online. My colleagues were
friendly, and we quickly found common ground. Among us was a remote employee from
Innopolis, Maria K., who had taken courses there. She admired the fact that | had graduated
with a master’s from Innopolis and often asked me for work advice. We became friends, and
that added some pleasant moments to my workdays.

At the same time, | was looking at new cars and had my eye on the top trims of the Hyundai
Solaris and Kia Rio. Each model cost just over a million rubles, but they belonged to reliable
South Korean brands, were assembled in Russia under the Hyundai Motor Group, and were
built on the same platform. They had similar technical characteristics and were well-adapted to
our roads and climate, but differed in design and the variety of features, which allowed me to
choose a car that suited my preferences. | decided to start by saving up for the down payment.

At the end of October, | was walking along New Arbat and stopped by the “Dom Knigi”
bookstore. There, | noticed the book “A Street Cat Named Bob” by James Bowen. Its bright
cover and captivating blurb made it impossible to pass by. The book’s plot is based on a real
story: a street musician in London, going through hard times, meets a stray cat who
unexpectedly becomes his savior. By taking care of Bob, the musician finds meaning in life and
faith in his own success. Eventually, he shares this inspiring experience in his book, describing
how the cat taught him responsibility and helped him believe in himself.

| was deeply touched by how fate brought together two “lost hopes”—a person and an
animal—and by how mutual support not only gave them strength to pull through difficult
circumstances but also led to a truly happy outcome.

On December 17, 2017, | finally bought a white Hyundai Solaris in the top trim. For me, this was
more than just buying a car; it was a true symbol of success, made possible by perseverance
and determination.
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Right after buying the car, | met up with Anya at the Krasnogvardeyskaya metro station. We
discussed the car, and after looking it over, she said, “The car’s nice, but it would be better if it
were blue.” Her comment made me laugh, since for me the most important thing was achieving
my goal, not the color of the car.

Of course, | couldn’t stop thinking about Nadya. | wanted so much to show her the truth about
who I'd become, about my achievements and honesty. | thought that buying a new car and
paying off my debts would give me more confidence and more weight in her eyes. | hoped it
would help me meet Nadya and maybe rebuild our relationship.

It was clear to me that Nadya had long since formed a certain opinion of me, based on her own
ideas and prejudices. She saw me as some kind of bad, terrible person and didn’t seem at all
interested in changing that view. It was convenient for her, and she didn’t even consider revising
her beliefs. | understood that she wouldn’t want to see me, and that getting close to her would
not be easy.

So | turned to Anya, who had always supported me while | was in Innopolis. Anya and | were
close friends, and | completely trusted her. | suggested that she attend one of Nadya’s classes
to see if it might be possible to make contact. In return, | promised to take her to St. Petersburg.
Knowing how much | was worried about Nadya, Anya agreed to help.

First, Anya and | went to the dance school where Nadya worked so Anya could sign up for a
class. That was when | first met Ekaterina T.—a beautiful, businesslike woman and Nadya’s
friend. Ekaterina immediately impressed me with her confidence and organizational skills. She
kept everything under control and solved all the issues without unnecessary words. | couldn’t
help but notice that her professional approach and her friendship with Nadya gave me some
hope that | might be able to reconnect with Nadya through her.

On the appointed day, Anya went to Nadya’s class, and | waited outside in the car. When the
class ended, | saw Nadya come downstairs and walk out of the building. She was heading for
an old car parked at the end, and | immediately realized it was her boyfriend’s car. Without
thinking, | was the first to approach and got inside. There was a young man sitting inside. |
greeted him and said, “My name is Igor, and yours?” He looked startled and, after a short
pause, replied, “Andrey.” Later | found out that his real name was Alexander.

Before | could process how strange the situation was, Nadya showed up. With a cold look, she
simply threw me out of the car without giving me a second to say a word. Then she got inside
herself, slammed the door, and drove away with Alexander, paying me no attention at all. | was
deeply disappointed—I expected that after everything | had done, she would at least give me a
chance to talk. But apparently, she was not ready for that, maybe because of her own anxieties
or uncertainty about how to act. | understood that her feelings were probably complicated, and |
didn’t want to pressure her, but it was hard to accept that she didn’t even give me a chance to
explain myself.

I quickly ran to my car—a white Hyundai Solaris—unlocked the doors in an instant, and jumped
in. At that moment, as if out of nowhere, Anya appeared. She was composed, as if she already
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knew what to do, and without asking any questions, got into the passenger seat and closed the
door behind her. | didn’t waste any time explaining—I pressed the start button, hit the gas, and
drove after them.

They immediately realized that we were following them. We pulled out onto Belorechenskaya
Street, and | noticed their car speeding up—they were clearly trying to get away. But | wasn’t
going to give up. | was still hoping that | would get a chance to tell Nadya everything that had
built up, to explain that things weren’t as she thought.

Belorechenskaya ran into Krasnodarskaya, and without slowing down, they turned left. After
driving a little farther, at the intersection with Sovkhoznaya, they suddenly made a sharp U-turn,
as if trying to shake us off. It was a classic move to lose a tail. But I'm not the type to give up so
easily. I'm a professional driver, and such maneuvers are not a problem for me. In a flash, |
copied their trick, turning the wheel 180 degrees, and was behind them again.

They were driving fast, trying to find a way to escape. We sped through the night streets, past
streetlights, parked cars, and the few pedestrians who watched us in surprise. Snow lay
everywhere, sometimes packed to ice, sometimes still fluffy and fresh, as if it had just fallen. |
sensed that their route was already determined. They were heading to the place where Nadya
had spent her childhood—to the apartment that held memories of her first steps, her school
years, and unfulfilled dreams. That suited me just fine.

When they stopped by her building, next to the parked cars, | braked behind them. The feeling
of being at a dead end grew: | understood that any wrong move would only make things worse. |
needed to act carefully, giving not the slightest reason for Nadya to think even worse of me.

| got out of my car and approached theirs, heading for the door where Nadya sat in the
passenger seat. She looked at me as if with her mouth full of water, intentionally silent, not
saying a word. Only her phone gave her away—she kept filming, as if that was more important
than any conversation.

| tried to explain that | had no bad intentions, that | just wanted to talk. But her silence was
louder than any words. Her eyes showed detachment, wariness, as if she saw a threat in front
of her. It was unfair. I'm too honest and fair a person to harm anyone, and her behavior only
made my disappointment worse.

Her filming me with her phone only increased my desire to prove to Nadya that | am not who
she thinks | am. | looked at her and tried to get across a simple idea: “I am just like everyone
else. Ordinary.” But in response, she only nodded sarcastically. In her gaze there was not just
suspicion—but an expectation. The expectation of something predictable.

Maybe she was expecting aggression? For her, that would have been the standard scenario: an
ex who hasn't let go, lost control, and is about to snap. Just like the stories that usually end
badly. But that was exactly what | was trying to break. My mission was to go beyond the
predictable, to break stereotypes and prove that | am not part of the system. | am above
standard scenarios. | am above the system.
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But soon | realized that | was in a hopeless situation. Nadya and Alexander exchanged glances,
as if silently agreeing on something, and simply got out of the car and headed for the entrance. |
quickened my pace, following them. When they entered the building, | slipped in, too.

They called the elevator, and without thinking, | stepped in with them. In the enclosed space, the
tension only grew. Nadya continued to film me, and | stood, leaning against the wall, trying to
understand what was going on with her. She looked at me with glassy eyes, like a programmed
machine, acting out a pre-learned algorithm. There was not a drop of emotion in her actions, not
a hint of a genuine reaction—only a rehearsed routine, as if the system had prepared her for
this moment in advance.

And suddenly, a thought occurred to me: if | was already faced with this icy indifference, I'd soon
have to deal with her father as well. | felt a sense of fear rise inside. What if | really did lose
control? Things had gone too far. | needed to leave before the situation got out of hand.

| looked at her and, as if testing my guess, asked:
— So now I'm going to meet your daddy too?
Nadya nodded.

At that moment, | realized—it was time to end this. | didn’t know what to say, what to prove, how
to get through the enormous wall of prejudice, stereotypes, and patterns that were already firmly
rooted in her mind. When the elevator reached the right floor, they stepped out and, as if
expecting something, looked back at me.

But | already knew | wouldn’t follow them. Turning around, | silently got back into the elevator,
went down, walked out onto the street, and headed to my car. Anya was waiting for me there.

When | got in, Anya and | exchanged glances, and suddenly she said, as if reading my mind:
— “A slow dance, so you'll cry.”

| laughed:

— “Exactly! Let’s play it!”

We turned on “Basta — Graduation,” and without another word, drove toward our neighborhood.
The music filled the car, and the night city, with its lights and empty streets, seemed to play
along with the moment.

Only on the way, as we turned into a familiar alley, did Anya suddenly remember:
— By the way, | wrote down the license plate.
As it turned out, that was useful—later that number helped us find Nadya’s boyfriend’s phone

number.
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Soon, as planned, we decided to spend the New Year holidays in St. Petersburg. We went by
car, and honestly, it was quite an adventure. We decided to spend the night in the car, which
was epic in itself. We spent a long time looking for a parking spot out of sight and ended up on
the outskirts of Petersburg, near a dumpster. We wanted to watch a movie before bed, but
something unexpected happened—a police car pulled up.

The officer came up to the window and asked Anya if everything was alright. She said yes, and
that was the end of their check. | explained that we were just about to watch a movie, and the
policeman looked us over, assessed the situation, and drove away.

We were a bit shocked by the unexpected visit and decided to take a walk to calm down.
Walking around nighttime Petersburg helped relieve the tension, and after a while, we returned
to the car to spend the night. However, in the morning, police officers knocked on our window
again and woke us up. We quickly got ready and went for a walk around the city.

Back in Moscow, | got to know some colleagues who worked for other companies but also
collaborated with Sberbank. One of these companies offered training followed by job placement.
| decided it was a great opportunity for Anya and shared it with her. She called, enrolled in the
courses, and began studying testing, which became her starting point in a new career.

Afterwards, | tried to figure out what was going on between me and Nadya again. Using the
license plate, a police friend of mine found the owner, and it turned out his name was Alexander.
| decided to call him to calmly discuss and clarify the situation. When Alexander found out who
was calling, he was confused and hung up. But | called again and tried to talk to him
respectfully: “Alexander, hello again. Maybe enemies have separated us. We need to discuss
the situation.” He began to explain that Nadya was very nervous about everything, which
shocked me. | didn’t want her to feel anxious—my goal was never to harm her, but to try to sort
things out.

| suggested, “Let her just get in touch and we can talk about everything. | don’t understand why
avoid a conversation if we can settle everything peacefully.” But Alexander was clearly not ready
for an open dialogue and kept mumbling something incoherent. | tried to explain to him that
avoiding communication only made things worse, and that if Nadya wanted to talk, | was ready
to listen to her and help ease the tension. That ended our conversation—with only mumbling
and vague replies from his side.

The unsuccessful meeting with Nadya made me realize that | needed to pay more attention to
my physical and emotional state. | understood that it was time for changes. One of the first
steps was quitting smoking, which had already helped me regain my energy once before.

In the end, | started looking for an organization that could arrange a good hiking trip, and | came
across the “Adventure Club.” On their website, | found information about an upcoming trek along
the Lycian Way in Turkey, and | decided to join without hesitation. In March, | went on a 10-day
adventure that began in Antalya. The Lycian Way, known for its scenic beauty and historical
significance, stretches along the southwestern coast of Turkey, connecting the ancient cities of
the Lycian kingdom.
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| was surrounded by magnificent nature and interesting people. Our group was led by two
wonderful guides—Katya, who walked in front ensuring our safety and direction, and Inna, who
brought up the rear to make sure no one fell behind. Among the participants was the
unforgettable Valya, with whom | shared a tent. There was also a couple from Germany,
Russians by origin, who chose that time for their vacation, as well as several other participants,
each with their own unique story and reasons for joining the trek.

The route was marked with white and red stripes, which could be seen sometimes on stones,
sometimes on trees. That helped us navigate along the way. One of the most memorable places
was Cape and Lighthouse Gelidonia. The wind there was so strong it almost knocked us off our
feet, and | distinctly remember having to hold on tight to keep from falling. We also visited the
ancient city of Myra in Demre—a place with well-preserved ancient ruins and breathtaking
scenery.

This hike became a real turning point for me. | quit smoking again and felt my strength and
energy return. Walking along the Lycian Way helped me clear my mind, find inner peace, and
get back to normal life. Every day was filled with inspiring views and a sense of freedom, and it
gave me a chance to reset.

One day | even swam in the Mediterranean Sea, even though it was mid-March and many Turks
were still wearing hats. | was inspired to do it after one of the women in our group went into the
water first, and | followed her. That swim in the cold water became a symbol of renewal for me
and strengthened my sense of freedom. When | returned from Turkey, | was able to focus on
work again and started making new plans for the future.

And in May, | went on my first rafting trip with the “Evergreen Club.” That's where | met Evgenia
P., who later became my friend and pen pal. The rafting trip was interesting and exciting, and
Evgenia left a pleasant impression. That time, her friend Tonya was also with us, though we only
saw each other once after that. After the trip, | drove both of them to Moscow in my Hyundai
Solaris. Evgenia even noted that | was a great driver. The rafting trip became one of the
brightest moments of that year, giving me new friends and unforgettable memories.

Chapter 44. Journey Across Europe

In the summer of 2018, | decided to take a road trip across Europe in my white Hyundai Solaris.
It was a time when | wanted to visit as many countries as possible during my two-week vacation
and experience a real adventure. | carefully planned my route, making sure to include a visit to
Minsk, the capital of Belarus. This city holds a special significance for me, as my grandmother
on my father’s side spent a lot of time there. Besides, my father is Belarusian by nationality, and
it was important for me to see the city connected to his roots.

After visiting Minsk and enjoying its atmosphere, | continued my journey, heading toward the
Belarus-Poland border. Everything was going according to plan until | was stopped at the border
control and asked to present the "Green Card"—an international insurance required for entry.
The problem was that | didn’t know it was necessary and didn’t have insurance. As a result, |
was fined 90 euros, but they let me through.
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When [ finally crossed the Polish border, the relief didn’t last long. Once again, there were
guestions about insurance. The border guard pointed out its absence and politely asked me to
step out of the car. He then accompanied me to a place where | could purchase insurance.
Although | felt uncomfortable because of the delay, everything ended well. The people waiting
behind me were clearly annoyed, but | was glad | could continue my journey.

After all these delays, | finally entered Poland, and my true European adventure began. | spent
my first night in the car, parking somewhere in the woods, and in the morning set off toward
Warsaw. Poland greeted me warmly, and it was only the first of many countries | planned to visit.

My journey through Poland passed quickly and smoothly. As | drove through its cities and
villages, | enjoyed the beautiful scenery but didn’t linger anywhere for long. Warsaw was the
only stop where | allowed myself to pause a bit and stroll through the historic center. The city,
with its old streets, was truly beautiful. However, | soon found myself back on the road, eager to
cross the border into Germany, where new experiences and adventures awaited me.

This time | decided to bypass Berlin, since | had already been there several times, and instead
set out to explore other cities.

The first was Dresden, which immediately brought back memories of a trip with Masha. We had
gone to see the famous “Sistine Madonna” back then, and this city still reminded me of those
times—there had never been any quarrels there. Next, | decided to test my car on the famous
German autobahns. With no speed limits, the autobahn is a real treat for any driver. | pushed
my Hyundai Solaris to its limit, reaching about 180-190 km/h. Even though that seemed fast, a
Lamborghini flew past me as if | was standing still. The autobahns are truly a unique
experience.

After testing my car on the famous autobahns, | continued my journey, heading to the next
cities. In Frankfurt am Main, | was struck by the contrasts: right in the city center, | saw many
homeless people openly using drugs on the street. It was unexpected and shocking—like
another world. Brothels, skyscrapers, and financial institutions existed side by side with poverty.
As | learned, the center is mostly inhabited by the poor, hoping to get something from the
wealthy, who prefer to settle in the suburbs in more prestigious areas like Wiesbaden.

Then | went to Wiesbaden—a city of expensive cottages and a peaceful atmosphere. This city
added another interesting layer to my journey, especially because my favorite rapper St1m lived
there after emigrating from Russia. | spent the night in my car, parked in a quiet neighborhood,
enjoying the silence and feeling as if | were in a completely different world compared to noisy
Frankfurt.

After a restful night in Wiesbaden, | headed to Cologne, the next stop on my journey. The city
attracted me with its historical sights and rich culture, but it was an unusual adventure that left
the brightest impression. When | saw the Rhine, | decided to take a swim, not thinking about the
strength of the river. As soon as | plunged in, the current carried me downstream, and |
managed to surface only on a nudist beach! Realizing where | was, | quickly left, trying not to
draw attention.
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Germany turned out to be a country of vivid contrasts and unexpected discoveries that will
certainly stay with me for a long time. But my adventures didn’t end there. After Germany, | went
to Belgium, where | enjoyed architectural masterpieces before heading to Amsterdam, the
Netherlands. And it was there that one of the most unexpected events of my journey took place.

| parked my car somewhere in the city center and went for a walk along the narrow streets and
canals. At some point, | wanted to try the famous Dutch joint. Using my phone, | started looking
for a coffeeshop, and after wandering the streets of Amsterdam, | finally found one. Inside, | was
amazed by the variety—the displays were full of all kinds of weed, joints, and other products for
every taste. | bought a couple of joints, went outside, and smoked.

After a while, | realized that night had already fallen, and suddenly | was shocked: | had
absolutely no memory of where | had left my car, and on top of that, | was high. Everything
around me seemed strange and unfamiliar, and | couldn’t figure out how | had even gotten
there. Panic began to rise. | decided to go down into the metro, but even buying a ticket became
a problem—some random people helped me. When [ finally bought a ticket and took the metro,
a city map appeared before me. At that moment, familiar places started to surface in my
memory—I remembered driving through the city by car and managed to get a rough idea of
where | might have left the car.

| realized | was heading in the wrong direction and switched to another train. When | got to the
district that seemed familiar, | got out and started searching again. Still not knowing where |
was, | saw tram stops and decided to use the maps there. Little by little, | began to approach the
place where, according to my guesses, my car could be. Finally, | saw a building | remembered,
and behind it stood my beauty—my long-awaited car. | was so happy to find it!

Still in Amsterdam, | found a secluded spot, parked, and decided to spend the night in the car.
The next day | wanted to try something new—mushrooms. | had never tried them before and

was curious about their effects. | bought mushrooms and, after returning to the car, ate them.

Half an hour passed and nothing happened. | started thinking it was all a scam, or maybe the
effect was so weak that | didn’t notice it. But after another 10 minutes, something changed.

| got out of the car, and the world around me came alive. The trees started to dance and breathe
as if they were living beings. Everything around me resembled a fairy-tale forest from cartoons,
where every element of nature was full of life. And at one point, | distinctly saw my car wink at
me. | was completely stunned by what was happening—the mushrooms turned out to be really
strong!

These incredible sensations lasted for what felt like an eternity. | enjoyed the moment until the
effect gradually wore off. When it was over, | spent the night in the car and the next day headed
on—to France.

| crossed the border and went straight to Paris—the nearest big city. Upon arrival, | checked into
a hotel and decided to stay for three days. It was the only city in my whole trip where | spent so

much time. On the first day, | just relaxed, and the next day | dedicated to walking around Paris,
enjoying its atmosphere and sights before continuing my journey.
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In Paris, | decided to eat the rest of the mushrooms | had left from the Netherlands, but nothing
happened. Later, | learned that you shouldn’t take such things more than once a week,
otherwise your body just stops responding to them. However, this didn’t spoil my mood. |
strolled through Paris, walked up to the Eiffel Tower, and a special moment was visiting the
places | had once been with Masha. A wave of nostalgia hit me, and | mentally returned to those
times when Paris wasn'’t just another stop on our journey, but the place of our first major quarrel.
It was here, under these very skies, that our differences reached a breaking point, and for the
first time, | felt that a breakup was only a matter of time.

Walking along the familiar streets, | remembered how the tension between us back then had
been building up, like a spring ready to snap. Paris, which could have remained in my memory
as a city of romantic moments, became a reminder that even the most beautiful places cannot
save a relationship if cracks have already begun to show. My time in the city flew by, as if
finishing another chapter of my memories, and | realized that | was now ready to move on.

After Paris, | decided to head out of town to the famous Disneyland. As | approached, | was
impressed by the huge parking lot, which was an attraction in itself. | walked around, and
although | didn’t go inside the park, what | saw from outside was enough to feel its atmosphere.
However, my visit to the park never happened—I arrived after three o’clock in the afternoon, and
Disneyland requires a whole day to fully immerse yourself in its magic.

Leaving the Disneyland area, | continued my journey on the French highways, heading to
Marseille—a city that had long attracted me, especially after watching the movie "Taxi," which |
always loved. On the way, | encountered an unexpected problem: the highway was a toll road
and only accepted cash, which | didn’'t have. As a result, | was fined, but | didn’t let this incident
ruin my trip and soon was already enjoying the atmosphere of Marseille.

This city, located on the Cote d’Azur, amazed me with its heat and unique vibe. The azure sea,
with its characteristic deep turquoise shade, added a special magic to the place. The hilly
landscape, with roads going up and down, gave the city a special charm. | managed to swim in
the warm sea, enjoying its cleanliness and the beauty of the local beaches. At some point, |
thought how nice it would be to walk here with someone close, like a friend such as Nadya or
Anya. Marseille evoked many pleasant emotions and left a deep mark on my soul.

The next destination on my route was Italy. | entered the country along the coast, between the
shoreline and the Alps. It was an unforgettable journey as | drove along the majestic mountains,
enjoying stunning views. Bright memories remained in my mind of how the road wound along
aqueducts and through long tunnels connecting the mountains. Every turn revealed new
panoramas, which | happily captured in photos and videos.

The first major city on my way was Rome. | left my car by the Vatican walls and went for a walk
around the city. Despite the heat, which exceeded 40 degrees Celsius, | managed to enjoy the
sights of this ancient city. | walked around the Vatican, visited St. Peter’s Basilica, saw the
Colosseum, and other historical landmarks. Time was short, but | tried to see as much as
possible in those few hours.
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After Rome, | headed to Pisa to see the famous Leaning Tower. The impression of this place
was no less vivid. | not only saw the tower from the outside but also climbed up to feel its full
grandeur and instability. It was a special moment when history literally came alive before my
eyes.

The next city was Venice. | left the car outside the city and set out on foot to explore its unique
canals and narrow streets. St. Mark’s Square, with its Gothic architecture and view of the
canals, made a deep impression on me. The city literally breathed history and romance.

After Venice, my route took me through Austria. Driving through this country, | couldn’t help but
admire its green hills and mountain ranges. Austria impressed me with its natural beauty, but |

was so preoccupied with thoughts of my upcoming visit to Prague that | started to rush. | drove
quickly, and at some point must have exceeded the speed limit, which was 100 kilometers per

hour in that area.

Unfortunately, there was no time to visit Vienna, so | decided to keep moving and get to Prague
as soon as possible.

Suddenly, | noticed a police car with flashing lights behind me. At first, | thought it wasn’t for me,
but when the police car started to follow me, it became clear that the signal was for me. | pulled
over, and the police stopped behind me. The officer who approached asked where | was rushing
to. | replied that | was heading to the Czech Republic, and he told me that | had exceeded the
speed limit and would have to pay a fine.

At that moment, they took my driver’s license and asked me to follow their car to the nearest
station. | followed them, feeling a mix of anxiety and annoyance at myself for such a mistake.
But there were other emotions as well. Despite the unexpected situation, | had to admit it was a
new experience—and in some ways, even interesting. After all, the Austrian police are
something else. | had come from Russia, and such an interaction with law enforcement abroad
was unusual for me.

Moreover, | found it fascinating to speak English. Despite the stressful situation, | liked being
able to explain myself and interact in a foreign language. This gave me a sense of confidence,
as if | was testing myself in new conditions.

When we arrived at the station, they brought out a terminal for me to pay a 100 euro fine. After
paying, they returned my license, and | was able to continue my journey. This experience left me
with mixed feelings: on the one hand, the trouble with the fine; on the other—a sense that | had
become part of a new and interesting interaction, which | might remember for a long time.

Finally, | arrived in the Czech Republic. In Prague, | decided to spend some time getting to know
the city better. | parked my car in the center and went for a walk toward the famous Charles
Bridge, which | had heard so much about. Once on the bridge, | watched the tourists with
interest and enjoyed the splendid views of the Vitava River and the cityscape.

137



When | returned to where | had left my car, it was gone. The initial shock quickly turned to panic.
| started running around the nearby streets, trying to find at least some clue that my car was
close. But it was all in vain. Thousands of thoughts raced through my head: “Maybe | didn’t park
here?” “Maybe it was towed? If so, what then?” My legs were shaking, and every minute felt like
an eternity. | didn’t know what to do—my phone was about to die, and all my documents,
charger, and belongings were in the car.

Every step down unfamiliar streets added to my anxiety. | kept replaying in my mind exactly
where | might have parked, but doubts clouded my judgment more and more. In the end, |
realized | couldn’t handle it alone and asked passersby for help. They advised me to go to the
police and pointed me in the right direction.

When | got to the station, it was closed. Some time later, an officer showed up, who told me it
wasn’t within their jurisdiction and directed me to the city police. My anxiety grew, especially
since my phone was almost dead and all my documents and things were in the car. The walk to
the city police was a long one, but when | finally got there, they told me they had no information
about my car. My panic increased, and they suggested | file a report for a stolen vehicle.

In confusion and distress, | decided to go back to the place where | had left my car. On the way,
| saw a tow truck carrying someone’s car and suddenly realized that maybe mine had been
towed. Returning to the spot, | noticed a sign indicating the nearest police station. However,
when | got there, | was met by an intercom and a message saying it was a non-working day.

| was about to fall into complete despair when | suddenly came across two police officers. As
soon as | mentioned losing my car, they immediately understood what | was talking about and
asked, “With Russian plates? A white Hyundai?” Relief washed over me when they confirmed
they knew where my car was. It turned out it had been towed to an impound lot, and | needed to
pay a fine to retrieve it.

Relieved, | went to the impound lot where [ finally saw my car. Realizing that the day was
already lost, | decided not to rush and just took a walk around Prague while my car was safe.
Later in the evening, | retrieved it and, deciding not to spend the night in the city, headed further
on, spending the night somewhere on the road to Krakow.

In Krakow, | met up with a colleague from Innopolis who had once decided to leave his studies
and move to work in Poland. We spent a few days together; | stayed with him for a couple of
nights, and during that time | had the chance to ask him about life and work in Poland. This
conversation inspired me—seeing how he had found his place abroad made me start thinking
about trying to work in the West myself. It was a valuable meeting that gave me much food for
thought and pushed me toward the decision to work abroad.

After Krakow, | headed back to Moscow, full of new impressions and memories of my two-week
journey across Europe.
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Chapter 45. New Job at Ingram Micro

After returning from Europe, | became even more determined to work in the West, and the first
thing | did was start looking for a job in Europe. | posted my resume on LinkedIn, and soon |
started receiving responses. Most often, | was invited to interviews in the Czech Repubilic, less
often in other countries. However, despite my persistent efforts, | was not always able to make
significant progress. Perhaps | lacked some knowledge, or perhaps my English skills were not
good enough. But this did not stop me—I kept searching and striving for my goal.

One August day, it was time to receive my Innopolis diploma. A master's degree is awarded
after two years, and since our entire program was designed for one year, the second year was
just a formal requirement to complete. The time came when the diploma could be obtained, and
Anya and | went to Kazan. | showed her Innopolis, and to be honest, she really liked it. | was
glad that we had such a great time together. Besides Innopolis, we walked around Kazan, and
on the way, we also stopped in Nizhny Novgorod and spent some time there. It was a wonderful
adventure.

As a result, my efforts led to a job offer from a major Western company with an office in
Moscow—Ingram Micro. This was an important step forward, and | was very happy to find
myself in this company with a good salary and interesting tasks. However, my desire to work
abroad never left me. In parallel with my job, | enrolled in English courses to improve my skills
and kept working on myself.

On October 1, 2018, | officially became an employee of Ingram Micro, leaving my job at Iteco
behind and wrapping up all previous tasks. But my goal of finding a job in the West remained,
and | continued moving toward it.

By this time, Anya had already finished her courses and found a full-time job at Sberbank
Technology. | picked her up from work several times—her office was not far from Moscow City.
Everything was going well: | was satisfied with my new job and salary, and Anya seemed to
have integrated well into SberTech. However, closer to the New Year, | began to notice that she
was spending more and more time with her colleagues and less and less with me. We tried to
arrange meetings with friends, for example, before the New Year, but Anya often said she was
busy and couldn't find time for it.

At some point, this started to bother me. One day, unable to contain myself, | went to her place
and told her everything | had on my mind. In response, Anya started hitting me with her fists in a
rage. | hit her back once—not hard, but I still regret it. That was the moment that symbolized our
breakup. | slammed the door and left. So, from the end of winter 2018, my relationship with
Anya was completely over.

In February 2019, | was in a very difficult emotional state. The unresolved situation with Nadya
continued to haunt me, and | began to seriously consider that maybe the only way out was to let
her go completely. | realized that our relationship was unlikely ever to be restored, and | tried to
find a way to get rid of the pain that would not leave me.
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During that period, | was emotionally shattered, and one day became especially hard. |
remembered how we met through Ekaterina T., the director of the dance school, and, since |
had decided to let Nadya go, | decided to express my pent-up feelings. Unfortunately, under the
influence of alcohol, | couldn't hold back and sent several emotional messages through
VKontakte using the gift feature.

| wrote to Ekaterina T. that Nadya had slandered me and that it was unfair. Driven by emotions, |
even suggested that perhaps she should fire Nadya from the dance school. Of course, | realized
that this was impossible, since they were friends, and Ekaterina T. would never agree to such a
step. However, for me, it wasn't an attempt to punish Nadya, but rather a cry for help. |
desperately wanted to be heard and understood. | hoped that in this way | could convey to
Ekaterina and Nadya the full depth of my pain. | wanted them to understand how unfair | thought
the situation was. But when | realized that my words only widened the gap between us, the
feeling of disappointment grew even stronger.

| understand that Ekaterina T. found herself in a difficult position when she had to deal with my
emotional messages. Although | acted impulsively and emotionally, | never wanted to put her in
an awkward position. However, | realized that this was far from the best way to express my
feelings. Instead of resolving the situation, | only made it worse. My messages did not convey
the depth of pain | wanted to express, and | was misunderstood. This only widened the gap
between us and probably further damaged my reputation. After | sent those messages, the
realization of my mistake came instantly, and | felt even worse.

In fact, it was this incident that led Nadya to call my company in 2020. But more about that later.

But | also realized that | had a lot of good people around me—not just acquaintances, but
friends. These were my old friends from the magazine “Around the World,” former students, a
new colleague from Ingram Micro, guys from rafting trips, and also Nikolay P. It occurred to me
that with so many interesting people, it would be a good idea to start organizing regular
meetings, for example, board game nights on Fridays. So that's what | did. We started gathering
at an anti-café and spending evenings playing board games. Over time, new people began to
join our group, and it became a great way to expand my social circle.

During one of these gatherings, | had an idea—I wanted to buy a BMW. | could afford it, and |
decided to share this thought with those around me because | believe that if you say your goal
out loud, your chances of achieving it increase. Of course, there will always be people who are
envious, and this can cause resistance. But if people support you, the goal becomes closer to
reality. Gradually, as summer approached, the idea of buying a BMW became stronger within
me.

The summer of 2019 was eventful. | went on more rafting trips, which | had become especially
fond of since my first trip in May 2018.

By the middle of the summer, | was already getting tired of only sending Nadya gifts through
VKontakte. | wanted to share more—pictures, videos. For that, | needed at least WhatsApp,
which meant | needed Nadya’s phone number. But getting it was not so simple. | tried calling her
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dance school several times, hoping that someone from the staff could help, but each time | was
refused. Once | was even told that Nadya herself had asked them not to give her contact
information to anyone.

This upset me a lot, but | wasn’t ready to give up. After all, we live in Russia, where you can get
almost anything if you know how. After searching online for a bit, | found a lawyer who helped
me acquire her phone number for 5,000 rubles. So now | had Nadya’s contact information.

That summer, | also decided to renovate my beloved brother llya’s room and invest some
serious money in it. | wanted to do something special for him. | replaced the windows, put up
new wallpaper, installed a new ceiling, and put in a lamp with a remote control. For complete
comfort, | bought him a huge Samsung TV with a curved screen and a PlayStation. In addition, |
bought a new sofa and wardrobe so that the room would be not only cozy but also functional.
Now my brother llya is happy, and his renovated room has become the perfect place to relax.

In July 2019, | contacted Ruslan from the Unification Church and found out that he was
organizing a volunteer program near Yekaterinburg. In August, there was going to be a
marathon there, and before that, it was necessary to clear the course, set up the stage, and
organize logistics for the participants. Ruslan was recruiting a team of volunteers willing to
spend a week in a tent camp, working to improve the forest area: trimming branches, clearing
the road, cutting fallen trees, and preparing the site for the event. Also, on the day of the
marathon itself, our job was to provide water and other necessary support to the participants.

I immediately decided | wanted to go. It was not only a chance to take part in an interesting
project, but also an opportunity to meet old friends, make new ones, and experience the spirit of
teamwork. We really did live in tents, worked outdoors, and felt that we were contributing to an
important event.

What | especially remember is that during the breaks between work, | read a lot. In the winter, |
had bought a tablet, and it turned out to be a great companion on this trip. | brought with me the
book “Chaos Theory” because | had long wanted to understand the subject. It was a challenging
but fascinating read that broadened my horizons and helped me understand more deeply the
patterns that govern complex systems.

Chaos theory studies how small changes in initial conditions can lead to drastically different
results. This is especially noticeable in meteorology—modern weather forecasting models are
based on this concept. Even minimal variations in data on temperature, pressure, or humidity
can eventually result in completely different meteorological scenarios. This effect is known as
the “butterfly effect’—when a seemingly insignificant action, such as the flap of a butterfly’s
wing, can eventually influence the formation of a hurricane on the other side of the world.

As | delved into this theory, | also became acquainted with the concept of
fractals—mathematical objects that can be seen as the visual manifestation of chaos. Fractals
are characterized by the fact that their parts repeat the structure of the whole, at any scale. One
of the most famous examples is the fractal geometry of Benoit Mandelbrot, where endless
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self-similarity is observed in natural objects: snowflakes, clouds, coastlines, the branching of
trees, and lightning.

Fractals show that chaos is not really chaotic but obeys hidden laws.

When people asked me why | was doing this, | answered simply: “I need to understand; | need
to know what it is and how to work with it. | want to know the basic principles.” Although | didn’t
manage to finish the entire book, | got through the key ideas and felt that | was coming closer to
a deeper understanding of how the world works. The volunteer experience was also
invaluable—I helped, learned, communicated, and received an energy boost. As a result, this
trip became one of the brightest events of that summer.

Sometime in early autumn, | finally bought a BMW X6—the dream | had pursued for so long
became a reality.

Soon after, my English teacher changed. Before, | had a woman as a teacher, but she had
some personal issues, so | was assigned a new teacher. This time, | chose a native speaker,
and my new teacher was Erwin from South Africa, who had British roots. From then on, we
started meeting three times a week for English lessons. This was an excellent decision, and we
are still friends and keep in touch. Erwin from South Africa turned out to be not only a great
teacher but also a good friend.

Chapter 46. A Field That Bore No Fruit

Despite my sincere desire to find a girlfriend, my efforts led nowhere. In mid-September 2019,
while scrolling through my VKontakte feed, | came across an ad for a pickup school. They
promised to “boost your charisma and confidence”—it sounded loud, almost comical.

| approached it with a dose of skepticism, but thought: if nothing else is working, why not at least
give it a try? It couldn’t get any worse. Besides, | felt obliged to do something if | truly wanted to
change my situation. They were having an open house soon, so | decided to go—just to see
what it was all about.

On the appointed day, | drove to their office, not far from the Kuntsevskaya metro station. We
were led into a hall where a young man, radiating confidence, began a motivational lecture. The
whole thing felt like a classic marketing funnel: emotional pressure, persuasion techniques,
intimidation. “You'll grow old alone,” “you’ll have to marry the first random neighbor’—every
statement was aimed at triggering anxiety and a sense of urgency. At one point, he even told a
story about a guy with cerebral palsy who, according to him, took the course and found a
girlfriend. It was an obvious trick: if even he could do it, then you definitely can, too. The
emotional pressure ramped up by the minute.

| can’t say his words truly struck me—rather, | already had a growing resolve to change
something. | felt it was time to act, time to at least try. | wanted to get moving, to break out of
stagnation, and | was ready to move forward, even if the path seemed dubious. What’'s more, |
seriously considered taking the individual course right away—for 200,000 rubles. And even
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though | was nearly convinced, the coach kept piling on the pressure: only today, only now, a
unique discount. But honestly, it didn’t matter to me anymore—the money was there, and my
desire to change outweighed my doubts. | paid. | signed up for the individual course.

And so the first meetings with the instructor began. At first, everything was in the format of
individual lessons. He immediately started talking about “secrets”—as if he really knew how
things worked. According to him, everything started with posture, a confident look, proper
speech, your walk, and clear articulation. You had to control your intonation, keep your back
straight, avoid fidgeting, speak slowly and clearly, don’t rush. He insisted that this is what
creates the first impression and sets the tone for interaction. | listened, took it in, and tried to
apply everything. | followed his instructions: approached women, tried to start conversations,
completed the assignments. But, honestly, | kept getting rejected over and over.

At some point, seeing that | still wasn’t getting the results | wanted, the instructor decided to
connect me to the group classes that took place on weekends. There, several students
gathered, assignments were given in a group format, and the atmosphere was a bit lighter—you
felt you weren’t alone, that others were in the same boat, and that boosted your confidence.

Besides, in the “field"—that’s what we called the streets—a whole group would now go out, and
the process stopped feeling so scary.

At these sessions, the instructors kept repeating one main rule—*“Next.” It sounded like a
universal remedy: if you get rejected—don’t think about it, don’t worry, just move on.

At first, | even liked this rule. There really was something liberating in not being dependent on
rejection, not getting stuck in self-doubt. Just keep moving.

But over time, | started to notice how my attitude toward people was changing. You stopped
listening to what a person was actually saying—you just recorded: “Did it work or not?” And if
not—Next. Not as a sign of respect, but as a form of sorting.

One of the assignments that weekend really stuck with me: you had to approach any girl on the
street and keep the conversation going for at least five minutes. Don’t run away, don’t give
up—ijust stand there and talk.

| went out into the “field,” spotted two girls on Nikolskaya Street, and approached them with the
standard “Hi.” The girls immediately put up their guard, but | knew: | had five minutes, and | had
to endure.

They tried to ignore me, but, realizing | had to stall for time, | kept the conversation going, trying
to establish at least some dialogue. Finally, the girls went up to a security guard at GUM and
said, “This young man won'’t leave us alone.” The security guard looked at me, and |, without
losing my composure, said, “She’s my girlfiend—we had a fight this morning and now I'm trying
to make up with her.” The guard chuckled, “I see, young love, all right.” The girls were
completely bewildered, but | stayed calm—in that moment it felt like a win. When five minutes
were up, | simply said, “Okay, that’s it, bye,” and left. Assignment accomplished.
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Still, despite all my efforts, rejections kept coming one after another. Aimost every attempt at
getting acquainted led nowhere, and over time, it started to wear me out.

But one day, during yet another assignment on Red Square, things turned out differently. | met a
girl from Perm. We struck up a conversation, exchanged contacts, and later | even flew to Perm
to visit her. We walked around the city, rode the Ferris wheel—had a great time. The relationship
didn’t work out, but that wasn’t so important to me. | love to travel, and spending a couple of
days in a new city in good company was a cool experience in itself. Of course, the trainers gave
me a talking-to: you shouldn’t invest so much for one girl. But | didn’t care.

Two months of classes passed. | tried, completed assignments, went into the “field,” talked,
analyzed, worked on myself. But | still didn’t really manage to connect with anyone. There were
conversations, there were attempts, but not a single one led to even a first date. It all went by
quickly, leaving behind a strange aftertaste: on the one hand, I'd tried a lot, conquered my fear,
stepped out of my comfort zone... but there was still no tangible result.

At the end of the course, they added me to their “secret” chat—something like a closed club for
the “initiated.” There, participants shared “cases,” discussed approaches, and asked for advice
if a girl turned them down. But what | saw there truly shocked me.

If someone failed—it was their fault. It meant they picked the wrong technique, said the wrong
words, didn’t show enough dominance. The possibility that the girl just didn’t want to, wasn’t
ready, or simply wasn'’t obliged to say yes was never considered.

A rejection was never acknowledged as another person’s independent choice—it was seen as a
system error, a bug that had to be fixed. No agency. No freedom. A woman wasn’t a person, but
an “object” you had to find the “key” for.

One guy wrote that a girl refused to go home with him because she had a job interview in the

morning. He asked in the chat, “Guys, what do | do about this?”—as if that wasn’t an answer,

but a bug in the code. And they seriously advised him: “Push harder,” “You gave up too soon,”
“She’s not warmed up enough.”

| felt sick. All this felt like “a secret told to the whole world.” Private circumstances, doubts,

genuine “no’s"—were thrown out to a hundred strangers and turned into puzzles to crack.

That was when | realized where | had ended up. This was not a school of manliness—it was a
culture of denial. Denial of someone else’s freedom, rejection, choice, will. Denial of the person
themselves.

You’re not a loser—you’re just “not trained enough.” You don’t respect a “no”—you “just didn’t
push hard enough.” You’re not crossing a line—you’re “using a technique.”

But the essence is the same: this was Darwinism without a soul. The ideology of the predator.
Here, love is weakness, and a person is a resource. There’s no reciprocity. Feelings are a
hindrance. Respect is a loss.
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| left. For good. Not because | lost—but because | saw.

When “no” becomes a challenge, and a living person is just an “unsuccessfully processed
case,” this is no longer seduction. It’s violence. Just wrapped in pseudo-science.

I am not an alpha. | am a human being.

Chapter 47. Journey to Kenya

The end of 2019 marked a time of decisive change for me. Once again, | turned to the company
"Adventure Club" and chose a tour to Kenya, setting out on my journey a week before New Year
2021.

On the day of my departure from Domodedovo, | felt confident and unhurried: the minibus from
the Domodedovskaya metro station was supposed to take me to the airport in just 25 minutes.
But reality had its own plans—the minibus stood still for half an hour, and time was slipping
away quickly. Realizing that | was at risk of missing check-in, | felt my anxiety building. With only
five minutes left until check-in closed, | was still on the road.

That was when | received a phone call—an Emirates Airlines representative wanted to know if |
still intended to appear at check-in. This was an unexpectedly pleasant surprise. | hastily
assured them | would be there in 5—10 minutes, and to my amazement, they promised to wait
for me. It was a small miracle that helped me pull myself together and calm down.

After passing through check-in and customs, | relaxed a little, but another unexpected turn
awaited me. By mistake, | was waiting for my flight in the wrong place, and when | realized it, |
looked at the clock and saw that my terminal was far away, while the plane was about to depart.
| started thinking about buying another ticket. Panic set in. | began rushing around the airport,
and staff started paying attention to me.

I had to go through customs again to exit and enter the airport, and at one point, my passport
was taken away. At that moment, | unexpectedly got another call from the airline, asking where |
was wandering, since the plane was waiting specifically for me. That was a real wow effect! |
immediately found the people who had taken my passport, got it back, and hurried to the
terminal. When | finally arrived, they let me onto the plane, and it took off right after that. My
journey to Kenya began with a sense of personal triumph.

The flight to Abu Dhabi was calm, and at the airport, | started to feel the atmosphere of the
Middle East. Ahead of me was a long trip to Nairobi, but my layover in Abu Dhabi lasted almost
a whole day, and | decided to use this time to explore the city. | ordered an economy taxi and
was pleasantly surprised when a Lexus arrived—a reminder of the wealth and luxury of Abu
Dhabi.

Despite the limited time, | managed to stroll through the futuristic streets, where you could
literally feel the energy of technology and luxury. That brief encounter with the city left an
unforgettable impression, adding a special color to my journey to Kenya.

145



Arriving in Nairobi, | noticed a young man with a backpack at the airport and wondered if he
might also be a participant in the same tour as me. We quickly introduced ourselves—and
indeed, his name was Kirill. He was a bit older than me and, like me, a programmer. We decided
to head to the hotel together, where we would meet the rest of the group. Kirill was from Saint
Petersburg, and we immediately hit it off.

| felt that all the small trials | had overcome on my way here made this moment even more
meaningful. My goal—to see the savanna, encounter wild animals in their natural habitat, and
immerse myself fully in the atmosphere of a true African adventure—was closer than ever. The
first steps on Kenyan soil already promised not just a journey, but a true inner transformation.

Upon arrival at the hotel, we finally met the other participants of our tour. Our group turned out
to be quite diverse: several people, each with their own unique experiences and goals, but all
united by a shared passion for adventure. Our guide made a strong impression as a true
professional—an experienced and knowledgeable person who immediately inspired trust and
confidence that an exciting and safe journey awaited us. Kirill and |, who had already become
friends on the way, were assigned to the same room, which only strengthened our connection.

One of the group members mentioned that in Kenya you could find and purchase a drug called
khat, which is considered a kind of legal stimulant here. Out of curiosity and a thirst for
adventure, Kirill and | decided to go out that evening to buy it. We managed to find khat and
returned to the hotel with our purchase. In our room, we started experimenting, and soon
another participant, Bogdan, joined us, eager to share this unusual experience. We felt like
explorers, ready to discover something new, even if it was a bit risky. This experience gave us a
lot of emotions and became one of those stories that will stay in our memories forever.

Kenya was the first country of real black Africa for me, and this only increased my curiosity and
excitement.

On the second day, we went for a walk around Nairobi. The city amazed me with its contrasts:
broken traffic lights, many Christian churches, missionaries on the streets, and the constant
movement of people. All this created a striking mix of modernity and tradition, adding a unique
atmosphere.

In the evening, after our walk, Kirill and | decided to go to the movies. It was another little
adventure. The film was in English—"Jumaniji: The Next Level." It finished around ten or eleven
at night. When we left the cinema, the police immediately stopped us. They checked our
passports and warned us that walking around this area might be unsafe.

Despite the warning, we decided to keep going. But after another passerby also advised us to
be careful, we got genuinely scared. Seeing a church nearby, we approached the security guard
and asked him to keep an eye on us while we called a taxi. When we asked if it was safe there,
the guard replied that it wasn’t; we’d better call for a ride. We followed his advice, ordered an
Uber, and safely returned to the hotel.
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This episode was a reminder that even in a beautiful place like Nairobi, you should always stay
alert.

The first part of our expedition was climbing Point Lenana, one of the three main peaks of
Mount Kenya, with an elevation of 4,985 meters. The peak was named after Lenana, one of the
well-known chiefs of the Maasai tribe, who have long inhabited the lands around the mountain.
Point Lenana is considered the most accessible for tourists, unlike the more challenging peaks
Batian (5,199 m) and Nelion (5,188 m). Climbing this peak is both a physical challenge and a
chance to enjoy breathtaking panoramic views of the savannas and surroundings of Kenya.

We set off by minibus, enjoying the magnificent landscapes of the savannas, often called the
cradle of humanity. The group was truly wonderful—these were new acquaintances with people
of different backgrounds and interests.

On the way to the base of the mountain, we crossed the equator. It was both fascinating and
entertaining: we were stopped at the equator, and the Kenyans showed us interesting water
experiments. The water spun clockwise in the southern hemisphere and counterclockwise in the
northern, and exactly on the equator, the water flowed straight down with no swirling. After this
captivating moment, we continued our journey.

Reaching the base of Mount Kenya, we handed our backpacks to the sherpas—Ilocal guides
specializing in helping climbers. The sherpas confidently carried our things up, making our
journey easier and allowing us to focus entirely on the climb. What’s more, they always tried to
arrive at rest stops ahead of us to prepare everything we’d need, including meals. One funny
moment was when one group member, Bogdan, decided to bring several cans of beer to enjoy
at the summit. This unexpected cargo made us smile and laugh, but the sherpas, unaware,
carried it as diligently as the rest of our gear.

Each day was full of impressions, and at night we stayed in campsites. We slept in tents, and
each night we marveled at a sky scattered with millions of stars. The Milky Way was so clear
and vivid it seemed you could reach out and touch it. The climb lasted three days, and these
nights under the open sky became truly magical moments when time seemed to freeze and we
felt part of something greater, majestic, and infinite.

On the last day of the ascent, December 31, we woke up at two in the morning to reach the
summit by sunrise and began our climb. Despite the fatigue and cold, the drive to reach the top
gave us strength. And then, just after sunrise, we finally reached the summit of Point Lenana. It
was cold, the thin air made breathing harder, but the breathtaking view from the top was worth
all the effort: in the distance, the majestic Kilimanjaro volcano stood out, its outline fading into
the clear sky.

We savored every moment—taking photos, laughing, and just soaking in this unforgettable
atmosphere. When it was time to descend, we had an equally exciting way down. After we had
descended a bit, we were suddenly surrounded by monkeys, as if they were welcoming us. In
their amusing company, our whole group celebrated the New Year of 2020, the last year of the
decade. This brought us together, making it one of the most unusual and memorable New
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Year’s celebrations of my life. That moment, full of mixed feelings—fatigue, joy, wonder, and
delight—will stay in my memory forever.

After celebrating the New Year, on the morning of January 1, we continued our descent and
played different games, such as lateral thinking puzzles (games where you have to guess the
story based on leading questions). | love things like that: sometimes | remember new puzzles,
sometimes | suggest my own. This added even more fun and a friendly atmosphere to our way
down.

Ahead of us was another amazing adventure—a three-day safari, which left an indelible mark in
our memory. We stayed in cozy bungalows nestled in greenery right in the safari park. Every
day, early in the morning, as the sun began to gild the treetops, we ventured into the wild in
jeeps to observe animals in their natural habitat.

One of the most memorable moments was seeing the king of the savanna—the lion. He sat in
proud solitude, majestically surveying the surroundings, as if guarding his domain. Not far from
him were lionesses—graceful and strong, they seemed the embodiment of calm power. Our
guide told us about the structure of the pride, how the lionesses hunt and protect the young, and
how the lion defends the territory and maintains order. It was a true drama of nature, unfolding
before our eyes.

Wildebeests grazed peacefully on the vast plains, their slender figures almost motionless
against the endless meadows. They looked so harmonious in their surroundings, as if they were
an inseparable part of the landscape, not noticing us—outside observers. When we crossed the
border into Tanzania, we saw hippos basking in the cool river water, sometimes snorting and
submerging, creating a sense of tranquility and safety. We also saw crocodiles lazily sunning
themselves on the bank.

When we returned to Kenya, we were greeted by giraffes, elegantly stretching their long necks
to reach the treetops. Cheetahs lounged on tree branches, enjoying the shade, and a mighty
rhinoceros moved slowly and confidently across the plains, while above him circled an oxpecker
bird, as if following him and creating an amazing contrast of majestic strength and lightness.
The oxpecker and the rhino are in a symbiotic relationship called mutualism. The oxpecker
cleans the rhino's skin of parasites such as ticks and helps keep the animal healthy, receiving
food and protection in return. The rhino also benefits, as the bird warns it of possible danger by
making loud noises when threats approach. Such cooperation shows how complex and
interconnected relationships between the savanna’s inhabitants can be.

It was an unforgettable sight, as if the pages of nature documentaries had come to life, giving us
the chance to touch this amazing, untamed world of wildlife.

After the safari, we were taken to a Maasai tribe. The Maasai are a semi-nomadic people living
in East Africa, mainly in Kenya and Tanzania. Their history goes back about a thousand years,
and they still preserve many of their ancient traditions. The Maasai lead a semi-nomadic
lifestyle, raising livestock and following seasonal migrations in search of pasture for their herds.
They are known for their vibrant culture, traditional way of life, and deep respect for nature,
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which is reflected in their careful use of resources and harmony with the environment. Here |
had a unique opportunity to get in touch with the life, culture, and traditions of this ancient
people. This experience was truly incredible and left a lasting memory.

A particularly vivid moment was meeting the chief's son, with whom | took a commemorative
photo. This picture is not just a shot, but a symbol of the Maasai’s hospitality and openness,
their willingness to share their world with strangers who find themselves in their settlement. We
were shown how craftsmen make fire—not with matches or a lighter as we are used to, but with
simple sticks. For them, this is an everyday routine, part of their survival in the harsh conditions
of the savanna.

We looked inside their homes, modest dwellings built from natural materials—sticks and dung.
Despite the simplicity of their construction, they amazed us with their thoughtfulness and
incredible ability to protect inhabitants from the intense heat and rain. These homes embodied
not just endurance but also wisdom accumulated over many generations—the ability to live in
harmony with nature, using only what it provides. This was a lesson in adaptation and respect
for the world around us.

The Maasai opened up not just their home but an entire philosophy of life based on a close
connection to nature, its rhythms, and its laws. Their way of life, their traditions, their pride and
dignity impressed me, making me reflect on what true freedom and strength of spirit really
mean. This encounter remained in my heart as a living example of how you can live simply but
with dignity, in harmony with the world around you.

Upon returning from Kenya, | was full of emotions and inspiration. This trip left a deep mark on
my soul, giving me a mountain of impressions that | reflected on for a long time. However, soon
after, the world changed dramatically: COVID-19 was declared, and the first attempt at working
from home began.

In March 2020, the WHO declared the COVID-19 outbreak a pandemic, as the disease spread
around the world, causing serious problems in health care and the economy.

Chapter 48. COVID-19

| intended to resume running, start eating properly, and sign up for the gym—in general, to
return to my usual routine and get back to my daily business. But everything went differently
than | had expected. At the end of January 2020, news feeds started filling up with reports about
the outbreak of a new coronavirus in China, and by early February, the World Health
Organization (WHO) had issued an official warning about a potential pandemic. My intuition
immediately told me that this would reach Russia as well, and that it would affect us too,
although many around me were more optimistic. For example, Dima, our DevOps engineer,
believed that it would turn out to be a temporary outbreak and that everything would soon calm
down.

However, with each passing day, the situation worsened, and it became clear that the virus was
spreading faster than expected. By March 30, reality became undeniable: strict self-isolation
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measures were introduced in Moscow. We officially switched to remote work, gyms closed
down, and going outside was prohibited except for cases of absolute necessity—commuting to
work if remote work was not possible, visiting the nearest store or pharmacy, or taking a short
walk with a pet. All these measures were intended to reduce contact between people and slow
the spread of the virus.

This was when the real period of remote work began. Before this, our company had insisted on
working from the office, believing that this reduced the time spent on meetings and negotiations
and sped up the development process. However, when everyone switched to remote work, it
became clear that the business functioned just fine and without any loss in efficiency.

Working from home, | felt my plans falling apart one after another. Instead of starting to run in
the mornings or going to the gym, | found myself locked within four walls. Life started to feel
slow and static, as if the world around me had been put on indefinite pause. My “return to my
usual routine” turned into a long period of waiting, full of uncertainty and anxiety. Waiting for the
moment when it would be possible to simply go outside again without fear of being stopped or
feeling as though you were breaking some invisible rules.

At first, | stayed home and followed all the restrictions, but due to the strict regulations, you
could only travel with special permits that had to be filled out online. Closer to May, | allowed
myself to go out in my BMW for the first time. Once, | made a mistake when filling out the
permit—I entered the wrong license plate number, which resulted in a 5,000-ruble fine. Quite an
adventure.

Nevertheless, during this time | started to have some interesting thoughts: if working from home
had become the norm, and no one cared where | was working from, why not try moving
somewhere else? At that moment, when most countries remained closed, the borders were
open with only three countries: the United Kingdom, Turkey, and Tanzania. This restriction made
me consider moving to one of these countries, and England seemed the most suitable option.

| started to take this idea seriously. Working from the UK could offer me many useful
opportunities. First, | would be in an English-speaking environment, which would help me
improve my language skills. Second, living in England would allow me to become more familiar
with its rich history and culture and to visit many famous and unique places that | had long
wanted to see. Finally, moving to the West had always been my dream, and this step could
bring me closer to making it come true. | also hoped that | would be able to make interesting
new acquaintances that could expand my social circle and bring new experiences.

To think things over more clearly, | went on a short trip to the foothills of Elbrus. This helped me
recharge, gain energy, and focus on my next steps.

When | returned from Elbrus, | started actively preparing for the move to England. But during
this period, | became increasingly preoccupied with my personal life, particularly the situation
with Nadya. | struggled to pull myself together. It bothered me that | was doing everything
right—traveling, working, setting meaningful goals, trying to be reasonable and responsible—but
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still could not get through to her. | decided that if | shared my life story with her, maybe she
would finally hear me.

| kept trying to win her attention through messages and gifts on VKontakte, hoping that this
would melt her heart. This time, | decided to take a more serious approach and wrote the story
of my life. It was not as detailed or structured as the one | am creating now through this book,
but back then it seemed like a decent alternative. | understood that Nadya might have her own
reasons for staying silent. Perhaps her past experiences or her own feelings prevented her from
talking to me. | was not trying to force her to respond, but | hoped that by sharing my story she
would see my sincere intentions and, maybe, decide to explain her actions. Even though it was
hard for me to accept her silence, | tried to respect her right to make her own choice and not
communicate if that's what she wanted.

During this period, | came up with what seemed to me at the time a wonderful idea that might
attract her attention. | decided to paint a picture of a cat for Nadya—a gift that would symbolize
my feelings and an attempt to reconnect. For this, | bought a coloring set at the "Leonardo”
store, along with paints and brushes, and spent a month working on the painting. In my opinion,
the cat turned out very cute, and | intended to give it to Nadya soon, hoping that this gesture
would melt the ice between us.

In the autumn of 2020, | decided to make one last attempt to restore my relationship with

Nadya. After my previous efforts to explain my position had brought no results, | decided to
come in person to the dance school where she taught. | was sure that meeting face to face
would help clarify the situation and maybe restore at least part of our mutual understanding.

This time | decided not just to talk to her, but also to give her the cat painting | had made
specifically for her. This was my work over the course of a month—a carefully painted coloring
book page in which | had invested a lot of hope. | believed that this heartfelt gift would help
reestablish our connection.

Before going, | told Nadya about my intentions. To document this important moment for me, |
asked my long-time friend Natasha to accompany me and record everything on camera.
Natasha agreed to help, and we went together to the school where | hoped to give Nadya the
painting and maybe clear up all misunderstandings.

When we arrived, the staff immediately recognized me. Ekaterina T., the school director and one
of Nadya's colleagues and friends, began typing something on her phone—I was sure she was
warning Nadya that | had arrived. After a while, Nadya appeared. She was holding her phone
and began filming me. Despite the anxiety and emotional tension, | approached her and said,
"Nadya, let's talk, let's figure things out." | knew | looked nervous, but it was hard to control my
feelings at that moment. Everything felt too important, too personal.

However, as before, it ended with nothing. We kept filming each other with our phones, and |
realized nothing was changing. In the end, | said, "Okay, girls, I'll get what | want anyway," and
left.
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Natasha and | went to a nearby café to wait for Nadya to finish work. During this time, | withdrew
about two thousand dollars from an ATM, hoping that maybe money would help smooth things
over or at least start a conversation. When we returned to the dance school, Nadya was already
gone. The only person | met was Ekaterina T. on a bicycle and a few other staff members.

At first, Ekaterina reacted sharply to my appearance and tried to avoid talking. | drove around
the dance school, passing through the courtyards, and, coming back, stopped next to her again.
| offered her a thousand dollars, hoping that this might help start a conversation or at least pass
on my message to Nadya. But her reaction was unexpectedly cold. She pulled out her phone
and began filming me, sarcastically saying, "Oh, you're offering me a bribe." Then, glancing at
my car—a BMW X6 at that time—she added with disdain, "The car is great, but you're a terrible
person."

These words hurt me more than | expected. | calmly replied, "Then help me become a better
person." This answer seemed to catch her off guard. | noticed that my remark got to her, but
instead of replying, she looked at Natasha, my camera operator sitting next to me in the car, and
said, "There's such a beautiful girl sitting next to you." Her implication was clear—she seemed
to think | should be dating Natasha. But this assumption annoyed me, because that was not the
point at all. At that moment, what mattered to me was to talk to Nadya, to hear her opinion.
Although | didn’t say this aloud, that was what | kept thinking.

| just smiled in response, deciding not to continue the conversation, realizing it would not lead to
anything useful. Soon after, | left, feeling that my attempt to establish a dialogue had failed.
Nothing worked out, but at least | showed them my car.

Her cold attitude seemed to be related to whatever Nadya might have told her about me. With
every step, it felt like | was only widening the gap between us.

This episode made me realize again that neither money nor success—not even status symbols
like my car—could change someone else’s opinion if they were set against you from the start.

After | first went to the dance school to talk to Nadya, | still wanted to give her the cat painting.
The cat was finished, and | had to do something with it. | decided to go again the next week,
hoping this gesture would help restore our relationship.

| arrived early and waited for a long time, but it turned out that Nadya hadn’t come at all that day.
Nobody bothered to tell me right away. | waited for half the evening, and only later did two girls,
as if by accident, start saying to each other, "Oh, Nadya isn’t here today." It sounded like they
were doing it on purpose, not wanting to tell me directly. | thought, "Damn, why couldn’t they just
say it outright?" But there was nothing left to do but leave and come back the following week.

This time Nadya was there. | sat and waited for her to finish work. At one point, | even asked
Ekaterina T. if Nadya was at the school. She remained silent, but it became clear that Nadya
was there. | waited for a chance to talk to her and finally hand over the painting.
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So, when Nadya was about to leave, her boyfriend suddenly appeared. He walked right past
me, as if to prove something. But | was sitting quietly with the painting; all | needed was to hand
it over and maybe have a conversation. His presence didn’t bother me—ten boyfriends could
walk by, | only cared about one thing.

After some time, Nadya came out. | thought, “Now we’ll talk, now at least I'll explain something.”
But they just walked past me, not paying any attention to me. We reached the elevator, but
instead of taking it, they went down the stairs. | followed them, trying to figure out what was
going on. Nadya went to return the keys, closing up the dance school, and | stood next to her
boyfriend. At one point, | touched him, to which he responded sharply: “Don’t touch me.” |
replied, “Or what?” He grimaced, but we kept walking.

| was still holding the painting and just wanted to hand it over. We approached their car, some
cheap tin can. | said, “Okay, guys, that’s it, just take the painting, and I'll leave.” Nadya was
nervous; her irritation was obvious. | didn’t want to make things worse, so | put the painting in
their car and left.

Later, when | returned, | saw my painting by the dumpster. All my work, my effort had been
ignored and thrown away. Most likely, it was Nadya’s boyfriend who did it, which made the
situation even more bitter. A person who had never created anything with his own hands could
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so easily throw away someone else’s effort, as if it had no value at all. Once again, no one
listened to me or paid attention, and the painting | had put so much hope and effort into was
unwanted. It was horrible to realize—like being sent into the void all over again.

| continued living my life, though as it turned out, this was not the end of it. One weekend | got
very drunk. | drank the whole day, starting almost in the morning, and in a drunken state, | called
Nadya. To my surprise, she answered. We were silent for a while before she said, “Hello.” It was
the most beautiful voice | had ever heard. Hearing it, my blood pressure shot up. | was
overwhelmed with emotion, and the first thing that burst out of me was, “Maybe | should go see
your father?”—not understanding why | even said that. These words frightened Nadya, and she
immediately hung up. | was terribly ashamed of my behavior. | realized that | had acted horribly
once again.

After this incident, while | was still trying to make sense of my actions, my manager told me that
a woman had called the company, introducing herself as Nadya. She asked the management to
help ensure that | stopped contacting her, because | was bothering her. This made me even
more confused and angry. Nadya had refused to speak to me directly when she had the chance,
but decided to involve my boss. | couldn’t understand her logic—instead of simply asking me to
leave her alone herself, she chose to go through my company.

In my conversation with my manager, | stated my position clearly: the personal life of any
employee is outside the scope of management if it does not directly affect their professional
duties. My calm but firm statement that my manager should stay out of such matters was
well-founded. The confidentiality of private life is protected not only by moral principles but also
by law.

The fact is, under Russian law, particularly Article 23 of the Constitution of the Russian
Federation, every citizen is guaranteed the right to privacy. The Labor Code also emphasizes
that interference in an employee's personal life can only be justified when it directly affects the
performance of their job duties.

In her conversation with my manager, Nadya claimed that our last conversation, in which we
supposedly sorted out all our relationship issues, was a long time ago and that there was
nothing left between us. But this was far from true, because the last significant thing she told me
in December 2014 was that | needed to correct my mistakes, and there was no mention that |
should disappear from her life.

That is why | have always believed, and still believe, that there were unresolved issues between
Nadya and me. This sense of unresolvedness became one of the main reasons why | started
writing this book. It is important for me to be heard, and | hope that this story will help me not
only to better understand myself but also to convey my sincere feelings and thoughts to Nadya.
It is important to me that she realizes that | never wanted to hurt her; our relationship always
meant a lot to me, maybe even more than it might seem at first glance.

Of course, | understood that her actions were probably shaped by her past experiences, but the
reason for her silence remained a mystery to me. Her reaching out to my company reminded me
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of how, in 2019, | sent emotional letters to Ekaterina T., the director of the dance school where
Nadya worked. At that time, | hoped that through her | could establish at least some
communication with Nadya. Perhaps those letters left a certain impression, which is why she
preferred to act in such a roundabout way rather than talk to me directly.

Although | kept moving forward, accepting the possibility that our paths might diverge, | still
hoped that one day Nadya would understand my feelings and see my attempts to connect not
as obsession, but as a sincere desire to speak the truth. If she ever wants to talk, | will be ready
to listen to her and accept her point of view, even if it is radically different from mine. Realizing
that | cannot change her choice, | understood that | needed to find a way to deal with my own
feelings and thoughts.

Before making my dream of working from the UK a reality, where new challenges and
opportunities awaited me, | realized | first needed to improve my health. My habits of smoking
and drinking were draining the energy | would need in Britain. Opening the website of my
favorite organization, Club of Adventures, | found information about an upcoming trip to the
Caucasus, to Mezmay—a little-known gem of the Caucasus Mountains, located in the
picturesque valley of the Belaya River in the Republic of Adygea. This secluded spot is famous
for its pristine nature, clean mountain air, and unique trekking routes, making it an ideal place for
those seeking solitude and peace. Considering that borders were closed almost everywhere, |
realized there could be no better place for a reset and to get rid of built-up emotions and habits.

On the appointed day, after buying plane tickets in advance, | headed to Krasnodar. After
arriving at the airport, | went to the Krasnodar-1 train station, where our group was supposed to
gather. | met all sorts of people: a father and son, a family with children, and others. Among
them was Dina, with whom | struck up a conversation. From there, we all headed to Mezmay
together. In Mezmay, we were met by a couple, a young man and his girlfriend, who became our
guides for the week ahead.

First, we checked into the hotel, where we were well-fed, and spent the evening getting to know
one another. The real adventure began on the second day. Our group set out for hikes to nearby
places of interest, including the Eagle’s Ledge—a rocky outcrop high above the valley, offering
breathtaking views of the surrounding mountains and forests. This place was one of the first
unique experiences of our trip. We also took an exciting train ride through the Guamka Gorge,
famous for its steep cliffs and beautiful scenery, which allowed us to enjoy the stunning
landscapes and the unique nature of this place.

Our guides organized excursions that allowed us to get to know the way of life in Mezmay in
more depth. One of the most memorable moments was meeting a local blacksmith who not only
showed us his workshop but also talked in detail about the forging process. This encounter was
especially interesting for me as a city dweller. The blacksmith turned out to be a key figure in the
town, not only engaged in blacksmithing but also making a big contribution to the improvement
of Mezmay. We also visited a weaving school, where we were shown the skills of local weavers.
This helped us better understand how the local residents live.
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Besides that, every evening after trekking, we gathered together and played all sorts of board
games. This was a great way to unite our group. The games helped us not only relax and have
fun but also get to know each other better.

Although the trip to the Caucasus, and especially to Mezmay, helped me reset my mind, after
returning | decided it was time to make some important changes in my life. One of these steps
was to sell my BMW X6. | realized that this car no longer fit my new stage in life, and selling it
would be a symbol that | was ready to

Chapter 49. United Kingdom

The United Kingdom had always been a long-held dream of mine. | had wanted to visit England
for a long time, and when the opportunity finally arose not only to visit the country but also to live
there for a while, | was thrilled. Even though it was during the period of COVID restrictions, | got
a visa and was ready for the trip. Many people tried to talk me out of it: “Igor, it's COVID, they
might not let you in,” but | was sure the border was open, and | couldn’t imagine they wouldn’t
let me in. One fine day, | packed my things and flew to England.

Upon arrival, | faced a lot of questions at customs. The officers asked, “Do you realize it's
COVID, and there’s a lockdown?” But | was full of enthusiasm and replied, “What COVID? I've
dreamed of this trip for a long time, saved up money, and now I've finally come.” They listened
to me carefully and asked where | would be living and how much money | had. Of course, |
didn’t mention that | was planning to work remotely, since | arrived as a tourist. In the end, they
asked me to show return tickets, which | didn’t have.

| had to urgently buy return tickets, naturally with the option to get a refund. While | was
searching for and purchasing them, there was a shift change at customs, and to my surprise,
after that, they let me through without any further questions—they didn’t even check the tickets.
That's how | ended up in London.

| rented a room in the city center, and it was important for me to have roommates who could
become my friends. That’s basically what happened—the people | lived with became my
company for the first while. During the first days, | hardly went outside because strict lockdown
rules were in place. If you broke the rules, you could get a £200 fine for the first offense,
increasing to £6,400 for repeated violations. But soon, | started going out to the store and
noticed that many people weren’t following the rules very strictly—they walked freely in the
streets, and enforcement seemed much less strict than | expected.

Although at first | tried to follow all the rules, over time | started going out more often for
shopping and exploring the neighborhood. And after a month, when the restrictions were eased,
| was already freely walking around London, enjoying its history and atmosphere.

That was how | spent December 2020. Closer to the end of the month, | got a call from EPAM, a
company that offered me the prospect of moving to the United States. This offer came after they
found out | was living in London. We scheduled an interview, but on the day it was supposed to
happen, | got sick—it turned out to be COVID. | spent two weeks in bed, watching all the
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episodes of the new “Sherlock” series with Benedict Cumberbatch. When | recovered, | got back
in touch with EPAM and we had the interview. Fortunately, everything went well and | got the
job.

Immediately after that, | informed my manager that | was quitting. At the same time, | reminded
him that his interference in my personal life, when he tried to pressure me because of Nadia,
was a violation of the Constitution and my right to privacy. It was important to me that Nadia
stopped living in her fantasies about me and finally saw reality. It matters to me to be heard, and
| wasn’t going to leave that issue unresolved.

After that, one of my flatmates in London also decided to become a programmer. When he
found out | was a software developer, he asked me to help him with a test assignment. We
solved it together, and it helped him move to the next stage of the interview process. This
flatmate had previously worked at Bloomberg, a large international company specializing in
financial data, news, and analytics. | was happy to help him.

Another flatmate was a kindergarten teacher from Brazil. We communicated with her and other
housemates, which helped me maintain social connections in London.

On one of my last days before leaving, | visited Cambridge. It's an amazing place with
magnificent architecture and history, and | was truly delighted by the trip.

At the beginning of February 2021, | returned to Moscow to wrap up everything at my current
job and prepare for the next stage of my life. | was full of motivation and joy, because | had a
concrete plan: within a year, | was going to move to the United States and start a new life.

Chapter 50. Management, Dina, Dancing, Sports, Travel

After returning from England, | once again faced the problem of my unsold BMW. Even before
the trip, | had given Nikolai a power of attorney to sell the car, counting on him to handle it
during the three months | was away. However, this did not happen. Every time | asked about it,
he had a new excuse: he was sick with COVID, then he went on vacation, or there were some
other reasons preventing him from starting the process. Only in February, after | returned, did
Nikolai remember that my car was sitting in his garage and finally posted an ad on a car sales
website.

That's when our disagreements began. | wanted to sell the car at a good price, while Nikolai
was eager to get rid of it as quickly as possible and receive the 30,000 rubles | had promised
him for his help. He immediately began to rush me, claiming that he was moving to a new
apartment soon and needed to speed up the process. Although, as it later turned out, his move
actually happened a year or two later.

After some time, Nikolai found a buyer, but as it turned out, this person was a reseller. As |
began negotiating with him, | found out that Nikolai had already promised him a substantial
discount, which | had never planned. He handed me a client who was already expecting a
lowered price, and | had to agree to terms that did not suit me at all. This behavior really made
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me angry, especially since at that time Nikolai was off snowboarding, leaving me to deal with the
sale on my own.

| decided to take back the car. | came to Kolya’s garage and met with his relatives. After taking
the car, | immediately met the reseller, who drove me to a dealership to sell it. On the way, he
told me how much he earned and explained that he would take a small percentage for helping
with the sale. | was shocked—why was | selling the car through a dealership and why did | have
to pay someone when | was the one selling the car?

In the end, we got to the dealership, sold the car for a bit more than | had planned, and the
reseller took his share of the profit. So now | already had someone to pay for helping with the
sale, and | realized | was not going to pay Kolya, who had practically done nothing. When |
refused to pay him, Kolya started accusing me of fraud, insisting that | owed him money for
“finding a buyer.” Even though | told him directly that he hadn't found anyone, Kolya kept
insisting.

Kolya lives in his own world, where finding a buyer for a car is some sort of major achievement.
He was sure he had done me a huge favor and that | owed him. | refused, and from that
moment, our friendship ended. Kolya remained convinced that he was right and that | was
simply dishonest.

Nevertheless, after starting my new job at EPAM and realizing that in a year and a half | would
be in the USA, | felt incredibly motivated. Working at EPAM became an important stage for me,
bringing me closer to fulfilling my dream of moving abroad. | wanted to arrive in the USA in top
physical shape, ready to start this new chapter of my life at my best.

So | decided to seriously focus on my health: | started running regularly, joined a gym, and
began training again with my old coach, Kirill.

At some point, | started messaging with Dina, whom | had met during a trip to Mezmay. This
was unexpected—we quickly found common ground, and each message seemed more and
more important. One day, | wrote to her that | was planning to move to the USA. | remember
how she responded with genuine joy for me, which surprised me a bit. Her support at that
moment was valuable, and it was then that | realized there was something more than just
friendship between us. We started talking about everything—plans, dreams, life. Gradually, our
conversations brought us closer, and soon Dina suggested we meet at the Tretyakov Gallery.

| accepted her invitation, and on International Women's Day, March 8th, we went there together.
That day stuck in my memory with its vivid paintings and long conversations in the shadow of
great artists’ works. After visiting the gallery, our connection deepened even more—it was as if
we understood each other on a new level.

At that time, | decided that | needed to change my life. The sense of new opportunities was
overwhelming. One of the steps | took was to enroll in a dance school, where | started learning
hustle. This was not just a new skill—it symbolized my readiness to move forward, to embrace

158



something new, even if it didn’t come easily at first. | also started taking stretching classes,
which became another challenge for myself.

By summer, my life had changed dramatically—I lost 20 kilograms, which felt like a huge
achievement. My body changed, but so did my confidence. During this time, Dina and | saw
each other often, walked around the city, supported each other, and went to dances together.
Our conversations grew more open, and each new day felt like a step forward in our
relationship.

One day, during one of those hot summer days, Dina and | were walking in the city center,
enjoying the warmth and light. We talked about everything: life, plans, the past. | was relaxed
and happy, but at some point, | mentioned Nadya—a former acquaintance with whom I'd once
been involved. It seemed like a simple and insignificant comment, but | immediately noticed
Dina tensing up. There was a shadow in her eyes, and | realized that this offhand remark had
triggered some deep emotions in her, even though | hadn’t expected it at all. That moment
made me reflect on what was happening between us and on how important it is to be careful
with another person’s feelings.

She stopped, looked at me with surprise and wide-open eyes, and said: “I thought guys like you
never had those kinds of problems.” In her eyes, | was always strong and confident, and her
words made me realize that she believed | was above such difficulties. Perhaps, at that
moment, | disappointed her, and her perception of me changed.

On one of the summer days, Dina suggested going to the movies. | was very busy and declined,
but later | became free and texted her that | was ready to go. However, her plans had already
changed. Nevertheless, | decided to go to the cinema by myself. The movie was “Cruella”
(2021)—the origin story of one of Disney’s most famous villains. The film made an impression
on me, but what | especially remembered was that next to me sat a woman who, like me, was
watching it alone.

When the movie ended, it was already close to midnight, and it turned out that the woman and |
were heading in the same direction down the street. | caught up with her and struck up a
conversation. We talked about the movie, including how charismatically the main character was
portrayed. At some point, | asked if she identified with Cruella, to which she smiled and replied,
“Everyone probably wants to identify with her...” After that, the conversation moved to general
topics—work, life, plans. Then she said that she was flying to Sochi right now, that very night. |
was surprised, but half-jokingly suggested that | join her. | genuinely hoped she would agree
and take me with her—I wanted some adventure. And that’s exactly what happened. She
agreed.

We went to her place so she could pack her things, and then to my place so | could grab mine.
After that, we headed to the airport, bought tickets, and flew to Sochi. By morning, we were
there. The day started with breakfast at a nearby café, and then we went to the beach.

A funny thing happened at the beach: it was a weekday, and | was supposed to have a work
meeting. | decided to skip it, saying | wouldn’t be able to join. But soon | was told that my
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manager wanted to talk to me. | called him right from the beach, where they kept announcing,
“Do not swim beyond the buoys.” My manager guessed | was at the beach and asked, “Are you
at the beach?” | answered, “Yes, I'm in Sochi, it just happened.” He laughed, and the
conversation went fine, without consequences.

We spent the day in Sochi: had lunch, walked around. In the evening, she suggested we fly
back to Moscow, and we flew home. | dropped her off at her place, and she said, “Call me if
anything.” We parted ways, but | never called. | don’t know why—I just didn’t.

Vacation time was approaching, and | was wondering where to go. In the end, | decided that
Macedonia was a great place, somewhere | had never been on the Balkan Peninsula. It was
August, and | flew into Skopje, from where we were taken to Ohrid—a beautiful city on the shore
of the lake of the same name. We walked around a lot and enjoyed the scenery. One day, we
even crossed the Albania-Macedonia border on foot and spent the whole day in the Albanian
town of Pogradec. It was a special adventure—to cross a border on foot and immerse yourself
in the atmosphere of a new place. | ran up and down the slopes, feeling full of energy. The
workouts with Kirill, especially his Saturday circuit training, had clearly paid off.

After the tour in Macedonia ended, | decided to keep traveling and went to Albania with our
guide. We took a bus from Macedonia to Tirana, the capital of Albania. There, our paths
diverged: the guide went off to his own plans, and | started thinking about which coastal city to
choose for vacation. First, | went to Durrés and spent a night there, but quickly realized it was
more of a cargo port than a resort. After that, | went to Vloré and stayed there for another week.
| enjoyed the sea, sat in local cafes, and managed to combine work with leisure, since my
vacation was coming to an end and | needed to work remotely.

When it was time to return from Tirana, | faced a problem—all the taxi drivers only accepted
cash, and | only had a bit of change. | went to look for an ATM and there | met a girl who was in
the same situation—she only had a credit card and no cash. We had a short conversation, and |
decided to help us both out by withdrawing enough money for the taxi. We went to the airport
together. Our flight was delayed, so to pass the time we went to a restaurant in the airport. We
sat, had drinks, and chatted—it was great, and | felt happy. When we arrived in Moscow, it
turned out she lived not far from me. We shared a taxi and each went home. After that, we didn’t
meet again, though we sometimes chat on Instagram.

After returning from Macedonia, my motivation faded a bit, and | stopped going to the gym.

In the fall of 2021, my acquaintance, Evgeniya P., whom | met on a rafting trip in May 2018,
invited me to take a free spot on a yacht. Evgeniya had been into yachting for a while—a new
kind of sport for me, where people learn to handle a yacht. Evgeniya and her group planned to
go to Crimea and sail there, but at the last moment she couldn’t go and offered me her place. |
agreed, and it was a completely new experience for me.

| went to Sevastopol, in Crimea, where | tried yachting for the first time. It turned out to be
incredibly exciting. We traveled along the coast: set off from Sevastopol, with the farthest point
being Yalta. | really liked the city—we took a walk around Yalta, and then, in a private mansion
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belonging to friends of our companions, we had a barbecue. It was an amazing time, with
interesting people and a fantastic atmosphere.

But the most memorable moment was the trip back. On the way, we had to avoid some closed
stretches of coastline because high-ranking officials were vacationing there. During the sail, we
got caught in a severe storm. | had never seen anything like it. The waves were huge, and the
yacht rocked violently. At one point, the roof broke off and was being lifted by the wind. | tried to
hold onto it but almost got carried away myself. Fortunately, the situation stabilized, though the
storm was truly powerful, and the yacht listed so much that everyone on board was seasick.

Despite all the difficulties, the experience was incredibly thrilling. This journey gave me a lot of
impressions, and I'm glad | accepted Evgeniya’s invitation.

As winter approached, | decided to write to Olya, a girl who had shown interest in me at dance
classes when | was still going. We agreed to go on a date, which went well. That's how our
communication started. | can’t say we developed a serious relationship, but the interaction was
interesting in its own way. | was also still seeing Dina from time to time—we would meet up,
discuss various topics, and just walk around.

By New Year’s, | felt | needed something more than just another dinner party. Opening my
favorite website, Adventure Club, | immediately saw a New Year’s tour to Nepal—and it was like
a spark. It was exactly what | needed. The decision was instant: | booked the trip without
hesitation. | arrived in Kathmandu via Abu Dhabi right before New Year’s 2022.

Nepal—the birthplace of Buddha—had always attracted me. | had long been interested in
Buddhist teachings, and the dream of being in those sacred places had lived in me for a long
time. However, my plans to spend New Year’s in spiritual solitude turned out differently than |
expected.

That evening, in a festive atmosphere full of emotions, | had a bit too much to drink. Everything
was fine until the conversation turned to Buddhism. Some members of our group spoke quite
dismissively—calling Buddhism unscientific and pointless. This sparked a storm of emotions in
me. Under the influence of alcohol, | lost my temper and caused a scene. For me, Buddhism is
not just a beautiful philosophy or a set of rules. | believe there is some energy that governs the
world, like dark matter shaping galaxies and determining the laws of the universe. So Buddhism,
to me, is not “the opiate of the people,” but a real and profound philosophy that helps us
understand the world and our place in it.

This conflict became a moment for self-reflection. | realized that despite my love for Buddhist
ideas, | was still far from the true humility and calmness that Buddha taught. Nevertheless, this
experience only strengthened my connection with the teachings, reminding me that the path to
enlightenment always begins with ourselves—our emotions and actions.

As a result of the incident, the group suggested | go my own way, and | was left alone in Nepal.
But something good came out of it—I befriended the owner of the hotel where | stayed after
what happened. He suggested | do some charity work. We bought toothbrushes, toothpaste,
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and soap for a poor boarding school. Organizing this charity event, | felt huge relief and
satisfaction. It became one of the most meaningful moments of my stay in Nepal.

After that, | spent some more time in Nepal, enjoying the atmosphere, and then returned to
Moscow.

After coming back from Nepal, life in Moscow did not go well. My relationship with Olya started
to deteriorate for various reasons—sometimes | said the wrong thing, sometimes our opinions
simply didn’t match. My mood was low, especially against the backdrop of a worsening political
situation. | often found myself in conflict with people, and it really affected my spirits. Eventually,
one unpleasant conversation with Olya was the last straw—we stopped communicating.

And then, on February 24, everything changed. Putin announced the start of the “special military
operation.” What'’s surprising is that at that time, | was a manager, and my team members were
in Ukraine, in Kharkiv. During the morning meeting, | asked them, “Guys, how are you? Any
news?” And they replied, “Igor, Russia is bombing us here.” | was in shock. One of my
colleagues sent me a photo of an unexploded missile right on a street in Kharkiv.

Shortly afterward, my company, EPAM, announced it would soon be closing its office in Russia,
though the exact date was unknown. All employees would have to either leave the country or
eventually be let go. Relocating to another country was offered as a business trip, with airfare
and housing covered at first. Immediately, there were a lot of rumors—people said the borders
might close, that things could get out of control. For me, it was a real shock: | had planned to
move to the US much later, but now | was forced to leave the country immediately.

There was almost no time left to prepare and pack. In just a week, | gathered everything | could
and set off. Everything happened so quickly that | didn’t even have time to process what was
happening or understand what changes lay ahead.

Chapter 51. The Turkish Chapter

At the end of the first decade of March 2022, | found the last available tickets and flew from
Moscow to Istanbul. Upon arrival, | was met with a predictable problem: all my Visa and
Mastercard bank cards stopped working due to the sanctions imposed on Russian banks. On
March 6, 2022, the international payment systems Visa and Mastercard announced the
suspension of their operations in Russia, making their cards unusable outside the country. This
meant | could not book a hotel or pay for anything online.

Luckily, | had some cash in US dollars, which turned out to be a huge advantage. At the airport,
right after buying a Turkish SIM card and connecting to the internet, | opened the Booking app
and picked an apartment, as | needed a place to stay for at least a month. | wrote down the
address, exchanged some dollars for the local currency, and called a taxi.

Upon arriving at the apartment, | tried to pay for the stay in cash, but there were no vacancies
left. The front desk staff member, noticing my predicament, made a phone call and, to my good
fortune, suggested another apartment that was willing to take me in. There, | was able to rent a
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great place—spacious, with a large living room, bedroom, and kitchen—perfect for all my needs.
That's how | ended up in Istanbul, determined to start a new chapter of my life.

Amazingly, that very evening, after | had checked in, a message appeared in the work chat we
run in Microsoft Teams. A colleague, who had found himself in the same situation, had also
flown to Istanbul and was stuck at the airport, not knowing where to spend the night because he
couldn’t book a hotel. He was asking if anyone could put him up.

When | saw this message, | felt | couldn’t leave a person in trouble, especially since | had just
been in a similar situation myself. | immediately replied, because | knew exactly what it felt like
to find yourself in a foreign country with no certainty about where you’d spend your first night. |
wrote that there were still vacant places at the apartments where | was staying, and that | had
space if needed. | sent him the address, and he was happy to arrive with his family and checked
in next door to me.

On that trip to Istanbul, | realized that Turkey has its own specifics you have to get used to. For
example, it turned out that alcohol isn’t sold in every shop—mainly in specialized places, which
are not so easy to find. One evening | wanted to have a beer and spent quite some time
searching for a suitable store. This was a kind of discovery for me, and | found myself immersed
in an atmosphere where respect for traditions and restrictions is felt everywhere.

Every morning, somewhere in the distance, the muezzin’s call to prayer would sound—this
created a special mood and enhanced the feeling that | was in a completely different cultural
space. Sometimes the air was filled with the distinct smell of burning incense used in rituals.
This was another detail that contributed to the exotic atmosphere.

Shops were nearby, and | often stopped by, exploring the local selection. | managed to get the
hang of the metro—several times | traveled to downtown Istanbul just to wander the streets and
feel the rhythm of the city. These walks became something special for me; perhaps it was then
that | felt Istanbul as the locals did.

One March day, | got a message from Kirill, a person | met during a hiking trip in Kenya in 2020.
We climbed Mount Kenya together, and after descending, celebrated New Year’s 2020 near the
summit. Kirill was one of our group members. He wrote that he was currently in Turkey and
working at EPAM. | was amazed by this news, as it turned out that Kirill, with whom | had
celebrated New Year’s back then, also lived in Turkey and, even more surprisingly, worked at
the same company as me. This news made me very happy and inspired me.

After three weeks in Istanbul, my company finally helped me open a Turkish bank account at
Ziraat Bankasi. This immediately made managing finances easier and gave me confidence.
Soon, | decided to go to Kirill in Antalya, so we could live together and split expenses. Renting
together was more cost-effective, plus we could support each other in our new circumstances.

I left Istanbul from the Grand Coach Station of Istanbul, located in the Bayrampasa district and
operating around the clock. However, the trip to Antalya did not go without unpleasant surprises.
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During the journey, | placed my backpack with my laptop—and apparently, a half-empty, partially
open bottle of water—on the overhead shelf on the bus. | tried to sleep, feeling the weather
getting hotter as we approached Antalya in the morning. As it turned out, the water spilled, and
by the time we arrived, my main work tool was ruined.

Upon arriving in Antalya, | took a taxi and headed to the address Kirill gave me. When | got to
Kirill's place and met him, | moved into the apartment. It was quite good: two rooms and a large
hall combined with the kitchen, a big TV, a sofa, a coffee table, and a spacious
balcony—everything as it should be.

After settling in, | tried to revive my laptop on the first day, but by the next day, | realized it was
impossible and went out to buy a new one.

Once | found a replacement, | returned to work, though the delay was inevitable. | had gotten
used to such difficulties, but they did not shake my determination to keep moving forward.

When Kirill and | started living together, life wasn'’t easy. It wasn’t particularly bright or eventful,
but it wasn’t boring either. There were conflicts, misunderstandings, but at the same time, we
talked a lot, discussed all sorts of topics, watched movies together, and shared ideas.

One evening, | decided to share my plans to move to the US with Kirill. Although he was already
aware of my intentions, his reaction surprised me. Kirill skeptically remarked that | was unlikely
to succeed, and his words were not just full of doubt but of conviction. When | argued that | was
guided by intuition and believed in success, he responded with criticism, questioning not just my
plans but my entire worldview.

For Kirill, the world was a place where one must “know,” not “believe.” His materialistic outlook
and complete confidence in the scientific approach made him reject anything that couldn’t be
rationally explained.

My own position had long since outgrown such rigid divisions. | believe that no one can have
one hundred percent certainty because any information passes through the filter of our
consciousness and always carries a certain degree of probability. This is solipsism, as
Descartes once said: the only thing we can be sure of is the existence of our own
consciousness.

My subjective experience in recent years had shown me that, apart from the material world,
there is a world of ideas in which our thoughts and fantasies live. Such concepts have been
mentioned by some scientists and philosophers, for example, in the context of panpsychism.
Our thoughts and ideas, our subjective world, entirely shape our destinies and determine them,
sometimes even without an adequate assessment of objective reality and the truth Kirill
considered absolute.

When | shared these thoughts with Kirill, even mentioning the possibility of the existence of
angels in some abstract world—another layer of reality beyond the material, in the context of a
dream | had in 2013 that changed my life (though, of course, | didn’t share the details of the
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dream right away)—he took it as if | was a maniac, incapable of rational thinking, living in
illusions.

He was even horrified and thought | was crazy. For him, this was a sign of a weak and unstable
worldview, a sign of insufficient education or even primitiveness. He sincerely believed that
atheism and rationalism were indicators of high intelligence, and anything outside the scientific
paradigm seemed to him stupidity.

| started seeing Kirill as a person with a limited worldview, and he didn’t even notice it. It
seemed he was locked within the laws of the material world, building his picture of reality
exclusively around objective facts. His conviction was simple: to live correctly, rationally, and
successfully, one must rely on proven data and objective truths. For him, nothing existed that
could not be scientifically proven, and this became his sole criterion for reality.

Unlike him, | respected and acknowledged the material world and the scientific approach.
Moreover, | never questioned his commitment to the scientific worldview. But it always seemed
to me that reality is multilayered and that, besides the material level that we can study, there
exists a more abstract world—the world of consciousness, emotions, and different perceptions.
In my view, this world also deserves attention and understanding, though it requires different
approaches.

Kirill, however, insisted that any manifestation of this abstract layer must be proven by the same
methods as the laws of the material world. For him, the very idea that other levels of reality
might have their own laws, requiring special methods of cognition, was unacceptable. In this
way, his thinking seemed to me one-sided and limited, as if he ignored everything that couldn’t
be directly measured.

Against this backdrop, our coexistence became a sort of arena for the clash of two worldviews:
I, with my faith in the subjective world and the belief that not everything can be explained
rationally; and he, with his conviction that only science and objective data can serve as the
basis for understanding reality.

In mid-April, my brother called and told me that all the light bulbs in his bathroom had burned
out. My brother is disabled—he has cerebral palsy—and he couldn’t manage this on his own.
While in Turkey, | decided to organize help remotely. | went to the Profi.ru website and posted
an ad, explaining that someone needed to visit a disabled person and replace the bulbs.
Several people responded, but one of them, a man named Oleg, showed particularly strong
interest. Remarkably, his last name was the same as Nadya’'s—a surprising coincidence that
caught my attention, but in the end, | decided to trust this man.

Oleg came to my brother, as promised, and changed the bulbs. During their conversation, he
also offered to help with cleaning, understanding that it was difficult for my brother to keep the
house tidy. | knew that cleaning was indeed necessary, so | agreed with Oleg on a fairly
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generous payment for his services. | promised him six thousand rubles to make sure the work
would be done thoroughly.

Soon it turned out that my brother’s TV was also broken—the internal lights had burned out.
Oleg took on this task and took the TV to a workshop, where it was repaired. Thanks to Oleg, |
was able to take care of my brother from another country and provide him with comfort and
order at home, despite the distance.

At the same time, a pleasant surprise was awaiting me in Antalya. One day, while chatting with
friends on VKontakte, | accidentally found out that my old friend Aynur, with whom I'd had many
adventures in the Unification Church in 2015, was also in Antalya. Moreover, he had come with
his wife and was staying in the same neighborhood as | was—in Muratpasa. This was an
amazing coincidence, as we hadn’t spoken for a while, and yet our paths crossed again, even in
such a different place.

One of the most memorable days in Antalya | spent in the Old Town—Kaleigi. It was a Saturday.
Strolling along its winding streets, | found myself at the Kaleigi Panoramic Elevator—a public
structure connecting the old port with the street and Republic Square. Built in 2014, this elevator
became an important part of the infrastructure, greatly facilitating the climb and descent
between city levels. It is especially useful during the summer heat, when walking up the steep
slopes becomes a real ordeal.

While | was waiting in line for the elevator, which passed through shopping stalls, it was
impossible to resist the temptation to try local tea. The vendors, cheerfully calling out to
passersby, offered Turkish tea, and | couldn’t refuse. | was treated to several types of tea, the
names of which were unfamiliar to me, but each had its own amazing taste.

We met an Azerbaijani man in line and then rode the elevator up together. We started talking
and decided to take a walk. On the way, we bought some food and then sat in a café. He told
me that he had been a policeman in Azerbaijan but was now out of favor and had been forced
to leave his country, settling in Turkey while his family remained back home. We spent the rest
of the day together—wandering the city, and in the evening we ended up at a street concert,
enjoying the music and the atmosphere of the Old Town.

That simple and warm evening became one of those little encounters that leave a deep mark,
allowing you to feel just how multifaceted and amazing the world can be.

Chapter 52. Life in Kazakhstan

After some time, the immigration department of our company contacted me and informed me
that the only American embassy where |, as a Russian citizen, could quickly obtain a U.S. visa
was located in Kazakhstan. Therefore, after living in Antalya for a month, | started packing my
things and set out for Kazakhstan.

On May 2, | was already in Almaty, ready for the next stage of my life. Having rented a studio
apartment for a month in the Almaly district on Shevchenko Street in advance, | arrived at night.
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However, on my way from the airport to the rented apartment, | encountered a taxi scammer
who charged me 17,000 tenge, although, as | later found out, the ride should have cost only
1,000-2,000. Thus began my acquaintance with Kazakhstan.

When | moved in and looked out the window, a typical Soviet city unfolded before my
eyes—everything looked just like it did in Russia. Although | lived in a newly built apartment, the
area was surrounded by old Soviet five- and nine-story buildings, familiar from many Soviet
cities. Being on a high floor allowed me to see the surrounding architecture, which conveyed the
atmosphere of those very Soviet neighborhoods | knew so well.

These buildings were characterized by simple geometry and a lack of decorative excess; every
architectural element was dictated by utilitarianism and functionality. Wide balconies, weathered
walls, and facades identical in shape and color—all of this carried the same atmosphere that
once defined Soviet districts.

This atmosphere was created not only by the architecture, but also by certain small
details—empty courtyards with sandpits, rickety wooden benches, and old asphalt. All of this
created a sense of déja vu—as if | had ended up in one of the familiar corners of Moscow,
where time seemed to have stopped.

The next day, the first thing | did was go to buy a local SIM card and found a Beeline office on
Zhibek Zholy Avenue, at a place known as Arbat Almaty.

Arbat is a popular unofficial name for a pedestrian street, called that by analogy with Moscow’s
Arbat, the famous pedestrian street where artists, musicians, and craftsmen display their works
and put on performances.

Strolling along Almaty’s Arbat, | felt as though | had ended up in a familiar Moscow
neighborhood—a slightly different pace, different people, but still similar storefronts and the
familiar spirit of the Soviet past lingering in the smallest details. This place seemed to me like a
mix of Moscow’s Arbat and a typical provincial avenue. After buying a Kazakh SIM card, |
walked around the city for a while and got to know its atmosphere.

In Kazakhstan, | was hired at the local EPAM office and received a temporary residence permit
(TRP). I was also informed that to enter the United States, a COVID-19 vaccination was
mandatory. The vaccination had to be done in two stages, four weeks apart. After the second
dose, | needed to wait another month.

Finding a place to get vaccinated turned out to be a real challenge. For a long time, | couldn’t
find a clinic willing to vaccinate me: some places were out of vaccines, others refused to treat
foreign citizens. However, in the end, | managed to find a clinic where | was vaccinated with the
Chinese Sinopharm vaccine.

In this city, | was surprised to learn that Andrey—a friend from the Sun Myung Moon Unification
Church, whom | had met back in 2013 on Cosmonauts Street—lived here. We got in touch, and
Andrey confirmed that he now lived in Almaty.
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On May 7, Andrey came to pick me up by car, bringing his children. He picked me up, and we
went to the lle-Alatau National Park. Our trip began with a ride on the Medeu Cable Car to the
Shymbulak ski resort. It was an incredible feeling—slowly ascending, watching the majestic
mountains and clear sky.

At the very top, we decided to stop and sit at the Oblaka Restobar, located at 3,200 meters
altitude. We enjoyed our meal and the view of the surrounding mountains. The air was fresh,
and the atmosphere was peaceful and serene. This place, without a doubt, was memorable for
its beauty and the sense of freedom it offered.

The trip with Andrey and his children was not only exciting but also very warm. | watched as
Andrey, a caring and attentive father, looked after his lively kids, guiding and helping them.
Sometimes | joined in their games and conversations, adding some fun to our day. These
moments with the children gave the trip a special charm and filled it with additional joy.

By the end of the day, Andrey invited me to the Sunday service at their church, and | agreed.
The next day, | came to their meeting place by ten in the morning. The location was a rented
space that served as their church for gatherings, prayers, and sermons. | already knew some of
the people there from meetings in Moscow, but there were also new faces—getting to know
them turned out to be interesting. After the service, we all went for a walk in the Almaty
Botanical Garden. It was a wonderful choice for a walk—a quiet, green place with many trails,
exotic plants, and cozy corners for relaxation. The day ended at a Korean café, where | ordered
Tom Yum. After that, we gradually parted ways, and | walked for a while with a woman named
Bakhyt, a Cossack, discussing with her the problems of the Kazakh people and the Kazakh
language.

Andrey also told me about the Kaspi system, which is extremely popular in Kazakhstan. Kaspi is
a multifunctional platform that includes a mobile bank, payment and credit services, as well as
an online store for goods and services. It not only allows you to easily and quickly carry out
financial transactions through the mobile app, but also to buy various goods and pay for
services, making it indispensable in everyday life for Kazakh people.

After our Sunday service meeting, the next week | decided to apply for a Kaspi bank card. |
went to one of their branches, and the card was printed right there, on the spot, by a machine.
That's how | got my own Kazakh bank card, which was very convenient for future trips and
purchases.

So, | started living in Almaty, working remotely. Sometimes | walked around the city, went
shopping, and gradually got used to this new place.

On the night of June 1, as usual, | decided to go out for a beer. On my way back, just as |
reached my building, | noticed two girls sitting on a bench—they were also drinking beer and
clearly in the mood for conversation. Thinking it was a good opportunity to spend the evening, |
approached them. We got acquainted, and one of them was named Asel. The conversation
flowed easily, and soon they admitted they were looking for a place to use the restroom.
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| offered to let them up to my place—I had a bathroom, after all. They glanced at each other
and, laughing a little, agreed. We went upstairs together, a bit tipsy but in the mood for
adventure. Asel’s friend, upon entering the apartment, immediately lost interest in everything
and lay down on the bed, soon falling into a deep sleep.

Asel, on the contrary, seemed to come alive. Her eyes sparkled with curiosity, and she wouldn’t
leave me alone, bombarding me with personal questions. We stood by the window, her hands
gently touching the windowsill, and | stood very close, feeling her warmth and breath. Then she
sat on the windowsill while | stood nearby, leaning towards her, and we talked—trying not to
reveal too much. She was persistent, and each of her questions got deeper. She even asked
me if | wanted children.

Finally, tired of our conversation, Asel stretched, smiled at me, and went over to her friend, who
had been dozing for a while. She lay down next to her, and soon their quiet breathing blended
into one melody, leaving me alone with my thoughts about what had just happened.

At dawn, | couldn’t sleep, so | decided to go to McDonald’s for breakfast, as there was nothing
else nearby except the McDonald’s, which opened at seven in the morning. When | returned, |
woke the girls up with food, and we had breakfast together. They were happy, although it turned
out they were already quite late for work. | watched as they made excuses to their bosses,
inventing various reasons for being late.

My communication with Asel continued through messaging. She mentioned that on the
weekend, she and her friends planned to go hiking to Furmanov Peak. | couldn’t resist and
asked if | could join them. Asel and her friends agreed, and on the designated day, we went
together to the lle-Alatau National Park.

Furmanov Peak is named after Dmitry Andreyevich Furmanov, a Soviet writer and political figure
known for his works about the revolution and civil war. Furmanov was also a commissar in
Vasily lvanovich Chapaev’s division, and this experience inspired him to write the famous novel
"Chapaev".

His literary work and activity for the benefit of the Soviet Union left a significant mark on history,
and many geographical sites in the former USSR were named after him. Furmanov Peak in
lle-Alatau is one such place, symbolizing not only the natural beauty of the region but also the
memory of the past.

My physical condition at that time left much to be desired, and | fell a bit behind. The girls
reached the summit first, while | arrived a bit later, watching them easily conquer the last stretch
of the ascent. When | finally joined them at the top, all of us were smiling—the feeling of
accomplishment was incredibly inspiring.

After that, we descended a bit and had a light picnic in front of a picturesque valley. We enjoyed
the fresh air, simple snacks, and pleasant conversation.
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After our picnic, refreshed and satisfied, we continued our descent. The trail led us to one of the
most striking and unusual places on the route—the famous swings set on one of the hills near
Furmanov Peak. That became our next stop.

These swings, located high above a deep gorge, immediately captured our attention. We took
turns sitting on them, swinging above the abyss, feeling the wind rush through the space around
us. With every swing, dizzying panoramas of the lle-Alatau mountains opened up before us,
creating a sense of flight and complete freedom. That moment became a symbol of adventure
and freedom for us, filling us with a feeling of joy and absolute lightness, as if for a brief moment
we could soar and become part of these majestic landscapes.

At the end of the day, we took the bus home, tired but happy. That hike became a special
moment for me—not only because of the beautiful views and fresh air, but also because of the
new acquaintances and amazing emotions we shared with Asel and her friends.

However, it didn’t turn into anything more—Asel and | just messaged each other from time to
time, as | was expecting to move to the U.S. soon.

During one of my conversations with Andrey, he mentioned that he had an apartment that he
usually rented out, but at the moment it was vacant. He offered to let me rent it cheaply if | was
interested. At first | hesitated, but in June | decided to move into his place, located on Turgut
Ozal Street, also in the Almaly district.

After | moved in, Andrey immediately ordered the installation of an air conditioner, explaining
that it would make my life much more comfortable given the high floor and hot Almaty climate.
The air conditioner was installed in my room, which significantly improved my living conditions.

| also told Andrey that in Turkey, while traveling by bus from Istanbul to Antalya, | had spilled
something on my laptop, and the screen stopped working. Andrey said he knew a repair guy. He
took my laptop and brought it to the technician, and a while later he returned it to me. The repair
was quite inexpensive.

On Sundays, | occasionally attended church services and gatherings, which became an
important source of support for me. This helped me realize that, despite challenges and
loneliness, there were still people around willing to share their kindness and attention. After the
service, there was usually a communal lunch that started with a group prayer. This moment
united us, creating an atmosphere of warmth and support, where everyone felt part of
something bigger.

By the end of June, | decided to take a vacation and went to Russia. This was my first trip back
home since the war began. In the first days, | did everything | had planned, and then simply
enjoyed the summer. One day, | was drinking beer outside and approached the Stolitsa
shopping center near my house. There were many people around; it was a lively summer. In
conversation with some people, | asked their opinion about the “special military operation.” In
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response, | heard propagandistic statements that NATO had attacked Russia. This made me
very angry, and | started speaking out, calling them idiots and insisting there had been no
attack. In the end, | got beaten up. | headed home, and as | tried to enter my building, the police
arrived and detained me. | was charged with petty hooliganism and spent the night at the police
station.

The next morning, | was woken up early and brought outside, told to wait a bit. With me was
another man—a migrant who apparently had violated immigration laws and was now awaiting a
deportation hearing. We stood together, the police smoked, and gradually a conversation started
between us.

As | reflected on our different fates, the police turned their attention to me. They began to claim
that my brain had been washed and tried to convince me that things were not so bad in the
country. I, in turn, tried to argue back. At one point, the conversation turned to conspiracy
theories. One of them asked, "You know, some people believe that the USSR never actually
collapsed. Do you believe that too?" The question was tricky.

Formally, the Soviet Union collapsed on December 26, 1991, when the Supreme Soviet of the
USSR adopted the declaration on the dissolution of the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics.
However, in my view, the power structure remained the same. The bureaucracy, the people in
power, and the management principles—all this survived, just adapted to the new reality.
Political transformation does not always mean real change. On the one hand, much has
changed formally, but the deep-seated problems and approaches remained the same. This
conversation continued as we waited, and eventually we were taken to the Nagatinsky District
Court of Moscow.

I remember how the bright summer morning was reflected in the car windows. When we arrived,
we faced a long and tiresome wait, but there were no judges present. After an hour of useless
waiting, the police decided to take me back to the station.

| was placed in a cell again and informed that I'd have to wait until lunchtime. The mere fact of
being in a cell with no certainty frightened me. To distract myself, | asked the police for a
newspaper. They agreed, and having received a newspaper, | settled on the cell bench to forget
about my situation for a while. Soon, fatigue overcame me and | fell asleep, hugging the
newspaper.

In the middle of the day, | was woken up again and taken back to court. As before, the same
man—the migrant—was with me, looking even more dejected. The police told him that the court
would order his deportation at his own expense, and he seemed to have accepted this idea.
Watching him, | realized his situation was worse than mine—he was facing not just a hearing,
but actual expulsion from the country.

Upon arrival, we were left to wait again. This time, the wait was a bit more interesting. | sat and
talked to the police officers, who tried to convince me that everything was fine in the country and
there was no need to be upset. They said they saw no deterioration in the situation and that the
authorities weren’t doing anything terrible. One of them noted that his life hadn’t changed—in

171



his opinion, everything was calm in the country and there was no reason for concern. | tried to
argue with them, but at some point, | grew tired of debating—it was useless to persuade people
whose opinions were already formed. Instead, | just kept the conversation going to distract
myself. Their calmness and informal manner helped me relax a little, and | responded more
openly. One of them even jokingly suggested we go have a barbecue together sometime. |
smiled and said, "Yeah, sure, why not." That strange, almost absurd moment of friendliness in
such a situation gave me mixed feelings, but | couldn’t help but agree.

When my hearing finally came up, | entered the courtroom and stood at the stand. The judge
began asking questions, one of which was, "Do you have any medical conditions that might
affect your participation in the hearing?" Somewhat embarrassed, | replied that | had hearing
loss in one ear. She smiled, encouraging me: "Well, we’'ll just speak up, no problem."

Then the judge delved into the documents. She leafed through them for a long time, and
suddenly her expression changed. She frowned and exclaimed sharply, "What is this? | don’t
understand these documents!" It was obvious her irritation was directed at the police, and she
continued in an annoyed voice: "Let the guy out of the courtroom and give him back his
passport.”

The police, clearly disappointed, returned my passport and drove me back to the police station.
There, they made me sign a statement promising to return in a week. They also asked me to
unlock my phone and give it to them for a short time. | found it strange, but | didn’t really have a
choice, so | complied. After a while, the officer standing nearby said, "Look, we’ve loaded some
viruses onto it,"—but | didn’t find it funny. Maybe they really did. Not that | had anything to hide,
so | didn’t care. | did what | had to, and finally left the station, heading home.

A week later, | went back to the station. | was asked to go up to the second floor, where | was
met by a woman named Margarita. She said, "Here’s the thing: your documents aren’t ready
yet. You'll have to come back again in a week." | said, "Okay," and she added, "And please,
don’t show your indignation so openly, or it could be a different article." | replied, "l know, for
discrediting the army. But that’s exactly what bothers me." She laughed, and we said goodbye. |
went home and waited another week, but no one called me.

Realizing that my vacation was coming to an end and | couldn’t wait any longer, | decided not to
waste time and returned to Kazakhstan. Once | was back, my company informed me that some

people from Google wanted to interview me for their project. | agreed, and on the appointed day,
| had the interview.

There were two interviewers—one of them was Black, which seemed quite unusual to me, since
I had never previously discussed work with African Americans. It was an interesting experience,
and | felt that the world was truly becoming global. Some time later, | received a response: they
had decided to take me onto the team.

That same evening, after | received the positive reply from Google, Margarita, the police officer,
called me to say my documents were ready and that | needed to come to the station and court.
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Chapter 53. How | Made My Way to the United States

On the night of August 26th, Almaty time, my friend Andrey came to see me by car to help
transport all my belongings to the airport. The moment was filled with nostalgia: we simply sat in
my room, he lay on the couch, and we talked, recalling our first meeting and discussing the
different worldviews we each held, and the points where we agreed. It was then that | realized
Andrey was one of those rare people with whom | truly had a lot in common. He is someone
who understands me like no one else, and his support has always given me confidence.

The conversation dragged on, and, anticipating the journey ahead, | decided to put my phone
on charge so | could start my travels with a fully charged device. Time was slowly passing, and
it was about time for us to leave. | packed the last of my things, and we went outside, loaded
them into the car, and set off for the airport.

But when we were already halfway there, it suddenly struck me: | had forgotten my phone and
charger at home! My first impulse was panic and the fear of missing my flight. Andrey, noticing
my anxiety, calmly smiled and said, “Don’t worry, we won’t be late. That just doesn’t happen with
me.” His calmness reassured me, and we turned back to retrieve the forgotten phone.

When we got back, | quickly grabbed my phone and charger, checked the apartment one last
time to make sure | hadn’t left anything, and finally, we set out for the airport again.

We drove through the empty night streets of Almaty, where the streetlights softly illuminated the
roads, creating an almost magical atmosphere. Andrey turned on music, especially the kind that
was familiar to both of us—like “Poka vse tak” by the band Machete. That song felt particularly
fitting at that moment of my move to the US. In its words about courage, pure thoughts, and
quick action, | found a reflection of my own feelings—I felt that | was starting a new chapter in
my life, one where | had to be decisive and ready for challenges.

We kept talking, reminiscing about other moments we shared. | looked at the empty night
streets and felt a mix of excitement and calm. There was something enchanting about the quiet,
something that made that moment special—as if the whole city was asleep, and only | was part
of this night life, preparing for a new phase.

We arrived on time, and | felt a sense of relief: the whole trip to the airport went as it should,
despite the unexpected hiccups.

After checking in and getting my COVID-19 tests checked, Andrey and | sat for a while in a café,
discussing my journey and my plans for the future. When it was time, | went through customs,
passed all the checks, and headed for the boarding gate, a little nervous but excited for the new
chapter of my life.

My first layover was in Istanbul, where | spent a few hours waiting for the next flight.
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As soon as | got off the plane, | was confronted with the fact that | had absolutely no idea where
to go. Confident that | had plenty of time, | decided to take a little walk. | bought some water and
a snack from a vending machine since nothing else was available.

While waiting, | was texting with my friend Evgenia P. Evgenia is the friend | first met on a rafting
trip in 2018. We discussed my upcoming trip to the US; | even shared my plans to get a dog—a
golden retriever. Evgenia approved of the idea and said it was a great choice, which of course
gave me some extra enthusiasm.

Absorbed in conversation, | lost track of time, but something inside me felt uneasy. An hour
before departure, | started to sense that | wasn'’t in the right place. And as it turned out, my
suspicions were justified: | had to go to a different terminal, on the other side of the airport. To
top it off, | had to go through security again, and the line was enormous.

| stood there, watching the minutes tick by as | barely moved forward. At that moment, a few
other passengers appeared next to me, who, like me, were clearly about to miss their flights.
They started making their way forward, letting everyone know their flights were about to leave
and trying to save precious time. As they passed, one of them noticed me, assessed my
situation, and said, “Join us if you don’t want to be late. This is probably your only chance to
make it.”

| hesitated for only a moment, but looking at the slow-moving line, | realized | had no real
choice. Summoning my courage, | started moving forward with them, and time seemed to start
working in my favor again.

After going through the metal detector, | reached yet another checkpoint, this time organized by
the American security service. They had their own metal detectors, and only after passing this
could | finally get to the waiting area for my flight to Los Angeles. Sitting at the right gate, | was
able to relax a little since there was only a short time left before departure.

Next came the long flight over the ocean to Los Angeles. The plane was wide-bodied, with two
aisles and three blocks of seats: one by each window and one in the center. This created a
feeling of scale and space.

In the seat next to me was a guy who was flying to study in America. He spoke Russian, but
was from one of the Asian countries. We quickly found common ground and talked a lot during
the flight, though we sometimes nodded off from exhaustion.

After landing, when the plane slowed down and we heard the captain’s announcement that we
could unfasten our seat belts, we both felt relieved. We stood up, grabbed our luggage from the
overhead bins, and headed for the exit, continuing to discuss the flight and our future plans.

Walking down the jetway and through the corridors of LAX, | felt my initial anxiety replaced with
pleasant anticipation—here it was, America, the place | had dreamed of for so long. We walked
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side by side, sharing impressions of the new place, surrounded by the hum of countless voices
and the noise of arriving flights.

When we reached the passport control area, we were met with long lines, and my nervousness
returned. | understood that the moment of truth was near, and my heart began to beat faster. We
kept talking, trying to support each other, and it helped to distract us and calm our nerves a little.
The atmosphere in the airport was tense, but thanks to our conversation, the wait was less
exhausting.

Finally, | approached one of the customs officers, while my travel companion went to another.
We both successfully passed the checks, exchanged a few more words, and said a warm
goodbye. The next stage of the journey was a short flight to San Jose. Going downstairs, |
found myself outside and was overjoyed to realize that this was my first step on American soil,
in Los Angeles. For a moment, | stopped, recorded a short video to capture the moment, and
went to find Terminal 6, where | was to catch my connecting flight.

When | got to the terminal, | felt a slight nervousness: | didn’t have a printed ticket. | found a
kiosk, which quickly solved the problem. With my ticket printed, | started looking for a place
where | could quietly wait for my flight. Settling into the waiting area, | felt at peace and began to
enjoy the anticipation of a new chapter in my life.

The plane turned out to be small, narrow-bodied, and cozy, creating a completely different
atmosphere—less noise, less fuss. It seemed even the plane itself was trying to help me relax a
bit after such a long journey. In the seat next to me was a young woman, and we struck up a
pleasant conversation. She told me she was flying from Peru and asked who | was and what |
did. | said | was a programmer, and she was impressed by me and my work. This last leg of the
journey was surprisingly calm and gave me a chance to realize that | really was almost there.

The whole journey took almost a full day, maybe more, and given the time difference and the
direction of the flight, it felt like | was flying into the past. Finally, after two layovers, | arrived in
the evening of August 26th.

This moment was not just the beginning of a new phase—it was the fulfillment of a long-awaited
dream, behind which stood many months of preparation and anxiety. It felt as though everything
that had once seemed impossible had suddenly become real.

Chapter 54. Getting Acquainted with the USA

At San Jose Airport, | ordered a taxi via Uber and headed to the apartment booked for me by
the company. As soon as | arrived at the Miro San Jose Apartments, | was greeted with a
pleasant surprise—these were luxurious apartments with a comfortable bedroom, a magnificent
kitchen equipped with everything needed for cooking, as well as a washing machine and dryer.
The space looked modern and cozy, with a huge floor-to-ceiling window offering a breathtaking
view of the city.
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The residential complex also offered excellent facilities for relaxation and keeping fit: there was
a large pool and a modern, well-equipped fitness center on site. | was to spend my first month
here while looking for permanent accommodation. The apartment and its amenities created
ideal conditions for a comfortable start to life in a new city.

However, an unexpected problem arose right away—power outlets. | had not considered that
the US uses a different type of socket, and this came as a complete surprise to me. It caused
worry and a sense of helplessness in my first hours in the new country. | did not have a single
adapter, and | was cut off from the ability to charge my devices.

The next morning, | left the apartment and walked north along Fourth Street, enjoying the view
of typical American single-story houses lined up along the road. For the first time, | noticed that
streets here often have numbers instead of names, which struck me as unusual and even a bit
symbolic of the structured American way of life.

I headed to the rental office, where a car reserved for me by the company was waiting—a white
Chevrolet Malibu of the current model year. | felt a slight nervousness, as this would be my first
time driving a car in the US.

On my way to the rental office, | noticed a small store. A spontaneous thought to buy a can of
Red Bull prompted me to go inside, and that moment became my first experience
communicating with an American store clerk. The clerk’s light accent, friendly smile, and brief
exchange of phrases immersed me in a whole new reality, filling the moment with a sense of
novelty and importance.

After that, | continued on my way, looking forward to meeting the car that would be my
companion for the next several days. | walked down a busy street, lost in thoughts about the
upcoming journey. What would the car be like? Would it be comfortable? Dreams of driving on
American roads instantly transported me into a future filled with freedom and new experiences.

At last, | reached the right place, and it turned out that the car rental office was inside a hotel
building. The building looked modern and a bit imposing. When | went inside, everything was
organized and simple—the rental office was easy to find.

After picking up the car, | approached the rental company employee and asked:
"Excuse me, could you tell me where | can buy an American SIM card?"

"Of course," he replied with a smile. "I recommend T-Mobile. One of their stores is very close,
right here," he said, showing me on my phone.

"Thank you very much," | said, feeling relieved to know where to go.

| headed there right away. This was my first experience driving on American roads, and | felt
both excitement and curiosity. The yellow lines, often double, separating oncoming traffic flows
looked unusual to me. In some places, | even saw quadruple divider lines. | constantly
monitored my speed and watched for signs so as not to break any rules.
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Another feature was that in America, the system of measuring distances is in miles. One mile is
about 1.6 kilometers, and | had to reorient my sense of distance to interpret the road signs
correctly.

Also, road signs often displayed fractional distances, such as "2 mile" or "2 mile." Interestingly,
such fractional designations are usually found on short stretches of US highways and other
types of roads, emphasizing that they are not used for all distances. This tradition developed
historically: fractional indicators helped drivers navigate back when the road infrastructure was
less developed.

This seemed unfamiliar to me—fractions were confusing because | had to quickly convert them
into miles and divide in my head. This added a bit of confusion, but gradually | started getting
used to it.

It was a little scary, but at the same time exciting. The cars around me moved confidently, and |
tried to blend into the flow, feeling more and more confident with each mile.

| arrived at my destination, which turned out to be a shopping area called 'Plaza de San Jose.' It
was a ‘power center’ type shopping center, which means separate buildings for each brand, as
well as some stores combined in one complex. All the buildings were actually one story tall and
painted orange, arranged around a large parking lot, and some of the store buildings, as an
extension of the shopping center, were even on the other side of the road.

After a bit of searching, | finally found the T-Mobile office and bought a SIM card. It turned out
that all | needed was an email address, which surprised me since in most other countries you
have to show identification or fill out many forms. Here the process was incredibly quick and
easy, which made me appreciate the convenience.

After that, | went in search of power adapters.

My first attempts were unsuccessful—not a single nearby store had the necessary adapters.
This added some stress since | was left without connectivity and couldn’t charge my devices.
After several unsuccessful attempts, | decided to order the adapters on Amazon. A few days
later, the order was delivered, and the problem was finally solved.

This small incident added its own difficulties to my first days, but it did not prevent me from
continuing to adapt to life in a new city.

As soon as Monday came, | went to the local office to apply for a Social Security Number (SSN).
The SSN is a unique identification number, similar to the Russian INN, used to track income and
taxes in the US, as well as to receive social benefits. At the office, | completed the process
successfully, and | was told the number would arrive by mail in some time.

Without waiting for all the formalities, | started work that very Monday. The company provided
me with all the necessary equipment: a Google Chromebook and a MacBook, which allowed me
to work both from home and from the workplace assigned to me in the office. When my Social
Security Number finally arrived by mail, | was able to open a bank account at Bank of America
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and also get a credit card. This was the beginning of building my credit score, which plays an
important role in financial life in the US—it determines access to loans, renting housing, and
even potential jobs. Thus began my first working days in the US—in a new city, with new
challenges, but with a great start.

A new stage began—the search for permanent housing. For the whole month, | drove around
different neighborhoods of San Jose, looking at apartment options and even considered renting
a house. However, | quickly realized that a house requires much more maintenance and upkeep
than an apartment, so | decided to focus on apartments.

Rental prices ranged from two to five thousand dollars per month for so-called one-bedroom
apartments, which have a separate bedroom and a combined kitchen-living room. At the same
time, most apartments were unfurnished, but the kitchen had standard appliances—a stove,
refrigerator, and microwave, as well as built-in storage cabinets. Most options offered similar
layouts and sets of amenities, but | aimed to find the optimal balance between price and
comfort.

In the end, | chose a complex called The Pierce—spacious apartments in downtown with a
balcony overlooking a well-kept green backyard. An additional advantage was the presence of a
pool, ideal for relaxing on hot days, as well as a cozy barbecue area where | could meet
neighbors. In addition, the complex had a two-story parking garage, and | was immediately
given a space on the second level, which greatly simplified everyday trips.

The only noticeable downside was the noise from the nearby highway (Interstate 280 or
Junipero Serra Freeway), which, however, was only audible if | paid close attention. Over time, |
got used to this background noise and soon hardly noticed it.

Another feature was the requirement to purchase an insurance policy covering potential
damage to the property. Since the apartment already had basic furniture and kitchen appliances,
this suited me quite well: in case of any damage, everything would be repaired or replaced
under the insurance, which significantly reduced my risks and gave me a sense of security.

After moving in, | immediately started settling in: since there was no furniture in the apartment
(except for the standard kitchen appliances), my first task was to buy everything | needed
myself. | decided to start with the essentials—a mattress, a desk, and a comfortable chair—and
went to IKEA in Palo Alto to get them. These basic pieces of furniture instantly transformed the
space, making it cozier and more functional, and | had a clear feeling that | was beginning to
create my own “home away from home.”

As Thanksgiving approached, which is one of the main holidays in the US and is celebrated on
the fourth Thursday of November, we were looking forward to four days off: the holiday itself, the
day after (known as Black Friday), and the usual weekend. Black Friday marks the beginning of
the Christmas sales, when stores offer huge discounts and millions of people go shopping.

| decided to use this time for a trip to Los Angeles. It was a wonderful chance to visit the famous
city, take a break from work, and enjoy a few days off.

178



Upon arriving in Los Angeles, | checked into a hotel on West Third Street. In the evening, right
after settling in, | set out to explore downtown. Walking through the city center and seeing
downtown illuminated at night left a vivid impression—I took several photos to capture the
memories.

The next day, | continued exploring the city. | visited the famous Hollywood Boulevard, known
for its Walk of Fame, which commemorates outstanding figures in film, music, television, and
other areas of the arts.

After that, | walked past Paramount Pictures studios. It was especially interesting to see this
place associated with the history of Hollywood. | also found the Netflix office—the headquarters
of one of the largest streaming services in the world. That day became a real immersion in the
world of movies and entertainment.

Although | did not manage to see everything | had planned, | couldn’t leave Los Angeles without
visiting the famous Hollywood Sign. This iconic symbol of the city, located on the slope of Mount
Lee in Griffith Park, was originally installed in 1923 as an advertisement for a residential area
and read Hollywoodland. Over time, the sign became associated with the American film
industry, and in 1949 it was updated and the word “land” was removed from the name. Today,
the Hollywood Sign embodies not just cinema but also the dream of success.

After visiting the Hollywood Sign, | stopped by the Santa Monica Pier, famous for its atmosphere
and entertainment. In the Pacific Park amusement zone located right on the pier, | took the
opportunity to ride the famous Pacific Wheel, which is powered by solar energy. From the top of
the wheel, there are stunning views of the endless ocean, golden beaches, and city streets.

| also tried the West Coaster roller coaster—a thrilling ride that runs right over the pier, adding
excitement with its turns and speed. The park’s atmosphere, with the sound of ocean waves, the
cries of delighted visitors, and the smells of food on the pier, left an unforgettable impression.
After this eventful day, | headed back to San Jose, full of vivid emotions and memories.

My route passed through Santa Barbara, where | made a stop to see one of the region’s main
attractions—the Santa Barbara Mission.

The Santa Barbara Mission, founded in 1786, was named after Saint Barbara, who is regarded
as the patroness in times of danger, especially during storms and fires. It is part of a network of
Spanish missions established to convert local Native Americans to Christianity and to teach
them crafts and agriculture.

This mission is known as the “Queen of the Missions” due to its architectural beauty, unique
twin-towered facade, and magnificent gardens. It served not only as a religious but also as a
cultural center for the region, having a significant influence on the development of the local
community.

Interestingly, the Santa Barbara Mission also became widely known thanks to the TV series
"Santa Barbara," which aired in the US from 1984 to 1993. In Russia and other post-Soviet
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countries, it became popular in the 1990s, when it first appeared on local television screens and
captured a huge audience.

Continuing my journey, | enjoyed the incredible scenery along the coast: ocean views and
mountains left a lasting impression and made this trip truly special.

For the Christmas holidays, | decided to treat myself to a new adventure and set off for New
York. At that time, | still had the rental car—a white Malibu. Before the trip, | decided to find out if
| could return it early. The rental company told me | could leave it right at the airport, and that
would complete the rental. That's exactly what | did: | drove to the airport, left the car, and then
went through all the necessary procedures to take a domestic flight to New York.

Arriving in the city, | was immediately met by piercing cold. Braving the chill, | made my way to a
hotel in Manhattan, checked in, and warmed up a bit. But the weather forced me to go to the
nearest shopping center for warm clothes—without them, | couldn’t manage in such cold.

Properly dressed for the weather, | finally set out to explore the city. | arrived on Christmas Day,
December 24, and the city was especially beautiful on this festive day. First, | went to Central
Park—one of New York’s landmarks, where | wanted to feel the true atmosphere of this
metropolis. | strolled along the snowy park paths, took photos, and enjoyed the winter scenery.
At one point, | even found the very hotel where scenes from the movie "Home Alone 2" were
filmed. That place instantly brought me back to my childhood and made me smile, remembering
my favorite moments from the film.

After my walk in the park, | decided to keep exploring the city by subway, to see more corners of
this amazing city. At one of the subway stations, | unexpectedly struck up a conversation with a
homeless man. He shared his story with me—a simple conversation, but it left a deep
impression. The memory of that conversation still reminds me of the contrasts of this city, where
human destinies exist side by side with glittering shop windows. | traveled to Battery Park—a
historic place with stunning views of Ellis Island and the Statue of Liberty. | stayed for a while,
gazing at this icon of freedom from afar, which allowed me to truly feel the symbolism of the
place.

Then | took the subway again and went to the Brooklyn Bridge. After walking across this famous
bridge, | enjoyed the stunning views of evening New York, which was gradually lighting up with
the city’s skyscrapers. These moments let me feel the magic of the city | had heard so much
about. After that, | headed to Times Square—the heart of the bustling metropolis, where there is
always movement and bright lights, immersing me in the unique atmosphere of the city that
never sleeps.

Everything seemed to be going according to plan, but the next day | suddenly felt unwell—it
seemed | had a fever. This happened just a day before my scheduled departure. My condition
worsened so much that | had to spend the whole day in the hotel, trying to recover. The next
morning, instead of heading to the airport, | had to extend my stay for an extra half day to
recuperate before the much-anticipated trip.
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In the evening of December 27, feeling my strength gradually returning, | finally made it to the
airport and took a taxi to Washington, D.C. The flight, which lasted only an hour and a half,
passed quickly, and soon | checked into a hotel located near the White House. Inspired by the
new surroundings, | immediately decided that this trip would be special.

The next day, leaving the cozy hotel walls, | set out to explore the city. First, | walked past the
Capitol and headed to the National Mall—a park stretching from the Capitol to the Lincoln
Memorial. Here you can feel the spirit of American history and the grandeur of architecture. The
Washington Monument, which appeared before me as a majestic obelisk, impressed me with its
grandeur—this tall column seemed to point the way to the sky, captivating with its upward
aspiration. At that moment, | understood why the Obelisk is considered a symbol of striving and
ideals.

Passing the Obelisk, | reached the World War || Memorial, which reminded me of the
significance of events that changed the course of history. This memorial left me with a deep
sense of respect for those who fought and sacrificed for peace. Then | approached the Lincoln
Memorial, imagining how historic rallies once took place on those steps. The power of a place
that has witnessed so many significant moments could not fail to impress. | felt as if history was
coming alive before me, allowing me to soak in the meaning of these sites and feel like part of
something greater.

| also came across the building of the Federal Reserve Bank—an impressive structure
symbolizing the country’s financial might. Its classical architecture and grand columns
emphasize the significance and stability of the economic system. And so, by the end of the day,
| found myself at the White House, where | greeted the New Year. There were few people, but
the atmosphere was truly magical: a sense of joy and renewal filled the air, as if the whole city
was starting from a clean slate.

On the morning of January 1, saying goodbye to the Christmas Washington, | boarded a plane
and returned to San Jose, feeling that this adventure had become a part of me and changed
something inside.

Chapter 55. Getting Used to Life in the USA

At the beginning of March 2023, my life began to have more vivid moments. | received a bonus
at work and decided to spend it on myself: | bought an LG television and a Sony PlayStation 5.
For me, this was a small celebration—a new stage—because in America, it is important not only
to work but also to find time for entertainment. | started spending evenings playing PlayStation,
and | felt that it helped me relax and take my mind off my daily routine.

During this same period, closer to the end of March, | met an English-speaking person in one of
the Russian-speaking opposition groups on Telegram. His name was Nathan, and he
immediately caught my attention with his active discussions and liberal views. Our
communication began with political debates but soon developed into more personal
conversations. | even sent him a photo of my new television and PlayStation, although | hadn’t
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bought a TV stand yet, so everything was set up temporarily. Nathan jokingly wondered why |
didn’t have a stand, and we talked a bit about my living arrangements.

He responded to my story with warm interest. At one point, he said, “Someday, your
grandchildren will remember how their grandfather crossed the Atlantic to start a new life.”
These words touched me deeply—they became a symbol of support and inspiration for me,
which | really needed at the time.

Our communication quickly became regular, and each day we found more and more shared
interests. One of the topics we discussed was music and movies. Once, | sent him the music
video for Decl’s “Krov moya krov” (“Blood of My Blood”). He really liked it; he especially noted
the atmosphere of the video and the details that might go unnoticed at first glance. “It's cool that
at one moment Decl whispers something in the ear of a Black guy,” he said with interest. He
found this moment not only symbolic but also quite memorable. So we gradually shared our
discoveries and impressions, making our conversations not only interesting but also very

personal.

| learned that Nathan lives in Alabama, USA, and he was genuinely supportive of my plans to
stay in America. In the course of our conversations, | shared that | currently live in San Jose,
California, but I am originally from Moscow. He showed sincere interest in my stories and
everyday life, and our communication quickly became regular, covering a wide range of topics.

We discussed everything—from scientific questions to philosophical reflections. He appreciated
my thoughts and was genuinely interested in my experiences. It turned out that both of us loved
listening to rap when we were kids. | told him about Decl and even sent him the music video,
which he enjoyed a lot. We found a lot of common ground in our musical tastes and other areas
of life. At that time, he was over forty, but that didn’t prevent us from finding shared topics and
exchanging memories. In our discussions and debates, | felt how our views were intertwined.
He started to see me not just as an immigrant, but as an educated, intelligent interlocutor with
whom it was interesting to have a conversation.

This friendship became an important part of my adaptation to life in the USA, giving me
confidence and a sense that | was on the right path. We supported each other, despite the
difference in our cultural backgrounds and life experiences, and that gave me the strength to
continue my efforts in my new country.

On the long weekend celebrating July 4th—Independence Day in the USA—I spontaneously
decided to go to Las Vegas to finally see this legendary city, famous for its bright lights, casinos,
and endless entertainment.

| rented a black Chevrolet Malibu of the current year and headed out on Highway 101 from San
Jose. Then | turned onto Pacheco Pass Highway before getting on I-5 towards Los Angeles.
Passing by bodies of water such as the San Luis Reservoir, | enjoyed breathtaking views. The
water surface surrounded by hills gave the route a special atmosphere of tranquility, contrasting
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with the desert landscapes ahead. Pacheco Pass was one of the most exciting parts of my
trip—a narrow road winding through a picturesque gorge filled with history. This route once
served as an important trade path connecting California’s inland areas with the coast.

Locals tell many myths and legends about this place. They say that you can see ghostly
caravans here at night and the spirits of the first settlers guarding the road. These stories added
a sense of mystery and mystique, making my trip even more fascinating.

Los Angeles greeted me with its pleasant bustle. Upon arrival, | checked into one of the local
hotels and spent the night resting after a long drive. During the day, feeling refreshed, | went to
Disneyland. | spent a little time in the city, walking around the park. It was interesting to at least
get a glimpse of this legendary part of American culture, even though | didn’t buy a ticket and go
inside. It was already daytime, and | knew that it was better to come early in the morning to fully
enjoy the park. But the atmosphere itself, the crowds of people, and the sense of celebration
swept me away—it was a great start to my journey.

After Los Angeles, | continued on to Las Vegas. It was immediately clear when | crossed the
border into Nevada—the desert stretched all around. The heat was palpable: the average
temperature in July here reaches about 106°F (41°C). The road led through endless desert
landscapes, and it was easy to see that Las Vegas is literally a city that grew up in the desert.
This city had always seemed magical to me—a combination of bright lights, endless
entertainment, and freedom.

After checking into the hotel, | first went to explore the ground floor, which turned out to be a real
casino. | was amazed by everything | saw around me: the flashing slot machines, the poker
tables, and the people completely immersed in the thrill of the game. The sounds of coins and
music filled the space, creating an atmosphere of never-ending celebration. | was fascinated by
the players’ boldness, their confidence and willingness to take risks, as well as by how
meticulously everything was organized to give people unforgettable emotions.

After walking around the ground floor, | headed out to explore the Las Vegas Boulevard.
Although the city is associated with bright casinos and entertainment, most of the famous
resorts and casinos—including the Las Vegas Strip—are actually located outside the official city
limits of Las Vegas, in an unincorporated area called Paradise.

One of the landmarks along my way was ‘The STRAT’ casino, known for its impressive
Stratosphere Tower, which offers a breathtaking view of the entire city. ‘The STRAT’ casino is
still within the city limits, and its Stratosphere Tower is not just an observation deck but a real
challenge for those who crave thrills and heights. The tower stands at about 350 meters (over
1,100 feet) and is the tallest standalone observation tower in the USA. This place embodies the
spirit of adventure and the pursuit of unforgettable experiences, making it one of the city’s
calling cards. Extreme rides are located here, attracting adrenaline seekers from all over the
world.

Crossing the border between Las Vegas and Paradise, | found myself in a world of bright lights
and never-ending fun. Walking along the famous Las Vegas Strip was a special experience. It's
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funny that this area is actually in the suburbs, not in Las Vegas proper, even though all these
sparkling signs and casinos have long become symbols of the city.

One of the first places | came across was the ‘Circus Circus’ casino, which immediately caught
my eye with its circus-themed décor. The huge tents and bright signs reminded me of a carefree
childhood, and the atmosphere here was both playful and thrilling.

Next, | came to ‘The Palazzo’ casino, one of the most luxurious and elegant places on the
boulevard. ‘The Palazzo’ impressed me with its architecture, which created a sense of refined
luxury. This casino is also one of the largest buildings in the world, which adds to its uniqueness
and grandeur. It was not only a place for gambling but also a true symbol of sophisticated taste
and high style, which made it stand out among the other establishments in Las Vegas.

As | continued walking, | found myself in a world of incredible sights, as if from a movie.
Towering before me was the majestic ‘Bellagio’ hotel with its famous fountain—a symbol of Las
Vegas. This fountain, with its perfectly choreographed water dances and musical
accompaniment, created a mesmerizing scene that lingers in your memory for a long time.

Interestingly, the ‘Bellagio’ hotel was the site of the heist in the cult movie “Ocean’s Eleven,”
directed by Steven Soderbergh and starring George Clooney, Brad Pitt, and Julia Roberts. This
fact gave my trip a special cinematic touch. It felt as if | had found myself inside a famous
scene, as if | were a part of Hollywood history.

A little further on, opposite the ‘Bellagio’, a miniature Eiffel Tower soared skyward—a precise
half-scale replica of the one in Paris. The tower houses a restaurant with a panoramic view of
Las Vegas, and you can take an elevator to the top to enjoy a stunning view of the city. The
city’s evening lights seem especially magical from the top of the tower, and the Bellagio
fountains can be seen at a glance, turning the panorama into a real live postcard.

In the restaurant atop the tower, a true French atmosphere reigns—exquisite cuisine, a cozy
setting, soft lighting, and romantic melodies create the illusion of dining in the very heart of
Paris. This tower adds a touch of Parisian romance to the place, blending amazingly with the
colorful and dynamic spirit of Las Vegas, offering everyone a chance to experience a bit of
French culture amid the neon lights and sounds of the casinos.

Somewhere in the distance, in the rays of the setting sun, the “Trump Casino’ was visible—a
luxurious establishment belonging to Donald Trump’s business empire, and one of Las Vegas'’s
iconic high-rise towers. This building, covered in golden glass and gleaming in the sunset,
symbolized the ambition and grandeur for which Vegas is famous.

Every step along the boulevard filled me with a sense of magic, as if | were in the center of
something truly unique and grand. Everything around seemed alive, pulsating, and ready to give
new, unforgettable emotions.

The noisy streets were full of life—tourists, street performers, dazzling signs. The whole city felt
like a celebration that never stopped, not even for a moment. | felt all that energy flow into me. It
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was an opportunity to escape from routine, to experience something completely different, and
perhaps to learn more about myself than ever before.

The next day, | headed back along the desert roads, returning home. | wanted to visit Death
Valley—one of the hottest and driest places on Earth, located in the Mojave Desert.

This unique place is known for its extreme climate and even broke the world record for the
highest recorded temperature—about 57°C (135°F). The landscapes of Death Valley are
breathtaking in their harsh magnificence: endless salt flats, sand dunes, and mountain ranges
create a sense of truly unearthly beauty.

However, there was no more time left—the four-day weekend flew by too quickly. | still needed
to make it home and get back into my usual rhythm.

After returning to San Jose, | decided to keep the rental car for a few more days. In America, a
car is freedom, and | didn’t want to part right away with the ability to get around without
restrictions. The car gave me a chance to visit places | wouldn’t otherwise reach, to go to the
store and buy a lot at once and load it all into the trunk. By the way, | could even drive to IKEA,
which is in another city altogether.

One day, while stopped at the intersection of S Almaden Blvd and San Carlos St at a traffic light,
| got distracted, and then something happened that nobody wants. My foot slipped off the pedal,
and | collided with the car in front. Two people got out of the car, and we exchanged phone
numbers. They said they would need to find out the cost of repairs. A couple of hours later, they
called and named a sum—one thousand dollars. Naturally, | was shocked. According to my
research online, that kind of repair cost much less. After that, | went to the rental company,
where they told me that by default, no insurance was included at all, and | realized | would have
to pay out of my own pocket.

They came to my house, and | went down to meet them. The first thing | asked was what exactly
the money would be spent on. One of them paused for a moment, exchanged a few words with
his friend, and to my relief, they agreed to reduce the amount to five hundred dollars. | paid, and
we started chatting. During the conversation, we touched on politics—a topic that is always
relevant in California. They said they support the Democrats and Biden, although they are
worried about his age. Then we parted ways.

For a couple more days, | drove the car, using every opportunity, and then I returned it to the
rental company. There was only a barely noticeable crack on the front license plate, which the
rental agent kindly decided to ignore. Thus, this story with the rental car came to an end—and
left me with a new experience.

Chapter 56. The Break with Natan and My Former Friend Kolya
On October 8, | visited San Francisco and ended up at Embarcadero Plaza, where | saw a

group of Palestinian protesters supporting Hamas and opposing the Jewish occupation. At first,
this really surprised and even shocked me, because the news often describes Hamas as a
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terrorist organization. | walked around the rally for a while, carefully studying the signs with
slogans like "Free Palestine" and "End the Occupation," and | felt that this protest was clearly
much deeper than just an expression of aggression. | decided to learn more, to understand the
history of the conflict and its roots, and it turned out that things were far from as clear-cut as
they are portrayed in the news.

This moment had a strong impact on me, and | decided to discuss my thoughts with my friend
Natan. | started by telling him about the rally and how deeply it had affected me. Natan
immediately responded that he was against such actions and considered them support for
terrorism. | tried to explain that the situation in the Middle East is actually much more complex
than it is depicted and that there are many nuances that don't fit into a simple black-and-white
picture. But our conversation quickly escalated into an argument. Natan wouldn’t listen to my
arguments, rejecting them as if he could not even allow the thought that the situation could be
different. He just kept repeating, like a memorized line, the official position of the "liberal" media,
as if he was not ready to hear anything else.

This discussion left me deep in thought. | realized how deeply biased views can hinder an
objective perception of reality. For me, it became a lesson: in order to truly understand a conflict,
you need to see it from different perspectives, not limiting yourself to just what is said in the
media.

Closer to the winter of 2023, | had a great idea—I decided to edit a video about golf. | had really
taken a liking to this sport, | loved the local courses, and already knew the rules of the game. To
realize my idea, | started learning the basics of video editing, trying out different programs and
approaches, gradually mastering the art of creating videos. | chose the Santa Teresa golf course
and went there several times with a camera, filming my practice sessions and the course itself.
There was even a funny episode when several people approached me and asked what
YouTube channel | was from. Maybe | should have told them my channel name, but at that time
| said the video was for friends. It seemed like a great opportunity to do something creative. |
filmed the course and sent the video to my friends, including Nadia’s Dance School and Nadia
herself. This project inspired me, and | felt that | was moving in the right direction, enjoying life in
America.

Then, filled with good mood and new interests, | decided to reconnect with my old friend Kolya.
He had deceived me more than once, including the story with the sale of my car, but | decided
to forgive him and give our friendship a second chance—I wanted to believe that people are
capable of changing. As a sign of reconciliation, | even shared the contact of my American
friend Natan with him. Kolya was glad to have the opportunity to talk to a real American and
seemed to truly enjoy this new experience. We started chatting again on Telegram.

One day, when the conversation accidentally touched on Nadia, Kolya remarked that he thought
| had long forgotten her. Those words felt like a punch to the heart. | realized that, for Kolya, my
attempts to reconnect with Nadia seemed insignificant, even foolish. It became obvious that he
considered himself more reasonable in this matter and was sure that sooner or later | would
have to forget her, as if it was just a youthful infatuation that would eventually pass. He assumed
that new interests and moving to America would help me get over her.
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| was deeply struck by how Kolya saw me and my feelings for Nadia, without realizing their true
significance. For him, it was just a fleeting crush, whereas for me—it was something much
deeper and more valuable. He thought that | simply couldn’t see reality, which was why | wanted
to get Nadia back, defending this image out of a sense of dependency. To him, | still seemed too
naive and didn’t understand that Nadia was the past, and that the past should be let go. But in
fact, | had long since moved beyond that stage. My desire to tell Nadia the truth was a
conscious, mature decision, not the result of some emotional dependency. This issue was more
important to me than anything else in the world, and he simply didn’t understand that, reducing
my feelings to ordinary infatuation.

Yes, | had realized this for a long time, but my conversation with Kolya once again confirmed
that people like him are too down-to-earth and live trapped in their own prejudices and
stereotypes. They are unable to see the true depth of feelings and the importance that someone
can attach to their actions and emotions. This became another reminder for me of how easily
people can judge others without wanting to look into their inner world.

He secretly told Natan about my attempts to reconnect with Nadia, apparently deciding that |
needed to hear an authoritative opinion to finally "see reality." It seemed that if | didn’t take his
opinion seriously, perhaps an American’s perspective would make me rethink my actions. After
this, Natan constantly started asking me about Nadia, always adding that Nadia was a poor girl
who didn’t know how to get rid of me. This really infuriated me. It put me in an awkward position,
especially since | did not want this topic to be discussed with Natan. | understood perfectly well
that Natan would perceive this in a biased and superficial way, and that is exactly what
happened. This situation became a bitter lesson for me—people rarely change, and giving them
second chances without reliable grounds is risky. Sometimes it's better not to share your inner
world with those who are unable to appreciate it.

In my interactions with Natan, it was clear that he had started seeing me as someone with a
clouded mind, living in illusions and unable to let go of an ex. He began to see me as naive and
foolish, despite all my achievements and two university degrees. How could he think this about
me after all our previous conversations, | just don’t understand. He wasn’t even bothered by the
fact that | had accomplished more in life than the average person, and that being in love usually
demands all your emotional energy and attention. If it were true, | wouldn’t have been able to
achieve the success | did.

When | asked Kolya why he did it, he said that | had done it myself, but had just forgotten. He
blamed me and started gaslighting. | felt a wave of anger and disappointment rising inside me. |
wanted to scream, to prove the opposite. | started telling him that he was a horrible person, and
that | was going to block him.

To this, he replied that if | blocked him, how would he be able to get money from the FSB for
reporting on me? | was shocked by this confession, and honestly, at first | didn’t believe it. He
also said that the FSB had visited Nadia as well, but she refused. Although it was hard to
believe, | was sure that if they had really come to her, she would never have agreed.
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Nadia is a person you can trust. She was always loyal and honest. | knew that if they really tried
to involve her, she wouldn’t go along with it. Nadia has a strength of spirit that is rarely found.
That’'s why | could be sure of her decision.

Later, when | got into an argument on the social network VVKontakte, probably about some
political topic, someone wrote to me: "Igoryashka is upset that your friend betrayed you?" A
stranger knew this information. Then it became clear to me—Kolya hadn'’t lied. Most likely, that
person was a security service officer. Everyone knows that VKontakte is full of law enforcement
agents, and such things are not uncommon.

| asked Natan directly, trying to figure out who exactly had told him about my attempts to
reconnect with Nadia: was it me or Kolya? Natan, with a slight smirk, replied, "Of course Kolya.
What a silly question." | objected, saying that Kolya claimed the opposite—that | had told him
myself, but just forgot. Natan was shocked by Kolya’s blatant lie and said, "That’s like showing
someone something white, and they calmly insist it's black." | forwarded Natan’s reply to Kolya
to prove his lie, and after that | blocked him for good, ending all communication.

Natan continued trying to "wake me up" and get his point across—that | needed to forget Nadia
and find a new girl in California. On New Year’s Eve 2024, | gave Natan an ultimatum: "Either
Nadia stays in my life, or you leave." His reaction surprised me—he simply blocked me and
deleted our chat. This shocked me, but | accepted his decision: "Well, okay, that’s his choice."
After that, | blocked him as well.

Natan’s actions seemed both impulsive and rational at the same time. His plan, as | see it, was
simple: thinking that my feelings for Nadia were just infatuation, he decided to "teach me a
lesson." By blocking me, he probably expected that in a week | would come to my senses,
realize that Natan was real, and Nadia was just an illusion, and come back to him. But his plan
didn’t work.

A week later, Natan unblocked me, but | decided not to resume our friendship. | did not respond
to his gesture and didn’t unblock him. That's how my relationships with both Natan and Kolya
ended.

However, throughout January, | was haunted by memories of their pressure, their conviction that
I needed to forget Nadia, that | would "win" if | let her go. They believed | was just in love, and
this irritated me. Their mistaken opinion about me did not let me rest, and even though we no
longer communicated, the projections of these thoughts continued to haunt me.

I understood that | had to keep doing what | believed was right. My soul and heart demanded it,
and so, let those who think superficially go their own way. | would continue to follow my own
path. | had long had the idea—to show Nadia how my life turned out here in America. But only
now did | finally decide to do it—to shoot and edit a video about how I live. After all, much of
what | have now is connected to those moments and experiences of interacting with her, and
this whole story is imbued with her presence.
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But over time, these projections in my mind started bothering me more and more. | needed
support to keep moving forward and doing what | believed was right. In search of this support, |
remembered the psychologist Lena, whom | had started working with back in the fall-winter of
2021, and decided to reach out to her again. At least, that's what | thought—for support.

Chapter 57. Sessions with Psychologist Lena

Lena and | started talking, and on February 17 | sent Nadya a video of my apartment on
WhatsApp and, at the end, invited her to visit. And what was surprising—she didn’t block me for
the first time. For me, this was an important moment, as if a sign that maybe the wall of
misunderstanding wasn’t so impenetrable after all. | realized that | just needed to find the right
approach to convey my thoughts and feelings to her.

When | first told Lena about my problem, about how Natan and Kolya were trying to make me
forget Nadya, | was wary of her reaction. From the very beginning, she said, “I see you have a
great love story.” That was strange. What the heck? What does a “great love story” have to do
with anything? Am | a child in need of such obviously false, cliché words? How could she even
know it was a “great story”? All she knew at that moment was that | wanted to re-establish
contact with my ex. And that’s it.

As | told Lena about my feelings and about how important it was for me that Nadya didn’t block
me after the video, | noticed her indifference. She didn’t ask questions; she wasn'’t interested in
my inner state or my emotions. In every session she just nodded silently and formally agreed
with me.

When | complained about Kolya and Natan, about how they were pressuring me, meddling in
my personal life and demanding | forget Nadya, Lena would support me with superficial
comments like, “They just don’t have any brains,” or “They behaved badly.” She agreed with my
complaints, but did so as if it was all obvious and required no further discussion, never delving
into the heart of the problem.

Gradually, | started to understand that Nadya'’s presence in my life was helping me to identify
inappropriate behavior in those around me. Kolya and Natan, trying to make me forget her,
revealed their true attitude toward me—based on stereotypes and labels. This made me realize
just how fake these “friends” were, and that | needed to get rid of them. They tried to manipulate
me emotionally and put pressure on me because of Nadya, but it was thanks to her that | was
able to see their true faces. | shared this thought with Lena, and she even approved of my
conclusions.

But later, | noticed that Lena didn’t hesitate to use neuro-linguistic programming (NLP). What is
that? NLP is a method of psychotherapy and communication based on the idea that, by using
certain words, gestures, and phrases, you can influence another person’s thinking and behavior.
It's a technique in which the interlocutor repeats the thoughts and ideas of the other, gradually
“implanting” them as their own to change the person’s perception. Lena did this more than once,
and it annoyed me, though | didn’t show it.
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For example, after | shared my thought with her that Nadya helps me identify insincere people in
my environment, Lena, a few days later, presented this idea as her own, saying, “See, Nadya
helps you get rid of bad friends.” She used my words, presenting them as hers.

Another example: one day | said that Nadya left because she was scared—a little girl frightened
by all the drama with drugs. Though, to be honest, Nadya herself had come up with this version
based on her own assumptions. In reality, it wasn’t a conflict about drugs at all, but an act of
crime against me, which she never figured out.

And just two sessions later, Lena, as if from herself, said, “Well, she probably just got scared.”
At that moment, | realized these weren’t her own thoughts, but my words “reprogrammed” and
presented back to me as hers.

And this wasn’t a one-off—there were different episodes where my words came back to me
through Lena as if she’d come up with them herself.

The only time she showed real interest was when she asked, “Does Nadya have any children?”
In her mind, she was clearly picturing scenarios far from reality, where | was some kind of
stalker, a threat to her imaginary version of things. She asked this question as if trying to make
sure | wasn’t a danger to any imaginary children Nadya never had. This only intensified my
feeling that she didn’t see the real me, but was just projecting her own fears and assumptions.
This wasn’t empathy; it was alienation. Lena treated me like a dangerous child who needed to
be appeased so he wouldn’t do anything bad. Lena’s support was fake.

We continued to communicate every week on Wednesdays. | sent Nadya photos, kind
messages, and told Lena about it. Lena would just sit, listen, and not ask any questions, just
nod.

At some point, | told Lena that Nadya’s boyfriend or husband, whoever he was, was not my
competitor. After these words, | expected her to become interested: why do I think that? How did
I come to this conclusion? | was waiting for her to start asking questions about my life to
understand what made me so confident. | was ready to tell a long story about what I'd been
through, how it had influenced my views and conclusions. But Lena just replied, “Yes, he’s not
your competitor.” | was shocked. Lena didn’t know my life, my story, Nadya, or her husband or
boyfriend. But she immediately agreed! That was just absurd. What is that supposed to be? It's
totally unobjective.

But even more surprising, Lena didn’t even realize how absurd it was. She seemed to think she
was doing everything right. Apparently, she thought the main thing was to agree with me on
everything instead of going deeper and trying to understand why | thought that way.

In one of these sessions, | told Lena the story of how Natan once said to me, “There are plenty
of fish in the sea, you don’t need to cling to one.” | shared my indignation with Lena: “Can you
imagine, Lena? But | completely disagree. There aren’t plenty of fish in the sea. There are very
few like Nadya.” | was confident in my words—Nadya had unique qualities: leadership skills,
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strong energy, charisma, charm. There are very few like her. Lena was clearly taken aback by
my words because, without a doubt, she totally agreed with Natan.

Lena knew nothing about Nadya’s personal qualities, and frankly, | felt she wasn’t interested.
Most likely, she believed the same banality: there are plenty of fish in the sea, and Nadya
probably wasn’t anything special. In her view, my “infatuation” didn’t involve a real assessment
of Nadya’s unique qualities, just idealization. So of course, Lena couldn’t agree with me. And
like any reasonable person, she should have started arguing or at least asked clarifying
questions, which | expected. | was ready to explain in detail why | thought that way.

But instead, Lena just said, “Yes, | agree.” That knocked the ground out from under me. She
didn’t even give me the chance to explain my position. | thought: fine, and dropped the subject,
deciding there was nothing left to discuss.

After these strange agreements, there was another episode. One day | told Lena that as a child
| was always curious why bad people behave badly. Why act badly? Why wish harm on
anyone? | was curious in this regard, and honestly, | was curious about everything. But Lena
immediately twisted everything. She said, “Let’s talk about your childhood. You were afraid of
them, right? What made you afraid of them?” | answered, “No, | wasn’t afraid of them, | was just
curious.” But she ignored my words and continued asking why | was afraid of some people as a
child.

| sat there thinking: what nonsense is she asking? | was curious about what makes a person
evil, not because I'd experienced evil or felt fear. Why do you have to encounter evil to be
interested in it? | was just curious!

| kept waiting for Lena to finally ask concrete questions about Nadya and how | ended up in this
situation. If you want to understand what’s going on, ask me directly! I'd tell you everything, |
could even name the dates: when what happened, when my thinking changed, when | made
decisions and on what basis. Just ask questions and I'll explain everything, | thought. But Lena
never asked about this. She was always somewhere up in the clouds, distancing herself from
real discussions, as if she wasn’t interested.

Over time, Lena started trying to suggest that one day | would “find my people,” which shocked
me. She saw it all as if | was complaining about not having friends, though that was far from
reality. For me, it has always been important to communicate with people who share my values
and views, and | am very selective about this. | have friends all over the world, and | would
never hang out with just anyone. But Lena saw it differently. She looked at me as someone who
simply couldn’t find friends, and her words made it clear that she saw me as a “loser” in need of
her support, not as the mature and selective person | actually am.

At some point, somewhere in the middle of our sessions, Lena began to push the idea that I'd
been writing to Nadya all these years simply because | was emotionally dependent on her and
needed her support. That completely threw me off. What kind of nonsense is that? What kind of
emotional support could | possibly be getting from Nadya if she even deletes her profile photos
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for me and makes her accounts private, and in general doesn’t react to my presence at all?
Nadya has been ignoring me almost since the very first day we broke up.

Not to mention the times when Nadya called the police on me or when we almost threatened
each other with criminal charges. Our conflicts were so sharp that what kind of support could
there even be? But Lena stubbornly insisted that | apparently needed some kind of “mommy,”
and that’s why | kept trying to maintain contact with Nadya.

That's when | realized Lena’s plan: she clearly thought | was a child looking for a mother figure
and that Nadya had played the role of this “mommy” for me. But how could Nadya be my
“‘mommy” if she is six years younger than me? When we met, Nadya had just finished school,
and | was already working, had a career. | could have taught and supported her, not the other
way around. But Lena didn’t see that. She decided that Nadya was providing me with some sort
of emotional foundation, and now she, Lena, had to take over that role.

| realized that Lena had started to position herself as my “mommy,” hoping | would just shift my
focus from Nadya to her. This was completely messed up! She gave the wrong diagnosis and
started acting totally inappropriately, trying to “treat” me for a problem that didn’t exist. What the
hell is that?

At the seventh session, there was a turning point. From the very beginning, Lena tried to
behave differently—with a sweet facial expression, as if she were talking to a little child. She
clearly thought | was insecure around girls and tried to convince me that “it’s not so scary.” With
every word, | became more aware that she saw me as some kind of “dorky” guy who needed
encouragement. Lena tried to inspire me, as if | were in despair and just needed to find
someone who would “love me.” My God, where did she get all this? She made such a cute face,
as if she were talking to a child, trying to seem as kind and caring as possible.

Closer to the end of the session, she suddenly asked, “And who is the best for you?” Without
hesitation, | answered, “Of course, Nadya.” For me, this was a simple and obvious answer—a
significant part of my story is connected to her, and explaining this to Lena would be difficult.
There was too much; | am even writing a book about it. | could have, just to confuse Lena,
started listing all the problematic circumstances we faced: chronic misunderstandings, some
pretty bad episodes, including situations with her father. But | deliberately decided not to tell
Lena about this. | didn’t want to give her a reason to use this information for her own purposes.
And besides, why should | discuss someone close to me with a person who is clearly biased
toward me? | don’t think it’s right to speak negatively about a loved one to strangers. That’'s why
| just said simply: Nadya is the best.

But Lena interpreted my answer in her own way, as if | was idealizing her. In her mind, the
puzzle immediately came together: “Great, he’s idealizing Nadya.” And when | mentioned that
sometimes it’s hard to live alone, but I'm used to it, she immediately decided: “Great, pain of
loneliness.”

What was even more absurd, | had already told her that | went to a pick-up school, talked to
different girls, developed my communication skills. But she just ignored all that as insignificant.
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All she needed was to confirm her narrative: “idealization,” “loneliness,” and therefore,
“infatuation.” Anything that didn’t fit her template was simply ignored.

And in the end, at the close of the session, she said the phrase, “It’s all clear, it's infatuation.”
That infuriated me. We were already finishing the session, but it left me extremely irritated. At
the very least because at the beginning of our sessions she spoke of a “great love story,” and
now, without a second thought, calls it “infatuation,” finally revealing what she really thought.
What hypocrisy! How can you make such a superficial conclusion based on two loosely
connected facts? First, some abstract “idealization.” Of course, if you don’t ask questions about
why | think the way | do, it's easy to come to the conclusion of idealization. But she didn’t even
try to understand where my opinion came from. And second—"“pain.” Where did this pain come
from? Just because | live alone and don’t always manage to keep up with things? It's so
ridiculous that you could say her whole concept was stretched over the globe like an owl. All of
this seemed superficial to me and completely disconnected from the real complexity of the
situation.

Chapter 58. Correspondence with LenoCka on Skype

We were messaging each other on Skype, and once again | reminded her: it just became
unclear to me why we originally gathered together to get rid of the people who were trying to
convince me to forget Nadya, and now you yourself have started doing the same thing. And
then Lena unexpectedly said, “Igor, hi! | wasn’t talking about getting rid of those people, but
about the fact that, when it comes to your relationship with Nadya, they can’t help you, but in
other matters, they could be interesting for you.”

| was stunned. When did she ever say that? Getting rid of those people was my own
decision—what do her words have to do with it? Moreover, | never asked Natan and Kolya to
help me with Nadya. On the contrary, it was important for me that they did not interfere in my
matters with her at all. As soon as they found out about my messages to Nadya, their focus
shifted from simply communicating with me to persistently trying to convince me to forget her, to
“let go of the past,” and “move on.” This endless “nonsense” and advice that | did not need
turned them from friends into people who no longer mattered to me. In the end, | decided that |
no longer needed them as friends. That was my position, my personal policy. But Lena insisted
on her own point of view, as if she were making decisions for me.

At some point, she wrote, “You know, | felt angry at her, that you're doing so much, and she is
so far away and you’re physically alone. | thought during our session that this wouldn’t be useful
for you to hear, but now it kind of fits.”

And at that moment, | just lost it. So, she decided she knows what is “useful” for me to hear and
what isn’t. She had already made up her mind long ago—for her, this is just infatuation,
something superficial, and she chose the “right” moment to insert her opinion. Lena did not try to
get to the bottom of my situation, she did not ask questions, did not try to understand the deeper
reasons for my feelings. Instead, she decided that she had to choose what and when | needed
to hear, and that deeply offended me.
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Then Lena started telling me, “Flaws fade at a distance, and this looks like idealization.” And at
that moment, | just got furious. What kind of nonsense is she talking about? | know all of
Nadya’s flaws perfectly well, and sometimes | even think there are more of them than there are
good qualities. | have told her about these flaws many times. We have even gotten to the point
where we threatened each other with criminal charges, promised to get each other arrested! |
have a million reasons to hate her.

But | don’t do that. | do not feel anger towards her, and it's not because | close my eyes to her
flaws. It is the result of huge self-reflection that | went through. | spent a long time thinking about
all the events and Nadya’s actions, and instead of getting stuck in anger and hatred, | saw
opportunities for my own growth and development in those situations. | realized that it was
precisely through these difficulties that | was able to train my mind, develop myself, and reach a
new level of awareness.

What infuriated me was that, apparently, she thought | wasn’t capable of understanding even
the most basic things. But if | don’t reach those conclusions in my situation, doesn’t that mean
things are much more complicated? Why couldn’t she figure that out? Instead of trying to
understand the depth of my experiences, Lena decided that it was enough to tell me obvious
facts. That wasn’t help—it was pure self-assurance. Lena had already drawn her conclusions a
long time ago, and her “advice” only increased my irritation.

And here arises the question: what did she actually think of me? If she considers it necessary to
tell me such obvious things, did she really think | simply couldn’t understand this on my own?
That | am mentally deficient or so naive that | need someone to explain such banalities to me?
Obviously, | have known everything Lena is talking about for a long time—since | was sixteen or
twenty, if not earlier. But if | know this and continue to act the way | do, maybe it means that
things aren’t so simple? But for Lena, everything turned out to be extremely simple. Apparently,
in her eyes, | am just an idiot, a fool who cannot figure out his own situation. Such an attitude
toward my problem seemed not only unprofessional but also humiliating. At thirty-six years old, |
do not need anyone deciding for me what | should be aware of and when | need to realize it.

But Lena did not see this and could not understand it. For her, everything seemed simple—I am
just a person in love who overlooks flaws and is in a state of blind idealization. That was
complete absurdity. She thought that | was not able to see reality and evaluate it adequately. It
was humiliating and made me even angrier, because she ignored the fact that | had consciously
gone through these feelings and drawn important conclusions from them for myself.

In that same Skype conversation, Lena once said, “Everything you write is proof that you are on
the right path.” That was probably the only sensible thing she said during our whole interaction.
But even then, | was not sure how sincere she was. Maybe she said it just to keep the
conversation going, or to somehow soften my objections. But after all her attempts to impose
her superficial judgments on me, | could no longer fully trust her words. It seemed to me that
even when she said something right, it was more of an accident than a sincere understanding of
my situation.
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Chapter 59. My Response to Psychologist Lena

Before my next session with Lena, | remembered an old idea—I wanted to write a book. It

seemed to me like the only way to explain the entire situation with Nadya, to figure out the

whole problem. | realized that this would be my next step—to write a book about my life for
Nadya and anyone else who might be interested.

When our session started, Lena looked unusual—she was sitting there with a selfishly elevated
mood, like an adult mother expecting her "child" to share something new and amusing. It was
unpleasant; she clearly wasn’t taking me seriously.

We called at the usual time, and the first thing | said was, "Lena, I'm angry." She smiled and
asked, "What happened?" | replied, "Lena, so | have a crush, right?" She said, "Oh, are you
upset about a crush or something?" | firmly stated, "Lena, | don’t need your sympathy. | don’t
need your pity. Sympathy means you see yourself as above me and think that | made mistakes
and ended up in a bad situation. | am not in a ‘bad environment.” Everything that happens in my
life is the result of my own choices. | take full responsibility for my life, | am aware of my actions
and my plans. Your sympathy is just a bunch of clichés, and it has nothing to do with reality."

Lena’s face changed instantly. The mask of smug mentorship turned into a serious and focused
expression. | had never seen that look on her face before.

Then | said, "Lena, | have an idea, a solution, the universe suggested it to me." Lena playfully
replied, "Oh really," as if she were listening to a funny story from a child. But as soon as |
mentioned the book, her face changed again—she was shocked. | continued to talk about my
decision, and as | spoke, Lena sat in absolute shock.

Lena kept silent, but | could see she was starting to think. So | decided to go further: "You talked
about pain. But if | really felt pain, | would probably try to pressure Nadya, use emotional
manipulation. But | don’t do that, because it's my principled position. | consciously act in a way
so as not to manipulate. | get things done, and that’s how | get her attention—not through tricks
or emotional games. I've been alone my whole life, but everything I've achieved, I've done by
myself. And | don’t see any pain in that, because pain is the result of egoism, when people try to
force someone to do what they want, and it doesn’t work out. But | am not an egoist."

After that, Lena’s face changed again; she clearly hadn’t expected such directness. | went on, "If
you feel anger towards Nadya and try to convince me that she’s bad because she doesn’t
answer me, to make me feel the same anger, then go see your own psychologist. | don’t need
that. | don’t feel any anger towards Nadya. She’s doing everything right. Why should she answer
me? Maybe she still doesn’t trust me enough. Or maybe I'm not as good as | seem. What if | let
her down afterwards? She can’t take that risk right away. | need to earn her trust."

| paused and added, "l just live my life, accepting it as it is, and | don’t try to impose anything on
her. Nadya will respond when she feels ready."
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Lena was stunned. Her previous confidence evaporated, and her face showed a mix of
emotions that were hard to decipher. She definitely hadn’t expected this level of depth and
maturity from me.

| continued, "You know what annoys me every time? Every time people try to label my situation
as something standard: ‘a crush.’ This has been going on for 13 years. Every time someone
hears that | want to reconcile with my ex, they immediately start spouting their ‘set of templates’:
she’s afraid of me, I'm not worthy of her, I'm a hopeless egoist, I'm not an adult, | can’t let go of
the past. Seriously? They tell me I'm still a child, that I'm an idiot, that I'm acting foolishly. This
whole list of nonsense starts every time anyone hears that | want some kind of interaction with
my ex. All these phrases are standard, never actually thought out, spoken without any attempt
to understand."

Lena was silent, and | added, "But I'm fully aware of what I’'m doing—it's my conscious choice.
For example, so that Nadya wouldn’t be afraid of me, | specifically moved to the other side of
the world—to California. How much further could | go? And yet you all keep telling me: ‘She’s
afraid of you, she’s afraid of you.” What kind of nonsense is that? You are completely misjudging
the situation."

At that point, | noticed Lena really didn’t know what to say. This was another moment when she
couldn’t find a canned answer that would fit into her usual patterns. She saw me as a child,
even though I've been living an adult life for a long time. | realized that her perception of me was
completely wrong.

| continued, "Tell me, what would happen if | let go of Nadya and forgot about her? Would my
childhood end, maybe? Is that the problem?" And then Lena agreed. | was shocked—so she
actually thinks that my entire life experience at 36, everything I've been through, all the
conclusions I've come to, is just childhood, immaturity.

| asked her, "So what, do | need to rewrite the program in my head?" Lena answered "yes"
again, but this time in a quiet voice, looking at me with obvious surprise. At that moment, | was
stunned—all my suspicions were confirmed. She really saw me as someone who thinks like a
child and can’t understand adult life.

After that, one big question started spinning in my head: how is this even possible? I'm 36, |
have two higher degrees—one in the humanities and one in engineering. I've read a huge
number of books, traveled to many parts of the world, | have friends in different countries. I've
been in relationships with different women, | have 20 years of career experience, including
teaching. I've built a life for myself based on knowledge, experience, and reflection. And now
Lena erased all of that in one swoop. For her, all of that is just childhood. In her opinion, I still
haven’t entered adulthood. This moment caused a powerful sense of dissonance in me. How
can you ignore everything I've been through and reduce it to "childish immaturity"? It was so
absurd and humiliating that | didn’t even know what to think.

Of course, she erased all that, because she never asked me any real questions. How could she
know? The only question that really interested her was whether Nadya had children. A person
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who sees children in everyone and only cares about children. | thought: a typical "mommy," not
a psychologist. She was more concerned with the child aspects and saw me as a naive kid
rather than an adult who had been through a lot. Lena didn’t try to understand my life—she just
projected her motherly role onto me.

| began to explain, "How many years have | written to Nadya, how much have | talked about her,
how many consequences in my life because of her. Even now, you and | are talking about her,
and in your opinion, all of this is just emptiness, something useless? Just take Nadya and forget
her? Are you serious? Someone who was in my life for so many years—do you really think
that’s just something unnecessary | should throw away?" Lena stayed silent, and | realized she
was just stretching the situation over her usual templates, trying to fit it into her patterns and
present it as the truth. She didn’t see anything deeper.

| continued, "You probably think I'm ‘asleep,’ that | don’t see reality? And how am | asleep?
Because maybe Nadya doesn’t like the cartoon ‘Finding Nemo’ anymore? Recently | was at an
aquarium, filming fish for Nadya, looking for Nemo and Dory to send her. Is that how I'm asleep?
Do you think she stopped loving that cartoon?" Lena just sat there, shocked by what | was
telling her.

| told her, "After February 24, 2022, everyone told me there’s no way I'll ever get to the US, that
all my hopes are just childhood, that I'm asleep! But | still made it to the US." Lena sat in
silence, her expression showing she didn’t know how to respond. It was just more proof that she
had never really tried to understand my situation or the depth of my thinking.

| have to say, my speech went on for an hour. It was logical, convincing, with no cognitive
distortions. | clearly and consistently showed my view of the situation, and this only left Lena
even more confused. She obviously wasn’t prepared for that level of awareness and depth.

In the end, she said, "Well, if it works for you, then fine." That was the last nail in her
professional coffin. After that, we canceled our sessions with each other. | couldn’t talk to this
liar anymore.

Chapter 60. Disappointment in Lenochka: How | Sought Honesty
and Dialogue but Found Manipulation

When | began my sessions with Lenochka, | had one main expectation: openness, honesty, and
a willingness to engage in dialogue. | was looking for a real discussion of my feelings, thoughts,
and experiences, hoping for depth and questions that would make me reflect even more. But
with each session, | encountered the fact that Lena, instead of engaging in discussion, seemed
to put on a mask of polite agreement.

From the very beginning, something felt off. When | told her about my desire to restore my
relationship with Nadya, her first reaction sounded like a generic phrase: “| see you have a great
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love story.” This immediately puzzled me. How could she know it was a “great story”? She didn’t
ask a single question, didn’t try to learn more about my life or what was behind my words. This
was the first sign that she was not ready to delve into my reality. Instead of a dialogue, she
chose simple, but irritating, agreement.

And this continued again and again. When | shared my thoughts, feelings, even provoked her
into discussions by saying absurd things, expecting a reaction or questions from her—I received
nothing. Lena would simply nod and agree. With each such nod, | felt the conversation lose its
meaning. Where were her questions? Where was the intellectual tension | expected from a
specialist?

One of the key moments was the day | told her that Nadya’s boyfriend or husband was not my
rival. | deliberately chose this phrase to hear her opinion, to spark a discussion. But instead of
asking questions or trying to understand why | thought that way, she just said, “Yes, he’s not
your rival.” | was shocked. She didn’t know me, or him, or Nadya, or our history, but she agreed
anyway. This readiness to agree devalued everything | was saying.

Over time, | started to notice that Lena was using neuro-linguistic programming (NLP)
techniques, adjusting her words to my thoughts, as if she didn’t have an opinion of her own and
was just repeating what | had already said. It felt as if she was trying to “reprogram” me through
her agreements, instead of giving me space for a real dialogue. This irritated and annoyed me
even more.

But the peak of it all came when Lena started insisting that my feelings for Nadya were simply
infatuation, that | was idealizing her and not seeing reality. This drove me mad. How can you
make such superficial conclusions based on just two facts? She didn’t even try to find out why |
felt that way, didn’t ask any questions, and simply imposed her standard templates on my
situation. After that, | realized that, for Lena, my experiences were just a set of stereotypes she
didn’t want to deal with.

Her suggestions and manipulations became more and more obvious. She was afraid to tell me
the truth to my face, thinking that | would “explode” or wouldn’t handle her words. But the
problem wasn’t that she was telling the truth, it was that she was lying, pretending to understand
me, when in reality she was avoiding confrontation. For me, this became a real betrayal. | was
looking for an honest dialogue, sincerity, but found only manipulation and lies.

At some point, | realized that Lena didn’t see me as an adult capable of understanding and
dealing with his own feelings. She was projecting her own worldview onto me, trying to become
a “mommy” who knows better what | need. This was absurd and humiliating. | didn’t need her
care; | needed open discussion, the opportunity to speak and to be heard.

These sessions with Lena became a lesson for me. | realized that sometimes people, even
professionals, can avoid difficult conversations and are not ready to admit that their ideas about
a person are wrong. Lena didn’t want to ask questions because she had already decided for me
that | was “deluded” or “idealizing.” But this says more about her, about her fears and inability to
step outside her own templates, than about me.

198



For me, this experience became further proof of how important it is to be honest with yourself
and with others. | will never again allow anyone to reduce my thoughts and feelings to
stereotypes. | deserve a dialogue, not manipulation. And if someone is not ready for such
communication, that’s their problem, not mine.

Chapter 61. Socialization in the USA

There were still a couple of months left before Nadya'’s birthday, and | thought about making the
book a present for her thirtieth birthday, but | just couldn’t pull myself together. | was anxious,
nervous, and kept putting it off. Even before that, when | was still seeing my psychologist Lena, |
tried to maintain contact with Nadya, visiting different places and sharing my impressions with
her. For example, when | went to the Oakland Museum, | sent her photos of the exhibits
dedicated to the city’s history and the art of the indigenous peoples. | thought she might find it
interesting, given her curiosity. Later, | visited the California Academy of Sciences in San
Francisco—an impressive science center. | recorded videos for Nadya of coral reefs, marine
creatures, and underwater landscapes to share the beauty and the atmosphere of scientific
discovery with her.

However, after talking with Lena, | decided to take a break and stop bothering Nadya. What if it
was starting to tire her? | decided to give her space and time, so she could live her own life
peacefully without feeling pressured by me.

| truly decided to shift my focus and try to socialize more in the USA. | thought | needed to find
someone to talk to—a friend to spend time with. | started thinking about how and where to look.
Eventually, | found out online that one of the popular apps for connecting with neighbors in
California was Nextdoor. | downloaded it, installed it on my phone, and posted an ad: “Hey guys,
who wants to go hiking with me?”

| received several interesting replies. First, | was invited to join a hiking group on Facebook.
Second, | was contacted by a guy from India, who also suggested going hiking. We met up at a
cafe, got to know each other, chatted, and then he said he had to go to the dentist. That was
how our friendship started, and we began texting each other in chat. Later, through Nextdoor,
we stumbled upon another guy, who admitted that it was difficult for him to make friends as an
adult. | wrote to him and invited him to join our company. That made three of us, and we created
a group chat on WhatsApp.

Meanwhile, | got a reply on Nextdoor from a girl named Meeta. She told me that she found
friends through board games and now organizes them herself. Meeta invited me to join, and |
agreed. At the first game night, | met another friend, Johnny (who is Chinese by nationality), and
| added him to our group chat. So our group, which | started calling the “Fight Club,” kept
growing.

By this time, | couldn’t stand it any longer. It had been a whole month since I'd decided not to
write to Nadya, but it was getting pretty boring and hard for me. | wanted to share my news with
her again, to tell her what had happened during that time. So, after a month, | started texting her
again.

199



| sent her different songs via WhatsApp, and everything was relatively calm until one day, when
| was drunk, | wrote her a message: “Do you remember how we met? | wonder, when | went into
the women'’s restroom, did | go through the right door or not?” Apparently, Nadya took these
messages as a form of pressure. She reacted in the way she does best—she removed her
profile picture from WhatsApp so it wasn’t visible to everyone. Of course, it was sad to find this
out, but, thank God, she didn’t block me.

In June 2024, | went to Oregon for a four-day rafting trip on the Rogue River, which flows into
the Pacific Ocean. It was an amazing adventure, full of both natural and historical discoveries.
One of the most memorable places we visited was the Rogue River Ranch—a historic ranch
that is an important part of the region’s cultural heritage. The ranch was one of the key sites
during the settlement of the Wild West and played a significant role in the history of the area.
Today, it serves as a reminder of the lives of the first settlers who lived and worked under harsh
conditions. The ranch’s museum has exhibits related to ranchers and the history of the Rogue
River.

We also stopped at Whisky Creek Cabin—a historic cabin built in the late nineteenth century
during the Gold Rush. It was a place for gold prospectors to rest as they made their way along
the river in search of fortune. Today, this little house is a monument to the early period of
America’s settlement and remains untouched, preserving the atmosphere of that era.

We also passed by the place where the writer Zane Grey lived and worked, a famous author of
books about the Wild West. In 1925, he traveled the Rogue River by boat and fell so in love with
the region that he decided to settle there. He bought a piece of land, built a house, and spent a
lot of time there, drawing inspiration for his books. In his works, you can feel the wild and
untamed spirit of these places, and being there, you can imagine how Grey watched this nature
as he wrote his stories.

The rafting trip itself was full of challenges. We navigated rapids of varying difficulty levels—from
calm waters to truly turbulent flows that required our full concentration and coordinated efforts.
Each day brought something new, and by the end of the trip, our group had become a real
team.

It was an amazing adventure, especially because | found myself in the company of wonderful
people with whom we quickly became friends. Every day was full not only of natural beauty, but
also of warm moments of connection. Our guides were fantastic—not only helping us
technically, but also creating a light and friendly atmosphere. One of them was Abigail, a
fair-haired girl with an infectious smile. She was always ready to start a conversation and bring
fun into any moment.

On the last night, | suggested a few games that Nadya had once shown me when we were
together. Among them were the game “Contact” and various versions of the game “Hike.” These
games were more than just entertainment—they created a true sense of unity in the group. The
guys especially enjoyed “Hike”—after a few rounds, they started making up their own rules and
variations, and everyone contributed something of their own. This quickly created an incredibly
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warm and friendly atmosphere, with everyone laughing, supporting each other, and just enjoying
the moment.

Later that evening, one of the women from the group came up to me and thanked me for
making the evening so special. That moment was particularly meaningful for me—realizing that |
hadn’t just contributed to the fun, but helped create memories that would last a long time.

July 4th arrived. Even though | had been invited to play board games that day, | decided to take
an extra day off on Friday, July 5th. And July 4th—the Independence Day holiday in the
USA—was a day off as well. On that day, | didn’t go to play games but decided to go to
Yosemite Park, one of the most famous national parks in the USA.

| drove there in my car and rented a hotel room in the city of Mariposa, not far from the park, so
that | could come back and stay overnight after walking around. When | arrived at the hotel to
check in, they told me that you could not get into the park without a reservation—all the spots
were taken. | thought, why make a reservation if | just want to walk around a little? Plus, their
website said that after 4:00 p.m., you could enter without a reservation if you were not planning
to camp. In the end, | went to the park and was able to get in.

The place was stunningly beautiful. | walked to the lake, strolled between campgrounds, walked
along the river and between the mountains—the views were breathtaking. | happily walked
along the trails, enjoying the nature. There were many interesting houses there; people came,
rented cozy cabins, and lived there. Many people were also vacationing in RVs and tents.
People went hiking along different routes and probably stayed in wilder corners of the park.

On my way back to the hotel, | faced an unexpected problem. When | drove into the city, | was
told the road was closed and the exit was blocked. | had no idea what had happened and was
directed in another direction. A bit confused, | decided to follow the map via alternative routes.
At some point, | drove out of the area and was shocked: everything around was burning, and
the sky was red from the fire. When | got to Mariposa, where my hotel was, it became clear that
there was a wildfire raging. The hills were engulfed in flames, and helicopters circled in the sky.

The police were stationed at the hotel. | was worried they would not let me through, but after
explaining my situation, they allowed me to pass since | was staying there. | started recording
videos of the fire and reading news about what had happened. The sight was both terrifying and
mesmerizing. In the morning, | decided to go home—this was enough adventure for one ftrip.

On July 17, 2024, | decided to attend an event | found on the Meetup app. It was called “Make
International Friends in San Jose,” and it turned out to be quite an interesting experience. The
meeting took place in a cafe, and a huge number of people gathered there. The evening was
lively: we talked a lot, met new people, and exchanged stories and impressions.

Several people stood out to me in particular. One of them was Carly—a woman | met as soon
as | entered the cafe. When | walked in, | didn’t know who was organizing the event or where it
was taking place, so | just sat down at the bar and started looking at the menu. At that moment,
a woman sitting nearby noticed and said, “That’s not the right menu—here’s the right one.”
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That’'s how our acquaintance began. She introduced herself as Carly, and together we found the
event organizers. Later, a guy named Jemis joined us, and | quickly became friends with him
too.

There was also a young Indian man who worked at Facebook. He told me about his project
developing augmented reality glasses. It was really interesting, especially since augmented
reality is becoming an increasingly important part of technology.

As for Carly, she turned out to be a very interesting person. Her father, like Jemis’s father, was
from the Philippines, and after our conversation | even decided to learn more about the history
of that country, which fascinated me. Later, Carly and | met again, and this time we decided to
visit the Mystery Spot—an unusual place near Santa Cruz, known for its visual illusions and
strange gravitational anomalies. The place was opened in 1941 and became one of California’s
most mysterious tourist attractions. Everything there seemed upside-down: things rolled uphill,
and when standing upright, you felt tilted. It was a fascinating and strange sensation.

After that, we went to the Seymour Marine Discovery Center, also in Santa Cruz. It is a marine
research center where you can learn a lot about marine life, oceanography, and ocean
conservation. We looked at exhibits with marine creatures and learned more about how the
ocean depths are studied. It was a wonderful day, full of new discoveries and bright
impressions. However, after that, Carly and | didn’t go anywhere else together.

On August 1, | unexpectedly found a letter from Abigail in my mailbox. It was incredibly nice and
unexpected. In the letter, she wrote:

Dear Igor,

You were a real joy for the whole group on this trip. Your infectious laughter made everyone
around join in the fun. Seeing you navigate the rapids in an inflatable kayak was amazing, and
we absolutely loved the games you showed us on the last night! | hope to see you again on the
next rafting trip!

The letter was also signed by other members of the group, who thanked me for sharing the
beauty of nature with them. It was just awesome and left me with incredibly warm feelings.
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A postcard from Abigail

This was an important time for me. | finally felt ready to tell my story, to write this book, and to
put all the dots over the “i” in my life. | was tired of having a huge number of misunderstandings
spinning around in my head, misunderstandings with different people throughout my life. These
misunderstandings arose simply because people did not know about the huge experiences |
had gone through, and made shallow judgments. My book is not just an account of events—it is
my story, through which | want to show my path and explain what was behind all these
meetings, mistakes, and decisions. | want those who know me to finally see the whole picture,
and not just fragments of it.
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Part Il. My Philosophy

Chapter 62. Faith and Its Role in Life

Faith gradually began to enter my life, accumulating almost imperceptibly, like a gradient,
through various sources—music, literature, films, random sounds, and my own reflections. It's
important to note that I’'m not talking here about religious faith. Although there’s a lot to be said
about that as well, right now | am referring to a simpler and more accessible
manifestation—faith in a better future, faith that hardships are temporary, and that the future
brings new opportunities. This is more about our positive perception of reality and about how
our thoughts and beliefs can actually influence the outcome of events. Over time, | began to
realize that faith becomes a crucial tool for moving forward despite the trials of life.

All of this became especially clear during the period when | lost Masha. At that time, | found
myself in complete uncertainty, with no sense of direction—I didn’t know how to keep living, how
to move forward, or what to strive for. | didn’t even understand what goals were: how to set
them, which ones were achievable, and how to pursue them. It seemed pointless to even try.
These questions completely consumed me, and it was precisely faith in a better future that
helped me find answers and maintain confidence that there was light ahead.

As time passed, | realized that when you have a goal in front of you, the first step towards
achieving it is believing that it is actually attainable. Faith became that very tool that helped me
move forward, even when it seemed like my life was falling apart.

From 2009 to 2011, | faced numerous challenges coming at me from all sides. These challenges
would sometimes press down on me, but it was my faith in their solvability and achievability that

helped me stay calm and confident that | would manage. | learned to believe in myself and kept

going even when the world around me seemed unstable.

And it really worked. | stayed afloat even during moments when everything around me was
collapsing. This feeling of faith largely determined my actions. One of the key moments on this
journey was my acquaintance with Nadya. At that time, our company was falling apart, but faith
helped me stay afloat, continue getting new orders, and keep working despite the lack of stable
employment.

And it really worked. | managed to stay afloat, even when everything was falling apart around
me. This feeling of faith largely determined my actions. One of the pivotal moments on this path
was the breakup of our company. Faith helped me hold on, find new contracts, and keep
working despite the absence of stability.

And so, thanks to this faith, | met Nadya during a time when the company | worked for had
dissolved and | was out of a job. Despite all the external difficulties, | felt confident. We
immediately found common ground, and she supported my outlook on life. You could say that
meeting her became an important milestone in my understanding that faith is not just a spiritual
concept, but a real tool that helps you overcome life’s difficulties and keep moving forward.
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But when the catastrophic events of the fall of 2011 began, | noticed that they were preceded by
my own depressed mood. The loss of faith that things would turn out well was replaced by the
feeling that everything was only going to get worse. And that’s exactly what happened. At some
point, | began to see a direct link between what | was expecting and what was actually
happening. This realization became a turning point in my perception.

The key element of this shift came in 2013. That year, | pulled myself together and literally
forced myself to believe that things would start to improve. And indeed, after that, my life
gradually began to get better. This experience taught me that it's dangerous to expect bad
things, because our expectations really do influence reality. You should always strive to expect
the best, simply because it actually increases the chances of a positive outcome.

It has been proven—and | have tested this on myself—that positive expectations increase the
likelihood that things will turn out well, and reduce the chances of negative scenarios coming
true.

Chapter 63. Why Nadia Got Stuck in My Mind

Nadia split my world into two parts, and | felt it quite distinctly. This feeling was especially
intense in the autumn of 2011 and throughout 2012. In my mind, the universe seemed to have
split into two halves, which could be described as cognitive dissonance—a state in which my
beliefs about myself conflicted with the way, as | perceived, Nadia and her circle saw me. This
contradiction created constant inner tension, preventing my mind from finding harmony.

One part of my universe was filled with a strange, negative energy, and | realized that this was
Nadia’s world projected into my consciousness. This world was a case of projective
identification, where | unconsciously began to perceive her view of me as reality. | saw myself
through her eyes, turning into someone | never was: a street guy, a drug addict, someone who
absolutely didn't fit into the real world | lived in. These distorted and repulsive thoughts, which
could be called introjects—foreign beliefs—kept coming back, creating a never-ending internal
dissonance and giving me no peace.

On the other hand, there was my own world. Here | was surrounded by people who supported
me and recognized the importance of what | was doing—programming. | felt like a successful
and respected person. Yet this other half—a dark and hostile one, the projection of Nadia’s
world—kept returning to me again and again. This world, filled with narcissistic trauma caused
by her distorted perception of me, remained unresolved. Despite all my efforts to get rid of this
feeling, this internal conflict kept splitting my consciousness into two opposing parts: one striving
for success and recognition, the other sinking into hatred and false beliefs.

At that time, my life was influenced not only by Nadia’s distorted perception but also by real
ordeals: | became a victim of robbery, betrayal by friends, and a slander campaign that only
made things worse. Russia is a country where many people ruthlessly exploit the weaknesses
of others, steal, and abuse those who can’t defend themselves. The absence of parents and my
brother’s disability made me an easy target for violence and injustice. My brother and | were
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threatened with physical harm simply because | knew how to make money, which made us even
more vulnerable in the eyes of criminals.

However, the worst thing was the way Nadia interpreted everything that happened. Instead of
seeing it as a criminal act against someone vulnerable, she decided it was all about drugs—that
these were drug-related disputes, and that my actions were to blame. For her, | was solely
responsible for what happened and therefore didn’t deserve any support or sympathy. This
mistaken judgment became fixed in her mind, and since then she viewed me through the lens of
these false beliefs.

Every attempt | made to tell her the truth was seen as harassment, as if a drug addict unable to
let go of the past kept bothering her. In her eyes, | was someone who couldn’t calm down and
kept intruding, while all | really wanted was to restore justice and explain that her perception
was wrong.

And here’s the real kicker. You live with this split consciousness, constantly tormented by a
projection of hatred that is completely unfounded. This hatred comes from Nadia and her circle,
and you simply can’t come to terms with it. But the hardest part is that any attempt to get rid of
this projection, to reach Nadia or her friends to somehow change their opinion of you, is seen by
others as an impulsive attempt to win back an ex-girlfriend. This can be put another way.

Imagine, friends, as if you got dragged into a cunning shell game—sleight of hand and no
cheating. You live with this split consciousness where reality and illusion swap places so quickly
that it's hard to keep track. The projection of unwarranted hatred from Nadia and her circle is
like that little ball under the shell, always slipping away. But the hardest thing about this game is
that any attempt to expose the trick, to reach Nadia or her friends and show where the ball really
is, is perceived by those around you as a desperate attempt to win back your ex-girlfriend.

Nadia herself sees every action | take, every attempt to tell her the truth about myself, as
something manic. To her, I'm not a person trying to right a wrong, but a stalker who simply can’t
leave her alone. In her mind, | became a pursuer—someone who, in her opinion, is so trapped
in his own delusions that he can’t let her go and keeps intruding. With every step | took, whether
it was trying to contact her through messages, letters, or any other form of communication, her
belief in her “bad truth” about me only grew stronger. She saw these attempts not as a wish to
clear up a misunderstanding, but as obsessive pursuit, and with each new contact her
conviction in her own rightness only deepened.

Perhaps her perception is partly due to her habit of seeing situations through simple, familiar
categories such as “stalker.” It is difficult for her to see deeper, to understand my real motives,
because she acts according to her limited ideas about human psychology. This is not a
judgment, but rather a statement that each of us thinks within the limits of our own beliefs, and
that is why Nadia sees me in this way.

To those around us, it looks as if you simply can’t accept being dumped, while in reality you're
trying to correct an unfair situation. The reasons why Nadia began to hate you only grow
stronger, and every step you take, every attempt to explain yourself or influence their opinion,
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only seems to confirm those reasons in their eyes. Fixing the situation becomes almost
impossible, because any attempt to change their perception only increases their hatred.

And that’s the situation | found myself in—caught between the impossibility of changing their
perception and the constant pressure from my own mind, which couldn’t reconcile these two
worlds.

In the end, | came to the only conclusion: the only way to get rid of this projection of hatred is
through achievements and success. | started to set myself endless new goals and to
accomplish things that, in Nadia’s view—the view of someone who saw me as a street junkie—I
could never possibly achieve. | got involved in traveling, teaching, started learning more,
creating my own projects. All this, and much more, | did not just for myself but to prove—first
and foremost to myself and to her—that her projection was wrong.

But most importantly, | always reported all this to Nadia. Most often, | did it through gifts on
VKontakte. The more | shared my achievements with her, the more relief | felt. | truly sensed
that this projection of hatred was gradually fading. With each new success, the pressure
became less and less. However, successes were infrequent, and then | would write her verses
from motivational songs about achieving success. This brought a similar effect and eased the
internal pressure. | also tried to tell her the truth about myself, and this helped too.

In fact, that’s why | am writing this book now. Maybe it will be the step that finally erases this
pressure and puts everything back in its place.

Chapter 64. The Positive Influence of Nadya on My Life

Nadya became the catalyst that set many processes of change in motion in my life. Her
presence—whether real or imagined—inspired me to reflect, to reassess my values, and to
grow as a person. In each of her actions, even those that seemed painful, | found motivation to
become stronger and to learn how to better understand myself and the world around me.

She was not just a person who appeared in my life—she became a mirror through which |
began to see my inner strength, abilities, and potential. Her discipline, intelligence, physical and
moral strength became the qualities that | started to admire and aspire to in my own path of
self-improvement. Nadya helped me realize that strength is not only a physical state, but also
the ability to maintain inner balance and keep moving forward, even when external
circumstances become challenging.

Thanks to Nadya, | cleared my environment of people whose energy was holding back my
progress. Her influence taught me to distinguish between those who help you grow and those
who only drag you down. | stopped seeking approval from those who are unable to understand
my path, and began to rely on my own internal compass.

Nadya became a kind of beacon for me, lighting the way forward, helping me find new solutions,
and not get stuck in the past. Her presence in my life is a reminder that true strength comes
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from within, that every choice can lead to a new turn in growth—if it is guided by awareness and
a genuine desire to create.

Chapter 65. Harmonic Duality in the World

In this chapter, | want to reflect on the concept of harmonic duality, which | have observed
throughout my life, as well as its role and influence on us. | will allow myself a slight
simplification: our complex world can be seen as a combination of various dual systems. These
systems are essentially similar to the principle of Yin and Yang—an ancient philosophical
concept in Taoism that symbolizes not only the balance and interaction of opposites, but also
their interdependence. It is important to understand that Yin and Yang do not exist separately;
they form a unified whole, where one cannot exist without the other. Harmonic duality manifests
itself not only in philosophy, but also in our everyday lives, where opposites do not simply
coexist, but actually complement and reinforce each other, creating integrity and harmony.

Here | would like to explain why | specifically chose the term "harmonic duality." Unlike “dualism”
or “dichotomy,” which usually imply conflict or division between opposing principles, harmonic
duality points to their interdependence and ability to create wholeness. Dualism, as a rule,
assumes the independence and sometimes even confrontation of two principles, while
dichotomy divides them into mutually exclusive categories. However, harmonic duality
emphasizes that opposites not only exist simultaneously, but also complement each other,
forming a unity. Opposites do not contradict each other but create balance and harmony through
interaction. This is precisely what makes them parts of one whole, which is the core of my
approach to this concept.

An example of harmonic duality that | want to discuss can be illustrated by geometric figures—a
line and a circle. The line symbolizes direct, continuous movement forward, the drive for
development and progress, whereas the circle represents cyclical movement that inevitably
returns to its starting point, symbolizing repetition, stability, and tradition. These figures are not
just different geometric forms; they are symbols of two opposing, yet complementary, principles
that are manifested in nature, philosophy, and society. The line and the circle reflect two
different concepts: the pursuit of change and progress (the line) and the return to origins, to
recurring cycles (the circle). Together, they demonstrate the balance and interaction of opposite
forces, as can be seen in systems of harmonic duality.

When we speak of harmonic duality, it also manifests in each person. Within us, two opposing
forces are constantly interacting: the homeostatic and the heterostatic. The homeostatic force
strives to maintain stability and uphold the existing order. In psychology, this is expressed as a
tendency towards laziness, a fear of change, and a desire to avoid risk. In moments of crisis
and stress, the homeostatic force is activated, making us cling to the past and avoid the
unknown. This is a self-preservation mechanism that minimizes threats and helps us maintain
psychological balance.

On the other hand, the heterostatic force urges us toward development and change. This force
is connected with the motivation for personal growth, self-actualization, and the pursuit of new

208



goals. It manifests itself in moments of inspiration and determination, when we overcome doubts
and difficulties for the sake of progress. The heterostatic force pushes us to move forward,
encouraging us to explore new opportunities and strive for a better future.

Thus, our inner duality is the constant interaction of homeostasis, which seeks stability, and
heterostasis, which draws us toward change and development.

As we can see, our behavior throughout life is the result of the ongoing interaction and
opposition of two opposing forces: the homeostatic and the heterostatic. This harmonic duality
shapes not only our decisions and actions, but also determines the direction of our personal
growth and development. It is a fundamental basis on which our psyche and behavior are built.
It is important to understand that the interaction of these opposites is not something artificial or
imposed from outside. It is natural, built into our very nature as a mechanism for adapting to
changing conditions.

The principles of duality that are manifested on the level of the individual are also reflected in
the development of society. Here, too, two key forces are at work—the homeostatic (often
designated as the conservative force in a social context) and the heterostatic (corresponding to
the progressive force). The homeostatic force, like a circle, seeks to preserve stability,
supporting society based on established traditions and foundations. It aims to maintain the
existing order and resists abrupt changes. In the social context, it is often associated with
conservative tendencies. At the same time, the heterostatic force, like a line, moves forward,
promoting change and development. It stimulates society to introduce new ideas and to
progress, which in social discourse is often interpreted as a progressive force. Thus, the
interaction of these two forces in society creates a dynamic balance, where one supports
stability and the other introduces elements of change, contributing to the development of
society.

It is precisely the interaction of homeostatic (conservative) and heterostatic (progressive) forces
that shapes the characteristic spiral development of society. The conservative force seeks to
close movement into a circle, keeping society within established traditions and principles,
resisting radical changes. At the same time, the progressive force, breaking this closed cycle,
moves society forward, fostering renewal and the introduction of new ideas. This process gives
rise to cycles in which society moves forward, but with elements of return to the past. However,
the return to past values does not mean their simple reproduction; it implies a reassessment of
these values at a new stage, their adaptation to modern conditions and context.

For example, on the world stage, this harmonic duality is very clearly manifested. Russia can be
characterized as an expression of the conservative force, adhering to traditional values and
striving to preserve the existing world order. On the opposite side is the United States—a
country that embodies the progressive force, where the drive for change and renewal plays a
leading role.
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It is interesting to note that the planet seems almost divided into two opposing parts, reflecting
the collective consciousness of these regions. In one part of the world, conservative
consciousness prevails, oriented toward preserving foundations and traditions, as in Russia. In
another part, for example in the United States, progressive consciousness dominates, with a
drive toward innovation and change. This division creates a kind of global balance, supporting
harmony between these forces.

Such a division shows that Russia is unlikely to ever become fully liberal, nor the United States
fully conservative, because the collective consciousness of these nations shapes their
worldview and cultural foundations. In order to maintain global equilibrium, both sides must
preserve their unique identities. Disrupting this balance in favor of one side could lead to global
disequilibrium, affecting the stability of the entire world.

Interestingly, this division into conservative and progressive forces appears not only at the
global level, but also at the level of individual thinking. People perceive and assess the world
around them differently, based on deep subconscious mechanisms that influence their
decision-making. This difference between conservative and progressive thinking can be
considered through the prism of two approaches to the concept of justice: relative and absolute.

To illustrate this, let us imagine a situation: three people—A, B, and C. Object B harms object A,
causing the latter to feel injustice. In response, object C, perhaps a friend of object A, harms
object B. Now we have two approaches to evaluating this situation, and both are directly
connected to a person’s worldview.

The first approach is relative justice, which is often characteristic of people with conservative
views. For them, it is important that there is retribution: object A has suffered injustice, and now
object B is also punished. In this situation, a conservative person may feel satisfaction, since
retribution has taken place, and therefore justice is restored, even if the process is not ideal in
terms of morality or law. At the core of this approach lies a narrow focus on personal benefit or
retaliation.

The second approach is absolute justice, more characteristic of a progressive worldview. People
with such views tend to look at the situation more broadly: although object B has suffered, this
does not resolve the original problem, but only increases the total amount of injustice. Now
there are two people—A and B—who have suffered unjust treatment. Absolute justice requires a
deep analysis, addressing the root causes of the conflict, and ensuring responsibility within a
fair process, rather than simply inflicting retaliatory harm. In this sense, progressive people
strive to reduce the total amount of injustice in the world, rather than just "punish" the offender.

These two approaches to thinking—relative and absolute justice—are often not consciously
recognized by people themselves. At the subconscious level, they influence their decisions,
shaping their worldview and attitudes toward various social and political issues. Just as the
global balance between conservative and progressive forces shapes the world stage, these
internal processes in people’s minds determine their approach to justice and their perception of
the world.
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Chapter 66. Relationships and Personal Growth

When a person asks themselves how to build relationships that bring joy and harmony, the
answer may not be about learning something new from the outside, but rather about applying
what is already known inside. We do not need to learn new truths about relationships — we
need to allow ourselves to express our true essence.

Relationships are an opportunity, not an obligation. They are a space where we express and
create ourselves, revealing our best qualities. The purpose of relationships is not so much to
satisfy our expectations of others, but to help us discover our own essence.

What matters in relationships is not the goal of getting something from another person, but the
desire to share yourself. To be yourself. The essence of interaction is to decide who | want to be
in this moment and to express that. And if it seems to you that another person should "fill" your
inner voids or make you happy, this already creates unnecessary pressure.

True relationships, as opposed to superficial ones, mean that two complete individuals share
their wholeness with each other. Not to fill each other, but to create something new together — a
shared experience.

However, many of us, myself included, often forget this. We get hurt by actions and words, and
then confusion arises. In such moments, it is easy to say “do not take it to heart,” but in reality, it
is much harder. The question is not how to avoid pain, but how to accept it and use it for growth.
Which part of myself do | choose to become when faced with this pain?

Any relationship is a sacred opportunity for inner growth and understanding. We create
ourselves through interactions with other people, events, and worlds. How we respond to these
interactions defines us as individuals.

When difficulties arise, it is important to remember: this is not a "failure," this is a chance. It does
not matter how long the relationship lasts — its length does not determine its value. What
matters is how you use every moment to grow, to become better, and to be the person you want
to be.

Every time | encounter difficulties or hurt in relationships, | learn to see in them an opportunity
for transformation. In such moments, | ask myself: “Who do | want to be in this situation?” This
question is the foundation of my philosophy, on which not only my life is built, but also my
relationships.

Moral or How This Affects Me

So, the moral of this chapter is the following: the most important thing in any relationship is not
how the other person behaves, but who you are in response to each of their actions. Itis
important to realize that your reactions, actions, and decisions are a reflection of your own
essence, not just a reaction to external circumstances. This applies to every situation, every
action of your partner, every word.
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Now think about how important this has been for me in my relationship with Nadya all these
years. | have tried to respond with dignity to each of her actions, whether it was painting
pictures, writing books, sending flowers, wishing happy birthday, or other pleasant things. It was
my choice — to choose a response that reflects my striving for love and care, even in the most
difficult moments.

| have to admit that it is not always possible to behave as | would like. There are times when my
reactions leave much to be desired. But | sincerely try, | train myself from within, | learn to stay
calm and to show love, care, and kindness, no matter what the external circumstances are.
Maybe it does not always turn out perfectly, but it is exactly through this that | grow. And this has
given me enormous opportunities for inner and spiritual growth.

My contacts:

E-mail: iibobko@agmail.com

Web: https://deconreality.com
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