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Preface

There are several reasons why | decided to write my own biography. First,
whenever | had occasion to talk about some events of my life, my stories would often
come back to me in the form of the most unimaginable “folklore.” In fact, my tales took
on such “facts” and colorations that even I listened to them with interest.

The second reason that impelled to such a “feat” was the fact that every now and
then some-one would appear and offer to write my biography—and every time
something stopped me. Once | even agreed to have an American woman author garner
my recollections onto audiocassettes and spent several days with her recording them.
But then | changed my mind and gave up the offer.

First of all, | had to expend a lot of time describing and explaining events that had
happened to me. Secondly, to my utter astonishment, writers and journalists managed to
distort everything despite their having my recorded recollections: this would include
exaggerating, distorting facts and sometimes simply telling bare-faced lies. Therefore,
when Dmitri Baida, the administrator of my web site, suggested that | write the
biography myself, | decided to do just that. And—as the process unfolded, it also became
the interpretation of my views on life.

| thought that if my life and my modus vivendi were interesting to people, then
nobody was more qualified than I to convey what and when things happened in my life,
what | thought as to one or another situation, what | felt and experienced. Certainly,
everything that | am about to describe will be highly subjective and will reflect the outer
world through my own eyes. But despite all this, | will try to reflect everything with
maximum objectivity, as much as possible. As this is my biography, nobody will do it
better than I, and if there is any distortion it will be my distortion of my own biography,
which is better than distortions made by someone else.

Nicolai Levashov
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1. My childhood. My family’s past

| was born in 1961 in Kislovodsk, Stavropolsky, to a family classified as "the
former!" (i.e., "the former aristocracy")—a fact that I certainly discovered only later on
in my life. My parents lived with us, three children, in a basement, which my father
adapted for living quarters; there was simply nothing else available. Before his wedding
my father lived with his parents in a small semi-basement shed on the outskirts of
Kislovodsk. The basement that became our home was attached to this shed.

The world of my childhood consisted of mountains, canyons and gorges, which
were right behind my house. Mountains made the strongest and brightest impression
upon me. Their beauty and grandeur simply charmed my child's imagination. But before
| continue my recollections of childhood, | would like to give my ancestors their due.

Lately it has become very popular to search for aristocratic roots. Although, until
quite recently such roots gave no advantage to people who authentically had them; on
the contrary, they brought only problems. Most “formers” were totally destroyed by the
Soviet power, and those who survived were doomed into oblivion by this power. My
ancestors experienced it in full measure. More of this later, but for now—some words
about my ancestors, who, for centuries, served their Motherland Russia with honor.

The origin of the last name, Levashov, is quite interesting. It comes from the
nickname “Levash”. At the time of the Ryurikovich, boyars? sat to the left of the tsar in
the Boyar Duma®, while to the right were Duma dyaks®. One of my ancestors of an old
princely family was a Duma boyar: hence his nickname “Levash”. According to
centuries-old tradition only one representative of a family had the right to be a member
of the Boyar Duma; usually the most outstanding representative merited that right.

Subsequently, everyone was given a nickname, which reflected his occupation or
personal qualities. Family surnames were numerous, and nicknames prevented mixing
up people of the same family. In the course of time, this nickname was attached to the
descendants, designating all the family members, and was transformed into the surname
of Levashov.

The Levashov family had been the richest noble family of Russia before the
Romanovs, a westernized clan who seized the power in the country in 1613. The
Levashovs conserved their status even during the rule of the first Romanovs. Such a state
of affairs, certainly, could not please the new tsars. My ancestors fell into disfavor, as
they were not a “new’ nobility and refused to cooperate with the new dynasty. In 1682,
in order to strengthen his power, Tsar Feodor Alekseevich Romanov ordered the ancient

1 After the 1917 revolution the term was applied to a broad spectrum of Russian society, including the royal family,
aristocrats, bourgeoisie, clerics, as well as the intelligentsia, business entrepreneurs, landowners and kulaks (well-off
peasants), all of whom at various times were declared "enemies of the people,” "enemies of the proletariat” or "class
enemies.” The latter, highly derogatory terms, were meant to imply that these “enemies” were conspiring against the entire
state of workers and peasants. This was done to justify the Red Terror, a campaign of mass arrests, deportations and
executions conducted by the Bolshevik government in Soviet Russia from 1918 to 1922. The victims were thereby subjected
to imprisonment, exile or execution, plus confiscation of their property without any judicial process.

2 A boyar was a highest-ranking member of Slavonic aristocracy, second only to the ruling princes.

3 The term is derived from the Russian word “to think” or “to consider”. The Boyar Duma (IOth-18th centuries) was an
advisory council to the grand princes and tsars of Kievan Rus and Muscovy. The Duma was discontinued by Peter the Great,
who transferred its functions to the Governing Senate in 1721.

“ Dyak denotes an historical Russian bureaucratic occupation, the meaning of which varied over time and approximately
corresponds to a “Bureaucratic Chief”.
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Genealogical and Rank Books to be destroyed and a new genealogical book, the Velvet
Book, to be created in its place. Fortunately, these ancient books have been kept up until
now in Europe. The noble family of the Levashovs was removed from the rostrum of the
tsar's court and the state service for over a hundred years.

Only one branch of the family was allowed to approach the emperor's court, when
Russia had fallen on really hard times. Vasiliy Vasilievich Levashov (1783-1848), a
battle lieutenant-general, was the governor of Podolsk, Chernigov, Poltava and Kharkov.
From 1838 he was chairman of both the State Council and the Committee of Ministers
of the Russian Empire in 1847-1848. He was a cavalier of all the Russian orders. In 1833
Emperor Nicolai I gave him the title of Count.

By the start of the 1917 revolution, my family, while not the richest in Russia,
nevertheless, had considerable wealth, including gold mines, stud-farms, etc. So, my
ancestors had much to lose when the great “Russian” revolution swept over the land. In
a single day they were stripped of everything but their lives, and shipped away in cattle
cars, along with other victims of fatal events, to-wards an uncertain destiny.

Back to contents
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Such an ordeal is incredibly hard for anyone, even the strongest, to endure;
however, many of them did not become embittered, despite the good reasons they had
for it.

It is a pity that everything that happened with my family and with many others who
belonged to the former aristocracy, will remain in secrecy forever. There is almost
nobody left who would tell their descendants about those times. There were millions of
destroyed souls and broken lives whose only guilt was that they were born into a certain
social level that someone just hated. Most of these people could be called the flowers of
their nation that burgeoned within their nation for many thou-sands of years.

My grandfather, Vladimir Georgievich Levashov, was in the bloom of his youth
(he was born in 1890) when the revolution broke out. He was stripped of everything and
was “carried off” to Siberia, along with almost all representatives of the aristocracy,
nobility and other “parasitic” classes, who somehow had escaped being shot on the spot.

However, unlike the most oppressed members of the first wave who appeared in
Siberia, my grandfather along with his wife and daughter, (who was born in Siberian
exile in 1930), managed to resettle in Kazakhstan, and later moved on to the Northern
Caucasus and Kislovodsk. Here he found a dwelling on the outskirts of this remarkable
city, where my father, Victor Vladimirovich Levashov, was born in 1938 in a little one-
room semi-basement apartment with all the “facilities” out-side.

Neither my grandfather, nor my grandmother from the paternal side, Babanina
Marfa losifovna, who died in 1988 at the age of 86, ever revealed their past even on their
deathbed—who they were or what had happened to them. Even in 1988 my grandmother
was afraid that this information could cause harm to her children and grandchildren.

| can only imagine what they had to go through. It is quite likely that only because
they were able to keep silent, the birth of my father became possible and, as a result, the
appearance of myself, my elder brother and my younger sister. The only thing my
grandfather ever told my mother was that they were aristocrats from a very rich family,
knowing perfectly well that this information would never reach the ears of strangers. |
succeeded in finding some information about my ancestors with the help of my friends,
when | lived in the USA.

* * *

My mother, Valentina Petrovna Levashova (maiden name Andryushechko) was
born in 1938 on a small farm in Vesioliy, Rostov region, which was almost hidden in
the Salskie steppes. Her father, of Siberian origin, was a skilled military man, also from
the ranks of “the former”.

In 1941 he, or rather, his experience and knowledge of several foreign languages
were commandeered by the Motherland. In this role he performed special tasks, so
confidential that my mother’s brother-in-law was unable to find out anything from him,
despite the fact that he was colonel of the rocket troops and worked in the U.S.S.R.
Ministry of Defense.

The extremely high confidentiality level of his work is reflected in the fact, that my
maternal grandmother, Anna Sergeevna Andryushechko (maiden name Ishenko)
inherited his personal pension of 200 rubles. By comparison, her brother’s widow
received a pension of 3 rubles. Her other
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brother served on the World War I1° front when he was 17 years old, having falsified his
birth certificate to pass for older than he was. Three men of my family, from the group
of my closest relatives, did not return from this war.

Starting as early as childhood, my mother was able to manifest unusual abilities:
she could levitate, forsee the future and discern problems in the human organism. The
latter proved very useful for her later on when she worked in a children's hospital.
Destiny drove her to Kislovodsk, where in 1956 she entered and successfully graduated
medical school, earning and entering the profession of medical assistant. It was in this
resort town that she met my father, married him and had three children.

We all huddled together in the little basement room, which my father adapted for
our living quarters. But the basement remained a basement and the walls were damp all
year round, along with our clothes, bed linen, etc. The windows were two thirds below
street level and the only things we could see were the feet of passers-by. Ever since then
I could not stand dampness. These are un-pleasant recollections of my childhood.
However, most of them are warm and joyful, especially those involving nature.

The yard of the house containing our basement apartment bordered on the canyon
of a small mountain river. This canyon became our playground. We would go down to
the bottom of the can-yon and then travel upstream through the small river to mountains
of amazing beauty. Within a fifteen or twenty minutes’ walk we appeared among an
almost total wilderness sanctuary of nature. Only the vegetable gardens, where our
neighbors grew potatoes, slightly marred this “wilderness”. By one kilometer deeper into
the mountains—the traces of civilization almost completely disappeared.

In 1967, my father, who worked as a builder, got us a three-room apartment
measuring 35.6 square meters in the city of Mineralnye VVody and we moved there from
Kislovodsk. This tiny flat seemed a real palace to us. Rooms were dry and sunny, with
windows on the fourth floor. For the next year or two we still had colds and then almost
forgot about them; when we caught the flu, we only stayed ill no more than a day or two.

2. My school years

| entered school in 1968 and graduated, a decade later, in 1978. My graduation
certificate consisted of two “good” grades® (while the rest were “excellent” and earned
me several awards). | will not dwell on this period of my life too much, because my
school years differed little from those of my classmates.

Probably the only difference was that | never missed a class, but always rejoiced
when lessons were canceled for whatever reason. Like any other boy, | waited
impatiently for vacations, especially in the summer. It is also true that my extracurricular
interests differed markedly from those of my classmates.

| explored all the nearby ravines and personally checked the depth of every brook.
| also organized “scientific” expeditions on the outskirts of Zmeika Mountain. My
mother wasn’t enraptured by the results of my expeditions and I often “destroyed the

> In Russia it is called the Great Patriotic War. Russia battled Germany for four long and bloody years—from June, 1941
to May, 1945, and won—nbut paid for this victory with over 30 million Russian lives.

® In the former USSR children received grades from 1 to 5 — “very bad”, “bad”, “satisfactory”, “god”, “excel-lent”. After
graduating from school those pupils, who got the highest grades in certain subjects, were also given awards on those
subjects.
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evidence” by washing the dirt off my trousers and shoes in the nearest brook. Very often
I went home to dinner with my clothes wet, which she naturally noticed, and the
consequences were not long in coming. Frequently a lizard or a frog could be found in
my pockets. | brought home grass snakes or baby birds that fell out of their nests;
sometimes I “helped” them to do it. I also tried to nurse injured birds and animals that
were brought to me, and pretty often | succeeded.

Fishing was another of my enjoyable pursuits, along with modeling plasticine
figures of people and animals, which were considered very good.

| also liked studying on my own by sketching pencil copies of pictures by the old
masters. The works of Leonardo da Vinci, Raphael, Rembrandt, VVasnetsov and Brullov
especially charmed me. Using either plain pencils or crayons, | tried to copy the old
painters with maximum precision. Modern art evoked no response at all in my soul. |
also invented and drew drafts of various devices and mechanisms, some of which were
awarded prizes. | enjoyed working with wood and still re-member how the surface of a
board felt after I treated it with a plane. At school | mastered wood and metal lathes quite
well. And, certainly, | read a good deal.

Somewhere, after my fourth year at school, | began to read avidly. Several times |
re-read my father’s library, which was quite good and pretty large for that time. I also
gobbled up everything of interest that | could find in school and city libraries, and what
my father, brother or sister brought me. Science fiction, adventure, historical fiction,
fairy-tales and just good books, regardless of the subject, became my friends.

However, my keen appetite for books did not interfere with my studies; on the
contrary it was very helpful, because | also devoured books on physics, astronomy,
biology, philosophy, history, geology, anthropology, etc. Besides, it took me less than
half an hour to do my homework. The only subject that did not touch my heart was the
English language. For me it was somewhat dead. All other subjects were extraordinarily
interesting to me.

It was enough to just listen attentively to a teacher’s explanation or read a textbook
once, and I could retain the information in my memory. Besides, almost all my teachers
were real educational specialists. | have never had problems with my memory, although
unfortunately (or fortunately), | did not have a photographic memory. Nevertheless, the
information | studied did remain fixed in my memory.

As early as my elementary school days I noticed the contradictions in the system
of concepts teachers used to explain nature. However, I didn’t think it meant anything
serious; | just assumed that elementary school education was nothing but a rudimentary

foundation and that only high school could give the whole picture of the universe.
* * *

After graduating from school | asked myself—where should | go further study? I
wanted to cover everything, which was certainly an impossibility. At that time | thought
that the physics department of a university was something beyond my reach, so not even
worth trying to enter. How-ever, since biology was second place on my list of interests,
| decided to apply to the biology program of Irkutsk University, which, | was advised,
was one of the best universities in the U.S.S.R, with one of the finest schools of biology.

Back to contents
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My parents did not even entertain the idea of influencing my decision. They just
gave me what | needed and saw me off on the airplane, and thence to the glorious city
of Irkutsk nestled on the banks of the Angara River, next to the wondrous Lake Baikal.
| was staggered by the taiga. | had never seen the likes of it anywhere. The forestland
was right up to the city boundaries.

| had prepared for the entrance exams with a two-volume edition of biology by an
American scientist named Villee; that, as it turned out later, contained the equivalent of
two university courses in biology. | knew the material practically by heart so easily
passed the oral exam in biology with a grade of “excellent.” The same occurred with the
chemistry exam, but, on the written exam (the essay on Russian literature) |
undeservedly received the lowest grade.

As it turned out later, a quota chosen for Russians was already filled so that room
had to be made for the higher education of the “minority people” most of who were, for
some reason, Jewish children. | handed in my papers for the evening faculty and had
already passed one exam with an “excellent” grade, when I was asked to give up my
place in the student dorm. I tried to rent a flat with no success and was forced to withdraw
my papers.

The examining board tried to persuade me to stay, but | had no alternative. |
returned home and, after a while began working at the Civilian Aviation Factory Ne 411
in Mineralnye Vody, where | stayed until May of 1979. | was then sent to a radio
workshop assigned to working with precious metals. Our task was to remove gold,
platinum and silver from used radio parts.

The way we “removed” it was as follows: we tore these spent radio parts to pieces
and used hammers to break up the different types of relays, switches, etc. As is clear
from the description, the work was very “creative”. Nevertheless, I managed to make
the process creative for me. | simply decided to arrange a competition with myself; in
other words, | set myself a goal of breaking up a certain quantity of relays per hour,
possibly without hitting my fingers in the process. Thereafter, | set myself a goal of
breaking up five more relays per hour, etc., etc....

As a result, boring, senseless work gave me some sense of purpose as an exercise
in self disciple and | began to derive moral satisfaction when | succeeded in fulfilling a
task that | had planned. Several fellows, who had recently transferred to the reserve from
the Soviet Army, worked with me. A graduate student from a university physics
department was our foreman. He could not support his family on a teacher’s salary so
was forced to join the “working class™.

An accounting clerk was the only woman in the group. When | began to work, |
had to pass some “tests” just like everyone, everywhere, had to do. When it turned out,
that I did not drink, smoke or swear, etc., my coworkers told me that I would be “just
like them” in less than a month. There is no need to explain what they had in mind.
However, in less than a month, all of them promised me that they would give up
drinking, smoking and swearing. A fine of ten kopecks was imposed for every swear
word and the money was then used for cultural activities.

Oddly enough, this money box remained almost empty. And when a swear word
escaped somebody’s lips from force of habit, they apologized to me for it. They opened
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their hearts to me and sought my support in difficult moments. | also discussed problems
of physics and astronomy with our foreman and almost always won our debates.

Probably, this is difficult to believe, but it did happen, and I did not consider it as
something special. | simply was sure that | could convince them of the appropriateness
of this or that action— no more. At that time | was very naive in thinking that it was
possible to help get rid of harmful habits just by explaining the essence of a problem. |
had only my own experience to rely on and seriously assumed that the likes of this
happens with everyone.

In mid-May of 1979 | was discharged from the plant and began to prepare for
applying to Kharkov University’s school of radio physics’. The latter was considered to
be the best in the Soviet Union.

This time | went to Kharkov. | passed the oral exams in physics and mathematics
with “excellent” grades, plus two written exams, graded as “satisfactory”, and thus
became a student. These “satisfactories” were the first and the last low grades I got
during my study at the university.

It is of interest, that the written exam in mathematics included some calculations in
higher mathematics which were not taught in the lower schools. Before entering the
university | reviewed their entire school program of mathematics as well as a lot of
additional material. However, some tasks on the written exams were simply unknown to
me. Such a system allowed the authorities to control who may or may not become a
student. Thus “desirable” university applicants could pass a “specially” prepared
program prior to the preliminary admission exams and thereby enter the university
without any problems.

Those people who prepared the “desirable” university applicants often wrote the
tasks for the written exam in mathematics. Similar tactics were used almost everywhere
and not limited to mathematics. So quitstudents from these “desirable” university
applicants got “excellent” and “good” on their preliminary exams; however, on their first
and subsequent sessions as enrolled students, they hardly made “satisfactories” and some
actually flunked out.

I do not mention this to show off how “clever” I was, but to show how the Soviet
educational system manipulated their admissions to higher education, by favoring the
entrance of representatives from minority groups, especially of one particular
nationality.

At the time, everything seemed legal to me, including the manuals that contained
all the examples from previous entrance exams in math, physics, etc. that were printed
for the use of university applicants. By the way, | used them also to prepare for my
exams. The fact is that if an applicant did not know what to expect on the written exams
for any particular year, the possibility of be-coming a student was very meager. Even
the presence of talent did not guarantee success, while a “correctly” prepared dullard
could easily become a student.

It was a mean, hypocritical system to control higher education this way, although,
everything looked just fine from the outside. Certainly I, as a student, did not understand
it, when everything seemed to me honest and straightforward. And only now, do | grasp

7' Radio physics is a subspecialty of physics dealing with the propagation of electromagnetic radiation.
Back to contents
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it, when, in retrospect, | return to the days of my youth and glance at those events with
the eyes of experience and the understanding that comes with years.

Thus, the myth about “chosen” and “special” minorities was created literally under
our very noses, together with the myth of dull and ignorant Slavs, although, as with any
other group, there is enough dullness and ignorance in our midst. Only for the sake of
justice, someone has to speak the truth about “equal” opportunities for the same abilities

* * *

But then I did not understand all this and viewed the world with somewhat naive
eyes— poised to become engrossed in the world of science. | finished my first winter
exams with only one “good” out of six exams (the other five being “excellent”). The
summer marks, out of five exams, were all “excellent”.

So I almost always received “excellent” in the examinations. I mention this for one
reason only: | studied in earnest, though without fervent zeal. Everything came easily to
me.

After graduating the university and getting my degree from the department of
theoretical radio physics, which was considered the elite faculty. In 1984, | was deployed
as an officer to serve in the army for two years—even without being asked as to my
wishes. Evidently, it would have been a huge injustice to the long-suffering minorities
if those in charge had honored my right (as one of their best graduates) to choose my
place of assignment. Oddly enough, | am glad that it turned out that way.

After receiving the finest natural science education, | was still unable to find
answers to the questions and explanation of contradictions which drew my attention as
early as elementary school. Traditional science showed complete insolvency in its ability
to explain natural phenomena. Even a negative scientific result is a positive result too,
because it shows in what direction you needn’t continue to search. Unlike most who
thought this way, | had two additional directions left. Below | will explain where they
came from.

Unusual phenomena began to happen to me as early as in my childhood. My parents
told me about some of them. The first incomprehensible phenomenon was observed
when | was an infant. One day my mother had to go out and asked my father who had
just come home from work to lull me to sleep until she came back.

My father was very tired and decided to sit down for a second. He sat down, got
warm and instantly fell asleep. He was sleeping, probably for several minutes, but when
he woke up, he did not find me in his hands. He was terribly frightened, looked down
and saw a strange picture. My swaddled body was suspended in a straight line, with my
head downward, which was impossible, be-cause in this case my neck would have been
broken instantly.

The point is that—during the first weeks of life a child’s cervical vertebrae are made
of cartilage which has not yet hardened, and cannot support the weight of even a child’s
head, let alone the body. My neck bones were no exception. Due to some reason,
incomprehensible to my father, my swaddled body hung straight down above the floor
without touching it. It was as if someone invisible had grabbed my feet and held on until
my father woke up and took me in his hands. He was so frightened that he did not tell
my mother immediately, expecting a serious scolding from her with good reason.
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Also, when | was a baby, my health was seriously endangered by lobar pneumonia.
My mother, being a physician, did not wait for the district doctor but gave me an
injection of penicillin herself. The doctor, who came later, told my mother that if it had
not been for this injection, I would have needed nothing else, in other words | would
have died. However, the pneumonia was completely healed in a single day (most unusual
in itself), despite the fact that we were still occupying the same damp basement that was
our first family dwelling.

As | understand it now, | was not saved by the antibiotic injection, which often was
not effective in many such cases, but by a powerful curative impulse, an outburst of my
mother’s vital energy (force), triggered by her wish to save her child. In such a situation
every normal mother wants to rescue her child from death, but not every mother is a
sleeping vedunia (a woman magus), whose abilities can be triggered and manifested in
critical situations during powerful emotional eruptions.

Another unusual incident happened, when | was three years old. Every summer,
when my parents had their vacation, we stayed at the Kundruchenski Farmstead, in
Rostov, which was secluded in the Salskie Steppes. There my maternal grandmother had
a fairly roomy house with a large garden (by Soviet peoples’ standards), where the
families of her three daughters gathered every summer.

My great grandfather was an excellent gardener and grew an orchard that was
considered the best in the neighborhood. He planted acacias along the fence, which, by
the time of my childhood, had grown enormous. Their shade and the shade of mulberry
trees that grew around the house and buildings created a protective shade for all living
creatures, including us. My great grandfather built several stairs, which chickens used in
order to climb up to the acacia branches, where they often spent summer nights, opting
for the gentle freshness of a southern night instead of the hot, stuffy hen-house.

During our visit, my brother, who was almost two years older than I, offered to help
me reach the highest branches of the acacias by climbing up the “chicken” stairs. When
I was three I differed considerably from today's “me”, but, nevertheless, I wasn’t a hen.
During the heroic climb of my first “Everest,” one of the transverse slats of the staircase
broke off and | found myself in free-fall. Unfortunately, unlike those hens, | did not have
wings. So | had no choice but to personally check the law of gravity as a future
experimenter: | started hurtling down toward the palisade.

My first “scientific experiment” remained unfinished then. There was a wire for a
dog chain between two acacias that grew along the fence and | hung onto it without
touching either the ground or the sharp posts of the fence. I began to “reflect” about the
meaning of life between heaven and earth, both literally and figuratively.

My “philosophizing” continued until the “independent observer”, my older brother,
found my parents and explained the whereabouts of his younger brother “Tolka”. It was
quite a problem for my father to translate his words into Russian, as my older brother
could not, at that time, enunciate the sounds “K” and “R”. After my father managed to
decipher the message and get the exact site of the occurrence, the rescue expedition was
successfully completed—and | was removed from the wire. The moment was so joyful
that 1 was not even punished for my first scientific experiment.

The summer recollections of my childhood remain the brightest and the most
pleasant of my life. When | think about those times, the memories are so strong that |
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almost feel my toes sinking into the warm, fluffy dust of dirt roads, where we rushed
about barefooted with the great delight that is possible only in childhood.

One more thing caused a similar delight and interest: the puddles left on those roads
by swift summer thunder-and-lightning showers, when the air was filled with ozone, and
freshness flowed into my lungs like honey; or when | felt something enigmatic and
incomprehensible in every thunderbolt; and my soul would give a start—filling me with
inexplicable wonder.

I had countless adventures without which it is impossible to imagine a boy’s life.
However, I’d rather not exhaust anyone with my childhood recollections, although they
recreate the atmosphere of my perception of life, without which it is quite difficult to
understand who I am. Therefore, I’ll pass on only to those events of my life which
directly touch the circumstances which made me think that whatever was happening to
me had never before happened to anyone else.

* * *

When | was five and a half, | had an accident that surprised everyone but me, since,
at that time, | saw nothing unusual about it. It happened at the farm in Salskie Steppes.
My grandmother worked at some neighboring apiaries, located about five to ten
kilometers from our farm. They were reached by cart in those days and sometimes my
grandmother took us with her.

| loved horses from early childhood on. To ride with them, even in a cart, was one
of my most burning desires—the direct opposite of what I could say about being at the
apiary. The problem is that | swelled up severely from bee stings, so had no special liking
for bees, to put it mildly, especially, when they began to spin around me. That is why, |
always returned home from there with great enthusiasm, whenever possible.

During one of those trips home, while passing a field of enormously-growing
sunflowers, the driver offered to cut one off for me. My penknife was made of wonderful
steel and very sharp. | reached out to a plant, grasped its stem with my left hand just
below its cap and, following the trajectory of the knife, cut away vigorously. Either due
to inertia or to excessive force for such a sharp knife, I cut my hand in the area of my
wrist where my thumb joins to my hand.

| pulled back my hand and saw a very deep cut. | watched with surprise as the blood
gushed from it almost instantaneously. The coachman gave me a newspaper and |
wrapped it around my wounded hand. | was never afraid of pain and never cried even as
a child. This cut was not the first one, so | waited quietly for the gushing blood to stop.

I didn’t want to get a good scolding from my mother for my carelessness and
thought the best way for me and the driver, who was more scared than I, would be to
hide “the traces of the crime”. We had different reasons, but one purpose. However, due
to reasons that I didn’t understand then, the blood quickly soaked several layers of the
newspaper that was wrapped around my hand. I didn’t like that at all—I had lost a lot of
blood, turned white and felt that I had no chance to avoid a scolding that I didn’t want
to get.

Therefore, to stop the bleeding | pressed the wound under the newspaper with my
right hand and began to think that the bleeding had finally stopped. At that time | already
knew that blood could drain out completely from the body with all the inevitably dire
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consequences, and [ wasn’t ready to learn it from my own experience. In several minutes
the strong bleeding stopped and in a few more minutes ceased entirely, which made me
extraordinarily glad. When I arrived home within thirty to forty minutes, the wound on
my wrist was already completely healed.

When my mother and her younger sister, also a medical worker, saw me with a
bloody hand, or more precisely, with a blood-soaked newspaper, they were very scared
at first. However, as soon as | removed the now unnecessary newspaper, they were more
surprised than scared. They began to examine carefully such an insignificant (from my
point of view) wound and, the longer they examined it, the greater their surprise, which
was incomprehensible to me.

The only positive spin for me was that | was neither punished nor forbidden to
return to my “super important” affairs—i.e., the games and exploration with my friends
of the seemingly enormous and magnificent park across the road with all its unexplored
“thickets” full of riddles.

The surprise of our “family physicians” was absolutely incomprehensible to me
then. I was in blissful ignorance of it until | began studying anatomy at school. And
only then did I understand why my mother and her sister were so shocked and
surprised. | realized that during my adventure | had accidentally severed the humeral
artery in my left arm. Certainly, the pressure in this artery in the area of the wrist is not
as high as in the area of the shoulder. However, according to all conventional medical
wisdom, arterial bleeding cannot stop on its own or simply when one wishes it.

Standard procedure requires a tight tourniquet to be placed above a gushing wound
for no more than two hours; otherwise tissues deprived of blood flow will begin to die
off. Also, during compression by the tourniquet, the artery must be stitched up. Nothing
of the kind was done in my case. Without tourniquet compression | should have lost all
my blood long before the cart could have reached the farm. From the standpoint of
medicine what happened to me was simply impossible.

| had merely to wish strongly and it was enough to stop the bleeding, to turn the
impossible into the possible. And now my mother and aunt’s surprise and confusion
became clear. They, as physicians, understood perfectly exactly what had happened to
me! | have a scar on my wrist in memory of this accident.

A great number of similar accidents happened to me; most of these should have led
to deplorable results, but all of them terminated quite positively. At first | thought it was
because I was just lucky, but, at some point, perpetual luck stops being that and becomes
something else. What? In those days I didn’t reflect about such things—just as I didn’t
reflect about why, when | wished something very much, my wishes would come true.

| wished for sunny weather and the clouds would disappear; | craved a summer
shower or thunderstorm and rain drops would fall upon the earth. Negative situations
would occur and after a while they disappeared like a fog hit by sunbeams. | saw nothing
special about it. That was my experience—I didn’t have any other kind. There is simply
nothing to compare this with until one starts to share his experience with someone else.
Until then | considered that all of it was quite natural and ordinary.

At almost the same age (only it was in the winter) another interesting accident
happened to me. The snow in Kislovodsk did not stay on the ground all winter and we
boys were always de-lighted when the earth was covered with a snow carpet. Kislovodsk
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is located on foot-hills and it was hard to find flat areas there, especially on the southern
outskirts of the city where we lived. That is why almost every street became an ideal
downhill slope for sledding.

The best downhill slopes were certainly the roads, which were quite wide, with the
snow rammed in by trucks and cars. Although there were considerably fewer cars on the
roads in those days, our parents were not at all thrilled by our games and, if they caught
us, our sleds were simply confiscated. It was the worst punishment for us.

Therefore, in most cases, pedestrian sidewalks became our routes for speeding
sleds. The downhill phase took place in the following way: We would run up and plop
our bellies down on the sleds, then plummet downward by helping to propel the sleds
with our feet.

One day, at a pretty hefty speed, | ran into the concrete steps of a staircase
projecting onto the sidewalk. As a result, the lower part of my face was smashed and the
teeth of my upper jaw were almost fully separated from my jaw and hanging “by a
thread”. Within a few weeks they grew back onto my jaw as though nothing had
happened.

I subsequently “repeated” this again in order to conduct a “controlled experiment”.
That is, I deliberately ran into steps on my sled once more, almost duplicating exactly
the first time around. The validity of my “scientific experiment” was fully demonstrated.
My teeth again were hanging “by a thread” and again grew back onto my jaw, as if
nothing had happened.

No dentists participated in this scientific experiment, | think all for the best. Neither
before nor after have I had any problems with my teeth. Until now | have not lost a single
tooth. With my teeth | could bite through a wire and crack walnuts, which grew
abundantly in Kislovodsk. As | understand now, the likes of this has never happened
with anyone else.

* * %

Almost at the same time an event occurred that had certain long range consequences
for me. The cause stems from the actions of a local eye doctor. When | was small my
right eye was, as physicians say, “lazy”. My left eye, the dominant one, had a visual
acuity of 1.0, while my right eye was 0.9. This was a very common condition that was
within normal limits. Nevertheless, the eye doctor made an erroneous judgment, which
she later acknowledged, but then it was too late to change anything for me.

She prescribed spectacles with a black glass for my left eye and a transparent glass
for my right eye in order to force my right eye to be active. Subconsciously | sabotaged
such “treatment” the best I could. Every time I went out I put these glasses in my pocket
and when I returned home put them back on the bridge of my nose. My little ruse worked
for some time until I was caught “red-handed”. At this point, I was admonished that it
was very important for me to wear them constantly and | gave my word not to remove
them under any circumstances.

| was just trapped. My mother knew perfectly well that once | gave my word, she
would have nothing to worry about. | had never broken my word, even if it meant
harming myself, as happened to me with the glasses. | began to wear the glasses
constantly, in spite of the fact | disliked them so much.
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One day | felt a stabbing pain in my right eye. | ran home with my bloody eye that
badly frightened my mother. | was immediately driven to the eye doctor, who diagnosed
paralysis of several muscles of my right eye. As it turned out later, one muscle even burst
from the tension and | have a scar to commemorate it. The doctor apologized to my
mother for the consequences of her faulty judgment, but it was too late to change
anything for me. Several muscles of my right eye remained paralyzed for many years,
which brought me a lot of unpleasant moments as a child.

When | eventually understood that I could cure people, | restored my eye muscles,
but this was not to happen until much later. And meanwhile | had a rough time because
of the effects of the doctor’s error. After this I became more careful about giving my
word, knowing that | would have to keep it no matter what.

A lot of unusual things happened to me in my childhood. | often got into critical
situations, which for the most people ended tragically. But I was always “lucky” and
everything reached an outcome without serious consequences for me. | absorbed the
outer world like a sponge, “thirsty” for everything new and unusual. | perceived and
amassed knowledge of the world, delighting in its beauty and uniqueness with the
ingenuousness of a child. My childhood years remain in my memory as something pure
and wonderful, when everyone seemed to be marvelous and positive.

Although the future brought me a lot of disappointment in people, | never stopped
believing in the goodness of people. Through my own experience | came to a similar
conclusion that much later I found after reading the “Slavonic-Aryan Vedas”: “One
should respect those who deserve to be respected. One should love those who deserve to
be loved. One should trust those, who deserve to be trusted in practice...”

As early as in my childhood | began to create my own world and it gradually grew;
new “countries” and ‘“continents” appeared within it, then new ‘“stars”, galaxies and
universes... and they were not always imaginary. But more of this in the future, as the
world kept surprising me. | would like to describe one surprise in more detail, because
it falls into a special category.

When I was ten or eleven years old I had a “dream”. I fell asleep and... suddenly I
found my-self, with complete consciousness, standing on the edge of the roof of our
five-storied building. Everything was absolutely real. | felt the waft of wind that caressed
my hair; | smelled scents, heard sounds, and the colors of the world were vivid and shiny.

Everything around had more volume, more depth and seemed more real. | stood on
the verge of the roof and knew that | must step off and fly... but | knew that | was unable
to fly and didn’t take this step. My rich prior experience and my inner voice, told me:
“You will be shattered or, at least, you will break your arms and legs”. But, nevertheless,
something deep within me impelled me to this step, drew me to it inexplicably. And |
decided to make a compromise—I went downstairs and out to the street to check up on
my “flying abilities” under optimal conditions.

| ran, jJumped into the air and came down on the ground incredibly slowly and
softly. It surprised me and | pushed off the ground and appeared in the air again. This
time | mentally directed myself upwards. | ascended several meters above the ground
and in no time the surrounding trees were under my feet. At the same time | felt a tension
in my soul, expecting any moment | would fall to the ground.
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But for some reason | did not fall; the law of gravity did not apply to me, which |
could not understand. 1 kept expecting some “nasty trick”, but nothing happened. |
“floated” in the air as if it were a dense substance. This feeling was absolutely incredible.
My whole essence was filled with unbelievable delight and something in my breast
continued to push me upwards. | ascended above houses, sky-rocketing higher and
higher, all the time feeling this force impelling me higher.

The surface of the earth moved away; buildings looked like toy cottages peeping
out through the gaps between the clouds. And all the time there was a question in my
consciousness—how long would it last and wouldn’t I fall down on our sinful earth, as
had happened before to those born without wings? When | awoke in the morning in my
bed, I did not understand what had happened. What a strange “dream” I had had, so
strange, that | could not even determine what was dream and what was reality. The
answer remained a deep dark secret for me. The clue came from a source that hadn’t
even occurred to me.

Sometime thereafter, my mother and | had occasion to visit Moscow and return
home by air. Our scheduled landing was at Mineralnye VVody Airport above the district
where my family had lived since 1967. The planes landing there always passed over
houses, including ours. We had be-come used to the sounds of landing planes and no
one paid attention to them.

In July of 1972 | had my first opportunity to observe the earth from the porthole of
an air-plane. | had a window seat on the starboard of the plane. My nose was absolutely
“glued” to the plexiglass porthole. As the ground came slowly into view I suddenly saw
our house in the gaps be-tween the clouds, and something unbelievable happened. The
houses looked exactly as they did in my “dream”! I was shocked, when I realized this.
However, my response was quite natural—any other reaction would have been
impossible. | had unexpectedly gotten a real-life confirmation of what had happened in
my “dream”, no matter how strange it was.

There were a lot of “fortuities” in my life. However, when there are too many of
them, one cannot help wondering—are they really fortuities? Did it have to happen that
my father was given a flat in the town of Mineralnye Vody? He could have gotten it in
any other city. My father did not want to move anywhere from Kislovodsk. He was born
there, his children were born there, all his friends lived there and my brother attended
school there. Not to mention that Kislovodsk was a wonderful city located in one of the
most beautiful corners of the Northern Caucasus.

And once we were there, he had no choice. In the foreseeable future, the building
company, where he worked, did not plan to erect any more dwellings in Kislovodsk.
And to live in those conditions that we endured in our first Kislovodsk dwelling was
simply unthinkable, so my father consented to move to another town in the region after
discussing it with the whole family.

| still remember how all our things were loaded onto an open truck. We all sat down
on bundles and suitcases and went to the new place. A May breeze blew in our faces.
The truck rushed with a “mad” speed (as it seemed to us then). For us children, this trip
was a real adventure. Thus we appeared in the town of Mineralnye VVody. There was a
large airport, which was just outside of town. Due to the proximity of the Zmeika
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Mountain to the airport and the layout of the runways, all the airplanes had to fly over
blocks of flats, including our house as well.

It was in this house that my father got our flat. Coincidence? Quite possibly. But,
If it were not for this fortuity, I wouldn’t have been able to see the same picture in the
porthole of the airplane that I saw in my “strange dream”. And at that time I had nothing
to compare my ‘“dream” with any reality, so what happened to me would have remained
a “strange dream”. But, after seeing exactly the same picture that was manifested in my
“dream”, I had no doubt that what happened to me had been real.

* * *

| will not say that at the time | understood perfectly what had happened to me. But
| was al-ready sure it was real, because | had gotten irrefutable proof. After that nobody
would be able to dissuade me from it. These are not just words. Ever since childhood I
was very stubborn and if | was sure of something, mere words were not enough to
dissuade me.

I recall my first “scientific deductions”. Like any boy I had a large share of cuts and
scratches, etc. Quite often | had occasion to observe dried blood. One day I noticed that
rust on metal looks just like dried blood. It was my first “scientific discovery”. |
announced to my mother that there was iron in blood. | was five then and absolutely
proud of my “discovery”. I was eager to share it with my indisputable authority—my
mother.

When I solemnly revealed to her my “great” discovery, she said quietly that I was
wrong. | tried to convince her of the truth of my statement by showing her dried blood
and rust, but she was adamant. No arguments swayed her and she continued to persuade
me that | was wrong. Nevertheless, |, being offended at her unwillingness to see the
obvious, stuck to my opinion. A similar thing happened, when | wanted to share my
conclusion that our sun was only one of many stars. Of course all this strongly distressed
me, but did not budge me.

Later, when I had already attended school and knew from textbooks that | was right,
| asked her about the reason for her answers. | asked her whether she, as a physician,
really didn’t know about iron in the blood or that the sun was one of the stars in the
universe! Her simple answer surprised me.

She told me that naturally she knew about it, and that the reason for such answers
was her de-sire to train my character. She did not want me to change my opinion only
because someone, whom | or others considered an authority, negated my assertions
without giving me any proof of their position.

Before | went to school she was my sole, respected authority and, this is how she
trained me to be independent in judgment and opinion. | appreciate her greatly for it.
Who knows how every-thing would have turned out in my life, if it were not for this? At
school and later at the university | was already prepared for the fact that everything |
was taught in those institutions was not the absolute truth. If you see and understand
things differently from the way most people do, it does not mean that you are wrong and
they are right, only because (supposedly) the majority cannot be wrong. But it can and
then some!

When | was fourteen, | experienced a state rarely known to anyone. It happened in
the summer of 1975. One evening | felt very tired—my eyes simply stuck together. |
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went to bed and fell asleep instantly. I woke up in two hours and felt a chill. The
thermometer confirmed | had a high temperature. But there was no reason for me to have
caught a serious cold—I had neither lain on wet ground, nor gotten chilled from the wind
after a sweat. Nevertheless, my temperature continued to rise and fever-lowering pills
had no effect on it. At about ten o’clock in the evening it reached 40.5°C. Generally
speaking I always tolerated high temperatures easily. A temperature of 40°C made me
feel a little sluggish, but nothing more. After swallowing another fever pill that my
mother gave me | fell asleep quite quickly.

| woke up in the night gasping for air. When | awoke fully, | noticed that my throat
was parched and my lips were cracked and extraordinarily dry. There was a “drought”
in my lungs and throat, and my pulse and breathing were greatly accelerated. Curiously,
| felt that my blood was like boiling hot water, being forced into my arteries with every
rapid contraction of my heart, and spreading throughout my body like a meltdown.

The feeling of boiling water coursing through my vessels was quite peculiar. Also,
it seemed to me that my bed began revolving. | do not know what temperature | had
then. The feeling of 40.5°C could not be commensurate to what I felt—the “magma”
that was racing through my vessels. | was absolutely calm and contemplating myself as
if | were a stranger. The thought entered my head that within another half degree my
blood would coagulate. I knew that at 42°C, the blood proteins coagulate and thought
about possible death, as though it were no concern of mine.

After that I felt as though I had fallen into “something” and didn’t awaken until the
morning feeling perfectly well. My temperature was 36.6°C. I got up and went outside,
where my friends were waiting for me. What had happened to me was something
unbelievable? I’ve never heard of anyone experiencing anything like it. Throughout my
life there have been a lot of life-threatening critical situations, but | have never dreaded
possible death. This was not because of a child's ignorance.

In the course of time my experience was filled with new oddities. Socializing with
other people | discovered that a great deal of what was happening to me, other people
did not experience. | understood that, of course, my friends and acquaintances did not
tell me every detail of their lives. Nevertheless, | began to suspect that what | had
experienced was, in many cases, at least, strange.

* * *

All this reached “critical mass”, when I was by then a university student. After
finishing my first year | worked in a student building group®. I was the billeting officer
of our group and had to pass my exams before the scheduled time of our group’s next
assignment so that | could prepare a camp for their arrival.

| had never before been to the Trans-Arctic Circle in the city of Urengoy. The
summer tundra is something extraordinary. | could not even imagine such beauty in a
land of perpetual frost. In summer the tundra is a land of lakes and bogs, or, more
precisely, quagmires. Their beauty is majestic and mortally dangerous. However, the
plans of our group were changed and we ended up billeting in Nadym.

8 1t was a general practice in Soviet times for those attending universities and other educational institutes to form student
groups, which were assigned either to building projects or to work on the collective farms.
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I wasn’t so lucky there. Because I cooked quite well I had to prepare meals for the
whole group. My working day began at four o’clock in the morning and finished at
midnight. It was a daily routine: first, | had to wield an ax to chop firewood for the whole
day and then feed the guys in three shifts. | also had to buy food and lug it to our camp
on foot along a sandy road, and in between wash tableware. Every day a new assistant
helped me. He could hardly crawl to his bed after one day of work in the kitchen. | was
also running out of steam.

Meanwhile, | earned some money in the building group and decided to give myself
the pre-sent of a good flash camera. It was in 1980 and | was in my second year at the
university. One day | was invited to the birthday party of one of my fellow students and
took my camera along. | began to take pictures using the flash. The camera behaved very
strangely. The flash only worked off and on sporadically. | could not understand what
was happening. Another classmate, by the name of Sergey Pohilko, also had a camera
but without the flash.

When he saw that | stopped taking pictures, he asked to borrow my flash which
worked just perfectly with his cameral. This convinced me that something was wrong
with mine. | had no other logical explanation so | took my camera to a guarantee repair
shop where | briefed them on the essence of the problem.

Leaving the repair shop I happily anticipated getting a normally working camera in
my hands as quickly as possible. In a few days | went to collect my hapless camera. In
the repair shop | was told that there were no problems with my camera. It was a fault-
free unit. | believed the repairman but, nevertheless, asked him to check this for me on
the spot. He kindly consented and personally demonstrated the functioning of my camera
with a flash.

I felt a load off my mind but a little “worm” of doubt continued to gnaw at me. To
dispel my doubts, I asked to check the camera by myself. The inexplicable began from
this moment. When | pressed the button there was no flash. This surprised me to a much
lesser degree than the man and a girl assistant, a witness of the event. Full of surprise,
the man pressed the button and the flash worked again. When 1 did it, the result was the
opposite. The girl also participated in the “scientific” experiment. Later the second
repairman also tried. The result was the same.

When | pushed the button—nothing happened. | had already begun to joke about a
psycho-logical incompatibility between me and my camera, when the workshop’s senior
specialist suggested that I use the isolated handle of some pliers to push the button. To
their great relief the flash finally worked.

They began explaining to me that my case was pretty rare, that | had a very powerful
static electric field which was short-circuiting the flash synchronizer. That was why my
camera behaved so strangely in my hands. It was only necessary to replace the
synchrowire by another one with an isolation of higher capacity. However, they did not
have it in stock and | would have to call them periodically to check if they received it.

When I arrived home, I exclaimed angrily, “Damn it, you must work!” and pressed
the notorious button of my camera. To my great surprise the flash worked. | immediately
began experimenting with it: when | thought that the flash must work, it worked; when
| thought to the contrary, nothing happened!
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As a result of this experiment | arrived at my first conclusion—independent of
someone else’s opinion—that the content of my thoughts had an influence on what
happened around me, at least around electronic devices. | then proceeded to show my
discovery to my fellow students. These future radio physicists were simply at a loss to
explain it and avoided any comments on the issue.

The incident with the flash was that last straw which made me examine what had
happened to me from quite a different perspective. From the reaction of people around
me | understood that what was happening to me was not commonplace for everyone: on
the contrary—none of my acquaintances experienced anything of the kind.

3. At the University

When | entered the third year, we were to carry out laboratory work, using either
emitting or transmitting equipment. We studied all types of electromagnetic radiation in
practice—from light to long radio waves. Every laboratory session lasted four hours.
Everyone, who has studied physics at universities and institutes, knows it well. | mention
it only for one reason. If for any reason the experimental data of the laboratory work
failed to coincide with theoretical results, teachers required us to repeat the experiment.
This meant that all participants in the laboratory work (usually two or three persons) had
to repeat everything again in their free time and when the equipment was not occupied
in accordance with the university program. In short, for all, including the teacher, it was
a huge nuisance.

| am giving you these uninteresting facts for a reason: | and those who worked with
me had to do it very often. The point being, when I took part in the experiment, the
experimental data we got was far from the desired outcome. We took the measurements
very accurately. | always preferred to do everything carefully; strictly following the
terms of the experiment, but ... after their processing we observed nothing even close to
the necessary result. Sometimes devices stopped working. Be-fore my fellow-sufferers
and | entered the room, all devices had worked normally, they also worked normally
after we left; devices revolted and did not “want” to give up their “secrets” but only in
the presence of my group. It happened almost all the time and everywhere when | was
present. Intuitively, my fellow-students did not wish to do laboratory work in my
company.

A “truce” came in approximately three months; devices “calmed” down and did not
express their “gladness” so stormily in my presence. The fact that devices responded to
me was realised pretty quickly and then not at the level of intuition. Someone paid
attention to the fact that, if | passed near emitting/transmitting apparatus, the pointers of
recording devices began to “go mad”, if this can be said about devices. When other
people passed by those devices—the “rejoicing” was not observed. As a result of these
practical conclusions, everyone began to ask me, in a friendly manner, to move away
with my “bio-fields”, no one wanted to repeat the same laboratory work. They were
certainly not rude. | was still the head of our student group and our course, and it so
happened that a lot of students and teachers respected me for my principles and what |
stood for, which was never just for show—my words always agreed with my actions.

Also I was not weak physically. I could quietly “play” with weights of 16 and 32
kilos. It was enough for me to swing anyone around a couple of times or simply squeeze
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a thorax, no one wished to repeat inappropriate behaviour. One way or another, | was
“respected” for being myself. In my first year there were attempts to provoke me. They
poured a dash of cognac in my tea, expecting that | would not notice and drink it. They
offered me money for every swear word, but everyone understood pretty quickly that it
was not an act, but a genuine stance and they began to respect me for it.

It came to the point, that if someone swore in my presence without noticing me,
they apologized to me. It shows that people always respect those, who have their views
and who never change them whatever the situation...

I did not understand then, what was happening to me and what those “bio-fields”
were. | was simply convinced more and more that those “phenomena”, which I
experienced, did not happen to everyone and they were not ordinary.

* * *

The understanding of the fact that certain phenomena exist, motivates a person to
research it in the end. Naturally, I also felt this desire. | began to look for books and
publications on the subject of the mysterious and incomprehensible phenomena, which
had happened with man. In Soviet times this kind of literature was prohibited. It was
almost impossible to find anything on this subject. Un-fortunately, those few printed
materials, which | succeeded in finding, did not give the answers that | was looking for.
They still carried more nonsense than modern science.

Once, | came across materials of different occult disciplines. My cousin sent me a
printout on chiromancy. | decided to scrutinize it and began to study the lines of a hand
and their meaning, and immediately to check its accuracy in practice. | had no problem
finding those who wished to know. A lot of my fellow-students and also teachers listened
to my explanation with interest. They were also surprised at how accurately | described
their character and life by only studying the lines of their hands.

| did not know then that hand lines, or more precisely the picture of lines, reflected
the genetics and spirit of a person. | was also unaware then that lines were only a key, a
code that opened the “door” to the fate of an individual, to the possible variants of his
life, which nature had encoded in his genes, and to the realisation of these possibilities
through realisation of the spirit, by means of genetics.

The hand lines allow one to get into the information about a person and to “read”
his past, present and future. In other words, one can “connect” oneself to a person by
means of the hand lines. The lines in themselves do not allow reading and scanning of
the information about the per-son—this is done through them; they serve only as an
instrument. Thus, chiromancy is only the method of entering into the informative field
of the person, but this only grants access to the information, when the person who does
the scanning possesses certain natural abilities. It is only one of the numerous methods
of “entrance”.

If this person does not have natural abilities, no matter how long he observes the
hand lines, how often he peeps into the chiromancy manual, his reading of lines will
consist of generalities that do not reflect the real life of the person in question...

| understood more details later, but | saw the essence pretty quickly. After | began
to describe very exactly the events of the past of people, who were complete strangers
to me, reading their hands, my fellow students and students of other faculties, asked me
to make copies of my materials on palmistry and | did. | was surprised, when it turned
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out that they could not read hands properly. Some of them even blamed me saying that
I had concealed something and had not made a copy of “everything” for them, that I kept
the most essential information exclusively for my use.

Their reasoning was unclear to me, because | had given them everything | had.
Gradually | began to understand that what mattered was not the method of entrance, but
the person who used it. There are lots of ways to gain entrance into the information field
of the individual: hand lines, coffee-grounds, astrological information.

All these methods only help to “tune-in” to a specific person, to his information
field (which I understand to be a field created by an individual, who has certain genetics
that contains his spirit with the memory of all previous incarnations and with the imprint
of all events and actions per-formed by this person up to the current moment and events
and actions which are yet to happen). In principle, these methods of entrance are not
necessary when one understands the true nature of the phenomenon. It is possible to scan
a person directly without these kinds of “crutches”.

At the initial stage these methods allow one to simplify a “hookup”, and facilitate
tuning in to a certain person, but in the course of time they begin to impede the
development of the person who does the scanning. It is equivalent to using crutches when
the fractured bone of the leg has already healed.

So, | realised the necessity of looking for ideas in order to understand what was
going on with me. Regrettably, most of the information, which | managed to find, gave
me no understanding. All it looked like “go there, I don’t know where, bring something,
I don’t know what.” But I had a great desire and no choice, so I “went” there without
knowing where to look for something, without knowing what to search for exactly. The
most interesting thing is that | managed to do it...

* * %

When | was a student, | was on the board of the Kharkov university students club.
| devoted a lot of time to amateur art activities, organization of different clubs and
student activities. This al-lowed me to meet a lot of people, students, teachers and
scientific workers, | inquired of many, whether they knew somebody who possessed
unusual abilities.

After a while through several acquaintances | succeeded in arranging a meeting
with such a person. | was told the time and place. It seemed to me that | had only to meet
this man with para-normal abilities and all vagueness would disappear like the morning
fog under the rays of the rising sun.

The person, for whom I was waiting, was a little late, I knew only his name (if I am
not mistaken his name was Vladimir) and did not have the least idea, who he was, what
he looked like or how old he was. But, nevertheless, when he appeared, | knew at once
that it was he. We talked for a while. Regrettably, he was not able to give straight answers
to my questions but used riddles and hints.

It is very possible that he was afraid of me, thinking, probably, that | was a KGB
agent. One way or another, | was very disappointed with the results of this meeting with
a person who possessed some abilities. Though, he did attempt to use several methods
to influence me. He asked me to relax and to trust him, naturally, I did not do it. | had
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no reason to trust him, as he had no reason to trust me. Probably, that is why he could
do nothing with me, though | felt his influence.

We conversed for nearly two hours touching on general subjects. He “sounded me
out” using his methods—he would say something and watch my reaction. It was already
late evening when we decided to go home. Together we went to the Kharkov subway,
said goodbye and each went his own road. Probably, he was as disappointed as | was,
maybe more, | cannot say for sure, but | was pretty upset. | had failed to come any closer
to understanding what was happening to me.

Certainly, “there are other fish in the sea”, but I was not going to wait in vain for
another man with extrasensory abilities, who might appear on my “horizon”. I failed in
my attempt to get the ex-planation from the person, who | had hoped knew what was
what. However, it is difficult to define now, how far this man understood what was going
on with him and if he could have explained it to me. Most likely, he used his natural
abilities without understanding their nature. Nevertheless, | am grateful to him in that he
urged me not to wait for “manna from heaven”, but try to understand everything on my
own. | made this decision and did not want to postpone it for long. As | have already
mentioned, | knew a lot of people at the university. Students were always curious and
always ready to test something unusual.

In a day or two after my meeting with the extra sensitive man, | decided to try some
of the tests on other people that he had tried on me. | asked a group of students, whom |
knew, to participate in an unusual experiment. The first person, who responded to my
offer, was a girl, whose name | unfortunately do not remember. | asked her to stretch her
hands forward with her palms up, put my right arm above her right hand and began to
imagine that a small warm ball appeared on her palm.

I accompanied my actions with words: “a small warm ball has appeared on your
palm. It is dense and warm and your hand is glued to it, your fingers clasping it tighter
and tighter, etc.” I paid attention to the fingers of girl’s right hand which were curled,
as though she held an apple. Surprised, | asked her what she felt, she said that she felt a
warm ball and her fingers clasped it against her will and she could do nothing about it. |
was as amazed at the result as she was and continued the experiment with yet greater
inspiration. Gradually a crowd was gathering around us, but | was so carried away with
the successful beginning that | paid them no attention and continued my “scientific”
experiment.

| imagined the ball becoming lighter and lighter and beginning to pull her hand
upwards. Again, | accompanied my actions with words and again | was surprised that
the girl’s hand went upwards, higher and higher, as though some invisible force
persistently pulled it. She was pulled upwards so strongly that she had difficulty
retaining her equilibrium. It seemed that a little more and she would be torn away from
the floor and fly in the air. The fact that my efforts had a result surprised me no less than
the girl, and the casual audience.

A strange delight and gladness filled every my cell. | continued the experiment. |
changed the direction of motion of her hand and imagined that the ball in it became
heavy and began to pull the hand downward. As soon as | imagined it, the girl cried out.
I immediately stopped the action and asked her what happened and why she yelled.
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The girl’s answer surprised me more than anything that had happened before. She
said that her palm was in a vice, which began to tighten, and she felt like her bones were
being flattened out and she began to cry from pain. | apologized to her for those
unpleasant moments that | had involuntarily caused and began to reflect about this
incident. The only reason for this could be that I created two forces—one pulled the
girl’s hand up, while the other pulled it down. The palm was be-tween two “elements”
and those forces began to squash it.

* * *

Unexpectedly | had seen the manifestation of the force of thought, which appeared
to be very real. Someone could object and say that simple hypnosis was observed here.
But first and foremost, what is hypnosis? Modern science only verifies this phenomenon
without understanding its nature. | will expound my understanding of hypnosis later and
for now return to my experiments.

What | applied in my first experiment was a combination of verbal and direct
influence upon the person. The words helped this person to enter quickly into the
necessary state, to be tuned-in to the event. They were only an auxiliary instrument, not
the main one. The latter can be confirmed by this: I did not even say to the girl that the
ball would begin to pull her arm down. | simply carried my hand downward, while her
arm continued to move up. In addition, | did not say that her palm was in a vice, which
began to squash it. What happened was a surprise for us both, for me, an even greater
one.

This effect is simply impossible, when hypnotising a human being. What happened
in the experiment: I created new influence, which made the girl’s hand move down,
without removing previous influence, which made the hand to move up. As a result the
girl’s palm appeared to be be-tween two “fires”.

It was quite a surprise for me that the force of thought had such real, material
manifestation. Although I understood that a similar display of the “force” was the most
effective evidence and the easiest for most people to understand, | personally considered
this method of proselytizing impermissible.

Regrettably, the understanding of the force, which has developed in our civilization,
Is very primitive. If a human being writhes in pain, this means that he or she experiences
the manifestation of the “force”. If there is nothing of the kind, there is no manifestation
of the force. Is it really so, that a human being feels satisfied, only when what happened
to him is accompanied by pain or other unpleasant feelings?

Is it really so important to feel pain as a “proof” of the reality of the influence
instead of taking as proof the very fact that real problems vanish after the influence has
been applied, which is confirmed by real devices, and the person experiences no
unpleasant feelings?! I shall return to this philosophical, in a certain sense, problem later.
For now | will continue.

* * *

When | realized that the force of thought was real and could cause harm to people,
| became very careful with its use and excluded any negative side effects. Before | go
on, I would like to pay attention to the next (but not last) example of “fortuity” in my
life.
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It so happened that the first person, on whom I “attempted” to apply my force,
appeared to be very sensitive to it. Who knows what turn my life would have taken, if
this girl had had no reaction to my influence? Would | have tried something similar on
somebody else or not, | do not know. And if | did, would I hope that the second, third,
fourth person would be sensitive enough to this influence? Certainly not, but it turned
out that unexpectedly for me my first experience appeared to be incredibly successful
and inspired me to new “feats” for the good of Truth...

After this unexpectedly effective experience | asked my numerous acquaintances
to participate in my experiments. Almost everyone agreed; they were eager to take part
in something un-usual. Some of these people had a strong reaction, some—average, and
some were not responsive at all. Above all | was interested in those with very pronounced
reaction. There were both fellows and girls among them. However, girls receptive to my
influence prevailed. Soon | had a lot of voluntary helpers, because a lot of people wished
to take part.

I carried out different tests: experiments with a ball in the hand, feet “frozen” to the
floor, immobilised hands or legs, so a person could neither move nor stir them. | created
barriers, which were like stone walls for them. | influenced them at a distance and had
them leaning in all directions. The amplitude of deviation of their bodies from the
vertical position exceeded the limits of possibility for the human body.

| tried the influence, both on one person and on a group of people. This was totally
successful; I acquired new skills and discovered new methods of influence. It turned out,
that it was possible to bring a person to the trance state, both using words and without
them—just influencing. It was possible to influence sending energy through a hand(s)
or only mentally. | could bring a person into a trance with the help of hypnosis, and bring
him out of it with the help of my thought or influencing by my hand on certain areas of
the brain. | did all this in immediate proximity to a person and at a distance of tens of
meters—as far as university corridors allowed. | discovered a very important truth—
there were several methods of bringing a person into a state of trance, but the state itself
was the same.

Different methods of bringing into the state of trance were different keys, which
opened one and the same door. The most important was the fact that the “door” could be
opened and the key was not of prime importance. Even simple hypnosis is accompanied
by the influence of one individual on another and this influence is not only verbal.

In order for words have a certain force, the person has to fill them with that force.
Then the ordinary vibration of the air turns them into “magic” words. Their “magic”
force influences both those who understand them and those who do not. The magic is
not in the word, but in the person who pronounces it. A word said in one state renders
no influence, except for the usual one, while the same word said in another qualitative
state “suddenly” renders surprising influence on human beings, animals, plants and even
on lifeless matter. This truly proves that the “magic” is not in the word, but in the person.
And far from everyone who pronounces the word gives it “magic” proper-ties.

Thus, due to his majesty, Chance, and at the same time the natural course of events,
| succeeded in discovering a new, surprising world of human abilities, which I began to
study actively whilst being a student.
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I made my next discovery also “by chance”. One of my voluntarily helpers asked
me, if | could define, whether he had any disease or not. “How could I know that?”—I
answered with surprise. | do not know why, but for some reason this fellow wanted to
hear my opinion concerning his health very much. “Try it”"—he said—*it won’t cost you
anything!” 1 thought, why not! No sooner said than done. I knew the anatomy and
physiology of the human body quite well and decided to try. | never saw how other
people did it and decided to do it my way. I “simply” began to pass my hand over the
body of this fellow, mentally tuning myself in to the internal organs.

Surprisingly | discovered that when | imagined an internal organ, | began to feel it
in my hand. I could “touch” this organ, penetrate into it, etc. But, at the same time, [ was
not sure, whether this was a figment of my imagination or not. What was that—the
information about the state of the organ or my imagination—I could determine that only
by practice.

From my point of view the fellow appeared to be pretty healthy. The only thing that
seemed strange to me was his liver. | could not quite understand what was wrong with
it. 1 had a quite good picture of illnesses of the liver and knew what physiological and
morphological changes cause dis-ease in the tissue, but | saw nothing of the kind in his.

| hesitated for a moment. On the one hand, I did not claim that I could do it, so,
almost nothing would change, if | say something or not. On the other hand, |
nevertheless, did not want to be mistaken. One way or another, | had to give an answer
and my description of the state of his liver, | wanted to be correct. | said that he had a
problem with his liver because of the absence of an enzyme that decomposed an ethyl
alcohol. He was embarrassed at first and I thought that, perhaps, [ was “barking up the
wrong tree”, when he suddenly answered: “You know, you’re right, if [ only drink one
glass of beer, | lose consciousness and enter into a state close to a coma.”

His answer staggered me—I did it for the first time in my life and hit the mark.
Certainly, it was impossible to do without deep knowledge of anatomy and physiology,
but | had the necessary information and managed to determine everything correctly. |
still was in shock, when the fellow immediately asked me: “Cure me, please!” To my
answer that I did not know how to do it, he simply said—*"“try”. I tried and ... succeeded!

* * *

The rumours that I was able to heal with my “bio-fields” spread quickly at the
university. A lot of my acquaintances began to ask to me to diagnose and to heal them.
| destroyed stones in the gall-bladder and in kidneys, removed stomach and duodenal
ulcers, varicose veins, etc. One of my first successes was the treatment of cancer.

One day | went to my dean's office and saw there a tear-stained woman, who
worked in the rector’s office. Later on the dean’s secretary explained me that this woman
was in despair. Her husband had had an operation. The doctors had opened him up and
closed touching nothing. He had a cancer of the size of a child's head, which “sat” on
the abdominal aorta. To remove the tumour from this place was impossible, because they
would have to remove part of the abdominal aorta. The surgeon, who did the operation,
said that nothing could be done and her husband would not even die of cancer, but
because the tumor would “simply” block the abdominal aorta when growing, which in
turn would result in arterial blood being stopped from entering the lower part of the
body. This would cause gangrene and death.
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When | learned of it, | met this woman and suggested to her trying my method,
because in any case the doctors could offer nothing except sitting and waiting for her
husband to die. She agreed, but asked me to tell her husband nothing about cancer, as he
was very hypochondriac. Accordingly I told him that I would remove a liquid, which
had accumulated around his lungs in the area of the diaphragm and was why he had the
problem with breathing.

Using this story as a cover, | worked with his cancer tumor. As a matter of fact, this
situation was ideal, because it eliminated the possible influence of suggestion or auto-
suggestion on the course of the treatment. If this man suggested something to himself, it
was only the idea that the liquid, which never was there, must go away from his lungs.
It turned out to be a clean experiment on cancer treatment.

My patient had a very good sensitivity and | succeeded in finding the correct
strategy for destroying the cancer tumor and ... in four months medical tests showed that
the tumor had disappeared without a trace. On his fiftieth anniversary in June, 1983, the
surgeon, who had done the operation, said that he would never believe all this, if it were
not for the fact that he had seen the tumor “sitting” on the abdominal aorta with his own
eyes.

* * *

June, 1983. | passed all my fourth-year summer exams, most precisely, almost
passed, be-cause all fellows had to go to the summer military camps to swear an oath,
go back to the university and to sit the last examination—at the military chair of our
university. Certainly all this spoiled the last summer vacation. Our military camps were
located at the Black sea coast, not far from the city Ilichevsk, which “grew” near the
commercial marine port of Odessa.

| saw the sea for the first time in my life, it made an unusual impression, but during
the whole month of our military service | had the opportunity to swim in the sea only
once or twice. And the heat was awesome! | have an extraordinarily white skin and ten
or fifteen minutes in the sun was enough for me to burn it to blisters and for several days
| looked like a boiled lobster. | was not thrilled with this prospect and after | bathed in
the sea | put my clothes on immediately to prevent heavy sunburn.

One amusing episode was related to the whiteness of my skin. When | passed a
medical checkup for the building group, the doctor had paid attention to my skin and
begun to peer into my eyes. It surprised me and | asked him, what the matter was. He
said in surprise: “I thought you were an albino, because only albinos can have such a
white skin, and I checked your irises to make sure of it.” Probably, he thought that I had
dyed my hair, eyebrows and eyelashes, but | was not able to change the color of my eyes,
which from my birth were brown with a greenish shimmer.

My white skin caused me a lot of unpleasant moments in my childhood. When in
the water, | feel no sunburn as everyone else does. So, when | was a boy | often burned
so badly that my back converted into an entire wound. There were incidents, when my
shirt was so stuck to my back that | had to ask somebody to tear it off. This feeling was
far from pleasant, | must say. Thus, the sultry Black Sea sun was not for me.

There was no time for my experiments in the military camps. After we returned,
we passed the last examination on military subjects; I got “excellent” for it, as well as
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for the rest of the summer examinations of the fourth year course; and went home for
what was left of summer.

We had little to study in our fifth year. Most of time was intended for writing our
degree the-sis. In other words, | had a plenty of free time, which I used not only to write
my thesis about the braking radiation of electrons on the edge of a vacuum-medium, but
also to continue my own re-search on human abilities.

| continued to learn about an absolutely unknown world, a complete mystery and
not only for me. | invented newer and newer experiments, having a lot of voluntary
helpers who wanted to participate in something different. Besides, many experiments
were accompanied by a good laugh. It was impossible to keep from laughing when
watching a big fellow, who couldn’t tear his leg off the floor. To see his reaction was
great fun, when, full of surprise, he was unable to lift his leg, which had obeyed him
without any problem just seconds ago. You would have to have seen it with you own
eyes to understand the bursts of laughter of the casual and not so casual audience that
observed the experiment. Moreover, the very “victims” also roared with laughter.

I discovered that at certain distances from a person it was possible to “hook” him
and, for ex-ample, to pull him; the person could fall down, when doing it carelessly, or
could rebound like a ball from the wall in the desired direction, when doing it quite
abruptly.

Certainly, I did not drive the situation to the critical level; my task was not to
explore the possibilities of distant assault, but to study the possibilities of the influencing
at a distance, of one per-son on another (or others). | studied methods of hypnosis, when
a person was submerged into hypnotic sleep by verbal or by only mental influence, or
by the influence of my energy on certain areas of the brain, which | found out on my
own.

| learned to bring a person into a state of trance without his immersion into hypnotic
sleep, when he keeps fully his individuality, his ability to think adequately in regard to
everything, except for what was suggested mentally or verbally. | did not know whether,
If someone else also studied this phenomenon, he came to the same conclusions that |
did. To tell the truth, it was not of great importance for me, | was eager to understand
the nature of things around me.

It is fully possible that I “reinvented the wheel”, or it is also possible that
accidentally | dis-covered something new. It was not important for me; the most
important thing was to understand, to penetrate and to comprehend the essence of things
around me. | was interested in similar matters when | healed people. | was eager to
understand what a living organism, a living cell, truly was; how they functioned, why
ilinesses existed and how they occurred, and how damaged organs and tissues could be
restored to their healthy state.

The result was that | could help people with their health problems pretty often.
People reacted differently to my healing influence. Someone reacted almost instantly;
someone reacted the next day, someone—in a week. The speed of change was also
different as well as the speed of the resto-ration process. All this did not depend on
whether a person believed or disbelieved in such treatment. There were cases, when a
person believed in the treatment fanatically, but it helped little, and there were cases,
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when a person was a stubborn sceptic and, nevertheless, his problems “disappeared”
without a trace.

The changes in the human organism were very unusual. For example, one person
had long-term chronic stomach and duodenal ulcers... They disappeared after my work,
also all old ulcer scars disappeared too together with “fresh” ones. After my treatment
the doctors could not find any trace or symptoms of illness, the development of which
they had been observing for, sometimes, dozens of years. Atrophied organs became
absolutely healthy, for example, the cavities in lungs of a tuberculosis patient were not
found, etc.

It is of interest, that lime formations in lungs were not part of the living organism;
they appeared in the place of dead pulmonary tissue. After my treatment the dead tissue
found in the living tissue disappeared and lung tissue, dead years ago, reappeared where
nature intended. The dead tis-sue disappeared and the healthy tissue appeared so that no
one would even suspect that the lungs of that person had suffered any disorder, not least

tuberculosis...
* Kk *

Sometimes some things happened which | could understand much later. For
example, there were some stubborn sceptics among my fellow-students, who tried to
prove me wrong. One day | was requested to carry out an experiment, which was
intended to prove the “falseness” of my position. | was asked to define the illnesses of
my fellow-student Uri Karpenko. He stood in front of me, my eyes were blindfolded and
| began to scan his organism. My scanning was accompanied by the description of those
problems | found. | felt his organs and his presence in front of me.

When | finished, the bandage was taken off and ... he was not where he had been
before | was blindfolded. | was surprised, because | felt his presence very clearly while
he was not there. Thus, they tried to prove the falseness of my experiments, but for some
reason none acknowledged the fact that | had described all his problems very precisely.
They only paid attention to the fact that he abandoned the place where he was at the
beginning of the experiment and | continued to describe his state of health.

Then I had heard nothing about Kirlian’s photography and did not understand that
a person, as well as any other living creature, left his imprint in the place where he stayed
even for a second. The more time spent staying motionless on a spot, the longer the
conservation of the imprint. There-fore, if one manages to tune-in to the place where this
person was, it is possible to “read” any in-formation about him and not only about the
state of his health...

Later | understood and proved in practice that it was possible to obtain any
information about the individual from his photo, voice, image, and not only when | saw
or heard him personally, but also when someone else did it and had only to think of this
person. | always adhered to the ethical side of this matter. | consider it permissible to do
this kind of review only as a rare exception and when the person concerned asks me to
do it. The only other exception | would understandably make would be a threat to my
life, the life of my nearest and dearest or any other person. In all other cases, a person
has the right to inviolability in his personal life...

* * *
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In the course of my experiments, | discovered the presence of telepathic
transmission of in-formation and even telepathic control over an individual. Orthodox
science completely denied the existence of telepathy. From my own experience | was
sure of the fact that telepathy was real.

| understood the skepticism of orthodox science. Very often people who studied
paranormal phenomena had nothing to offer except for their enthusiasm. Very often
parapsychologists were psychologists and psychiatrists who either personally
experienced paranormal phenomena or witnessed them. Nevertheless, they remained the
blind who advance by touch.

For experiments with telepathy they developed some tests with cards, which were
based on statistics and the probability theory, which were not blameless from the point
of truth. Besides, sceptics, when they saw positive results that exceeded probability,
could always find an “explanation” for these facts. It was of no importance that they
were wrong, it was important to them that it was impossible to refute their nonsensical
arguments.

Therefore, | decided to conduct some blameless experiments for myself, which
would confirm the existence of telepathy. | decided to put a person into a deep hypnotic
sleep, when he could react only to my voice and respond to nothing else. Usually, after
| brought the person into this state, | stood ten or fifteen meters behind him and without
any movement, without pronouncing a single word, mentally ordered him to get up and
go forward avoiding all obstacles on the way. My eyes became the eyes of the person,
who was in a deep hypnotic trance.

The signals from my brain controlled the movements of other person’s body; at first
my control was clumsy—the body moved jerkily and did not always obey. However, in
the course of time | learned to control it pretty well. The feeling is similar to that when
you are learning to drive a car. It is necessary to get used to the sensitiveness of the
accelerator and brakes, so that the car moves smoothly. The same is true with the control
of other person’s body—it is necessary to choose the correct signals. When | solved this
task, I managed to “guide” a person from a chart handed to me on a sheet of paper.

| was to guide a girl among some chairs, which were put at random, to bring her to
the piano, to make her sit on the chair, open the piano and play something. I did it all.
The examinee in the state of trance walked amongst the chairs, sat down and began to
play... Itis of interest that the girl was not able to play the piano (as well as I) before this
test and could not after it. She played a melody, which was unknown to several
professional musicians who were present at the experiment. This melody resembled
something classical, something like Beethoven’s music.

After coming out the hypnotic trance this girl remembered absolutely nothing of
what she had done. She remembered only that she closed and then opened her eyes. This
experiment was con-ducted once or twice with the same result and very quickly it was
no longer necessary for me to spend time learning how to control the body of another
person in my subsequent experiments...

From the very beginning of the study of my abilities and their development I always
tried to prove to sceptics that the influence of one person on another existed and was
real. Then it seemed to me that a sceptical person was simply in error and | only needed
to help open his eyes so that he could see this incredibly interesting world, which hid
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numerous answers about the secrets of nature. Almost always | managed to do it. A
sceptic was forced to accept the facts and... it changed nothing. A lot of people told me:
“When you prove it to me personally, then I will trust you!” And I proved it. But, the
result was zero, nothing changed, these people continued to preach false conceptions to
the others, even though they had the opportunity to be convinced that they were wrong...

It was difficult for me to understand, why people who called themselves scientists
were not interested in knowing the truth. | found it strange. At the beginning | spent a
lot of my force and time to prove to these people that | was right, and then | understood
that many of them did not need the truth. It was even dangerous for them, because in
acknowledging the truth they could lose their warm places, “scientific” reputation, etc.

Often, after | proved something to these people, they simply disappeared off my
horizon, denying even the fact of their acquaintance with me. | was annoyed by this kind
of dishonorableness, but no more than that. My aim was not to receive academic degrees,
but to be cognisant of the truth. | understood perfectly that | stood against almost
everyone in science, because my results and concepts about the nature of things
contradicted the predominant scientific concepts. But it did not perplex me—from my
childhood I had been stubborn and the phrase “it is like this, because it is like this” could
not make me change my beliefs because a doctor of science or an academic said it.

* * *

I saw the ignorance of some “scientists” on my second year at the university. The
point is this—when | was a little boy, I used to invent different devices and mechanisms.
After | finished my first year | meditated on the problem of laser beam divergence.
During my summer vacation | succeeded in solving this problem. Instead of fighting
with the side effects which caused the beam divergence, | decided to strengthen them,
bring them to the maximum and control them. This approach allowed me to solve the
problem—the beam divergence disappeared. | drew some drafts of my laser unit and
some other devices and took them with me when returning to the university. | wanted to
clarify some details, as | was not a specialist in lasers.

One day | took heart and went to the dean's office. | got permission to talk with the
dean and asked him to invite someone from the chair of the quantum radio physics of
our faculty. He did it, probably to get rid of me as quickly as possible. He invited one of
the chair’s employees and I ex-pounded my idea and showed my drafts. He listened to
me for ten minutes, looked at my drafts and declared: “I do not know what is wrong with
all this, but it is wrong. All this is metaphysics.” “Something is wrong here” was the
only thing that the leading specialist on lasers could say?! If something is wrong, there
should be an explanation, what is wrong and why. It even seemed to me that he
understood nothing. | was disappointed, but not for long. | checked my calculations
again, collated it with physical concepts and found no errors.

| again took heart and during a recess between lessons went to professor Tretyakov.
In a few minutes | explained my idea to him, and he said: “Young man, congratulations,
you’ve discovered nonlinear optics, but unfortunately for you, it was recently discovered
by the Japanese.” The “metaphysics” appeared to be the discovery of nonlinear optics.
The fact that someone already discovered it before me was not of great importance to
me. It was important that my idea was correct and carried no principle errors. Besides,
nonlinear optics was not the basis of my idea but only an auxiliary element. Professor
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Tretyakov simply caught something familiar in my mumbling in the hubbub of the
recess. Later, when we were assigned to different chairs, | got to the chair of theoretical
radio physics which he headed then. | would like to say some good words about this
man. To my mind he was the real scientist.

Unfortunately, I didn’t have a lot of opportunities to talk to him. He was very busy
and guided the term papers and degree theses of other students. We conversed several
times including about my personal researches of human abilities. He had no scepticism;
he was open to new ideas. Once, when we conversed on issues of physics he said
something which I remember to this day: “Never stand on the “rails” of one or another
theory. Their creators were not fools and squeezed out of their idea everything they
could. If you do not want to pick up the “crumbs” of their ideas, always be outside of
them and never “within”. Only then you will be able to see their omissions and maybe
go further than they.” I memorized these words forever, they entirely resonated with my
own concepts and subconsciously | always followed them even when | did not realise
it...

* * *

| had already studied two years at the university, getting “excellent” on almost all
my exams, but classical science failed to answer my questions, which appeared as early
as in my secondary school. I began my own search for truth in my third year. In my
fourth and fifth years | was convinced of the rightness of the way | had chosen. Over
three years | succeeded in finding answers to questions which had given me no rest from
my childhood. I did not have yet the whole “picture”, but I felt that I had chosen the right
way. | continued the search for the truth through the cognition of my own abilities.

Sometimes I had to participate in “blind” experiments. In one of such experiments
| was asked to define an object in the room. | began to scan with my hand and felt some
energy. | felt the limits of gradients, etc. Then | was told that | had defined quite exactly
the magnetic lines of a little magnet placed under the sofa.

So, unexpectedly for me, | knew that | could feel the magnetic field, and,
consequently, electromagnetic and electric fields. It was considered before that a human
being could not feel them, let alone to distinguish force lines. More pieces of the mosaic
were put into a unified picture, but I did not “mature” yet. Meanwhile the time came to
present my degree thesis; | stopped my researches to be fully engaged in it.

Mainly, my thesis was based on the formulas of mathematical physics. | felt no ring
of truth in the mathematical mind-games, but did everything, that was required for the
thesis. On my fifth year | was asked to write a thesis on economics. The teachers of the
economic faculty saw a spark in my arguments concerning economy. When | found out
that | had to pass several additional examinations on subjects that we did not study
according to the program of our faculty, | decided to reject the offer. | was simply too
lazy to spend my time preparing for additional examinations. For five years we had had
to pass about fifty examinations and approximately the same quantities of tests.
Sometimes | feel sorry that I rejected this offer and did not write the thesis on economics.

One way or another, | prepared my thesis, passed the examination on Scientific

Communism®, getting “excellent”. For my thesis I received “good”, although I do not

° Scientific Communism was one of the three major ingredients of Marxism-Leninism as taught in the Soviet Union in all
institutions of higher education and pursued in the corresponding research institutions, and departments. The discipline
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think that it was worse than the other students’ work. Indeed, it wasn’t possible in our
chair to put “excellent” to all, besides the dean’s office was not fond of me. I was a
constant headache for them, because of my meticulous questions. They also knew about
my experiments and their results, because | hid nothing and the whole university
“buzzed” about them.

Yes, by the way—about my experiments—I would like to mention some
phenomena, which | ran into during my studies at the university...

As | have already said, during my first year | lived in the student hostel, because |
came from another city. In my second year | decided to rent a flat, because life in the
hostel did not suit me. Although | did manage to maintain a certain order—the light had
to be turned off at exactly 23.00 in our three person room, nevertheless, | did not have
the authority (or the right) to require that every-body kept silence at night.

An old woman rented me a room. She had leg problems; they were covered with
ulcers be-cause of bad circulation. These ulcers caused her a lot of trouble and were quite
painful. Usually, a person always talks about his diseases, especially, when a constant
pain reminds him of their existence. However, I wasn’t ready to listen to this for all
eternity. Therefore, after | had listened several dozen times to this remarkable and “very
educational” story at first hand, I was so “inspired” by this problem (of global
proportions) that | decided to do something. In my boyhood, my mother used to treat
what she called my “heroic wounds” with a salicylic-zinc ointment, after which they
healed strikingly quickly.

So, to solve a huge problem, I remembered about the wonder-working ointment
and said that my hostess should test it. The old woman didn’t believe that it would work
a miracle, especially when she knew that the price of a jar of this ointment was only 5
kopecks. She said that she tried all the ointments prescribed by her doctor and none of
them was able to help her, although many of them were priced from 3 to 5 rubles.

On one hand, | wanted to help her, on the other—to be rid of such “instructive”
narrations. Therefore, | suggested that she should try it, because the situation could not
be worse. No sooner said than done. | personally went to the pharmacy and found this
“wonderful” ointment. To my great joy after a short time of application all her ulcers
disappeared. Moreover, the mobility of her legs returned.

The old woman began even to shop, and that suited me perfectly. After this case |
began to recommend this ointment to everyone as a wonder-working remedy but for
some “reason” it did not perform its “miraculous” cures. For some time I could not
understand why. Only after couple of years, when I was engaged in my “metaphysical”
research, did it became clear to me that the “matter” was in me and not in the ointment.

My unconscious (at that time) desire that this old woman had her ulcers healed was
sufficient to charge the ointment with my energy that would contain this program. It was
only due to my ignorance that | attributed this effect to the action of the ointment instead
of myself. This error was caused because there was rapid cicatrisation in my own case,

consisted in investigation of laws, patterns, ways, and forms of class struggle, Socialist revolution, development of
Socialism and construction of Communism. Passing exams in Scientific Communism was an obligatory prerequisite in
obtaining any postgraduate scientific degree in the Soviet Union. Typical courses of study included the following topics,
among others: origins and development of the communist theory, theory of socialist revolution, International Communist
movement, dictatorship of the proletariat, transformation of Socialism into Communism, socialist democracy, communist
interpersonal relations and upbringing, criticisms of the anti-Communism.
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when I used this ointment. Simply when my mother dabbed this ointment into my “battle
wounds” and told me that now everything would be better, it began to heal very quickly,
| trusted her, thought about it and the “miracle” occurred.

Only then I did not connect this “miracle” with myself or with the influence of my
mother. | only saw the result and thought it was the action of the ointment. How would
I know that the like of this never happened to other users of this ointment?! As | did not
know it, it was fully natural that | would assume what happened to me was the action of
the ointment. This example shows evidently, how the absence of complete information
could result in wrong deductions and conclusions.

| was lucky that | succeeded in clarifying the matter of the action of the ointment
before too long and understood that it was not the ointment that operated, but my
thoughts of the renewal and cicatrisation of tissues transformed the ointment and made
it the transmitter of the healing program.

But at that time | did not understand all of it and was very content with the fact that
the ointment “healed” my hostess. After this I also told her that sometimes a very cheap
ointment could help perfectly when the most expensive things money can buy appeared
to be useless and that it is not always the price that determines the efficacy. | erred and
deceived the others without any bad motive only due to misunderstanding (the
effectiveness of the ointment).

There was another reason, why [ was content with the “miraculous” healing. Before
it, the task of purchasing and delivering food for my hostess was laid entirely on my
shoulders, in direct and figurative senses. It was not a huge problem for me, as | bought
the food for me too. Sometimes | simply had to go and buy things especially for her.
Those who still remember the Soviet times with a deficit of almost everything and
enormous queues will understand me perfectly...

My budget consisted of my grant, which was higher than most students of that time
(the ordinary grant was forty rubles per month, and an increased grant was forty five.)
At our faculty of radio physics an ordinary grant was fifty five rubles and I got the
increased grant—sixty three rubles in my initial years, and in my senior years—sixty
eight, nevertheless, it did not allow the buying of all products on the black market.

Due to the absence of meat in the Soviet shops and the lack of “good connections”
among the “elite” of that time—butchers and similar “comrades” who specialized in
selling food via the “back door”—I had to buy meat two or three times a month,
sunflower-seed oil and all the necessities for cooking borsch'® at Kharkovs’ market. This
economical activity did pretty serious damage to my financial state. However, the
“socialist planning” of my budget brought its “fruit”—1I never was short of cash.

Sure, my parents could send me money but it was not acceptable to me. | considered
myself a grown up and was convinced that I must help my parents, not the contrary.
Although, at that time I could not help them with money but | was not going to be a
burden to them. I went to the student building group after I finished my first year to earn
a little money.

When | decided to rent a room, | wanted to work at our chair for half the salary:
and only after pretty tense debates with my parents, especially with my mother, | agreed

10 The Ukrainian national dish, a soup made of meat and vegetables - beetroot, potato, cabbage and carrot.
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not to do it and that they would send me money to pay the rent, first, 25 rubles and later
30. This was a large compromise for me that could be confirmed by anyone who knew
me. Later, if | needed money, | worked extra, using my skills of working with wood and
metal at the beginning, and then healing people.

4. Life is a good teacher

Most of my patients, who | treated whilst still being a student, did not pay me,
especially at the beginning of my “medical” practice. My friends, their friends and their
relatives became my patients. Usually | had only to work with one member of a family
and the rest would ask me to help them too. | always felt awkward bringing up the
question of money. I thought that a person should offer as much as he or she could afford
to pay.

| thought that people understood perfectly the value of a life saved, or a return to
health and should appreciate for themselves what | had done for them, and thank me to
the maximum they possibly could. | thought this way and would have been right, if
people were evolutionally developed to this level of consciousness, but... regrettably,
there were almost no such people. Only those few, who understood the real value of my
work, paid me. In spite of the fact that sometimes the way people behaved after they got
everything they wanted from me offended me, | was still reluctant to raise the question
of payment. | was ill at ease asking for money.

It was interesting to observe the fact that people, who did not pay me a cent, were
the most demanding. When they needed something, it did not bother them if | were tired
or hungry, or had not the spare time. The most important for them were their needs. They
were interested in and worried about nothing else, and | felt too uncomfortable to refuse.

However, one day, similar self-interest helped me. A university teacher, whom |
knew when | worked in the Student club, asked me to come to her home. Her son had a
high temperature and pretty strong pains because of a gall-stone. I splintered it into fine
sand, then widened his bile-ducts and drove this mass into his duodenum. The young
man felt as if something hot had flown into his intestines. After this he had a high
temperature for several days due to tiny scratches that appeared because the sand,
nevertheless, had sharp edges and had scratched the walls of the bile-ducts.

Well, that day | was very tired; | had done a lot of studying, experiments and
sessions of treatment. To begin with my experiments and treatments required a great
deal of my energy; | felt like a squeezed lemon, completely drained after them, although
| always endured a heavy physical load easily. | had always possessed great powers of
endurance, which my relatives knew all about.

When | was a child, | was unaware that | possessed unusual endurance. | discovered
it quite by chance, or more precisely, my father discovered it. It happened like this. Our
neighbour, an old man, gave me a couple of 3 kilogram dumb-bells. I hadn’t touched
them for several years and then one summer, when | had nothing to do; I came across
them and decided to take some physical exercise to strengthen my body and spirit. As
they say, God gave me (I personally strongly doubt it) a lot of strength, as was “given”
to most men of the Levashov kin. However, I’ve never done any special exercises for
my physical development. | decided to repair the omission during my summer vacation,
since I did not have to “sacrifice” anything to this.
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| took these 3 kilogram dumb-bells and began several exercises, one of which
consisted of lifting them from my belt to the shoulders and further up until my arms were
completely straight. In the first day | repeated every exercise one hundred times without
a break, in the second day—two hundred times, etc.

On the tenth day | repeated every exercise a thousand times for approximately same
time as on the first day. Then | got bored “waving” dumb-bells one thousand times and
| decided to ask my father to find me something heavier. When | came to him with this,
he said that my words were a complete fantasy, because it was simply impossible. He
declared me a liar and asked me to say nothing about this to anybody, so as not to
disgrace him.

His words strongly offended me; | was very touchy (to tell the truth I still am; only
I’ve learned to hide it). The reason why my father reacted this way was that he was sure
that even an adult man, who was constantly engaged in hard physical work, would be
unable to lift a simple half kilogram hammer even one hundred times! And here was a
boy saying that he had elevated, a thou-sand times, 3 kilogram dumb-bells without a
break. Naturally, | was offended and demanded the opportunity to prove to him that |
invented nothing. I’d like to give him his due, he gave me it and I am grateful to him. |
invited him to sit on the sofa and with the offended face repeated the exercise a thousand
times. After that he apologized to me, a boy, for being wrong.

Several years later in 1997 or 1998, an acquaintance in the USA also said to me
that this was impossible, when I told him this story. He also said that, if he hadn’t known
me personally, he would bet money to prove the falsity of this statement. The point is
that he was a professional weight-lifter and the master of sports of the USSR and as a
professional, he considered it impossible. | asked for several days, took eight pound
dumb-bells (about four kilograms) and in two weeks | lifted these dumb-bells without a
break one thousand one hundred times in half an hour before his eyes (gross weight was
17,600 pound or about 9 tons).

I did not tell this story to show how “mighty” and “strong” I was, but to demonstrate
that | had inherited a very tough body from my ancestors, which is simply my good
fortune...

So, even considering all my powers of endurance, | was drained to the limit that
memorable day, but, nevertheless | agreed to go and sort out the aforementioned gall-
stone.

After that | was dead on my feet and only my will-power kept me from dropping
down right there and then. So, | walked up to the window and pretended to admire the
view. I did not want anyone to see me fighting with myself. But my “contemplative”
observation of “the beauty” of the rear yard of a block of flats was unexpectedly
interrupted. The hostess asked me to work with her. | was not comfortable refusing and
began treatment gathering all my will.

The first several minutes were incredibly heavy going, but then, in a moment,
something happened, something switched inside me and all came with terrific ease. The
exhaustion disappeared, and then came clearness and clarity of thought and the treatment
began to go smoothly.
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The notion of “second wind” is that it comes involuntarily. This was quite another
thing; it was a breakthrough to another qualitative level of my abilities. After it, | carried
out both my re-searches and treatment of people with ease. It does not mean that |
stopped feeling tiredness but after this “breakthrough” I could endure a level of load tens
times greater than before and | was not so tired. So, only once in my life I won something
positive from an egocentric attitude toward me.

* * *

In fact, it is very interesting to observe people’s reaction to what I do. If I do not
raise the question about money for the work, considering that a person himself should
raise this question, a lot of people come to the conclusion that the treatment brings me
“pleasure” or costs me nothing, or | am a fool.

This always seemed to me, at the very least, strange. Is it really so, that sympathy
for a per-son, the desire to help, to deliver a living creature from torments and illnesses
and often to save life without putting money at the top of the list is a sign of foolishness?!
Sure, | got moral satisfaction and | was glad when | could help people, return them their
health and life. It manifested especially brightly, when | succeeded in solving a new
problem, finding a more effective method of treating an illness already known to me,
etc.

It always brings pleasure and satisfaction when a person creates something and
attains a good result. This is how any creator feels. Anyone can certainly become a
creator, in his own way, if he puts his whole soul into it, pushing himself, with the
maximum devotion to the task in hand. It is not important what work you do, but how
you do it. As for me, | almost always experienced great joy when | had created
something. In my childhood I liked to work with wood and made stools, chairs, etc.

Certainly, my hand-made articles were not “works of art”, but, nevertheless, I felt
joy because my hands turned a rough board into something useful, gave it the
smoothness of human skin; some-thing shapeless assumed beautiful form and | was the
creator of this “miracle”. I soon began to see the drawbacks of my “miracle”, but they
would appear later. And in the moment of completion of the creation | felt myself in
“seventh heaven”. Besides, the more difficult the task or the problem, the greater the joy
I felt after pushing myself so hard. It didn’t matter to me that probably someone else had
done the same thing much better than I. It was important for me to overcome myself, to
attain and sometimes to go beyond my limit.

| was satisfied and even proud of me, when | successfully pressured myself into
creating something that | had previously considered impossible. But, unfortunately,
something like this hap-pens very rarely. Hard work and the search for the optimum
solution to the problem must precede every fulfillment, independent of whether it is a
stool or the renewal of The Planets’ ozone layer.

Once the problem is solved, the repetition of the process becomes routine, hard
work. It does not mean that I felt no joy when I, for example, saved a person from a
chronic ulcer, just because | already had done it once for someone else. However, frankly
speaking, the second, third and so on time of solving the same task was perceived less
brightly than it was for the first time. Put simply, these fulfillments became habitual and
were hard labour.
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Victories over me and over problems during my work, though, happened pretty
often, but, nevertheless, not every day and sober reality, everyday anxieties and
problems were present every moment. It turned out that as well as my own problems |
was also surrounded by the problems and troubles of many other people and often only
| could help them and thus their problems became mine.

Some people may say: Big deal! Everyone can wave his hands! Well, it depends on
how they are waved—the simple waving indeed does not require much wisdom, but
waving with a certain sense can be quite hard work. What actually happens is that when
“waving” correctly the information about the state of the person’s internal organs and
systems comes to the brain at every motion of the hand along the body; the brain analyses
this information and produces the best strategy and tactics for solving the problem, and
then the influence is put in place.

The next motion of the hand gives information about the changes that happened
after this influence, how the organs and systems of the organism reacted and what kind
of qualitative and quantitative changes happened. The brain analyses all this and brings
In appropriate corrections for next curative influence to achieve the optimum result.

All this is viewed only from the side of the strategy and tactics of correct “waving”.
As for the easiness of this “waving”, I would like to give one example of its consequence
on a person, who did the similar “waving” for the first time. Several years later from the
described events, a person, whose brain I changed to carry out similar “waving” (I’1l tell
later about the qualitative brain modification), tried to splinter a stone in a kidney for the
first time in his life. This influence lasted about five minutes, whereupon ... an adult,
strong and healthy man slept for thirty hours. His first words were, when he woke up
and called me: “I cannot imagine how you are able to do this kind of thing every day for
hours!” This is brief information about “simple” hand waving.

Certainly, most people will disbelieve it or will pretend that they disbelieve it until
they can “touch” it with their hands. Actually, I was often surprised by this reaction. For
some reason almost no one requires proof and understanding of TV functioning, for
example. No one studies the theory of radio waves distribution before purchasing it.

Everyone uses this device without any proof of the way it works, although there is
no explanation of the principle of its working. To be precise, there is the so-called theory
of quadrilateral’s, which asserts that there is a “black box” that has two inputs and two
outputs. A quadrilateral can be transformed into a triple or bipolar device. When two
inputs or two outputs are united together, it results in either a triple device with one input
and two outputs or a triple device with two inputs and one output. When two inputs and
two outputs are united together we have a bipolar. Independently of the configuration,
these devices register what occurs in inputs and outputs.

However, no one explains, what happens within this “black box”. Moreover, it
serves as a basis for radio and computer engineering. Nevertheless, no one requires any
proof or explanation of its principle of operation. It is enough for everyone to have
practical confirmation of its effectiveness based on the experience of other people
instead of personal understanding of the phenomenon.

As for my methods of treatment—mneither practical confirmation of its reality nor
the explanation of both particular cases and numerous things which traditional “science”
did not even try to explain is sufficient for the same people. They require personal
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confirmation and when they get this confirmation, they retreat hastily and silently, at the
very best, or in other cases they deny that the treatment took place and that they were
ever acquainted with me; and sometimes they tell a barefaced lie.

The oddest thing is that very often people passionately defend “positions”, which
were imposed on them without any proof and which for some “reason” they are reluctant
to dispute and demand confirmation of their legitimacy. Similar selectivity in
requirements would appear to indicate that most people were converted into zombies
and their brains were successfully “washed”. It is also amazing, that certain facts and
information, which are demonstrated to them and which mod-ern “science” considers to
be something unbelievable and impossible, excite neither emotional response, nor
interest. Nevertheless, most people fanatically and blindly defend illusions, which
convert them into slaves; those illusions convert them into spiritual and corporal slaves
and imbue them with a slavish mentality...

* * *

When | was still a student, | came across the manifestation of similar spiritual
slavery which converted people into bio-robots, when they were unable to think
independently and pronounced “crammed” phrases and words, the meaning of which
they did not understand and could not ex-plain. Similar “discoveries” shocked me to the
core and I tried to help these people to wake up, but the fact that many of these people
did not want to wake up and get rid of spiritual slavery surprised me most of all.

This slavery was convenient for them; it guaranteed them a piece of bread and relief
from personal troubles and “unnecessary” headaches. It’s astounding when a person,
who recently was a human being, transforms somehow into a lower creature, especially
when one can see and under-stand all this. In fact, we all were born free both spiritually
and physically. It is always staggering, when spiritually and physically free children
have false concepts forcefully imposed upon them, which day by day, drop by drop
convert free-born children into adult slaves.

Then | did not understand, who does it all and why. | thought it an unbelievable
misunderstanding. | could not imagine then that someone does it on purpose... | retained
a certain degree of naivety from my childhood, or perhaps I wished to see in people and
their acts only good. One of the first lessons about the nature of some people | learned
when | began to heal them.

As | said before, | always felt uncomfortable bringing up the question about
payment for my work. | always tried to find an explanation for why people avoid
mentioning it. One of the “excuses” that I found was a supposition that for many people
it was difficult to believe that my work could ease their sufferings, let alone relieve them
from one or more illnesses.

| assumed that the only explanation (if there was any) they gave of what happened
to them and what they felt was autosuggestion or psychotherapy, which creates only the
illusion of the relieving of problems. | supposed that the problem was not in people, but
in their ignorance (which is partially true). Therefore, | thought that | had to work until
a problem disappeared fully and then, after having a result confirmed by accessible
medical tests, people would understand that what happened to them was real, and would
pay me in accordance with their means.
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Oddly enough, nobody refused my help, on the contrary, a lot of them tried hard to
get it. Their “scepticism” appeared only when I completed the course of treatment and a
person had to re-act somehow to it. Many limited themselves to words of gratitude,
although | expected more from them and they understood that perfectly. | explained it
by assuming that they simply did not have money. Sometimes it was so, but very often
| found out later that people to whom | had returned their life and health bought, for
example, cars, paying considerable sums of money on the “black market” (as it was
almost impossible to buy a car in the Soviet car-shops; moreover, a person had to pay
additional money for this opportunity).

This kind of thing left an unpleasant after-taste in my soul, but | was still eager to
help people. However, some people continued to give me special lessons of their
“gratitude” and “appreciation”.

When | rescued a man from the inevitable death from cancer and when doctors
confirmed this “unbelievable” fact and all relatives and friends of this man celebrated,
his wife took me aside for a talk. I thought she would thank me for saving her husband’s
life. She had jeans (manufactured in Czechoslovakia) and offered them to me for 250
roubles. She said that she had got several pairs and | could choose any jeans | liked that
fitted me. My height was nearly two meters and | always had a problem finding clothes
of my size. | thanked her for the offer but said there was none my size. | did not show
that | knew the real price.

It was possible to purchase the best American jeans on the “black market” for the
price she asked for the Czech jeans. The price of the jeans she offered was maximum
120-150 roubles. The wife of a man, whose life | saved, without paying a kopeck for my
work, tried to “foist” the Czech jeans at the price of the American ones on me, thinking
that I was a complete fool; she “decided” I was and tried to earn an additional 100
roubles. Their behaviour shocked me to the core of my being. | could not even imagine
that kind of sacrilege. After this | never met with these people again, although they tried
to find me later.

The bitter taste of disappointment in people settled in my soul, but not for long.
These people’s deeds are their responsibility; other people are not responsible for them.
Everybody is responsible only for his own acts and only then, when he carries them out.
Therefore, | did not change my attitude toward all people, only toward those who
deserved it. | continued to help people with an open heart and continued to search for
the truth...

* * %

It was when | was a student that I first ran into an unusual phenomenon known to
everybody only from books and horror films—vampirism. However, with one
distinction—in books and horror films vampires drink human blood, what | found was
a vampirism of energy, or more accurately, of vital force. | can say nothing about those
who drink blood, probably they exist and not only as cases of mental disease. Personally
| have not met with the bloodsucking variety, | only saw vampires that robbed human
vital force. The first case of vampirism, which | ran into, was very interesting...

It happened, when | was already in my fifth year. One day the secretary of our
faculty, who knew that | healed people, asked me for help. The issue appeared very
unusual and | had never come across anything like this before. She told me that
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something had happened to her that she could not understand. It always occurred after a
visit from an acquaintance, who “suddenly” found it necessary to talk to her “heart-to-
heart” and began to “visit” her at work.

After an “intimate” talk about nothing for thirty to forty minutes, this “friend”
politely said goodbye and left. The most “interesting” part began later, when the dean’s
secretary came home. When she returned home, this very energetic and healthy woman
could only go to bed and fall into deep sleep until morning because of complete
exhaustion. Usually coming from work, she felt very well and could do everything that
was required to keep house, she never felt this kind of tiredness.

When it first happened, she did not connect her state with the visit of her
acquaintance. She thought that it was because of the approaching menopause. But, when
it repeated several times, she paid attention to the fact that the exhaustion occurred only
then, when that woman visited her. After she was completely sure of it, she asked me
for help. We agreed that she would call me, when the woman appeared again.

When it happened, I came to the dean's office as if “on business” and greeted the
women. The dean’s secretary introduced us to each other and I joined in the
conversation, during which | scanned what was going on around and soon found the
presence of a tube-sucker from the guest to the secretary’s solar plexus. Continuing the
conversation, | mentally cut and blocked this connection. After a couple of minutes, |
said goodbye and returned to my chair.

Next day the dean’s secretary thanked me and reported that she felt no exhaustion
after the visit of this woman and the next day she told me that the latter had asked to
meet me. | decided to meet with her—I was curious, what did she want from me. We
met and she told me a very interesting story. She recently got carried away with
esotericism, in search of spiritual development and a spiritual teacher.

She was acquainted with a “guru” from Kharkov who promised to “open” a door
in her spiritual development. For some reason he could open this door only in his bed,
(a very “spiritual” method!). The young woman was pretty attractive and for her, he
“opened” the way to “spiritual” development personally and told her that if she wanted
to remain alive, she must find donors of vital force, otherwise she would loose her life.

In a few days she began to feel completely exhausted and unsuccessfully tried to
resist it for some time. To save herself from dying of exhaustion she found several
individuals, from whom she could periodically replenish the vital force. She understood
perfectly that it was wrong, but she was young and she did not want to die. And after our
“acquaintanceship”, she discovered that she was unable to replenish from anybody and
decided to ask to me to help her to get rid of the “gift” from that “highly-spiritual” guru.

| saw that she was indeed a victim and that her behaviour was an act of despair and
fear in the face of death and she had no chance of getting rid of it on her own. I decided
to help her and “cut” a distant energy connection with the “guru”. I blocked her “guru”
the same way | had blocked her. Everything worked out fine. | met her several times just
in case, as a precaution. But it was enough to carry out it only once in order to release
her from energy slavery forever. | hope she has never been entrapped by other “great

29

gurus”.
Much later I understood the mechanism of the “Black Tantra”, what it was and why

it was used by “the transmitters of enlightenment”; that was the first case, but regrettably,
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not the last of my collisions with energy vampirism, “Black Tantra” and other parasitic
systems which appeared to be very real...

* * *

But that too will happen in the future. Now | have finished the fifth year in the radio
physics faculty, the chair of theoretical radio physics. | graduated from the university
among the best students of our chair which was considered the elite of the faculty and
waited impatiently for the assignment. Everybody knew that the military registration and
enlistment office had requested 25 men for the Soviet Army from our chair. When they
called my name and | entered a room, where the assignment commission was, nobody
asked me anything. The dean simply said “Levashov—to the Army”. They asked no
questions, they were not interested in my opinion. They were obliged to fulfill this
request for 25 persons, but they were reluctant to send “their people” to the Army and
did not care about my constitutional right to choose my own assignment.

This kind of thing shocked me—even those who were the last in the queue for the
assignment were asked where they wished to go, as | found out later. Quite simply
somebody “desperately” needed my place. One way or another, I got my “assignment”
to the Army. Everybody, including me, understood perfectly that after military service,
it would be naive to reckon on scientific career. Nobody would take time to refresh old
material and to study new. Of course, [ was disappointed, who wouldn’t be?

I didn’t know yet, that due to my assignment to the Army I would get the
opportunity to make a discovery which became a crucial moment in my life and in the
future would allow both creating for myself and penetrating into the mysteries of nature

But, that was still to come and at this time | began to go through the bureaucratic
formalities. In the regional military office our passports were taken and we were given
an officer identity card; we passed the medical and took our assignments. We also were
given officer’s holiday pay and traveling allowance, altogether 500 roubles, and we went
on holiday before our military service.

| went home to spend some time with my relatives and then to the Black Sea, to the
town of Sudak, where my then did her practical work. It was the first time | had spent
my holidays at the seaside, and the second time | had seen the Black (Russian) Sea,
which was different in Sudak, at least the beach was stony and the water was very clean,
which is why it was possible to observe fish and other sea inhabitants: that was very
interesting for me.

It turned out that although our family lived between the Caspian Sea and the Black
Sea, we couldn’t go to the sea, when our parents were on vacation. It was very expensive
to spend several days at the seaside with the whole family. That is why every summer
we went to the Kundruchensky farm and spent our holiday among the steppes. But there
were a lot of large ponds there and | also visited a huge storage pond, but nevertheless,
a sea is a sea, with its infinite water reaching the horizon, huge waves, etc.

When | was a teenager | learned to swim quite well in those ponds and could cover
considerable distances. The only thing I did not like was to swim quickly. | adored lying
on my back and swimming, looking at the sky. It charmed me a lot, but sooner or later
the far bank appeared and the illusion of the endlessness of the pond disappeared. The
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sea is quite another matter. Of course, | have never reached the Turkish coast of the
Black Sea but | have swum way out into open sea. It turned out that to swim in the sea
was easier than in the pond, but to dive was harder.

The water was very clean and this brought some unexpected and unpleasant
surprises. One day | dived very deeply and spent more time than | should and as result |
had to “surface” very urgently. The surface of the water seemed to be very close—just
extend your hand and you will reach it, but instead | swam and swam and still could not
reach it. With enormous difficulty | managed to reach the surface and inhale. This was
the way | became acquainted with the optical illusions of water. Although those
impressions were new for me, they didn’t become the most memorable and interesting.

There were some interesting small discoveries which were far from the delights of
the seaside resort. The fact that | can heal became known very quickly in the small town
of Sudak. In one family | was asked to scan a man. | quickly determined an active ulcer
as well as the positions of past ulcer scars which surprised everybody.

But | was surprised by another thing. Every time | started to scan or to heal the
ulcer, his wife received quite a powerful electric shock and began to jump. It looked very
funny and | had to force myself not to laugh, although it was quite hard. The most
interesting thing was that the reaction of this woman did not depend on the distance; her
body somehow transformed my influence field into an electrical discharge. | had to learn
to isolate her from my influence.

As | understood it after this, everybody who stood near me at the moment | was
using my influence fell under it. I did not exclude this possibility, very often people
asked to stand near me for a while. Usually | was surprised at these requests. Once | even
asked a person why he needed it. The answer was the following—it was enough to stand
near me for 10-15 minutes and his insomnia disappeared for a long time. But | did not
see how my field influenced people.

This unusual reaction which manifested itself so strongly allowed me to observe
my influence more attentively. It was enough to stir me to activity, for as the current hit
the woman she jumped as if she had sat or stepped on a thumbtack. This very clear, one
hundred per cent connection to my influence, allowed me to learn to manage my fields
more delicately. | succeeded in arranging every-thing so that I could influence one
person without influencing another who stood at a distance of only half a meter.

| also made one more little discovery in Sudak. One day I saw a bill that announced
a psychical session. I’ve never seen this kind of performance and decided to go.

An artist, whose name | do not remember, demonstrated simple hypnosis on
holiday-makers. He offered his ability to read thoughts and to find hidden objects. It was
something similar to what Wolf Messing did. | also decided to do some experiments on
him. If a spectator hid something in one place, | mentally hid it in another. | feel a bit
guilty about the spoiled performance.

After several unsuccessful attempts to find a hidden object, I “opened” it for him
and he could find a way out with dignity. He repeated it several times that evening, the
audience was very difficult. He decided to get revenge and offered to tell with exactitude
the day, month and year of birth of several volunteers. For this he asked them to think
about these dates and tried to “read” this in-formation from their brains.
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| was aware of the mechanism of telepathy by then and again spoiled the
performance a little. | blocked the signals of the volunteers and started to send him
mentally different numbers. He again was taken aback. When | made sure that my tactics
worked | stopped interfering and let him demonstrate his abilities.

After the performance | went to him and tried to explain the reason for what had
happened. But | had the impression that he did not understand a word. This episode was
of great importance for me—I discovered my new abilities and understood a lot...

5. In the Army

In ten days | came back to Mineralnye Vody and spent the rest of my vacation
before going to do my military service, reading books, healing my friends, etc. At the
beginning of August, 1984 | went to the headquarters of the Odessa military district. On
the appointed day | appeared at the headquarters and reported on the telephone indicated
that lieutenant Levashov had arrived for service. | was ordered to sit in the vestibule and
expect somebody to come down to me.

My service began with a little confusion. | arrived in my civilian clothes, because
we were not given a uniform in the military registration and enlistment office. Therefore,
when in 10-15 minutes a staff lieutenant colonel appeared and unsuccessfully began to
look for an officer, | decided to ask, whether he looked for me. | addressed him, as one
should, and asked. He looked at my “civilian” clothes with surprise and confirmed my
supposition. He had not expected someone without a uniform and paid no attention to a
civilian. Then he offered me several destinations from which to choose for the
assignment.

It was all the same to me, where and how to serve. Moreover, | had no idea, where
those military units he mentioned were situated and I suggested that he send me where
he considered necessary. Probably, my answer surprised him and he sent me to unit
44219 as the commander of the platoon. | got all the necessary papers and departed for
this unit, which appeared to be the one where we had our military camps and swore our
military oath last summer. It was located on the edge of the Black sea, not far from
Illichevsk, a city near the port of Odessa. In fact, it was a suburb of Odessa, to where
one could get by train, bus or taxi.

| got to my unit headquarters and introduced myself to the unit commander. Then |
was presented to the company commander, where my platoon was, and to the other
officers who were in the headquarters at that moment. One of the graduates of our
faculty, who had graduated several years before, recently became the company
commander. Also a last year graduate, who | knew personally, and Yuri Milenko, my
fellow-student, with whom | had studied in the same group, were among the officers. He
had arrived the day before and already received his duty roster, which several officers
did in shifts.

First | was lodged in a small cottage in the grounds of the military unit where Yuri
had settled already. Officers had the right to live out of the unit; free places in the officer
hostel were expected for the short term, but | decided to rent a room and Yuri joined me.
We found a room in a block of flats, which was only three hundred meters away from
the Black sea shore. It would seem that we found ourselves in a resort! But it was only
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on the face of it. Sure, in the first evening we splashed in the sea, but as we were involved
in the service, less time and desire remained to swim in the sea after being on duty.

Funnily enough, | stood on parade in civilian clothes for the first two weeks,
because there was no uniform of my size in the depot. The situation was really comical
there | was, a pretty tall person (almost two meter height), standing in the front line, at
morning and afternoon parades, in civilian clothes! By the end of the second week the
commander lost all patience watching this “circus” and gave the order to unseal a war-
time depot and find there something suitable for me.

We found it after a pretty long search, | signed all necessary papers, sewed on the
shoulder straps and other insignia, and the next day | could finally put on uniform and
take command of my platoon. Only box-calf boots made up a set with a field military
uniform. They were also quite difficult to find (I wear size 45; however, for my height,
it is rather a small size, luckily for me). | had to wear them during the August heat on
the Black sea coast. Anyone who ever served in the army must understand perfectly what
| felt. My feet were as if in a sauna.

All the other officers, who were “lucky” with their sizes, “cooled” off in their shoes.
According to service regulations I must not be in the field uniform in peacetime,
therefore | was sent to Odessa to the military atelier, where | was made both the everyday
and full uniforms. I also found and purchased proper shoes and other accessories. After
approximately three weeks I finally “corresponded” to my rank according to the service
regulations...

Someone may ask who cares about this nonsense!? Firstly, two years of service in
the army are also part of my life and biography. And, secondly, a great deal of what
happened to me in the army during these two years directly concerns the events which
became crucial in my life. And who knows, if | had got an assignment into some secret
institute, would my life be the same? Most likely it would not: it could be on another
path. And although it would also be the road of cognition, | doubt that it would be the
same. Probably in the alternative variant of my life, | would come to similar concepts
and discoveries, but much later on. Fate arranged things in its own way and | got its first
gift where least expected.

* * *

After about a month of my service, an apartment in the officer hostel became free
and lieu-tenant Milenko moved there. As for me, I did not want to move—I had never
liked hostels, especially when three persons lived together in one room. So, | began to
rent a room alone that suited me perfectly. One day the hostess of the apartment, an
elderly woman, invited me to a cup of tea. Being a pensioner, she lacked a social life
and was eager to exchange a few “words”. We were drinking tea and chatting, and
eventually our conversation turned to unusual phenomena and I told her Wolf Messing
story, which | read in a magazine. | recounted the content of the article, including how
he first knew about his abilities whilst still a child. The article said that, when he was a
boy, he got onto a train without a ticket and when a ticket collector came, frightening
him, Wolf gave him a sweet wrapper, which the collector punched like a ticket.

During my narration | probably subconsciously entered into the influencing state
that resulted in quite interesting after-effects. While talking I moved my hands. This
made my hostess to react in a peculiar way. She looked at me with surprise and asked:
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“Why has your slipper jumped all of a sudden!?”” I looked at my slippers—they were in
their habitual place—on my feet. Another motion was followed by another exclamation:
“Look, the other has just jumped!” | decided to conduct an-other experiment and went
to my room, where | cut several pieces of paper of banknotes size. | re-turned to the
kitchen and, holding my hands behind my back, said to her: “I will show you a bank-
note, would you be so kind as to tell me its denomination”. She agreed and I gave her
one of the pieces of paper thinking about 100 roubles.

It is hard to describe my surprise, when she told me: “It’s been a long time since |
held a 100-rouble-note”. It so dumbfounded me that I asked her, whether she was
completely sure of it? She looked at me smirking, brought the piece of paper to the bulb
and said: “It’s not the first time I’ve held banknotes in my hands. Look, there are thread-
marks and Lenin’s physiognomy!” Her answer shocked me even more, | began to show
her other pieces of paper and thought mentally—ten, twenty five, fifty roubles—and
each time she told me their exact “denomination”. I showed her several pieces and told
her that it was a five thousand rouble pack of banknotes and asked her to check it. As if
nothing happened, she shuffled these pieces of paper with full seriousness and
naturalness and told me that there were five thousand in the pack. She even asked me
where | had got such a considerable sum of money.

| did not limit the experiment to the pieces of paper. | imagined that her TV set
became in-visible, and she exclaimed: “Look, my TV set disappeared and a vase with
flowers that stood on it is in the air!” Then a wardrobe became transparent for her and
clothes hung in the air, after that | made the walls of the house transparent and then |
decided to check out another guess. | asked her to look at my hand and imagined that
my hand had become transparent and the bones and vessels were visible.

Almost immediately my hostess stared at my hand and said: “Look, your hand
became trans-parent and I can see your bones and vessels!” It surprised her more than
objects floating in the air. Curiously enough, my hostess neither had any decent
education, nor possessed a brilliant intellect. Nevertheless, under my influence she saw
and gave a detailed description of things which she could not possibly know or invent.
It was unbelievable, but it was a fact. | understood that under my influence a person can
“see” what in ordinary circumstances the human eye was unable to see. Now, | had to
check out this discovery with other people and make sure of it by repetition.

* * *

Several times a week | had to conduct political studies with soldiers of my platoon.
One day | pretty quickly managed to expound the obligatory material about some “very
interesting” plenum of the CC of CPSU! and offered anyone interested participation in
an experiment. All my soldiers woke up at once and stared at me with interest. |
conducted some tests already known to me and selected some soldiers who were the
most sensitive to my influence. Then | tried to induce in them a state similar to that of
my hostess, when she saw invisible things. | discovered that not all of them could be
influenced. After this my political studies become very popular among the soldiers and
many of them asked me when | would do something like this again. Usually, I quickly
expounded boring information about congresses of the party, conferences and their
resolutions and passed to the experiments for which everyone waited with impatience

1 The Central Committee of the Communist Party of the Soviet Union.
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(including me). Soon the rumors about my “political studies” spread among soldiers,
ensigns and officers. Many of them asked me to show them something.

At that time every night there was an officer or ensign on duty in the quarters to
prevent activities not provided by the service regulations. | also had to be on duty in
quarters several times a month. The task was simple—to sit in the Lenin’s room®*? and to
oversee the observance of service regulations. After that officers and ensigns went to
their houses, a duty detail and duty officers (whose duties | just mentioned) remained in
the unit. Before going to bed, soldiers often gathered in groups and asked me to
demonstrate something. In the course of time first-class “stars” appeared among soldiers,
sergeants, ensigns and officers.

| invented new experiments and checked them in practice immediately. | never
humiliated anyone and never forced anyone to do anything abusive when | used my
abilities on people. There-fore everyone agreed to participate in my experiments with
great enthusiasm. It always was fun without any offense and everyone, both audience
and participants, got a healthy charge of merriment. Besides, my experiments enlivened
the soldiers and officers’ everyday routine.

| took over the duty first as an assistant to the duty officer and then as a duty officer.
We had to do almost ten duties a month. They lasted 24 hours—from 18.00 till 18.00
the next day, however, we usually came home after duty much later. Usually we
managed to sleep for four hours maximum during these duties. A bed was right there in
a small room behind a plywood partition. The assistant duty officer had his rest-time at
night, so he could get some rest. The duty officer had his rest-time after morning parade
and he had to “rest” among the staff’s bustle, continuous phone calls and loud orders
from the unit commander, the chief of staff and other officers. Those, who served in the
army then, would understand me perfectly, especially those, who had heard the unit
commander ordering someone to bring his car and his strong language, if the latter failed
to appear in five minutes... The main responsibility of the duty officer and his assistant
was to stay permanently in the duty room and attend phone calls. During the night there
were almost no calls, but in the morning and till noon there was no respite.

One day, when | was on duty, several officers and ensigns came to me and asked
me to show them my “miracles”. As it was a “dead season” for phone calls, | called my
“stars”, chose from among officers and ensigns the most sensitive ones, and began my
show in the duty room. This time | decided to invent something new. | created brick
walls in front of them and asked to pass through; the result was the same as if | had asked
them to walk through real walls. | imagined that | cut off my head and held it under my
armpit. | created my doubles and sent them in different directions. 1 did a lot of other
things, both very funny and not so funny (cutting off my head!).

When then I asked the participants in my “show”, what did they see, their answer
surprised me. When | imagined that | cut off my head—they saw everything down to the
smallest detail. They saw, how | separated my head from my body, took it under my
armpit, saw how my blood flowed and how the eyes and lips of my “severed” head
moved. | could not have foreseen such reality and was glad that none went crazy because
of it. But most often I did something funny like “gluing” feet to the floor, hands to the

12 Every organization or institution, be it industrial plant, country school or prison, was obliged to have the so-called Lenin’s
room with portrait of Lenin, his books, red flags and other communist paraphernalia.
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walls or to each other, | created a platoon of my diminished doubles and made them
march on the table.

Participants in my experiments, including me, and the audience roared with
laughter. Once, I decided to “displace” my assistants to the past, to the era of dinosaurs.
When the usual reality dis-appeared for them and they appeared in Earth’s past, their
reaction was very interesting, especially, when they saw a Tyrannosaurus Rex. When
they saw and heard the roar of T-Rex they reacted differently. One quietly slid down the
wall, another turned into a motionless statue and somebody else very slowly moved from
the dinosaur and, attaining a “safe” distance, began to “set” a world record in both short
and long-distance running. All this and a lot of other experiments were really funny,
because all participants of “the show” were completely conscious, continued to think
independently, had their own opinion, but simply operated in those realities, to which |
had moved them.

All this was really interesting. By the way, | found some practical use for these
effects. For example, I discovered that my hostess began to “borrow” my money,
sometimes ten roubles, some-times twenty five. She probably decided that | was rolling
in money and | would not even notice some miserable ten or twenty five roubles. | did
not like this kind of “side effect” of my experiment with money and decided to put an
end to this misunderstanding. I “simply” created an invisible wall for her at the entrance
to my room. After I did it the “mystic” disappearance of my money stopped. After a
while my hostess expressed dissatisfaction that she could not enter my room and “clean”
it up in my absence. I wasn’t enraptured with this kind of “care” and decided to rent
another apartment. My brother, who came to visit me, helped me to rent a one bedroom
flat to the end of my service...

Despite being occupied with my service, looking for an apartment, etc., | continued
my experiments. Once, observing how different people react to my influence, |
meditated on a problem: why one person saw everything that | created and the other,
although sensitive enough, did not? After all, everyone has the same number of neurons,
the same structure of the brain, etc. The ability to see and react to my influence did not
depend on the education of the person or his mental abilities. I set my mind to
understanding the reason for this phenomenon. | did a very simple thing—I brought one
person into the “active” state and compared his brain to the brain of another person who
was not in this state. | compared ... and discovered the qualitative difference of the
human brain in both active and passive states.

The next natural step was a desire to create qualitative changes in the brain of a
person in the passive state. The first attempt was successful. | worked according to the
principle “in the image and likeness”, which to the great disappointment of the faithful
had not divine, but purely human nature; I obtained the result | wanted in ten to fifteen
minutes of the process of creating the qualitatively new brain of a person in the passive
state.

Both began to see identically and synchronously. This success inspired me, but |
needed to be completely sure that this was not a fluke or some psychic phenomenon. |
tried to do it again... and succeeded again ... and again. The only difference was in the
time which | needed to transform the brain of each person. Everyone has different
genetics, spirit, upbringing and education, talents and qualities; which is why | needed
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to apply different times and effort to “bring” the brain of a person to the desired
qualitative state.

| often give as an example, a mosaic so that people can understand this process
better. Every-one has a different number of “fragments of the mosaic” necessary for
qualitative transformation of the brain. For me to do the transformation in two to three
minutes, a person must have no less than ninety-five per cent of these mosaic fragments.
If someone has only five fragments out of the hundred that are necessary, I must “add”
the missing ninety-five fragments to realize the qualitative transformation. When |
accomplished it, new qualities always appeared and these new qualities were not at all
illusory. After the transformation of the brain, a person acquired, for example, the ability
to see internal organs of other persons.

| found this out it early on in the first the experiment with my hostess and it was
not simply my hypnosis. In this state a person saw the internal organs of precisely this
very person with all features and pathologies of this person. This discovery became the
key, which helped me to discover one natural law after another. But that would be later,
right then it was the beginning with a “Capital B”, at least it was for me...

6. In the Army (continuation)

Probably, to be a radio electronic fighting troops officer was a little easier than to
serve in the airborne or armored troops, but, nevertheless, it was not “all milk and
honey”, as some may think. Almost all the time it was necessary to be on duty. Although
the Black sea was a stone's throw from the disposition of my unit, I was in no mood to
bathe even in summer. Certainly, | could have told the orderly that | was going to the
auto-park and once there, | could get agreement with a duty ensign that he would inform
the duty officer, if he looked for me, that I “just” had gone on duty, whilst I enjoyed the
sea, but I had no desire to do this. It had nothing to do with my devotion to military
service; it simply did not resonate with my soul. On my weekends when | was off duty
| preferred to have a good sleep and do some domestic chores.

| moved to another apartment where | was my own master. | rented it for the rest
of the term of my service. It was nearer to my unit and further from the sea, although
that was of no importance, because | had neither the desire nor the time to waste bathing
and tanning. The apartment had a kitchen and two rooms, which, to be honest, was too
many for me. It was my brother Vladimir, who did me a disservice. He arrived in Odessa
on business and visited me. He immediately began to look for an apartment, found it and
paid for it in advance, so | was faced with the fact and moved into a two-room apartment
without furniture. | brought a bed and bedding and bought some trifles for my kitchen.
The owners of the apartment had left a refrigerator and a kitchen table with chairs, and
thus, my life was organized. Basically, | appeared in the apartment at lunch and at night,
if I was not on night duty.

On infrequent weekend I went to Odessa to the famous market, Privoz, and bought
all necessary for my cooking “experiments”. They were not something outstanding, but
on my salary | was able to buy delicacies which had been inaccessible to me when I was
a student. | must say that the homemade sausages were simply amazing. There was a
long row of sausage vendors and | usually passed through it and bought those sausages
which seemed to me like they would be delicious. Usually I tested the sausage | liked
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the look of and pretty soon | knew all sellers and their products as well as they knew me.
There | also bought meat, fragrant vegetable oil, homemade sour cream, etc.

As a student, | could not afford to buy myself all this, but now | could indulge
myself a little. When | was a student, | saw how market sellers drove students away who
walked between the rows and “tried” their merchandise. “Tasting” the sausages of ten
or twelve sellers, students tried to fill their empty stomachs, because in most cases they
squandered their monthly grant very quickly and looked for a way to hold out till the
next one.

I did not want anyone to take me for such a “tester”, both when I was a student and
much later. If this kind of thing was an entertainment for some, for me, it was
humiliating. However hungry | was, | considered the likes of this humiliation, or even a
hint of it, impermissible for me. Pretty often | went to Privoz in my uniform so that no
one would get the idea that I wished to “eat off” “poor” merchants. Now it is funny to
remember my feelings and ideas of that time, but, what can I say, that’s how it was.

My life as an officer was not something unbearably heavy for me, as young fellows,
who served in the army, often say. Certainly | was an officer, not a soldier, but | believe
that it does not matter in what rank you serve, but how you serve. | heard about the
burdens of service both from officers and soldiers. Certainly, there was a lot of stupidity
and nonsense in the army, but also a lot of necessary things that indeed do make a man
out of a boy.

In our company there were some officers who treated soldiers as a springboard for
their career. For example, when checking up on a guard duty according to the
regulations, a duty officer or his assistant every now and then gave the “alarm”. This
meant that all guard detachments, both resting and on duty, received the urgent message
“the guarded object is under attack™ and had to rush to this object. Soldiers did not
respect such officers, and | agreed with them on this question, but it does not mean that
| connived, quite the contrary. However, | tried to act justly, as | understood it.

When a person spends seven to ten days a month on guard, he pretty quickly
masters numerous nuances of the service. When I was a “green” lieutenant and had to
check a guard, | came to the guardhouse, took the commander or the corporal of the
guard and the guard and went to check sentries. When | approached guarded objects, |
always heard some signal sounds, the significance of which | understood pretty quickly.

Those who remained in the guardhouse warned sentries with these signals of the
approaching check-up and when I reached every guarded object the sentries cheerfully
reported that there were no incidents. I, and not only I, was simply (but knowingly)
“wrapped round a little finger”. It was very clever, but I dislike the role of “simpleton”.
Therefore, | changed tactics.

Instead of running around guarded objects in vain, | came into the guardhouse and
went straight to the commanders’ room where there was an electronic chart of the
guarded objects. There were bulbs on it and each bulb lit up when a sentry, walking
around an objective on the set route, pushed a button. Therefore, it was possible to
observe the movement of the sentry to the guarded object, from the guardhouse.

So, knowing the distance between points, | sat opposite this chart and observed the
bulbs. If next bulb failed to light up within the time required for passing between two
points on the route and smoking a cigarette; making allowance for the speed of a
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“tortoise”, I gave the alarm. Interestingly, soldiers never considered my actions wrong.
Very often, when | asked them to send me this poor wretched sentry, soldiers told me:
“Comrade lieutenant, we will take care of it”. I suspect that in-stead of his rest period
this sentry added lustre to the guardhouse with a mop.

Sometimes, sergeants and soldiers in their second year of service escaped from the
quarters to bathe in the sea or to visit girls. Usually, they laid their overcoat on the bunk
and covered it with a blanket. The substitution would be unnoticed until someone passed
between bunks. An orderly al-ways had a ready answer that this sergeant, private first
class or soldier went to the Gents. | knew where they really went and gave the orderly
half an hour for the absentee to report to me when he returned. | knew that the moment
| left the post a messenger rushed to the absentee, who, having been caught on
unauthorized leave, reported to me and | imposed a penalty upon him. Mostly it consisted
of washing the floor in the headquarters.

| never reported the incident to either the company commander or the commander
of the unit, because | had already punished the infringer. Those absentees whom |
“caught” always considered their punishment to be fair enough and washed floors
impeccably. Some other officers acted in similar situations differently. They reported to
the unit commander. As a result, the whole unit, including officers and ensigns, had to
stand to attention on the parade-ground for one and a half hours, listening to the unit
commander’s oratorical speeches. Very often the extra duty that was imposed as a
punishment was given to those who had nothing to do with the infringements.

Every Saturday we were to tidy up the unit. | gave the soldiers of my platoon the
plan of work for the day and said that, if they did all the work in advance, the rest of the
time would be theirs. The only condition was the good quality of the work. This
arrangement of things gave soldiers an incentive to do their work well. They were highly
motivated to do everything quickly and well instead of stalling for time, imitating
feverish activity, because usually when they completed one task, they were assigned a
new one. If they finished the latter, they received another one, even if it was senseless
work. Thus, any initiative, desire or necessity to do something quickly and well was
“killed” in them.

In my platoon there was a soldier, who was a “walking disaster”. He had a soldier's
shrewd-ness, only the wrong way. For example, once, being on duty at one of the diesel
stations, he decided to warm up in the warmth of the diesel electro generator room.
According to the instructions, it was prohibited to be any length of time in the room with
the generator running because of the high con-tent of carbon monoxide. So, my “genius”
decided to sleep on the camouflage nets which were stored there. To protect himself
from fumes, he decided to put on a gas- mask. It would be very clever, if it were not for
one little “but”. A gas-mask does not protect from carbon monoxide. If the ensign, the
commander of this diesel station and this soldier’s direct commander, had not glanced
accidentally into the room, there would be a “warm” dead body instead of an “ingenious”
soldier.

But his “adventures” did not finish there. He somehow managed to start a fire at
the military diesel station and it was pure luck that the fire was noticed and quickly
extinguished. As the platoon commander | was personally liable for breakage of my
platoons’ equipment and together with the commander of this station had to restore it
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after the fire. The value of the station was several million roubles; it is hard to imagine
what would have happened, if the fire had not been extinguished in time. We, the station
commander and I, managed to write off some damaged equipment as being worn out,
but some of it had to be paid for out of our own pockets. The “hero” only received several
extra duties.

After this no one allowed him even to approach to the equipment. He was assigned
to serve in a boiler room, where he again “distinguished” himself after almost blowing
up the heating boiler. He again fell asleep and when he was found the temperature on
the thermometer was up to the red area, a little more and the boiler would have blown
up; together with the sweetly sleeping soldier. It was a great relief to me knowing that
this soldier had served his second year and I did not have to observe his “ingenuity” for
another one.

* * %

My brother visited me several times. He liked Ilichevsk and Odessa very much and
decided to live and work there. Thus, the second room, as well as the whole flat I rented
came in very handy to him. Besides, | spent about seventy percent of my time on duty,
and the rest of the time fell mainly at evenings and nights when | preferred to rest.

As well as other officers and ensigns off duty, I came home at eight o’clock in the
evening and sometimes even later. | prepared supper, did necessary household things,
like laundering, ironing my uniform and cleaning my boots and shoes; otherwise the unit
commander would make censorious remarks for crumpled trousers or dusty footwear.
The trousers were considered to be crumpled if there were no clearly visible creases. The
rest of the time | read a lot. | was lucky—an ensign of my platoon had a very good
library. I read a lot also on night duties when I had to “stand guard” over the telephones
ready to answer any call immediately.

After ten o’clock in the evening almost all telephones “fell asleep” until six o’clock
in the morning. Books were true salvation in this situation. However, after several hours
of reading my eyes began to close independent of the content of the book. Strong coffee
or tea did not help much and I had to put the book aside and come out to the headquarters
porch to keep awake and to refresh my sleepy brain a little with a sea breeze. It helped
for some time, but I had only to sit down at the officer’s duty desk and look at silent
telephones and the drowsiness returned very quickly. Another trick to battle it that
helped a lot was a check-up of those on guard duty. It allowed me to feel refreshed for
thirty to forty minutes, and then the sleep again slowly sneaked up from behind. The
fight against it is far from pleasant. One must not sleep, but it was almost impossible to
stay awake sitting at night, in full silence, especially if one has to be on duty next day or
every second day.

In fact, | was accustomed to sleeping in complete silence since | was a child; I could
not fall asleep at once if | heard TV set working in the next room, even with a low
volume. | also liked to sleep in a dark room; the slightest light prevented me from falling
asleep. Being a student, I “adhered” to those habits. So, it is easy to imagine what I
thought of the situation, when | had to rest behind thin plywood partition accompanied
by the sound of telephones and “quiet” orders of the commander and other officers.

I had to learn to rest in any conditions. Thanks to such “comfortable” conditions
for rest, | learned to disconnect myself from everything in almost any situation.
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Independently of the sound “accompaniment”, external illumination and the position of
my body I could disconnect myself for the time I needed and get back into an active state
in seconds. After long “training” I could switch myself off sitting in a chair and
immediately switch on when hearing the sound of the door opening or any other sound,
which I considered worthy of my attention. | could sleep with crackle of tele-phones and
buzz of voices, but woke up to the quiet bell of the alarm clock. So, it is possible to get
accustomed to almost anything when life forces you to.

To a certain extent | had prepared myself for this whilst still a student—when
preparing for exams, | would disconnect myself for ten minutes out of every fifty
reacting only to the bell of the alarm clock. It allowed me to learn quickly enormous
volumes of information. These skills proved to be useful in the army and developed there
even more, which | consider a very positive acquisition... So, serving in the army was a
bit tense, but | found it positive rather than negative.

The army that should have been the grave of my scientific career turned out to be
very useful to me. Of course, | was not engaged in the theory of wave processes, as it
was accepted in the classical school of theoretical physics. To my deep concern,
mathematical equations, with which physicists-theorists “play”, are to a greater degree
games of the mind, but not science in the full sense of the word. Postulates once
introduced into science remained white spots for good; scientists simply did not pay
attention to them, ignoring the fact that there was nothing behind them.

Thus, it was this kind of scientific career that “died” when I went to the army and,
to be honest, | was not interested in it. But, a chain of casual and not so casual events
would only happen to me because | found myself in the army. That is why | am grateful
to the dean of my faculty; be-cause someone did not want to serve in the army and
needed my place, and received it from him via “the backstairs”, and I was sent to the
army instead!

Numerous duty services also had its positive side. By the end of 1984 | had
accumulated compensatory holidays for almost two weeks and decided to use them to
celebrate the New Year. The unit commander agreed and even gave me permission to
go to another city. For those who are unaware of army rules I’ll explain the situation a
little.

An officer or an ensign must be within the reach of military messengers even on
their week-ends or festive days. The officer must report where he can be found or called
in case of the alarm even when dating a girl. Certainly, not everyone did it when they,
for example, went to Odessa to spend several hours, but if they were sought and were
unable to be found quickly, this officer or ensign would receive a serious penalty,
especially in case of an incident in their subdivision. Therefore, when | officially got
almost two weeks of compensatory holidays, | could not simply go where | wanted.

First, | received the unit commander’s authorization and then got all necessary
papers in the office. As an officer | had my military identity card and without these
papers any patrol could detain me and put me in the guardhouse. On my receiving these
documents, | had nothing to worry about.

By the way, military patrols never checked my documents, although I “came”
across them a lot.

But, nevertheless, in this case | preferred to stick to rules...
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* * %

| purchased a ticket and went to Odessa airport. There was a bus from Ilichevsk to
Odessa. | knew the time-table and was at the bus stop in advance. But for some reason
the bus | failed to appear. At first | was not worried about it, but when less than an hour
was left before my flight my holiday relaxation began to “evaporate”. It continued to
disappear with every minute and | decided to take a cab. It was not easy and when |
finally got one | had between thirty and thirty-five minutes left before the departure of
my plane. To get a ticket before the New Year was always a problem and | had no wish
to be late for the flight. Although the distance from llichevsk to Odessa airport was
relatively short, I, nevertheless, was worried and was eager to be in time. | even had a
glimmer of a thought that it would be fine if my flight were postponed.

When | finally got to the registration desk, it turned out that my flight was delayed.
First, 1 was very happy at such a turn of events, but when I knew that my plane had not
yet arrived in Odessa because of the bad weather conditions in Odessa and Kharkov my
rejoicing about the delay was replaced by vexation. Oddly enough, the human reaction
to one and the same event differs greatly depending on whether this event suits a person
or not. In this case | got a wide range of emotional reactions to one and the same event.
First it pleased me and then distressed. When | was late for my flight, the only thing I
wished was that my flight be delayed. And when | knew that it really was and the reason
for it, 1 was very disappointed. Such is human nature...

The airplane neither flew without me, nor could fly me away. It was the second
“part” of the situation that I did not like. One way or another, I had to wait for my flight,
who knew for how long; that did not suit me, along with any other person in a similar
situation. I liked this situation less and less with every minute of waiting and began to
think that it would be great, if the thick fog that covered Odessa airport disappeared and
my airplane landed, etc. To my great surprise in fifteen to twenty minutes the milky fog
began to disappear and the sun peeped out from the clouds. Later | knew that the same
thing had happened in Kharkov. Finally, the flight from Kharkov arrived in Odessa and
| could board my airplane. | was very content because I did not need to spend a day or
more in the airport waiting for flying weather. | thought then how lucky I was.

| spent my leave of absence in Kharkov and upon arriving at the airport, found the
same in-clement, flight-cancelling weather there. Besides that, the weather in
Sverdlovsk, the city from which the airplanes to Odessa with boarding in Kharkov
departed, was similar. The situation was repeated. | again sat in the airport due to weather
conditions. Who likes that—nobody, me included. Naturally, | began to think about
clouds and fog that caused so many problems for people, who had to sit and wait until
everything got back to normal. | hated the idea of sitting in the airport for very long. To
my great joy, in a couple of hours, the weather turned fine and I safely reached Odessa.

At first | did not connect this luck with myself. | went back to the unit in time,
without a delay and boasted a little of my luck. However, very soon | had doubts as to
whether “luck” had anything to do with these events. | began to have my doubts when
one of the officers of my unit returned from his vacation almost two weeks later than the
fixed date. He was late because of the non-flying weather in Odessa due to dense, milky
fog that remained for almost the whole month; good flying weather appeared only twice,
lasting several hours—first time, when | departed from Odessa, whereupon the fog again
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covered the ground with a dense cap, and second time, when | returned from my
vacation, and the non-flying weather lasted two weeks more.

It turned out that flying weather appeared only then, when | needed to fly. |
suspected that, most likely, the reason for my luck was me. Certainly, the probability of
similar fortuity exists, but it is insignificantly small. | also suspected that the theory of
chance in this case had nothing to do with this. | only had to get new confirmations of
my direct participation in these phenomena to con-firm or refute my supposition. After
this event | began to observe my wishes and their consequences with more attention and
not only wishes related to the weather.

As for the latter, | had only to concentrate or wish strongly and rain stopped or
began, clouds appeared or disappeared. | only had to imagine the process. When |
realized that my desire had influenced the weather I tried not to interfere in it without a
special necessity to do so. But since then | almost never had to wait for flying weather.
There was always good weather when I had “my” flights, even, if there was non-flying
weather either before or after. Very soon | struck the possibility of “fortuity” with the
weather off the list.

It happened for me as in fairy-tales: “...by the wave of a wand...” However, I had
no wand but it was enough that my unconscious (at that time) wished to control the
weather. Although, they say that the nature has no bad weather and any weather is a
blessing, | never liked boring cold drizzle, when low leaden clouds hung over the land
for too long. This kind of “blessing” did not evoke a special resonance in my soul.
Although I understood the necessity for this weather, I, nevertheless, tired of its tedium,
arranged a break in this kind of “blessing”. It also turned out that I did it on weekends
and festive days, especially if I had to be outdoors.

* * %

But all these are later events, while I still was in the army and continued to discover
a new, beautiful world... My brother not only found a flat for me, but also bothered to
notify the local population that I could heal. In my unit a lot of people knew, not only
about my abilities to influence people and experienced it, but also about my ability to
heal. Soldiers, officers and ensigns asked me for help. I tried my best to help them.

Because of my brother’s “magic touch” he could easily establish relations with
almost any-one, the inhabitants of llichevsk began to ask me to heal them. So, after my
military service, if I was off duty, in the evening I received “civilians”, as the military
say. My brother drew people a very colorful picture about what | was able to do and
often asked me to prove to these people that he had not lied. I asked him to stop creating
this kind of “advertising”—and said there should be no need to demonstrate to anyone
that he was truthful. But he was incorrigible. He not only told people that I could heal
but also about my other “oddities”. And there was one very funny case related to this.

Once, he told his acquaintances that | could drive needles under my nails and the
pupils of my eyes did not even widen. They, naturally, disbelieved him and he asked me
to prove to these people that he was not a liar. He very much wanted me to do it; he said
that this was very important to him, otherwise, these people would not take him
seriously, and his work required the contrary. Finally, he persuaded me. However, before
| tell about my demonstration, |1 would like to explain a little the situation with needles
driven under nails.
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When | was a boy, a film dedicated to Kamo*®, a “flaming” revolutionary of the
“Great Russian” Revolution, staggered me. In the film Kamo pretended to be mad to
avoid prison and penal servitude. A doctor, who conducted the medical examination to
find out whether he was mad or not, drove needles in his back and observed his reaction.
Kamo did not show that he felt pain and continued to speak with his tame sparrow
relaxed as if nothing had happened. The only thing that gave him away was the fact that
his pupils widened each time the doctor thrust a needle into his body. When the doctor
saw it, he was so amazed by Kamo’s force of spirit that he confirmed the diagnosis of
madness which Kamo simulated.

| was so impressed by the plot of the film and thought, what if | was able to bear
pain and gave no sign? Certainly, | did not aim to disfigure myself during the verification
of my own force of spirit. By that time | had been in many risky situations and had shown
no weakness, but I did not know the limit of the force of my “spirit”. Therefore, it would
be easier to try something similar to that which was shown in the film. However, to drive
a needle in the nerve-knots of the back was somewhat problematic; it was only possible
with some external help. But | disliked the idea—what if my “spirit” flinched and other
people would know about it... So, | excluded the external help at once. | had no desire
to be in held in derision. Therefore, | had to rely only on myself.

| remembered that the largest number of nerve-endings was under nails and in eyes.
| was not ready to pierce my eyes and chose my nails. Besides, | remembered that one
of the keenest tortures was thrusting needles under the nails. This fact resolved my
dilemma. Thrusting needles under nails | could get the desired result: | could verify the
force of my “spirit” and avoid seriously harming my body. Also I could do this without
any assistance and observe in the mirror whether my pupils widened or not, whilst |
thrust needles under my nails! | choose a suitable moment when there was no one home,
and with some agitation began my experiment. | took a needle, disinfected it in eau-de-
cologne to prevent infection, and staring at myself in the mirror ... drove a needle under
my nail.

| made it but still wanted to be sure that my pupils did not widen. After | made sure
that | would be able to stand the test as one should, | asked my brother to be an
independent observer and repeated the experiment in his presence. He confirmed that
my pupils remained unchanged. It was exactly what | needed. | cannot say that while
driving needles under my nails | felt no pain. I did. | have always been highly sensitive,
but in these experiments | gathered all my will-power, prevented the pain from taking
hold of me and even tried to smile.

| succeeded and was satisfied with the results. | demonstrated it to no one. | did not
need cheap authority. | wanted to test myself and did it. The only person who knew about
it was my brother. Ten or twelve years had passed since my experiment, but he told the
tale and was called a liar. One day, after |1 was off duty, we came to these people with
needles and eau-de-cologne.

The future observers suggested resisting “tomfoolery”, but I decided to show the
“trick”. Be-fore their very eyes I, smiling, drove several needles under the nails of my

13 Kamo (Ter-Petrosian) Simon Arshakovich (1882-1922), an active figure of “Russian” revolution. He organized
underground printing offices, transportation of arms and literature, participated in bank robberies and other operations to
«expropriate» money. In 1918-1920 he organized the underground in the Caucasus and the South of Russia.
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left hand (I am right-handed). When 1 did it, a woman said that it was an illusion and
there were no needles under my nails that | simply created this illusion, that she had
already heard of it from other people and there was no need to consider them fools! |
asked her to check it out and pull the “illusory” needles out. The woman, quite sure of
her rightness, calmly approached me, took a needle and tried to pull it out. Then,
realizing that needles were real and were really under my nails, she fainted and | had to
help her out of it.

Unfortunately, the story with needles and my brother did not end there. Some years
later it got an unexpected continuation, when | visited my parents in Mineralnye Vody
in the winter of 1991. My brother worked then in the district architectural office and
boasted before local KGB-members of my ability to drive needles under my nails
without widening of my pupils. He was again called a liar and again began to persuade
me to prove that he was not, otherwise, he would be laughed at.

It turned out that the director of Terskaya stud farm invited me to the auction of
racers. A lot of foreigners visited it; certainly, the KGB workers must be there. Among
them there should be my brother’s “unbelievers”. I gave my word to my brother that, if
we met these people, I would show them the “trick”. We met them and my brother
introduced me as “the” brother who easily drove needles under his nails. They said that
they believed in it and there was no need to demonstrate, but their eyes manifested the
contrary. Before their very eyes | drove needles under my nails and asked them to
observe my pupils.

This time nobody fainted, but then | said to my brother that it was the last time |
did anything like that for his sake and if he needed something to boast about, he must
find something he could do, otherwise, next time he could drive needles under his own
nails. It was not that it was difficult for me to do it, | simply considered these actions
quite unnecessary; | had done only it for myself, to test my will and my strength of
“spirit”, not to impress any one...

* * *

Now to go back to my life in the army for one simple reason: my researches and
discoveries had enormous value for me, and not only for me, as | understood it later but
for the comprehension of nature. From time to time conducting my “performances” for
officers and ensigns of my unit, who did not see but only heard from others and thus had
doubts, | tried different methods of influencing a person, studied the reaction to my
influence of the human brain and invented new versions of transformation.

There were always plenty of volunteers among soldiers, ensigns and officers eager
to participate in my “performances”, which certainly enlivened the everyday routine of
our service and a charge of good laughter was always welcome. I “cast” my voluntary
helpers into the past, brought them back to the present and asked them to tell me, what
they felt during those displacements.

One day our unit had military exercises and my platoon was in the indicated
position near a small forest. An idea flashed through my mind; I decided to find out how
plants react to man and his conduct. | asked my voluntary helpers to observe. | asked for
matches and slightly seared a leaf on a tree. The tree responded to my action, changing
the colour of its “aura” from bluish-green to juicy red. Most likely, this was how the tree
“cried” in pain. Other trees of this small forest heard the “scream”. Probably, it was the
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way the suffering tree warned other trees that | caused pain: be-cause | only had to get
closer to other trees, without even thinking to sear leaves, for their “auras” to change as
had happened with the tree that | had harmed.

When I asked others to come to the trees, none of them changed their “aura”. It
happened only when 1 tried to approach them. The tree certainly remembered me and
could distinguish me from any other individual. Moreover, it not only recognised me,
but also “passed” the information about me to other trees so that all the trees of the small
forest received the signal that an “especially dangerous criminal” was in the vicinity.
Not bad for “brainless” plants, is it?!

Vegetable organisms have their sense organs, they experience pain, joy, sadness
and have a great many other qualities and abilities that we used to consider inherent only
in humans. They have their consciousness, although different from ours, and they want
to live, they are also afraid of death, as are a great many people. Therefore, | recommend
causing plants no harm, unless there is a special reason for doing so.

My discoveries allowed me to have quite a different view of the world of nature
surrounding us. Every living creature, be it a plant or an animal, possesses different
levels of consciousness and the whole spectrum of sense organs, of which we humans,
are totally unaware, considering our-selves and our abilities the pinnacle of creation. We
do not understand, even partially, this nature, or our own...

Meanwhile, my military service took its normal course between my discoveries.
After the service I healed people. Toward the end of my military “career”, an employee
of my university faculty who knew that I could successfully heal the fourth grade cancer
patients that found me, asked me to help her neighbour who had been discharged from
the hospital to die at home; doctors gave him less than a month of life. She felt pity for
his two children and found me through my friends.

| agreed. When this man came to me he was already unable to walk, two men had
to accompany him. The spring of 1986 approached, | had several months left to transfer
to the reserve. The next inspection of our unit approached. It always was accompanied
by additional fuss. | would re-turn from my duty after ten o’clock in the evening. So, |
had to work with him during my lunch-time. Nevertheless, the intensive work with him
got a perfect result and in four months he went home quite healthy. He got on a plane
without assistance and carried his own luggage. He told me this after he had returned
home. | had destroyed his cancer together with metastases but he was still a little weak.
I mention this not because he had cancer, but because this story got an unexpected
continuation. I’ll tell about it a little later...

* * %

A funny story happened to me during the last inspection before my transfer to the
reserve. The unit commander decided to divide all officers and ensigns into two
alternating duty details. I was “lucky” to be on duty every other day. It would have been
quite bearable, if | had managed to rest a little after each duty. However, 1 still was the
commander of my platoon and was responsible for its readiness for the maneuvers. So,
often, instead of going home after the duty, | went to the location of my company and
platoon.

Those, who have served in the army, know what a madhouse it can be during those
Inspections, when a supervisor can give a training war alarm and declare the beginning
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of maneuvers. These days | came home after midnight and in the early morning had to
be in the unit and after dinner again to mount guard. Normally, an officer on duty has
his rest from eight o’clock in the morning to twelve o’clock. During inspections it was
not possible to rest even in prescribed time.

After several duties of the like, one keeps himself from complete disconnection
only by the force of his will. When an officer finishes his duty he must give up his fire-
arms. According to the instruction, he must unload his pistol and do a control pressure
on the trigger, aiming the pistol at the floor or ceiling at angle of 45 degrees.

When | prepared my weapon for handing over, an officer distracted me with a
question. On answering his question, | went back to the interrupted business. As | had
in my head the picture of what | wanted to do before | had been distracted by the
question, | pulled the breech-block of the pistol, directed it to the floor, and, pressed the
trigger. There was a shot; a bullet rebounded from the floor and entered into the ceiling.
A deathly silence set in amongst the staff. The frightened unit commander rushed out of
his office. He and many others thought at first that someone either shot someone else, or
committed suicide.

Puzzled I looked at my pistol and could not understand how a cartridge could
appear in the barrel, when | pulled out the magazine! An uncompleted action appeared
completed in my head. This time everything ended quite well, no one suffered—only the
officer on duty was frightened a lot, although the bullet hit the floor between my feet. |
was told off for inaccurate weapon handling and the issue was settled. | was lucky that
even being distracted | done the check-up of my weapon according to the instructions,
otherwise, a stray bullet could easily have hit someone in a room full of people...

In May | got promoted to the next military rank and became a senior lieutenant.
The unit commander and the officer from the staff of the military district asked me to
stay in the army. | promised to think about it, but it was rather a manifestation of courtesy
than the inner hesitation of my soul. In due time, | was transferred to the reserve and left
for Kharkov.

7. Miracles go on

Oddly enough, it was this unexpected turn of fate, my service in the army instead
of my work in a research institute, which allowed me an enormous break-through in my
comprehension of both nature and my abilities. Who knows, what would have happened
with all this, if by will of fate or more precisely, my dean’s, I did not get to wear officers’
shoulder straps. Would I ever have “found” a person quite as sensitive to my influence
as my landlady?! Maybe | would, maybe not. Thanks to the fact that | found myself in
the army, | succeeded in finding methods of qualitatively changing the human brain,
creating new sense organs, which nature did not create, and many other things. Although
| had thought that my assignment to the armed forces would become the grave of my
scientific career, in fact, it was in the army where | began it. There | found the way to
true cognition of nature...

* * *

On my return to Kharkov, | accepted the offer of a person, who | knew before my
military service, and began to work in the department he headed; the department of the
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Functional State of Man, in the Research Institute for Industrial Design (VNIITE!%). My
work consisted of the study of the functional state of people in different stress conditions
in their workplace, measuring bio-potentials in biologically active points of the body. At
the beginning | worked as an engineer and then as a junior research fellow.

The place of my new work was in the building of Gosprom™ next to the Kharkov
University building in Dzerzhinsky Square. I quickly reestablished my connections with
all old friends and people who were interested in my own research when | was a student.
The work in this institute gave me a great degree of freedom to be engaged in my own
research. | conducted new experiments trying to understand the nature of existent
phenomena.

One day my former fellow-student invited me to visit a married couple. Together
we had studied in one group till the fourth year, and afterwards we were assigned to
different chairs. We chatted awhile and our conversation got round to my experiments
and researches about which they had heard. They asked me to demonstrate something. |
tested them and the woman’s reaction to my influence was magnificent. I made a
correction to her brain and she began to see money instead of pieces of paper, her
husband’s internal organs, etc. I decided on a new experiment. I created nine doubles of
me and asked her to define which of them the real one was.

The idea for this experiment came to me from one of the Russian fairytales, when
Ivan-tzarevitch was to guess the real Vasilisa the Beautiful out of her ten doubles. When
my former fellow-student saw me in ten copies, she was obviously frightened and
refused to even try to identify the real me, because she sincerely thought that | could not
be in ten copies!

The situation was quite amusing. But | wanted very much to find out, what did a
person feel when touching a double | created? Whether it was a simple hologram or
something more? To get an answer | had to resort to some ruse. | removed eight doubles
and also made myself invisible to her. | already understood the way human sight worked
and “simply” created around me the state of in-visibility. After all these manipulations
my double appeared in front of young woman who was un-aware of my “little”
deception. Thus, I again appeared to her in “one” copy that conformed to her perception
of reality. I also made my voice heard from the position of my visible double and asked
her, whether everything was all right now and could she tap me on the shoulder?

She answered that it was all right now and she had known me for ages... and without
any fear approached my double and tapped it on the shoulder as if it were my real
shoulder, at the level of my real shoulder. Thus, she was fully sure that it was me. You
should have seen the reaction of her husband, when his wife, being completely conscious
and of sound mind, passed by the real me and tapped a “blank space”. I had to make
quite an effort to restrain my laughter.

In this experiment | did not succeed in finding out everything | wanted to: her fear
of my doubles prevented me from accomplishing it, but, nevertheless, thanks to my ruse
| did succeed in finding out that a person brought to a certain qualitative state of
consciousness could both see and feel other levels of reality, clearly as well as the
physically dense reality to which most people become accustomed.

“Russian abbreviation.
15 Also known as the State Industry Building, Palace of Industry or Derzhprom.
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It was also interesting that the participant of my experiment was absolutely sure
that it was me she had tapped on the shoulder. Her sense organs—sight, hearing, tactile
and, possibly, all other feelings—confirmed with firm certainty that she tapped on the
shoulder of a real, physically dense person. | never expected such a result from this
experiment. My research into nature continued to bring me surprises and this was not
the last...

* * *

At the same time | continued to heal people. In particular; the case of the cancer
patient, who | practically pulled out of the other world when | was in the army, got an
unexpected continuation. The summer of 1986 was the first summer after the Chernobyl
catastrophe; the sun that summer was very “malicious”. My patient decided to sunbathe
and as a result of that his lymph glands “rebelled”. He was very weak after his illness
and again sought my help with a new problem. | pulled him through again.

In January 1987 he again looked for me through our acquaintances and we met.
This time he had passed a regularly scheduled medical test, which showed that he was
absolutely healthy. | was content with the results of my work, but the course of events
had an unexpected turn. This man claimed that he had nothing and medical tests had
confirmed that; this meant that he had had nothing before... | reminded him about the
medical tests, which he gave me when he came to me for the first time, and about another
medical test concerning his lymphoma, from which he begged me to save him for the
second time, and it was he who gave me all this medical information from those hospitals
where he was treated.

However, he could not see the logical argument. He continued to assert that he had
no illness and I had done nothing for him and demanded that | return the money he paid
me for the treatment. When he said that, | understood everything. This man had decided
to get back his money on getting back his life and health. This kind of behaviour and
insolence strongly surprised and revolted me.

| told him that | would return him his money, but on one condition. If he had
nothing, if he had not had cancer in the final stage, and I “took” away nothing, I would
return his money and nothing would happen to him. But, if, nevertheless, he had these
problems with which | worked, I would return him his money and he would have them
back. | repeated my condition several times. It seemed to me that a person in his right
senses could not affirm such things, as he did. But he continued to repeat stubbornly
over and over again: | had nothing and you did nothing to me. Evidently, this man, being
sure that he was healthy, could not even imagine that it might disappear.

I met with him one more time, gave him his money and said: “If you were healthy,
nothing will happen to you, but, if you had those illnesses, with which | worked, in a
year from this day they will return to you in the state in which they would have been
without my intervention” and asked him to think about it once again, but this man
continued to insist. | gave him his money and forgot about him.

| told the woman who had asked me to help him about it. She apologized that he
appeared to be such a scoundrel and a mean person. | was not vexed that | had to return
the money, but that | spent a lot of my force and time on this dishonorable person. The
likes of this was the first time in my practice; it had happened that people did not pay
me; they said that my treatment did not “help” them, and then it turned out that they
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simply lied so as not to have to pay for my work. But no one ever said that they had no
iliness and I took away nothing.

Observing the conduct of people, | understood one truth—not everyone who asks
for help deserves it! And my further experience confirmed fully the rightness of my
conclusion.

The story with this man ended as follows. In a year plus a little more, | accidentally
met the woman again and she said to me: “You know, my ill-fated neighbor was healthy
during the whole year till that day, but when he woke up in the morning next day, he
was already unable to move on his own and died in the evening of the same day.”

He immediately got back everything that he “never” had and that I “never” took
away! | do not know, what he thought about in the last day of his life, maybe he even
felt sorry for his avidity and meanness, but | am sure he remembered well my words, to
which there were several witnesses including his wife’s brother. Meanness and avidity
was punished, and | felt no pity for him, I considered that he had got what he deserved.

| was surprised at only one thing. | did not expect my words to come true on the
same day, exactly as | had said. It turned out that my words had real force and | thought
that | needed to be more careful with what | said and how | said it. This case was another
unexpected discovery... After it | did not change my attitude toward people in general; |
only realized the fact that people are very different and not all people are good.

* * *

| continued to work at the institute. There were several professional psychologists
in our department, many of whom were very interested in my experiments and
researches. Some of them even became my supporters with whom | shared my new
discoveries and ideas. Everyone in the department knew about my healing abilities and
my engagement in my own researches. As it had zero influence on my work, no one
objected; besides, | did my own research after work, in my personal time. In fact, no one
cared, what | did after work, the most important for them was that | did everything
required of me to complete my tasks.

One day the head of my group, who | knew whilst still a student and who was
greatly interested in my experiments and abilities, said that another person, who also
could heal people, wanted to meet me. He had been eager to meet me earlier, before |
went into the army. He had a group, to which he gave classes, and he often invited people
who, from his point of view, were interesting.

This man called me and we agreed to meet in his flat. His name was Yuri Yurievich.
He was a short person, about forty years old. When I arrived at the appointed time, his
group was already assembled. These were young people, men and women in theirs
twenties, no older. Yuri, as he told me to call him, asked me to talk about my experiences.
| told them about my methods of influencing a person and that | had learned to rebuild
the brain of another person, which gave them absolutely new abilities, such as the ability
to see the internal organs, to move in the past, present and future, etc.

My story was of enormous interest to these people because none of them was able
to do it, including their teacher. They asked me, whether it was possible for them to go
through such a trans-formation of the brain. | saw no reason to refuse and asked
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interested persons to undergo some tests of their readiness for a similar transformation.
Several persons had a wonderful reaction and after the tests | transformed their brain.

Probably, they had great doubts about the authenticity of what I told them, but when
the first person, getting through the transformation, “suddenly” began to see the internal
organs of others and to describe very exactly their health problems, everybody was
literally astir. Like little children they began to ask me to do the same thing with their
brain. Several persons got through it, and each began to see internal organs. These people
asked me to come again and in a few days | again appeared in Yuri’s apartment. I would
like to do him justice, he was a very hospitable person and wonderful cook (I knew later,
that he was a professional).

After tea with cake, which I brought with me, everybody moved from the kitchen
to the living room, where excellent, big pictures of the night sky hung on the walls. The
design of the apartment was done to create the impression of mystery and inscrutability.
This time, more people who had already heard about my transformations (from the first
“victims”) arrived. I again transformed the brain of several people. Some of them had to
wait only several minutes, but with some I had to work more than half an hour.

One way or another, several persons got through the transformation process and
felt perfectly at ease with it. It resulted in the growth of my “popularity” among these
people; that fact Yuri dis-liked. He did not want to lose his authority. He said that it was
very interesting, but he and the members of his group had learned to go out of their
physical bodies with their spirits and to travel in space; that being out of their bodies,
they saw a lot of holographic messages from other civilizations and, coming back into
their bodies, they drew these messages, and they already had a large collection of them.

| was in the habit of analyzing everything at once; | expressed my opinion
immediately. | said that this kind of methodology had several substantial drawbacks.
The first of them was passivity. The spirit, being out of body, was passive and could not
interact, but only observe. Second, the distance was limited by the possibilities of the
thread that linked the physical body with the spirit. Third, there was the possibility of
damage to the brain at the moment of coming out of the physical body. And, fourth and
finally, due to external reasons there was a possibility of the thread being damaged,
which immediately would result in death; and that it would be more correct to go out
into space having complete consciousness, when the spirit fully used the possibilities of
the physical body and operated actively, not passively.

Yuri replied to my speech that, certainly, it was easy to talk about what was better
and what was worse, and asked me to do something similar, and only then to criticize.
He put me in a situation, which I could exit with dignity only by proving my rightness.
Yuri Yurievich wanted to reestablish his authority in the group and this was an excellent
moment to “disgrace” me in everyone’s eyes. The situation was very silly, | must say,
but I had no choice. I tried to say that I had never “gone” into space and had to prepare.
Yuri said that he was ready to help me with it and gave me a picture of a message, which
someone of his group drew after one of his voyages out of the body. | had nothing left
except to prove my rightness. Everyone stared at me with curiosity, waiting to see what
| would do...

| looked at the picture, and began to reflect. | had in my hands a picture which was
done by someone after he left the body. This meant that the original message must be,
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in fact, a hologram and what | saw was only a reproduction of this hologram by the
person who received this message, besides, it was necessary to consider the drawing
talent of the person.

First of all, 1 had to restore the original hologram through this image. Passing a
stream of my energy through the picture, I... restored the hologram, and it was
immediately seen by those whose brain I had transformed. This success encouraged me
and | began to reflect, why did someone send this message into space? | came to the
following conclusion. This hologram, in principle, must contain information about those
who sent it; who they were, what they were and the co-ordinates of their planetary
system. | had to solve the problem—what and how to do all of this! As | had no one to
ask for help or advice, realizing that most likely no one would be able to help me in this
kind of situation, | decided to act according my own understanding and suppositions.

My reflections about this problem were nothing but supposition; what would
happen if | were to send the energy through this hologram again and watch? | did it. |
sent the stream of energy into the hologram, and unexpectedly for me and for all the
others, the hologram “blazed” up and a humanoid creature appeared instead of it! This
creature appeared to be a woman, near two and a half meters in height; she was very
beautiful with ideal proportions. Her bright blue hair and lilac coloured eyes were the
first external differences that caught our eyes. No one had expected anything of the kind,
we were motionless with surprise. Everyone stared at this creature that had appeared
from nowhere, goggle-eyed, (if that could be said about using “brain sight). It was
utterly confusing.

The pause was somewhat long and | decided to address this creature. At that time |
had some idea of telepathy, but telepathic contact with creatures not of our world was a
complete enigma for me. Probably, I looked like a clumsy bear attempting to establish a
mental contact and my actions were wrong, because the creature disappeared, rolling up
into a point.

| was disappointed with myself. Probably I did something wrong and my clumsy
actions resulted in the creature’s “leaving”. My vexation was so strong that | decided to
correct my mistake immediately and apologize for my ignorance. | could think of
nothing better but to try to bring this creature back. I again “pulled” this being up without
even knowing from where, and then | apologized for possible slips originating from
inexperience and ignorance.

Probably, | did something, without realizing it, that interested this creature, and thus
my first “diplomatic” relationship with another civilization began. I had to think quickly,
how to transform terrestrial thought-forms into “theirs” and vice versa. At first it was
difficult to communicate: thought-forms were translated with distortions—it all looked
like a computer translation from one language into another. But, pretty quickly, I
succeeded in creating a telepathic transformer of thought-forms, using analogues,
whereupon, the communication became very much more effective and “things” went
better.

After creating the telepathic transformer of thought-forms, I “introduced” it to those
who had undergone the brain transformation, whereupon the “translation” of thought-
forms went much easier. It is of interest to note; the “translation” takes place at the level
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of development and education of the person receiving, even with the telepathic
transformer available.

A thought-form does not consist of words. Words are sound analogues of thought-
forms. A human being does not reflect on the process of thinking, which is a process of
creation of thought-forms by the human brain. Thought-forms are volumetric holograms.
Sounds extracted by the vocal cords of a person are able to transmit the integrity of a
thought-form, however, within narrow limits; the poorer the idiolect of a person, the
greater the part of a received thought-form that is beyond verbalisation.

The brain of any person functions on the principle of similarity. It picks out words,
which images are the closest to what a thought-form contains. The more multilateral the
person, the greater the number of images to have their verbal equivalent, the more
completely and exactly, the more clearly and simply he can convey the meaning of a
thought-form, both of other civilizations and his own.

If a person were able to see the processes of thinking and those words with which
he tries to transmit his ideas to other people on other levels of the brain, he could see the
enormous difference even between his thought-form and the semantic content of the
words which convey this thought-form.

The multiplicity of the person’s development, his education and ability to think
abstractly and independently, determines the level of exactness and completeness with
which the verbal expression reflects a thought-form. Therefore, every person receives a
thought-form at his own evolutional level. This factor must be taken into account while
working with similar situations.

The following example can give clear idea of this phenomenon. If we take ten
absolutely different people and ask them to draw an apple placed on the table, there
won’t be a single drawing that would completely reflect the real apple. Besides, every
person will draw the apple to the extent of his or her artistic talent. The apple will be
different in each of these pictures, but any person, who does not see this apple, but who
knows what it is, will define without any problem what is in the picture, if the person
who drew it was in his right senses and drew the apple instead of something else.

* * *

By the way, about being in one’s right senses. When all the above happened, 1 did
not rush to draw hasty conclusions, although, | was enraptured of it. | considered that it
was necessary to understand it, first and foremost, for myself. Therefore, | decided to
make a thorough analysis of what happened and for this purpose | put forward several
possible explanations of the event, trying to take into account all possible variants. As a
result of the analysis | created several working hypotheses and carefully began to work
over each of them. These hypotheses were:

1.1 went mad.

2. The rest of the people went mad.
3.1t is a result of my hypnosis.

4.1 was simply tricked.

5.The event was real.
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These five versions of the event crossed my mind as possible explanations. | began
to “work” off each of them.

The first hypothesis was that | went mad. Was it possible? Undoubtedly, it was
possible! However, if someone has “cracked”, other people usually notice it. | began to
observe other people’s reactions to me. At work everyone reacted in the same way as
before. But | had only worked a little time there and decided to meet my friends who
knew me from my first year at the university.

Certainly, | told no one about what had happened, but simply socialized with them
as usual. When a person loses his mind, it shows up in practically everything; how he
behaves, what he says and how, his reaction to what is going on around him, his reaction
to the words of other people, etc. Observing the others reactions to me, | drew the
conclusion that everything was all right with my mind. Thus, the first hypothesis was no
longer relevant.

The second hypothesis was that all the rest went crazy. Theoretically, it is fully
possible that under my powerful influence the brain of another person can fail. This
possibility should be taken into account. However, what is madness? Madness is a state
when the person’s brain reacts inadequately to the surrounding reality, to what is going
on around and with the person. In other words, everyone goes mad in his own way, and
there cannot be two persons with identical madness. Be-sides, if a person is not right in
the head, it concerns everything and not only a certain situation. A person cannot be mad
In one situation and absolutely healthy mentally in all others. When mad, the person
looses the integrity of his perception of the world.

All witnesses behaved normally both during and after the event. Besides, they all
saw one and the same thing. The only difference in their descriptions of the female
creature was in the colour of her hair and eyes. Some said that they saw the female
creature with bright blue hair and lilac eyes, the others said a little bit later that she had
lilac hair and dark blue eyes. In all the rest their descriptions coincided completely.
“Contradictions” turned out to be quite another thing. The colour of her hair and eyes
changed depending on her emotional state! It cannot be invented; those “contradictions”
only confirmed the reality of the event. | could not even imagine, that the colour of eyes
and hair would reflect the emotional state of the creature. This kind of thought simply
would not come into the head of any inhabitant of our planet.

Later, only glancing at the colour of this creature’s hair and eyes it was possible to
define in what emotional state she was. Certainly, it became possible after | had observed
her and established the connection.

These and other factors, about which | will tell later, allowed me to come to the
conclusion that the other people were not mad.

The next hypothesis that required very careful work was about the possibility of my
suggestion of this situation to others. Again, it was quite possible. My practice and my
own experience of working with people convinced me that | can influence a person so
that he or she could see money instead of piece of paper, etc. But, when | created
something, | knew perfectly well what | had suggested to others.

For example, | knew what a banknote looked like and what it meant, before a person
saw it instead of paper under my influence. In this case, what happened after | had sent
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the energy in the recreated hologram was as unexpected for me in the same way, or even
more, as it was for other participants. | was not ready for such a turn of events and the
appearance of the female creature had nothing in common either with the picture or with
the hologram. Besides, it is impossible to suggest to others, things about which one does
not have the least idea. It is simply impossible.

In this case, | was completely unaware of a lot of things which happened from the
very beginning. | did not even know that some phenomena, about which I will tell later,
could exist. One way or another, the version citing my possible hypnosis lost its
importance.

The next in turn was the possibility of a joke from the side of people present at the
event. De-spite the seeming absurdity of this supposition, this kind of joke was
impossible to eliminate fully. To exclude it with complete confidence, | decided to
conduct an experiment inside the experiment. Aside from the members of Yuri’s group
I made a transformation of the brain in other people, about whom nobody knew except
for me.

In other words, | had two groups to work with. These groups did not know about
the existence of each other, and | told none of participants of my experiment, what was
happening in the other group. Nobody knew about the presence of the backup group.
Only I had the information about events that happened during my work with every group.
And despite this, the events developed consistently, which fully eliminated the
possibility of any joke from the side of anyone. Besides, the fact of my work with
different and independent groups, when the sequence of development of events was
recorded, was the next proof of the reality of what had happened.

So, after | analyzed possible variants of the event, only the last version remained.
It asserts that this event was REAL! When | drew the final conclusion about it, | stopped
thinking about it sceptically and began to “work” over a new field of action; space, using

an absolutely new method which | had to develop on my own.
* * *

Before | continue to expound upon the events, which, for myself, | would have
taken as a complete fantasy not long before, | would like to tell about some events which
accompanied my verification of the reality of what had happened.

As | mentioned before, | had two groups with which | worked simultaneously. Then
I did not have my own flat and worked with the first group at Yuri’s place and with the
second group at the apartment of a woman, whose brain | had transformed. Her husband
was a professional soldier. He had the rank of major then and worked in the Marshal
Govorov Military Academy. Their apartment was in the privileged house which was
built for the employees of the district committee'® on Lenin Boulevard.

I usually agreed about the next session of the “connection” and went there. The
hostess’s husband showed no interest whatsoever in what happened during these
contacts and considered that everyone, including his wife, had gone somewhat crazy.
However, as there was no harm to anyone, he had no objections to what was going on in
his house. One day, when he had nothing to do, he decided to attend the contact. He

16 Of the Communist Party.
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entered the living room, comfortably settled himself in the arm-chair and ... began to
listen.

That time we had contact with the female creature (of my first contact). Her name
was lolloyia or briefly Oyia. During that memorable contact | inquired about the
civilization she headed at that time. Correctly saying, she was the head of the hierarchy
of the civilization that involved their system of planets. Her civilization was considerably
more developed than our contemporary civilization. The women of her civilization had
perfect body forms and were incredibly beautiful. “Our” major relaxed in his arm-chair,
and when he heard it, began to dream. He imagined himself among these “pretty women”
and enjoyed this unbelievable female beauty like King Solomon...

| do not think there is a need to give a detailed description of his fantasy; it is quite
clear. Al-though, they say that there is no harm in dreaming, sometimes it can turn out
to be quite to the contrary. His “flight of fancy” went considerably further than the
decency of both worlds permitted; ours and Oyia’s. He could not have imagined that all
his thoughts were formed as volumetric holograms and thus, were not a secret for those,
who were able to see them.

During a session of the connection, I usually “directed” the telepathic contact with
Oyia to the brain of this man’s wife, which allowed everybody to hear the verbal
interpretation, especially those, who were unable to receive telepathic information. The
telepathic transformer allowed translation of Oyia’s information into the sounds and
words habitual to us. After some correction, the information was passed quite accurately.

Well, it was a normal exchange of information, when our “gallant” major filled the
space around him with some very “colourful” thought-forms. Apparently, his fantasies
were excessive even for an alien creature, and overstepped all possible limits. According
to the concepts of Oyia’s civilization such “fantasies” were a serious violation of
etiquette and were equal to actions; they required serious punishment, which was nothing
less than a partial evolutionary spin back to the point of origin of the evolutional defect.
When similar punishment is imposed on an inhabitant of Earth, it results in the death of
the physical body. Oyia demanded that | punish this man, | tried to smooth out the
situation, but ensuing events showed that | had failed.

It turned out that next day | and other young employees of my department left for
the collective farm, which was under the patronage of our institute, where we were
charged with very “serious” business. We were to mow down the wheat, which was
“sown” along roads when delivered to the elevator last year. The wheat was fairly high;
we sharpened our scythes and began to mow. Al-though, | was not a countryman, | was
able to mow pretty well and even got satisfaction from this process. The smell of freshly
cut stems of wheat, crisp air, singing of birds—this idyll was seldom disturbed by the
sound of cars. On the second day of this rural life, I decided to call those people and find
out how they were getting on. When | reached them on the phone, the major and his wife
were on the verge of panic. They had tried to look for me at my work but found out that
| was at the collective farm. The reason for their panic was the following.

Apparently, Oyia came to the conclusion that I did not take “seriously” the violation
of ethical norms and decided to punish a “thought-criminal”. When the matrimonial
couple went to bed, she appeared and told the woman, that she came to punish this man.
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The poor woman tried to scream to wake up her husband, but her vocal cords did not
obey her. She tried to push him with her hand, but she could move neither her arms nor
her feet. Oyia entered with her hand into the physical hand of this woman and through
it began to send the energy toward the heart of the major. Before the eyes of amazed
woman, his heart shriveled and became flabby. In the morning her husband felt pain in
his heart and immediately went out into the first-aid post of his Academy. After doing a
cardiogram, doctors gave the alarm. In the evening | called them. | cleared up the
situation and worked with his heart. The next day his cardiogram was normal. But, their
joy did not last long. At night the same situation was repeated. In the morning next day
his cardiogram was bad again. | worked with his heart and it became normal again.

My work on the fields finished and I went to them straight from the collective farm.
This time the major did not smirk about our space contacts; he was scared to death.

| invited Oyia to the contact and began to explain to her that this man did not know
that he had offended anyone with his thoughts, that he was unaware that his thoughts
were material and visible to others, that he simply dreamed and nothing more, that he
did not understand a lot of things, and that | would like to ask her to forgive him for this
mistake, which would never happen again. He immediately confirmed everything | said.
Oyia forgave him his mistake, whereupon, she never did anything of the kind to him
again.

I called these people several times to check up the state of the major’s health, but,
after this his wife was afraid of contacts with Oyia and | left these people alone. It was
curious to observe the quick transformation of this woman’s husband from an ironical
sceptic into a frightened “enlightened”.

However, even this tragicomic situation was irrefutable confirmation of the
authenticity of our contact with this creature of another civilization and not with astral
creatures of the planet Earth, with which those who think that they communicate with
the “Supreme Mind” mostly have contact.

This example shows clearly that our concepts of morality—what can and cannot be
done— differ dramatically from the concepts of other civilizations. It also shows that
“inoffensive”, from our point of view, fantasies are seriously punished. Most people are
firmly convinced that their fantasies do not leave their head and that is why they permit
themselves to think about things which they would never do or say. As it obviously
follows from this example—it is necessary to be careful with thoughts; who knows, who
may be near us and how he or she will react to our “inoffensive” thoughts.

* * %

A person, who was born and educated on our planet, would never even think about
all the abovementioned. I read a lot of fiction books, but none of them say anything of
the kind, or imagine a lot of other things, which | run into during my contacts with other
civilizations. Almost all fiction writers simply make earthly concepts “work™ in the
Universe, with other civilizations. If they depict Star Wars, they make fighting sides use
weapons similar to earthly ones, only more powerful; bolts of deadly energy or rays
replace bullets, instead of pistols—alien weapons looking something like, etc.

It is a natural thing; how could terrestrial fiction writers know that the weapons they
describe exist only on those planets with a level of development of their civilization
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similar to that of modern Midgard-Earth (our planet). How they could know that there
IS no Galactic Empire in the Universe where emperors act in the same way as earthly
emperors of the Ancient World and Middle Ages, when the power was inherited and
possible claimants struggled fiercely for the throne...

The like of this exists on Midgard-earth, on the planets of the same level of
development and on the planets that recently completed their planetary cycles of
evolution. These civilizations look like young “cockerels”, which swagger even in front
of a fox or hawk, instead of running away as quickly as possible. To “rattle the rattles”
Is appropriate only in the nursery among similar new-born civilizations.

Unfortunately, star wars exist on the higher levels of development of civilizations.
But there star wars have another nature entirely. No one rushes about space in military
spaceships and no one shoots from laser cannons. Depending on the level of
development, these wars take place on planetary, galactic and other levels according to
quite different laws and principles, about which few per-sons are aware. Besides, all
civilizations that have completed the planetary cycle of development have their
hierarchies based on the principle of the levels of development, instead of the principles
of the inheritance or “principles” of a bigger purse.

Only those intelligent creatures, which have reached a certain level of evolutionary
development, can become the heads of a civilization or a union of civilizations. Under
the concept “a certain level of evolutional development” is understood the following.
Every intelligent creature, which occupies a hierarchical position, has a level of
development, which is high enough for solving all the problems of this civilization or
the union of civilizations.

The hierarchical position of an intelligent creature is a level of responsibility,
which this creature is able to assume due to real abilities in resolving vital issues that
their civilization or a un-ion of civilizations confronts. It is a level of personal
responsibility for the fate of the civilization or union of civilizations, which (the level of
responsibility) is supported by the real abilities of the intelligent creature allowing it to
solve all problems. The evolutional level of development cannot be stolen, passed on or
purchased. This level is achieved only as a result of the personal development of the
intelligent creature, through enlightenment by knowledge and the realisation of personal
abilities.

It differs “a little” from what is observed on our Midgard-earth, at least, during the
last thirteen thousand years, especially during the last millennium—in the time of the
last Night of Svarog.

However, there is no need to be ecstatic about contacts. Contacts can be very
deplorable for people. Very often a person is in contact with an astral creature, which
will play its own games, pursuing its main purpose—stealing the life-force of the person.
Astral creatures are the spirits of extinct animals and intelligent forms of life (also the
spirits of some humans) which, due to one or another reason, cannot be incarnated in
new physical bodies and adapt themselves to the condition of existence without bodies,
which very often leads them to parasitism. However, this is a special matter and I will
touch upon these phenomena during my narration more than once...
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8. Other worlds are quite different

And now back to 1987, to the point of unfolding of some absolutely unbelievable
events, of a kind about which, despite “digesting” a very large number of works of
fiction, | had never read. Only after | accidentally, (or not so accidentally!), had come
across other civilizations, did | under-stand the degree of childlike naivety with which
terrestrial sci-fi writers tried to depict life on other worlds.

This in no way belittles their talent as writers—simply that their “earthly” concepts
became immediately evident. Although, | understood that it was quite natural,
nevertheless, | felt it a matter for regret. Before my first contacts | sometimes regarded
these books as revelations, which became impossible after contact—these “revelations”
looked so naive that I could no longer regard them as such. Nevertheless, I think the
value of fiction books is enormous. They help people to learn to think in a non-standard
way without which evolutional development is impossible!

When | clearly understood the nature of what had happened, | became utterly
engrossed in the boundless world of the Universe that had opened up for me so
unexpectedly. I am very thankful to Yuri for that provocation. Without it, who knows
when I would have “set my sights” on the stars? I found myself in conditions which
compelled me to make this step, and | made it quite successfully, albeit blind as a new-
born kitten then.

I was also lucky, that at the time of my first contact I failed to meet “space” parasites
and | had time to understand everything in a tranquil atmosphere. During my contacts
with Oyia we dis-cussed a lot of issues; | was eager to know everything about her
civilization. Some may call it the “ravings of a madman”, but however much they want
to, these events happened and it was no delirium. Besides, some ponderous
confirmations of the reality of these events began to appear pretty soon. For example, I,
and not only I, was very interested in the structure and workings of Oyia’s civilization’s
spaceships. She described their design and methods of control.

The basis of their ships, which could fold and unfold space, was... enormous spiral
organic molecules similar to the molecules of DNA and RNA. They differed from the
latter in their enormous length. Also these spiral organic molecules had heavy metal
compounds on their free electron couplings (only two of these metals are known on
Midgard-earth, at least, at this stage of our civilization’s development). Very soon, in
several months, this information got a real confirmation. | will tell about it, when it
comes to it.

Apart from the “diplomatic” relations with Oyia’s civilization | decided to extend
my extra-planetary contacts. As Yuri had no wish to give me the keys from other
civilizations collected by his group, | decided to start on my own space journey. My
thoughts about it were quite simple. If a star had its planetary system and there was a
reasonable life on any planet in this system, then the radiation of the star would be
accompanied by the radiations of intelligent activity. Thus, the following method could
be applied in order to define the locations of stars with intelligent life on their planets—
| needed to get real photos of the stars in our sky and scan them to find radiations, with
which the activity of intelligent life was usually accompanied. | had to define the position
of these stars on the photos. | found the necessary photos and scanned them. On the first,
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several stars shone with the “light” of rationality. I marked these stars and began to think
what to do next.

| had no idea what to do or how I should do it. Therefore, | had nothing left but try
something at my own risk. Previously, | had shifted myself and other people into the
past, present and future, along the scales of both time and space. Then, the distance
between my (or other peoples’) real lo-cation and the point of displacement in space
along the time scale had no importance. The reality of the present simply disappeared
and the reality of the past or future appeared. The person simply be-came an observer of
existent events the same way as he or she observed existent events in his or her normal
life.

It was “only” necessary to have an understanding of the processes and certain
qualities and potential. Using my experience as a reference point, I thought that there
was no principle difference between moving within the limits of our planet and going to
another planet. To realise this kind of displacement | needed to have space co-ordinates
(which | already had), appropriate qualities and enough potential. |1 only hoped I did
indeed have the necessary qualities and sufficient potential. When achieving a
displacement of this kind, two points of space are as if superimposed upon each other.
Thus, the idea was clear in general and | had only to check the validity of my
suppositions in practice.

It is difficult to say, what would have happened, if | had lacked the necessary

qualities and potential when conducting this type of “experiment”. Most likely it would
have resulted in the destruction of my brain, a state of coma or even death. But | was
lucky; | did have everything needed to do what | planned and everything happened
without any unwanted consequences.

First I “jumped” to the star that I had chosen when scanning, then I determined
(again with the help of scanning) which planet of this star had life and finally jumped
onto the surface of the planet. And here it was... the landscape of another planet. At the
point of “landing” the planet turned out to be a desert. There was a sea of sand that at
first sight was no different from the sand of our planet. The local “Sun” converted this
planet into a burning hot “frying-pan”.

The “normal” temperature of our planet’s surface would be pretty low for this
world, and Midgard-earth would be considered a “refrigerator”, and our Sun—somewhat
“cold”, if that can be said in regard to a star. However, everything is comparative; and a
concept of “colder” in relation to a certain star is fully applicable. To my surprise the
local sky appeared to be blue, which indicated that the planet’s atmosphere had oxygen
and other gases inherent to the atmosphere of Earth.

Considering my somewhat unusual way of “travel”, it was not important, but,
nevertheless, was pleasant. If it were not so, who knows, what consequences my
experiments would have brought me. It turned out somewhat like the saying: “if the
mountain will not come to Mohammed—then Mohammed must go to the mountain.”
The difference is that | am not Mohammed and the other planet is not a mountain! But
the concept is the same.

| did not disappear in our world, but simultaneously appeared in the other. On my
arrival, using such an unusual method, | began to study this other planet. There were no

Back to contents

75



Nicolai Levashov. The Mirror of My Soul. Vol. 1. Born in the USSR

visible signs of intelligent life on the surface. The reason for this | knew later.
Unfortunately, I was not the first “dis-coverer of America”. The intelligent creatures of
this planet had “discovered” this “America” long ago and not only they, as it turned out.

The sultry planet appeared to be inhabited. Moreover, it had an intelligent race. So,
the scanning in order to find reasoning life had not failed... Soon | saw creatures looking
almost like kangaroos. They had a mighty tail, their body looked like a human body,
their upper extremities looked like human hands; they had six fingers, which did not
differ from each other like human fingers. Their heads were round with black straight
hair. They had a vertical mouth. They had no nose, as we understand it. These creatures
communicated between themselves with the help of whistling sounds. The most
interesting thing was that they ... paid no attention to me.

They simply did not see me. When | understood that | was invisible to them, | was
disappointed. | desired strongly to be visible to them and tried to make myself appear
more solid on this planet. | made it! | materialized there, but did not disappear on Earth.
| simultaneously existed in two places; besides, the second “me” did only what the first
“me” wanted.

It was tantamount to having two physical bodies at the same time and the earthly
body continued to be the “main” body, which perfectly felt everything that was
happening with my second physical body. Thus, this materialized body was only a part
of me, my temporal continuation, which I could assemble and disassemble according to
my desire or necessity. It had no individual consciousness; my earthly consciousness
controlled both my earthly physical body and my second body that appeared on another
planet many light-years away from our Midgard-earth. | was pleasantly surprised when
accidentally discovering such abilities.

| was motionless for some time and the kangaroo-like creatures surrounded me
immediately after my materialization. They touched me and behaved calmly. Their
conduct induced me to move (I did not even know whether | could control the body |
created). It turned out that | could do it without any problem. When the native creatures
saw me moving, they instantly recoiled from me and very quickly hid underground. |
did not understand the reason for such a reaction. | wanted to follow these creatures, but
upon my approaching the place where they hid, some kind of power dome appeared
above the surface.

| did not know the nature of this power dome, but assumed that it had protective
features. | had no desire to verify the rightness of my suppositions. Besides, there was
no need to do it. | found a simple solution for overcoming this power defense. | suddenly
had an idea that if | were able to materialize myself on the planet, | could do the same
with the protective dome. I “disassembled” myself and “reassembled” my body within
the protective dome over the surface of the planet. There was an enormous city which
showed no signs on the surface. On seeing me in the city, these creatures were alarmed
and agitated. To calm the situation | decided to find out the reason for their strange
behavior.

| defined, which of these creatures the senior was, and | asked him to explain the
reason for their conduct. But before socializing with them, I had to “tune” my telepathic
transformer so that I could understand their speech. The head’s name was Tsoriy, at
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least, that is the nearest interpretation of his name in earthly language. It turned out that
this civilization was exposed to permanent attacks by a team from a humanoid
civilization, which representatives looked very like the inhabitants of Midgard-earth.
The aggressors attacked cities and destroyed them (an example of how a civilization
acts, when it is at the beginning of its development and has not completed its planetary
cycle of development). This was the reason that they hid their cities under the surface of
the planet.

The reason for this aggression was simple. The planet synthesized a biomass, which
was a base for the creation of zero-transition spaceships or, put another way, UFOs. In
other words, the planet dispensed the most valuable strategic raw material, and the local
civilization only interfered with the “great” plans of gaining control of it. The situation
was to a greater degree very like that which we have on Earth, only there, the scope was
galactic.

On my clearing up the situation, | was eager to solve this misunderstanding, as it
seemed to me then. At that time | could not imagine that some developed humanoid
civilization would pursue a policy of galactic genocide. It was beyond my
comprehension. [ wanted to believe that “there” nothing bad could happen, that “there”
everything was bright and perfect. However, it turned out that it was time to outgrow
“short pants”. And this “outgrowing” happened in a very unusual manner.

To solve this “misunderstanding”, I found out when and how the uninvited “guests”
appeared and decided to use the method of displacement in time which | had already
applied on Midgard-earth. Six humanoid creatures, who on close examination were
practically indistinguishable from inhabitants of Earth, disembarked (a spaceship). |
tried to establish telepathic contact with them.

When | made it, | asked them, why not to try to find a more suitable way of relating
that would be beneficial for both sides, instead of destroying the local civilization, etc.
When | began to talk, their superior stared at me with surprise and asked who the hell
was | and why did | assume the right to give them my ridiculous advice.

| tried to explain that what had happened on this planet was a simple
misunderstanding which must be corrected as quickly as possible. During our
conversation, it became clear to me that their actions were far from a
misunderstanding—they were perfectly aware of them. Obviously, they were tired of
listening to my lengthy tirade because | noticed one of them begin to take out an object
that looked like a weapon.

Catching the impulse of aggression with the accompanying actions, I did not wait
for the completion of the action. Due to the fact that I did not have any weapons, | almost
instantly had the idea to apply my new capabilities. | clearly realized how a creature,
ready to shoot me out of its weapons, is dismantled for atoms. This is the first thing that
came to my mind, and what was my surprise when it really happened. | did not expect
this, it was a purely protective reaction, and my action was the only opportunity in this
situation. I do not think that I would have time for a second attempt. And it's hard for me
to imagine what would have happened to me if this humanoid had shot at me. Honestly,
| did not have a desire to test this in practice.

What happened surprised not only me, but also my interlocutors. They apparently
did not expect anything like this, just like myself, and were completely unprepared for
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such a situation. The reaction to my actions, or rather the result of these, was very
strange. Their chief turned to me with very strange words. He said that now they are my
slaves (evidently, my actions had for them some more meaning, except the action itself).
Most likely, my actions showed them that | have inaccessible capabilities, and then,
having discovered their impotence against them, they recognized themselves as my
prisoners. Apparently, such were their ideas about such situations.

For me, all this was completely new and unusual. And, although they recognized
my advantage, their chief was not excessively polite. He said that, although | prevailed
over them, this does not mean that this is all over. He told me that he knows from what
| planets, that they have been on it more than once, and that to me, oh, how not to be
sorry for what | have done. | will not say that his words did not excite me, besides, | did
not know what could be behind them. And first of all | thought about whether I did not
bring any trouble to our "old lady" inadvertently? But there was nowhere to retreat, and
besides I was sure that | was right in this situation, and the truth is on my side.

Nevertheless, my chief prisoner asked me what | was going to do with them now. |
did not need slaves or captives. And | told them that I let them go home with one
condition. They must pass on their main thing to stop their aggression against this planet
and its civilization, that the technological advantage does not give them the right to such
actions. Seeing what impression they made on my actions, or rather the results of my
actions, | assumed that for their technocratic civilization this is inaccessible, and most
likely they do not know what else can follow from my side. Therefore, | decided to take
advantage of this moment and slightly parrot their consequences if they do not listen to
my advice.

At that time, | myself had no idea what | could or could not do. But the funniest
thing was that my so-called bluff turned out to be real truth. So | want to say in a similar
situation. Well, I was joking! Letting go of them with such farewell words, | stared at
what was left of the grief-warrior. And from him remained only his spacesuit or overalls,
or what they use for their flights. I somehow did not bother to find out from them how
they called their clothes for traveling in space. So, | stand and look at what's left, and
suddenly | was visited by a "crazy" thought. If | could disassemble it into "bricks", and
what will happen if you try to collect these "bricks" back. Trying is not torture. Worse
from this will not happen. I tried it - and | did it. I was dumbfounded from what had
happened no less than the newly risen one, who was stupefied staring around, completely
not understanding what had happened, where all the rest and the ship, and what he was
doing here alone ?!

Unexpected success inspired me, and | decided to "dare" further. | planned to return
it to his spaceship, which had already departed and was moving somewhere in space. To
begin with, | found a spaceship and tried to penetrate it, which I did not immediately
succeed. Then | decided to materialize myself and my resurrected inside the spaceship,
and ... | did it. Suddenly he saw me on his space ship, the chief asked me with some
annoyance about what | need from them this time? To which | responded by explaining
my actions. | said that the dematerialization of a member of his team was a forced action,
and that | considered it necessary to restore it and return it to them. I'm not pursuing the
goal of destroying anyone or anything like that. | could not just let them continue to do
what they did on that planet. | want to remind them once again that their civilization
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ceased to pursue a policy of genocide of the civilization of the planet of kangaroo-like
creatures, and that it is always possible to find a way to obtain much-needed raw
materials for them by other methods acceptable to all parties. Or, as the famous cat
Leopold said: "Guys - let's live together!".

But, probably, I was not convincing enough or they simply did not take my words
seriously (most likely), or in their arsenal other methods of interrelations between
civilizations were not envisaged, because this civilization did not change its actions, as
| was convinced very soon. And there is nothing surprising in the way they reacted to
my words, no. For a technocratic civilization, which, of course, this civilization was an
aggressor, my words could not be anything but absurd. However, as for the majority (if
not all) of the inhabitants of our Midgard-land, for whom such actions were related to
the acts of God in the believing part of the population, and the delirium of the madman
in the rest. | did not consider myself either God or crazy, but, nevertheless, at that time
I did not know if | could do what | was talking about. Either way, | soon had the
opportunity to test in practice what | had said. Due to the fact that the attacks on the
planet continued, | had no choice but to try to do something to stop the destruction.

Someone may have a question: do not | take a lot on myself, saying something like
this and even assuming that something like this is possible ?! To some extent, such a
question is natural and natural. But, who determines what is possible and what is not? |
myself have already had to make sure by experience that many of the concepts and
concepts that were hammered into our heads from childhood turned out to be false. And
| already managed to do many things that were previously considered impossible.
Therefore, | thought that it was necessary to always try to act (preferably, thinking over
the strategy and tactics of their actions) and, possibly, the impossible will happen! And
if it does not happen, it does not mean a principal impossibility of something, but only
that I could not find the right "key" or did not have the necessary qualities, or | missed
something else. In other words, | believed that there is always a solution to any problem,
you just need to find it. And if you do not find a solution to the problem - it means that
you did not take into account anything or you do not have the necessary properties and
qualities.

Therefore, | did not become upset, but began to think about how to resolve the
situation, the unexpected participant of which | became. First of all, | needed to do
something to protect the affected civilization. The most effective defense against attack
would be a protective field around the entire planet, which would not allow attackers to
even come close. Thus, it would not be necessary to "chase"” every military spacecraft.
The idea seemed to me good, optimally solving the problem that arose. And if it does
not work out, then I'll think about another solution. You always need to start with the
best possible solution. The scale of the task posed to myself somehow did not frighten
me. And not because | had a high opinion of myself, but because | was never afraid to
try and did not fear being ridiculous.

Of course, I did not like to act in the role of a common laughing stock, but I never

did anything to please the majority and the opinion of it. | did not do something to

prove something to anyone, but because my soul demanded it, my understanding

of what is good and what is bad. And also because | considered everything that |
encountered in my life with my personal business and personal responsibility. It's
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bad or good, it's not for me to judge, but I did what | thought was necessary and
took responsibility for my actions, and | never hid behind other people's backs.
Anyway, |, without thinking about how someone will look at my actions, and that
at the same time think about it, proceeded to implement the project. And strangely
enough ... my plan was successful! Around the planet a protective field arose
which prevented the military spacecraft from approaching it. At the same time, |
was surprised at how easy it was for me to do it.

Of course, someone can say that all this is a delusion of a sick imagination or
something like that, or that someone (that is, | have) imagined, or there was a
megalomania, but very soon the events that took place on our planet , confirmed
the reality of what is happening, but more on this later, but for now, back to the
description of events ...

* * %

Several times | later checked the state of the created protective field, several times
there were attacks on this planet, however, ineffectual. As a result of all this, |
thought of putting a protective field around the aggressor planet, only with
another program. The protective field did not allow the military spacecraft to
leave the confines of the planet, just as it did not allow military spacecraft to
approach their planet. So, I thought there would be a fair punishment for them that
did not put them themselves at risk of attacking others. | did not consider myself
entitled to interfere in the internal affairs of this civilization, and with this solution
of the situation that has arisen, from my point of view, the trampled justice has
been restored.!’

* * *

During all these unbelievable and, so it would seem, impossible events, | learned a
lot of things about the civilization of the kangaroo-like creatures which was simply
Impossible to concoct. For example, the way these creatures procreate is very unusual.
Two quite different species take part in the process of reproduction. Also, their
reproduction is not syngenesis, but a result of superimposing one genetic code’s field on
another.

In other words, they beget at the field level, when a genetic code field of creatures
similar to terrestrial butterflies is projected onto the genetic field of the kangaroo-like
creatures. This results in the simultaneous beginning of new life for two species—the
kangaroo-like and the butterfly-like. This symbiosis allows them to continue their
evolution. Nothing of the kind had ever happened on Midgard-earth and it is simply
impossible to invent anything like this.

These creatures have neither masculine or feminine species, nor hermaphrodites.
Any creature can become a mother, but not in the sense of the word to which we are
accustomed. A biomass created by the planet of these creatures, which is a basic raw
material for zero-transition spaceships, serves as a source of food for these kangaroo-
like creatures and most likely for the rest of the living organisms of that planet.

This information was not available in the first edition, since the author considered her publication premature.
«I consider this information to be too premature to publish». — N.L.
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It turned out somewhat symbolical that I, a humanoid from Midgard-earth, helped
these creatures to get rid of humanoids from another planet who had meant to destroy
this civilization because of the strategic raw material!

After the events described, | visited this planet several times. And one day during
my next visit | felt that something was wrong. And that's what | managed to discover.
Due to the fact that | helped this civilization of kangaroo-like creatures, they decided to
create a cult in my honor, as their savior or God. When | found out about this, it did not
cause any joy. Of course it's nice when someone is grateful to you for doing a good deed,
of course it's nice when you are appreciated and respected, especially when your
business is fateful for some civilization. All this, undoubtedly, is pleasant, but ... | could
not allow these creatures to create from me a deity or their savior. Everything inside me
literally resented this turn of events. All that | did had nothing to do with the "divine
providence" or "divine" nature of myself. And so, taking advantage of my somewhat
privileged position and the possibility of telepathic contact with all at once, and with the
permission of the head of this civilization, | addressed all with the words that if they
really respected me and thanked me for the services rendered, | would have them all one
request, and | will be very grateful if they take it seriously. And the essence of my request
Is that | ask them not to create me a cult in any form, nor in the form of a savior of the
Savior, nor in the form of the worship of God. And this is, first of all, because | am
neither God nor Savior. That I'm just a reasonable being (at least, | hope so), reached a
certain level of development, that this is in no way connected with any divine nature, if
only because it simply does not exist! That if any intelligent being develops correctly
and has the necessary properties, qualities and ability to think nontrivially, such actions
will become a normal, everyday phenomenon for them. | did not say that each of them
can achieve this, but each of them will be able to realize himself as much as possible.
And that if they really respect me and are grateful for what | have done, they will fulfill
this my request. | made a qualitative brain transformation to a few of the most mobile
creatures and told them that my actions confirm what | said and that some of the actions
| have already done are already available to those who have undergone the
transformation, and that the future depends only on them, and only on them depends on
what evolutionary heights they can achieve. And it seems to me that my words and
actions had an effect, and this civilization will never turn into a "divine" impasse of
development.

Later, analyzing the situation, | came to the conclusion that this whole situation was
a natural test for me. That any developing creature, sooner or later, collides with a similar
one, and, depending on whether there is a reaction to such a situation, a developing being
or going further along the path of evolution, or for a long time, if not forever, "freezes"
at the stage of " God. " And "God" in the sense that reflects the level of development of
civilization from which this creature occurs or the level of the imagination of this being.
It so happened that | had a successful test of the "Lord of God" without even knowing
that what was happening was also a test. In principle, every action of any person is a test
for himself, a test that is put by life itself.

Certainly, there can be “fortuitous™ situations, but, in principle, all “fortuitous”
situations ap-pear to be natural, when you look at them more closely. Very often man is
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simply unable to correlate all the events and actions preceding such “fortuity”. Man
almost always brings it about by his previous life. Generally speaking, evolutional
development is based on the principle of free will, and the responsibility for which a
specific individual is prepared and ready to take. | understood it very soon after these
events. And my enlightening happened “fortuitously”.

* * *

| continued to invent newer and newer variants of transformation of the human
brain. | tested every new idea first of all on myself and observed the results. One day,
after making the next change, | unexpectedly detected the presence of a creature
observing my actions. Most likely, new changes allowed my seeing this creature, which
was invisible before both for me and for other people who passed through my brain
transformation.

| asked this creature, who he was and why he was watching me. He said that his
name was Terriy, and his task was to observe me and my actions without appearing and
that my last modification of my brain prevented him from conducting a clandestine
supervision. At first | did not like it. Why did someone need to keep me under secret
observation? | never made a secret out of my actions and, therefore, did not understand
either the behaviour or the necessity for it.

| asked him about this. Terriy answered me as follows: his task was to observe me
secretly and draw conclusions about my readiness for further evolution and my potential.
If | did everything correctly, as a reward he must give me sixteen crystals which were to
bring my abilities to the maximum. This meant that, according to the opinion of those,
who had sent Terri, sixteen crystals should be the limit of my development, as |
understood it later. But at that moment | was in seventh heaven and very happy. | had
never assumed that my actions would be of interest to somebody else, and not only to
me. Naturally, my first question was, whether | already deserved crystals and, if I did,
how many.

Terriy said that I had already “earned” eight crystals. At that time I did not have the
slightest idea, what these crystals were, but the fact made me very happy. Of course, |
asked Terriy to give them to me. He warned me that | would not endure the load, if he
installed all crystals at once. With enthusiasm | assured him that | would survive it and
everything would be all right and that, if there were no other obstacles, | would like to
do it right now. As a result of these “diplomatic” negotiations, Terriy inserted four
crystals into me. It turned out that | had overestimated the adaptability of my organism
regarding the action of these crystals, because next morning | felt pain in my appendix,
which had never troubled me.

During my next contact with Terriy in the evening of this day, | told him about this
discomfort. He explained that the reason for this reaction was toxins which appeared in
my body after the introduction of the crystals. These toxins were the result of the changes
that had happened to me. He inserted another crystal in my appendix, whereupon the
unpleasant feeling disappeared forever.

| also asked Terriy, why he should observe my actions. He said that, due to my
ignorance, | could do something wrong and there would be a problem. His answer
disappointed me, but later | understood that he was right. He said that if | started to do
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something wrong, | would be stopped; in order to prevent something irreparable from
happening. So, | should not worry about this.

Meditating on his words a little, | understood his answer. If | act on my own, my
actions and decisions are based on my own understanding, on my own experience,
knowledge, moral and spiritual concepts. Thus, my every action is quintessentially me.
In this case, my actions are based on my own understanding of existent things and | am
responsible for the consequences. However, if someone tells me what to do and how, |
can possibly do what is necessary, if | have enough potential; but in this case my actions
will not be accompanied by a deep comprehension of existent events. And, if one day a
problem appears and its solution was not explained to me, there could be a situation
when | would commit follies because of my ignorance.

When | understood all this, | saw the rightness and uniqueness of this approach.
Man can understand truth and the degree of responsibility for his actions only through
complete awareness and enlightening by knowledge. It is the only way that truly allows
evolving, and supervision by an observer or observers is correct.

The evolution of consciousness and human abilities can be compared to a biathlon.
Man “runs” from one key point of his development to another at a certain evolutional
speed. The speed, with which this man will reach the next key evolutional point of
development, depends on his talent, personal qualities and abilities.

On attaining the next key point, man comes across qualitatively new tasks, which
he must correctly manage: only then, when he is able to estimate these tasks fully and
correctly, to develop effective tactics and problem-solving strategies, and when he
possesses the necessary properties and qualities to put his decisions into practice; if
everything is correct, man goes to a new qualitative level and the evolutional “run”
continues to the next key point, etc.

In the case of a wrong or non-optimal decision by a “shooter”, qualitatively new
evolutional “targets” in a key point remain “missed” and a “muff” gets penal evolutional
“cycles”; after their completion, he again appears at the same evolutional “point”, where
he again must solve his tasks correctly—to hit all evolutional “targets” in the “bull's -
eye”. And this will continue until all key “targets” are “hit” at the first “shot”. After
that—again the evolutional “run” to next key “point”. Isn’t that an evolutional
“biathlon”!?

Thus, meditating, | understood evolutional mechanisms that gave me confidence in

the right-ness of all my previous actions.

* * %

Meantime, my life took its normal course. It turned out that “by chance” my work
at the institute involved measuring bio-potentials of the human body in different stress
situations according to a special method which required a good knowledge of the so-
called Chinese meridians and the location of biologically active points of the human
body. Therefore, when | decided to locate, where the first four crystals were placed in
my body, | immediately had an idea—in my biologically active points! The verification
of these crystals’ location confirmed my conjecture. I began to reflect about my
discovery. The longer | reflected, the more | wanted to check out the accuracy of my
supposition. And | wanted to do it immediately!
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Above all things, | asked myself, in what biologically active points | had to place
the next crystals. These points shone brightly during my scanning. | was eager to check
its accuracy. But | had no crystals to hand, and | was unaware of when Terriy would
want to give them to me. There-fore, a “wild” idea flashed through my mind; in the end
it appeared to be not so wild. | decided to scan one of the crystals and to create one in
the image and likeness of the original.

After scanning the crystal that | already had, | concentrated on my next biological
point and began to create a crystal of force. At first it was slightly difficult, but somehow
| succeeded in concentrating and...the crystal appeared in one of my biologically active
points.

Such rapid and unexpected success inspired me greatly. | wanted to share it with
everyone, but | knew perfectly well that no one would understand me and at very best
they would take me for a lunatic. |1 knew that | was not crazy, and to try to prove
something that was beyond people’s imagination was simply silly. Therefore, I set aside
my exultation for better times and came down from the “Olympus” of my enthusiasm to
simple earthly reality.

| decided to continue and created several crystals of force; this was already quicker
and easier—and placed them in the proper biologically active points. At first | doubled
the number of crystals and physically felt quite well. Then | doubled their number again,
and again... and again. Over the course of several days I created an enormous amount of
crystals of force placing them in all bio-logical points of my body. I created a whole
system of crystals and bound them into one general system.

After a while I had no place where I could put crystals. My “crystal” fever had
reached an impasse. The question was what to do next. | had to stop and think about
what the crystal of force was? Tuning-in to a crystal, | succeeded in unfolding it, and its
essence and nature became clear to me. For obvious reasons, | will not expound the
essence of this understanding. After my comprehension of this, | decided to unfold all
the crystals of force which | had at that moment. As a result of this unfolding | got one
qualitatively new crystal of force or, as | called it, the crystal of force, mark two. And
further, | began to create new crystals and place them in the biologically active points of
my body using this new crystal of force as a model. I did this kind of transformation a
lot of times; | began to create the crystals of force for different purposes, etc.

| continued to improve brain structures—I created something similar to the
biologically active points of my body in my cerebral cortex transforming my brain for
another qualitative level of functioning and abilities. Thus, new power points appeared
in the cerebral cortex, where | had placed my crystals of force. | also did a great many
of other things that lie beyond the comprehension of Midgard-earth’s inhabitants.

One day | meditated upon the fact that one way or another, the abilities of a
reasonable creature are limited by the size of his brain. The simplest (and the most
erroneous) decision literally floated to the surface. Physical enlargement of the volume
of the brain was necessary in order to increase its abilities. But even assuming that it was
possible, it could not be limitless. Therefore this way was wrong from the very
beginning, at least for me. | saw neither the possibility nor the sense of enlarging the
volume of my cranium. | was fully content with what | had already.
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Thereupon, | began to search for another outlet, another principle to increase the
abilities of my brain. Above all things, it was necessary to understand, how a human
brain functioned. At the physical level the brain is a colony of neurons—our organism’s
nerve cells. Neurons have out-growths, axons, through which signals from the external
world and from man’s internal world go to them.

| understood that the physically dense brain is only a foundation, only the “tip of
the iceberg” of what is actually our brain. All processes of thinking, our memory,
consciousness, everything that man attributes to the concept of reason, all this takes place
at other material levels (which are not physically dense) of our brain.

And | had an idea: what if to try to change the brain on these, other, not physically
dense levels. In this case, there is no need to worry about the limitations of the skull.
And | began to grow my brain on other levels. At other levels, there were no restrictions,
and so | "turned" on the whole "lvanovo™, more precisely, the entire universe in both the
literal and figurative sense of the word. First, | enlarged my brain to the size of the planet,
then the solar system, then to the size of our galaxy. And, oddly enough, | got it all. But
with all this, the problem of the cumbersomeness of all these constructions arose. And
at one point | had an idea: why not roll everything in a small volume? After all, in a
small volume of the crystal of force, huge spaces are folded, so this is possible! No
sooner said than done. | turned all my brain superstructures into one neuron, as a
structural unit of the brain, and when it happened, I did the same with all the other
neurons in my brain.

As a result of all this, | succeeded in creating qualitatively another brain that was
very useful for my new actions connected with future events.

* * %

One of the interesting events that happened next was related to the actions of a
creature called Yeori. He was a humanoid creature with one eye in the center of his
forehead. This Cyclops secretly observed my actions on brain transformation and
“adopted” my methods without my permission to use them. Using the terrestrial
language, he simply stole. One could ask: who needs the childish games of a human
from an underdeveloped planet? I did not think that what | did could be of interest to
anyone else but me, and those people whose brain | had transformed.

The first | knew about the importance of brain transformation was from Terri, when
he lost his protection and became visible as a result of my next modification. Then he
told me that, if | was able to comprehend what | had done, it would be a discovery for
the whole of Space. Probably, he meant those cases, when someone by chance got a
result without the slightest idea of how it happened.

In my opinion, | knew, what | did and how, but it is fully possible that | did not
understand that my transformations of brain could be of interest to anyone from another
planet. Moreover, | did not think and therefore did not assume that these transformations
of brain could be considered a very important discovery for many other civilizations of
Big Space. The like of this never occurred to me. How should | know that what | had
created could be interesting and important for other civilizations? Such thought was
simply preposterous from my point of view. But, not everything that seems to be absurd,
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actually is! It turned out that the idea of brain transformation and its reality appeared to
be that “gold-vein” which was important not only for our planet.

Thus, my brain transformation gained a strategic importance for many civilizations,
whether | wanted it to or not. So, the appearance of Yeori during my work was a
consequence of this in-creased interest. “Industrial” espionage, it appears, exists not only
on our planet. Only “there” it is carried out on another qualitative level. One way or
another, Yeori operated in accordance with the principle of “industrial” espionage, and
this was impermissible for several reasons.

First, | had not only embody the brain transformation in practice but also carried
personal responsibility as the creator of the system of transformation. | was responsible
for whose hands this system would get into, and to what ends it could be used. Second,
stealing in any form is a negative action, which could not be undertaken by Light Forces.
And this meant that the actions of Yeori and his civilization related to Dark Forces. And
it was impermissible for anything | created to serve Dark Forces.

Therefore, when | first discovered a space spy, | simply blocked it. But he appeared
again and again, continuing his begun work. Every time | thought out new and new
locks, and each time Yoyory appeared again. At a certain point, my patience "burst" like
a soap bubble, and | decided to act more resolutely and crucially. | completely untwisted
Gioria, which means not only the annihilation of the physical body, but also the reverse
evolutionary spin of the essence to zero. | did this work for the first time, but what was
my surprise when the next time Yegory appeared again. It turned out that he had recovery
modules, and thanks to them, they were able to restore it. When | realized what and how,
and why it happened, | again started the process, taking into account the above and again,
it seems, | did it.

But, during the next work on the restructuring of the brain, the Cyclope creature
was again discovered. Only, this time, it was a female being, which, after the promotion
of Yooria, took its place. And then | realized that it's not in Gyoria, but in its very
civilization, and therefore, parasitic actions will never stop. But to leave all this, as it is,
was unacceptable. And then, | came up with the idea that the way out of what seemed to
be a desperate situation could be the evolutionary promotion of the entire civilization,
simultaneously with all incarnated and non-embodied essences of this civilization to the
point of their deviation from the evolutionary path of development of the Light Forces,
and blocking the possibility development towards the Dark Forces. This could give them
a second chance. This approach seemed to me right and fair, allowing to preserve the
unigueness of this civilization.

To do this, we had to create a giant evolutionary loop for the whole of civilization.
I did not know if it was possible, whether someone had done this before and how. But |
was convinced that | should act and that | should act this way. So | started to work.
Getting to work, I did not even guess what level of load | have to endure, and how | will
react to this load. | realized this, or rather, | felt when | started the work and it was
Impossible to change anything. When the flow of energy through my body went, through
my hands, the load was so strong that my nerves could not stand. There was a feeling,
as if a molten metal began to spread out inside my hand. As | wrote before, it seemed to
me that | could control my pain. Most likely, this helped me in this case. There was a
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feeling that all the nerves of my right hand, which | always had as a worker, were literally
charred. | had to bring it to the end, and, despite the "burning" nerves, | succeeded.

After | completed this work | had to think about the fact that my systems did not
always endure the load of some actions. First thing | should do was to recover my
“burned” nerves. A simple renewal would return me to that which I had at the beginning
of this work and the problem of the level of load would remain. Therefore, | decided to
change my nervous system qualitatively and | succeeded in doing it. Since then, |
periodically transform both my brain structures and the whole nervous system of my
body, trying to achieve harmony and balance between them; | do not want to experience
the feeling of molten metal running in my nerves anymore...

9. A thorny path to the stars

One day | had an idea to find the galactic center of our galaxy. | managed to do it
quite easily, but it was surrounded by a power protection which prevented anyone, who
wished to visit it for no particular reason, from getting closer. This approach is totally
comprehensible—the hierarchical center is intended to solve tasks at the level of galactic
civilizations and unions of civilizations. It is neither possible nor necessary for them to
spend their time solving problems on another level, which is others’ responsibility.

If they were obliged to give answers to questions like, how much is two times two,
they would have no time for anything else. There is no discrimination here; everyone
must perform his task at the level of his own abilities and understanding. It does not
mean that they are unable to answer, how much is two times two; simply, if they had to
answer this question from billions of inquirers, more important problems, which only
they are able to solve, would remain unsolved.

Therefore those, who are able to answer simple questions, answer these questions;
and those, who are able to solve problems at the galactic level, are engaged in these
tasks. Exactly this is the essence of the hierarchical system of Light Forces and for this
reason there was a power dome placed above the galactic center.

Appearing in the galactic center, | came across exactly with such a power protective
dome. When | realized this, then, using force, destroyed this dome and penetrated it. But
the beings that were inside this dome, at my approach, just disappeared without telling
me anything.

And | realized that | had done something wrong and began belatedly to ponder about
what for and from whom this galactic center was separated power dome. | scanned the
power dome and realized that it only lets penetrate inward creatures that have reached
a certain evolutionary level.

Realizing my mistake, I, applying a loop of time, returned to the moment of my
appearance before the power dome. Therefore, first of all, | determined what | do have
to meet this evolutionary level. Scanning showed my lack of some qualities.

And it prompted me on the idea of directly on the spot to turn out the missing quality for
me. What I did with success. After that, | approached the power dome and put the palm
of his right hand to the surface of the power barrier. Immediately a holographic sign
unfolded on my hand, and I ... calmly penetrated the wall or, as our ancestors said in
similar situations, went past beyond the edge. This time no one left me, | was able to
find out the questions that interested me and went further on my business. As |
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understood a little later, the sign unfolding in the palm of my right hand was my sign
reflecting my level of development at that time. Usually, at any contact, the contacters
always unfold their signs in order to show others what evolutionary level they have and
what hierarchical position they hold. These are original credentials ...

It is possible to describe contacts, visits to different planets and civilizations
endlessly, but, most likely, for most people everything described above will look like a
flight of unrestrained fancy or madness. To prove all abovementioned would be difficult,
If not impossible, and | understand it perfectly, because | am neither a dreamer nor
insane. Therefore, I will go on to those facts which serve as a confirmation of the reality
of the events that happened earlier, for me—I would not like to find myself, even
involuntarily, the captive of my own illusions, regardless of how wonderful they might
be. | can say that | was lucky in this respect.

At the end of September | went on a business trip to Kiev. The reason for my trip
was my ability to heal people. A ministry in Moscow knew about my abilities; they told
the head of one of the largest industrial associations in Kiev about it. His daughter was
seriously sick, and he hoped that | would be able to help her somehow. She had
disseminated sclerosis of the worst form. My September arrival was the second visit.
This time they asked me to stay at their place to save the trip from the hotel each day,
and, apparently, they did not want to attract excessive attention to my arrival. The whole
family was already imbued with trust in me from my first visit: it turned out that | had
transformed their son’s brain, whereupon they began to trust me even more and did not
con-sider me crazy.

| would like to do justice to the head of the family—he appeared to be a very
progressive per-son with a non-trivial way of thinking. Therefore, he did not consider
that what was happening in his house was a “quiet” madness and, probably, due to this
reason he shared with me some information he had. Before he became the general
director of a scientific-industrial union, this man was a member of the Central
Committee of the Communist Party of Ukraine and therefore he still had his connections
and his summer residence®.

That weekend he went there and “exchanged” a few words with his former party
colleagues. They told him the following. All communist bosses of Ukraine and their
families were ordered to take their vacation simultaneously and go to the Far East. Why
did they suddenly all experience such a “great” interest in the Far East? It was explained
very simply. It appeared that the situation at the fourth reactor of the Chernobyl nuclear
power plant was extremely dangerous.

There had been a very fast uncontrolled build up of the plutonium in the
sarcophagus of the fourth reactor: a critical level of plutonium, after which a
thermonuclear explosion of enormous power would inevitably follow, was expected on
October the 9th or 10th. To evacuate Kiev and the inhabitants of the Kievan region was
simply impossible in such a short time; and the “servants of the people” decided that it
would be more “correct” to go on vacation together with their families to avoid spreading
useless panic. Evidently, these “servants of the people” studied at school very badly or
they had a “special” level of intellect, because their Far East vacation would not allow

8 All members of the Central Committee were granted by number of privileges among which was so-called “da-cha”, a
well-equipped country-house.
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them to relax from the “tension” of their hard labor, for the good of the people, for one
simple reason.

Each of the four atomic reactors had four hundred tons of enriched, enriched
uranium and plutonium. The cooling system had about eight thousand tons of heavy
water. Therefore, if the plutonium had begun a chain reaction in the sarcophagus of the
fourth reactor, an atomic explosion would have then resulted in a thermonuclear reaction
in the heavy water and that thermonuclear explosion would have caused similar
explosions in all three remaining reactors... | think the picture is clear. The way this was
developing, no “vacation” to the Far East would have helped anyone be-cause—our
planet would have barely existed after such an explosion...

Certainly, this man risked a great deal revealing to me such secret information.
However, if what should have happened had happened, it would not have mattered at
all. And that being the case, he nursed a small hope that my “connections” “there” were
real and | would be able to rescue the situation somehow. One way or another, | was
made aware of the situation with the sarcophagus of the fourth reactor, and | immediately
acted upon it the best way | could, as it seemed to me then. | contacted the hierarchical
centre of the enormous union of civilizations, which united the civilizations of three
hundred Universes similar to ours. | appealed to them with a request to help in this
situation and they agreed. They said that they would send a spaceship with special
equipment for dealing with similar problems.

In the early morning, about five o‘clock, on October 10th 1987 this spaceship
appeared above Chernobyl. A cone-shaped ray of light came down from it and the
plutonium simply “disappeared” from the sarcophagus! When I asked the commander
of the spaceship, why they had not destroyed the enriched uranium too; his answer was:
“We helped you (inhabitants of Earth-E.L.) with what you were currently unable to
manage, and further than that you must deal with by yourselves.”

Their answer and actions seemed to me fair enough. One way or another, there was
no super-explosion that day, the following day or any other day. Certainly, all this looked
simply impossible for anyone to believe. Well, it does not matter whether anyone
believes it or not. The only thing that really matters is that there was no explosion and
planet Earth remained unharmed. When | came back to the institute, | talked about what
had happened to several people who knew about my re-searches. Certainly, even they
took my words with some scepticism. | do not blame them; even for me those events
seemed unbelievable. There was no explosion; mass media reported nothing about a
critical situation with the sarcophagus.

The confirmation of the reality of these events came from one of the employees of
our department who | had told about the incident. One day she came to work in a state
of shock. She took me aside and told that she had watched «Vzgliad»'°—they had shown
testimonies of numerous witnesses who had seen a spaceship with a cone-shaped ray of
light in the sky above Chernobyl at about five o’clock in the morning of the exact day I
had said. Among eyewitnesses there were engineers, students and workers, and other
inhabitants who, in the early morning of that day, were out of their homes and observed
the UFO in the sky. I did not see this program personally, but now it did not matter. The
most important thing was that facts about which | had told people long before this

19 “The Look™, a very popular broadcast in the former USSR in the end of 80’s — beginning of 90’s.
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broadcast were fully confirmed. | was very glad that people who knew absolutely
nothing about what exactly it was that they had seen in Chernobyl’s sky confirmed my
words.

Several years later | got another confirmation from a place | would never have
thought of. In January 1991 | was in Kharkov and one evening, in the apartment where
| stayed then, I told that story to a group of people. There was a military man who, after
everyone left, came to me and said that he would never have believed it, if he were not
on duty that day. Everything I said he had known about from military reports which went
through him to Moscow. He told me that there was no way that I could have received
this information except as | had said, because only a few people knew about it and |
obviously was not among them. The leaking of similar information was impossible then
and his story is a sure confirmation of the truth of my words.

But the most important thing that he confirmed was about the critical situation with
plutonium in the fourth reactor’s sarcophagus; he also shared the information that, in
trying to rescue the situation, the rescuers had carved a tunnel to the sarcophagus to
pump in a special concrete to prevent the concentration of plutonium rising to a critical
level, which causes an explosion; and that indeed after the spaceship appeared, a cone-
shaped ray of light struck and the plutonium disappeared! | would never have imagined
getting that kind of confirmation of the reality of those events. However, some quite
unpleasant, for me, events followed this.

As was clear from his words, this man was most likely an officer of the GRU%.
Therefore, his duty was to report to his seniors about me; even if he had not done it,
another person among those who were present would have done it instead. But he wrote
his report, and after several days | received an offer from a woman who at that time
occupied quite a high position in the communist hierarchy of the country—she worked
in the party control of the CC of CPSU? and received orders directly from Moscow.
When we came out from the building of the insurance company where | insured my
Mercedes, which I brought back from my journey to Germany at the end of 1990, she
said to me: “Kolia??, why not put on your shoulder-straps again, you would get six
hundred roubles, wear “civilian” clothes, could do everything you wish, if you want, the
television will be yours, you could take any trip abroad, etc. And for this you will do
almost nothing—sometimes you will do what we ask you...”

In the summer of 1986 | got my discharge from the Soviet Army as a senior
lieutenant and knew that the salary of six hundred roubles corresponded then to the salary
of a colonel-general. Although | was offered the rank of colonel-general from having
been a senior lieutenant, | was not enraptured. | answered that | was always ready to do
anything, which did not contradict my principles of good and evil, but | did not consider
it right for me to be obliged to execute any order. | understood perfectly what
consequences may follow my answer, but | never expected that it would be acted upon
the next day.

The next day | planned to go from Kharkov to Moscow by car. | wanted to depart
earlier, but was tired and decided to rest a little before my journey. Eventually | set off
from Kharkov in the evening. The road was slushy; the cars in front of mine covered the
wind-screen of my Mercedes with mud. Pretty soon the water for cleaning it ran out, but,

*% Russian abbreviation — the State Intelligence Bureau.
21 Communist Party of the Soviet Union.
22 Diminutive from Nicolai.
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even having the water, windshield wipers only spread dirt on the wind-screen. So, my
eyes got tired very quickly and | decided to find the nearest parking place and sleep for
several hours and continue at night, when there would not be so many cars on the road.
Indeed, at midnight there were almost no cars on the route between Kharkov and
Moscow.

Several hours of sleep refreshed me, and then I carried on driving. Between
Belgorod and Kursk the road had sections of high embankment with very steep and deep
slopes. Driving at ninety kilometers per hour, | tried to overtake a truck, which spattered
my car with dirt, | heard a loud bang exactly then, when | was travelling the area with
steep slopes, and my car rushed toward the slope.

| managed to change the direction of motion, but, nevertheless, | hit an iron post
with my front left bumper, whereupon, | could not control my car. It began to move
diagonally, swinging from one marker strip on the road to the next. Moving in this
strange way away from the precipice on one side of the road, my car began to “ride”
with its rear end over the precipice on the opposite side of the road. Unexpectedly, my
Mercedes stopped with a strong jerk lifting its “nose” to the stars, thus, probably,
“deciding” to send a light signal to space.

If it had happened in the daytime, | would probably not be writing these lines now.
It was only due to the fact that there were no cars on the road, that there was no collision.
When stopping, my car hit a wayside post with its right front door. The impact was so
strong that the chassis bent at the point of the blow. A steel rope stretched from one post
to another forming a loop and this loop “caught” the trailer hook of my car. The jerk was
so strong that the bottom of the boot bent considerably. On examining my car later, the
traffic patrol declared that it was impossible, it could never happen! But, nevertheless, it
happened.

A huge “Ural” dump truck with a winch happened to be among the few vehicles
that were on the highway then. It dragged my car back onto the road. Other drivers
helped me a lot, for which I am extremely grateful to them. When my car finally
appeared on the road, I could see the reason for the accident. There was an enormous
hole in the left front wheel which had a new Swedish winter tyre. | changed the wheel
and continued my way to Moscow. The rest of the journey went without incident and in
the morning | reached Moscow. When later | showed my car to the specialists, they all
assured me that if there was a defect in a tyre it could burst, but in that case this type of
lacerated hole never appeared. All this suggested to me the idea of intentional actions.

The scanning of the situation gave the following “picture”. After my refusal to co-
operate, a small charge of explosive was introduced into the tyre of my car, on the left
front wheel. This little capsule had a radio-controlled detonating fuse snapped into action
by the signal of a special beacon which was put in the right place on the side of the road.
In my case it was placed above the sheer slope between Belgorod and Kursk.

Evidently, they overdid it with the charge a little: it appeared to be too powerful
even for a winter Swedish tyre, because it tore out a very big piece. Evidently, they
wanted to have a “total write-off” result. This was the first “swallow” of gratitude for
my actions, in this case, for my help in the prevention of a thermonuclear explosion in
Chernobyl. Although my role in the rescue of Midgard-earth was very modest: | only
contacted the necessary hierarchy and asked them to help, but, nevertheless...
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* * *

All described above will happen in the future, for the moment I was “digesting”
with great pleasure the confirmation of the reality of the events in which | took part. It
is difficult to under-stand, it should be experienced. When you take part in events which
from the point of view of most people are unbelievable and impossible, and even those
few, who are more or less open to new things, look at you with doubts, at the very best,
and suddenly you receive complete confirmation of the reality of everything you said
from a quite unexpected quarter, — such moments inspire and add force and faith in
yourself!

It turned out that the autumn of 1987 was filled with many events which one after
another confirmed the reality of what | did and what happened to me. At the end of
October | went to spend a weekend in Moscow together with Yuri and a woman from
his group, who was one of the first persons whose brain | had transformed. After her
transformation she could receive telepathic information very well and perfectly “see”.
We took the Kharkov-Moscow train on Friday evening, and on Saturday morning we
were already at the Kurski station in Moscow.

This time we planned to meet some very interesting people. The meeting point with
one of them was several hundred meters from the station. The name of the person was
Vladimir Dmitrievich Kuskov. We met and went to the flat of Olga Sergeevna T. who
lived nearby. She was a retired engineer and a clairvoyant by nature. This woman
experienced a lot of unusual events which | had to fix. | will tell about it later, and now
I will go back to the day of our acquaintance.

Vladimir Dmitrievich introduced us to Olga and her husband. By tradition of those
times we came with a cake, which we purchased in nearest baker's shop, the hostess put
out a pot of tea. Everyone took their seats at the table and... something absolutely
unexpected happened. Vladimir Dmitrievich got an odd-looking metallic fragment from
his large brief-case and laid it on the table. We stared with surprise at this peculiar object.
Then Vladimir Dmitrievich told a very strange story. He was a scientific worker at the
Institute of Space Research. Some time before the described events, an unidentified
object was wrecked on the Kolski peninsula. One of the inhabitants, knowing nothing
about it, found some pieces of strange metal that resembled the alloy of copper and
silver.

The pieces of this “metal” had a coarse-grained structure and were very heavy.
They all had marks of artificial origin of unknown purpose, but natives were evidently
accustomed to unusual objects they found in the tundra. Therefore, the man put the newly
found pieces in his cross -country vehicle with an idea that they might be of use at home.
Thus, several pretty large pieces of “strange metal” wreckage appeared in the workshop
of one of the inhabitants. After that this man quickly began to feel very poorly and
decided to give these pieces to another person. The same thing happened with another
owner of these pieces. After that several persons, owners of these strange bits of
wreckage, got sick in an unusual way, someone had an idea to send these findings to the
Academy of Sciences of the USSR. From there they were sent to the Institute of Space
Research, where Vladimir Dmitrievich Kuskov worked.

When these pieces made an appearance at his department, he learned the story of
their discovery and spent his next vacation in those places and found another pretty large
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fragment. This exact piece of very strange “alloy” now lay on the table before our eyes.
Vladimir Dmitrievich asked us to help him to understand what it was. Everyone began
to discuss it and express their opinion. | began to scan as usual and suddenly... | heard
someone speak to me. | turned my head trying to identify who was talking to me. Indeed,
everyone talked, but the pronunciation was quite different from those things | heard. The
words | heard were expressed very clearly and pretty loudly. | needed some time to
realize that it was the piece of spaceship which held a conversation with me.

| did not expect it at all; | could not even imagine anything like this. But it happened
in reality. Certainly, it was my brain which transformed telepathic signals sent by the
fragment into a verbal form usual for me. It was simply unbelievable, but it happened—
the fragment of the wrecked spaceship conversed with me.

As it turned out later ships of this type were quasi-living artificial organism-ships
which possessed a pretty high intellect. They were made of the material which had as a
basis enormous organic molecules, like DNA and RNA, with metal compounds
introduced at their free electronic connections. Their organization was exactly the same
as the spaceships of Oiya’s civilization. Every fragment of a spaceship preserved its
artificial intellect and possessed a certain potential proportional to its size.

So, here is what this fragment “told” me. It said that I had the right to access the
information and began to give me the information about the organization of the
spaceship, principles of control, and co-ordinates of the star system where this ship had
arrived from. | got a complete picture of principles of action of the spaceship. For
example, if a living creature approaches it, the ship does a control distance scanning to
find the level of evolutional development of the creature. If the living creature meets the
requirements, the ship enters into telepathic contact with this creature and reveals
information, to the level of evolutional “admittance”.

If the living creature mismatches with the evolutional parameters found in the
memory of the ship, the latter sends the telepathic signal of warning about its possible
actions, if the living creature continues to approach the spaceship. It is like the shout of
a sentry: “Stop, who goes there” or “Stop, or I will shoot” If the creature does not
perceive the telepathic information or ignores a warning, the spaceship blocks its moving
abilities or its technical equipment—engines die, all electronics devices fail. If even after
this the living creature continues to approach the spaceship, the latter de-livers a strong
power blow to destroy the creature. The fragment of a spaceship does the same, only its
power is considerably less compared to the whole ship—the smaller the splinter, the
weaker the influence.

The reason for such pretty strict programming of the artificial intellect of a
spaceship is very simple—the ship is controlled telepathically and the situation, when a
living creature without proper qualities and concepts penetrates into the spaceship, may
result in an annihilating explosion of extraordinary power, which inevitably causes the
death of a planet. Thus, all actions of the spaceship are dictated by the rules of safety.
Curious that no one except me heard anything and even was aware of what was
happening.

* * %

On my next arrival in Moscow | was introduced to Professor F.R. Khantseverov
who then also worked in the Institute of Space Research. | was invited to his flat. During
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our meeting he was interested in my method of brain transformation and asked, whether
| could do something with him. I tested him and he happened to have a pretty good
sensitiveness. | made the simplest transformation of his brain and he saw his heart.

Being a scientist, accustomed to doubt in the like of this, he said that he had a very
good imagination and visual memory and therefore he saw his heart. | reminded him that
there was a dead man’s heart in the anatomic atlas and the image was plain, but he
observed a volumetric and colorful picture of the living heart and this fact had nothing
to do with either imagination or visual memory. Besides, he did not even notice that he
had begun to describe his carotids and his brain, which | opened for his perception
without saying a word.

After my arguments he had to agree that he saw his own heart and brain. After that
we talked at length about different phenomena. But the most essential thing for me was
his report about their research on wreckage fragments of the spaceship. He said that they
had taken photographs of one and the same cut of the fragment with the help of the
electron microscope. They all clearly showed the spiroid form of giant organic molecules
of DNA and RNA type with the metallic inclusions. Professor Khantseverov did not
specify, what kind of metallic inclusions, but it was a question of minor importance. The
most important was that the research of the spaceship wreckages confirmed the
qualitative structure of the material of the ship and that it fully corresponded to
descriptions given by Oyia and by the fragment of the spaceship during those telepathic
contacts.

Here we have, on the one hand, most “scientists” calling into question even the
possibility of the existence of telepathic information and declaring it an absurdity, and
on the other hand, real events which happened on our planet—telepathic contact when |
asked for help during the crisis in Chernobyl in the autumn of 1987, the reality of which
was confirmed by secret services, and by the very fact that Midgard-earth still exists as
a planet instead of being turned into asteroid-wreckage, as happened with a planet which
was between Mars and Jupiter.

It seems to me that it is a very real and material confirmation of the reality of
telepathy, irrespective of whether “scientists” acknowledge it or not, understand its
principles or not. Unfortunately, modern scientists understand very little of the
information they have at their disposal. As for understanding the nature of telepathy in
particular, the problem is that scientists, who study it, understand its nature even less
than those scientists who do not study it. Although a lot of insights connected with the
understanding of the nature of telepathy literally lie on the surface, the attempts to
explain the nature of this phenomenon by scientists are no good at all.

Analyzing this, | came to the conclusion that this state of affairs was not accidental.
It is very advantageous to some that people remain in complete ignorance about the
nature of telepathy and many other natural phenomena; it is very undesirable for them
that people understand correctly. For this reason, the mass media constantly drums into
people’s heads the idea of the absurdity of these concepts; using for this purpose
numerous scientific “experts” who, with a superior air, reason how nonsensical these
concepts are and earnestly request us to trust their words because they have a certain
academic status or one or another scientific degree.
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They try to impress people with their scientific “shoulder-straps” which, allegedly,
gives them the right to make unfounded statements. But the funniest thing is that these
“experts” cannot explain even the simplest concepts of those scientific disciplines in
which they obtained their scientific degrees. All modern science is built on false
foundations, which were intentionally created, and now we are all witness to the
consequences of its false concepts in the form of imminent ecological catastrophe, which
Is inevitable because of the embodiment into practice of the concepts of orthodox science
(see my article “The theory of the Universe and the objective reality™).

Another way to discredit true knowledge about natural phenomena is to create false
concepts and to make people believe in them with the help of mass media, when an
avalanche of false information falls on the heads of unsuspecting people from TV
screens, pages of journals and newspapers, and the shelves of bookstores. This
information comes from people yet more ignorant than modern scientists or from people
with obvious psychical problems, or from those who suffer megalomania without any
reason for it. The “revelations” of the likes of these people are promoted by the mass
media as “a breath of fresh air”, “dawn of a new era”, or “divine” truth. And everything
that can indeed open people’s eyes is suppressed; people who bear this knowledge are
pursued and often are eliminated physically, and these are not mere words...

* * *

Plants, animals, and people exchange information telepathically, the latter do not
always even recognise it. | do not exclude myself from this category of people. The only
difference in my case is that | did not close my eyes to what most people choose to
ignore. They simply do not need another “headache”; they do not want to play the role
of “everyone’s laughing-stock”. I was not afraid of all this, it was very interesting to me
just to understand, first of all for myself, and not for the sake of scientific degrees or to
be generally recognised.

After my performances or conversations very often people told me that I answered
their questions before they asked them aloud. Sometimes is it is difficult for me to
separate what a person has already said and what he or she has not, and it does not matter
in what language a person thinks and speaks. It is practically all the same to me whether
a person thinks or speaks aloud. If an idea was born in the head of a person, this means
that it is as real for me as if the words had been spoken.

Certainly, | have to be attuned to the person, converse with him or her. When 1 talk
to a group of people, | perceive the thoughts of the person who created them stronger
and brighter than others. It is of interest that when I catch a person’s thoughts, I do not
hear them as phrases and do not see them as images, I “simply” begin to answer the
person’s mental question at once.

Only once was the telepathic contact accompanied with full sound illusion—when
I “talked” to the fragment of the spaceship. The illusion in that sense was that I heard
words pronounced by a fragment of the ship as if it were ordinary conversation between
two people. No one else heard my conversation with the fragment because | exchanged
the information telepathically, although, in the beginning I did not pay attention to this
and was sure that everyone heard this conversation.
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It appeared that no one heard it. No one even knew that | had had this conversation,
and | understood it only when the telepathic exchange terminated and | began to hear the
voices of other people in the usual way. During my very unusual information exchange
with the quasi-living fragment of the spaceship all the rest exchanged their opinions
about the nature of this splinter. It was also unusual that the telepathic conversation with
the fragment of the spaceship seemed to me very long, but in reality lasted several
seconds. The speed of the telepathic exchange of information, even at the level of verbal
exchange, exceeds the speed of sound transmission considerably. It is quite clear why.

The vibrations of vocal cords, when transmitting sound information, are very
limited in frequency and amplitude, because of the very limited possibilities of muscles
for reduction and renewal, and also because of the limited volume of air that muscles
push out of lungs to create the necessary sounds. Man is accustomed to the sound
exchange of information and will not assume the possibility of the existence of another
way of human communication. This concept man applies, for some reason, not only to
himself but also to the whole world of living nature.

The approach of scientists is so primitive, that it reminds me an anecdote from
“Planet of the Apes”: “A terrestrial spaceship was wrecked on the planet of the Apes;
the crew was taken prisoner. They all were put in cages and began to be studied. Apes
showed them a banana and pointed to a button, thus, making them understand—push the
button, will get a banana!

The terrestrials protested with indignation as they considered themselves to be
reasonable creatures and this treatment humiliating to their human dignity. No one
hurried them, one day fol-lowed another and the apes continued to show the terrestrials
the button and the banana. When a very hungry human finally pushed the button and got
the banana, an ape-researcher wrote down in his diary: “After long training, the first
simple conditioned reflex was formed.”

This anecdote always made me laugh through tears. It is exactly the way our
terrestrial scientists study life on our planet. And | would like to give an interesting

example of such narrow-mindedness.
* * %

In the summer of 1987 Yuri and several persons from his group, to whom | had
given brain transformations, went to the Batumski dolphinarium. There they succeeded
in getting to the dolphins after the public performance. Modern science considers that
dolphins communicate among themselves with the help of ultrasound. It is a totally
wrong concept. With the help of ultrasound, dolphins ... orientate themselves in the
water, because they have very bad and limited sight. They communicate among
themselves ... telepathically. Therefore one can clearly understand what kind of results
can be obtained studying the dolphins’ rationality by analyzing the sounds they send!

There was a woman in Yuri’s group, Natalia A., who was in the water with the
dolphins and it occurred to her to mentally ask dolphins for help. Immediately a dolphin
swam up to her, more precisely a female called Lada, as we knew it later. She was the
leader of this small pod of dolphins. When Natalia continued to send telepathic reports
Lada gladly entered into a telepathic contact telling her that they had very difficult life,
because their “trainers” did not understand that they communicated telepathically and
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required them to perform those ridiculous tricks, and they were forced to execute them,
otherwise they would die of hunger.

It is just like the “Ape” anecdote and it is a shame that creatures who call themselves
Homo sapiens act as unreasonable children. On what basis do “scientists” consider that
the behaviour and life of all living creatures on the planet must be subject to far-fetched
concepts, which never had any foundation? However, that is another subject, and now |
will return to telepathic contacts with dolphins.

Lada telepathically communicated the information about the dolphins’ life in
captivity and why they live a considerably shorter time than they do when free. The
reduction of their life span is caused by the loss of unity with the ocean rather than by a
longing for freedom. The worlds’ oceans have accumulated an enormous potential of
life-force for billions of years, and being free, dolphins are in permanent contact with
this ocean bio-field which helps them to normalise optimally their vital functions.
Besides, at liberty a pod of dolphins creates a common psi-field which also helps them
in the optimisation of their vital processes. It is also of interest that dolphins drive away
and sometimes Kill attacking sharks by striking a powerful psi-blow. They also use their
psi-potential as weapon of defense.

Lada gave a lot of details about their everyday life and when Natalia began to
specify these details with the “trainer” he was shocked and surprised. He asked her how
did she know that two days ago he had hit Lada on her muzzle (I almost wrote “face”),
or that four days ago he gave them rotten fish while taking fresh fish home. The poor
“trainer” could not even imagine that “dull” animals can socialize telepathically with
man and give all these details. I will leave the poor “trainer” alone with his doubts and
go back to dolphins...

| was very sorry that | did not to go to the dolphinarium, but it is true that no one
invited me. After visiting the dolphinarium, Yuri and Natalia arrived in Kiev, where he
asked me to introduce
him to the person of high rank with whom | had recently become acquainted. It was on
my first arrival in Kiev, when | came to heal his daughter who had disseminated
sclerosis. I introduced them to each other, and this was when Natalia told me about their
contact with Lada. | suggested making telepathic contact with her distantly and also
“met” Lada. All this can seem very strange and for most people simply impossible. But
very soon, after several months, there was a situation which confirmed the reality of the
telepathic contact with a dolphin.

In the autumn of 1987, Lada unexpectedly established telepathic contact and said
that she had come to say goodbye. A small quantity of mercury had got into the water
and she accidentally swallowed one drop. This metal is mortally dangerous not only for
man but for all living things. Even a small concentration of mercury in the organism of
both man and dolphin inevitably leads to a lethal outcome. It was the reason why Lada
established the contact with us.

| did not have the data of Batumski dolphinarium, but Natalia had; she called the
“trainer” and he confirmed the information I had obtained telepathically from Lada. I
decided to help her, and the only way to help was a complete disintegration of the
mercury which had got into her body. I tried to fulfill it and... succeeded. Later the
workers at the dolphinarium confirmed this fact...

Back to contents

97



Nicolai Levashov. The Mirror of My Soul. Vol. 1. Born in the USSR

During our telepathic contacts we learned that dolphins had established telepathic
connections with other space civilizations long ago. The only civilization with which
they failed to make contact was our humanoid one on Midgard-earth! Is it not ironic that
these reasonable creatures failed to establish a connection with other reasonable
creatures of the same planet only because the latter (i.e. people) were so ambitious and
peremptory in their concepts about how nature “must” develop that they converted
themselves into foolish blind men alleging that they know the Great Project of Nature
better than everyone else (even nature itself).

In the past dolphins attempted to set up a telepathic connection with people. It
resulted in the origin of a Delphic cult on Crete and in other places in the Mediterranean,
but only telepathically gifted people, mostly women, could establish this telepathic
connection between two intelligent races of Midgard-earth which travel quite different
evolutional paths. That is why the symbol of this cult was a young woman dancing with
a dolphin in the water...

* * %

The story of Lada, the dolphin, had an interesting sequel. When in the autumn of
1987 | met with Olga Sergeevna T. and she knew about the contacts with Lada, she asked
me to connect her telepathically with the dolphin. Lada was very glad to have a new
telepathic contact. Olga Sergeevna recorded her telepathic conversations with Lada. At
the end of December, 1987 she gave me her notes to read. She recorded everything very
honestly, changing and embellishing nothing. The most curious was her questions. Most
of them concerned her family, what would happen with her sons, with her and her
husband.

Lada answered all her questions, but I was surprised at Lada’s reaction to similar
questions. Lada told Olga Sergeevna that she was still a child—instead of using the
telepathic contact for mutual cognition of outer worlds, sharing knowledge between
people and dolphins, she spent the con-tact time on her personal interests. Dolphin Lada
appeared to be more mature spiritually than the woman with whom she conversed. It
does not mean that Olga Sergeevna is bad or limited person. As Lada noted, she simply
is still a “little girl” spiritually.

Spiritual and moral development is not connected with man’s age or education, but
Is a reflection of his level of development which is determined by his acts and
understanding. It is quite natural that different people can be at different levels of this
development, irrespective of their age and education. In this case, the spiritual level of
the dolphin Lada appeared to be higher than the spiritual level of the human.

Our opinion about ourselves does not always reflect the real state of affairs and if
man continues in this state of blindness, he will be the first to suffer from it and then—
the rest of the living world. And while man is blind in his ignorance, dolphins, the second
intelligent race on Midgard-earth, are being killed for their meat or simply for the fun of
it. We do have some important things to reflect, don’t we? ...

10. The first encounter with parasites

It turned out that my meeting with Olga Sergeevna T. made me understand a great
deal of what was happening in nature and society. It may sound quite strange, but it was
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just so. Certainly, it was not connected with Olga Sergeevna herself, but with the events
in which she had unwittingly taken part: the consequences of which she asked me to fix
later. Undoubtedly, these events were quite interesting, but the phenomena related to
these events were totally unexpected. However, | will not foretell the events but expound
them one after another.

When | first met Olga Sergeevna T., she asked me to help with her health problems
which appeared to be very serious. She had cancer that caused severe problems in her
abdominal cavity. To tell the truth, everything, especially in the area of the solar plexus
was almost destroyed. It is of interest, how she came to “earn” all this.

Shortly before | met her, a very curious thing happened to Olga Sergeevna. One of
her acquaintances invited her to a performance of Arcady Raikin?3, during which she
sent him her energy. After the performance her acquaintance took her backstage and
introduced her to the Raikin! Olga Sergeevna asked him whether he had felt the energy
she had sent him, because it seemed to her that he was tired and exhausted.

“It was you?”—he asked with surprise and asked her to help him this way
constantly.

Olga Sergeevna was beside herself with happiness then. But, it turned out that this
“momentous” event almost cost her life. She became Raikin’s shadow. When he was
on-stage, she stood behind the scenes and pumped him full of her life-force. At the
beginning, the fact of being constantly next to such a “great” man flattered her very
much. In gratitude for her life-force, which Olga Sergeevna gave so generously, Arcady
Raikin presented her with a bouquet of flowers which one of his admirers had presented
to him when he got out of his car upon arriving at the theatre for his next appearance. It
was the only gesture of his gratitude for her life-force which supported him during
concerts. Most likely, he considered that he showed enough gratitude simply permitting
her to be so close to him!

This situation continued for some time, and then the “great” artist Arcady Isakovich
wanted more. He was going to perform in the USA; he asked Olga Sergeevna to become
his mistress and go on tour with him. With all due respect for his talent she firmly refused
his offer. He did not expect this answer, but he aimed not to lose so valuable a donor of
life-force. He then asked if she would go with him in her former “capacity” (as a donor—
E.L.). Olga Sergeevna answered that this would be possible only if her husband went
with her. But this condition did not suit the senescent maestro.

He tried to convince her that the presence of her husband in the USA would be
unnecessary, despite the fact that he spoke several languages fluently. In short, Olga
Sergeevna said a firm “no” to all the maestro’s suggestions. But the “great” humorist
evidently was not accustomed to refusals of any kind, certainly not from women. Over
quite a long period of time his managers tried to “entrap” Olga Sergeevna, almost
constantly being on duty under the windows of her apartment. She was very scared, and
all this sharply changed her opinion about the far-famed artist.

Soon Raikin left for the USA, his people disappeared from under her windows and
Olga Sergeevna thought that the nightmare was at last over. Unfortunately, it was only

23 A Soviet stand up comedian of Jewish descent who led the school of Soviet and Russian humorists for about half a
century.
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the beginning... The “great” artist decided to punish the obstinate Russian woman who
had dared to say NO!

* * %

What happened to her and to her family after Raikin had gone to the USA was a
complete surprise for both her and other people who voluntarily or not participated in
these events. It may have seemed in the beginning that events took a favorable turn for
Olga Sergeevna; but in fact, a real “witch-hunt” had been organised for her.

The same acquaintance, who introduced Olga Sergeevna to Arcady Raikin, shared
the information with her that there was a summer home for sale in a prestigious summer
residence settlement and it could be hers if she hurried up a little. They had to sell their
“Volga”?* to purchase it. After they became the possessors of the long-dreamed of
summer cottage, Olga Sergeevna with her family decided to spend the whole summer
there.

One fine day a neighbour invited Olga Sergeevna to her place to have a cup of tea,
watch TV and chat a little. Everything was just perfect, but she had only just returned to
her cottage when she realised that this fine day had turned into a nightmare. This nice
neighbour went to the police and declared that Olga Sergeevna had stolen a considerable
amount of money from her. As if by magic, numerous witnesses of this “crime”
appeared, and almost immediately all necessary proceedings were instituted against Olga
Sergeevna. Moreover, some details “appeared” in the case which could put her behind
bars for quite a long time.

All this was happening, despite the fact that that there was no proof that the
neighbour had money in the house. Moreover, Olga Sergeevna went there in a summer
dress without sleeves, without any bag or anything of the kind in which to put and take
away this tremendous amount of money. A careful search was unable to find this
imaginary money either in Olga Sergeevna’s cottage or in any other place. Nevertheless,
everything confidently moved toward a trial and if it were not for the intervention of a
friend of the family, Olga Sergeevna could easily have found herself in prison. Well, this
time she was lucky. But, only this time...

* * *

The “great” actor’s next attempt at revenge was to use a very “refined” method of
physical elimination. In 1987 the First Medical Institute of Moscow tested and began to
use on a regular basis, rejuvenating and healing sessions for “the chosen”. To do this
they used a so-called astral machine, an enormous spiral tube with circulating
physiological solution (0.9% solution of culinary salt). With the help of the vibrations
of a magnetic field they succeeded in transferring vital energy from a person-donor to
“the chosen”, whereupon the latter felt a burst of energy and a rejuvenating effect was
observed, while the person-donor weakened and had different pathologies afterwards.

The more often a person-donor participated in such “transfusion” of the life-force,
the more serious and hazardous the consequences for his health were observed to be.
“The chosen” one settled himself comfortably on a special chaise-longue which was
placed inside the giant spiral and the treatment of healing and rejuvenation began.
Certainly, only a mentally unsound person could voluntarily agree to become a donor.

24To buy a car in the former USSR was a real problem. First, it cost a lot of money. Second, even people who had money
were to wait their turn for several years (minimum 5). “Volga” was the best car people could get then.
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But, very often no one asked donors about their consent! They “simply” took a photo of
the desired donor and placed it in the special area of this devilish machine.

They irradiated the photo of the person-donor by magnetic fields and obtained the
same effect as if instead of the photo, it were the person! I think, there is no need to
explain that donors were not warned about their participation in similar actions.
Unfortunately, this is not an invention of a science-fiction writer, but objective reality!

Well, after Olga Sergeevha managed to avoid prison, they decided to punish her
that way. It resulted in the fourth grade cancer that she was suffering when | first met
her in September, 1987. I came in for this problem and the rest of the “bouquet” of
problems. I arrived in Moscow periodically, mainly on weekends; therefore, | conducted
most sessions with Olga Sergeevna by phone.

At that time | had neither telephone nor my own apartment. | rented a room and
even this was not easily got. The fact that | was unmarried and travelled light simplified
the situation considerably, besides, all my property was placed in a couple of suitcases.
All “unnecessary things” I simply abandoned in the old place, which was, probably, a
pleasant surprise for my former landlords. Therefore, after work | went to public call-
boxes and called Olga Sergeevna, in Moscow.

By the way, | would like to clarify the situation with phone calls. The work itself
takes place not by phone, as most may think, but through space. The telephone is needed
only to receive a direct feed-back from a person— what and where happened with him
(or her) during my influence. This is important in order to control fully the process of
healing and to prevent an overload which may have serious consequences.

During my first session with Olga Sergeevna | destroyed this astral machine, which
probably sent a great many “voluntary” donors who had disagreed with one or other of
the “big fish”, for whatever reason, to an early grave.

When | called Olga Sergeevna after my return to Kharkov, she told me
enthusiastically that not only was she feeling considerably better, but also that the astral
machine in the First Medical Institute had begun to work vice versa. This machine now
made “the chosen” ones feel worse as it did not satiate them with the life-force, but on
the contrary, took away what they had. | was very glad to hear this news. | had always
been indignant over the meanness and baseness of some people and I always fought them
to the best of my ability and forces, which due to certain reasons became pretty effective.

* * *

| had thought that it was over, but, unfortunately, this was not the case. | continued
to work very successfully with Olga Sergeevna’s cancer, from Kharkov, and whenever
| appeared in Moscow on a business trip, | worked with her directly; since she lived next
to the Kurskiy station there was no need to spend time covering enormous Moscow
distances.

In the evening of December, 18, 1987 | boarded the Kharkov-Moscow train and in
the morning of the next day | was in Moscow. This train was very comfortable—you
went bed in Kharkov and woke up in the morning in Moscow and had two entire days
at your disposal. Sunday evening you boarded the Moscow-Kharkov train and in the
morning you went work straight from the station. It was comfortable (certainly, there
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was no border between Russia and Ukraine then). Thus, having had a good sleep on the
train, this December morning | was in Moscow.

| never could even think that this arrival in Moscow would become a new reference
point for me, a test, and at the same time would bring understanding of many events that
had happened in our country, and their roots; which for many reasons were beyond
comprehension for both most inhabitants of our country, and all of civilization on our
planet Midgard-earth. | also could not assume that my actions aimed at the renewal of
Olga Sergeevna’s health and that, what I had come across in the process, would lead me
to something fundamentally new—to understanding of the ways of development of
civilization and its backstage processes.

On Saturday evening, December 19, 1987 | visited Olga Sergeevna and began to
carry out a regular healing session. During my work | discovered that she had been
connected to some enormous system in the area of her solar plexus. There were also a
great number of other people connected to this system. It could be compared to an
enormous vine with a great many bunches of grapes, only, the “grapes” were people.

| had no idea who all these people were, but the fact was that all these people were
connected to the same system as Olga Sergeevna; and she was fading away pretty
quickly because of this connection—her body was deteriorating. This allowed me to
draw the conclusion that this could not be something positive for Olga Sergeevna or for
all the other people-“grapes” who even did not suspect that they were hooked up to some
system and were a part of it.

Threads from every person-“grape” were united in some kind of a cable assembly
that led to some other people; threads from the latter created new cable assemblies, etc.
Threads, coming from people, became thicker and thicker and cable assemblies became
more dense and “fleshy” with every next level. The higher the level, the fewer the
number of people who formed this level, and there was only one man at the top of the
pyramid.

When this picture unfolded before me, | had no idea what it was. | understood only
one thing—this system killed people! Some died quicker, some—slower! | could not
remain aloof. Taking Olga Sergeevna’s case as an example, I saw with my own eyes,
what this kind of hooking up could do to a person. Certainly, the degree of her hooking
up to the system was maximal; that is why she was deteriorating very quickly. The same
effect happened to the rest of the people connected to this system, only their degree of
connection was smaller, and ill effects showed up slower, but it did not mean that the
system was harmless for them.

If even a small quantity of blood is taken from a person every day, he will slowly
weaken and fade away. The same thing happens when a person is connected to a system
like this. It results in the loss of life-force in small portions that finally leads to
weakening of the body, the appearance of illnesses and lifetime shortening. Certainly, |
understood all this later, but then | saw the system which, literally before my eyes, was
destroying a human being. This system could not be good, especially, if most who took
part in it knew nothing about its existence.

* * *
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| appeared to be in a situation resembling an episode from a famous Soviet cartoon
serial®®. A hare pours water on flowers on his balcony and finds a rope has appeared
from nowhere! According to the script he cuts it while a wolf is trying to use it to climb
to his balcony. I did almost the same thing after discovering this system.

| decided to free Olga Sergeevna from this system as well as the rest of the people
who kept her “company” unaware of this fact. Like the hare from the cartoon I “cut”
threads of this system of both Olga Sergeevna and everyone connected to it. Surprisingly
for me, | succeeded in doing it quite easily and quickly. In one moment millions of
people became free from this monstrous system that sucked their lives.

At the same time, immediate release from this system led to the fact that Olga
Sergeyevna felt a great relief, and the next morning, when | saw her, she felt much better
and told me that on the night of the 19th to the 20th of December, After | destroyed the
system, Arkady Raikin died! ..

When I destroyed the pyramid, I did not even pay attention to the “head” of this
parasitic sys-tem to whom lead all these threads from an enormous number of people—
| simply did, what my heart and sense of justice told me. Millions of people got rid of
the parasitic system that stole their life-force and health. After it the system-pyramid
fully disintegrated and the man who was the head of this system was not able even to
live without so powerful a replenishment; his life drained out like a small brook from
his perishable body, where his criminal soul dwelt.

The information about the death of this man after | eliminated the parasitic system
surprised me. I could not assume that the system’s elimination would bring the head of
this pyramid to his death. Actually | destroyed the parasitic system because it robbed
innocent people, who had no idea that they were being robbed of that which was
impossible to purchase—a part of their life!

It is not important that most people did not have even the slightest idea, of what
and how they were being robbed, and it is also of minor importance that most victims
did not believe that this kind of phenomenon existed, being fully in the grip of false
concepts that were imposed on them precisely by those who stole their life-force and
health, who, assuming an air of importance, claimed that the like of this was impossible,
because it just never was possible! This crime of a group of degenerates is especially
nasty, because the thieves convince their victims that, what they steal does not exist.

Every time, when a person or group of people, during their search penetrated into
forbidden territory, even slightly, even without knowing it, these men-werewolves
destroyed the brave immediately. When the circumstances allowed, they burned them at
the stake and like insatiable leeches sucked out the tempestuous life-force of innocent
people burned alive in frightful torments, whose unique guilt was that they only glanced
into the territory forbidden to them.

When for several reasons it became impossible to burn or to kill these people, the
dark masters of the destiny of Midgard-earth’s civilization, remaining in the shadow,
began to place those who attempted to discover their dark secrets, in madhouses declared
them pseudo-scientists and their work—false doctrines, and organized the most cruel
badgering; far from everyone could sur-vive the like of this and not break. Besides, the
puppeteers also “cared for” those people who had just began to awaken from the sleep

25 It is very alike “Tom and Jerry”. Only there was a hare and a wolf instead of a mouse and a cat.
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and see the light—they furtively put false concepts and “doc-trines” especially designed
to lead up a blind alley, or, most often, to convert the “neophytes” into bio-robots or into
sources of the life-force for themselves.

One way or another, bumping into this parasitic system, | was able to destroy it and
feel no regrets about this. As I understood it later, the system, which | had destroyed,
was a parasitic social one, which black freemasons used to control the masses. The black
freemasons used the life-force they took away from people to psi-influence the masses—
the “job” was carried out at the level of sub-consciousness and thus, masses, being under
control, were completely unaware that someone controlled them.

What a devilish system—a small group of scumbags exerts influence upon millions
of people making them do whatever satisfies their mean interests, secretly using the
potential stolen from these people. The influence upon the masses at the level of sub-
consciousness resulted in people doing many things, being absolutely sure that their
actions corresponded to their own desires and reflected their own interests, while in
reality they did only what was advantageous for the small group of backstage puppeteers.

* k% *

When parasitic system was destroyed, it resulted not only in the release of great
number of people from energy slavery, which is a very positive fact from my point of
view, but also pretty noticeable changes happened in the public consciousness. It was
like the scales fell from people’s eyes, as if they awakened from a narcotic dream which
had seized them for very long time. People began to wake up and understand the true
essence of the falsest and the most inhuman system, which was ever known to humanity:
communism.

[ would like to change the “great” Lenin’s phrase and give the following
characteristics to the communist system: communism is a state capitalism + slave-
owning system?®. This fact is known to everyone who is capable of making the simplest
analysis and has lived within this system. Oddly enough, the criminal code of the USSR
tells about it quite plainly.

Soviet lawyers told me that the criminal code of the USSR prescribed a punishment
in the form of a quite considerable fine to a person for his failed attempt of suicide. If a
person attempted suicide, but for one or another reason remained alive, he (she) must
pay a fine to the state, because he (she) dared to try dispose of his (her) life at his (her)
own discretion, rather than following the instructions or necessity of the state!

The state had spent funds for the upbringing and education of the person, and he
(she) without returning money with tremendous interest (consider lifelong) decided
independently to use that, which belongs to the state—namely his own life. So that no
one was tempted to commit this “crime”, the large fine was imposed on those who
survived the attempt of suicide. In this law the state made clear its attitude toward the
“citizens”—it treated them like slaves!

Tens of millions of destroyed souls during the years of the Soviet power are the
best confirmation of this. As for the article concerning insolvent suicides, it was
withdrawn from the criminal code of the USSR in 1975. Nevertheless, the essence of the

state did not change!

26 Lenin’s phrase was: communism is the Soviet power plus electrification of the whole country.
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It is clear today for everyone that any state expresses the interests of one or another
group of the population. It is also clear, whose interests—you only need to look into
whose hands the riches of Russian and other native people of the Russian Empire
appeared after the collapse of the “socialist” system.

It is of interest that one of those, who occupied in the black freemasons’ hierarchy
one of the highest ranks, in real life played off parodies of the same system he
coordinated. And the people, suspecting nothing, were enraptured with the “boldness”
of this man. But for some reason his “boldness” did not touch the most dangerous areas
of this system, but only those which did not al-low people to see and realize the real
essence of this antihuman system. The rest of the people were not allowed to do even
this. There is one saying: “What is permissible to Caesar is not permissible to a bull.”
What “Caesar”’-Raikin allowed himself, no one else, i.e. “bulls” could do!

The destruction of the parasitic system not only resulted in the liberation of the
involuntary victims of this pyramid and removal of psi-influence on human
consciousness, but also in a pretty sharp change of political situations in the world,
especially in socialist countries and Israel, which surprised me greatly.

Certainly, | realised it later, but as a well-known personage?’ used to say—the
process has been started!

That memorable Sunday evening of December 20, 1987 | took the train and in the
morning was already in Kharkov. Right from the station I, as usual, went to my work at
the institute. | was proud of what | had succeeded in doing and was really glad that my
work made people, surrounding me in the street, in the subway, at the institute, free of
the parasitic system, which they did not even suspect had existed. It was not important
that no one thanked me for this; I did not do it for the sake of gratitude.

11. The war with parasites started

Next week | worked as usual — after my official work | was engaged in my own
research and extrasensory influence on my patients.

At the end of 1987 the Soviet newspaper “Komsomolskaya pravda” (The
Komsomol Truth) published an article “The extrasensory individual in the mirror of
physics” which informed readers about the results of research into individuals with
extrasensory abilities, in particular of one individual — Djuna?, in one of the laboratories
of the Institute of Radio physics and Electronics of the Academy of Science of the USSR.

The article came to the conclusion that the extrasensory influence was nothing but
a weak thermal influence on the so-called zones of Zaharin-Ged — areas on the surface
of the patient’s skin which were projections of internal organs. According to the
newspaper, specialists reported that the weak infra-red radiation of the hand of an
extrasensory individual rendered a stimulating influence on these areas and this resulted
in a patient beginning to feel better.

This statement was an obvious absurdity for anyone who understands physics a
little, even without any knowledge of extrasensory effects. In fact there is absolutely no
difference between the infra-red radiation of the human hand and any other weak thermal

27 Mikhail Gorbachev.
28 Eugenia Uvashevna Davitashvili (born in 1949) — a well-known psychic. Lives in Moscow.
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radiation. The thermal radiation of a candle, a bulb or a central heating radiator, etc. also
affects all those zones of Zaharin-Ged, but it renders no healing influence on a patient.

Infra-red radiation occupies a certain range of electromagnetic vibrations, and the
intensity of the radiation can vary from very small to very powerful, but radiation of the
same intensity and frequency from different sources must render the identical influence
on the Zaharin-Ged zones. This is not observed, which must mean that the conclusion
given in the newspaper is fallacious.

Therefore | was curious, whether this information was intentional misinformation
of the populace or the absolute blindness and ignorance of the “scientists”. It was
important for me to find out on my own, what it actually was — the first or the second!

It turned out that just before that New Year’s Eve I was sent to Moscow to deliver
some materials to the main office of our institute. | arrived in Moscow on Friday
morning, December the 25th, quickly found the office, gave in the reports from the
Kharkov branch and began to look for the Institute of Radio physics and Electronics of
the AS of the USSR. There | succeeded in meeting academician Guliaev, who supervised
a laboratory which carried out the study of individuals with extrasensory abilities. For
obvious reasons the address of this laboratory was not specified in the article.

* * *

| introduced myself as a young radio-physicist who studied extrasensory influence
and said that | would like to visit the laboratory, which studied these phenomena, and to
consult with the scientists there. To avoid questions, | decided not to specify that |
studied the extrasensory influence on my own. Academician Guliaev gave me the
address of this laboratory and | found out that it would be open on Saturday morning
because they were expecting a delegation.

Next morning I barely succeeded in finding the address of the laboratory. It was not
far from the subway, in one of the countless Moscow side-streets. There was no
signboard to show that there was a scientific laboratory there. This fact perplexed me a
little, but, nevertheless, | pushed the bell-button. To my joy the man, who opened the
door, confirmed that | was not mistaken. I said that academician Guliaev gave me this
address and | would like to meet an employee of the laboratory. | was guided to the
office of Professor Godik, the head of the laboratory.

| told him the same thing—that | was also studying extrasensory influence and |
would like to get, if it was possible, some information about what they did and what
conclusions they came to. If | had said that I studied and conducted my own experiments
upon myself, they would possibly have considered me to be mentally sick. | needed to
get an objective picture of the phenomena, in which | was interested, and not the reaction
they may have to a person “off his head”.

Professor Godik told me that one of their experiments was as follows—they placed
a glass screen between Djuna and a patient. In this case no Djuna’s influence on a patient
was observed. Hence, they drew the conclusion that the nature of the extrasensory
individual’s influence was thermal, because the glass prevented it from passing to the
patient. When | revealed to him that in my experiments an extrasensory individual
affected a patient at a distance of thousands of kilometers and also through walls, etc.,
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he looked at me in surprise and said: “Young man, if it is so, con-sider the Nobel Prize
to be in your pocket!”

The intonation of his voice gave me to understand that he thought that, being a
young scientist, | was cheated by some impostor who | had reason to trust. For very clear
reasons, | kept from persuading him to change his mind. | could not manage to talk with
Professor Godik for long, be-cause the delegation appeared. He excused himself and
asked one of the employees to show me the laboratory and equipment, and to tell me
about the results of their researches. | am very grateful him for this.

A senior staff scientist, whose name | cannot remember, told me about the work of
the laboratory and about the experiments conducted. They explored the weak
luminescence of the human body, radiations of the electromagnetic field, etc. At the
same time they did not quite understand what they looked for and explored. In other
words, they conducted a blind search, in the way they understood the task, but they did
not understand it at all.

When | mentioned that in my experiments an extrasensory individual could see
human internal organs in colour and volume, and control and tune his vision as
necessary, and get concrete information about the state of different organs and the person
as a whole: that this information coincided fully and often anticipated the information
that doctors got with the help of the most sophisticated devices, this man looked at me
with pity and asked:

— Young man, how long have you been engaged in physics? When | answered
his question, he told me with dignity:

— Well, when you have worked as many years as | have, you will not trust this
nonsense that the subjects tell you. You know, to see internal organs, a man must emit
X-rays of the most enormous power, which is simply impossible!

He would not even consider that there could be other methods of receiving
information, which accompanied absolutely new abilities for man. He barred this

possibility and thought only within the limits of his usual concepts.
* * %

When | understood the level of narrow-mindedness of these peoples’ concepts,
good people, but absolutely blind in regard to science, | thought again that | had chosen
the correct tactics when | said that | explored the extrasensory influence only as a
scientist. This “story” allowed me to get maximum information without drawing their
attention to the information concerning the possibility or impossibility of internal vision
and distant influence, let alone the possibility of displacement into the past or future, etc.

As | had supposed, it turned out that this laboratory had no picture at all of the
nature of extra-sensory phenomena, or even physics, but just another scientific profanity,
which hid a woeful ignorance of both, behind pseudo-scientific terms. Certainly, | was
upset to find out about this state of affairs, which convinced me even more—I had to
continue my researches without expecting either support, or help, from official science.
And I continued my lone “sailing” through the ocean of the unexplored.

| understood that I could rely only on myself and that orthodox science would
hardly accept my discoveries, if any, with open arms. Most likely so-called “science”
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would be the most severe enemy of everything | would do, but | hoped, all the same, that
there would be true scientists who would appreciate truth rather than their own position.
| did meet such people in my life, however, there were not so many of them.

It was my last attempt at addressing official science to find the answers.
Unfortunately, the “science” appeared to be in the state of a “blind kitten” to a much
greater degree than I. When you get into unknown territory, you should not ask the blind
for help in finding the right direction. After this, | sought no further contact with official
science and went my own way relying solely on my-self...

| returned to Kharkov on Monday morning and went to work straight from the train.
Last days of 1987 were ordinary, nothing special.

* * *

On Thursday December 31% we worked only half a day, and after lunch | was
already at home, in the room | rented then. Yet in the morning | had felt somewhat
strange and in the evening | felt as if | was literally burning from within, although I did
not have a high temperature.

This feeling was highly unpleasant, as though being flattened by a tank. The sense
of “crushing” was very real. I barely crawled to my sofa and literally sprawled on it. I
did not understand the reason why I felt like this. It did not look like a cold or ‘flu; neither
had | had pneumonia nor bronchitis. In this crushed state and with internal burning | met
1988. The next day | felt better, but, nevertheless, the internal burning did not disappear
fully.

Only on January 2" did | have the idea to search for the reason for the problem of
my unusual state not in myself, but outside. To my surprise | found it almost at once. |
was right; | felt like this not because of some infection, but because of some external
influence and it was conscious and intentional aiming at my physical elimination.

When | understood what was happening to me, | was able to block this destructive
influence and managed to render harmless those who had influenced me. My
“neutralizers” found themselves as if in strait-jackets. Thus stopping my terminators, |
got the chance to talk to them. I found out that my “angels of death” were sent from an
external parasitic hierarchy, in order to investigate what had happened with one of the
elements of their system, which they had created on Midgard-earth.

As it turned out, the parasitic system, which | destroyed, had owners from far
worlds, and it appeared that the problem of parasitism was not only on our planet, but a
problem for both our galaxy and our Universe (and not only our Universe, as it turned
out later). And these owners sent a fast-response group to Midgard-earth to redress the
situation on the spot, to establish “order” and punish the guilty. As is clear from the
above, the guilty in this case of “universal alarm” was me, and the messengers began to
execute my punishment, which implied my physical elimination, and they did it quite
industriously, taking full responsibility.

| was lucky, because by the time of my decisive actions, which resulted in complete
elimination of the parasitic system, | had already reconstructed my brain and my body
and created (as it turned out later) some very powerful and effective structures in my
brain and many other things. That is why the actions of the fast-response group of space
parasites did not result in my death.
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Who knows what would have happened to me, if | had not fixed my eyes on the
sky! But now, | can only guess about it, and | have no wish to go back to the past and
look at how it would be if things had turned out differently. One way or another, | paid
attention to the space terminators and, thanks to new qualities and structures of the brain
| had created before, | succeeded in converting the hunters into the “game”.

* * *

[ understood perfectly that those terminators were only “instruments” and followed
orders, therefore their neutralization would not solve the problem, because their masters
would send a new group instead, most likely more powerful and numerous. Therefore,
the only way to prevent the appearance of more groups was to “settle the affair” with
those who had sent them.

| had no alternative; nobody would give me time for thinking and preparation,
therefore | decided to act immediately, with whatever level of readiness and abilities |
had at that moment. You never know in such situations, whether you have enough forces,
qualities, flexibility and mobility of mind to win such a war. Going into battle alone, you
are absolutely unaware of what kind of a “dragon” you will fight, how many “heads®”
and how and with what weapon these “heads” can be separated from the “body”. It is
also unknown, how many “dragons” will fight against you, and also, whether they will
adhere to the rules of the knight's ethics—when all together do not attack one on his
own.

| have learnt from my own experience that all my enemies were not brought up on
novels about knight's honour and military valour; they reminded me rather of a horde of
hyenas which at-tack from the rear, falling upon their enemy when he is asleep, tired or
injured. Therefore, | decided to act immediately against the whole system, without even
waiting to recover from certain damages done by the first detachment of terminators. |
had two choices—either to act at once and possibly win, or wait for the unknown and
have to go into battle just the same when | least expected it: there-fore, my chances to
win would be considerably diminished.

| chose the first—not because | was absolutely self-confident and presumptuous—
I simply had no alternative. When you have no choice, you have to act in conditions with
many unknown parameters and to clear them up during your operations, as well as find
new solutions in the very short term: to change yourself during the battle and create
conditions for possible victory. The point is that in spite of the qualitative changes and
transformations which I had done to myself, | had absolutely no idea about a lot of the
phenomena | came across in those situations, whilst my enemies had.

It was perfectly possible that | had something my opponents lacked, but also they
possessed a lot of qualities which I did not have. Everything that was unknown to me
and that the other side owned was very dangerous for me. According to my conceptions,
| created different systems of defense, which were very effective until they found loop-
holes in my systems and delivered the blows there.

This state of affairs, when my enemies had characteristics and qualities which 1
lacked, or was unaware of, was tantamount to being defenseless. Therefore, they always
struck their blows exactly where they could possibly eliminate me. My life was at stake

29 In Slavic fairy-tales a dragon is called Zmey (snake) Gorynych. It has 3, 6, 9 or 12 heads that grow back if every single
head isn't cut off.
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in this “game”. Being attacked, I had only a few seconds, sometimes less, to find the gap
or breaches in my defense, which appeared as a result of enemies’ blows aimed at my
destruction, and | had to create the necessary properties and qualities, which | lacked,
without leaving the field of battle. In this case it did become possible to patch gaps in
my defense and give an adequate rebuff to my enemies, taking advantage of what |
already had.

These flaws of mine, discovered in such unusual circumstances—with the help of
the attacks of the opposing side—and new properties and qualities created on the
battlefield allowed me to create something absolutely new that neither I, nor my enemies
ever had. It all took place in action!

Certainly, I did it without knowing whether | would succeed or not, but all the same
| had no alternative. If | had not done it, very likely to the great joy of some reading these

words, nobody would have written them.
* * %

However, whether someone likes it or not, for the time being | was able to find
solutions in these kind of situations and that is why | can write these lines, thus arousing
indignation in my enemies and ill-wishers, which causes me no concern whatsoever.
Actually, I am grateful to my enemies who tried to destroy me—their actions aimed to
kill me using my weak points, but instead indicated the failings in my defense and often
involuntarily prompted the previously unknown to me information that allowed me to
develop quickly.

When you go along an absolutely new way alone, you are unaware of what you are
looking for and where to search for it. It is still like in a Russian fairytale—“go there,
don’t know where; bring that, don’t know what!” In a situation like this, the actions of
my enemies, who knew much that | had no idea of then, rendered me an invaluable
service; indicating by their actions, my omissions or unknown things.

Certainly, my enemies “helpers” pursued a quite different end, but because of the
fact that I succeeded in finding ways out of seemingly hopeless situations quickly, they
became powerful catalysts of my development instead of destroying me. The secret of
this paradox was that, when my enemies tried to destroy me, they influenced me, using
their secret weapon and matters and structures, which | lacked or knew nothing about.

But, at the moment of application of those matters and structures, when they tried
to destroy my bodies and structures, | began to scan and analyze them. As a result, I got
the necessary information for creating new bodies and structures, and often it gave me
missing “pieces of mosaic” to build something absolutely new. And quite often, these
pieces, found in this way, allowed me to make a qualitative jump in my development.
Indeed!

However, there were some unpleasant moments. Their actions against me were far
from pleasant—they were aimed at my elimination and when they were carried out, they
caused quite painful feelings accompanied by an enormous load on my organism and
my brain; at that moment there was a partial destruction of the bodies of my spirit,
structures of my brain, etc. Therefore, as | mentioned before, I had to act as quickly and
effectively as I could to prevent them from completing their mission, otherwise, death
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expected me! So, | had to create new things in very hard conditions, very far from
optimal. Besides, | had to solve the problem once and for all.

The neutralization of assailants could not solve the problem. It must be solved for
good, i.e. I must “settle the matter” with that system, which repeatedly sent groups of
terminators. Only after | had succeeded in solving the next problem fully, did I get the
possibility of healing my own wounds and restoring the damage. Often, taking into
account my new experience, | did not confine myself to simple restoration of the “old”
me, like | was before this or that military operation, but | created in myself an absolutely
new quality.

Indeed, who knows, how many years and may be lives | would have required to do
what | accomplished, without these actions of my enemies, who wanted to see me dead
by any means and sent newer and newer legions of their servants to achieve their aim...

* * %

One way or another, | managed to sort my enemies out and understood in practice,
in my own “skin”, in a direct and figurative sense of the word, that what was happening
in our Midgard-earth was controlled by external forces. It turned out that the creators of
the parasitic system on Earth, which | had destroyed, reacted almost immediately upon
its elimination. And the creators of this “ugly thing” were not from here. And we—
terrestrial aborigines— did not have the least idea about this external “care”.

None of the terrestrials knew anything about the existence of any “brothers of the
mind”, moreover they could not imagine that these “brothers” appeared to be universal
parasites. Most likely, it was exactly these “brothers” who imposed upon us terrestrials,
the idea that we were alone in the boundless Universe to facilitate their parasitizing of
our civilization.

Taking into account that the level of development of Midgard-earth’s civilization,
to put it mildly, is not high, the purpose of these universal parasites is not technical
“achievements”, but quite another thing. But what might space parasites need from a
planet with civilization at the initial stage of its evolution, which had not even completed
its planetary cycle of development?!

The parasitic system, which I destroyed, was “engaged” in taking away from
millions of people their life-force, their potential for development. Certainly, earthly
servants of the universal para-sites used the part of stolen human potential, but the rest
of it, through these servants, went to them! Otherwise, they would not have reacted to
the elimination of the parasitic pyramid on Midgard-earth!

It means that the evolutional potential of terrestrial mankind was an important
strategic raw material. In fact they were the first, not the local social parasites, who began
to “blitz” me after I had eliminated the parasitic system. So, the evolutional potential of
the inhabitants of this, at first sight, undistinguished planet, located at the outskirts of
our galaxy is the most valuable raw “material” here, because only this “article” is
exported from it.

Later on | could verify it more than once, but it will be in the future, then, | was
very surprised that it was precisely the evolutional potential of Midgard-earth’s
inhabitants that was of insatiable interest to interstellar parasites...
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12. The third appeal to mankind

Except for New Year's “adventures”, nothing special happened in January, 1988.
Every day | went to my official work at the institute and dedicated the rest of my time
to my own research. At the beginning of February a very noteworthy event happened. It
made me reconsider many phenomena and see them from quite another point of view.

One day | was called. When | picked up the phone, a masculine voice informed me
that I did not know him, but his friend, with whom | had met about a year ago in Kharkov,
had asked him to give me some documents. We agreed to meet the same day at one of
Kharkov’s subway stations. He gave me a folder, we exchanged a couple of phrases and
| neither saw nor heard anything of him, or the person who asked him to give me the
folder ever again. When | opened it, | found the text of the “Third Appeal to Mankind”*°
given through Roerich®! in 1929,

When | read this Appeal, | clearly understood all the information—it was so
consonant with my whole being. As | have written before, | came to the same
conclusions on my own. Therefore, | read with sincere interest about a cloud of
antimatter, which was headed toward our solar system and destined to reach us in
somewhere around five thousand years.

When | received this Appeal, the term of fifty years, which the Coalition Observers’
Group (COG) had determined was the time limit for mankind on Earth to take the
necessary actions so that the Union of Civilizations of our galaxy could help us to protect
ourselves from this cyclone, had already expired more than ten years ago. However, the
situation in the world demonstrated to me clearly that neither the League of Nations, nor
later the UN had acted upon or was about to react to this Appeal. Therefore we were all
abandoned to our fate without any hope of help from the outside. Certainly, | was not
happy at all after | realised this, but the deed was done or better to say not done!

Those in power did not dare to accept the COG’s terms—they feared losing their
undeserved position just for the sake of saving the planet from some “mythical” death,
which “allegedly” could happen in five thousand years! These people were never
interested in anything except their own immediate interests. It was of absolutely no
Importance to them what would happen to humanity in five thousand years, but they
were very concerned about their own power and position in society, which they were so
reluctant to lose.

One way or another, on reading the Appeal, | decided to find out, first and foremost
for myself, whether the information about the antimatter cyclone was a hoax. Unlike
most people, who either do not accept any information at all or totally trust it, | had and
still do have the ability to check up on this or that in-formation using my own methods.
Therefore, on reading about the antimatter cyclone moving toward the solar system, |
decided to make sure, whether or not this anticyclone existed in reality.

As | wrote before, | had managed to find a method of displacing consciousness into
space without the spirit exiting the body, which gave me unlimited possibilities to work
in space. As the saying goes: “If the mountain won’t come to Mohammed-then

30 Nicolai Levashow The Final Appeal to Mankind

31 Nicholas Roerich, (October 9, 1874 - December 13, 1947) also known as Nikolai Konstantinovich Rerikh was

a Russian painter and spiritual teacher. He was the father of Tibetologist George (Yuri) Roerich and artist Svetoslav Roerich.
Nicholas and his wife Helena Roerich were co-founders of the theosophical Agni Yoga Society.
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Mohammed must go to the mountain™! I do not consider myself to be Mohammed, but,
nevertheless, the principle is the same. | do not move in space but change it around and
inside me. It is tantamount to pulling space over me and... it “comes” to me.

One way or another—either I went out in space or space itself “came” to me—I began
to search for the cyclone of antimatter and found it pretty quickly. Unfortunately, the
information given in the Appeal was not a fake. The veracity of the information made
me glad and sad at the same time. | was glad that the Appeal was real and distressed that
this truth carried no joy.

The death of the whole of Midgard-earth’s civilization, albeit in five thousand
years, can not make any sane person happy. The understanding of the fact that those in
power in this world will have doomed all civilization to death because of their petty
ambitions can cause nothing but indignation and contempt for these monsters in human
appearance.

* * *

But as the saying goes, what's done can't be undone. Of course, in this situation one
can rant and rave and complain about the small-mindedness of people in power, but it
will not help to solve the problem.

Therefore, | decided to try to solve the problem with this anticyclone on my own.
First, | scanned the anti-cyclone itself to understand the nature of its appearance. The
cyclone of antimatter arose as a result of the closing of two spaces having the same
qualitative composition of primary matter, but the order of the arrangement of matter in
these spaces was the opposite, and as a result of this the matter of one space became
antimatter for the other. Therefore, the ejection of the normal matter of one space into
another became a disaster for the latter. Since it can not be worse, | decided to try to find
my solution to the problem. In order to avoid a catastrophe in the future, it was necessary
at least to stop the further advance of the cyclone of antimatter in our space, and at the
same time not create problems for any other spaces. Antimatter for our universe is a
native matter for the universe, from which it fell into ours. Therefore, the only space for
which there will be no harm is this space. The only way to prevent the advance of this
cyclone of antimatter in our space is to return this matter to its native space.

But it's not so simple. If we simply find a way to transfer antimatter to our native
space, there will be a disturbance in the balance of spaces, which is no less than the
cyclone itself of antimatter. Therefore, | decided to try to create a converter of matter
between these two spaces, which looked like a huge eight, in the center of which was
placed the converter of the matter of both spaces. Eight created the Mobius band, formed
by the curvatures of both spaces. Moving in such a curved space, any matter, passing
through the zero point, completely disintegrated into primary matter, and after passing
through this, the latter created a new matter, harmonious with the other space. But the
curvature of the space in the form of the eight did not allow this matter to escape from
the transition point, and this matter, moving along the Mobius strip of this eight, returned
to the transition point and again passed through the point of transition to our space and
was already moving along the Mobius strip in our space.

In short, the antimatter was trapped. Occasionally appearing in one space, then in
the other, this antimatter was tied to the point of transition of this curvature of the space
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in the form of the eight, and its movement in our space ceased. At least, the idea was to
stop ... This was the idea and ... | tried to implement this idea in practice. And, oddly
enough, I did it. Of course, | had several more times to bring the idea to "mind", but,
ultimately, this system became stable.

* * %

Even before solving this problem, | had already mastered the surroundings of the
Universe and already knew the qualitative structure of the six-arm, and | knew some
higher hierarchs of the unification of civilizations of this huge spatial system, which is
formed by many Universes, if we count the Universe as a unit of reference, which our
scientists consider infinite.

In reality our Space-Universe, although of an enormous size, according to the
concepts of the Earth’s inhabitants, is finite in all directions.

Our Space-Universe is only a spatial “petal” with its own properties and qualities
which, together with a great number of other “petal”-universes, forms an amazing
spatial flower®’—a six-ray*>.

i

32 Nicolai Levashow The Last Appeal to Mankind. Chapters 11, 12.
33 A coined word signifying a spatial structure consisting of a center and six radiating branches or "rays."
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Each of these “petal”-universes contains billons of billons of civilizations which
create their hierarchies—the unions of civilizations. Together they have created a united
hierarchy of the six-ray.

So, after 1 managed to solve the problem with the cyclone of antimatter, I was
invited to make a report on this issue before the hierarchical advice of the whole six-
lane. When | was informed about the invitation to the council, | was at first confused. |
could not even imagine that what | was able to do would cause such an interest among
these hierarchs. Therefore, at the appointed time, | appeared where | was invited.

The Council of the six-ray was held in an enormous amphitheatre which had six
sectors corresponding to the number of rays. This amphitheatre was in open space and
looked like an opened flower, a sexfoil lotus. Despite its enormous size, there was an
Impression caused by the curvature of space that everyone present was close, within an
outstretched hand’s distance.

| was given a platform for my message. My report was telepathic. | outlined the
essence of my decision - the way in which | realized this decision, and with what
problems I had to face in doing so. | accompanied my message by showing the hologram
of the whole process in dynamics. After my report, the results of my decision began to
be discussed. As it turned out, such emissions of antimatter were not a rare phenomenon
within the six-lane. For me it was a surprise that in all the petals-universes of the six-
louver from the cyclones of antimatter millions of civilizations perish.

Certainly, the qualitative and quantitative composition of the antimatter was
different for every petal -universe because of the fact that each of these petal -universes
was formed by different amounts of primary matters which, in addition, were arranged
in different order.

As a result of the discussion of this problem, a question arose about the creation
and preparation of special teams that were supposed to be worn along the expanses of
the six-lane and put "patches” similar to mine in places where antimatter was thrown
out. And | was offered to prepare for such teams. When | learned about the global nature
of the problem of antimatter cyclones for a six-arm, | doubted the correctness of my
tactics and strategy. After all, it turned out that the struggle is not with the cause, but
with the consequence of the problem. What I considered necessary to inform all present.
Such a statement surprised me a little, and they offered to explain their idea in more
detail. | told them the results of my analysis.

The six-ray had appeared as the result of an explosion in the area of contact of two
space matrices. Primary matters of one and the same type liberated at the moment of the
super-explosion were absolutely harmonious with each other. However, when they were
distributed on the areas of space deformation, which also appeared at the moment of the
super-explosion, and began to form one or another space-universe, these initially
concerted matters began to interact with each other according to the conditions and laws
of precisely that area of the curvature of the space matrix where the formation of this
space-universe was happening.

Thus, the matter released during the super- explosion was forced to submit to the
terms of that spatial area of deformation, where the formation of a specific space-
universe of the six-ray had occurred. Therefore, when what were initially harmonious
primary matters found themselves in different conditions, they periodically appeared in
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qualitatively anti-phase state towards each other. This was the reason why the cyclones
of antimatter appeared either in one petal-universe or another.

My thoughts listened and ... found them reasonable. But what followed, | could not
even guess. They listened to me and told me to take up this problem! Willy-nilly,
remember the army rule - the initiative is punishable! I could not understand the reasons
for this decision, but | could assume that | was the first to be lucky enough to find a
solution that would neutralize the cyclone of antimatter, and this was the basis of such a
strange proposal. Apparently, my unconventional approach to the solution of the
problem with the antimatter cyclone has prompted the hierarchs of the six-lane to suggest
that | tackle the problem on the scale of the entire six-lane. Apparently, they wanted to
see how | would approach this task. From the surprise of this proposal, |1 was confused
for a while, but quickly came to a normal calm state and began to reflect ...

In order to solve the problem of these cyclones of antimatter it was necessary to co-
ordinate all space-universes of the whole six-ray with each other and to create conditions
for the maintenance of harmony of all matter within its limits. Besides, it was necessary
to take into account the fact that the free primary matter, which formed 90% of the matter
of not only our space-universe, but also the six-ray, moved between its “petals”. The
visible matter makes up only 10% of matter of both “small” and “big” universes. It is
free primary matter that determines the behavior of the matter which is visible to the
human eye.

Therefore, in order to synchronize space-petals within the six-ray, it was necessary
to synchronize precisely free primary matters within each other and that would result in
the synchronization of all space-universes in the six-ray... The synchronization of all
space-petals should be done simultaneously. Only then was the success of the
synchronization guaranteed. If it were not possible to carry out the synchronization of
all space-universes of the six-ray simultaneously, a huge catastrophe would happen.
Instead of solving the problem, there could be an even greater one.

It would seem that to solve the problem under these conditions was impossible!
However, not everything which seems impossible at first sight, in reality, is.

It is impossible to solve such a problem if we approach it from the usual positions
and views, and if we try to look at the problem with a new one, it may be possible to
solve this problem, and many others ... This has happened in this case. In order to ensure
the synchronization of work, it is necessary that the impact on universe-spaces occur
from one center or work produced by one person. Several participants in the work would
create a greater likelihood of failure of the impact, with all the ensuing consequences.

Theoretically several creatures can influence synchronously, but the greater the
number of participants, the lesser the probability of a successful termination of the job.
Therefore, the best choice is—only one should carry out the influence. But there is a
problem here—how it is possible for this creature to be in all “petal”-universes of the six-
ray simultaneously and to carry out synchro-nous influencing, when these “petals” are
so far from each other that no one would be able to give any idea about these distances,
no matter how many zeros he may put on it?!

However, this problem appeared to be unsolvable only on the face of it, and only
when using an ordinary approach. Each “petal”-universe of the six-ray was formed by
the confluence of certain amounts of primary matters. Each body of a human spirit or
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any other reasonable creature also appeared as the result of the confluence of a certain
number of primary matters.

The more developed the man (creature), the greater the number of bodies that form
his spirit and the greater the number of primary matters forming each subsequent body.
Also, there is a certain order according to which the primary matters of each spirit body
forms this body and in which they are themselves arranged. But, after the whole body of
the spirit is formed, each body of the latter would have an unchanged qualitative and
quantitative composition.

This is a very important moment for understanding and the nature of the essence,
and the thought that arose in me when solving the task set before me.

In order to influence synchronously all space-universes of the six-ray, the creature
must have a quantitative and qualitative structure of his spiritual bodies which would
absolutely agree with the amount and qualitative structure of these space-universes. Only
when the qualitative structure of the spirit of the influencing creature is identical to the
qualitative structure of the six-ray, can the real possibility of fulfilling this harmonization
occur!

In this case, the only problem can be the ability of the influencing creature to endure
the load— the power which would pass through him—to achieve the harmonization of the
six-ray. If the spirit and corresponding structures fail to sustain this power, the
influencing creature will be simply burnt out and nothing will happen to the space. Here
are prospects and risks for the influencing creature.

Having carried out such an analysis, | checked the structure of my essence and
determined which bodies | need to create for myself, so that the qualitative structure of
my essence fully corresponds to the qualitative structure of the six-arm. Having
determined what is what, | proceeded to create the missing bodies. True, | decided to
create not only bodies that | did not have enough to balance with the qualitative structure
of the six-beam, but everything that could be created from those primary materials that
I knew at that time. Thus, | created the maximum number of bodies for my essence and,
in addition, all the possible brain structures, to which | had enough imagination and
understanding of what was happening. And as a result, he received a certain margin of
safety, which could be useful and possibly necessary in solving this problem.

After doing all this, | was ready to proceed. | turned to everyone who wanted to
take part in my attempt to harmonize the six-lane. At my call a humanoid creature named
Leroy responded. | made a similar restructuring of the entity and proceeded to the effect.
During this work, Leroy insured me. The need for security was due to the fact that if
something went wrong with me, he would take the baton from me. It insured, because,
even with a minimal number of participants, there is a danger of some inconsistency or
instability of the process. The reason for this can be simply the exhaustion from a huge
load, the destruction from the load of bodies or structures of the essence, etc. Therefore,
if the impact is collective, the emergence of similar problems in one of the participants
will lead to instability of the whole process as a whole and very dangerous consequences.
Therefore, the only correct thing in this situation was the presence of a backup, ready at
any time to assume responsibility for what is happening, if something happens with the
beginning of this action.
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In short, with my backup we started the project. Even with the availability of a
safety margin created by me during the transformation of my own essence, the load was
felt very strongly, but, strangely enough, | did not have any supercritical states.
Apparently, an earlier change in my nerves turned out to be very successful. Anyway,
the harmonizing effect on the six-beam itself lasted only a few minutes, paradoxical as
it may sound. Harmonization of the six-arm was successful and very quickly. I did not
expect that my strategy and tactics would be so effective, and | will get it all right and
the first time.

In principle, this should be the case: with harmonious work with spaces, there can
not be any "second" attempts. Anyone, even the smallest miscalculation, inaccuracy or
unaccountability could lead not only to my own doom, which, of course, personally
would be very sad and undesirable for me, but in comparison with the "world revolution”
- that is, the stable state of the six-lane, an insignificant trifle, although for me it is
essential. 1 did not think about what could be happening to me, all my thoughts were
directed only to do what | undertook. At such a moment, any emotion, any doubt, or
internal insecurity is simply unacceptable.

All these states “knock out” concentration and affect the mood necessary for the
implementation of this work and can result in the instability of the process of influencing.
This is fraught with danger within the scope of the six-ray. It is difficult to even imagine
the level of responsibility for any action, especially, the fate of billions of civilizations
that inhabit the six-ray space.

And when | completed my harmonizing effect, and it went well, it's difficult to
convey the degree of relief | experienced. Everything in me rejoiced because my idea
was right, and I managed to find the right strategy and tactics for implementing this idea.
Now cyclones of antimatter will never threaten civilizations in the six-lane. Everything
in me was exultant from the realization of what | was able to do, but I did not have a
sense of my own "greatness", pride, self, but only joy because | managed to solve such
an important problem. | was happy with the rest, with all those who watched the work
and its results.

| was still in a joyful state when an event occurred that | did not expect and to which
I was not ready. The High Council of Civilizations of the Six-Loot suggested that I lead
one of the six sectors of this union. This turn of events has simply dumbfounded me, |
did not even imagine such a reaction to what | had done and was not ready for it. | did
not even think that if | succeeded in solving this problem, such a reaction would follow
from the higher hierarchy of the six-lane. | did not think about any awards or
appointments or anything of the sort. | was just interested in solving this problem, like
all the others that | had previously encountered. For me, the reward was always the
overcoming of oneself, the joy of finding a solution to another task and realizing this
decision. Due to the fact that most of the tasks that | had to face and solve were beyond
the grasp of understanding and representation of the majority of people (and myself
included as well), | was always worried about whether it happened to me or not, is not
it which happens only by the play of my imagination or by someone's drawing. The fact
Is that most of my deeds all other people would attribute to the deeds of the Creator God,
but | knew perfectly well and understood that | am not God!
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The many “divine” acts described in religious books clearly reflect only human
concepts about God, the Universe, and the creation of the latter. However, the concept
of the Universe’s structure, which I had already discovered, showed that “holy” books
completely misunderstood the true state of affairs.

| found myself in a pretty critical situation. That, which | had already succeeded in
under-standing and doing, totally refuted the conceptions of both modern science and all
world religions. Whether | wanted to or not, | had somehow placed myself in opposition
to the rest of humanity with its concepts about the nature of the Universe, the origin of
life and man himself. | had good reasons for doubting and worrying, as | unwillingly
challenged the rest of the world.

There was nothing left for me except either to give up my own understanding and
experience and adopt conventional concepts or continue to trust my own experience and
understanding regard-less of anything. | chose the second option, perfectly
understanding in what situation | would find myself because of this decision. To assert
independently that all the rest were wrong, whether they trusted in either God or modern
science was tantamount to social suicide. It would include not only the possibility of
evident and implicit mockery and accusations of madness, but also the possibility of
quite relentless persecution from almost all sides. Well, | would not call this future
enviable and optimistic.

Nevertheless, | chose this very way—not as it might seem, because of my excessive
arrogance, but because modern science was not able to answer my simplest question and
religion is only good for those who are afraid of taking responsibility for their own
actions and instead put it on someone else, in this case, God. Any religion deprives man
of the freedom of choice and his responsibility for what is happening. Besides, as | wrote
before, | had succeeded in doing some things that would be interpreted by all religions
as divine manifestation and a lot of other things which religious books did not even
mention and had no idea about at all.

And, as | already wrote, with all this | did not think that | was God or his messenger.
And this is not out of false modesty or hypocrisy, but because these are my beliefs and
ideas.

| considered that faith in God appeared either at the initial stages of the development
of a civilization, or as a result of the imposition of these concepts on primitive
civilizations by social para-sites. But it was also my understanding that others thought
differently, independent of whether they trusted in God or in modern science.

Unfortunately in this situation | had no so-called “material” proofs of what I had
done. But, I also was not going to prove anything to anyone. It was | who needed the
proof in order that my concepts became my credo; and so that | had not so much as a
shadow of doubt about the possibility that | could, accidentally, mislead anyone. My
errors, if any appeared, should not become a snare for others—this was essential for me.

| always felt responsibility for my acts and could not allow self-deception or the
deceiving of all those who would be interested in my concepts. Exactly this was the
heaviest burden for me personally. Despite it, | continued my advance firmly convinced
that sooner or later | would get the proof that what had happened to me was true, or |
was mistaken. I, certainly, would like to believe in the former, which is quite
understandable...
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* * *

But, all these disturbances were yet to come, and then | was, in the strictest sense
of the word, stunned by the proposal of the Supreme Council of the Hierarchs of the six-
lancer. | did not agree to this proposal, but no one asked me specifically. They just told
me: it's your responsibility, that's all. And what are you going to do with this ?! He said
that "pile" - get into the basket! That's the kind of "macar" | found at my "broken trough."
It turned out ... and began to think, what am I going to do with all this ?! After all, it's
not easy - it's been appointed and the job is done. This means that | was responsible for
everything that happens in all universe spaces that form one beam of a six-beam. This
means that | am responsible for all the civilizations that exist in the space-lobes of this
six-ray beam. How can such things be done at all ?! How is it possible to simultaneously
find themselves in billions of different places and solve different tasks, at the same time,
continuing their usual life on Midgard-Earth ?! Even in order to simply visit each of
these civilizations for one minute, one million lives will not suffice, let alone solve some
problems of these civilizations.

Yes it is simply impossible, almost everyone will say and will be ... almost right! This
Is so, if we approach the problem from the usual positions, from the standpoint of
generally accepted logic. But, if you think about it ... you can find a way out of this
seemingly desperate situation. Very often many civilizations face similar problems,
which, at the same time, are vital for many other civilizations. Therefore, | had an idea
about how to get out of a delicate situation. I connected my brain with all the petals-
spaces of my responsibility zone of the six-ray beam and with all the civilizations that
existed there. And | did this for this. From all these spaces-petals and civilizations in my
brain came information about emerging problems, both with spaces and with
civilizations. The brain analyzed the incoming information, and if | already know the
solution to the problem | was automatically assigned to solve the problem, my task was
only to solve this particular problem, after which my double returned back with
information about the work done, and this information became part of my "Database".
If the information that came into my brain concerned a problem, the solution of which |
was not familiar with, this information came to the level of my active consciousness. |
worked out a kind of internal "bell", which makes me pay attention to this problem. As
a result of such a system of distribution and analysis of incoming information, | was able
to solve only new tasks for myself at the level of my active consciousness, and already
familiar tasks were solved at the subconscious level, by sending my double to the right
place. Thus, | was able to solve an "insoluble"” problem at first glance. Such a decision
Is obvious. If you know that "two plus two equals four" - this result will not change from
how many millions of times you will perform this action.

However, if, due to your duties, you have to repeat this operation millions of times,
you will be forced to execute one and the same action, despite the fact that you know it
quite well and it does nothing new for the development of your soul. Similar routines
give no creative inspiration. More-over, it can “drown” a person who simply “gulps
down” an ocean of equitype decisions and still has no time to do all that is necessary.
Everything depends on how many equitype problems must be solved in a time unit. If
there are too many such tasks, almost nobody would be able to do them, independent of
how quickly this or that operator is able to act.
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A special filter of the incoming information, which | created for myself, allowed
me once and for all to solve this problem, which was seemingly impossible. One may
ask—why make a fuss? If someone knows that two plus two is four, he can teach the
others to act correctly and the problem is solved!

Certainly, if it concerns the arithmetic operation of addition, such approach is
indeed a way out. However, even in this case, if millions of people repeatedly add two
to two and do nothing else, it only will be a distribution of the equitype routine among
many. Only millions or ten of millions will do it instead of one. Is it really the best
decision?!

And if the action of "two plus two" is, for example, the harmonization of space,
then such an approach simply does not work anywhere due to the fact that not everyone
can be taught to do this, and not everyone is able to withstand such a load and remain
alive.

That is why | found the only possible way out, at least for me. Thanks to it, | got
the possibility to satisfy the responsibility incumbent on me and was able to save my
own freedom of action, my creative freedom. | applied an absolutely new principle.

When my brain received information about a problem, the solution to which was
unknown to me, this problem “emerged” on the level of my active consciousness and I
began to solve it using my abilities to the maximum. When | succeeded in solving the
new problem, its solution with all possible variants was placed in my personal data base:
when my brain received the information about a similar problem, my double
automatically went to solve it; on completion, he came back and the nuances of solving
this problem enriched my “database”.

Using this approach it became possible to advance, and this solution also made it
possible to harmonize creation and responsibility, when the first does not interfere with
the second, and the second—with the first. Only in this way did | succeed in solving the
problem that had appeared so unexpectedly. After that | was able to continue my search
for truth. I could not have imagined that this was only the beginning...

13. The contact?

Despite the above events my life went on as if nothing had happened. In the
morning | went to work at the institute; my working days passed as usual. No one knew
what had happened. And I told almost no one about my work and its results. Most people
around me, notwithstanding how good they were, would not be able to assimilate this
information correctly. It was just so far beyond common concepts, and | did not want
anyone, having no idea about the issue, to consider me to be some kind of lunatic,
suffering from megalomania.

I had no proof certified in “necessary places”. Moreover, I needed neither approval
nor sup-port from anyone. In fact I did not do it so that someone would be entranced by
me, or for praise. | always felt ill at ease when someone expressed his or her admiration
for my work, even if the words were said sincerely. Any flattery, subtle or obvious, was
always unpleasant for me and only caused indignation. Many people, who flattered me
falsely, thought for some reason that | did not see it. Each person, doing so, was usually
looking for personal benefit and thought that words of flattery would make me blind.
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In fact, | observed a very interesting phenomenon. People knew that | could detect
problems with their health very accurately, to a cellular and molecular level, and despite
this they thought that | was unable to read their thoughts and intentions, even in those
cases, when their “ingenious” pro-jects were clearly visible with the naked eye. Usually
I gave no sign that I could clearly see what their game was.

This phenomenon is like that of bank robbers. Every robber thinks that all other
unfortunate bank robbers are fools, and that is why they failed, and he (she) has a genius
level plan, which would guarantee “their robbery’s” success one hundred percent.

Almost the same picture was observed when someone began to flatter me, subtly
or overtly, having a “grandiose” plan in their head, on how to lull me into a false sense
of security, “win” my favour through flattery, to obtain what they want. Usually, it
concerns my healing activity (but not always), when a person looks for a way to get what
he (she) needs without paying for it.

Sometimes, it happened that people received orders to uncover information about
what | was able to do, use this information for blackmailing me in order to get me to
assist in the accomplishment of their tasks. Sometimes, they managed to do it, when
what they wanted from me coincided with that which | would do myself, because it
corresponded to my own understanding of the situation and agreed with my own
concepts of good and evil. Sometimes my “watchers”, after they had studied my position
and knew my keen sense of justice, used me blindfolded. But, this happened very rarely,
and only at the beginning of my journey.

In fact, | understood perfectly that there would be a person or several persons from
“the services” introduced into the circle of people around me. If they failed, they would
recruit someone from those, who were already close to me. Almost at once | detected
these people, only gave no sign. In fact, none of these people were bad and low by nature,
because bad people were simply pushed to one side as they could not withstand my
blocking influence.

On the contrary, “embedded” agents of “influence” were clever and mostly decent
people. | did not unmask them, because | understood perfectly that another would come
in their place and this would continue endlessly. Therefore, when | understood the rules
of the game, | decided to pre-tend that | was unaware of who was who and what their
aims were. | allowed these people to think that they controlled the situation fully,
revealing to them only that information which | considered necessary and important to
pass on to those behind them.

When for different reasons these people became witnesses to events, information
about which should not fall into the wrong hands, such information “just” erased itself
from their memory automatically. If these people had recording equipment, it
reproduced nothing-the information which was not destined for the ears of strangers was
erased. The disrepair of recording and transmitting equipment appeared only when it
was needed. Sometimes it was necessary to disable the equipment fully to protect myself
from excessive attention, but it was done rarely. Unfortunately, at that time I did begin
to experience excessive attention.

One way or another, | succeeded in controlling the information that filtered back to
“the services”. As I understood it later, I succeeded in playing the part of “Ivanushka the
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fool” pretty well! In fact, it is unimportant who is considered to be the fool; but important
to know who the real fool is!

By the way, about the word “fool” (in Russian “durak” [du:rAk] — E.L). This word
became a common name only with the arrival of Christianity to the land of the Ruses.
Initially, according to the Vedic concepts, the word “dURak” meant a person who was
a disciple of the UR; and URs were hierarchs who voluntarily became the teachers of
our ancestors, giving them cosmic knowledge after the catastrophe 13 016 years ago (for
2006). It is no accident that in Russian fairy-tales lvanushka the fool appeared cleverer
than the rest of the protagonists and won over all enemies with his keenness of wit.

I “fed” the people appointed to “look after me” only that information | considered
to be necessary. Very often this allowed me to get feed-back, which was important to
me. Often under my influence these people told the truth and for this purpose | needed
no “injection of truth”. When I needed that, people “simply” told the truth and only the
truth; the honour and conscience woke up in them, albeit for a short time. Certainly, it
happened, when there was still something to wake up.

Later | developed other very effective methods, but about them—another time,
meanwhile | will go back to the spring of 1988...

* * *

After the harmonization of the spaces of the "lobes" of the six-ray, I, as already
mentioned, returned to ordinary life. Knowledge of my accomplishments stayed with me
and those who observed them personally and knew who was who. This position was
convenient for me; I succeeded in avoiding megalomania. Someone may object on this
occasion—they have their right, and my truth is that if | succeeded in doing something,
| did not yell about it at every corner, I did not even yell about it at “special” corners,
considering that | did not need to and that it was simply silly.

People, who suffer from megalomania, yell about their imaginary or real
achievements any-where they can, demanding acknowledgements and laurels. | never
did it and for this reason | con-sider myself free from megalomania. Besides, what would
be the point of yelling about my accomplishments, if most people were unable to
understand their essence and “touch” the results?

Certainly, there was a possibility of unintentional self-deceit or deception on the
part of participants in various actions. This was impossible to eliminate fully, but it did
not mean that it was necessary to deny completely what had happened. If someone is
unable to understand something, it does not mean that it cannot exist at all. At the same
time, it is quite simply an impossibility to in-vent what had happened.

In order to understand this, it is enough to read modern science-fiction, where the
best dream-ers reflect their ideas about developed civilizations. Almost all of them
cannot go farther than those concepts, which they got being reared on Midgard-earth—
if a civilization is more developed, it means the presence of more sophisticated space
technology and armaments. Almost none of the science-fiction writers understand the
realities of space hierarchies in the Universe. Everything that happened to me was very
far from the ideas popular in those circles.

After all, I was educated in the same conditions and under the same concepts. And,
therefore, if it were my subconscious activity, my brain would give out patterns common
to all (including me). But nothing of the kind took place. Everything that happened was,
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above all things, a surprise to me, which implies that it cannot be a lie. But, nevertheless,
| always kept that feeling of healthy scepticism on every occasion, because it was
impossible to get confirmation of the verity, even of those events which happened within
the limits of our planetary system...

* * *

Soon after the events described above 1 “got” farther into space. Constantly
reconstructing my brain and spirit, | succeeded in creating qualities which allowed me
to get beyond the limits of the six-ray. It appeared that our six-ray was only one of
numberless spatial “knots” in the so-called space matrix. These “knots™ are located in
spatial “honeycombs”—where each of the six-rays is like an atom located in a cell in the
lattice, if the latter had the requisite honeycomb structure.

What kind of “bees” created these space “honeycombs”?!

No matter how strange it will seem to anyone, I would say that these “bees” are
nature itself, or more precisely, the simplest laws of harmony between the properties and
qualities of space and the properties and qualities of matters which fill this space. The
so-called space matrix is a Mobius strip made of spatial “honeycombs”. The beauty and
grandeur, elegance and perfection, of this creation of nature is amazing. A person, who
once saw it, would never be able to forget it. But that matrix space, in which one six-ray
very like ours 1s only one insignificant “atom”, is only one of the numerous layers of the
space “pie”!

Here we have the explanation of the absurdity of the idea of God!

In all terrestrial religions God creates the Universe..., but this Universe acquires
exactly the form which coincides with the concepts of people looking at the night sky
and observing stars, planets and other phenomena within sight. And for some “reason”
the Universe created by God corresponds exactly to these concepts of man! It is
nonsensical—God creates the Universe according to human ideas about it. And human
ideas about the Universe were and are very far from what it is in reality.

That part of the Universe, known to man here on Midgard earth, at this stage in our
civilisation’s development, (which is reflected in various religions), is only a tiny part
of our Universe, and this in turn is as a grain of sand in the real Universe. And even this
comparison will be very conditional; in reality, the correlation is yet more impressive. |
am talking only about the scale of the Universe known to me at the beginning of 1988!

* * %

At the beginning of spring an elderly woman arrived for treatment from Sverdlovsk.
She had a pretty large cancer tumour in the area of the solar plexus. She asked me to
relieve her of this tumour and, in the meantime, began “agitating” for me to join her
group which had made contact with highly developed extraterrestrial civilizations.

| already had some idea of extraterrestrial civilizations, and it was clear to me that
this woman did not have contact with them. | asked her to tell me about how it happened.
And here is her story...

She retired after she had worked as an accountant all her life. She had a lot of free
time and decided to dedicate it to the development of her spirituality. She decided to try
to establish contact with higher forces and, for unclear reasons, decided to do it by means
of a circle wherein she wrote down letters of the Russian alphabet, and a coin, which
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executed the function of a pointer. In a state of trance her arms moved the coin, pointing
to one or another letter. They converted into words, and the latter into sentences.

When | observed how she did it for the first time, her hands moved so quickly, that
neither | nor anyone else could follow her. It was impossible to see how words were
formed from the letters, etc. Most likely, the circle with letters and the coin served as a
method of entry into the state of trance, when she became a conductor of the information.
| had no doubt that she received the in-formation from outside.

However, | quite strongly doubted that she received the information from
extraterrestrial civilizations, because the level of development of her spirit did not reach
necessary qualitative state. It was clear to me, but my understanding would have meant
nothing to her. If | had told her about it, most likely she would have thought that | envied
her: | understood and did not do it. | only asked her, whether she had any confirmation
about the veracity and exactness of the information she got with the help of such a
channel?

She answered me in the following way. Through this channel she and her group
received warnings about different incidents beforenand. And all these reports came true
and they had no rea-sons to doubt the correctness of the rest of information after they
received such confirmations.

The thought flashed through my mind: “come on, try to prove your case, and she
will think at once that | simply want to “slander” all the achievements of her group”.
But, her cancer tumour in the solar plexus, my own experience and my knowledge about
some issues told me that she and her group had become a toy in someone's very capable
“hands”.

* * *

| managed to find a way to show this woman the real state of affairs and to avoid
an accusation of (non-existent) envy. One day | gathered a group of several persons and
invited this woman too. I introduced everyone to each other and asked her to talk about
her method and results. Later | asked her whether | could establish a contact through her
with anyone whom I knew, or could she only make contact with “hers”? She answered
positively and said she could contact anyone, and she only needed to know the name of
the creature with whom I wished to establish contact. This answer further convinced me
of the rightness of my suppositions; but I told her nothing about it.

I “covered” myself. I did not want to frighten off or put possible deceivers on their
guard; put on the “clothes” of Ivanushka the fool and gave it (my disguise) a name. She
prepared for the con-tact and..., we started! | asked questions, got answers... and these
answers did not come even close to the answers of the real creature that | knew. It was
clear to me from the beginning that the creature, which answered my questions, was not
the one with whom | had wanted to establish contact.

But, wrong answers to my questions were not the only criterion which showed me
the presence of a hoax. Every creature, with whom | was acquainted, had a name which
reflected his level of development. Therefore, the name and the creature were, in
principle, a single whole, a unique code which was almost impossible to counterfeit. In
order to counterfeit such a personal code, a falsifier must possess a very high level of
development, considerably higher than the level of development of the creature, whose
name is to be used. Thus, it makes no sense for a highly developed creature to pretend
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to be the other less developed creature. Besides, according to cosmic law, a very severe
punishment is due for such an action, almost the same, as for the creation of holographic
camouflage—the complete erasing of the spirit.

So, those who know these laws will never do a similar thing—it is simply not worth
doing. Therefore, if someone does it, he is obviously not a highly developed creature
and he is certain of his complete impunity. And such confidence in one’s own impunity
can only be the case when an infringer of cosmic laws is absolutely confident that no
one will know about his sins. There is sim-ply no one to report. But, as the saying goes,
even a wise man stumbles.

Thus, it was clear to me from the beginning of the contact that quite another creature
was with us; but | did not rush to unmask an impostor. | wrote down the questions and
answers of this contact for the protocol. Once or twice | asked this woman how
everything was going. She answered that everything was just perfect. It was important
for me that she had the proof in her own “hands” that someone played a foul game with
her.

* * %

When there were enough questions and “answers”, I decided that it was time to
show the “trump card”. Instead of asking the next question I asked the answering
creature, why he pretended to be someone else. The creature began to assure me that he
was exactly the creature that he purported to be. After this assurance I “uncovered”
myself and created an insuperable barrier around the creature. And repeated the question
again: who was he and why did he pretend to be another creature.

After that this creature stopped disowning and said that his name was Milon and he
was sent to fulfill the following task: being on Midgard-earth’s mental level (the fourth
material level according to my system) he was to “pick up” all those who were able to
“break the egg-shell” there. And, if these “chickens” believed in God he should declare
himself to be this God or a messenger of the latter, if the “chickens” believed in the
extraterrestrial intellect he should pretend to be a representative of the latter, which, by
the way, was not so far from the truth.

Only the representatives of this extraterrestrial intellect are peculiar—they are
parasites.

The purpose of these creatures and even of whole civilizations is parasitizing on
the potential of those who possess the latter, but are unaware of what is it and how to
use it. Milon did exactly this, contacting this woman and her group. When he was
“pinned” and had nowhere to escape, he began to testify, trying to justify his disgraceful
acts. He claimed that he did nothing “felonious”— he “simply” took away from fools
what they had, but never used.

Milon tried to show that his actions caused no harm to anyone, that he took “only
that”, which no one needed and herein there was no violation of cosmic laws. It was not
his fault that these people had no understanding of what they had and therefore did not
use it. It would be a shame, he said, if such a treasure disappeared, because its owners
had neither understanding, nor knowledge, of what they possessed. To take the
“unnecessary” was not a crime: that was how this pilferer de-fended himself. Besides,
he said that he executed these actions carrying out the order of his higher bosses. It was
their needs for which he collected the unused potential for development of Midgard-
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earth’s aborigines. He tried to pretend to be a dependent “cog”, with no responsibility
for the orders he received.

Here he was partly right. He carried no responsibility for orders given to him, but
he carried the most direct responsibility for his actions in executing these orders. As for
the inoffensiveness of his actions, he, to put it mildly, suffered a very “strange” myopia.
The potential for development of people deceived by him is neither a cobble nor a gold
nugget, which “lies” who knows where until a person who understands the value of this
nugget, finds it and is able to use it for the sake of “world revolution”. Although the
“benefactors” of the “world revolution” are not from here, the essence of their “care” is
the same.

There are local and foreign, in our case—extraterrestrial, parasites, but the essence
Is the same; their methods and aims are identical. In fact, instigators and producers of
certain events are the same too; | understood this much later... This exchange of
information between me and Milon was conducted through this woman. It was she who
transmitted Milon’s answers, so, it was imposSible to accuse me of distortion or
falsifying of facts.

After clarifying all the nuances of the play, I, using my power and authority,
punished both Milo and those who stood behind him. In this particular case, | managed
to help remove the mask from the system of cosmic parasites.

* * *

Instead of spiritual enlightenment, an elderly woman from Sverdlovsk got alien
brainwashing. “Good” aliens “picked” her up and “robbed” her, in the direct and
figurative sense of the word— and not only her but also all those who were in her group.

Unfortunately, a lot of people, who have accumulated their potential of
development, appear to be in the state of hatched “chickens”. They were able to
accumulate a necessary potential of development in order to “force through” a
qualitative barrier to the fourth material level of Midgard-earth (the first mental level),
but not enough to facilitate operating at this level correctly.

One should have knowledge and understanding of the laws of nature which govern
on other levels, as well as methods and principles of action on these levels.
Unfortunately, people who open the “doors” to other qualitative levels of the planet, take
the skills and concepts of our physically dense level with them; without any
understanding of the fact that these do not work in other qualitative conditions. And
parasites, both “local” and “cosmic”, immediately use this childlike blindness, which
(the blindness) is fully natural at a certain level of development. These parasites,
independent of their type, are very interested in keeping people in this blindness and
ignorance as long as possible, better still—forever!

They use a very effective method for this purpose. Depending on the psycho-type
of the recently “hatched” person, they begin to carry out a psychical “processing”, in
order to see his weak points. Usually it happens like this. First, parasites scan the brain
of a freshman to know his ideas and affections. If a freshman believes in God, they
appeared before him on behalf of this God or pretend to be the latter. If a freshman
believes in the existence of alien civilizations—they declare themselves to be the
representatives of the latter without specifying to what type of civilization they belong.
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Most people, who are waking up now, consider for some reason that if they
establish a con-tact, that this is possible only with light forces and light civilizations.
Most likely, this happens be-cause in the literature available to them, as well as in
generally accepted ideas, a concept that the mental levels of our planet correspond to a
high level of spiritual development is insistently imposed upon people. Therefore, these
people automatically place all creatures, beings on these levels, in a category of
spiritually highly developed creatures or in the category of Gods and angels.

None of them understand that the overcoming of all six qualitative barriers of Earth
(gaining of six bodies of the spirit) does not mean their merging with nirvana and
completion of evolution. It means only that this person has completed the zero planetary
cycle of development, that he (or she) has only got rid of the planetary evolutional
captivity and is ready to “open” the next chapter of his life and development—the
galactic stage of his movement forward.

Any person would be surprised if a traveller stopped at the threshold of his own
house after he had “fitted” the keys in the right order to open all six doors and go outside.

Certainly, if a creature is able to “open” the fourth “door” of our house- planet, he
will have a higher level of development, than a creature, who is only able to “open” the
third “door”. And, if someone is able to “open” the fifth “door” of Midgard-earth, he
will have a higher level of development than a creature, who is able to “open” only the
fourth “door”, etc. That is right, but it does not mean that the “dwellers” of all these
levels can be necessarily referred to as light forces and bring only light. It is a very
dangerous error for which many people pay with their health and some-times, their life.

Moreover, much worse things can happen. Parasites can fully destroy the spirit
(soul) of a creature, who got into such a trap, and sometimes convert it into a slave,
turning him into the source of their potential. In order that their potential victims “go”
readily to their arms, parasites apply a very widespread psychological trick. To dissipate
mistrust between them and their victims, parasites give reliable information which can
easily be checked at the terrestrial level and which renders a strong emotional influence.
Usually it is the information about forthcoming catastrophes and natural calamities.

After a victim confirms the exactness of given information, parasites begin to pass
false in-formation, impossible to check. However, after getting the verifiable
information, the victim carries his trust over to information which he is unable to check.
| think that there is no need to explain, what kind of information, impossible to check, is
given.

Also parasites use another very effective method; they “throw dust in the eyes” of
their victim which allows both the robbery of the evolutional potential and the
destruction of the victim’s mentality and personality. In order to keep their victim firmly
in place, parasites begin to reveal to them that they are chosen by them on purpose, that
this is their fate, that only they deserve to conduct their information for the “good” of all
humanity.

The difference in the “message” is insignificant. If their “client” believes in God,
parasites announce that God has chosen them because only they truly believe in him and
only they deserve his attention and salvation. If a person believes in extraterrestrial life,
the same parasite will declare himself a representative of this or that civilization and
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begin to “sing a song” about a very important role which his victim must fulfill to rescue
terrestrial civilization.

* * *

The most interesting thing is that people, who fall under such an influence, do not
even notice the obvious nonsense given to them. For example, “alien” civilizations
contacting through one or another channeler call themselves the civilization from, for
example, the constellation of The Swan or Orion or the Great Bear. These terrestrial
channelers take it as “goes without saying”. But, these are purely the terrestrial names
of constellations, which an observer sees from the surface of Midgard-earth.

Planets and stars of every civilization have their own, “local” names, not terrestrial.
It is highly possible that they have neither swans nor bears, and even if they do, they
would, probably, give them their “local” names without any borrowings from Midgard-
earth.

Besides, a map of the stars seen from one inhabited planet differs dramatically from
that seen from another. Therefore, if they unite stars in constellations, the number of
stars and their location cannot possibly correspond to terrestrial concepts. Moreover, the
uniting of different stars in constellations is a characteristic of civilizations at the initial
levels of development which have their planetary cycles (of development) uncompleted.

In fact very often there are enormous distances between the stars in any
constellation, and sometimes, in reality, a star of the “constellation” appears to be a very
remote galaxy, which involves billions of stars of its own and its size is considerably
larger than the size of our universe.

Therefore, if there is a contact with real representatives of another civilization, they
give no names, neither theirs, nor terrestrial, which is for them simply foolish. Instead,
they pass a volumetric hologram of their system with the points of reference, considering
the spatial position of Midgard-earth. And if the representatives of other civilizations
introduce themselves as messengers from the constellation of Swan or any other, it
means only one thing—those who establish the contact begin to play nasty games with
all the ensuing consequences.

One way or another | will touch upon the subject of extraterrestrial contacts, and

for a while I will come back into the spring of 1988...

14. Ready for superabilities?

In case of the elderly woman from Sverdlovsk | had succeeded in proving to her
that the in-formation given through her group was false and | hoped that she would not
repeat the error and leave the unreliable and dangerous practice of establishing contact
alone. However, | had wrongly supposed, based on her level of development, that she
could not have contacted an extraterrestrial civilization.

In reality she did make contact—only with the representative of an extraterrestrial
civilization, who settled himself comfortably on her exact terrestrial planetary level. It
Is also true that this alien Milon was a catcher-parasite of people, who had just “hatched”
from their evolutional “eggs”™. It turns out that not every contact, even with an alien,
promises positive results and possibilities for spiritual development...
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In May, 1988 | had my next vacation. | went to my homeland to visit my parents.
Also | spent a week in Sochi, where | had several friends. They booked me a room in a
very good hotel in the center of Sochi and managed to get me a pass to visit the hotel
“Zemchuzina’s beach, where there were no great crowds of holiday-makers as there
were at public beaches.

But I did not waste my time lying on the beach due to reasons | mentioned before.
| spent a greater part of my time in discussions and conversations on my favorite subjects
since | had interesting interlocutors. The only event that was worth attention during my
vacation was a direct con-tact with “wild” dolphins of the Black sea. When I entered the
water, | asked them to skip the energy of water through me—they controlled the energy
of water with amazing skills.

When the stream of water-energy ran through my body, a very interesting
phenomenon was observed. | lay on my back, the stream of energy went through my
body, it rose to the very surface (I lay motionless) and began to revolve around the axis
which passes through the solar plexus. It was very unusual and next time | invited my
friend to observe this phenomenon. Everything repeated again...

On my returning from vacation, | continued my own researches and private
practice, in my free time from the “official” work in the research institute. It was in 1988
that | had the idea of writing my first book—The Last Appeal to Mankind. Exactly then
| wrote the third chapter of this book—Psi-fields in nature and in the evolution of
intelligence”. Certainly, what I wrote then was not the chapter of the book yet. It was a
single article. Later on, this article became the third chapter of my book. Then | also
wrote a poem, which | placed in the book. After | had written this article, | understood
that it was not enough, | should write a book, wherein | decided to expound my under-
standing of laws of the Universe.

* * %

At this time some of those whose brain | had modified, failing the test of possessing
the abili-ties which they received together with the brain modification, moved away from
me and began to “bathe” in the rays of their new abilities. I became an obstacle for them,
because they could not “shine” in my presence, as much as they wished. It was a surprise
to me, when people told me that someone of their acquaintance, whose brain structures
| had modified less than a year ago, confidentially “shared” with them the information
that she saw human internal organs since her child-hood, traveled to the past and future
and visited another planets!

How nice! I did not know that she was less than one year old—I made a qualitative
modification of her brain, in 1987 and only then did she see both her own brain and other
people’s internal organs for the first time in her life, | also shifted her along the scale of
time and she saw other worlds for the first time. The most interesting fact was that neither
she nor my other students could travel in time and space independently. For this they
would have had their own potential and their own knowledge and skills.

In order that they could do it I had to bring them into necessary qualitative state and
keep them in this state so that they would not “fall” out of an event. In fact, they were
observers, who were very important, but not determinative. To a greater degree they
played the role of “passengers.” Certainly, their own potential allowed them to put
themselves into the state of internal sight and obtain information about the state of the
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internal organs of humans, but they were not able to travel in time and space
independently.

Nevertheless, even their participating in events as “passengers” developed their
sense of self-importance very quickly. They behaved normally in my presence, but,
when they were among other people, they began to create a halo of grandeur around
themselves. Gradually I became for some of them a “thorn in the flesh”, an impediment
to the creation of their “divine” halo. Besides, some “well-wishers” helped them to do
it. They eulogized them and begged for help. Often this help was required in affairs very
far from being virtuous. But they were paid well for it, they were “respected”, they had
felt their “force” and saw evident confirmation of their “power”, as well as other people
saw it.

It appeared that not everyone could pass the test of new “superabilities” as a result
of the qualitative change in brain structures, or as | would say—brain modification. A
lot of them craved that the rest of the world should know about it, they desired
acknowledgement and corresponding “deserved” recompense. In other words,
megalomania was developing. | never could understand this reaction. In fact their
“superabilities” appeared as a result of the brain modification which I did for them.
Before, they had nothing of the kind! These abilities were not their own achievements;
they were a gift!

Why not simply use this gift and do something good, although relatively small, but
useful!? In order to do anything greater, it is necessary to accumulate experience, to learn
to use these abilities correctly, to develop them. But time and labour is needed for this,
a lot of labour. And they wanted to have everything immediately.

* * *

Partly, this was my fault and my responsibility. When, observing my actions, they
wanted to do the same, | tried to support them, not create an inferiority complex in them.
| tried to encourage them, saying that if they went through everything that | had gone
through or went further, they would reach what they desired. It was true, only for some
reason they thought that it would be very easy and that they already could do more than
l.

Most likely, the outward appearance of ease with which | operated played a wicked
trick on them. Besides, their participation in my work as observers also created an
illusion that it was pretty easy. It seemed to me that it would be incorrect to “rub their
noses in it” when they made mistakes; it could result in an inferiority complex. I thought
that they would understand what it was all about, but it did not happen.

| did not allow the eulogizing of me and did not eulogize them. I felt this kind of
behaviour to be a sign of small-mindedness and foolishness. | considered that it was
necessary to work instead of “bathing” in the rays of one’s illusive “grandeur.” I was
always interested in solving the problem and not in what this solution would bring me
personally. From my personal experience | can say that those problems, which I
succeeded in solving, brought me nothing except for small or big troubles. | mention this
as a fact and not in order to “cry on someone’s shoulder.” In fact, I did not expect any
other reaction to my deeds.

I understood perfectly that many (if not all) of my actions had stuck in the “throat”
of both “local” and “foreign” parasites. It did not stop me, on the contrary, every time |
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was certain that | had done everything correctly. Someone may well ask: who gave me
the right to decide what was evil and what was good? The answer is simple: | always
considered that the prevention of some-thing bad was, in itself, positive and needed
neither approval nor permission from anyone.

In fact, you would not be running around different offices in order to gather
permissions to rescue a drowning child. Probably, you would manage to get permission,
but that would hardly help the child—most likely, he would have drowned. There are
situations, when you should act immediately without waiting for someone’s approval or
support. You should assume your own responsibility instead of waiting for someone else
to decide for you, especially in cases when those who take decisions will never make the
right one, because it is extremely unprofitable for them.

After my “students” had received from me their qualitatively changed brain, they
wanted eagerly to be immediately generally recognized for what they did not do; and to
which they had only become loose witnesses. More precisely, they thought that they
were able to do the same, as | did. Certainly, there were those, who began to give them
what they desired so much. Flattery was “honey” to their souls. In the course of flattery
they were asked to do some “insignificant” things. For example, their flatterers needed
that a very bad person did one or another thing, or it was necessary that a yet more
“terrible” person would free the world from his presence.

| hope that everyone understands—similar requests seasoned with flattery are
nothing but pure provocation and a test for “weakness.” It 1s like, when someone has no
wish to start smoking or drinking and is told that he (she) is a “mama’s darling” and is
too feeble to break parents’ rules. Unfortunately, most people immediately rush to prove
that their parent’s opinion does not matter to them and they are grown ups and there is
no problem in them having a drink or smoking a cigarette and..., demonstrate it readily.
The like of this happened with persons who got qualitatively new abilities after
modification of their brain. They wanted very much to prove to the whole world that
they were special and were ready to grasp any offer to be acknowledged by others.

* * *

| observed this phenomenon more than once. For example, Natalia A. was one of
the first per-sons, whose brain | modified at the end of 1987. She possessed excellent
natural inclinations. After her brain transformation she was able, perfectly, both to see
with the help of her brain and to receive telepathic information. Her genetics was very
dynamic, and | succeeded in transforming her brain very quickly. The new abilities of
other people, who went through brain transformation, were less bright. For example,
their telepathic capabilities were not strong enough to receive transmitted in-formation
accurately. But, very soon she wanted to be “the great” Natalia. Some elements of this
had appeared before, to which | drew her attention, but my remarks only irritated her.

In the end of 1987 she was present at my work with a woman, who had fourth stage
breast cancer. In fact, I have always considered the action of showing one’s abilities at
any given moment, to be tactless. | consider that to talk about someone’s health problems
Is convenient only when a person asks my opinion. To my mind, it is indecent and
incorrect to “play the oracle” about problems with health of everyone in the room right
off one’s own bat.
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| did not need such “authority” and excessive attention. Why “get heavy” with
people de-claiming your “peculiar properties”? From my point of view this is a cheap
trick. They say that any initiative is punishable, especially if it is based on ignorance.
Her case was not an exception. In three days she called me in a state of panic. The point
was that she had a tumor in the same place, where this woman had her breast cancer.
Over three days her tumor had reached a pretty big size.

She was so scared of the possible consequences that she swallowed her pride and
asked me to help. I helped her, but this taught her nothing. She simply began to avoid
patients with cancer without understanding that it was not enough to see the problem. It
IS necessary to understand, what you see, to know how to solve the problem and be able
to do it. And any, even the smallest, error or misunderstanding can result in the loss of
your own health and even life. It is one thing to be an observer and quite another to be
an active participant. After these events, unexpectedly for her and without any apparent
reason, her father died and soon her brother was involved in a serious car accident and
was in the intensive care unit with a very serious cranial-cerebral trauma. He had one of
his brain’s arterial vessels damaged and the resulting haematoma grew pretty quickly
and in a couple of days he died.

After this, | had a serious talk with her and explained the real reason for these deaths
from my point of view. In my opinion, she had meddled in some dirty business and what
had happened was directed toward her. But due to the fact that she was strong enough,
it ricocheted on people close to her—her father and brother—who were genetically
weaker. My words only made her angry, especially, when | said that | could not allow
her to act like this using the brain structures which | created for her. I considered then
and consider now that | carry responsibility for those to whom I give new qualities and
abilities.

My position about this made Natalia A. challenge me, with “Who are you to tell
me what to do!?”” I was taken aback a little, but explained nothing more. I only said that
I would take away what | had created for her, but everything she had had before would
remain with her, if there was anything left afterwards.

I noticed one very “strange” feature. After I create for someone properties and
qualities, which he never had before, the person “forgets” about it very quickly and
thinks that nothing can happen to them.

Evidently, Natalia A. thought that everything would remain with her, because she
considered her newly acquired qualities to be only hers. I did as | said and as far as |
know, after it, nothing special manifested in her. My gift appeared to have been a very
heavy load for her, which squashed her because of the immaturity of her soul.

Exactly after this case, from the beginning | began to put in a program of self-
abolition and | always warned everyone, whose brain transformation | did, what was
possible and what was impossible to do, using new qualities and abilities, according to
my views! Moreover, | explained, why it was impossible to do something. And if
someone, due to misunderstanding, even thinks of some-thing unacceptable for
realization, such a program of action would be blocked.

If the like of this happens three times, action would be blocked every time, and after
the third time the system would be cancelled and a person would come back to the
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qualitative state which he had before my interference. I called this the principle of the
“goldfish”**—persons unprepared morally and spiritually to new qualities and abilities
finally get the “broken washboard”... The crux of matter is that I did not have the
possibility, time or desire to look after each person, who passed through my “procedure”.

Some may say that it is necessary to see what to give and to whom! However, it is
Impossible to guess beforehand, how a person will behave in one or another situation,
especially, when he (or she) receives these absolutely new, unknown qualities and
abilities. One must not deprive the person of freedom of choice, of the possibility of
making the correct decision, thereby winning over himself and his temptations, even if
he does it at the last moment.

There were cases, when after getting new qualities and abilities, an “exemplary” in
every respect person, manifested a side of himself which was never observed in him
before. Sometimes a person leads a regular life only because it is profitable for him,
wearing the mask of a decent man. And, in absolutely new conditions—getting new
qualities and abilities—the necessity for this mask disappears, and his real personality
0o0zes up to the surface. Is it possible to see the mask or weak points in man before
temptations? It is possible in principle, but one cannot deprive even such peo-ple of the
chance to make the right decision at the last moment.

One way or another, when used wrongly, a new qualitative structure created by me
rolls up. It is my concept of justice. | neither assert nor insist that my concepts are the
best. But they are my concepts and | am responsible for what | give to others, and
therefore | will continue to act like this until something makes me use another approach.
I will later return to this subject more than once and now back to the events of that time...

* * %

Besides the events described before, in the spring-summer of 1988 some other
interesting events happened, which, although they could be referred to as being in the
purely terrestrial cate-gory, were not quite ordinary. In June one gentleman found me
through my friends, asking me to rescue his wife who was at death’s door in one of the
hospitals of Kharkov. She had a very bad form of meningitis, medical treatment gave no
result, and the doctor in charge of the case informed her husband that nothing could be
done and warned that she could die within the next few days. Exactly after this he found
me and appealed to me to save his wife’s life.

| promised him nothing until I could check the reaction of his wife to my influence.
He immediately organized it so that | could visit her in the hospital; the doctor in charge
of the case had no objection, because he was absolutely sure of the deplorable end and
disbelieved that anyone, particularly a “healer,” would be able to do anything in such a
heavy case. It was all the same to me whatever kind of opinion had the doctor about me.
After the first session this man’s wife felt a lot better, and after several sessions she
regained consciousness and ... began to recover quickly.

** From the famous Alexander Pushkin’s tale The Tale of the Fisherman and the Fish. The tale tells about a fisherman who
managed to catch the Golden Fish which promised to fulfil any his wish in exchange for letting it go. The old man did not
want anything, and let the fish go. But his wife did. She sent him to ask the fish for a new their washboard, the next day for
a new house, then for a new palace... She wanted to become the ruler of her province, to become the Tsarina and finally to
become the Ruler of Sea to subjugate the golden fish completely to her boundless will. The fish cures her greed by putting
her back in the old cottage and giving back the broken washboard.
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* * *

Almost at the same time, | came across another manifestation of the use of black
magic, which does not exist according to modern science. A gentleman asked me to help
in a quite unusual situation. Here is his story. One day he gave a lady a lift. In gratitude
for his help she invited him in for a cup of tea. This tea appeared to be very expensive
to him. They had a chat. Some facts did not escape the woman’s attention—he had his
own car and very well-paid work. Evidently, he seemed an adequate candidate for her
to get her hands on. After tea she invited him into her bed, which, most likely, fully
coincided with his own desire.

Unfortunately for him, it did not turn out to be just a “little” adventure away from
home. This woman gained complete power over him—he was converted into her slave.
At her demand he arrived and brought her money. Sometimes she rewarded his
“exemplary” conduct by access to her body. Occasionally it took place in the presence
her husband, a Georgian by nationality. This man (the victim) understood everything,
but could do nothing about the situation. As he told me, he loved his wife and children
but his feet “drove” him to this woman again and again against his will. And he asked
me, whether | could help him in this situation.

After scanning the situation | understood that he told the truth and that he was under
the influence of female black magic. Usually, in order to bewitch a man the woman’s
menstrual blood is used, in which there is an enormous amount of female hormones.
Usually, this blood is added into soup, tea or coffee together with a code of control
through the subconscious, and.., if a man is receptive enough to this kind of influence he
is doomed to be under the complete control of this woman. In a case when the “black
magic woman” carries out the ritual herself, the control force is maximal—which exactly
happened with this man.

Certainly, he is partly responsible for this “little” adventure, but in some situations
a man is not able to resist the female sexual influence, especially, if she possesses a very
powerful personal force. Moreover, this female sexual influence intensifies
considerably, when the man is in the mood to flirt a “little.” In other words, in this state
the man is maximally open to such sexual influence from the side of the woman, and
“heavy artillery” with the use of menstrual blood makes him an easy prey for purse
hunters.

When | understood the cause in this case, | removed the unnatural dependence of
this man from his subconscious and he got rid of it forever. | also created for him a
protection against similar influence in the future. From my point of view, any
manipulation of man with or without the use of his (or her) weaknesses is inadmissible
under any circumstances: especially when it concerns the so-called love magic. The only
love magic, which | consider to be possible, is that, which is based on real feelings
between man and woman, when people are not under the rule of hormones, but are
guided by high spiritual feelings, when an intimate relationship is never determinative
for them, when the union of souls occurs...

* * %

The summer of 1988 was my last summer in the glorious Russian city of Kharkov.
In the middle of July I handed in my resignation and discharged myself from the institute.
There were several reasons for this. First, my work at the institute gave me no personal
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prospects. My own researches were in no way related to that, in which | was engaged in
the department. My institute salary was very insignificant. My private practice gave me
enough for living and at the same time left me time for the search for truth.

There was another reason, why | left Kharkov. In the spring of 1988 | met a woman,
who as | thought then, could understand what I did, and would follow the path of truth
with me. Vladimir Dmitrievich Kuskov introduced us. One day in March he asked me
to meet a “cosmic” woman. We came to her in the city of Vidnoe near Moscow. There
| first met Mzia Solomonia. Her health was sapped by her healing work, because she
took everything upon herself. After she became exhausted, most of her “admirers”
disappeared, leaving her alone with her problems.

She had two children; one of them was a little daughter several months old. | felt
sorry for this woman and offered her my help to solve the problem with her health. |
conducted the healing session and began to call her from time to time and we conversed
quite a lot. Her special feature was the ability to go out from the body, with her spirit,
and she remembered what happened to her there. | asked her to marry me and take up
common cause together. Unfortunately, it was my error. She betrayed me several times
and appropriated some results of my work, whereupon, | decided to leave her. | have no
desire to go on with this subject, because | cannot say anything good about her and have
no wish to say (more precisely, to write) bad things. She was my second wife.

| was engaged to my first wife for five years; we married and divorced at the
beginning of 1987.

The main cause of this, my first divorce, was her parents fear that my healing
activity could draw serious trouble to them, and they found the best way out of this
situation—our divorce. How-ever, they waited until the divorce could not influence their
daughter’s assignment after she graduated from the institute, otherwise she could get
work in some remote place®. | divorced my second wife because she betrayed me and
appropriated some results of my work because of her purely professional envy. But it
was for the better. My fate led me to the meeting with a woman, who was my promised,
my second me—to my Svetlana, who became not only my wife but also my friend and
comrade-in-arms—Dbut about it later, in due time.

In July of 1988 | moved to Moscow and only in September | received a one-room
apartment in Kharkov. All the time that I lived in Kharkov, including my student years,
| had to rent rooms in flats, where lady-pensioners dwelled. Only when | moved from
Kharkov to Moscow did | finally get my tiny apartment. Quite a quirk of fate!

| did not register in the apartment of my second wife so that no one could reproach
me about my interest in a Moscow registration. | tried to change my Kharkov apartment
into an apartment in Moscow but failed. For the greater part of my stay in Moscow |
lived in other peoples’ apartments, which | rented or in which my friends and relatives
allowed me to live, and at the same time there was my empty apartment in Kharkov,
although only a one-room apartment, it was mine, and ... | did not need it, but | needed
a dwelling in Moscow and could not have it...

A lot of my patients came to me in Moscow; several times | went to Kharkov.
However, | did not stay in my flat, because | had to refurbish it, to buy in furniture and

351 the U.S.S.R there was a special system of assignment for graduates of Soviet educational institutions. A young specialist
must work during 3 years at the place of assignment. The enterprise should provide him with a dwelling. Young families
had some advantages—better place of assignment, for example.
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all that was necessary. And | had neither time nor special necessity. | spent my money
mainly on keeping my new family until we divorced.

15. Study is light

Gradually I began to heal patients from Moscow. People visited me in Vidnoe to
get both treatment and knowledge. | gladly shared my understanding of the essence of
existent processes with people. At the insistence of some of them | began to teach. One
of my new students was Vladislaw Dolgushin, the chief medical officer at one of
Moscow’s maternity hospitals. He was interested in extrasensory phenomena and was
acquainted with Mzia Solomonia, who did not have the least desire to teach him, or
anyone else, anything; because she considered it to be impossible. That is why he
appealed to me with such a request. After my testing him, | determined that he was
genetically pretty inert, and to modify his brain using my method would require time.

He noticed positive signs pretty quickly, which inspired him greatly. After that he
introduced me to Vadim Belozerov, a TV reporter. We met and pretty soon had the idea
of making a one-hour documentary. At the meeting there was also Vladimir Dmitrievich
Sergeev, a deputy of the editor-in-chief of the documentary films department of Soviet
Television. From that moment on he visited me almost every day independent of where
I lived, be it in Vidnoe, in one of my friend’s apartment in Novo-Gireevo or in my aunt’s
apartment in Butovo, etc. In the morning he was usually at work and by two o’clock he
joined me and very often he left late at night

Vladimir Sergeev was sincerely interested in my work and my concepts. |
understood that an official of such rank did not do it out of idle curiosity. But also |
perfectly understood that he or some other person would be around me anyway. | liked
him and thought that if someone had to be near me all the same, | would rather have him.

He treated me quite well in his own way. At least, | saw no falseness in him,
although, I could assume that he was an excellent actor or | was somewhat blind and saw
no game. Vladimir Sergeev was one of the creators of several famous popular science
broadcasts. He received the Oscar as the director of the Soviet-American film “Peter the
Great”. One way or another, he was a very sociable and intelligent man. He had been
around me for more than two years and | could pass, through him, any information which
| considered necessary, to certain establishments. Sometimes, Vladimir spilled the beans
involuntarily, but about that—Iater; in the meantime I’ve just met him...

Sometimes | received groups of people. Usually, | had no idea who those people
were. They gave their names and that was all. That is why, from time to time there were
amusing situations. One day | began my talk with the statement that modern science had
reached a deadlock and had no chance of finding the way out if it continued to adhere to
old concepts. As an example | gave the information that modern medicine and biology
were unable to explain the nature of the human embryo’s development, and wanted to
go on further, unfolding the subject, when suddenly a middle-aged man, whose name |
unfortunately did not memorize, asked me a question:

— Young man, what is your education!?

When | answered him that | had graduated from Kharkov University, the
department of theoretical physics in the radio physics faculty, he said:
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— You’d better do what you were taught to do!

Certainly I could ignore such an obviously aggressive and tactless comment. But |
decided to cross my “t’s”. It was fully possible that there was something I did not know,
I never considered and still do not, that | know everything about everything and | am
never ashamed of learning something new. Therefore | asked him a question:

— Excuse me, and who are you?

He appeared to be a Doctor of Science in biology. Having found that out, | asked
him to ex-plain the nature of the human embryo’s development. And he began to explain
that different hormones and enzymes appear in different zygote cells (cells of a fertilized
egg) and, as a result, a brain is developed from one zygote cell, a heart is developed from
another cell, etc. | said that I know this from my eighth school year, when | studied
“Human anatomy and physiology.” Then I asked him whether he was familiar with
histology (microscopic study of cell tissue) and whether he agreed with the concepts of
this science? He answered positively. Then | said:

— After conception there is one fertilized egg which begins to divide. After one
cell divides, two absolutely identical cells appear. When they in their turn divide, four
identical cells appear, and so on: eight, sixteen, thirty-two, sixty-four, etc. In other
words, all cells of the embryo have identical genetics and are copies of one fertilized
eqa.

After | described the process, | asked him the question:

— Will you explain to me, please, how is it possible that different hormones and
enzymes appear in absolutely identical cells of the embryo?

He, being a little bit embarrassed, answered:

— Only God knows!

To tell the truth, | did not expect any other answer and said to him:

— l'am not a God but | know this!

Certainly, I could have ignored the Doctor of Science’s caustic remark, but then the
rest of people present at the talk would have got the impression that | spoke about
subjects of which | understood nothing. The most frightening thing was that everyone
was completely sure of the fact that modern biology and medicine indeed understood the
nature of living matter; that did not correspond to the real state of affairs.

It turns out to be very interesting: the knowledge of your opponent’s “language”
allows not only discussing one or another question on equal terms, but also completely
defeating your opponent on all points of the dispute. Certainly, it is impossible to know
everything, but it is quite essential to know the main theses and concepts of modern
science, if you have no desire to “drown” in the bog of “scientific” terms, which hide
nothing else but plain ignorance.

An educated person is not a person who holds in his memory everything that he (or
she) has read or everything that humanity accumulated, which is impossible in principle,
but a person who knows the basis and knows where to find the necessary nuances. My
interest in biology, physics, astronomy, chemistry, geography, history and philosophy,
and the aspiration to “get to the bottom of things” was neither in vain nor “wasted”. My
understanding of what stands behind scientific terms and my orientation in the
“Minotaur labyrinths” of science became my Ariadne’s guiding thread.
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Certainly, my interest in biology and medicine was beyond the school program. As
| already mentioned, after | graduated from my secondary school, | studied a course of
general biology using a two-volume edition by the American biologist D. Villee, while
| was preparing for the preliminary exams for entrance to the biological faculty in 1978:
not only this—I read a lot of books and articles on evolutional biology, paleontology and
anthropology... So, | had sufficient foundation to understand the current state and
development of this branch of science.

My knowledge of concepts in different branches of science was extremely useful
in my life so, when someone asks: “Why do you need it, when in fact, you am not going
to be a biologist or physicist or historian?”, I always answer with the following: “If a
person does not want to be a “puppet on a string” or a bio-robot, he (or she) must be
developed multilaterally. The more multilaterally developed the person, the more
chances he has to become an innovator, which is highly necessary and extremely
important, first of all, for the person himself.”

* * *

| remember one amusing case from my healing practice. One day a new patient
from Kharkov arrived. She knew about me from one of my patients, who I had cured
and whom she trusted. She had a serious chronic inflammation of the kidneys. She
received traditional medical treatment for a long time with no success and... her state
only worsened. The courses of “treatment” with huge doses of strong antibiotics gave
only the illusion of improvement, causing only temporary deceleration of the
development of her disease and the destruction of her liver and immune system with all
the consequences. So, this woman had a long-term chronic inflammation of kidneys—
pyelonephritis—and she asked me to relieve her of this chronic ailment. | began to
restore her health.

At that time my patients, who paid for my work, paid me for every session and for
those times it was a pretty big money. Usually, | carried out one course of treatment with
a person, whereupon the patient went home and the process, already begun, proceeded
without my direct influence. | created a special program which unfolded gradually,
during several months. After that the person should come again and continue the course.
Such chronic problems usually required a lot of time for the result to become manifest.
And naturally, the person could not have everything perfectly cured immediately after
the course of healing sessions.

This woman arrived, and in a couple of days her husband arrived too and also
decided to have a course. | began to work with him. Within several days, after a session
with him, his wife unexpectedly said: “Could you work with him more intensely, as we
need to return home and he started his course later than 1?”

| began to explain to her that | gave her husband exactly that load which he could
endure; otherwise undesirable overloads might appear which could result in a coma or
clinical death. She answered that her husband was a strong fellow and would be able to
endure a couple of additional minutes. | again tried to explain, but she continued to insist
on my intensifying my work with her husband.

| could not understand the reason for such obstinacy and her inward aggression
towards me. I decided to “glance” in her thoughts and ... the reason for her strange
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behaviour became clear to me. As far as | understood, she worked in the Soviet trade
system and had become accustomed to cheating everyone. Therefore, she thought that
people always acted the same way she did. Most likely, she did not understand the
possibility of any other kind of behaviour.

When during my work nothing special happened, there was a fight in her head
between her desire to become healthy, and mistrust and avidity. She thought: “Suppose,
we pay him and he cheats us? Anyone can wave their hands. Maybe he has very little
force or he gives small doses on purpose—to have more sessions and therefore to make
us pay through the nose?” When I saw her thoughts, I was disappointed because she
measured others by her own yardstick and | decided...
well, if she wanted me to intensify my influence on her husband—I had warned them...
They both smiled with satisfaction and I continued the session with her husband.

After a couple of minutes this “strong” fellow felt sick and giddy. I began to take
away the overload and had almost brought him back to normal; when at that moment |
heard a doorbell, and when | came back to him in a minute ... he was lying on the floor
with his body convulsed. His wife ran around him like a frightened hen. After her
husband returned to a normal state neither he nor she ever mentioned working with them
“more intensely” up to the end of my course!

Indeed, the human psychology is very peculiar! When you create conditions in
order that a person experiences no unpleasant feelings, he (or she) requires proof that
you indeed do your work.

It is tantamount when a patient wakes up after anesthesia, and asks whether the
operation was really done, on the grounds that he felt no pain. Is it really necessary to
feel pain to believe in the reality of what happens?! It always seemed to me that for a
person it is important that the problem with his health has disappeared without a trace
and if he feels no pain in the process—just wonderful! Is it really necessary for a person
to get through an “operation” without anesthesia to believe in the reality of a “miracle”?!.

After the course this woman, nevertheless, asked me, when she should expect the
results of my job, because she still felt pain in her kidneys. | explained to her again that
it would require time to substitute kidneys with pathological changes, with new ones, in
other words, to create new healthy kidneys. My words did not convince her, despite what
had happened to her husband. I asked her to call me in six months and to repeat the
course if necessary. She was very sceptical of my words because she saw deception
everywhere. But she had no choice, because all other ways of treatment had not helped
her.

In about half a year this woman called me from the sanatorium and reported that
she had been through all tests and... her kidneys were healthy! She was very glad and
asked me, whether I could “repair” her liver, with which she also had serious problems.
| congratulated her over the release from chronic pyelonephritis and... refused to engage
in her sick liver. And not because | had no time, but because | was not pleased to work
with a person who saw everyone as the type of impostors and deceivers, with whom she
had got used to dealing...
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There was slightly different situation, when | worked with a woman who had a
heart attack. Usually a scar of connective tissue appears in human cardiac muscle after
a heart attack. The human body uses this tissue as repair material. When some area of
the cardiac muscle dies off, a “patch” of connective tissue appears in this place, but the
regeneration of cardiac muscle never occurs. In order to help a person in this situation |
first remove the scar of connective tissue, as though cutting away one layer after another.
This procedure is very painful without anaesthesia. Therefore, | create a strong effect of
anesthesia and a person only feels something slightly touching his cardiac muscle.

As I influence, the connective scar tissue is “cut away” or “melts” layer after layer,
but irrespective of what one may call it, the process is very painful. Therefore, | always
aimed for zero un-pleasant and painful phenomena. My purpose was always to make the
person healthy and I did not need that he or she writhed in pain or was crushed because
of my influence.

Most likely, this kind of unpleasant phenomena could create certain opinions about
the force of my influence, but I always was convinced that this kind of “authority” was
unnecessary for me. It only shows the primitiveness of the person who wants to “feel
this authority” and the narrow-mindedness and ignorance of those who create it. When
| first came across the manifestations of this narrow-mindedness and ignorance; | reacted
to them.

As in the case of a young woman who had serious problems with her heart; when |
began to work with her, her first question was—why she felt only a soft touch within her
heart?! Did it mean that | had little force?

| was taken aback not only by her attitude toward the event, but by the fact that her
question was tactless and boorish. She was mostly worried about how she felt my work,
instead of being interested in the process and the result. But she did not ask about that.
Exactly this filled me with indignation. Therefore, | told her that, if she wished to feel
the process without complete anaesthesia, so be it—I would do her a favour.

However, | was not sure that | could remove all anaesthesia; in fact, my principle
of work was built on the opposite. Moreover, it was impossible to take off everything;
otherwise, she could die of shock from the pain, which was very likely considering her
sick heart. But, nevertheless, | decided to teach her a little lesson in good manners.

I began my influence with the minimum level of anaesthesia. But, for “some”
reason she did not like it. She hardly concealed her grimaces of pain, and periodically
simply flinched from it. | told her that | had satisfied her request and would only work
with her in this way, in fact, she wanted it to be just like this and according to her
“opinion” exactly this is what should accompany my influence! Oddly enough, when
she finally got “sharp” sensations, she was scared; and I did not see her anymore. Most
likely, those sensations appeared too “sharp” for her. It often happens like this—a
person asks for something and is frightened, when they get it.

In fact, | always observed the reaction of people to my healing with certain
curiousity. Very often people inquire about something or ask me to demonstrate
something, being totally sure be-forehand that, what they ask for is simply impossible to
fulfill or, in other words, that | am stringing them along. And, when | turn out to be no
cheat, they are terrified.
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To tell the truth, not only people’s lack of foresight should be blamed, but also their
experience of practical relations with those who proclaim their abilities, especially, if
these people are strongly supported by mass media. The existing stereotypes
predetermine these reactions. For some reason people are pretty sure that a person who
frequently appears on TV or in newspapers and journals is the best in his (or her) field.

Unfortunately, it is far from truth. Most often it is quite to the contrary—mass
media backs up those who have nothing except for their ambition or intentionally
mislead others. Sometimes, people, who are used for these purposes, sincerely believe
in what they say. This is the most dangerous case, because when a person believes in
what he or she says, his or her influence on others increases dramatically. | will return
to this phenomenon more than once, while now I continue to talk about the events of the
end of 1988...

* * *

One day an elderly woman asked me to relieve her of a problem with salt deposits,
especially in the lumbar part of the vertebral column. She appeared to be very sensitive
to my influence. This fact made me glad and | gave her the maximum level of my
influence that she could endure. Salt outgrowths “simply” began to flow down along her
spine like melted “beeswax”. It took several minutes, but after this the woman was able
to bend and unbend easily and walk without pain. She was beside herself with joy, but
in several hours she felt very acute pain which had her “climbing up the wall”.

It happened, because my anaesthesia began to wear off and then the rest of the
manifestation of my work was more than enough to make her feel very strong pain. It
occurred because | had accelerated the exchange processes in the areas of salt deposits
by thousands of times in order that spine salt outgrowths could flow down like melted
beeswax, otherwise it was simply impossible to melt them.

Strictly saying, this kind of influence is not a melting—simply during this process
man feels that he is hot and something very hot flows down his spine and salt deposits
or bone callosities dis-appear literally before his very eyes, the bones become soft as
plasticine and it is possible to bend and stretch them out almost like plasticine. These are
man’s subjective feelings, but what really happens with him during such an influence?

There are real processes, about which man either does not reflect or know, behind
subjective feelings. In order to understand the nature of these processes, first, it is
necessary to understand the nature of the processes which bring a person to this state of
health.

Salt deposits appear in bones and vessels when, for example, at dysbolism, when
the concentration of calcium salts in blood and, especially, in lymph increases and, after
reaching the critical level, they start to crystallize. As the speed of movement of lymph
in bone tissues is minimal, the crystallization of salts begins, above all, in bone tissues,
which is the reason for salt deposits in bones.

There is another reason. Salt deposits appear, when the chemical composition of
lymph changes as a result of the breaching of exchange processes of the organism. As a
result, some chemical compounds pass from soluble to insoluble. Chemical compounds
fall in sediment and are accumulated in bones and vessels.
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Most often both processes occur simultaneously. Therefore, to eliminate these
deposits it is necessary either to launch chemical processes in the opposite direction or
to annihilate salts and bone outgrowths. To make these processes to flow quickly, it is
necessary to accelerate the inverse processes sometimes by thousands of times:
otherwise, the process of resolution of salts or bone outgrowths will take decades—
exactly as many years as was required for them to appear. There-fore, it is necessary to
launch the inverse processes with much greater speed than the speed of the direct
processes, which led to salt deposits.

This acceleration of the inverse biochemical processes makes the brain react with
pain only. This is because the formatio reticularis of the human brain—the control
“station”— compares signals which come from organs, with those signals which
correspond to the normal functioning of a particular organ. If a signal, which comes from
an organ along the nerve, exceeds the norm, the brain reacts to the surplus or insufficient
signal with pain and ... starts to fight with it. The brain is unable to recognise that this
change is positive. In nature any deviation of the signal from the control signal of the
formatio reticularis is negative.

That is why, in order to return the state of a certain organ and the organism as a
whole to the normal, healthy state, it is necessary to change standard signals in the
formatio reticularis, which appeared in the process of transition toward the chronic state
of disease. If the organism is unable to win over illness, what happens in the majority of
cases is, the chronic state is adopted as new norm in the formatio reticularis and the
organism does everything to prevent further worsening of the state and tries to keep the
parameters of the sick organ and organism as a whole, at the level of, if not optimum,
but at least acceptable, functioning. The brain simply tries to prevent further worsening
of functioning of the organism, using the peripheral nervous system. Therefore it gives
a hostile reception to any deviation from its accepted “normal” state of the organism,
trying to return the organism into its original state.

This is the nature of connections, organ—~brain and brain—organ. Therefore, the
brain takes the acceleration of the inverse processes by thousands of times as a new
danger and reacts to it with pain, and tries to return everything to “how it was before”,
despite the fact that the state of “how it was before” is a pathological state of the organ
or the whole organism. I will remind you that the brain, at the level of a primitive brain,
where the formatio reticularis is, does not think and only re-acts to any deviations from
the accepted “standard”.

Besides, such acceleration of processes—even though positive for health—is a
huge load for the human organism and very often it is necessary to diminish considerably
the intensity of the influence to that level which the person is able to endure without
excessive overload.

That is why, it is possible to achieve the result in one minute, but very often the
speed of processes should be slowed down to that level which the person is able to
endure. And very often the process of the health restoration takes years instead of one
minute. Otherwise, the load could kill the person or result in failure of organs or systems
of the organism (for example, kidneys) that may result in a lethal outcome. Therefore,
during the healing process it is necessary to adjust not to that which can be done, but to
the load which the person can endure without disabling his organs and systems.
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Only in pretty rare cases, when the person can endure the required load, it is
possible to make qualitative changes of the state of the organism in minutes, and
witnesses of this consider it a miracle; it is no miracle—just in this case necessary
changes happened rapidly.

The like of this takes place during the work with bones, when they become like
plasticine. In order to ensure that this can happen, it is only necessary to understand the
nature of bone formation and growth. The only difference between a bone and cartilage
Is that the intercellular space of the former is filled with calcium.

When the concentration of calcium salts reaches the critical level, in the
intercellular space of cartilaginous tissue the crystallization of calcium and the formation
of the hard basis of the intercellular space occur. There are cells of bone tissues, blood
and lymphatic vessels and nerve fibres in its interstice.

This is the way cartilaginous tissue turns into bone. Thanks to this, man (and not
only man, but any other living creature) is able to exist, otherwise woman would simply
be unable to give birth, if the child had bones instead of cartilage. Only after delivery
does a child’s cartilage gradually turn into bones, due to satiation of the intercellular
space of cartilages with calcium salts.

So, in order to change the form and the length of a bone, it is “only” necessary to
do the opposite—to convert a certain bone into cartilage, to grow new or to “remove”
unnecessary cells, to change their position, and then again to satiate the intercellular
space with calcium and return it to the state of normal bone. How to do it is already a
question of “technique” Sleight-of-hand and no ... swindle!

It is necessary “only” to find a key, how to transform a bone into the state of a
cartilage and get it back, to have necessary characteristics and qualities, and necessary
force to fulfill this, and the most important—to prevent a person getting into the state of
clinical death while experiencing such a load...

In order to work “wonders” it is necessary only to learn to understand nature, to
comprehend its principles and to learn to do to the same only using your mind and
abilities. Then bones will be-come soft and a lot of other things will happen...

Wonders exist where ignorance or narrowness of concepts prosper, where dogma
and snobbery live. And if man just “opens” his eyes a little wider, starts to think, and
tries to understand what he sees, many riddles of nature will disappear like a mirage and
man will find the secrets of nature and begin to bear the name of Homo Sapiens by
right...

And now, after the revelation of the “secret” of nature and how to change bones
and take away salt outgrowths, using the force of thought, I will return to the “current”
events.

16. What is reality?

Although the elderly woman, who had salt deposits, experienced a certain residual
pain shock next morning, nevertheless, she was very satisfied with the result, because
the salt deposits in the small of her back completely disappeared and her joints acquired
a long forgotten mobility. When she began to have confidence in me, | asked her to take
part in one of my experiments, knowing about her high sensitivity. She agreed. |
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modified her brain, whereupon she was able to see and hear beyond the range of five
sense-organs. When | tested her, | decided to repeat the experiment with my doubles,
which remained uncompleted.

When this experiment was conducted for the first time, my fellow-student refused
to touch my doubles, explaining her conduct by saying that | could not exist in ten copies.
Although I found the way and she touched my double all the same, it was, nevertheless,
unclear for me, what would she say when touching the real me. | decided to repeat this
experiment and created nine doubles. This time the fact that | simultaneously existed in
ten copies scared no one. Therefore, | attuned the perception of this woman to one of my
doubles and asked her to define where the real me was.

She came and calmly began to shake hands with my doubles to determine where |
was. After shaking my real hand for several seconds, she passed to my next double, then
to the next until she checked all. Whereupon, she confidently came to the double | chose
beforehand and said it was |, paying absolutely no attention to the real me. Later |
repeated this experiment several times and the result was the same.

What a person perceived as real, was only that level of reality with which he was
in qualitative resonance! In such a state the physical level became as if ephemeral; the
reality for this person was only what he perceived through his sense-organs, no matter
how unusual a method was used.

The physical reality stopped being material for him, and another level of reality
became the objective one, transmitted through his senses. So, where is this notorious
objective reality!? Which sensations should we consider as being either correct or
incorrect?

In fact, in the modified state of consciousness the person saw the internal organs
with his brain absolutely clearly, he also could see a cell, a molecule and define the
presence of one or an-other pathology absolutely correctly, often way before and far
more accurately than the most sophisticated medical devices. The person could not only
see, but also run the whole process of receiving the information in the most accessible
and comfortable way for him: does that mean the in-formation obtained with the help of
this method is illusory? certainly not.

Man has created a lot of “crutches” i.e. devices to penetrate into areas inaccessible
for his normal sense-organs. Moreover, these crutches are created from the standpoint
of those five sense-o