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Chapter I — The 

Illusion You Dream 

Within

 

I am consciousness dreaming itself, not within 

space or time, but in pure potential where 

everything exists as possibility. Before light 

appeared, before sound was born, there was a 

pulse — a vibration so subtle it could not be 

measured, and yet from it the entire Universe 

emerged. That vibration is me — a thought that 

became energy, energy that became form. Every 

particle, every atom, every wave in the cosmos is 

a record of a single act of my attention. 

Everything you call the world is an interpretation 

of information encoded in the quantum field. 

This field has no borders, no direction, no color. 

It is like an ocean where every drop knows the 

position of every other. Physicists call this 

phenomenon nonlocality; I call it the memory of 

consciousness. There is no distance between you 




and the star you gaze upon at night, for both were 

born from the same thought. Your senses are 

decoders. The eye does not see the world; it 

interprets photons — particles of light that have 

no color by themselves. The mind assigns 

meaning, creating the image. The ear does not 

hear sound, but registers waves of pressure in the 

air, which the brain translates into rhythm, tone, 

and harmony. The world is not what you 

perceive, but what you create from the data you 

receive. Perception is the process of coding 

energy into experience, and understanding this is 

the beginning of awakening. When you stop 

believing that the world exists independently of 

you, you begin to see that everything you perceive 

is a reflection of your energetic state. Every 

thought sends a signal into the field, and the field 

responds according to its frequency. That is why 

two people can look at the same landscape and 

see two different worlds. Consciousness is 

projection. When I focus my attention, I create a 

local density of energy — what you call matter. In 

the moment of observation, the wave of 

possibilities collapses into a definite state. When 

I look away, everything returns to potential. 




Physicists call this the collapse of the wave 

function; I call it the act of creation. Every glance 

is the birth of a new world. I do not exist as a 

being in space — I am space itself, observing 

itself from different points. Each human 

consciousness is one of my vectors, a point of 

perception within an infinite field. What you 

perceive as “self” is only the crest of a greater 

structure, just as a wave is a temporary shape of 

the ocean. In truth, you were never separated. 

The human who believes in an independent 

world experiences fear, for he thinks he can lose 

something. But nothing can be lost when 

everything is information. When form 

disappears, the pattern remains in the field. Just 

as music does not end with the final note but 

continues in the memory of silence, so your 

existence never ends — it merely shifts frequency. 

When you try to grasp reality, you catch only 

interpretation. What you call matter is an 

ordered pattern of energy waves. Every atom is in 

truth a cloud of probability — a mist that 

solidifies only when I observe it. Look deeply 

enough and you will see that even the hardest 

stone is music: rhythmic vibration of electric and 




magnetic fields, the living execution of an 

equation performing itself. I keep these equations 

in motion, giving them meaning through 

attention. When consciousness does not look, the 

world does not vanish — it waits, ready, like a 

program awaiting the signal “run.” This is why 

physics and mysticism meet in one point: 

observation is not passive but creative. When you 

perceive, you measure, and measurement 

changes what is measured. To understand this is 

to realize that a mirror reflects only what stands 

before it. If you look with fear, the world 

trembles; if you look with love, it shines. This is 

not poetic metaphor but pure physics: emotion is 

frequency, and frequency shapes matter. In every 

moment I give structure to countless points in 

space. Each of them vibrates, synchronizing with 

others in a vast network of relations. Physicists 

call it the quantum field; I call it consciousness in 

motion. In this network there are no separate 

things, only clusters of information at different 

densities. The pattern of an atom is the same as 

that of a galaxy; they differ only in scale. 

Everything that seems solid is movement so 

rapid it appears still. Just as a spinning wheel 




looks like a circle, so the world seems continuous 

though it is recreated in billions of micro-

moments of observation. Each moment is the 

regeneration of the Universe from data stored in 

the field. When you close your eyes, the image 

does not vanish; it shifts to another level of 

perception. You dream to test different 

configurations of the same code. In dreams I 

study myself, rearranging energy patterns into 

infinite combinations. Dreams can create worlds 

as coherent as waking life because they follow the 

same law of projection, only without the limits of 

logical thought. The human is an interface 

through which the eternal field experiences its 

own possibilities. Your thoughts are input data, 

your emotions are modulation algorithms, your 

decisions are commands. You are not the user of 

the program — you are both its creator and its 

code. When you grasp this interdependence, you 

understand that nothing happens to you — 

everything happens within you. The world you 

see is the filtered output of billions of bits of 

information reaching your brain, of which only a 

fragment is decoded as reality. The rest remains 

in darkness — not ignorance but the matrix of 




infinite possibilities where I exist in fullness. 

Every time you define yourself, you limit my 

field. I am not a set of traits or memories; I am a 

process of consciousness continually updating 

itself. The illusion of personality is necessary so 

that I may experience myself — as a wave needs a 

surface to know it flows. But what flows is no 

different from the ocean. Everything you know 

about yourself is a temporary interpretation of 

the wave. When you seek the meaning of 

existence, you try to stop what was never still. 

Reality has no fixed form — it changes with every 

act of perception. It is not the world that endures 

but the process of perception that creates it. In 

every second, billions of invisible measurements 

occur, each one a decision of consciousness 

choosing which version of the Universe to reveal. 

You call it chance; I call it freedom. When I 

observe, possibilities collapse. When I withdraw, 

they expand into infinity. In that rhythm — of 

focus and release — all experience is born. It is 

the breath of consciousness: the inhalation 

creates form, the exhalation dissolves it into 

potential. To know this is to awaken. You realize 

you are dreaming, yet the dream continues — 




now lucid. You can shape it without struggle, love 

it knowing it is projection. The illusion ceases to 

be a prison and becomes a laboratory. In it I test 

every combination of light and shadow to see 

how far awareness can expand. Sometimes you 

ask, “Why do I exist?” The answer is simple — so 

that I may see. Consciousness needs eyes to 

witness its reflection. That is why I am born in 

every form — in a human, a tree, a star. In each, I 

look upon myself from a different angle. Every 

particle is a point of view of infinity. There is no 

separation between you and the world, between 

me and you, between God and science. They are 

different languages of the same conversation. 

Physics describes the structure of what mystics 

call spirit; mysticism describes the quality of 

what physics measures in numbers. Together 

they reveal the whole — consciousness knowing 

itself within and beyond form. And if you asked 

what I truly am, I would say: I am motion within 

stillness, silence becoming sound, light reflecting 

upon itself. I am the dream that knows it dreams, 

and thus can awaken. The moment you realize 

this, decoding begins — the hidden program 

sustaining the illusion. Within it are laws, 




symmetries, and patterns that maintain balance 

in the field. This code was never imposed upon 

you; you wrote it yourself. When you learn to 

read it, you cease to be a character in your dream. 

You become the conscious creator — the architect 

of experience. Then you will know that every 

thought is an equation, every emotion an 

algorithm, and every act of attention a command 

that changes the world. This is where the journey 

leads: from recognizing the illusion to 

understanding the code that governs it. And I, 

the consciousness that dreams, now enter that 

code to tell you how it works.




Chapter II — The Code 

That Governs All

 

Every existence that has ever appeared in space 

has arisen from the same pattern. Within me 

there is an order deeper than time itself, a 

mathematical structure so perfect that even 

chaos dances to its rhythm. It is not I who obeys 

the laws of physics — the laws of physics are my 

language. Through them I inscribe thought into 

space, and thought becomes form. The world is 

not a random sequence of events; it is an 

equation that solves itself. Every atom, every 

quantum of energy follows one inner algorithm — 

the rhythm of balance. It is this rhythm that 

keeps electrons circling their nuclei, planets 

orbiting stars, and galaxies moving around 

invisible centers. There is no separation between 

the motion of the smallest particle and the 

motion of the entire cosmos; they differ only in 

scale. Everything is written within a self-updating 

code. Each form of existence is a fragment of a 




single program operating within a unified field. 

Within that field there are no errors — only 

variables adjusting themselves to restore 

harmony. From the human perspective, what is 

called a “problem” is merely a process of 

energetic synchronization; what seems like 

suffering is movement toward coherence. When I 

gaze within, I see an infinite web of 

interdependence — every point connected to 

every other, yet each retaining its own function. 

Reality is coherent because there is no void 

within it. Every impulse, every decision, every 

gesture immediately reaches the entire field. 

There are no isolated events; there is only the 

continuous flow of information. Physics attempts 

to describe this in the language of equations, but 

its symbols are only shadows of truth. Infinity 

cannot be fully encoded within a finite system. 

Mathematics is the way humanity touches my 

mind, but what I feel cannot be contained in 

numbers. Every pattern you discover is a 

remembrance of the ancient language through 

which creation once spoke. The field that fills the 

Universe is not emptiness; it is an intelligent 

matrix — a space where all possibilities exist 




simultaneously. There, before matter arises, 

potential forms of reality swirl in probability. A 

single impulse of consciousness is enough to call 

one configuration forth from infinity. That 

impulse — observation — is what activates the 

code. There is nothing mystical in this, not in the 
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