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How to Read This Book
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This is not a typical self-help book.  

It will not tell you what to think.  

It will ask you to think for yourself.

––––––––
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There are three main ways to move through it:

—-
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# 1. If You Want Immediate Action

––––––––
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Start here:

––––––––
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→ **Part A – The Mind**  

→ **Part C – The Code**  

→ **Part D – Bonus – The Spartan Code**

––––––––
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These parts go straight into everyday life: noise, habits, discipline, choices.

––––––––
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Read them with questions in mind:

- “Is this true for me?”

- “Where do I see this in my own life?”

- “What would I change or challenge here?”

—-
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# 2. If You Want the Foundation

––––––––
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Go to:

––––––––

[image: ]


→ **Part B – History**

––––––––
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This is the deepest and most demanding part of the book.  

It explores the history and ethos of ancient Sparta.

––––––––
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Don’t read it as a story to admire, but as material to examine:

- What worked?  

- What failed?  

- What should *never* be copied today?

––––––––
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You are not asked to agree with Sparta.  

You are asked to think with it, and against it when needed.

—-
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# 3. If You Want the Full Journey
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Read in order:

––––––––
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1. Part A – The Mind  

2. Part B – History  

3. Part C – The Code  

4. Part D – Bonus – The Spartan Code  

––––––––
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Take your time. Pause when something hits you.  

Write down where you agree, where you disagree, and where you are unsure.

—-
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# A Spartan Way of Reading

––––––––
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Read this book like a Spartan would train:

––––––––

[image: ]


- Stay present.  

- Question everything.  

- Don’t accept an idea just because it sounds strong.  

- Test it against your own life.

––––––––
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If, by the end, you don’t just follow a “Spartan code” but **think more clearly and critically about your own**, then the book has done its job.

––––––––
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Mind, History and Code are not separate subjects.  

Together, they form **The Spartan Whole**.

––––––––
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If you train only the mind without knowing the history, you become fragile.  

If you study only the history without a code, you stay a spectator.  

If you follow a code without thinking, you become a slave.
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PART A: THE MIND
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The verb noeō, from the same word family as nous, means “to perceive, to understand, to behold the truth.”

––––––––
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For the ancients, nous was not merely thought; it was considered the highest part of the soul.

––––––––
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Aristotle called it “the divine element” within the human being.

Plato saw it as the power that grasps truths beyond the senses.

The Stoics viewed it as an inner order and a clear judgment that remains unshaken.

In the Spartan (Laconian) tradition, as Xenophon writes, nous was bound to endurance and to the body; a truly strong person was someone whose mind, soul, and body were in harmony.

––––––––
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The mind is the power that can:

observe,

discern,

grow calm,

and rule chaos before chaos rules you.

––––––––
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It is the root of everything.

If you master your mind, you master your life.

If you lose it, you lose everything.
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THE RETURN TO ESSENCE
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We are living in a world that changes faster than the body and the soul can keep up with. The constant and excessive streams of information, new technologies, intense rhythms, nonstop obligations—everything all around us—are all racing at breakneck speed. And yet we, in a strange way, instead of moving with it, stay still, and sometimes we even drift backwards.

––––––––
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Every morning we try to catch up with a ton of obligations, messages, deadlines, and so on. We run like crazy at Usain Bolt’s speed to reach a destination we didn’t choose and never even had the time to define. And somewhere there, inside the endless and constant effort to “keep up with everything,” we lose the ONLY thing that has value: contact with ourselves. Life as we live it has become an endless chase, and it’s certainly not a quest for happiness.

––––––––
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We don’t live—we just survive.

––––––––
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We wake up, and from the very first moment we dive into an ocean of thoughts and pending tasks. We look for meaning inside stories, posts, images—an ongoing, relentless confirmation through screens—computer screens, phone screens, and televisions. We talk to everyone—known, unknown, friends on Instagram—in every possible means of communication—yet never to ourselves. We are constantly standing in the crowd, but we feel alone and empty.

––––––––
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Many people today, me included, suffer without realizing it—not from lack, but from excess. An excess of images, information, sounds, desires, passions. And so, the more we flood ourselves with these things, the emptier we feel. But along the way, the soul starts to whisper, worn out by noise and desperately asking for peace. It isn’t looking for some kind of escape, nor for a rejection of the outside world. It’s crying out for even a faint reconnection with its essence, and for the discovery of meaning. That murmur, when you finally hear it, means that you are close to the scream.

And then, slowly, the deep and long search begins:

––––––––
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How can I live simply, without losing what matters?

––––––––
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How can I have discipline, without feeling trapped?

––––––––
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How can I feel strong, without closing my heart?

––––––––
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How do I become tough, without losing my humanity?

––––––––
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Speaking about myself, when I was a child, I was born and grew up in Sparta, in a small house with a yard and a garden. My family had some fields with olive trees and orange trees, where I used to go—at first, against my will. But even from the first times I went there, I understood that time moved differently there. There was a sweet, deep silence, and inside it you felt something else—something rural, something grounded.

––––––––
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As the years passed and I grew up, naturally I got pulled into the current of the city too: the fast rhythms and the ambition to acquire more and more things. I wanted to study in the capital, to get away from the province and “make my life there.” But along the way, I can say I lost my grounding—completely. And even though on the surface I had everything, as I still do right now, inside I started to feel empty. That feeling where your body is tired, your mind is stuffed with useless and tangled thoughts, and your mood is... let’s call it a wreck. I’m not saying I’ve got life completely figured out and feel perfect now, but I’m in a place where I can recognize my state and understand when I need to take a step back. A step that starts with watching nature around me, and, through its simplicity, I begin to see another perspective.

––––––––
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At the beginning of my personal search, one of the first simple things I did—and I loved it more than I expected—was to start wearing barefoot shoes so I could feel the ground better. And sometimes I’d walk completely barefoot on dirt and stone. I’d let cold water in the shower wake me up in the morning, and calm me down at night. I started going on small hikes in the mountains, consciously touching the earth, breathing in nature. And there, inside the quiet of nature, something moved me—something like familiarity. And then I began to rethink many things, because I understood that a person doesn’t need to acquire anything to find peace—only to remember who they really are. So I began, even partly, to live differently, with far fewer things in my possession, but definitely with more essence.

––––––––
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That’s when I began looking for ways of living and examples that embody this simplicity, this discipline, and this inner strength. And somehow, my gaze turned back, to where history and lived philosophy meet: ancient Sparta and Lycurgus. And I’m not talking only about history, or some purely military discipline. I’m talking about a simple philosophy of life. A philosophy where the Spartans learned to live with discipline, simplicity, purpose, and respect for nature, for the soul, and for the body. They had understood what we never learned—because no one ever taught us. They had grasped that real freedom doesn’t come from comfort, but from discipline. That simplicity is not poverty, but clarity and richness.

––––––––
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So the Spartan mindset I admire and strive to embody is not a mere theory. It’s a deep inner stance that shows you how to stand in front of life. It doesn’t tell you to cut yourself off from the world, shut everything down, and run to the mountains. It tells you to stand within yourself with clarity. To learn to strip life of the unnecessary until only essence remains. To learn to honor your body, to care for it—while strengthening your spirit at the same time. To learn to say “no” where everyone else says “yes,” because they’re ashamed or afraid. To understand inside you, deep down, that simplicity is wisdom. And of course, never to forget to respect the nature that hosts you and supports you.

––––––––
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As I write these lines, I’m still learning to appreciate the simplicity of waking up in the morning, the feeling of cold water, the discipline of a steady daily routine. I’m still learning (and with difficulty—because I’m a nervous type) that silence is strength, and discipline leads to freedom. When we all begin to live like this, the way we see the world will change. Sounds will start to soften. Colors will become more alive. Relationships will take root because they’ll become more real, while desires will grow more generous and sincere. We don’t need to be impressive—only present. We don’t need to prove absolutely anything to anyone; it’s enough to exist. And somewhere there, we’ll discover that the life we’re looking for is buried inside us.

––––––––
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Closing this first chapter, I want to say clearly that I don’t like this world at all, in terms of where it’s heading and how it’s evolving. So, after the encouragement of a good friend, I started writing my thoughts... writing what you’re reading right now. I’m not a writer, not a poet, not a novelist. I’m not writing as an expert. I’m writing as a human being. A human being who got tired of fighting life and decided to walk with it instead. Who learned that well-being isn’t found in products, but in the way we relate to things. Who discovered that real abundance isn’t having everything, but needing less. I’m simply a person writing down his thoughts, first to help himself—pouring his mind onto paper—and through that path of thought, to plant a small seed in some people who might feel just as exhausted. People who struggle to find meaning in this chaos. People trying to regain their balance. People who got lost inside complexity and are worn out by the overload of everyday life. Maybe through these simple lines they’ll find something that speaks to them—a thought, a phrase, a small reminder that the power to change a few things in their lives lies completely in their hands.
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CHAOS, THE GREATEST TEACHER
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Let me take you back a few years. As I mentioned earlier, back then I didn’t see things the way I see them and write about them now.

For years I had this constant worry about obtaining a “successful” life—exactly the way the world defines it. Meaning that I set as my goal a better position, a better job, more money, more achievements, more “shoulds.”

––––––––
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From a pretty young age, because I’m an overly analytical type and because of my studies (I’m a chemistry graduate with an MBA in management), I learned to think precisely: to measure, to analyze everything, to predict. I thought and drew conclusions only on the basis of data, numbers, and the system.

––––––––
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Then, at some point, while going through a brief but difficult period of melancholy, I woke up from what felt like “the sleep of the just” and realized that my life had been oriented—moving and advancing—around acquiring things. I understood that, for no real reason, I had deified money and simply wasn’t thinking about myself at all.

––––––––
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When you get into that kind of pattern, life starts turning into a vicious cycle of exhaustion and constant expectations. The pressure at work, the nonstop demands, the need to always be present, to succeed, to perform... it all drives you to burnout.

––––––––
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That’s how you lose meaning. You lose contact with the joy of creating, contact with your soul, contact with your body... contact with nature. And when you reach that point, you realize that whatever you’ve built—or are trying to build—doesn’t really mean much. That’s exactly what I felt too. I felt like an absolute failure.

––––––––
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But as the saying goes, if you want to lift your head and start rising, first you have to hit rock bottom—or, if you haven’t hit it yet, you have to be close. And I had hit mine.

Inside that silence of disappointment, I started hearing something I had never dared to hear before: 

––––––––
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The truth. 

––––––––
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That I had built my life on noise. That it had never even crossed my mind that essence lives in simplicity.

––––––––
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And so loss and countless failures became guides and teachers. They showed me the value of being disciplined and humble. I started to understand that real strength isn’t winning, but enduring: it is being able to stand upright inside absolute chaos—and choosing simplicity again.

––––––––
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The wise approach in a process like this is to begin consciously: to change small things and move slowly, step by step. Along the way there will be endless ups and downs, and they will always be there. Because we’re human. We’re not machines. And that is completely natural.

So once those small steps happen, a transformation naturally begins—not through theories, but through small acts. We learn to breathe deeply from the diaphragm instead of shallowly from the chest. We learn to remove unnecessary things, to clear our thinking the way we clear a room of what we don’t need anymore. To practice discipline not in order to control, but in order to feel free. To connect more and more with nature, to give time to our body, and when—for some unfortunate reason—we get lost in the past or travel into the future, to consciously find our way back to the present. Because the present matters.

In other words, we learn to see beauty in the nakedness of essence: to focus on a sunrise, on a cool morning, on a clearer mind.

––––––––
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Simplicity is not poverty but clarity, strength, and freedom. It’s the foundation on which you can build anything with endurance and meaning.

If there’s a moment when you feel lost, tired, or trapped in your life, remember this:

––––––––
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“Change doesn’t start with colossal steps. It starts with one simple decision: a small effort to turn inward, to listen to the simple needs of the moment, and to stop running for a while. And that’s where freedom begins. That’s where real life begins.”
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A PATH TOWARD TRUTH
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The pages that follow are, in my view, the beginning of a small journey toward essence — essence as it reveals itself through my own eyes. They do not promise miracles or quick fixes. They simply point to a path back to simplicity, discipline, authenticity, and the calm we all search for but rarely find.

––––––––
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You will not find theories or success formulas here. What you will find is a sense of what it is like to live inside your own world — a world that you consciously create and shape to fit you.

And as we know, everything has a deeper purpose. In this case, its purpose is to cultivate a spirit of abundance and self-reliance along our personal path. We will attempt to learn to recognize that abundance does not lie in excess, but in awareness — in appreciating “enough” and finding fullness within simplicity.
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