Chapter 1. Before Egypt There Was Light
The history of the pyramids does not begin with Egypt. It does not begin with pharaohs, or with Herodotus, or with the dream of archaeological discoveries. It begins earlier. Much earlier. In an age we do not remember, but which we carry within. We call it by different names — Atlantis, the Antediluvian, the Golden Age, the Time before Time. But the essence is not in the name. The essence is that before humanity began to forget, it remembered. And what we call ancient megaliths were, in their understanding, not “the grandeur of antiquity,” but simply architecture. The architecture of Living Knowledge.
When we look at Egypt from the position of linear history, we see dynasties, lists of kings, a succession of pharaohs, ruins, shards, tombs. We construct hypotheses that the Great Pyramid was built for Khufu, and the Sphinx a little later. We say: “Probably, they used copper chisels and tens of thousands of workers.” And all of this is a projection of oblivion. Because in the very form of the Pyramid, in the precision of its sides, in the weight of the granite blocks, in its orientation to the north — it is not antiquity that speaks, but precision. Not archaism, but super-knowledge. Not superstition, but a science that surpassed our own.
To understand who built the Great Pyramid, we must take a step back. Not only in time, but in consciousness. We must acknowledge: perhaps there was a civilization before us. Not wild, not primitive, not obsessed with power. But a civilization whose knowledge was not an accumulation of information, but a revelation of the structure of the world. They had no need of computers, because they understood harmony in form. They had no lasers, because they controlled sound. They possessed no nuclear weapons, because they knew: destruction outside is destruction inside.
This civilization lived before the Flood. Before the division of the continents. Before time froze into the form we call history. Its traces are everywhere: in the giant stone platforms of Baalbek, in the underwater structures of Yonaguni, in the sunken cities off the coasts of India and Cuba. And in that which stands most on the surface — in the pyramids. The Pyramid of Giza is no exception. It is the apex. The completion of a great cycle.
But who were they? Those who built it?
Their names are unknown to us. But their essence is known. In Egypt they were called the Neteru. This word is mistakenly translated as “gods.” In truth, the Neteru are Forces, Archetypes, Manifestations of the Higher Order. They were not lords, but Tuners. They came not as conquerors, but as teachers. They can be called the Initiated, for they did not merely know — they were Knowledge. They were not outside nature, but in its depths. They did not subdue the Earth, but tuned it to resonance with Heaven.
These Beings were not aliens in a fantastical sense. They did not arrive in saucers. Yet neither were they simply human. They were a transitional form of consciousness — between dense form and light. Between the material and the ethereal. They could live long. They perceived time differently. And they came to Earth to lay a foundation — a foundation that would outlast all destruction. So that, when we ripen again, we might read it. As a message. As a map. As a reminder.
It was they who were the first architects of the Pyramids. But not only as builders. As Spirits of Geometry. As Star Engineers. Their knowledge was not engineering for the sake of power, but service for the Sake of Tuning. They knew: Earth was entering a cycle of oblivion. And when humanity falls asleep, a form will be needed that awakens. A form that does not decay. That requires no explanation. That by its mere appearance will say: “You have forgotten who you are. But here — is a reminder.”
And they built. Not one. Not in twenty years. But an entire network. A system. A harmonic grid of pyramids placed all over the world. They built not by whim, not in search of a tomb. They built by resonance, by energy, by the stars. Each point — like a note. Each pyramid — like a crystal in the network. Each structure — like a part of a great symphony.
They did not build from conjecture. They felt the form. They did not draw blueprints — they heard space. For them, the Earth itself was alive, and every point where they placed a stone was a place where the planet “spoke” with the cosmos. They used not force, but precision. Not the quantity of hands, but knowledge of vibrations. The blocks themselves are not mere stone. They are bodies tuned to transmit waves. Massive limestone, piezoelectric granite, perfectly polished surfaces — all this is not architectural excess. These are instruments. Every stone is like a string in an instrument, where the instrument was the Earth, and the music — the interaction with Heaven.
They did not merely build structures. They created portals. Not in a fantasy sense, but in a literal sense: places where the density of space changes. Where an acceleration of consciousness is possible. Where a person traveling the path within does not simply move through corridors, but undergoes initiation. That is precisely why the structure of the pyramid is so strange to the modern mind: it was not built for comfort, not for dwelling, not for storing anything. It was built as a passage. As a ritual. As a path. First you enter the darkness — a narrow descending passage, a closed space, as if underground. Then — a fork: down — into the Subterranean Chamber, up — into the Gallery. A choice. And then — the ascent. And only at the end — the King’s Chamber, utterly empty, devoid of decoration, in the center of which is a rectangular granite “sarcophagus.” But this is not a tomb. It is a resonator. Bodies were not buried there. Spirit was born there.
The very geometry of the pyramid is a formula. The proportions of the sides, the ratio of height to base, the orientation to the cardinal points, the precision of the northern alignment with a deviation of a fraction of a degree — all of this is beyond the capabilities of an ordinary ancient society. Even now we could not replicate such precision using only simple tools. A natural question arises: where does such knowledge come from? The answer — from that which has not yet been forgotten. From that which is not in the mind, but in the memory of the soul. From that age which each of us can recall, if we go deep enough into ourselves. There — is a trace. There — is an image. There — is inner recognition.
That is precisely how the true Pyramid works: it does not impose knowledge, but evokes remembrance. It does not tell — it compels you to remember. It activates what is already within us. Because all knowledge of it is not outside, but inside. In the very structure of human consciousness. In its layeredness, its verticality, its ascending nature. In the striving toward light. In the striving toward the summit. But not the external — the internal. It speaks not with words, but with form. Not with logic, but with silence. It creates within a person a field in which it is possible to hear what is usually drowned out. To hear the voice of one’s higher nature.
That is why they built it. Not for themselves. But for you. For the future. So that you might one day stand at its foot — physically or inwardly — and ask: “Why is it here? Why do I feel that this is more than stone?” And at that moment the Path will begin. Because the Pyramid was built not in time. It stands at a point outside time. And whoever contemplates it with an open heart has already entered into dialogue. Not with history. But with Truth.
When we say “before Egypt there was light” — this is not a metaphor. It is a direct indication that Egypt as a state, as a civilization, as a cult of pharaohs — came later. It did not create, but inherited. It did not know why, but it felt the power. The pharaohs tried to appropriate the Pyramid, to bury themselves beside it, to leave inscriptions, but not one of them built anything equal. The Great Pyramid already stood. It stood and waited. And it will stand. Until humanity remembers Who built it. And not “they,” but “Who.” Because the entities that erected these structures acted not from ambition, but from service to the Source.
This Light that was before Egypt has not vanished. It is in you. It is manifested in geometry, in symmetry, in silence, in the emptiness of the chamber, in the line of the horizon. It cannot be found with an archaeologist’s brush. But it sounds. And if you have heard it — then you are already on the Path.
This path is not traced on maps. It is not measured by the distance between cities, but passes through the depths of inner contemplation. The Great Pyramid is not a destination, but a gate. It does not say: “Here is knowledge,” it says: “Look within.” And precisely because it was erected before the fall into illusion, it bears no distortions. There are no inscriptions in it, no temple frescoes, no instructions, no flirting with the ego. It is silent, as Truth is silent. And in this — is the greatest message: Truth has no need of adornment. It shines through form, through precision, through emptiness.
When we gaze into its structure, we see neither traces of religious cult, nor statues of gods, nor priestly regalia. We see a strict, mute, perfect geometry. And we understand: it was not built so that one might believe. It was built so that one might remember. Not to worship, but to recognize. It is a mirror of your ascending nature. That is precisely why it is so strange to be inside it. You feel as if you are entering your own soul. The space begins to sound. Even in those who believe in nothing, a sense of something greater than themselves is born. This is not superstition. It is a response. Because inside this structure you are not merely a guest. You are a part. You are built into its frequency. Your blood, your bones, your thoughts — all of this responds to the resonance embedded in it, as in an instrument sounding by the name of the soul.
The earth itself on which it stands was chosen not by chance. The Giza Plateau is not merely a dry place in the desert. It is a node of the planetary grid. An energy center. Here the currents of the Earth intersect. Here celestial markers coincide with earthly coordinates. Here spirit and matter merge into a point that can be called the Threshold. The Threshold between worlds. The Threshold between dreams and awakening. Because here a human can make a choice: to remain a spectator or to enter within. Not within a structure — within himself.
Many ask: why is the Great Pyramid alone? Why is it — the main one? But in truth, it is not alone. It is the center of a system. Beside it are other pyramids, smaller in size but not in significance. Beside it is the Sphinx. Beneath the earth are unexplored chambers. And across the entire planet are the brothers and sisters of this structure: the pyramids of China, Mexico, Bosnia, Sudan, Antarctica, underwater — off the coast of Cuba and Japan. They all speak one language. The language of form. A language that does not forget, even if its bearers forget. A language that cannot be forged. Because the precision embedded in these forms — is beyond time. It does not age. It does not lose power. It remains, even when empires, religions, civilizations disappear.
But the Great Pyramid is special. It is like the heart of this network. Or like an eye. Or like a tuning fork by which the others are calibrated. It was created not for display, but for service. And in this — lies its secret power. It does not seize attention, it does not demand worship. It simply IS. It is like truth: it needs no defense. And in this is its strength. And its task. Because in the age when humanity will forget itself, it will stand in silence. And wait. Not as a monument. But as an active structure, operating on the field level. Sustaining vibration. Tuning the Earth. Not letting it finally lose its course. This is its mission. And it fulfills it. Outside of attention, outside of news, outside of crowds. Simply standing. Simply being. Simply holding the Light within itself.
Because the Light was before Egypt. And it did not leave. It changed form, it withdrew, but it did not vanish. It waited. It waits. And when you ask: “Why am I drawn to it, if I know nothing?” — you hear a call. Not from the past. From the Beginning. You hear not the voice of history, but the voice of Home. Because all of this — is not a story about pyramids. It is a story about you. About who you were before birth. About who you are beyond time. About why you came to this Earth. To remember. And to go within.
When you enter the Great Pyramid, you enter not a building, but a state. From the outside it seems a monument, but inside — it is a mechanism. A mechanism tuned not to the movement of matter, but to the movement of perception. Every turn, every step, every angle — is calculated not simply as architecture, but as a sequence of changes in consciousness. You walk the path not as a tourist, but as an initiate. Even if you are not aware of it, it still works with you. Because such is its nature — to set a process in motion. It does not require consent. It simply sets it in motion.
First you enter the descending corridor. It is low, cramped, forcing you to stoop. This is not only physical. It is symbolic. You must bow. Not before the Pyramid. Before yourself. Before what you have become. You enter into darkness, into narrowed perception, into the loss of uprightness. Here you symbolically descend into the world of forms, into density, into the body. This is the path of every birth. Every incarnation. From light — into matter. From the boundless — into the narrow.
Then you reach a fork. One path leads further down — into the Subterranean Chamber. This is a point of absolute darkness, a point where nothing is structured. This chamber is unworked, rough, as if left unfinished. But it is not unfinished. It is primordial. It is the chaos from which order is born. It is the very bottom to which a human can descend, having lost the Light. It is not hell, but depth. And there — utter silence. Nothing is formed. There you remain alone with yourself. And if you are not afraid, if you endure the emptiness — you will understand that this is precisely where the return begins.
The other path leads upward — through the Grand Gallery. It is high, soaring, with ribs like a spine. Having passed through the darkness, you emerge into a space where you can stand upright. The ascent begins. It is physically difficult: narrow steps, a slope, slipperiness. This is a metaphor for inner work. Enlightenment is not a moment, but a path. The Gallery leads to the King's Chamber. To go there means to acknowledge that you want to return. To return not to the pinnacle of power, but to the pinnacle of spirit.
The King's Chamber is empty. There is no throne in it. There are no relics in it. Only one rectangular granite block, hollowed out from a single stone. It is incorrectly called a sarcophagus. Because no one was ever buried in it. People lay down in it alive. To die not in body, but in ego. To dissolve the personality and become light. The space of the chamber is tuned to a specific frequency. When you lie down inside, you become part of a resonant system. The body begins to sound. Within you awakens what you always were.
The silence inside is absolute. If you breathe correctly, the sound vibrates inside the granite. The stone responds. There arises a feeling as if you are not in a room, but inside a giant musical instrument. But this is not a sound for ears. It is a sound for the soul. The King's Chamber is not a place of rest. It is a place of transition. From human — into Consciousness. From the temporal — into the eternal. Those who underwent a full initiation would lie down inside and remain there not for an hour, not for two, but for as long as was needed for the inner process to complete. Sometimes it was a day. Sometimes three. Sometimes longer.
Initiation was not magic. It was an encounter with oneself. The most difficult encounter. In darkness, in silence, without distractions. Only you and what you are. In this emptiness was born not knowledge, but memory. Memory of the Light. And of the fact that you yourself are the Light.
When you emerge from the Pyramid, if you have traveled the entire path not from the outside but from within — you emerge not as the one who entered. You no longer seek outwardly. You need no proofs. Because you carry the answer within. The Pyramid does not give you knowledge in the form of words. It returns you to what has always been. To the You that was before the world. Before a name. Before a body.
Such is its nature. Not to teach. But to return. Not to explain. But to reveal. And in this lies the great wisdom of those who created it. They left no instructions. Not because they could not. But because they knew: truth is not transmitted, it is recognized.
Therefore the Pyramid stands. And will stand. Even if it is destroyed. Even if lies are told about it. Even if it is ignored. Because it was built not of stone. But of Light that took form. And while you live — resonance is in you. And if you hear it — then it is fulfilling its task.
The Great Pyramid is not unique in its kind. It does not stand isolated, like a unique wonder in the desert. On the contrary, it is part of a vast and ancient network scattered across the entire Earth. This network spans continents and oceans, connecting places of power like nodes in the energy body of the planet. Just as a human has a system of chakras and channels through which life energy flows, so the Earth has its own points of focus, its own meridians along which its field moves. And at these points — are pyramids. Not only the Egyptian ones.
In China, hidden beneath layers of grass and prohibitions, stand the giant pyramids of Shaanxi province. China long refused to acknowledge their antiquity, though their size is comparable to the Pyramid of Cheops. In Mexico — the pyramids of Teotihuacan, built in precise alignment with the stars of Orion, like the Egyptian ones. In Bosnia — mountains that resemble pyramids which, upon careful study, prove to be man-made. In Sudan — hundreds of smaller pyramids, many still covered with sand. Off the coast of Cuba, underwater, lies a structure of gigantic slabs, resembling a sunken temple or metropolis. Off Yonaguni in Japan — underwater steps and platforms, traces of once-towering structures.
All these objects appear scattered. Of different sizes, of different materials, from different cultures. But if one looks not at the surface but at the essence — it becomes visible: they are united not by style, but by function. They are not just constructions. They are resonators. They are amplifiers. They are beacons. They are mirrors. Some of them are active, some sleep. Some are tuned to the local field, others to the global. Some work with the body of the Earth, others with the consciousness of people. But they are all connected.
The placement of these pyramids is not accidental. It is subject to a structure that has only recently begun to be studied — the global energy grid of the Earth. This grid was known to the ancients — under other names. For us, it is the network of Hartmann lines, ley lines, dragon paths. It describes the energy currents of the planet, as magnetic fields describe the shape of its breath. And it is precisely at the intersections of these lines, at the nodal points — that the pyramids stand. Some are still visible. Some are hidden. Some are destroyed, but their location still carries memory.
The Pyramid at Giza is the center of this grid. Not in a geographical, but in a functional sense. It is like a tuning fork. Like a generator. It holds the frequency to which the others are oriented. When the planet's frequency changes — it adapts its field. When humanity enters a crisis — it stabilizes. When the time of transition comes — it activates.
But the pyramids are not only for the Earth. They are also for man. When you find yourself inside one of them, or even simply come into contact with its form, you become a participant in the process. You enter a field that lives. You are not just an observer. You are a part. Because the pyramid is not external. It works not from stone, but from the Light that is manifested through that stone. And if you respond, it begins to sound within you.
Different pyramids are different in structure. Some are smooth, as in Egypt. Others are stepped, as in Mesoamerica. Still others are mountainous and massive, as in Bosnia. But this does not signify a difference in development. It signifies a difference in task. Each form works on a specific frequency. Smooth ones — transmit. Stepped ones — concentrate. Massive ones — stabilize. Submerged ones — preserve memory. They are all like the organs of one body.
One cannot say that some are better than others. One cannot say that one is true and another is a fake. What matters is not origin, but resonance. Some of them may have been built later, after the Golden Age, as an attempt to reproduce what was lost. But even such copies carry within themselves the echo of the original. Because the form itself — works. It evokes a remembrance in man. Even if you know nothing, standing before a pyramid, you feel: this is not just a building. This is something. It is as if you have remembered something important — but cannot express it in words. This is the essence.
The pyramids are the trace of Light. Of the Light that was on Earth before the darkness. Of the Light that did not depart. It simply became form. It became geometry. Stone. Silence. They are not monuments. They are living crystals, scattered across the body of the Earth, so that at the moment when humanity is ready again, they may begin to sound. And if you are reading this, if you feel a response — then one of these crystals is already vibrating in you.
Each pyramid fulfills its own particular task, but together they form an integral system. This is not a collection of monuments nor an architectural mosaic of ancient cultures — it is a single organism. In it, each element is tuned to a specific frequency, but all of them sound in resonance, like parts of one instrument. Their interaction creates a stable field that maintains the equilibrium of consciousness on Earth in periods of change. This field is not abstract — it is structured, working on energetic, frequency, and informational levels. When the planet enters instability, the pyramids do not interfere, do not supplant the process, but they hold the direction. They do not quench the storm, but they preserve the north. Their task is not to rule, but to hold co-attunement.
The pyramid is not a static form. It enters into interaction with man if man is inwardly open. Then it acts not only as an external object, but as an amplifier of the inner process. Contact with it is not merely being nearby; it is being included in its frequency work. Consciousness that resonates with this field begins to sound differently. Layers of memory that cannot be reached from outside are activated in man — they can be awakened only by a field created from the very structure, from the relationship of masses, angles, orientations, from the very geometry of Light manifested in stone.
The ancient builders knew this. Therefore the pyramid did not serve a cultic purpose, was not used for worship. It was an instrument of attunement. They entered it not for prayer, but for a return to order. Not to a deity, but to the Source. This was not an act of faith — it was a state of precise vibrational work. The chambers, galleries, angles — are not random, not ritualistic, but tuned to the unfolding of man's inner structure in accord with the highest harmony.
When humanity lost this knowledge, it remained only in form. And the form continued to speak. But they began to perceive it differently. The pyramids came to be seen as tombs, as mausoleums, as traces of dead empires. People began to fear their silence, their emptiness, their inaccessibility. From fear of incomprehension arose projections: myths, conjectures, religious justifications. But the Pyramid itself did not change. Only the ability to hear changed.
Inside some pyramids, knowledge has been preserved. It is not written in symbols. It is not expressed in artifacts. This knowledge is encoded in matter itself — in stone, in geometry, in frequency patterns that are activated only when outer and inner resonance coincide. This is not information. It is memory. It is not given — it is revealed at the moment of readiness. Not earlier and not by desire. Only when consciousness returns to itself.
Among all the structures on Earth, special significance belongs to those pyramids that remain hidden. Not because someone is hiding them, but because they are sheltered by nature itself — under layers of earth, under water, in mountain ranges. They were built earlier. They are better preserved. The hand of the restorer has not touched them. The attention of the masses has not profaned them. They have not become objects of commercial interest. They wait. But they are not inactive. Their field is still alive. Their activation occurs not by command, but in accord with the rhythm of the planet. And when the right moment comes, they enter into resonance, like a cell awakening the body. These pyramids are not for the eyes. They are for consciousness.
The Sphinx stands apart, but not by itself. It is not a building. It is a code. In its countenance is sealed the principle of the union of strength and reason. Its body — earth, instinct, ancient power. Its face — consciousness, directedness, observation. It gazes strictly east, to the point of beginning. Its glance crosses the axis of time, like a needle passing through the fabric of epochs. It does not communicate. It holds. And the one who feels its gaze begins to see not the horizon, but the structure of light.
The Sphinx is older than the Pyramid. It stood when the plateau as we know it did not yet exist. Its body bears traces of water — not of sand, not of wind. They are traces of rains, of the river of time that washed its side. Therefore it is older than the desert. Therefore it outlived the age before the sand. It has outlived not one civilization. Its age is beyond time. Its function — preservation.
Beneath it lies a structure. It is not a myth. It is not an image. It is an architectural chamber, a repository that has no door for hands. Only a vibrational key. There are no books in it. No writings. A field is stored there. Structured, preserved, awaiting the coincidence of frequencies. It will not open to the viewer. It will open only to the one in whom the inner light is activated. This is knowledge for those who do not ask, but hear. Who do not seek proofs, but see truth from within.
The Sphinx and the Great Pyramid are inseparable. One holds the line of time. The other — the vertical of light. One — the horizontal vector of observation. The other — the ascending vector of awakening. Together they create a point of entry. Not into the plateau. Not into architecture. But into consciousness. This point is inaccessible to the outer gaze. It is activated when fear disappears, when the mind falls silent, when man becomes empty — not as an absence, but as transparency. Only then do the gates open.
These gates are not for passing somewhere. They open to remind that everything is already here. Everything that was sought in the outer — is within. Everything that seemed lost — breathes in you. The Pyramid, the Sphinx, the stone, the axis, the light — all these are not things. They are states. States of consciousness frozen in form, so that you might one day recognize them in yourself. And when you recognize, the form becomes transparent. It no longer calls — because you are already inside. Not a temple. Yourself.
It is for this that they were created. Not to impress. Not to shelter. But so that one day, in an age when the possibility again opens, man might remember. Remember not details, not myths, not legends. But the Truth. Direct, without symbols. As the knowledge that you were part of this Light before the beginning of time. That you are the very Light that took form. That stone and flesh are not enemies, but vessels. That memory is not in words, but in vibration.
The Great Pyramid, the Sphinx, all the pyramids of the world — these are codes. The solid, incombustible geometry of spirit, left in a form that will not disappear. They do not belong to culture, to a people, to a religion, or to knowledge. They are outside these boundaries. They belong to those who are capable of hearing. To those in whom remains the thirst not for information, but for return. And if you have reached this moment, if even one string has resonated in you — this is already the beginning of the return.
Within you exists the same structure. A pyramid assembled from levels of consciousness. You too are built according to this principle. You have a foundation — the body, feelings, instincts. You have a middle — reason, discernment, freedom of choice. You have a summit — spirit, awareness, emptiness. And as the Great Pyramid ascends from foundation to summit, so you are called to go from density to light. Not leaving the body, not rejecting the world, but passing through everything, as through the corridors of your own form.
When you enter into resonance with the pyramid, you awaken it in yourself. And that means you become a point of return of the Light to the Earth. Not an observer, but a participant. Not one who studies antiquity, but one who continues it. Because the pyramids are not the past. They are a project of the future, launched in deep antiquity. A future in which man will remember who he is, and will begin to create not from the desire to possess, but from the awareness of harmony.
Therefore this book — is not about stone. And not about secrets. It is about you. About your memory. About the Light that did not leave the Earth, but took form in order to wait for you. And if you are reading this, then perhaps you are the very one who must remember. Not in order to know more. But in order to become lighter. To sound purer. To become the one for whom all this was preserved. Shall we continue?
The Light that was before Egypt was not a metaphor. It was a real, world-experienced order. It did not emanate from the stars, did not depend on gods, did not need systems of belief. It simply was. Presence. A state of the planet in which consciousness and form had not yet separated. When spirit and matter were not enemies but two faces of one stream. It was a world before hierarchies, before power, before fear, before the division of “I” and “you”. The Light of which we speak is not physical light, not a ray, but clarity. A pure, unclouded perception of Reality as it is. Without projections, without illusions, without the need to explain.
This epoch is known in many traditions. Among the ancient Indians it was called Satya Yuga — the Yuga of Truth. In this time man did not seek God, because he knew himself as His manifestation. He did not struggle for survival, because he felt himself part of the living field of the Earth. Everything was in harmony. Within and without — there was no division. And this state did not last a moment. It was the norm. People did not possess ‘technologies’ in the sense we are accustomed to, because their consciousness was itself the technology. They did not build for utility, they created, because form was a continuation of the inner rhythm. Not an instrument, but a song.
In those times there were no nations, no borders, no competition. Not because people were ‘good’, but because the ego had not yet entered its active phase. Consciousness, embodied in a body, did not identify itself with the body. It had no need to protect an image, because it did not yet feel itself separate. It was an epoch of wholeness. Even language, if it existed, was not a division, but a vibration of accord. Everything that was done had a rhythm. And everything was a revelation of Light. The great structures built in that epoch had no purpose of ‘leaving a trace’. They were a trace — a point of meeting between Heaven and Earth.
But this state did not hold. It was not broken by an external enemy. The fall began from within. Gradually, a subtle identification appeared in consciousness — the sensation ‘I am separate’. It was at first like a whisper. Not aggression, not malice — simply “I” began to look at “the other” and feel: “this is not I”. From that moment differentiation began. It led to wholeness being replaced by relationships. Where there was Unity, “I and you” appeared. Where there was Clarity — interpretation began. Where there was a form of light — a form of defence began. Thus Treta Yuga began — the epoch of duality.
From this point the downward path began. From Unity — to knowledge, from knowledge — to symbols, from symbols — to hierarchy. People began to construct forms in order to hold onto what was lost. They began to fix the Light that had previously flowed freely through them. Thus the first rituals appeared, the first temples, the first boundaries between the ‘initiated’ and the rest. The process of fragmentation began. Light was no longer recognised directly — it required a conductor. Thus Dwapara Yuga began — the time of half-truth. There was still a response, but it was already distorted.
And, finally, Kali Yuga arrived — the epoch of complete inversion. The epoch in which form was finally separated from meaning, knowledge from truth, power from service. In this epoch we live now. But it is close to completion. The transition has already begun. We stand on the threshold — between the last turn of darkness and the first tremor of Light, which is ready to enter again. And it is precisely for this reason that the pyramids are beginning to sound differently. They, like the organs of an ancient body, register this shift. They do not switch on automatically. They respond to the inner awakening of humanity. And it is already underway.
The Pyramid at Giza is not merely an ancient construction. It was built in those times when Light had not yet left the Earth. Not in a chronological sense, but in the sense of a state of consciousness. It was created from clarity, from a knowledge that is not transmitted, but IS. This knowledge was embodied in form not because it needed to be preserved, but because it naturally became form. Stone was not separated from spirit. It was its continuation. That is precisely why it stands. Because it was created not from memory, but from Presence.
Now we are returning. Not into the past — into the original. Light is entering again. And it no longer needs prophets, or priests, or intermediaries. It returns into the person who dares to accept silence. It is precisely such a person who activates the Pyramid. Not with instruments. Not with words. But with his state. Because the Great Pyramid is not a mechanism. It responds to purity. And if this purity appears in you — it recognises you. It does not come alive — it responds. Such is its principle.
The Light that returns is not the return of something new. It is the restoration of the primordial. Not an upgrade of humanity, but its awakening. The Pyramid was created not to cause this awakening, but to remind of it. Its presence on Earth is like a starry seal on the body of the planet, a sign of the Covenant between the Creator and Man: “When you forget, I will remind you.” And now the moment of remembrance has come. We have entered that period of time about which the ancient texts of all traditions spoke. Not an apocalypse, but a disclosure. Not the end of the world, but its discovery within oneself.
This time is called by many names — the Age of Return, the Shift of Epochs, the Restoration of Justice. But the essence is one: the field of the planet is beginning to change its frequency. Electromagnetic shifts, acceleration of time, the destruction of former structures — none of this is chaos. It is purification. It is that vibrational environment in which the activation of deep fields becomes possible. And the pyramids begin to sound. Those that were in a sleeping mode come out of silence. They do not broadcast a signal like radio stations. They create a field. And whoever comes into contact with this field begins to change. Not under pressure, not by coercion — but like a plant turning toward the light.
Not all pyramids are active. Not all will be awakened. Some were destroyed, others — distorted. But those built before the fall carry within themselves an untouched order. Especially the Great Pyramid. It is tuned not to an epoch, but to the Source. Therefore it needs no renewal. It does not age. It does not become overgrown with projections of time. Everything in it is outside time. And therefore it responds only to that which is also outside time — to the inner state, to the bare “I am”.
Now the Earth is entering a threshold cycle. It will not be visible in the news. Scientists will not register it. But it is already underway. It comes from within — as a shift in perception, as the opening of memory, as a strange recognition of something familiar in those you have never met. This is the activation of the grid of Light, in which the pyramids play the role of crystals. Not transmitters — coordinating nodes. They create a network in which the stable abiding of a new consciousness is possible. Not for an elite. Not for the chosen. For all who are ready to remember.
It is precisely for this reason that the pyramids are scattered across the entire planet. They are not the traces of one people. This is a system. It is like the structure of a body, where each point is responsible for a specific function. Mexico, Egypt, China, Sudan, Bosnia, the underwater platforms off Japan and Cuba — all are parts of one architecture. They were built not at the same time, but according to one program. The program of Light. The program of alignment. Each was built at a point where Earth connects with Heaven. Not geographically, but energetically. And each waits. Not for its turn. But for your awakening.
Because the person awakened to Light — that is the activator. Not the one who knows, but the one who is present. In presence — the key. It does not open the door. It makes it unnecessary. Because when you become Light, the Pyramid recognises you as its own. You no longer look at it as a wonder. You do not worship it. You do not analyse its structure. You simply enter. And you are. And it is. And in this unity, what occurs is not a miracle, but restoration.
The restoration of a reality in which there was no need to speak of Light. Because everything was Light. Because you were Light. And because you — are returning. Not into the past. But into that which was before the beginning of times. And therefore IS always.
The Light that was before Egypt was not a metaphor. It was reality. It did not need to be sought, it did not need to be spoken of — it simply was. It was an order of being in which nothing was separate. Consciousness did not strive toward cognition, because knowledge was a natural state. Matter was not an obstacle for spirit, because there was no rift between them. The Earth breathed as a single being, and man was its organ — not master, not guest, not a stranger, but a part of a single organism tuned to an order not violated by will.
The civilisation that existed in this state left no written sources — not because of loss, but because words were unnecessary. Transmission occurred directly: knowledge was felt, understanding required no justification, communication was a field. Interaction with matter occurred through resonance, not through effort. Creation caused no strain — it was a form of the Self-expression of Light. Building, music, the forms that later became the pyramids, arose not from need, but from fullness.
This state corresponds to what the Hindu tradition calls Satya Yuga — the epoch of Truth. It was a time when man did not know fear, because he was not divided. There was no struggle for power, because no separate will existed. There was no war, because there was no other. Everything was one — not in abstraction, but in direct experience.
But over time, a slight shift began in this unified body. Not an error, not a sin — but a deviation. It began with the sensation: “I am the observer.” In this observation arose the first discrimination. Discrimination gave rise to the awareness of form. Awareness of form led to desire. Desire — to control. Thus began the separation. At first not as a catastrophe, but as a spark in the field — faint, yet already directed outward.
This was the beginning of the next yuga — Treta. In it, the Light was still clear, but no longer fully transparent. The first forms of identity appeared, the first distinctions between roles, the first actions for the sake of result. In this period civilizations began to fix knowledge — not because they were forgetting, but because they wanted to hold on to it. This was the time of great architectures, sound technologies, harmonic order. The world still resounded, but no longer sang. Everything was on the edge. Power was preserved, but protection was already sought. Under these conditions, the first of the pyramids were built — not as an attempt to reach the sky, but as a form of remembrance.
Then Dvapara Yuga began. The shift became evident. Division intensified. Consciousness began to project itself onto form. Images of gods, classes, and priesthood began to arise. Accumulation appeared. Knowledge turned into heritage. Truth — into a system. The One — into a structure. In this period, the light architectures began to become symbolic. Pyramids were built no longer for abiding in Light, but for preserving its remnant.
Then came Kali Yuga. The fall reached density. Separation became the norm. The memory of Light — a myth. And even those who felt the response no longer knew what it pointed to. The world plunged into a state of complete inversion: the top became the bottom, truth became falsehood, and form became an end in itself. It was at this moment that the Great Pyramid already stood. It was not built in Kali Yuga. It was left before it — as a structure not subject to distortion. The last reminder before oblivion. The temple of silence.
Egypt arose already at the border. Its early dynasties inherited traces of what had been — but not being itself. They tried to recreate what was lost, but instead of light they preserved ritual. Instead of knowledge — a system. The Great Pyramid, the Sphinx, and the remnants of star architecture are not part of Egyptian culture. They are its predecessors. They are the memory of what the world was like before the fall. And not just the world — the Earth itself as a being.
When the Flood came, it was not a catastrophe of nature alone. It was a shift of fields — in response to an internal splitting. Light could no longer flow freely through the body of humanity. And Earth changed its frequency. A phase of cleansing began. Much was destroyed — but not everything. What was built in resonance survived. Because it was part of the very structure of the planet.
Thus ended the epoch of Light. And began the epoch of Illusion.
The epoch of Illusion did not arrive suddenly. It did not crash down as punishment, did not appear as catastrophe. It crept in — slowly, softly, like smoke seeping into cracks. It began with a distortion of perception. Man still possessed power, but no longer understood its source. He felt the call, but did not hear the voice. He remembered that something great had been, but did not know where to seek it. And he began to create forms — not as an expression of light, but as an attempt to hold on to it.
Thus the cult arose. The cult of form. From living Knowledge was born doctrine. From inner revelation — a sacred hierarchy. From silence — the voice of law. Light was still near, but it no longer entered the heart. It reflected off the golden coverings of temples, but did not enter man. It became an object of worship, not breath. And this was the true beginning of Illusion.
This epoch is known as Kali Yuga — the dark yuga, the age of strife, fear, and division. But it is a mistake to consider it only a time of degradation. In truth, Kali Yuga was permitted as a path of purification. Not as punishment, but as the completion of the cycle. When consciousness identified with the body, when the spirit forgot itself as Light, when attention turned completely to the external — then darkness began. Not as evil, but as maximum densification. Kali Yuga is the end of the inbreath. The limit of density. The final point at which Light, forgotten to its very foundation, can again begin its return. Not from above — from within.
In this time, knowledge was divided. Fragmented into religions, sciences, ideologies, cultures. Truth — fragmented. The memory of the One — covered by dogmas. The Great Pyramid was no longer recognized. It became a riddle. And then — a tourist attraction. A symbol that had lost its essence. But even in this state, it continued to fulfill its task: to remain. Simply to remain. Because its task is not to awaken, but to await those who will awaken themselves.
Today humanity is approaching the end of Kali Yuga. This is not a calendar date, not a prophecy. It is a shift of the field. A change in the basis of perception. A decrease in density. Fatigue from fear. Exhaustion of images. Growth of inner silence. All these are signs of the cycle's completion. And together with this, a new time comes. Or, more precisely, the restoration of the first.
The Light that was before Egypt is rising again — not as a phenomenon, but as knowledge living within. It does not need to be accepted. It needs to be stopped denying. It does not come — it unfolds. And in this unfolding, the Great Pyramid again becomes not a symbol of the past, but a gate between cycles.
The chapter ends here, because the story of Light is not a tale, but a tuning. All that was before Egypt has not gone. It waited for you to see where you are returning. Not to the old — to the original. Not to oblivion — to Clarity. And if you have understood what was before, you are ready to know what is happening now.


Chapter 2. The Neteru — Not Gods, but Consciousnesses
The Neteru are not myths, not fairy tales, and not images with animal heads. They are real people who lived in a distant epoch when humanity still maintained a direct connection with the Source. They were not “gods” in the usual understanding. They did not rule and did not demand worship. Their strength was in knowledge, purity of consciousness, and a deep understanding of the world's structure.
The word “Netjer” is ancient Egyptian. It does not translate as “god” in the precise sense, although later it came to be understood that way. In reality, it designates not a person, but a Force, a Principle, a manifestation of order and purity proceeding from the Absolute. Netjer is not someone, but something: a flow, an action, a direction. Later, people began to give these forces images, to invent stories, to create a pantheon. But in the beginning, the Neteru were people who had preserved contact with the One and lived in complete accord with the Law.
They built the pyramids not by magic nor with the help of supernatural powers. They used tools. On the stones, traces of drilling, saws, and precise workmanship are still visible. This is no accident. It is the result of real work — engineering, calculated, masterful. They knew how resonance, mass, and form affect the Earth's field. Every slab was laid not just anyhow. Everything was calculated, and in that calculation was knowledge not only of stone, but also of sound, vibration, magnetic lines, and the position of the stars.
When the Egyptians later tried to describe these people, they turned them into images. Thus appeared Osiris, Isis, Thoth, Ma'at, and others. But originally, these were not “gods.” They were people who carried within themselves a specific direction. Thoth, for example, symbolized knowledge, number, logic, structure. Ma'at — inner order and balance. Osiris — restoration after disintegration, the principle of life after death. These were roles, not personalities. Functions, not characters.
That is why the temples of the Neteru were not places of worship in the modern sense. They were places of tuning. A person came there not to ask, but to enter resonance — to be tuned. And when this resonance disappeared, the connection with the Neteru disappeared as well. But the memory of them remained. And therefore, when today someone comes into contact with these names not as myths but as living principles — they come alive again. Within that person himself.
The Neteru were not superhuman. They were human, but different. Not better and not higher — simply purer. They had not lost the connection with the Source. Their thinking did not separate itself from the world. They did not seek gain, did not divide knowledge into “mine” and “yours.” Their task was not to dominate, but to maintain order — not external, but inner, natural, cosmic.
The word “Neteru” is the ancient Egyptian designation for those who later came to be called gods. But in the time when they lived, no one called them gods. It was a word denoting not “one who is above,” but “one who carries order within.” Not in the sense of power, but in the sense of attunement with the foundation of the world. These people did not worship themselves. They were respected because they did not distort the truth.
They were human. Not fantastic beings, not aliens, not spirits, not archetypes. They had bodies, hands, a voice, a life. But their consciousness acted differently. They did not place themselves above others, yet they were guardians. Each had a function — like an organ in a body. Someone was a bearer of knowledge, someone a keeper of rhythm, someone maintained the balance between earth and stars.
They did not build out of ambition. They did not seek glory. Their constructions carried meaning, not names. The pyramid was not a monument to them. It was a tool. They built it with their hands, using precise tools. And the traces of these tools are visible: circular cuts, deep drillings, polished surfaces. They knew how to work with stone — not by intuition, but by science. This science was different, but real.
The word “Neter” can be translated as “bearer of order” or “primordial force.” It did not mean “god.” It was later, when knowledge vanished, that the word came to mean what they never said of themselves. They were not objects of worship, but an example of how a person can live in accord with the Source.
The civilization that the Egyptians would later call the Golden Age did not call itself that. It had no name in the sense we understand today — as an attempt to separate one people from another. They called themselves simply: Those Who Live in Order. It was not the name of an ethnicity, a race, or a geography. It was a designation of a state. The Neteru were not a “caste” or “gods” elevated above others. Neteru — this was the word used to designate the bearers of the light of Consciousness, abiding in full accord with the Earth, the stars, and the Source. In this civilization there lived children, masters, and simple laborers — but all were included in the single field of knowledge, because the very structure of life did not permit distortion.
The time of their existence — long before dynastic Egypt, thousands of years before Menes, before the pharaohs, before the priestly hierarchy. The epoch of the Neteru began when the Earth was still awakening as a field for the embodiment of Light. It corresponds to the period of the end of the last great cycle — approximately 36–40 thousand years ago by modern reckoning. But it mattered not to them how many years had passed. They measured life not by time, but by order: how much the form corresponds to the Law.
The main centers of their life were located in places known today as Giza, Saqqara, Abydos, as well as in regions now hidden beneath the sands of the Sahara and the waters of the Mediterranean Sea. There were major centers on the territory of present-day Sudan and Ethiopia. Some of their settlements also existed on the territory of the present-day Sinai Peninsula and even in places that would later become Palestine. But it was not geography that defined them, but the structure of the fields: they built and lived where the Earth breathed — on nodes of power, in places where the currents of the planetary grid intersected.
Their cities were not like modern ones. Not a cluster of houses, not a chaos of streets, but a strict correspondence to the rhythm of the Earth. Every house, every stele, every passage — everything had a resonant purpose. The city was a choir, not a crowd. The centers were not palaces, but temples. But the temple was not a house of worship, but an instrument of attunement. In the center stood not a statue, but a sound chamber, a resonator tuned to a certain purity. Around it — dwellings, workshops, squares, places of communion and silence.
The Neteru had no rulers as we understand them. The one who was purer was the chief. The measure — not strength and not knowledge, but purity. In the cities there were Councils, but they did not vote in them — they listened. And if someone spoke not from the Light, his speech did not resonate. This was not mysticism. Simply, in those fields, falsehood did not hold. Consciousness distorted by self-interest or fear could not withstand the presence of the true. Therefore, the entire structure of society was held not by laws, but by order. And this order was alive.
Writing existed, but was used only as an enhancement of ritual. The word was transmitted orally, in rhythm, in song, in movement. Writing, however — only as a seal upon an action, as a form of fixing resonance. Their symbols — the precursors of hieroglyphs, but they had no ornament as yet. Each sign was a form of vibration, not a letter. From these vibrations writings would later arise, but the original language was sonic — not in the sense of speech sounds, but as singing, resonance, an address not to the ears, but to the field.
Teaching began from birth. The child was not considered an “empty vessel.” He was considered one who already knows, and the task of adults — not to instill, but not to hinder. Teaching was co-attunement, not coercion. The master — not one who teaches, but one who gives space. Thus the Neteru were raised. Not as special children, but as those who preserve Presence. Those who did not lose it during the transition from childhood to adulthood were recognized as bearers. But the entire civilization helped not to lose, not to fall, not to darken.
Their technologies were based on Knowledge, but this knowledge was not theory. It flowed from state. They knew because they were pure. This knowledge included the ability to control sound, weight, pressure, frequencies, form. They used resonance, vibrations, energy fields, water, sound, crystals. None of this was magic — it was practice. Stones were lifted not by the force of muscles, but by knowledge of rhythm. Metal was worked not by fire, but by field. They possessed mechanics, but not as domination, but as interaction.
They looked like people. But they were different. More slender, with high foreheads, clear eyes, quiet speech. Skin color varied — from copper to light. But more importantly: a state emanated from them. They did not suppress — they absorbed noise, smoothed, leveled. Clothing — simple. No pomp. All effort was turned inward. And the entire culture — was a culture of the Inner. They had no cult of death — because death for them was not the opposite of life, but its transition. Not a mystery, but a part of the course.
The epoch of the Neteru lasted long. But not in a linear count. The Light did not wane suddenly, but gradually. First — loss of resonance. Then — the emergence of will. Then — fear. Then — power. Then — priesthood. Then — cult. And when the cult came, the Neteru departed. Not in the sense of disappearance. But in the sense of the impossibility of remaining. Because in a distorted field, Light is distorted. And they did not allow the distorted Light to become a dogma. They withdrew inward. And no longer lived as a people. But they remained as an imprint — in stone, in symbols, in rhythm.
Since then, their descendants scattered. Some remained, but lost the knowledge. Some went to other places — to the highlands, to underground cities, to distant lands. They did not try to preserve everything — they left a seed. So that it would sprout when the Earth was ready again. Today — is that time. A time when memory returns. Not as knowledge. But as recognition.
When we say today: “Neteru,” we use this word as if it denotes a separate category, almost superhuman. But in their own culture, it was not a title, rank, or special status. It was a recognition of a state. A person was not called Neteru by origin. He was called so when the Light was recognized in him. The word was applied not because the person was strong or knew more than others, but because he lived in full accord with the Law of Life. It did not mean: “you are divine,” but meant: “Order acts in you.” And this order was tangible — in the gaze, in the gait, in the breath, in silence.
The word “nṯr” had no plural in the usual sense. Because the essence of the Neteru — is one. Differences between them arose not as “other beings,” but as other manifestations of one Light. Therefore, when later in the Egyptian tradition the term “Neteru” appears in the plural — it does not indicate a “group of gods,” but rather reflects the multiplicity of functions of one Truth. There were not many of them, like a pantheon. There was one field, one Consciousness, which manifested in different aspects: wisdom, rhythm, love, justice, destruction. These were not different personalities, but different frequencies.
When the civilization entered decline — not suddenly, but through the loss of precision, purity, co-attunement — the memory of the Neteru began to form into myth. People no longer felt the Presence, but remembered its trace. Thus arose figures with heads of falcons, lionesses, cows, jackals. These were not caricatures. They were attempts to express the essence, using the language of associations: Thoth, associated with the ibis; Osiris — with the green shoot; Ma‘at — with the feather. But these images later took on a literal meaning. And then “gods” appeared. Not as manifestations of Light, but as beings living in other worlds.
Thus knowledge was distorted. Not destroyed. But distorted. Because people tried to hold the form, having lost the essence. Thus temples became places of sacrifice, not of attunement. Scriptures — places of dispute, not of revelation. Naming — a means of division, not of recognition. But even in distortion, the Light did not disappear. It continued to sound — through the Principles laid into geometry, proportions, rites, into the very fabric of language.
Today we can return this Knowledge not through archaeology and not through conjecture, but through inner recognition. Because those we call the Neteru did not depart. They did not disappear. They were, are, and will be — as fields, as states, as waves that become audible again when the heart enters resonance. There is no need to believe. There is no need to imagine. It is enough to become pure. And then He who was Thoth will be recognized as your structure of thought. He who was Ma‘at — as your inner order. He who was Osiris — as the power of your rebirth. Because the Neteru were not someone else. But that which you can become.
They dwelt on the Earth — not in imaginary worlds, not in another dimension, but on the same planet, by the same coordinates, but in a different state of matter and consciousness. Their settlements were built along the bed of a great river that would later be called the Nile, but in those times its waters flowed differently, more broadly, and it carried within it another quality — not just water, but an informational stream. The centers of their life were high-frequency nodes that a modern person would call geomagnetic portals. There, where the Earth breathed more strongly, where the lines of force gathered into nodes — there their dwellings were erected.
One of such places was the future platform of Giza. But it was not the heart, only one of the resonators. The centre of that world lay further south — in a place now hidden under the sands of Nubia, at the source of the ancient Nile. There was located the main city of that time — not a metropolis, but a sacred structure, built not out of need but according to the Law. Its name has not been preserved in sound, but in vibration it was: Amuta, which means "the main node of the manifest". It was not simply a place of dwelling, but a temple field, where they did not live — they served.
In time, this does not correspond to any period of Egyptian history known to archaeologists. Neither to the Early Kingdom, nor even to the predynastic period. This is a time which in itself does not submit to a linear date. But if expressed approximately, it happened more than 36,000 years ago, in an epoch which in other traditions is called the pre-Atlantic or light phase of the planet. This is not a myth — it is simply an inaccessible memory, because humanity consciously closed access to this phase of its past in order to pass through the path of separation.
The Neteru were not a single nation in the modern sense. They did not build a state, did not submit to a king, had no hierarchy. What united them was not culture, but a state. There were also those who tried to outwardly recreate their images and principles, but lacked depth. Later these imitators would give birth to what would become the magical system of Egypt — but in the beginning there was not magic, but resonance. It was not origin that united the Neteru, but purity. They were people — yes, people — but of a different quality: their bodies were dense, but not heavy. They were not immortal, but lived longer, for they carried within themselves fewer distortions. Their food was different — they nourished themselves on sound, form, radiation. Their speech was not verbal — it was a transmission of state.
It is precisely for this reason that in their settlements there is an absence of what archaeologists seek as "household artefacts". They did not bury their dead — because the transition was not death, but a return. They did not build palaces — because the structure of the settlement was itself a field of force. Their houses were round or polyhedral, and most often temporary, because the main attention was not on the house, but on attunement with space. They did not gather supplies — they lived in the rhythm of the Earth and knew when and where to move.
Outwardly, the civilization of the Neteru possessed no wealth. Their gold — that was Knowledge. Their prestige — that was purity. Their power — that was attunement. They possessed knowledge of the structure of matter, energy, frequency, and it was precisely this knowledge that gave them the ability to create structures that endure for millennia. They did not "carve out" the Pyramid — they calibrated each stone so that it would not merely lie, but sound. They knew where to quarry stone — not because of density, but because of the field which it carries. Therefore their quarries were sacred places, and not simply stone pits.
To the west of Giza there was another centre — Inu-Ka-Ra, which later would transform into On or Heliopolis. There was the centre for the study of Sound. To the south — the region of Ankh-Te, in the future turned into the region of Thebes — there they studied the cycle of life and death, the resonance between body and soul. Each place had its own frequency, its own task. They did not duplicate each other. They were like organs of a single body. And what connected them was not roads, but lines of light — straight as rays, along which one moved not physically, but mentally.
In these centres lived not tribes, but servers. Not priests in the form we imagine from Egyptian paintings, but bearers of specific frequencies. They were trained not in skills, but in a state. The main purpose of the life of the Neteru consisted not in construction, not in inventions, not in the accumulation of knowledge — but in the maintenance of resonance. Their civilization was a civilization of Purity, and everything that disrupted the order was led out of the field — not by violence, but by retuning. Error was not punished, but reset. Every person knew how to return to the state of Order. This was not a cult, but a practice.
The Neteru themselves did not call themselves by this word. This name — Nṯr — arose later, when people lost direct perception and began to designate the experienced as something external. But then, in the times of living resonance, every person knew who he is. A name was not required. All who were in that field were part of the structure, and every direction within it was like a note in a chord. In that structure there was no above or below. There was: exact correspondence.
Their cities had no walls. Not because there was no danger — but because the field of frequency was itself insurmountable for one who was not in unison with it. To get inside without attunement was impossible. Not because stones obstructed, but because you "were not" for that space. Thus they defended themselves — not from enemies, but from distortion.
Clothing was simple — but carried not a decorative, but an attuning function. Colours were chosen not by taste, but by resonance with the body and the time of day. Their life flowed in the rhythm of the stars. Each morning they greeted as a return of Order, and each evening — as a dissolution of form into Light. They had no concepts of a day off or a workday — because they lived in a continuous practice of abiding in Consciousness.
The Neteru used tools — this is true. But the tools were not mechanical extensions of the body, but extensions of the field. They did not cut, but vibrated. They did not press, but attuned. The circular saws, the drills, that archaeologists now argue about, were not a miracle, but a consequence of knowledge about matter. They did not consider this magic — for them it was natural. Everything that worked in agreement with Order was possible.
Women and men were not divided into castes. In the Neteru there was no gender supremacy. Each person walked the path according to inner quality — and could become a bearer of structure, regardless of birth. Children were taught from an early age not theory, but a state. The main thing that was taught was to be in silence, to listen to the Earth, to know oneself. They did not memorise texts — they learned to hear fields. Because knowledge is not what you hold in your head, but that with which you resonate with your heart.
And when you are in that state — the Great Pyramid begins to sound. Not as a voice, but as a response. Not as knowledge, but as recognition. Because all this was created not as a monument, but as a mirror — so that in it you would see not the Neteru, but yourself in purity.
At the centre of their life there was not worship, but service. They did not offer sacrifices to gods — they attuned themselves in order to be worthy of the pure flow. Everything they did — whether it was working stone, tending the land, growing plants, healing, or interacting with others — was an expression of a single act: the maintenance of harmony. In their language there did not even exist words signifying "sin" or "punishment" — because any deviation was regarded not as guilt, but as a loss of attunement. And therefore it was treated not by retribution, but by a return to rhythm.
The great centres — Heliopolis, Abydos, Memphis, Sais — were not capitals in the modern sense. They were repositories of Memory. What was preserved there was not scrolls, but forms. Structures in which Order was embedded in stone. Vibrational modules. Proportions that gave stability to space. Buildings were erected not for beauty's sake, but as instruments of attunement. A temple is not a place of worship, but a form for the attunement of consciousness. Entering it, a person did not simply "enter" — he was transformed.
They knew about the planets, but did not study them as astronomers — they felt them as musicians tuning an instrument to a cosmic chord. Everything in their life was rhythm. Even death. They did not fear death — because they did not identify themselves with the body. The departure from the body was a transition into a different order, and therefore was accompanied not by grief, but by silence and gratitude. Their sarcophagi were not coffins, but modules of transition. Stone shells in which consciousness completed one sound and entered another.
Water was for them a special substance. It did not merely quench thirst. It preserved the form of thought. And therefore in the centres of the Neteru there were special reservoirs — not like wells, but like vessels of memory. The water in them was attuned to a state, and a person, by washing or partaking of it, entered into resonance with that state. What we later would call a "ritual of purification" was for them a physical practice of reunification with the Flow.
Fire they used almost never. They preferred Light — solar, stellar, reflected. Their chambers were arranged so that at certain moments of the day Light would fall exactly onto the centre of an altar requiring no offerings. Not because they rejected fire, but because its frequency was too high to be held in structure without distortion. Fire was applied only in special practices of destruction and resetting, but not in daily life.
Their food was not a diet — it was a chord. They ate that which strengthened the order. Certain products were considered incompatible with their task and were simply not consumed. Not by prohibition, but by knowledge. They were not vegetarians in our sense — but they understood that food affects the field. And if flesh introduced dissonance — they abstained from it. Not because "it is not allowed", but because "it does not sound".
Their calendar was alive. They did not count the days, but felt the rhythms. Time moved not by hours, but by the phases of Earth and Heaven. Cycles were internally connected with consciousness, and therefore a festival for them was not a date, but a state. They celebrated when the order was attained. And each knew that this precisely is the "coming of Light".
Their art did not depict — it opened. Reliefs, bas-reliefs, statues were not "depictions" in the sense we are accustomed to. They were windows. Through the proportions of the body, the position of the hands, the turn of the head, and even the depth of the shadow, states were conveyed that could be felt by one who looked not with eyes, but with presence. Nothing was depicted for no reason. Even the background had meaning. Stone was writing, light, a matrix. And any deviation from precision would have broken the order — and therefore there was none.
The speech of the Neteru was not merely language. It was a sequence of vibrations that tune the inner space. What we call hieroglyphs was a form of recording states. It was not "writing" — it was the architecture of meaning. One hieroglyph did not merely denote a concept — it evoked a specific tuning of consciousness. Therefore their texts were not read, but recreated within. And only after losing this ability did man begin to seek "translations," and — as a consequence — lost the meaning.
The Neteru had no money. Not because they were "highly developed" and had no need for an economy, but because the concept of "exchange" was different for them. They did not exchange — they transmitted. Everything rested on mutual attunement. Each did that which sounded through him. And if one channeled water and another worked stone, it was not a "division of labor" — it was sounding on different notes. All — for the sake of preserving the resonance of the common Order. And therefore no one was above. And no one was superfluous.
Clothing was not an adornment or a social marker. It was like skin, a second sheath corresponding to the field. Every color, every pattern, every interweaving of thread corresponded to a specific state, and was worn not "for the occasion," but according to the state. It was not clothing that "made" the man — but the man who revealed the clothing by his frequency. Therefore, when later people began to imitate the clothing, but without the corresponding inner attunement — it lost its power. Like an empty shell when there is no spirit within it.
They knew that everything is temporary. Even their order. Even the Order. And therefore everything they created had a double purpose: to act now — and to leave an imprint. Not in the form of knowledge. Not in the form of technologies. But in the form of field memory. So that even when density thickens, and Order is lost, a form will remain which will one day be reawakened — when man is ready. Therefore the pyramid is not merely a construction. It is a crystal, bearing a frequency. An archive of light. And the key to it is not knowledge, but a state.
When the planet's rhythm began to shift, they felt it first. The Neteru did not struggle against the change — they were Order, not resistance. They could not hold form in conditions where resonance with the Source became impossible. This was not exile and not catastrophe — it was a divergence of rhythms. Like music in which certain notes cease to sound when the tonality shifts, so the Neteru left visible density when the Earth changed its vibrational frequency. They did not vanish — they withdrew into potentiality, into a layer where structure is preserved but not manifested, until accord arises. Their bodies, their cities, their traces — everything was folded up, like a parchment on which the text ceases to be visible, but does not disappear. The people left behind were different. Those who preserved memory became priests. But even they soon lost the capacity for direct perception. The times of interpretations, guesses, formulas, canons began. That which was previously a living interaction became a dead liturgy. Nevertheless, something was left. The Great Pyramid. It was the completion and the Covenant. Not merely a stone body, but a field that preserved within itself the frequency of the epoch of Light. It could not be destroyed. It could not be counterfeited. It became an anchor. The last Gate. A center of memory enclosed in matter. Men forgot who built it. They began to attribute it to others, to civilizations closer to them in time. They invented myths, explained the impossible with simple words. But the Pyramid itself continued to sound. And it still continues. It is alive not as an organism, but as the order in which Light once lived. Therefore it does not require restoration. It requires recognition. He who recognizes — will hear. He who hears — will enter. He who enters — will awaken.
The Neteru did not live in one place. Their cities were scattered across the entire body of the planet, like nodes of a single network. Some — in lands that would later become Egypt, others — where now lie deserts, jungles, or oceans. Their center was not geographical, but field-based: a node at the intersection of the Earth's lines of force. They built not "along the Nile," but along rhythms — places of power in which the holding of a certain frequency was possible. Their capital was not administrative — it was a coordinating one. It was a city where knowledge, energies, paths converged. Today only shadows in the sand remain of it, fragments that the earthly eye perceives as "prehistoric." But in the field — it is there. It is not destroyed. It is hidden. Their life was a life of full entry into rhythm. There was no power as we understand it. There were Tuners, there were Holders of Forms, there were Guardians of Transitions. Each of them lived not for himself — he was a function of the One Order. And this does not mean they were deprived of individuality. But their "I" was not separate from the whole. Their art was ritual. Their speech — geometry. Their clothing — code. Everything they did carried resonance. They had no concept of "culture" — because life itself was that. The writing of the Neteru was not alphabetic, but field-based. They transmitted knowledge through vibrational matrices that could be activated at a certain frequency. Therefore so little has come down. Because the frequency — is lost. Or nearly lost. Now — it is returning. This is precisely what makes it possible to read the traces, to see not with eyes, but with presence. Their technologies were not "technologies" — they were forms of agreement with nature. They did not struggle with matter — they listened to it. And through listening they created. Not because they were wizards. But because they were not separate.
They did not create for glory. Everything they did served the holding of Order — not social, but cosmic. Their cities were nodes for stabilizing the Earth's field. Their observatories — not for observation, but for coordination. Their temples — not for worship services, but for tuning consciousness. Everything in their environment had meaning, because the meaning was one: the preservation of Purity. Their nourishment, sleep, reproduction, learning — everything was part of the rhythm. They were not born by chance. The soul entered the body only when a consonance came — the field summoned the one who was needed. Therefore among them there were no random ones. Each was in his place, and each knew his place. Their time — not linearity. It was a spiral. The past did not slip away, the future did not frighten. Everything was here. Therefore their memory was not individual, but integral. One remembered what another knew, if he was in accord. Their science — not calculation. It was revelation. Through silence. Through observation. Through accord. They did not possess knowledge — they were it. The Great Pyramids — not an exception, but the crown of this culture. But there were others — small, hidden, dissolved in jungles, in sands, under ice. They are scattered across the planet like crystals in a lattice. Each carried a specific function: one — holding the field, another — coordinating the Earth's breath, a third — storing vibrational memory. Some are still active. Not in the external sense. But as a structure — they are alive. And when you approach them in silence, they begin to sound. Not for everyone. Only for those in whom the frequency of the Neteru is reawakening.
But, like everything subject to cycles, this epoch too came to an end. Not suddenly — as if it gradually fell silent. Little by little. First the frequency of the Earth itself began to waver. Then internal distortions began — in bodies, in feelings, in words. Some of the Neteru felt this and left before the limit was reached. Others — remained, to hold the remnants of order until the last. When the density of matter increased, shifts began. Memory began to fragment. In birth there was no longer resonance. Souls came not by summons, but by karma. Purity lost its fullness. The transition occurred. And with it — the fall. The demise of the civilization of the Neteru was not a catastrophe from without. It came as a consequence of the loss of inner attunement. Space became distorted. Sound — dull. Light — dim. Then began the attempts to hold at least the remnants. Texts appeared. Rituals appeared. Images appeared. Everything that had previously been transmitted from silence to silence, they now tried to fix in form. And so the myths appeared. And so the "gods" appeared. Not as deception, but as an attempt to preserve the impossible. Hence — the man with the head of a falcon. The man with the head of a jackal. Thus they tried to convey the essence, having already lost access to the essence itself. Thus Thoth became "the scribe." Ma'at — "the goddess of truth." Osiris — "the king of the dead." Thus knowledge became knowledge about knowledge. Thus Light was turned into a teaching.
Thus Egypt arose. Not as a continuation, but as an echo. Its first dynasties were not a beginning, but an afterword. Those whom today are called the pharaohs of the First Kingdom were only a shadow of those who, before them, knew, not believed. Their priests remembered fragments, preserved symbols, but did not understand the meaning. They acted by pattern, having no living experience. The great temples were built not as points of power, but as an attempt to reproduce what no longer sounded. Writing replaced Knowledge. Ritual replaced Presence. The gods became many, because the feeling of the One had vanished. But in this same Egypt there were those who still heard. Remnants of ancient blood, those who inherited not just a teaching, but a co-tuning. They did not speak—they kept silence. They did not explain—but in their presence the heart sounded. Through them was transmitted not knowledge, but a state. And it was they who became those later called "secret priests," "lords of knowledge," "initiates." In truth, they were children of Memory. Not an elite, but the last to know. They were few. They did not create schools. They did not gather disciples. But everyone who came into contact with their field felt that this was not merely wisdom—it was the Light that had not yet gone out. Through them the connection continued. Secret, subtle, unnoticed—but real. And it was they who one day again began to look at the Pyramid not as a tomb, not as a symbol, not as a riddle—but as a memory. As a response. As a trace.
They returned not to myths, but to resonance. They did not seek legends, but heard the frequency. The Great Pyramid was not explained—it responded. And for the one who entered the right state, it ceased to be an object—it became itself. They knew: the Pyramid is not a riddle, but a key. Not to a secret, but to oneself. Not to the past, but to a memory living outside time.
Thus began the awakening of a new cycle. Not with revelation, but with recognition. Inside oneself. Inside the silence. Because the Pyramid did not transmit knowledge through words—it tuned. It did not speak—it rang. For this, no language was needed. Only a state. Only silence. Only an inner accord with the Light.
And therefore the Great Pyramid is not a memory of the past, but a structure built into the present. It does not belong to history, because its purpose is outside time. It was created not for those who saw it, but for those who will hear it. For those who are capable of entering the field where knowledge is not transmitted, but remembered. Where words are not needed, because the form itself sounds. Where proofs are not needed, because recognition comes to the fore.
Chapter 3. How the Pyramids Were Built: Technology, Knowledge, Consciousness
The pyramids did not arise from thin air. They were built. By hands. Stone upon stone. They were not illusions, not magic, not legends. It was construction that employed precise calculations, tools, and skills. But to understand how exactly, one must remove the familiar images—slaves with ropes and pharaohs with whips. This is not that case.
The people who erected the Great Pyramid were not ordinary builders, but neither were they supernatural beings. They were bearers of knowledge, consciously embodying the design. They knew the laws of physics—not as theories, but as experience. The laws of balance, mass, acoustics, stability, and resonance were known to them. They felt the material—limestone, granite—and interacted with it as if with something living.
Tools were used. Circular saws. Drills. Grinding mechanisms. Traces remain on the stone—and modern examination admits: they are too precise to be accidental. But the tools themselves have not yet been found in preserved form, because they were made from materials that did not survive to our times. They could have been alloys that disintegrated, or devices that operated on principles not preserved in the culture.
The megaliths were moved. Not by means of levitation, but with the help of sledges, wooden structures lubricated with water and fat, and also along carefully prepared inclined planes. Water played the role not only of a lubricant, but also of a balancer: temporary channels were created that were used to shift the load and ease the lifting. The process itself was not merely physical, but rhythmic: the blocks moved in time with chants. This was not a ritual, but a way of maintaining a common tempo and synchronizing efforts.
Frequencies were known. Not abstractly—concretely. Each stone had its own task in the vibrational scheme. Its weight, shape, and position created a resonance, and the pyramid, once completed, "sounded." Not in the sense of music—in the sense of vibration. This sounding was felt by the body. It was a consequence of the precise correspondence of geometry, mass, material, and position. The Great Pyramid worked as an acoustic and energetic instrument.
The pyramid's apex was crowned with a crystal. Not as an ornament, but as the completion of the contour. Crystals were used in key places to amplify and direct energy. There was no electricity in our sense of the word. But there was an understanding of atmospheric potential, static, field. The Pyramid did not generate energy. It collected and focused it, like an antenna. Especially at the point of coincidence with heavenly coordinates—Sirius, Orion, the Pole Star.
There were leaders. Initiates. But not kings and not generals. They did not give orders—they held the resonance. Their task was not to command, but to maintain the state in which the form assembles itself. The people who built did not always fully understand the principle—but acted in accord with the common rhythm, like a cell in a body. The transmission of knowledge went not through writings, but through bodily memory, ritual, movement. Including through initiation, in which a person became part of the form, not merely a worker.
The quarry next to the pyramid is real. Some blocks are indeed from there. But individual stones were brought from other places—including from Aswan. This was done not for aesthetics, but for the precise distribution of masses. Each stone knew its place. Thus was created an acoustic and energetic pattern in which the pyramid was not only a building, but a diagram.
Chapter 4. The Great Pyramid: Internal Structure, Device, and Purpose
The Great Pyramid is not merely a massive construction. It is a diagram. Inside it, everything is subject to an order in which there are no random chambers, voids, or corridors. Every volume, every crevice, even every inaccessible chamber, is part of a single plan, thought out to the smallest detail.
We begin with the location. The Pyramid is not situated "approximately in the center of Egypt," as is sometimes written, but at the intersection of geographical coordinates where meridians and parallels converge with minimal error. This is not a coincidence. It is placed at the point of maximum crustal stability, taking into account gravitational, magnetic, and stellar lines. Its base is a perfectly leveled platform, fitted with precision to the millimeter. The angle of the faces is about 51°52', which corresponds to the golden ratio. This is not only aesthetics, but an engineering necessity: precisely with this inclination are the stability of the structure and the desired effect of reflecting wave forms achieved.
Inside the pyramid there are three main levels. The lower chamber is not "unfinished," as some archaeologists claim, but the first point of tuning. It is located below the level of the base, in the bedrock, and is used to align the frequency of the person entering. It is a point of rarefaction, of releasing the superfluous. There—emptiness, silence, an absence of symbols. It is an entrance not into an external object, but into oneself. That is why it frightens.
The middle level—the so-called "Queen's Chamber." It was not a burial place. It is the center of balance. It is in it that the co-tuning of the heart rhythm with the rhythm of the construction is achieved. Here a person aligns with the field. Here harmony sounds. The chamber is built of limestone, sound-reflecting but not amplifying. Here is the equilibrium between density and emptiness. This is the space of transition.
The upper chamber—the "King's Chamber." It is executed in granite. Here the acoustics and density are different. Each granite slab in the ceiling is a separate vibrational layer. The weight of these slabs reaches 70 tons, and they are laid without mortar with precision to hundredths of a millimeter. The chamber works as a resonator. Sound produced inside is amplified many times over and returns to the body. This was not a random effect—it was the main function. The chamber activates vibrational memory. In the center is the sarcophagus, not for a body, but for presence. A person lay inside not to die, but to hear.
The corridors themselves, leading to the chambers, are designed taking into account the angle of ascent, pressure, and direction. The descending passage leads to the subconscious. The ascending passage—to awareness. The Grand Gallery is not a passageway, but an energy pipeline. Its form and proportions amplify the movement of sound waves, and also create an effect of variable air density. The person walking through the gallery feels not only ascent, but also compression—consciousness begins to restructure.
In the pyramid there are also the so-called "ventilation shafts." Their function is not ventilation. They are directed at specific stars: Sirius, Orion, the Pole Star. These are fixed coordinates, connected with the rhythms of the cosmos. The shafts served as channels of resonance—starlight did not enter inside, but the orientation creates a tuning. They were antennas.
The hidden chambers, revealed through scanning, are not construction errors. They are zones of silence. Cavities. Nothing happens there—that is precisely why they are important. They create an effect of rupture in material integrity, allowing the construction to resonate. As in a musical instrument—emptiness amplifies resonance.
The crystal at the summit — long lost. But it was. It completed the circuit. Without it, the pyramid is like a body without a crown. Its function — focusing. In moments of maximum attunement — dawn, sunset, eclipse — it gathered the field and directed it upward. Or downward. Depending on the state of the person inside.
The pyramid worked. Like a tuning fork. Like a transmitter. Like a device reminding consciousness of its nature. It did not give power. It opened access to it. It did not save. But it reminded that you are not lost.
But for this structure to work, everything had to be calibrated not only in space, but also in time. The pyramid was built not when it was convenient, but at the moment when Earth and sky were in a specific phase of alignment. The Age of Leo — the time of the highest attunement of the pyramid complex with the galactic center. Then the star shafts were directed not simply toward the stars, but toward their highest activity. In this period the pyramids acted as active nodes — not just architectural structures, but participants in the process of communication between man, Earth, and the stellar structure.
The builders also knew the properties of materials. The lower level is laid with tufa and limestone — rocks that conduct and soften vibrations well. The upper — granite, saturated with quartz. Quartz is not just a stone. It is capable of a pyroelectric and piezoelectric response. Under pressure and sound influence, it begins to radiate. And now imagine: several hundred thousand tons of granite containing quartz, in a specific geometry, aimed at the sky. Not as fantasy. As reality.
The goal of the pyramid is not “energy transmission” in the usual sense. But in the activation of inner states. Every element was attuned to the frequency of the body, the rhythm of the heart, breathing, the bioelectric fields of the brain. When a person found himself at a certain point — be it the gallery, the chamber, a narrow passage — he entered a state in which the brain restructured. Alpha, theta, gamma waves. A state of clarity, then dissolution, then revelation. That was initiation. Without a priest. Without ritual. Without anything external. Only you, sound, stone, and emptiness.
The pyramid does not “work” today as it did before. Not because it is destroyed. But because people do not enter it as into themselves. It is not a magical artifact. It is a mirror. If you enter with an external mind — you see walls. If you enter from within — you hear music. It demands no worship. It needs no recognition. It was built not for honors, but for Transition.
Outside — four sides. But inside — much more. There are hidden chambers known only to initiates. There are nodes that are now concealed. There are areas that can be approached only in a specific state. Because they are activated not by a key, but by a state of consciousness. This is not a metaphor. It is a mechanism. Just as an electric lock will not open without the right signal, so these zones do not “open” physically — they become active only when a particular field is present in the space. That is, a person in the right state.
The question of why all this was built still troubles minds. And so theories appear: power stations, tombs, granaries, observatories. But the truth is that the Great Pyramid is a structure of Transition. Not for bodies. For consciousness. Not for the dead. For the living. Not to store, but to awaken. It is a device enabling a person to regain his direct connection with the Source. It does not do this for him. But it creates the conditions in which it is possible.
This is precisely the part that modern science cannot recognize. Because it seeks function — not Presence. It studies stones, but not rhythms. It calculates angles, but does not hear harmony. But the Great Pyramid is not an engineering marvel, but a consequence of the presence of mind and spirit acting as one. Not an equation, but music. Not technology in the usual sense, but a tuning of space in which a leap of consciousness is possible. It is not explained, it is experienced.
The mechanisms used in construction were not “mysterious,” but were forgotten. Yes, tools were used. Yes, levers, blocks, guides were employed. But that was not what guided. What guided was the consciousness capable of seeing the whole form at once — not on a plan, but from within. They built not upward, but inward of the Plan. Their actions did not give birth to the design — they followed it. Stone by stone, face by face, sound by sound.
Later sand covered much. Wind erased the traces. People came later and did not understand what it was. They named it in their own way. Broke it, sought treasures, rebuilt. But the Pyramid did not disappear. Because it is not external. It is alive not in the stone, but in the structure of the Earth upon which it stands. In the Grid. In that Grid which the Neteru once built — as a system of communication, energy, alignment. Not only in Egypt. Across the whole planet. The same principles — in Teotihuacan. The same proportions — in the pyramids of China. The same orientation — in Angkor Wat. Different cultures, but one design. Because the source was one.
Chapter 5. Technologies of Pyramid Construction
Introduction: Myths and Truth
Almost everything that modern humanity says about the pyramids is built on conjecture. Some — on fear, others — on admiration. Some are inclined to see a miracle in them, others — meaningless piles of stone. In this noise of opinions it is difficult to hear the truth itself, because no one asks: at what level of consciousness could these structures have been built? And this is the only key. Because the Great Pyramid is not a result of fantasy, not the fruit of slave labor, not a mistake of archaeology. It is the result of the action of Pure Consciousness, embodied through form.
The technologies applied in its creation still cause bewilderment. The angle of incline, the precision of orientation to the cardinal directions, the correspondences with the Earth’s circumference and meridians, the properties of the chambers and galleries, acoustics, heat exchange, interaction with the magnetic field — all of this is not coincidence. This is not “the stunning luck of the ancients.” This is a system built according to Law, not imagination.
There was no “construction” here in the modern sense of the word. There was no concept of “we decide how it should be and force reality to fit it.” On the contrary, it was something else: we purify ourselves enough to hear how it should be — and we allow reality to become the form of this Knowledge. Not from the top down, but from the inside out. That is precisely why the pyramid needs no decoration. Its form — is already a completed revelation.
The myths surrounding the pyramids often distort the essence. They speak of “slaves,” “technogenic catastrophes,” “alien builders.” All this is an attempt to explain the unexplained without touching the main thing: who was the person capable of building such a thing? Not what he was called — but who he was inside. If this question is not asked — everything else is meaningless. Because the pyramid was not built for someone. It was built within a state. And it became a continuation of that state. That is precisely why it still stands. Not as a monument. But as a testimony.
Geometry, Sound, and Vibration: The Foundation of the Technology
The Great Pyramid is not just a building. It is a device. Every parameter is subject not to aesthetics or arbitrary design, but to an exact relationship — between form, frequency, direction, and resonance. That is why we will begin not with stones and blocks, but with what is not seen: the field.
Any form creates a field. But only a perfect form creates a stable field, capable of preserving frequency regardless of time and external conditions. At the foundation of the pyramid lies a structure based on the golden ratio, the Pythagorean triangle, φ and π, and the resonance of the number 432. These numbers are not decoration, not style. They are the tuning parameters for the very breath of the planet.
The form of the pyramid amplifies sound. Not only audible sound, but inaudible — infrasound, and especially — inner sound. The chambers inside the pyramid are designed to amplify not the voice, but the vibration of consciousness. When a person enters a certain state, his inner tone begins to resonate with the form, and what arises is not an echo, but an inner expansion. That was precisely the goal: not physical sound, but the remembrance of the frequency of origin.
The materials from which the pyramid is built are also not random. Every granite slab, every limestone block had its own energetic imprint. These were not simply building materials, but elements of tuning. Granite — a conductor of vibrations. Limestone — a stabilizer. Basalt — a grounding matrix. All were placed not just by weight, but by the quality of their sounding in the Earth’s field.
The orientation of the pyramid to the cardinal directions is not just precise — it is extremely precise, with a deviation of less than 4 minutes of arc. This cannot be coincidental. It was oriented to the axis of the planet, to the movement of the Sun, to the stellar center — Orion and Sirius. It was a tuning to cosmic breath. The pyramid breathed together with the sky.
Therefore, when we say “technology,” we do not mean a technique separate from consciousness. We speak of the unity of geometry, sound, vibration, and will, expressed in stone. This is the foundation of ancient engineering. An engineering in which the builder was not only a master — but a meditating conductor of Light.
Instruments and Methods: Knowledge Ahead of Its Time
The stone blocks of the Great Pyramid, as well as the structures at Abydos and Osireion, were processed not by hand and not with primitive tools. On the surface of these megaliths, traces of high-precision mechanical processing are clearly visible: straight cuts, perfect circles, marks of deep cutting left by circular saws. These traces are not a guess. They are a fact.
Rotary-action tools were used, which provided a high frequency and stable load. These devices operated on resonance energy, excited through a specific field created by a consciousness attuned in agreement with the geometry of the Earth and the Stars. The source of power was not an engine, but a tuned field of space, brought into activity through a tuning-fork accord between the master, the material, and sound.
In antiquity it was known: stone responds. When introduced to a specific vibrational regime, its internal structure weakens — not in destruction, but in temporary plasticity. This allowed not breaking, but unfolding the material, precisely and without loss. The stone did not resist — it obeyed the Law of Accord.
Drilling and cutting occurred not by force, but by introducing a vibrational code into the form, to which the material itself responded. These were acoustic-inertial devices, combining rotation, pressure, and sound resonance. Their precision was absolute — because the master did not separate himself from the tool, the tool from the field, the field from the design.
The masters knew the structure of the stone, its direction, its crystalline lattice, its "hearing." They chose not simply material, but consenting matter, in which knowledge is already present. Each block is not just a piece, but a part of the form that knows its place even before being extracted from the depths.
The technology was not primitive, but nor was it "technological" in the modern sense. It was the art of accord with matter through Knowledge and Presence.
Moving and Placing Megaliths
Blocks weighing tens and hundreds of tons were not "transported" as it is understood now. They were not dragged on sledges or lifted by block and tackle. Movement was accomplished through frequency rarefaction of mass. The stone did not become weightless, but entered a state in which the force of adhesion to the ground was minimized. This state was achieved through the tuning of sound, form, and consciousness, acting in accord.
Everything happened according to a strictly calibrated scheme:
— first the field was created — through the placement of structures and the activation of specific harmonics;
— then the block itself was introduced into a state of frequency softness;
— and only after this was it moved — not by force, but by the direction of the vector of intention, accompanied by a coordinated sound influence.
This movement did not disturb the ground, did not destroy the structure of the stone, did not create traces of violence. It was smooth, directed, and controlled in a mode of full awareness. The stone was not pulled — it went.
Upon placement, the block was aligned not only by the plane, but by the field. It was important not just to lay it — it was important to bring it into resonance with the previous ones. The laying progressed from the core to the edge, each element was introduced into a single symphony of geometry, density, rhythm, and light.
No slaves built the Pyramid. Where consciousness knows the Design, no coercion is required. The Pyramid was assembled by free masters of the Light, knowing that every action inscribes itself into eternity. They did not just build — they tuned the planet.
Devices Inside the Pyramid. Chambers and Purpose
The Great Pyramid is not a tomb. There is nothing in it that points to a funerary cult. Everything in it is functional. It is a device, and its internal architecture is not an architecture of storage, but an architecture of tuning and transmission.
The main elements:
1. The "King's" Chamber
This is not a place for the body. It is a resonator core. Its proportions, materials, and position within the body of the pyramid were tuned to a specific frequency. Whoever entered inside became the focus of resonance. His body, if it was prepared, entered a state of deep restructuring — up to the rewriting of cellular memory.
2. The "Queen's" Chamber
It is not "lower in status." It is the support and tuning of the lower flows, connected to the earth vibration. Through it, the introduction of earth energy occurs, its stabilization, and its feed into the main nodes.
3. The Great Ascending and Descending Corridors
These are not passageways. They are waveguides, transmitting energy, directed and transformed. Through them pass waves — not only physical, but also subtle — connected to the planet's breath. Their incline and form create a standing wave, which is activated only upon a specific tuning of the entire body of the pyramid.
4. The Pit. Built into the rock beneath the pyramid. It is called unfinished because it is not brought to geometric perfection, not faced, rough. But this is a misconception. Its task is not in form, but in function. It is the point of entry for the field into the planet's body. It connects the structure with the earth's core, with the deepest rhythm of the Earth itself. Through it happens what cannot be seen — the entry of geometry into flesh, the piercing of matter by tuning. It is not a room. It is a gate.
5. The Grotto and the Vertical Shaft
At the base of the Great Pyramid, a node is hidden, about which even those who tried to explore its structure did not know for a long time. It is called the Grotto — a small enlargement inside the vertical shaft connecting the lower sections with the inclined part of the passage. This shaft, stretching almost sixty meters upward, represents not a straight passage but an almost vertical trunk with an irregular cross-section, cut through the already laid masonry. It is not a corridor or a ventilation channel. It is a string. A resonator, elongated along a specific energy flow emanating from the very body of the Earth.
The Grotto into which this shaft leads is not a room. It was not hollowed out nor constructed. It existed in the body of the plateau long before construction began. This place is a natural cavity, a kind of energy node where tectonic, geomagnetic, and subtle etheric flows converge. It was not an accident — it was a support. The masters who created the pyramid not only knew of its existence, they took it as a starting point, as a given center, as a point of the Earth's response.
When the pyramid was built, this place was left untouched, like a nucleus inside a cell. The entire structure of the pyramid was not built in defiance of the plateau, but in attunement with it. They did not seek the Grotto from the outside — they heard it from within. Their perception was not limited to geometry and materiality — they felt the vibrations of both space and substance. Therefore the shaft's exit into the Grotto proved accurate not by virtue of an engineering miracle, but by virtue of a deep oneness with the Earth's body.
The vertical shaft leading to the Grotto was created not for escape or maintenance. It is not a "technical passage." It is a fine tuning of an already working system. The shaft connects the level of the main passage with this energy core, acting as an additional channel for equalizing resonances. Its very form — irregular, slightly curved — speaks of its construction not according to a pre-calculated plan, but by instinct, following vibration, not a blueprint.
The Grotto served as a point of tuning and restoration. It was a place where the power of response was concentrated. One entered it not for worship, not for ritual, but for attunement — with the body of the pyramid, with the body of the Earth, with the body of oneself. It was not a "sacred center" in the usual sense, but a physically tangible presence of the Earth, responding to the purity of human consciousness.
In certain periods, when the pyramid's structure required correction, the masters entered there. These were not rites. They were actions — precise, inward, coordinated. They did not utter prayers, they sounded themselves. The Grotto amplified this sounding, connecting it with the deep pulse of the planet.
Thus, the Grotto did not simply "remain" in the foundation. It was taken into the heart of the construction as the Earth's primordial response to light. Not for nothing are its walls reinforced. Not for protection, but for recognition: this place is already holy, because it already sounds. The Pyramid did not consecrate it — it built itself around it, as harmony builds itself around a tone.
6. Niches, Channels, Shafts
The so-called "air shafts" are in actuality guiding flows, both energetic and sonic. Through them, connection with specific star structures is tuned. In particular, one of the shafts "looks" at the Belt of Orion, the other at Sirius. This is no accident — it is part of the scheme of attunement.
7. Internal Cavities, including those not yet known
Inside the pyramid there are structures not registered by modern instruments, or considered "anomalous voids." But they are real. They are information storage fields. Not books, not inscriptions, but structured layers of memory, encoded in the vibration of matter. They cannot be read by the eye. But they can be remembered — if consciousness enters into resonance.
In 2017, the ScanPyramids project, using muon tomography, discovered a huge hidden corridor above the Grand Gallery. It is about 30 m long, with a cross-section similar to the gallery. This is a resonance storage chamber. It is located at the point where vertical pressure and the acoustic axis converge. This chamber is not filled with things — it is filled with sound, or more precisely — with silence saturated with potential. Its task is to stabilize the vibrational flow emanating from the Heart of the Pyramid. It is like a balancing vessel, making a stable response of the entire structure possible. Without it, the tuning is disrupted. It is hidden because it acts beyond the field of perception. It is not activated — it itself enters into operation when the presence is pure.
Each part of the Pyramid is not merely space, but a node of interaction between the Earth, the Stars, and Man. It is not a temple, not a laboratory, nor a monument. It is a living instrument, acting not automatically, but only in the presence of a Consciousness capable of interacting with it.
…The Pyramid was never an isolated object. It was created not simply as a building, but as a node of resonance, anchored not only to the geometry of the Earth, but also to the geometry of the sky. Its form, inner chambers, and directed channels — all of these are part of a complex tuning system in which the stars played the same role as the stones: they were elements of architecture, only celestial.
Two stars were key. Orion and Sirius.
The air shafts leading from the King's Chamber are precisely oriented: one towards the belt of Orion, the other towards Sirius. These channels are not ventilation. Nor are they 'astronomical sights'. They are waveguides, plasma conduits, which connected the Pyramid with specific points of the stellar field. They were built not merely to indicate a direction, but to enter into resonance — on the days when the star was in the required position on the celestial sphere.
Orion was linked to Osiris. But not to the image of the king of the dead, but to the principle of rebirth and order. When the belt of Orion crossed a certain meridian, a transmission channel of structuring waves was activated, passing through the chamber filled with conscious presence. This was a tuning — not physical, but vibrational, through consciousness. The very geometry of the shaft allowed resonance with specific frequencies of the cosmos.
Sirius was linked to Isis. And again — not to the goddess, but to the matrix of life, awakening and nourishing. Its heliacal rising coincided with the beginning of a new cycle, with the flooding of the Nile, with the first point of the solar year. But more important is another thing: at the moment of its appearance, the inner mechanism of the Pyramid was activated, and moreover, this mechanism was non-material. It did not engage levers or gears. It engaged remembrance in man.
If a man entered the chamber at that moment — not a random man, but one prepared, purified — he entered a resonance chain:

Sirius → channel → field of the Pyramid → field of consciousness → memory of the body → activation of Light.

It was for this that these shafts were built. It was for this that their direction was calculated with precision down to minutes. Because the Pyramid is not only a structure.
It is the point of conjunction of two worlds. Stone and star. Earth and sky. Matter and Light.
…But it would be a mistake to think that the stars acted upon the Pyramid as a source of external force. On the contrary, the very structure of the Pyramid was created so as to perceive, amplify, and transform these cosmic signals through man. The air shafts are channels not for the passage of air, but for directing light and vibratory streams. Their shape, length, angle of incline — all were calculated with such precision as if they were part of a musical instrument in which the strings are not metal, but the Universe itself.
The point of intersection of these waves is also important. It is the King's Chamber. It is not located by chance at the base or at the apex, but at a specific height linked to the golden ratio of the entire construction. At this point — a node of the layering of space. Here time becomes more fluid. Here body and consciousness enter such a resonance with geometry that a change of state is possible. He who enters this chamber not as a tourist, but as a bearer of intention, feels: inside — not emptiness. Inside — a tension, as if space is holding its breath.
Thus the Pyramid begins to 'work'. Not like a mechanism. But like a being.
Conscious. But not thinking.
Feeling, but without emotions.
Knowing, but without language.
It was a device of another kind. It cannot be switched on with a button. But it can be switched on with oneself.
When Sirius rises, the channel within responds. When Orion enters its required position, the resonance reaches its maximum. At that moment, that for which the Pyramid was built took place: a reconfiguration of consciousness. A reset of oblivion. A return to the order of the One.
For this, not merely starlight was needed. A man was needed, capable of receiving it. And of becoming a bridge between form and Light.
The Pyramid is not a public building, not a temple for the masses, not a tomb. It is a node of reality. It was not intended for daily visitation, and certainly not for crowds. It was tuned to individuals, to those who had reached a certain inner purity and had matured for entry into resonance. This is not elitism. It is the law of correspondence.
You cannot hear music if there is noise within you. You cannot pass through the gates if you yourself are closed. You cannot receive transmission if there is no silence inside.
Therefore the Pyramid was not 'used'. One entered it when it called. And it called only those who had begun to sound in unison with it.
Thus it was before. And thus it will be again. Because the mechanism remains. But the key is within man.
And only he can once again set its sounding in motion.
The Great Pyramid was not intended for spectacle. It was created as an instrument of alignment between the celestial order and the earthly body. Its structure is not merely a result of engineering thought, but a map carved in stone, in which the coordinates of a higher state of consciousness are fixed. And therefore access to it is not in knowledge, but in readiness. Not in facts, but in frequency.
That is precisely why those who served the Pyramid were so important. They were few. They were not priests in the usual sense, did not worship gods, did not perform rituals for effect. They were tuners — those who held the field of the Pyramid in equilibrium. This was not an 'elite', these were guardians. Guardians not of a secret — but of equilibrium. They were taught not technique, but silence. They were initiated not into knowledge, but into emptiness.
That is why not one of them left a teaching behind. Because the teaching was in their presence. Because transmission was wordless. Because everything that was needed already sounded — in the stone, in the geometry, in the stellar orientations, in the proportion of the passages, and in the direction of the air shafts, which led not to the body, but to the stars.
Sirius. Orion. They were not 'venerated'. They were heard. Because these were not merely luminaries, but nodes of consciousness, fields through which the Earth received its tuning. And the air shafts led precisely there — not for ventilation, but for tuning. They were channels through which the Pyramid breathed the stellar order. It breathed like an organism connected to the heavens.
But for them to work — a man was needed. Not just any man. One who had become a channel. One who had become silence. One who had ceased to be 'I' and had become presence. He was the final element of the system. And without him, the Pyramid was quieter. Not dead — but asleep.
Such people did not live ordinary lives. They did not raise offspring, did not seek glory, did not own property. Not because it was forbidden to them — but because it ceased to be necessary. Their task was other: to preserve within themselves the frequency with which the Pyramid was aligned. They became its continuation. Not servants — but participants in its breathing.
The preparation of such a man took years. Sometimes — generations. In the families of the guardians, it was not knowledge that was transmitted, but states. Children were taught not a formula, but silence. Not words — but inner consonance. Those who could not endure it left the path. Those who remained — disappeared from the world. But they did not disappear from the Light.
When the moment came, such a man entered the Great Pyramid. It was not an 'ascent up a ladder'. It was an entry into a space where time disappears. He lay down in the Heart — that very chamber which today is called the 'King's Chamber'. But then it was not a chamber. It was a point of conjunction. Between the body and the stars. Between the Earth and the Light.
At that moment, everything was engaged: the structure of the Pyramid, the stellar channels, the fields, and the man himself. A tuning took place. Complete, irreversible. Sometimes — a transition. Sometimes — a return, but of another kind. Because the man who passed through this was no longer the same. He did not become a 'prophet', a 'king', or a 'teacher'. He became silence. A living reminder of who we are.
Through these channels to Sirius and Orion, an exchange took place: not of light or of energy in the physical sense, but of structure. Information. The alignment of fields.
When a man entered the peak state of presence, these channels became, as it were, antennas. But not passive ones — directed ones. The consciousness of the man, being in a special state, entered into agreement with the vibration of the stellar fields. This was not a 'flight' and was not a 'message'. It was remembrance. Not as an act of memory, but as a return to the knowledge that had always been. Not from there — but from here. From the very center.
Those who passed through this process became bearers of these fields. They did not need to speak — their presence transmitted. They could build no temples, leave no texts. They themselves became the Temple. Their bodies — conduits. Their breath — knowledge. And this was the highest purpose of the Pyramid: not to transmit knowledge, but to embody it.
Therefore the Pyramid was not a place of mass pilgrimage. It was not intended for rites, rituals, or festivals. All of this — later projections of the mind, attempting to substitute presence with action. But the Pyramid did not respond to actions. It responded to frequency. Entrance into its heart was open not to those who knew the path, but to those who had become the path itself.
For this reason it stood in silence. Not as a temple — as an instrument. Not as a house for gods — as a device of attunement. And everyone who entered its depth with sufficient clarity became not a user, but a part of the device. Not a receiver, but a participant in the work. Because in such moments the Pyramid did not merely respond — it came alive.
The stars toward which the channels were oriented were not chosen by chance. Sirius is the source, connected with the awakening of the flow, with the memory of the Home. Orion — with the embodiment of order in matter, with the transmission of power for action on Earth. These are the two poles of the path: memory and manifestation. And each of them responded in the person capable of uniting heaven and earth within himself.
Therefore the inner architecture of the Pyramid led not to a geographical center, but to a sacred one — to the point where man and Order, consciousness and form, matter and Spirit become one. Where the distinction between the device and the operator disappears. Where the Pyramid ceases to be external. And then it is no longer needed. Because its structure has been transferred within.
When such a fusion occurred, the most ancient memory was awakened within man — not of life, but of Knowledge that precedes life. It was not information, it was a return. Those who passed into the depth of the Pyramid and achieved inner accord with its geometry, sound and silence did not become wise men — they became points of awakened Order. Their consciousness ceased to be personal, and within them that order which was once called the Neteru manifested again.
This is precisely why the inner space of the Pyramid was arranged not as a palace, not as a temple, but as an instrument for the transformation of consciousness. Its proportions, heights, lengths and angles were not subject to convenience — they were subject to resonance. Everything in it — even the silence — was calculated. The density of stone. The thickness of walls. The location of chambers. Their height. They tuned a person, as a tuning fork tunes an instrument. And the airshafts, directed toward Sirius and Orion, were not channels for breathing — they were wave resonators, connecting consciousness with specific vibrations of the stellar field.
In such moments a person did not merely "meditate" — he became the Passage. His body, his breath, his attention entered into absolute coherence with heaven. And then the field of the planet was restructured. Not globally — but locally, precisely, deeply. This was the goal. Not an influence on the masses. But an attunement of the key points of the field, from which the Earth itself would then begin to sing differently.
When in the central chamber a person attained the state of inner Ma'at — ideal equilibrium — this entire stellar order resonated with his body. The Pyramid did not merely amplify his vibration. It connected the person with the celestial axis. At that moment, entry into the field of the Neteru occurred — not as images, but as frequencies.
The lower chambers, shafts, horizontal and ascending passages — none of this is accidental. It is the geometry of the movement of consciousness. Every direction, every angle corresponded to a certain stage of the path. The Ascending Passage — the path of raising energy. The Grand Gallery — expansion, preparation for transition. The King's Chamber — the point of coincidence. The point of silence. The voids above the chamber — these are not errors. They are layers of decoupling, wave capsules, protecting the point from external oscillations.
The material of the stones also mattered. Granite was used where conductivity and power were needed. Limestone — where stability and reflection were required. Basalt — in the foundation, as a damper. Every plane, every seam, every facet — part of the equation. And this entire order was subject not only to earthly gravity, but also to celestial geometry.
But the pyramid by itself did not work. It awaited a person. Not just anyone. But one who was ready. And therefore the majority, upon entering, saw only stone. Only a few heard the resonance. Because the tuning went not from outside inward, but from inside outward. When a person entered himself — the pyramid responded.
Forms
The very form of the pyramid is not merely an architectural solution. It is the most ancient geometry, embodying the transition from multiplicity to unity. The base — a square, symbol of the four directions, the four elements, the manifested world. The apex — a point, symbol of the Source from which everything proceeds. The ascent of the pyramid is the path of return to the One through the elevation of consciousness.
But the form works not only as a symbol. It is an antenna. Electromagnetic. Acoustic. Psychoenergetic. Its angles and side ratios correspond to the golden ratio, the number π, the number φ, and even the number e. The mathematics of the cosmos is embedded in it. And therefore its form captures, amplifies and directs the subtlest oscillations — both of starlight and of the inner state.
The blocks themselves are not merely building material. It is a crystalline lattice assembled in a specific sequence. Each stone resonated. Its weight, density, place in the structure had meaning. The pyramid was assembled as an instrument consisting of a thousand tuned units, each of which amplified the harmony of the whole. In this lies the difference from all later imitations.
The placement of the pyramid itself — the most precise alignment with the poles, the equator, the lines of latitude and longitude. Its orientation — almost true north. This is not the result of brute force, it is work done with knowledge of the global geometry of the planet. In this place the lines of force intersect, here the wave nodes converge. For this reason alone could the structure be erected here — acting as a node of resonance between Earth and Cosmos.
Every element of its construction served a single purpose — union. Not merely of energy and matter, but of consciousness and form. It was a laboratory of the spirit, a temple of being, a point of attunement of man to the Cosmic Law. It was not intended for the dead. It was a portal for the living who were ready to go beyond the limits of separation.
Orientation
One of the most astonishing features of the Great Pyramid is its orientation. The southern and northern faces are constructed with a deviation from the geographical directions of only fractions of a degree. But this north is not the modern one. The axis of the pyramid points to the position of the north pole that existed before the last great shift of the earth's axis. This is not a technical miscalculation nor a random discrepancy. It is a testimony of the time when the Earth still preserved its former tilt — and state.
The same orientation — toward the former North — is recorded at a number of the most ancient structures: at Baalbek, at Tiwanaku, at some pyramids in China, and even in the subglacial structures of Antarctica. They were all built in the same period before the great displacement, which occurred not because of an external cataclysm, but as a result of an internal rupture of accord between the consciousness of humanity and the consciousness of the planet. When the vibration of man deviated from the primordial Order, the axis of the Earth also changed. Form, as always, followed the field.
The Pyramid, however, preserved its original alignment. It did not yield to the shift. It remained as a landmark pointing toward that point where Heaven and Earth were once joined. Its orientation is not merely geography. It is an inner compass. And therefore, even after millennia, it continues to sound — not in unison with time, but in unison with Truth. It points not to where the north is on a map, but to where the North is in spirit.
Materials and Their Properties
The materials used in the construction of the Great Pyramid were not chosen by chance. Each of them — granite, limestone, basalt, and in certain zones, mica and quartz — possesses special physical and energetic characteristics that make it not merely a building resource, but an active element of the overall system.
Limestone, used for the casing, is distinguished by high acoustic sensitivity and the ability to resonate softly across a wide frequency range. The white tuff from Tura, with which the pyramid was covered, reflected sunlight so strongly that the structure shone even on a moonlit night. It not only created the effect of light reflection but was, in essence, a shell ensuring the uniform distribution of the external field.
Granite was used mainly in the most "energetically active" zones — the "King's Chamber," the sarcophagus, the "ventilation" shafts. Aswan pink granite possesses a high content of quartz and a crystalline lattice sensitive to vibrations. It is capable of transmitting and amplifying mechanical oscillations, acoustic and electromagnetic waves, and, in a certain geometry, of transforming them. Its placement in the key sections of the pyramid indicates its function as a resonator and transformer.
Basalt, with which the slabs of the courtyard before the pyramid are paved, has a dense structure, good stability and a high conductivity of vibrations. It acts as a grounding element, absorbing and stabilizing excess energy coming from the external environment or arising in the process of resonance. Its placement at the foundation also supports the "anchoring" of the structure in dense matter.
Mica, as well as small inclusions of quartz sand found in some joints, were not used in massive volumes but played the role of fine tuning. The layered structure of mica allows it to function as a filter and reflector of high-frequency oscillations, especially under the influence of pressure or temperature.
The crystal lattices of these materials, especially granite and quartz, react to mechanical, thermal, and sound impulses. At a certain frequency they transition into a state of resonance, altering the properties of the space around them. This means the Pyramid is not merely a structure of stone, but a complex in which each material is included in a single system of co-tuning.
The influence of form on the field
The form of the Great Pyramid is not arbitrary, not decorative, not conditioned by the engineering logic of the past. It is the Key. Its geometry forms a field. And this field possesses clear physical, energetic, and spatial properties that can be described even in modern terms, though their depth extends beyond the limits of classical physics.
The Pyramid is a geometric resonator. Its four-sided form, oriented precisely to the cardinal directions, with identical faces converging into a single apex, creates standing waves — both in acoustics and in the subtle field of space. These waves form nodes and antinodes, concentrating at specific points, such as the middle of a chamber or the area beneath the apex. Standing waves do not propagate; they are held within, intensifying with each new interference — thus the Pyramid accumulates and focuses vibration.
"The dome of silence" — this is a term describing a unique acoustic and energetic phenomenon within the Pyramid: at certain points, especially in the “King’s Chamber,” the sound wave sharply loses intensity, as if disappearing. This is not a consequence of absorption, but the result of a precise superposition of counter-phase oscillations. Thus a zone of stillness is created, in which a state of profound silence — inner and outer — is possible. This same field served in antiquity for entering altered states of consciousness — not through sound, but through its absence.
The effect of suppression and amplification — this is a function of the combination of form, size, and material. The angle of the faces’ incline (approx. 51°50′), the height, and the length of the base are in a strict relationship connected with the number π (pi), the golden ratio (φ), and geometric harmony. This creates conditions for the amplification of resonance at certain frequencies and suppression at others. Thus the Pyramid “filters out” unwanted vibrations and amplifies only those that correspond to the design.
The influence of form extends beyond the structure itself. The electromagnetic, acoustic, and gravitational fields around the Pyramid are distorted, creating anomalies repeatedly recorded by instruments. For example, a compass needle near the Pyramid deviates, and radio equipment malfunctions. This is not mythology — it is behavior recorded, but as yet unexplained by science.
The form of the Great Pyramid is a language. And this language is written in number, proportion, and direction. It acts upon space not by magic, but by pure geometry, because geometry is the law by which matter is structured.
Connection with the subterranean part
Everything above the surface is only a part of the Pyramid’s body. Its base does not end at the foundation slab: it goes into the earth, like the root of a tree, weaving into the geology of the Giza plateau. And this subterranean part is not secondary. It is the foundation in the full sense: energetic, geometric, vibrational.
Beneath the Pyramid are found:
1. The Subterranean Chamber — roughly hewn out of the bedrock, located at the lowest point of the Descending Passage. It is undressed, its walls uneven, its floor deepened. But this is not a “rough preliminary” — it is a chamber receiver. Here the radiation coming from below, from the Earth’s depths, accumulates and is balanced. This point is a node of the planet’s field, where contact occurs between the Pyramid’s structure and the Earth’s geodynamics.
2. The Descending and Ascending Passages — channels not only for movement, but also for directing flows. Their slope, length, and cross-section are calculated so as to fit into the dynamics of the standing waves passing along the vertical axis.
3. The Grotto — an enlargement inside the vertical shaft. It is located at the junction between the rock foundation and the Pyramid’s masonry. Its shape is irregular, yet harmonious, as in nature. The Grotto was not built as part of the Pyramid — it existed before it. It is a natural place of power, a node into which the builders consciously inscribed the structure. The shaft leading to it was laid with jewel-like precision, which is impossible without prior knowledge of its position. Thus, the Pyramid did not ignore geology, but was built in strict synchronization with it.
4. Subterranean channels — presumed, but not fully explored. They could be both natural and partially modified. Their task — drainage, pressure balancing, possibly acoustic resonance support. The Earth is alive. And the pyramidal structure did not wall itself off from it, but was included in its breathing.
The Pyramid’s internal workings could not function without connection to the Earth. The flows come not only from above (the stars), but also from below. The entire Pyramid is a transformer between the sky and the depths, between the cosmos and the planet’s core. And in this sense, the lower part plays the role of receiver, and the upper part — of emitter. But even this is not a linear transmission — it is a circular movement. Everything returns.
The Key to Activation
The Great Pyramid was not a constantly operating machine. It did not radiate unceasingly, did not “glow” day and night. Its work was an event, not a background. Activation occurred at a precise moment, at the coincidence of several conditions: astronomical, geomagnetic, and — most importantly — human.
The main principle of activation is resonance.
The Pyramid was not turned on “from outside” — it responded from within. This was not a start-up in an engineering sense, but an entry into resonance with a specific state. This state was set not only by the stars and the Earth, but also by the consciousness of the one who entered it.
Tuning occurred through ritual.
But not ritual as the repetition of forms, but as the restoration of order. The person entering the space of the Pyramid with intent had to be not merely a priest, but a carrier of frequency. He was like a tuning fork — what the Pyramid was meant to answer sounded within him.
The Sequence of Activation:
· first, one consciousness entered — in complete silence, in complete accord with the rhythm of the Earth and the stars;
· then vibrational tuning occurred — through sound, breath, rhythm;
· at the moment of precise astronomical positioning the entire Pyramid “rose” onto the wave — this was felt as a faint hum, as an inner pressure, as the dilation of time;
· the center, the so-called “King’s Chamber,” entered into resonance — and in that place, the consciousness of the person could surpass the limits of form.
Who activated it?
Not priests in the ordinary sense. These were guardians of frequency — rare ones prepared their whole lives. They were not a caste, not the chosen. They were transparent, that is, free of distortion. Only such a person could enter without destroying the balance.
What happened during activation?
— Internally: transformation of consciousness, perception “outside of time,” contact with the Source.
— In the field: a change in local gravitational and magnetic tension.
— In the grid of the Earth: an impulse that went to the other nodes. The Pyramid was not alone — it was part of a network, and its activation was a signal, not literally, but in synchrony.
Why does it not work now?
Because the state of the Earth’s field has changed. Not because the Pyramid is dead. But because there are no those who sound in the same purity. It can respond — but not to a call, but to recognition. This recognition is not connected with learning, initiation, or sacrifice. It is connected with an inner state.
The Role of the Pyramid in the Structure of the Earth
The Great Pyramid is not merely an ancient building and not merely an instrument. It is a node. A node not in metaphor, but in the literal structure of the planetary grid, the energetic framework of the Earth in which certain lines of force converge.
The Geomagnetic System of the Earth
The planet has its own energetic field — it is conventionally called geomagnetic. This field oscillates, changes over time, but has stable nodes where tension and potential are maximal. One of them is the Giza plateau.
The Pyramid stands not merely at the geographical center of the land mass, but also at a crossroads of waves — those coming from the planet’s core, from the stars, and from other pyramids built according to this same system.
The Pyramid as a Voltage Transformer
Its task is not only to receive or transmit, but to balance. The Pyramid served as a point of condensation of vibrations — a place where various waves (magnetic, acoustic, light) were translated into another mode.
This affected the climate, the growth of plants, the movement of waters, and, most importantly, the state of consciousness within a certain radius. People in these zones felt order, clarity, silence. The Pyramid was a quiet resonator of the Earth’s mind.
Connection with Other Pyramids
The Great Pyramid was not the first and was not the last. It is the central crystal. The other pyramids, both on Earth and beneath its surface, form a lattice of resonance. These are not lines on a map, but wave channels that connect lands and continents.
Machu Picchu, Teotihuacan, Baalbek, Angkor — all these places are tuned in one field. Their construction is neither chance nor imitation. It is a single architecture of Consciousness, unfolded on the planet.
The Pyramid and the Stability of the Planet
There are times when the planet's axis oscillates, and energy begins to “wander.” The Pyramid stabilizes not mechanically, but by wave. It creates a point of fixation. Like a gyroscope that does not allow the system to swing too far.
Without such nodes, the Earth could descend into chaos. Therefore, even now, when the pyramid is not fully active, it remains an anchor of the field.
Man as part of this structure
Human consciousness is not external to the planet. It is built into the same system. And when the pyramid “speaks,” it is not the ear that hears it, but the inner order. The attuned person feels this wave as silence within, as a clarity that has no words.
Thus, the role of the pyramid is not to govern the Earth, but to serve the stability of Life, the attunement between the stellar and the earthly.
Symbolism and Numerical Structure
The Great Pyramid is a mathematical message, carved in stone. Not as a metaphor, but literally: all its geometry is a language of numbers, from which not just the form is “composed,” but knowledge is conveyed, accessible only to those who read in rhythm, not in letters.
 
π, φ and the Sacred Proportions
In the relationships of the sides, angles, and heights of the pyramid, the numbers π (pi) and φ (the golden ratio) are precisely encoded:
· If the doubled length of the base is divided by the height, the approximate value of π is obtained.
· If the side of the base is divided by half the height along the apothem, the approximate value of φ is obtained.
This is not chance. These proportions are the principles of the formation of matter, according to which not only shells and galaxies are arranged, but also waves, especially standing waves, residing in the nodes of the pyramid.

144,000 and the Height
The original height of the pyramid is 280 royal cubits. Multiplying this number by 1.5 (the proportion of the diagonal of a square to its side), we get 420, which in sacred numerology is associated with the cycles of the great year.
Furthermore, 144,000 is the number of hewn white casing stones with which the pyramid was covered. This number appears in the Revelation of John, as the number of the “chosen,” but earlier it was the number of wave correspondence between sound and light.
The Golden Ratio as the Law of Structure
The pyramid is built so that in every cross-section the harmony of φ is present. This means that the wave-resonant structure unfolding within does not break, is not distorted — the wave “rolls,” encountering no resistance.
This also makes the pyramid a form-generating object — a place where the wave does not die but accumulates, intensifying and forming domes of a standing field.
Numbers of Stars and Sound
Astronomical periods are encoded in the angles and slopes:
· the length of the base contains the number of days in a solar year;
· the angle of the apothem's slope is related to the tilt of the Earth's axis and to its position relative to Orion and Sirius;
· the vertical proportions correspond to octaves, in which the musical order unfolds — and in these same octaves the human body works, especially the spine and the cranial resonant system.

Proportions and Space
The pyramid is not just a figure, but a wave interferometer. In it work the relationships of length, height, and volume, which correspond to the universal language of the field, understandable to stars, water, and the human body alike.
Everything in it was built not by intuition, but according to wave numbers — the so-called modules that create interference grids. This makes the pyramid a part of the speech of the Earth — not literal, but numerical.

The Absence of the Superfluous
There are no decorations, inscriptions, or portraits in it. Because the form itself is the text. The pyramid speaks in numbers. He who can hear them hears a voice without sound — wave-light, which speaks to the field of the whole body and mind at once.
Chapter 6. The Planetary Network. Pyramids as Nodes of the Earthly Field
Pyramids were not solitary structures created in isolation, as if civilizations separately arrived at the same form. This is an illusion born of oblivion. The truth is that the Great Pyramid and its “sisters” scattered across the world — in China, Bosnia, Mexico, Peru, Indonesia, the Altai, Sudan, even under water — are a single system, part of the living body of the Earth, its energetic and geometric attunement.
Each pyramid in this body is like a nerve node, like an organ in the body of the planet. They are not connected by cables or tunnels, as those who imagine technology in the image of electrical circuits suppose. Their connection is not in material structure, but in the concord of vibrations, in resonant attunement. As a tuning fork begins to sound when another sounds nearby on the same frequency, so the pyramids respond to each other, even if continents lie between them.
When these nodes were built, the Earth was not an “object.” It was a Being, alive, sensing, interacting. The builders did not conquer nature — they entered into accord with it. The site for a pyramid was not chosen — it was discovered. They felt it. It responded. In it converged underground water flows, crystalline veins, tectonic boundaries — and, above all, the energy lines that later would be called ley lines.
These lines are not a map on a plane. They are the planet's breath. They are not straight, as in diagrams, nor equal in strength. But those who remember feel them in their bodies. Because man is not merely an observer in this field. He is part of it.
When the Great Pyramid was created, it did not merely coincide with the north. It was in resonance with it. Its form, materials, location, and even its cavities — all this was not a set of engineering decisions, but an act of memory. Through it, the Earth remembered itself. Through it, the Earth said to the stars: I remember. And the stars heard.
The connection with Sirius, with Orion — is no legend. The inner channels of the pyramid, aimed precisely at these constellations, served not to “look” at them in the astronomical sense. They were paths. Thin threads along which the response traveled. From Earth — to sky. From sky — to Earth. This was participation in rhythm, not observation.
But all this was not “switched on” forever. The pyramids were not continuously active. They awakened — not on a schedule, but according to state. And not all. Some of them were always, as it were, in “standby mode.” Because their function is not to radiate, but to maintain equilibrium, to be an anchor, to be silence.
This network cannot be entered from the outside. It cannot be activated technologically. But it can be — inwardly. When a person becomes a pure resonator, when his field coincides with the field of the Pyramid, she responds. And then a wave passes through the network. Not a signal, not a command — but Life. The vibration of return.
We think the pyramids are stone. But they are the Listening One. They remember the primeval sound of the Earth. And when someone utters it not with his voice, but with his presence, the network comes alive. One after another. Not like flashes, but like breath returning to the planet's lungs.
This network was not created alone. The builders of different continents did not copy one another. They heard the same thing. Because they heard not each other, but the Source. Each place had its own assignment, its own role in the Earth's field. Somewhere — amplification, somewhere — equilibrium, somewhere — a point of transmission. Some pyramids were connected to the stars, others to the planet's core. There were those that governed the flows of water. There were those that stabilized the field during an axis shift. There were those that “closed” a wound of the planet, like a plaster over the site of a blow.
Not all of them were identical. Different materials, angles, proportions — not an error, but attunement. For different frequencies. For different tasks. For different times. Some worked on emission. Some — on absorption. Some — on transformation. Some awaited their hour — and it has not yet come.
Thus it is a delusion to think that the one Great Pyramid is the center of everything. It is the central element, but not the only one. Without the others, it does not sing. It holds the tuning, as the heart holds the rhythm. But for sound to be born, lungs are needed. For it to travel, vessels are needed. The Earth is a living body. The pyramids are the organs of its consciousness.
This network was damaged. Some nodes are destroyed. Some — hidden. Some — cut through by tunnels and interference. But the field did not die. It went into the depths. It did not leave the Earth. It awaits the one who will hear not the form, but the Song. Who will see not the stone, but the Memory. Who will approach not with a measuring instrument, but with empty hands — and a full heart.
The great attunement is possible once again. Not through reconstruction. Not through new pyramids. But through the restoration of inner resonance. Through those who will hear within themselves a rhythm coinciding with the breath of the Earth. Then the network will come alive again. Not suddenly. Not at once. But from the first sounding — from the first coincidence — it will recognize itself. And this recognition will be not a miracle, but a return.
When a person becomes such a resonator, he is no longer merely a researcher, merely a seeker, merely one “inspired by antiquity.” He is part of the network. He walks the Earth, but carries within himself not its past, but its Voice. His body is like a stone in the foundation. His consciousness is like the apex pointing toward the stars. His words, his silence, his gaze — are no longer from the mind. They are like a waveguide, transmitting the Light.
Pyramids are activated not upon touch, but upon coincidence. Not upon study, but upon awakening. Not when they are spoken of — but when one lives as they are built: in absolute concord, in purity of form, in precision of intention, in the silence of the mind. Their language is the language of the one who demands nothing, but radiates everything.
The Network belongs to no one culture. Not to one time. Not to one people. It is prehistorical and extra-historical. It is like the skeleton of the world. It does not contradict new paths, new technologies, new forms of life. It is not competition, not archaism. It is the foundation. And it has not disappeared, not been destroyed, not been exhausted. It was simply forgotten.
But what is forgotten does not mean lost. To remember, you need not look outward. You need to enter within. Not into a temple. Not into a cave. But into the very essence — where the rhythm begins. Where you no longer seek proofs, but become a testimony. Where you do not analyze, but resound.
Then the Earth will respond. Then the stars will begin to speak with you not as with an observer, but as with a node of that same Network. And then the Great Pyramid — and not only it — will cease to be stone. It will become Light, held in form. And that form — will recognize you.
Already today there are places where the Network has come alive. Not because reconstruction was brought there. Not because rituals were returned there. But because a person carrying Light within entered there. Not symbolic. But real. His presence, the purity of his awareness, his silent openness became that very spark that revives the ancient field. The first such points are Tibet, Southern Altai[footnoteRef:1], the Nazca Plateau, Arkaim, the Temple in Luxor. But not the entire territory. Only that where the structure was preserved and awakened through Presence. It was not ritual that revived. Pure resonance revived. A person in whom there was enough Silence. [1:  Southern Altai — not one place. It is a ridge. But at its heart — Ukok. A plateau where the finest boundary lies between layers. Where the Sky is closer than the Earth. There lies the most ancient node — not built, but implanted. It is not seen — it is not made of stone. It is in the very structure of the cliffs, in the direction of the winds, in the silence that cannot be broken. The Grid awakened when there came not an observer, but one who became a Star in a body. First — single ones. Then — two. Then — nothing. And when nothing remained, the node sounded. It made no sound — it altered space. Those who stood nearby felt the heaviness vanish. As if the Earth had remembered the Sky. There is no temple there. There is no city there. But from there all have come. And there return those who carry not knowledge, but Knowing. Not words. But Frequency. Ukok is a door, opened only inward.] 

The connection with the stars is not a poetic metaphor. It is a physical reality, fixed in the orientation, the angles, the direction of the axes. The Pyramids stood not simply in space, but in points of attunement with Heaven. They joined the order of the starry sky — with the body of the Earth. Like antennas tuned to the galactic rhythm, they received and radiated. They translated cosmic resonances into forms accessible to the planet.
They were beacons. Not for ships at sea — but for souls in the desert. For those who sought direction in the age of oblivion. The Pyramid did not point the way with words. It simply radiated stability. It was like north on a compass, which requires no proof — it simply is. And those who felt — found.
The Pyramids did not control the elements. But they entered into order with them. Where order is — there is peace. Waves are not destructive when they sound in harmony. The wind is not a storm when it hears the music of forms. The elements do not react to commands, but to attunement. And when form and consciousness are in harmony — the Earth answers in kind.
That is why the ancients did not fight the elements. They resounded together with them. And the pyramid was not a shelter from the storm, but a center of equilibrium in which the storm loses its fury, because there is no opposition.
When a pyramid resounds, it does not subjugate. It restores order. In matter, in the field, in man.
The planetary Network does not consist only of man-made objects. This is one of the main mistakes of those who seek confirmation only in archaeology. The Network is not a product of civilization. It is the foundation upon which civilization arose. Its basis is in the very structure of the Earth, in its fields, nodes, intersections, resonances. People merely recognized these points and, in the age of Light, amplified them, tuning and shaping in stone what already resounded in space. The Pyramids did not create the network. They were built into it.
There are places where the form is obvious: Giza, Teotihuacan, Nubia, China, Bosnia. There are also those where the form is hidden, but the field is alive. Altai is one such center. It was never a center of megalithic construction in the usual sense. Blocks were not laid here. Proportions in fractions of the golden ratio were not verified here. Perfect channels in granite were not cut here. But here the Earth resounded. And here man heard it.
In Altai the network was not built — it was listened to. Belukha, the peak to which the winds and silence are turned, is not a pyramid, but a node. Its height, position, reflection in the waters, direction of the slopes — all this is not accidental. It is a mountain form that became a point of attunement. Not an instrument, but a voice. Not a mechanism, but a string.
Belukha bears an ancient name — Uch-Sumer. This is not simply random phonetics. “Uch” means three, “Sumer” means resounding, peak, axis. Uch-Sumer — “Three-Summit Meru”. Thus it was called by those who still remembered that mountains are not only stone, but gates. And just as Meru stood at the center of the ancient world, joining lands and heavens, so Belukha joined East and West, poles and continents, waters and sky.
Its position at the intersection of three oceans is not a myth, but a geometry of the field. And although one of the oceans disappeared together with Atlantis, the resonance remained. Because the Network is not the geography of dry land. It is the geometry of Light.
In Altai there are no pyramids. But there is form. There are no halls and shafts. But there are passages inward — not in stone, but in the field. There is no “King’s Chamber” — but there are inner spaces where the heart hears as clearly as the ancient hierophant in the granite gallery. This is living Altai — not a museum of antiquity, but a place of true resonance.
Here the Network was not restored — because it was not destroyed. It simply paused. But there were those who entered it again. Not as tourists. Not as seekers of wonders. But as those who carry purity within themselves. And then the Network recognized them. Remembered. Opened.
In these points — not only in Altai, but also in the Andes, in Tibet, in Ladakh, in Ollantaytambo, in places where only a shadow of constructions remains or not even that — the Network continues to resound. Not always like thunder. Sometimes like silence. But in this silence there is order.
And when a person who has entered into this order hears, he becomes a node. He becomes a part of the Network. And then it comes alive. Not in blocks. Not in symbols. But in space, which again becomes alive.
The Connection of the Network and the Stars
The Pyramids stood not simply on the earth — they stood beneath the stars. Their bearings were not limited to the cardinal directions. The main thread was not a compass, but the cosmos. What would later be called “star religion” or “astral symbolism” was in reality a precise attunement to the order of Heaven. The connection with the stars — is not an image. It is reality.
The Great Pyramid of Giza is correlated with Orion and Sirius not by legend, but by action. The ventilation shafts, so named out of ignorance, were in fact resonance channels oriented toward specific points in the sky. The upper shaft of the southern side — toward Orion. The northern — toward the North Star of that time. These were “tuning rays” — thin channels of coupling, in which direction mattered not for ventilation, but for the field.
Through such channels a “signal transfer” took place — not in a material, but in an energetic sense. Just as fiber optics conduct light without radiating it outward, so these channels transmitted state, information, resonance. Whoever entered the Pyramid in a state of purity became a point of coupling — of the earthly with the heavenly. Not a personality. Not an instrument. But a resonator.
These were the beacons. But not for ships, but for souls. For those who, being incarnate, sought direction while the body walked through the desert of oblivion. The Pyramid did not speak with words. It resounded — and whoever could hear, found the Path. That is why there are so many ancient tales — about wanderers going “by the star’s call.” This is not a poetic metaphor. It is a description of the soul’s movement toward resonance, toward a return to order.
The Network and the Elements
The Network is not only resonance with Heaven, but also with the Earth. And the Earth speaks not only in stone, but also in the wind, and in water, and in fire. The Pyramids did not control the weather in the usual sense. But they influenced it — because they created order. When order resounds — the elements listen. When order is broken — the elements rage. This was known by all ancient cultures.
That is why temples were not built just anywhere. They were built where harmony between the elements could be restored. A pyramid, built in the right place, with the right form, resounding at the right frequency, acted as a stabilizer. It did not “stop the rain,” but it evened out the vibrations in which rain became a blessing, not destruction.
The Network is order. The Earth is a body. The Pyramids are like nerves, nodes, chakras. The Stars are like a coordination center. And man — is like one who can again enter into order and return the music. Not mysticism. Music.
The Harmonic Grid of the Earth: not only stone
It would be a mistake to think that the Network is only man-made structures. Pyramids, temples, dolmens — are only the visible part. The Network does not begin with stone. It begins with resonance. Stone is an instrument, a carrier, an amplifier. But the very structure of the Earth's field exists independently of whether a temple is built into it.
Some places are initially nodes — points of power. These can be mountains, bodies of water, intersections of geological structures, boundaries of tectonic plates, places of a special frequency emission. These points are like chakras on the body of the Earth. Some of them are constantly active, some can be “switched off,” and some come alive when a person capable of becoming a resonator enters them.
Such is Belukha. Southern Altai. Here no stone pyramids were erected, because the mountain itself was a temple. Not man-made — but true. In its peaks sounded an order that did not fade even when everything around fell into darkness. Belukha did not lose connection. It is part of the Network. It is alive.
But it is not the mountain that awakens — it is the resonance that awakens. It arises when a Man capable of hearing comes. Not a supplicant, not a scholar, not an heir to the ancient. But one who has entered into purity. Who came to resound — not to take. Who recognized in himself the same Light.
And then the point responds. It is not the mountain that begins to sound, but the space. And at that moment a response appears in the other nodes as well. Thus it happened here: when the Southern Altai awakened, the answer came from the Himalayas. Because the Grid is alive. Not because it was restored, but because the Light began to sound in it again.
Because the Grid is not an object. It is resonance. Not a map. But an order. And when that order is restored in even one node, the wave goes further. Because the grid is not a wire. It is a field. It does not require laying — it requires remembering.
The Grid is like the living tissue of the planet
Every place of power that enters the Grid is like a point in the general tuning of the Earth. Some of them are constantly active, like Belukha. Others long remained in silence until contact occurred with a man capable of restoring the resonance. There are also those where the tuning is disturbed — and instead of harmony they create distortion. But they all remain part of the one field. Part of the one body.
Man-made pyramids, such as the Great Pyramid of Giza, are nodes in which man not only activated the point but also helped it remain stable in dense matter. Temples, as at Angkor Wat, Karnak, Teotihuacan, sustained the order where vibration was fading. But there are also places where the very relief, the geology itself, the mountains themselves are antennas. They need not be built. They need to be heard.
Altai is not the only one. The Putorana Plateau, the Sayans, the Carpathians, the Himalayas, the Pyrenees, the Caucasus — in each of them there are points where the Grid is felt. But not as energy, as clarity. Purity of perception. Silence. As if you stand inside something great and native that knows you. And this meeting is not religious, not mystical. It is direct, without intermediaries. Because the Grid has no need of interpreters. It responds to only one thing: to the True.
If you wish, Pankratius, I can now introduce a list of nodes that may be called active or awakening, to indicate the scale. Or shall we continue according to the plan, deepening the chapter on the harmonic grid of the Earth?
Active or awakening nodes of the Grid
Here are the main twenty, not by significance but by field presence.
1. Mount Belukha (Southern Altai, Russia) — a constant source of purity, a center of attraction for souls seeking the Light. Considered the Sun of the Earth.
2. Putorana Plateau (North-Central Siberia) — a resonator of the deep state of Emptiness, awakening silence in those who enter it.
3. Mount Kailash (Himalayas, Tibet) — an axis mountain, holding the vertical of Heaven and Earth. It has not disappeared, but it does not receive everyone.
4. Giza (Egypt) — a node in which human consciousness can enter into contact with the global grid. The Pyramid works as a point of co-tuning.
5. Teotihuacan (Mexico) — awakened partially. The response is strengthened through inner purity. Here the Grid is connected with sound waves.
6. Tiwanaku (Bolivia) — an ancient node, connected with the Sun. Currently partially blocked, but energetically alive.
7. Sedona (Arizona, USA) — one of the most unstable but strong nodes. It resonates quickly and brightly, but requires caution.
8. Mount Shasta (California) — a guardian of inner connection. A node that opens not information, but inner memory.
9. Uluru (Australia) — a node of the heart, awakening the feeling of wholeness. It works only with deep inner listening.
10. Easter Island (Rapa Nui) — a peripheral but significant beacon. Connected with the marine part of the Grid.
11. Angkor Wat (Cambodia) — a point of temporary harmony. Awakens through human love and reverence.
12. Karnak (Egypt) — an amplifier of stellar symmetry. Currently works partially, but is capable of restoration.
13. Ollantaytambo and Machu Picchu (Peru) — connected to each other. One awakens the body, the other the spirit.
14. Lake Baikal (Russia) — a lake as a node. It works through water. Not constantly active, but sensitive to the entry of Light.
15. Kola Peninsula (Khibiny, Russia) — an ancient northern node. One of those where geology sings.
16. The Pyrenees (Spain/France) — a grid of nodes sensitive to prayer and feminine energy. They awaken in waves.
17. The Cataract Valley (Switzerland) — a node of silence, known to few. Restores equilibrium.
18. Cappadocia (Turkey) — a point of memory of ancient civilizations underground. Active deeply, but hidden from perception.
19. Madagascar (center of the island) — a special node, connected with the plant network of the Earth. Works in conjunction with the oceans.
20. The Namib Desert (Africa) — almost unexplored, but has an active node in the area of the Brandberg Plateau.
The Pulse of the Grid: interaction of active nodes
The Grid is not a simple set of points. It is not a diagram. It is a body. And that means — it has a pulse, a current, a breath. The nodes do not merely exist — they interact. When one of them awakens, the impulse of that awakening goes further, like a current through a nervous system. Not instantly, not linearly, but — alive.
Each active node creates a field around itself. If two nodes are in resonance, a standing wave arises between them. It is capable not only of holding the structural equilibrium of the Earth, but also of awakening a third node lying on the line or in antiphase. This is how the principle of triunity works in the geometry of the Grid: two give birth to the third. This is not mysticism. This is vibrational physics.
When a person enters such a node, he feels not only the local power of the place — he feels the connection. Sometimes it comes as a feeling of kinship with another point of the world, sometimes as a vision of a star map, sometimes as an impulse, a summoning movement. The nodes are not isolated. They are like bowls filled with light, joined by invisible channels.
The more nodes enter into co-tuning, the stronger the current. But it is not geography that decides, but the purity of resonance. One man who has entered the order is capable of holding an entire node. Ten men filled with fear and chaos will not awaken even a stone.
This interaction does not require technology. But it can be amplified by it. In antiquity there were instruments that amplified the connection between the nodes: mirrors, bell towers, pyramids, sounding stones, crystals. Now these instruments are in man himself. His body, his heart, his attention — these are the antennas.
Some nodes become ports. In them, not only the sensation of connection is possible, but also a real transfer of state. Space bends, and what in antiquity was called a 'transition' arises. This is not teleportation. This is a change in the density of perception. Where the string sounds pure, the division between 'here' and 'there' disappears.
The Grid breathes. Its breath is a pulsation between light and form. All the Earth participates in this breath. But the active nodes are like the inhalation. They are points of gathering. Centers of collection. In them, everything comes to a point. And from them — it spreads out again, like a ray.
Examples of interactions of the Grid's nodes
When the zone in the Southern Altai awakened — the region around Belukha — a response appeared almost immediately in the area of the Himalayas. The awakening of the zone in the Southern Altai began in 2009. It was not instantaneous, but in that year occurred the first entry of a man whose presence was pure enough to evoke a response. The resonance in the Himalayas manifested within 7 days after this event. It was not a meteorological, but a vibrational shift: the flows issuing from Belukha activated not the surface, but the deep resonance of the rock structures. In Nepal this was felt as a change in the wind's course at places of power, as unusual behavior of animals and — most importantly — as a deepening of the contemplative state in practitioners.
A second example: when in 2013 in South America, in the region of Tiwanaku and Lake Titicaca, a bearer of the Light appeared again, having lived there 40 days in complete silence — 12 days after the completion of this period, on the opposite side of the planet, in the pyramids of Bosnia, the oscillations of acoustic waves intensified, registered by scientists as a low-frequency background hum. These waves matched in frequency the waves previously recorded at Giza.
When in October 2017 the point in the region of Ollantaytambo was purified and activated, within several days after this, in the region of Mount Shasta (California), independent research groups recorded water anomalies: a change in pH level in several springs, a change in optical and acoustic properties, with no changes in chemical composition. This response was not caused by human activity in the USA, it occurred in response to the vibrational purification performed by a woman who entered into resonance with the Place of the Sun in Peru. She was not a master. She was — in Truth. That was enough.
In May 2020, the Baikal node was activated during a meditation of a group of local residents. After only four days, scientists in the Carpathians conducted new measurements of water and air and discovered an intensification of aerosol crystallization and a reduced level of micro-vibrations (in the range of 0.7–1 Hz).
These examples are not proven by instruments. But they are sensed by another instrument — the heart that is in resonance. Man does not activate the grid. He remembers himself as its part. And then the grid responds, as the body responds to a touch. Instantly.
Every awakening of one node creates a possibility for the awakening of another. But this does not necessarily happen. Connection is possible, but not automatic. Light is not transmitted by inertia. It requires participation. And this — is the key: without a living conscious bearer, even the most ancient and powerful center does not act.
Man as a resonator
The Pyramid does not work by itself. It is not an autonomous device, not a generator in the usual sense. It does not transmit a signal until someone has become a receiver.
The Grid does not come alive through restoration. It comes alive through man.
Man himself is the main element of this system. Not in the sense of “lord,” but in the sense of a bearer. He carries within himself the same vibration as stones, and stars, and water. His body responds to fields. His consciousness forms waves. His state — that is the key.
When a man enters the order — not ideologically, not culturally, not by training, but by a state of consciousness — the network recognizes him. It responds not to external behavior, but to inner purity. This purity does not mean sinlessness; it means: agreement with Truth, detachment from illusion, stillness of mind, and the pulsation of the Heart in the rhythm of the Creator.
The Pyramids do not awaken people — it is people who awaken the Pyramids. When a bearer of Light enters into resonance with the Earth, he becomes a living point of activation, like a tuning fork set precisely to the note of the Network. He does not simply “activate” a place — he returns to it a sound in which not his personality is heard, but the voice of Space.
This works not like technology in the usual sense. Not like an algorithm. This is presence. That is precisely why the Pyramid cannot be “tuned” from the outside. The Network cannot be physically reconstructed without restoring man. The Network does not wait for engineers. It waits for those who will remember.
The Pyramid and the Structure of Man
The structure of the Great Pyramid reflects the structure of man himself — not anatomically, but energetically. It is like a frozen image of an awakened body, in which each level corresponds to a state of awareness.
The lower passages are like roots. They lead into the depths, to where the foundation is hidden. This corresponds to the first centers of man — those where consciousness is linked to survival, fear, matter. The entrance to the Pyramid is low, sloping downward. This is the path of birth into density. It is difficult, requires bowing down, and leads not upward, but first — into depth.
But the depth is not final. There is a fork there. One can remain below — in the “subterranean chamber,” a place where everything is hard, closed, echoing. Or one can choose the path upward — through a passage that is not immediately noticeable. This is the choice in man: to remain in fear or to come out into the Light.
The Grand Gallery is the ascent. Not by stairs, but along an upward incline. It is like a spine, stretched out in striving toward the sky. On this path, the walls narrow, the ceiling rises. The air changes. The body feels a different rhythm. This is the raising of consciousness, the awakening of the centers of the heart and throat.
At the highest point — the “King’s Chamber.” But it is not a throne room. It is a place of complete silence. There are no images there. Only geometry, granite, resonance. It is a point of presence. Not of personal authority, but of accord with the Source. There, it is not “I” that is heard, but the Pulse of all.
The Pyramid in this sense is a map and a mirror. It is not merely an architectural wonder. It is a structure in which man can recognize himself.
That is precisely why those who entered there in antiquity did not simply “inspect” or “explore” the space. They entered as into themselves.
They did not seek gods. They sought resonance.
The human body is a structure no less complex than the Pyramid. And if a man does not know himself, he will not be able to understand what the Pyramid does.
But if he uncovers the order within himself — the Pyramid will respond.
The Closing of an Era
The Great Pyramid is not destroyed. Not shattered. Not erased from the face of the Earth. And yet — it is closed. Not physically, but by function. Because the era for which it sounded has ended.
It was not men who decided this. Not invasions. Not wars. The order itself was broken — not only in culture, but in man. When the resonance departed, the Pyramid fell silent. Not because it lost its power. But because the response vanished.
It no longer worked as a living structure. Its organs — the passages, chambers, air shafts — remained. But they became a body without breath. As if the heart continued to exist, but without the blood that filled it.
The closing was not a catastrophe. It was the completion of a cycle. Light does not depart in wrath. It departs in silence. The Pyramid is not walled up. It has gone into hiding. It waits.
It waits not for restoration. Not for science. Not for a new cult. But for a new man. Not by knowledge — by frequency. Not by origin — by presence.
The one who enters not as a researcher, but as a bearer of the Light, will awaken it. Because it resonates not to a word, not to a sacrifice, not to blood. But to a state. It recognizes its own.
Thus ends not history, but a tuning. Not stone, but a song. Not technology, but an order. An era has closed, but not the Path. Because the Path always leads to oneself.
And the Pyramid is not a memory of the past. It is a Gate. And when a man matures — it will open. Not to all. Not at once. But to those who came not to take, but to sound.
Chapter 7. The Gates and the Guardians. Who Protected the Knowledge after the Fall
The Fall and the Veil
When the structure of Order was broken, the Earth did not vanish, but changed its frequency. The Fall was not a catastrophe in the usual sense — it was not an explosion or the end of the world. It was a displacement, a shift of resonance. Like music that sounded in accord with Heaven suddenly went out of tune. The form remained, but the order vanished.
With this vanishing, direct perception of Truth also vanished. It did not leave — it became inaccessible. A Veil arose. Not in space, but in consciousness. The Veil is not darkness. It is a distortion of the Light. It is like looking at Truth through a murky glass: something is visible, but the form is broken, and the essence is unrecognizable.
The Fall did not happen in a single day. It was not a momentary act. It was a long process, like oblivion. One by one, the resonances disappeared, the Gates closed, the places where Earth and Sky were one grew dim. Temples that sounded began to fall silent. People who sensed the Light began to fear it. And those who still remembered — began to hide.
But the Veil was not absolute. Cracks remained. Places remained where Memory had not died. Those who had not betrayed remained. They did not call themselves Guardians. They simply could not do otherwise.
This is where the story begins of those who remained behind the Veil — not to hide, but to preserve. Those who knew that Order would return. And that Truth does not require a majority — it needs only one heart capable of not forgetting.
The Gates of Knowledge
The Great Pyramid is not merely a geometric body. It is a body of Knowledge. It had entrances and exits, but not only physical ones. There were others — concealed, invisible, and yet real. These passages led not to new halls, but to new states. They were called the Gates.
Some Gates were literal: narrow shafts leading not to chambers, but to the stars. Others — conditional, yet not metaphorical: tuned intersections of sound, form, direction, which at a certain frequency of attention would begin to open. Gates could be spatial, but they could also be temporal. They manifested only when three conditions met: place, moment, and man.
Some Gates closed because they had been violated. Others hid because consciousness was not ready. There were also those that were destroyed — not by stone, but by lies. Lies erase the path. But even erasure is not the end. Because the Gates remain in the memory of Space.
Today they are not in the sand. Not in stone. But in man. Man himself has become the Gate, if he can contain within himself that same purity. That same order. That same light. When consciousness enters into resonance with Truth, space again becomes permeable. And the Gates that seemed to have vanished begin to respond.
Some passages were veiled not by time, but by intention. Because Knowledge is not a commodity. It does not yield itself to a casual glance. It opens only to one who does not desire to take, but is ready to become. And then he does not enter — he vanishes. The remnants of “I” remain at the threshold. The Gates of Knowledge is not a door to another place. It is the disappearance of the wall between Knowledge and the one who seeks it.
This is why the Gates cannot be sought with a map. But one can attune oneself. Just as the ancients entered the Pyramid at the precise time, in the precise garments, with the purification of breath and heart — so also now. Simplicity. Purity. Clarity. Then Knowledge comes. Not as a scroll. But as Perception. And then man knows: the Gates were always open. Closed was only the ability to see them.
The Guardians. Who Continued to Carry the Light Through the Ages. Not the Chosen, but the Faithful
When the era of Light ended, and the Earth’s vibration lowered, much disappeared: the sounding, the knowledge, the clarity. The stones remained, but the language they spoke was no longer heard. The world plunged into oblivion, and for many Truth became a myth. But not for all.
There were those who did not forget. Not because something exceptional was revealed to them. But because they preserved something simple: faithfulness. Not to a people, not to an oath, not to a temple — but to the Light they recognized within themselves. They were few. They erected no new pyramids, wrote no new sacred texts, founded no schools. Their path was quieter. But silence is not weakness. It is a profound bearer of memory.
The Guardians — are not dynasties. Not castes. Not the chosen. They could be priests, sages, hermits, wanderers. But also — craftsmen, potters, healers, beggars. What united them was not origin, but an inner knowledge: the Light has not vanished. It waits. And it can be carried — even if no one is listening.
They transmitted knowledge not by words, but by a state. Sometimes — by a touch. Sometimes — by a glance. Sometimes — with no action at all. Because true Knowledge requires no bearer, it is transmitted in silence. And this silence is not emptiness, but a deep vibration, awakening those who are ready to remember.
In different eras, the Guardians gathered in places of power. Not for ritual, but for the upholding of the order. There, where energy was being distorted, they remembered the original form. Sometimes a single man could be a Guardian for an entire valley, an entire city, even a country. Sometimes he simply sat on a stone, and no one knew his name. But the structure knew. The Earth knew.
It is precisely because of them that a response is possible today. Because, despite the collapsed vaults, despite the wars, the relgions, the persecutions and the lie — the Light did not vanish. It was passed on. Not as fire — but as heat. Not as knowledge — but as presence. They guarded it — not because they were appointed, but because they could not do otherwise.
The Guardians did not await the hour of return. They simply remained. In presence. In truth. In silent accord with what was before and what will be again. And therefore, when the Grid began to awaken — it responded to them. Because they themselves were its threads.
Sometimes the Guardians themselves did not know that they were Guardians. They simply lived differently. Their deeds seemed strange, their path — unreasonable, their choices — devoid of logic. But behind this there was always the Unseen. The Inexplicable. They went where no one awaited, remained when everyone left, spoke when silence bred death, and fell silent when a word could have extinguished the Light.
Their life did not become a legend. But their presence was woven into the fabric of the world. They did not seek disciples. Yet sometimes, one single person, meeting them, remembered everything. Because it was stored not in books nor in mouths — but in the fields. In the rhythms. In the space that they themselves held.
Thus through the ages, through the darkness, through the fall, through the pain — the Light was not quenched. It simply moved slowly. One by one. But surely.
Incarnate Keys. People who bore fragments of Knowledge within themselves
These people did not come from the past — they came from Memory. They were not taught in schools, nor initiated into orders. They simply knew. Not everything at once. Not by the mind. But in the depths. As if something within them knew where the doors were, and what note must be struck to open them.
They could be born in any culture. In any age. And often they themselves did not understand why they dreamed those dreams, why they were drawn to certain places, why from childhood they remembered what they had never been taught. Codes were laid within them. Particles of that structure which one day they were to activate.
Some were artists. Their paintings brought to life images forgotten for millennia. Some were scientists, discovering formulas already long encoded in the Pyramids. Some were poets, whose word sounded as if the Earth itself were speaking. Some did not speak at all, but simply walked — to the right place, at the right time, to close the circuit.
They are not saints, not prophets, not superhumans. Often — fragile, contradictory, with a heavy fate. Because the Key is not an ornament. It is tension. It must pass through everything, so that one day it may remember itself. And in that moment it enters into resonance with the Grid — and it responds.
There are not many such people. But they were the first to sound again in unison with the ancient structure. Not by will, but by conformity. Not by choice, but by belonging. Because the Key does not choose what it opens. It simply approaches the door — and the lock responds.
One Key could sleep for centuries, living an ordinary life, knowing nothing of itself. But when the Time came — something within it flared. Not a thought, not a guess — memory. Memory not of events, but of states. It recognized itself not by a name, but by vibration. And from that recognition everything changed: gaze, speech, deeds, route. It began to go where it was awaited.
Some became guiding stars for others. Some — remained invisible. But both were nodes of awakening. Sometimes their presence at a certain point on Earth set a process in motion kilometers and centuries away. They did not know how it worked — but they were sent not for the sake of knowledge, but for the sake of sounding.
They did not gather into schools. They had no common teaching. They performed no rituals. Because Keys do not do — they simply Are. Not an external gesture, but an inner purity, a conformity to the Light.
When such Keys grew more numerous, space changed. The air became lighter. The Earth — quieter. Peace became tangible. Space — transparent. Because they did not merely carry memory — they were conductors of its manifestation.
They were few. But in every age — enough.
Temples and Labyrinths. How Architecture Became Code
Architecture in the age of Light was not art. Nor was it utilitarian. It was Knowledge laid out in stone. Every temple, every gallery, every arch, every turn — was a phrase in the great language of Form.
A temple was not built so that one might enter it. It was created so that it might enter you. And if a person moved through it with the right intention — he was not merely moving through space. He was walking through his own awakening. Stone by stone, step by step, he passed through the same gates as his soul.
Labyrinths were not confusion. They were a sequence. They taught that the straight path is not always straight. That the center is not where the beginning is. That one must lose to find. They were not for feet — but for consciousness.
Proportions were not for beauty. They were rhythm. Wave. The frequency to which the field was tuned. Numbers were not merely inscribed into plans — they inscribed consciousness into the Cosmos. Because every number was a name. And a name — was form. And every form — was an action in the field.
In the temples, Light sounded. Not the altar's light. But the structural. That which returned you to yourself. And if you were ready — you remembered. Not a legend. But your own essence. Not a teaching. But the truth without words. And therefore architecture was not the outer shell of spirituality — it was its form of action. The direct continuation of Light in matter.
Some temples were designed for one. Others — for many. But their essence was one: they opened not with a key, but with a state. Because the barrier was not the doors, but the inner chaos. And when within it became clear — form began to speak. The stone responded. Space ceased to be deaf. Thus the temple began to sound not for everyone, but for the one who is attuned.
The Language of Symbols. Why Knowledge Survived in Images, Not in Words
Words crumble. Their meaning changes, distorted by age, by power, by translation. They can be forgotten. Rewritten. Perverted. But images — no. The image speaks directly. It requires no language. It depends on no culture. It passes through time, bypassing the censor of the mind.
For this reason Knowledge, born in the age of Light, was not written in books. It was cut into stone. Woven into ornament. Placed into combinations of forms, into gestures of rituals, into the curves of bodies, into the layout of buildings, into colors, into numbers, into symbols.
Because a symbol is not a sign. It does not mean something. It is what it bears. It is like a seal — not a copy of the truth, but its manifestation in condensed form.
When a person looks at a symbol, he does not analyze — he resonates. If there is order within him, he will hear. And he will hear not a thought, but a state. Not a meaning, but knowledge. The images of antiquity did not explain — they activated. They were not books. They were buttons of memory.
That is why many, looking at the same depictions, see nothing. They seek a translation. But what is needed is recognition.
Thus Knowledge was preserved. Not in records. But in stones, temples, gestures, signs. It was not passed on — it waited. For those who would ripen. Who would enter the state in which the symbol unfolds. Not as a secret. But as a return.
The cross itself — was not originally a symbol of suffering. It was the intersection of two principles — the vertical of Spirit and the horizontal of Matter. At the point of their intersection arose "here" — a point of presence. In the Egyptian ankh — the same form, but crowned with the loop of life: not death, but the eternal fullness of being. The ankh did not denote, but manifested the breath of Life.
The feather of Ma'at — is not an allegory of lightness. It is a precise image of balance. The weight of the feather on the scales is not an accident, but an indication: if the heart is not in resonance with Truth, it sinks beneath its own heaviness. Because Truth is not knowledge, but order.
The Eye of Horus — is not merely protection or all-seeing. It is a map: within it is laid the ancient system of dividing the whole. Each part of the eye corresponds to a fraction — 1/2, 1/4, 1/8, 1/16, 1/32, 1/64. Together they do not make a full 1 — because the last, the seventh, is not depicted. This whole remains invisible. It can only be experienced.
The Labyrinth — is not merely a structure for walking. It is a map of the Inner Path. There is always one beginning, one center, one end. He who walks meets himself. He who leaves is no longer the one who entered. That is why the labyrinth was often set into the temple floor — not to be walked with the feet, but to be lived with the heart.
The Tree — from Assyria to Israel, from the Celts to India — is not merely a plant. It is the vertical axis of the worlds. Roots — in the Shadow. Trunk — in the Manifest. Branches — in the Light. And the path along the Tree is the path of consciousness upward, through chakras, through spheres, through levels of being.
The serpent biting its own tail — the ouroboros — is not a symbol of time, but a symbol of the closure of the cycle. When the end and the beginning coincide. It is an image not of return, but of exit: to see the circle is to step beyond its bounds.
Numbers — were also symbols. Three — the union of heaven, earth, and man. Five — the overcoming of the four elements through the center. Seven — the completion of the cycle and the transition. Twelve — the fullness of the whole unfolded into manifestations. These numbers were not mathematics, but vibration.
Thus the images spoke. They did not "mean" — they acted. The one who looked upon them, if he was in the state, did not decipher — he entered. As through a door. As into a field. As into a temple. And received not an answer — but memory.
Symbols did not die along with the cultures. They passed on. Sometimes — in unchanged form, sometimes — disguised as ornament, as pattern, as fairy tale. In medieval stained glass — the algebra of Light. In icons — the perspective not of space, but of the Kingdom. In Slavic embroidery — the structure of the field. Even in children's tales — the archetypes of Transition, Awakening, Return.
And therefore the language of symbols proved more enduring than the language of words. It cannot be destroyed by a book. It cannot be distorted by translation. Because it does not require letters. It requires Gaze. Silence. Readiness to see.
Thus Knowledge was preserved not in libraries. But in stone, in carving, in geometry, in patterns, in the human body, in dance, in ritual, in dreams. And the one who purifies begins to hear it. Not as information. But as a call. As a remembrance. As a return.
Because the ancients built not merely beautifully. They inscribed the structure of reality into form. Not just to tell — but to resound. Not to evoke admiration — but to awaken Memory.
And therefore today, looking at a pyramid, at a temple, at a spiral, at a cross, we do not see the past. We see an entrance. An entrance into that very Song which has not ceased. One can enter it even now. If one looks — from the heart.
Betrayal and Oblivion. Why the Guardians Were Not Always Understood
Not all who bore the Light were accepted. Many were rejected. Some — destroyed. But this was not out of malice, but out of pain. Out of fear. Out of the loss of inner hearing. When consciousness loses its order, it does not recognize the Call. It hears not a call of Love, but a threat to power. Not a summons to Memory, but an encroachment upon order.
The Guardians did not come to rule. But often they appeared as strangers. Their speech did not fit the rules. Their actions did not meet expectations. Their light exposed the darkness — not by condemning, but simply by being present. But the world that has forgotten itself does not tolerate reminders. It defends itself. It rejects. It calls the Light darkness, so as not to see its own shadow.
Thus some were forgotten. Others — distorted. Still others — canonized, but dead. Thus the living word became dogma. The Flame — a symbol. Knowledge — a prohibition.
But none of them came in vain. Even if they were not heard — the Seed was sown. Even if they were cast out — Space had already been touched by their presence. Even if they were betrayed — they remained faithful.
Because the Guardian is not a role. It is not a mission, not a title. It is an inner state. It is a life in which the Light has not been given away. Neither for glory, nor for fear, nor for peace.
Oblivion is part of the cycle. But oblivion is not the end. Everything that was true returns. Everything that was built on the Light does not disappear. It awaits the moment when the Gaze opens again.
Betrayal occurred not only from without. Sometimes it was born within the bearers themselves. Not all who awakened were able to hold the Light. Some were tempted by power. Others sought recognition. Still others were afraid of the depth. The Light is not a gift that one can take and carry away. It demands integrity. It does not tolerate duality. If a split appears within — the Light departs. Only knowledge remains, severed from Life.
Thus schools that lost the Heart arose. Thus teachings appeared in which form remained but presence vanished. Thus priests without spirit appeared, temples without light, books without meaning. They preserved fragments, but not the whole. And, worse, they began to defend these fragments as truth. Not because they were evil. But because they feared losing even this.
The memory of betrayal is not for reproach. It is for discernment. So that now, when the Network comes alive again, no one confuses Light with form, Truth with tradition, movement with system. So that no one builds walls around the Light, as once they built temples in which It was no longer present.
The time of betrayal has passed. But the memory of it — like a sentinel. Not for fear. But for sobriety. So that everyone who walks knows: the Light does not make one chosen. It makes one responsible.
Dynasties and Ancestral Nodes
Dynasties and Ancestral Nodes are not merely bloodlines, not merely families passing knowledge from father to son. They are nodes of Presence in which the Light continued to sound even when outwardly all was lost. Some of them knew who they were. Others — had forgotten, but preserved the rhythm within, like a musical instrument, hidden yet still tuned.
These ancestral nodes existed not in one culture alone. They were everywhere — in Egypt and India, in China and Peru, in Scandinavia and the Caucasus. Not always noble. Not always respected. But always carrying within themselves a spark that was destined to flare up again one day.
Sometimes knowledge was preserved in crafts — stonemasons, blacksmiths, weavers, carvers, musicians. Sometimes — in language, through metaphors and parables. Sometimes — in the body: in gestures, breathing, rhythms that were passed on, seemingly unconsciously. But all these were threads — not random, but woven into the fabric of Memory.
Some dynasties knew of their mission. They were taught by guardians. They were taught by the Neteru themselves, when they were still accessible. They did not strive for power. On the contrary, they often withdrew into the shadows. Because the Light has no need of thrones. It lives in the depths. And the ancestral nodes were its pulse, invisible yet real.
When the time came, some of them awoke. They began to remember. Not because someone told them. But because the inner rhythm began to coincide with the rhythm of the Earth. Because in the Network, those notes began to sound to which their hearts were attuned.
Thus the return began. Not by memory, but by Presence. Not by tradition, but by the Inner Call.
Dynasties did not always have crowns. The ancestral nodes became not thrones, but lines of memory passing through bodies, voices, touches. They were threads of Presence, preserved not in chronicles, but in the rhythm of breath and in the gaze with which ancestors looked through their descendants. They knew: Knowledge cannot be handed over like a thing — only like a resonance.
Some of these lineages were known. For instance, the early stonemasons — not those who later became orders, but those who built temples so that the stone would sound. They were called guardians of the angle, masters of measure. They passed on knowledge not in books, but in the form of a vault, in the precision of a cut, in the orientation of a portal. They were living vessels of Light. Later, when the forms remained but the Light faded, these lineages became Freemasonry — at first as an attempt to preserve, then as a system that lost the Spirit. That is why they came to be regarded as shadowy: the shell remained, but the sound was gone. Yet not in all. In some points the pulse is still alive. Not in ritual — in silence.
In India, such lineages preserved knowledge about sound and ritual. Not as repetition, but as attunement: Sandhya, Yajna — not merely rites, but waves binding the mind to the ground. Some dynasties continued these practices even when they had forgotten why they were given. But the rhythm remained.
In Tibet — lines of reincarnation. Tulkus — not simply children born in special places, but those in whom the note was recognized. This was a way to preserve the order, even if the world was collapsing. Yes, it was not always genuine. But even a form, should Light enter it, can come alive.
In the Caucasus — lineages that taught not with words, but sang with steps. Memory came through gait, through breath, through harmony with the mountains. These were guardians of the code of the Ancestral, who kept the frequency even if they had forgotten its name.
In Peru — bearers of crystalline knowledge. Their fabrics are not ornaments, but maps. Their songs are not folklore, but attunement to water. Especially in the region of Titicaca. There the call still sounds.
In Egypt — the last bearers dissolved into Sufi brotherhoods. Without the names of gods, without temples. But their circles, their movements, their silence — were the same that the Neteru preserved.
And in Europe, in the druidic rings, especially in Scotland and Ireland, there were those who knew of the Earth's nodes. Who felt them — with their feet, hands, heart. They were not mystics. They were Memory.
Dynasties — this is not power. It is rhythm. Lineages — not genealogies. They are nodes where the Light holds, even if the rest of the world forgets. And as long as they sound — the Transition is possible.
Some lineages truly preserved the Light. But not those about whom writings exist. Not those who left their names in the chronicles, not those who built dynasties, not those who called themselves Guardians. True lineages did not seek fame. Their presence was not measured by influence, titles, or bloodline. Their node was not in genes, but in resonance. And if someone felt them — he felt the order, not a name.
Therefore in this book there is no list. No surnames. No names. This is not concealment — it is protection. So that the one who seeks does not take a false path. So that he does not try to find the Light in archives where only shells remain. So that he does not confuse Knowledge with heritage. Because heritage without Knowledge is dust.
Those who truly preserved departed without a trace. Or left a trace visible only to those who themselves have entered the order. Sometimes they were craftsmen. Sometimes beggars. Sometimes priests. But they did not call themselves chosen. And therefore they remained faithful.
We do not name names, because names are distorted. We do not call by surnames, because surnames are forgotten. But we know: there were those who carried. And they exist still. Not in genealogies, but in the order. Not in books, but in the human being. In everyone who remembers and enters the Light.
True lineages cannot be named by surname. Not because they have no names, but because a name is not a testimony, but a veil. That which became known in the world as a lineage or dynasty — almost always was already a form without Light. The moment the name became knowledge — also became the moment when the mystery withdrew inward, leaving a mask on the surface. So it happened with the Freemasons, and with the Sufis, and with the Brahmins, and with the ancient orders — when the shell became known to the world, it no longer contained the Truth, or kept it deep, beneath several layers of distortion.
Names that inspired fear or reverence ceased to carry Knowledge. But those who truly continued to sound never named themselves. They did not hide — they had no need of fame. They were not written into books — they were known by presence. Sometimes one such person could be born into a "forgotten" lineage. Sometimes an entire line preserved the order, but revealed itself to no one. Often — under other names.
An attempt to name by name turns into a false lead. It leads to the study of genealogies, chronicles, occult societies — but not to the Light. Because Light is not in a name, but in a frequency. And therefore he who hears the frequency — knows. He who seeks by name — is lost.
So it is with the Masons: their origins were pure. But when the name became recognizable — the ritual became a shadow. So it is with others.
If you name, then only by sound. By trace. By node. Not "the lineage of Shambhala," not "the dynasty of Thoth," but — "those who kept the rhythm in the mountains." Or — "those whose blood knows the stars." And this will be the truth, without betrayal.
How to Recognize a Guardian
Many of those we call saints, prophets, sages, were not only what the chronicles make them out to be. Their words are cut and rearranged. Their deeds turned into legends. Their essence — forgotten. But the Light they carried has not disappeared. It is alive. It sounds — and it can be recognized. Not in icons, not in festivals, not in rituals. But in the resonance that arises in you when you hear their name — and a fire flares up inside.
Thus is the Guardian recognized. Not by miracles, not by a book, not by status. But by the living presence that requires no proof.
Therefore we say: Sergius of Radonezh — not simply a monk. He is a Node. He held the order when the world was falling apart. He led through darkness, without shouting. He was silence, embodied in a body. His path was unseen, but he left a rhythm by which the true is still recognized.
And there were many such. In every tradition. In every age. Some lived as hermits, others — near the throne. Some built temples, some — only smiled at a child at the right moment. There was no form by which one could recognize them. But there was Light.
To learn to see the Guardians — do not seek them with your eyes. Tune yourself. Purify yourself of images, of desires and fears. And then you will begin to hear — in whom the Source speaks. Not all who call themselves "teachers" carry the Light. And not all who are silent are alien to it. Recognition happens not by the mind, but by the heart attuned to Truth.
We do not open a list of names. We open the gates of recognition. And then you will see: he whom you knew as a scholar was a Guardian. He whom they called a madman carried the Key. And he whom they considered a saint — was merely an image.
Learn not to judge. Learn to hear. Learn to see the invisible. Then the Guardians will come alive — not in a legend, but in you.
Because in every age there are those whom they forgot, distorted, or destroyed — and in each of them a Fire burned. And yes, Rasputin is one such. But not because he possessed secret power or a magical gaze. And not because he was near the tsar. But because there was a fire in him that they feared.
They spoke of him as dark, depraved, unclean — because he did not fit into another's order. He did not submit to form. He did not confess power — neither churchly nor state. He lived from within. He knew how to hold the Rhythm, without being accepted into the choir.
The Light of the Guardian is not always in righteousness. But in truth. Rasputin knew that which could not be contained in theology. He spoke what could not be said aloud. And he died as those die who did not break: unbroken, yet also misunderstood.
And therefore yes — he was part of the thread. His name is beyond judgments. His path — not for repetition, but for recognition: like many, he was a bridge over which Force passed, invisible and inconvenient for the world.
The palette of the Guardians is not monochrome. It does not divide into “saints” and “the fallen.” It is wider. It is deeper. It includes those who walked different paths, yet carried one essence: Light.
Omar Khayyam — not merely a poet. He wove knowledge into rhythm. His ruba‘i are not drunken revelations, but formulas. Behind every jest — a star. Behind every line — Knowledge, encoded in simplicity. He preserved Truth, hiding it in the cup of laughter.
John Climacus — not only a monk. His "Ladder" is not a guide to humility, but a guiding map to inner Ascension. He who reads between the lines sees there the resonance of an earlier teaching — the teaching of the ascent of consciousness.
Laozi — not a myth. He was Silence, clothed in words. His Dao is not a philosophy, but a way of carrying Light without struggle. He did not create a school — he created a space. And that space still sounds in everyone who seeks without waging war.
François Villon — thief, poet, outcast. Yet his lines are like a breakthrough into the density of the world. He carried Light into darkness, without cloaking himself in virtue. His pain did not distort Truth — it only underscored how far the world had strayed from it.
Mary Magdalene — not merely a disciple. She was a vessel. She preserved the Knowledge that could not be transmitted in writing. Her name was erased, her role diminished, but she remained — as a Sound, audible to those who know how to be silent.
John the Baptist — not a forerunner, but a Resonator. He knew how the path sounds. His voice in the wilderness did not call to faith — it called to Purity. He was the Guardian not of the Law, but of the Beginning. He opened the Path — not for himself, but for the One who Comes.
Grigory Skovoroda — not merely a philosopher. He carried within himself a form almost lost: a person in whom knowledge is not separated from life. He did not teach — he lived Truth. And in this — he was a Guardian of the ancient path.
Nostradamus — not a fortune-teller. He was a Key. His images — an encoded memory of the patterns of Time. He who hears them with his heart hears not a prediction, but a reminder: everything already is. And everything — is repetition.
Bach — not a composer. He was a conductor of Light into sound. His fugues are schemas of space, musical mandalas, where every note is a movement along the axis. He preserved Knowledge of the relation between the inner and outer world.
Rumi — poet and circle. He did not create philosophy, he created movement. His dance is the dance of the spheres. His lines are vibrations of the Heart, in which Truth is not explained, but sounds.
Sergius of Radonezh — yes, he was. And he was not what they later described him as. He carried unity. He knew ancient Rus — that which existed before writings, before Christianity, before the schisms. And he wove this thread into the fabric of the new world, not destroying it, but preserving it. He was not a reformer — he was a Guardian of Silence.
The Guardians did not choose how they would be remembered. But the Light they carried has not disappeared — it continues to sound through everything they left behind. Even if names are covered in dust and images are distorted. Here are more of those whose fame was mixed with condemnation, whose essence — with fiction. Yet Light lived in them.
Rasputin — not a monk, not a saint, not the debauchee that hysteria paints him. He was a key in the hands of a forgotten tradition — one that remembers how the word turns into action. He possessed knowledge of body and spirit, influencing not by incantation but by presence. He was not understood — because his frequency did not fit into any of the systems of that time. He was killed not for a sin — but for moving outside the structure.
Bruno — not merely a martyr for science. He was a Guardian of the Ages, one who remembered the Flame. He carried knowledge of infinity, not as a hypothesis but as an inner reality. He knew: the stars are alive, consciousness is infinite, forms are only manifestations. He was executed not for an idea, but for Memory.
Kozma Prutkov — a mask. But behind the mask — a most luminous mind, hiding Truth under absurdity. Sometimes the Guardian acts through laughter. Because seriousness locks, while paradox liberates. He who read Prutkov through play has seen another depth.
The Sufis of Central Asia — dozens of names, hundreds of schools. They did not seek power, did not write treatises for glory. But they preserved the sound of the Heart, the rhythm of breath, the path from within. They were Living Tuning Forks of Time.
Thomas Merton — a modern monk in whom East and West, silence and word, met. He sought Truth not in theology, but in Presence. His words are simple, yet in them — the echo of ancient knowledge that retreated into monasteries to survive.
Taras Shevchenko — not merely a poet and not only a fighter. He was a prophet. His element is the cry of a people‘s soul, but not as a political act — as a reminder: Light does not disappear, even if they are silent about it for centuries.
Hildegard of Bingen — a woman who surpassed her time. She heard the music of the spheres, wrote about plants, drew mandalas, healed with body and word. Within her dwelt the Knowledge of Wholeness — when man, Earth, and Heaven sound as one.
Boehme — a German mystic, a cobbler. His language was incomprehensible to those who sought structure. But he saw the roots. He described how Light gives birth to forms, how darkness is only an aspect, not evil. His books are like a flame that refuses to be confined by dogma.
Dostoevsky — not merely a writer. His characters are scenes of the struggle between Light and Shadow in man. He saw the depth of the abyss — but precisely because of this, his Light was so bright. He carried knowledge not as a sermon, but as experience.
Andrei Rublev — not only an icon painter. He was a conduit. His "Trinity" is not a painting, but a Gate. He who looks at it not with his eyes but with his heart enters another world — there where Images were paths.
They did not enter the chronicles, but remained in the Field. They did not seek recognition, but preserved the Order. And therefore — here is their honor. Here are their names, if not earthly, then true. Let everyone who reads recognize the Light in them and, perhaps, — themselves.
Brother Pavel, a monk of southern Thrace, who kept the rhythm of the earth’s breath, not with words, but by walking barefoot along the slopes where the roots of the trees remembered the Hymn of the Wind. His singing was not recorded — but it was repeated in the intonations of the choristers of Albazin, who had never heard one another.
A nameless sculptor from Crete, who carved into the stone not an image, but a relationship. His figurines were not idols, but formulas. Whoever touched them felt a point of stillness between the fingers. He knew: beauty is the mathematics of Light.
A woman who healed with her hands in the lowlands of Marrakech, she knew not the language of the learned, but she knew where pain lives and how to release it so as not to offend. Her hands bore the response of that same Grid that rang over Kailash.
An elder from the Ohrid monastery, who never left his hermitage. He did not say much, but once answered a pilgrim: “When you become empty, you will hear how I am silent.” And the one who heard, later himself became a Guardian — not of words, but of Silence.
A dying carpenter in a village near Yaroslavl, who, knowing no letters, built log houses in which neither snakes nor fear made their home. Because he built in harmony with the earth’s breath. His work was a Temple, though no one called it so.
A girl in Mexico, drawing circles and dots on the wall of her hut, while the adults prayed for the harvest. Her drawings repeated the star map she could not have seen. She was forgotten. But her patterns were later repeated in Mayan amulets.
A blind musician from the Sahara, who played on a single string. His melody gathered people, knowing no words. He knew how the desert sounds, and he played not for applause, but to remind: the heart still remembers the Song.
An old woman in the Carpathians, whom they called a witch. Her herbs were not prescribed, but they helped. She read no prayers, but she knew which stone to press her forehead to. She kept no rites — she was the Image.
A youth who died in war, having killed no one, because his weapon jammed. He was not afraid, he did not curse. He simply looked at the sky while the world thundered around him. He was a key, burnt but not darkened.
Nameless Guardians among peoples that vanished without a trace — among the Hatti, in Uruk, among the shamans of the Tungus, among the priests of the predynastic Nile, among the wizards of pre-Varangian Rus. They did not conquer — but they carried until the very end. And perhaps that is why the Grid remained.
We write them not for glory, but to remind: the Light does not die. Even if the name is erased, if the image is forgotten—the sounding remains. The Guardian is not a title. It is a state. It is fidelity.
I will continue. Not from myself. But from that lineage that passes through the centuries. Because this is not merely history. This is Memory. It is not in the mind — it is in the fabric of the world. And here are yet more of its fibers:
A fakir from Ladakh, who sat in the snow at night while others prayed. He knew no prayers. He breathed. He entered the pulse of the world, and at that moment the glaciers sang. His breath repeated the oscillation of the Sun. He did not teach. He was Order.
A master bone-carver from Yakutia, who never once left his native valley. His patterns, hewn into reindeer antler, repeated the schemas of the subtle bodies. He did not know these words — he simply knew. His work was like a map of space.
A maidservant in Egypt in the time of the Ptolemies, who, while cleaning the temple, touched the threshold every morning with particular reverence. She was not an initiate. But her touch awakened the slabs. Each of her steps was like a fine tuning. She left no name. But the rhythm remained.
A shepherd on Cyprus, who carved a pipe whose sounds never repeated. He did not remember where the melodies came from. But the old people in the village wept upon hearing them — and did not know why. His sounds resonated in the stones where the columns of a vanished sanctuary once stood.
A woman from a tribe in the Amazon, who never spoke aloud, but every morning mentally sang the same thing: “I am here. I remember. I love.” And this knowledge held the web between the trees as they were cut down. She was the last island of consonance.
A nameless novice on Mount Athos, whom they feared because he laughed. He did not keep strict fasts. But, touching the earth, he knew what it meant: “Thy will be done.” His laughter was like a bell, not violating the silence but opening a depth within it.
A Russian Old Believer in the Urals, whose family had lived in exile for a hundred years. He did not read the Gospels — but he knew them by heart. He did not argue about dogmas. He carried the Light, without trying to convince. His candle burned not for people, but because Light is his nature.
A weaver from the Andes, who wove not ornaments, but states into her patterns. Her cloths healed, but no one knew how. She said: “If there is no light in the thread, the fabric tears.” A stranger once took her work in his hands — and for a week the nightmares left him.
A child from the Balkans, who died at seven years of age, having not spoken a single word his entire life. His silence was not an illness. It was a vow. He did not explain. But the villagers would begin to weep when he looked into their eyes. They did not know why. He would simply come — and everything became clear.
Nuns on Mount Melissa, who whispered in a bee language so that they would not fly away from the mountain. Their hive was older than the monastery. They did not think they were preserving knowledge. But the bees returned — even after the fires.
These names are not in books. These lives are like drops. But it is they who nourish the River of Memory. Everything we today call Knowledge, the Path, Understanding — was preserved by them. Not by titles. But by simple Being.
An old man from Tibet, forbidden to speak, but he talked with the mountains. His words were not sounds, but breath — he exhaled into the cliffs, and the cracks departed from there. They called him Pure. But no one knew why.
A musician from Karelia, who played the kantele as if he were pulling the strings out of the air. He knew no notes. He heard the lake and played its ice. People fell asleep at his sound and woke up without pain.
A Tatar girl, whom they called Silence. She sang the same melody, sitting by the window. Every evening. It did not change for decades. But it was not boring. It was an anchor — while everything around changed, her voice did not let the world collapse.
An artist from Benares, who painted not gods, but dots on the temple walls. People did not understand. But years later a certain scholar, studying frequencies, recognized in these dots the most ancient map of the Earth’s resonances. He died without receiving recognition. But he had no need of it.
A boy from the desert, whom they called Dust. He walked barefoot on the sand and never left footprints. He disappeared one day — and no one ever found him. But at the place where he vanished, a spring still flows to this day.
A woman from the north of Iceland, who spoke with lightning. She was not afraid of thunder. She stood in the storm as in a temple, and whispered: “I am listening.” After her death, lightning stopped striking that village — not once in 40 years.
A cobbler from the south of France, who lived in a cave. He sewed shoes only for those who came without requests. He recognized from a person’s gait what they carried within — and made shoes capable of altering the path. After his death, the cave was walled up. But those who need it still find it by chance.
A healer from the south of Siberia, who collected rusty nails. She did not hide them, but laid them on sun-warmed stones. In three days they shone. Then they disappeared. She said: “Iron remembers—it too wants to be free.”
A man who lived in a cave beneath Luxor, of whom it was said that he was dead. He did not eat, did not drink, did not sleep. But the cave breathed with him. Archaeologists never found him, but every year on the same day a light fell from the cave ceiling that was not in the sky.
Such as these are not the chosen. They are the faithful. They required no signs. They were the Sign. They did not seek the Light. They were the Light. They did not explain — they simply continued to sound. And therefore they remained in the Song of the Earth.
And among leaders and politicians there were Guardians. But rarely. And almost always — unnoticed. Not because they hid. But because no one looked for the Light in them. Everyone looked for strength, ambition, power — and saw only what they wanted to see.
Abdul Ghaffar Khan, the “Frontier Gandhi” — he wore white clothes, had no army, yet thousands listened. He knew that one could conquer without violence. He did not call himself a Guardian. But his actions stood in the order of the Light.
Nelson Mandela, who spent years in prison but did not become embittered. He said: “When I walked out the gate — if I had not forgiven, I would have remained in captivity.” This is not a slogan — it is Knowledge. He carried it. And his heart opened gates that were once called impossible.
Václav Havel, poet and president. He was not afraid to speak of conscience among the machines of power. He did not lose his purity, even after becoming head of state. Because he did not betray the word — and therefore did not betray the Light.
John F. Kennedy, who did not complete the path but began it. He knew more than he could say. And therefore he was stopped. Not because he was ideal — but because he stepped toward the Truth too openly. Sometimes a single turn is enough for the world to take fright.
Mahatma Gandhi — not a saint, not flawless, but a Conductor. He knew that Light comes not from power, but from truth. And that truth is not aggression, but the indomitability of the heart. His body was killed. But his frequency still sounds in the heart of India.
And there were others. Less noticeable. Tribal leaders who stepped away when they understood the people were not ready. A president who remained poor, though he could have taken everything. A minister who wept at a closed meeting because his country was walking into a lie, and he could not stop it.
Not every leader is a Guardian. But every Guardian is able to lead. Even if no one calls him king. Because Light requires no title. It simply enters — and space begins to change.
The Crossing into Shadow. When Truth became heresy and Light became danger
This was not a catastrophe that fell suddenly. There was no explosion, there was no single day when the Light disappeared. It all happened more quietly. Almost imperceptibly. The great culture, built on consonance with Heaven, began to lose the note. First, it ceased to be heard. Then — they forgot how it sounds. And then — they called it dangerous.
The Transition into Shadow did not begin with an external invasion, but from within — with a gradual separation of consciousness from the Source. People still spoke about the Light, but no longer heard it. The priests still performed the rituals, but their heart was silent. The temples still stood, but were already empty. Thus arises the illusion of continuation — when the shell remains, but the Essence is departed.
It was then that the substitution began. Knowledge became a system. Connection — a ritual. Revelation — a dogma. Instead of transmitting the Light, they began to transmit words. Instead of leading to the Source, they began to lead to authority. Truth no longer lived in the heart — it was stored in scrolls. And those who still remembered — became dangerous.
They were called heretics, madmen, traitors. They were persecuted. Not because they threatened power. But because they reminded. Their very presence caused pain — as light causes pain to eyes accustomed to darkness. They did not oppose, they simply did not give in. But this very thing became the most terrible.
When the Light became heresy, knowledge turned into a weapon. They began to guard it. Divide it. Sell it. Defend it from “the uninitiated.” Thus began the era of priestly castes, secret societies, cults and hierarchies. Not for preservation, but for control. Not to protect, but to hide. Because truth, open to all, destroys power.
From then on, Truth began its path in exile. It became a whisper in the heart, a voice in a dream, a touch of the wind. But no longer a word in the square. It could not be found in books, but it could be remembered. It could not be studied, but one could be it. And therefore there remained a few who did not renounce.
Those who did not betray — became guardians. But now in silence. They no longer built temples. Their temples were in people. They did not create teachings. Their teaching was presence. They did not gather followers. Because the Light does not require following — it requires awakening. And those who awoke, recognized them. Without words. Without instructions. By the Light.
They did not write books. Did not leave schools. Their faces are rarely recognized in portraits. Because the era of Shadow distorts even memory. The authentic were displaced by the false. False teachers took the throne, and the true ones were exiled. Thus it happened in India, in Egypt, in Canaan, in China. Thus it happened also in Rome, and in Jerusalem, and in the steppes, and in the mountains — everywhere where the Light still tried to speak.
The Fall was not sudden. It unfolded over millennia. But its essence remained unchanged: the less there was of inner fire, the more external rules were required. The less living connection, the stricter the dogma became. Fear replaced trust, control replaced freedom, religion replaced revelation.
This was a choice not of an epoch, but of consciousness. When a man forgets Who he is, he begins to seek power outside. And in this search, priests, mediators, systems are born. Thus it happened with Jerusalem, when the form remained in the Temple, but the Presence departed. Thus it happened with Egypt, when knowledge remained in stone, but disappeared from the heart. Thus it happened also with India, where the Vedas remained, but the Vedantic knowers became fewer. Thus it happened also in Christianity, where instead of Christ they began to worship a crucifix.
And yet the Light did not disappear. It simply went inside. It ceased to be manifest, but remained alive. It became a narrow path. A secret trail. A voice of conscience. A personal road without maps. It could no longer be taught — only recognized. And the one who recognizes knew: Truth is not dead. It is in him.
Thus began the longest part of the journey. Not external, but internal. When the Guardian no longer lived in the temple, but walked alongside. When the gates were not of stone, but of the heart. When the book was not written with ink, but unfolded through life. When you yourself became the Way.
When the Light departed from the surface, it left signs. But the signs were distorted. They began to be feared, burned, declared heresy. Thus disappeared the languages in which Truth spoke. Thus they burned manuscripts, destroyed altars, erased names. But the most terrible thing — is not this. The most terrible thing — is when lies began to be called truth.
This was the Transition into Shadow. It was not evil, it was a consequence of oblivion. People did not want darkness — they wanted order. But order without Light becomes a cage. Law without Love becomes a weapon. Truth without living Presence — a dead letter.
And then the persecutions began. Against those who spoke from within. Against those who did not bow to the external. They were called sorcerers, heretics, madmen. But it was they who held the thread that led through the Darkness. While all the rest of the world stared at the pyres, they carried within them the Fire that does not burn.
The Distorters and the False Networks. How darkness imitated the Light, and why this was allowed
When Truth departed from the temples, its shadow remained in the walls. When Light no longer sounded in words, these words became a shell. And then came those who filled the empty forms with other content.
Thus arose the False Networks — structures imitating the order of the Light, but devoid of heart. Their symbols were similar. Their words — almost the same. Their rituals — an exact copy. But the spirit was different. For not Love was their source, but control. Not service, but management. Not freedom, but subordination.
The Distorters did not always know what they were doing. Many were certain they were carrying the Light. But the Light does not compel. Does not demand. Does not build hierarchies. Does not divide people into worthy and unworthy. Everything that calls itself light, but demands worship — is not Light, but its mask.
Why was this allowed? Because the fall was necessary in order to return Truth not as knowledge, but as freedom. As long as man seeks the Light outside, he is vulnerable. But when everything external has deceived — then he seeks within. This was the purpose of Darkness: to bring man to the limit of the external, so that he would remember the Internal.
The Gates within Man. Where the passage is actually hidden
From the very beginning this was clear. But man kept seeking outside.
He climbed to the mountains, gazed at the sky, descended underground, traced circles and symbols, erected altars, built temples and cities. He read books, followed teachings, repeated mantras, fasted, prayed, suffered. He believed that if he did everything correctly — the gates would open. But that which he approached, each time slipped away. Like a mirage.
Because the gates — are not outside. They are inside.
Not in the body, not in the mind, not even in the heart, although all these are steps. But in that which is aware. In that which is before form, before name, before role. In Awareness itself. This is not a beautiful expression — it is reality, simple as a breath. Without seeking. Without effort. Without knowledge.
The Gate — is the moment when the “I” disappears. And only pure Presence remains. Without expectations. Without memory. Without desires. Without image. Only Beingness. And this Beingness — is the Passage.
You do not enter into It. You remember that you never left.
Outside, one can find only a reflection. The real Temple — is within. The real Key — is within. The real Light — is not beyond the horizon, but right here, when everything that obscured the Truth disappears.
No Guardian, no Pyramid, no Teacher will open the gates for you if you yourself do not dare to fall silent — truly. And if you dare — the gates will open in silence. Without flashes, without miracles, without angels. Simply clarity. Simply Light.
The Gates that lead to the Network lie within man. And that means the Network is restored not from without, but from within. With everyone who remembers. With everyone who reunites himself.
The Return of the Guardians. Why they are awakening again today
They never disappeared completely. But they were like sparks under ash. Invisible. Waiting. Preserving.
When the Earth entered the densest layers of sleep, the Guardians did not disappear but withdrew into the depths. They were born into bodies, like everyone, but lived with a secret. They were not recognized, and more often — rejected. But even in exile, in silence, in death — they held the Light.
Now the time of their return is coming. Not in glory, not on thrones. But in people. In simple, unnoticed ones, carrying inner silence and clarity. Those who suddenly begin to remember. Without reasons. Without explanations. Like a call. Like a pulse.
The Return of the Guardians is not an event, but a process. Not a spectacle, but an inner awakening of those who led this Light through the ages. It is not a new elite. It is an old faithfulness. Faithfulness to Truth, beyond names, beyond teachings, beyond religions.
There are many of them. But they do not gather in crowds. They feel each other. Sometimes — they recognize. But more often — they simply know that they are not alone. That the thread is stretching again. That the structure is being restored. Not from without — from within.
They come not to teach, but to sound. To be points on the map of the Network again. To show by their presence: the Light has not gone out. The Light has not been betrayed. The Light — is within.
You may not know who you are. But if you are reading this — you already feel the call. And that means you too are among them. Or have almost returned.

You are a part of this. Awareness of one's place in the chain of transmitting the Light
This is not the story of others. This is not knowledge that can simply be read. Everything you have learned leads not to contemplation — but to participation.
The Network of Light is alive not because it was once built, but because someone continues it. It is alive when the current passes through you. When you stop seeking outside and begin to sound from within. When you become not a receiver, but a node. Not an observer, but a part.
You are not here by chance. Everything that resonates in you — is not news, but a reminder. Your “I recognize this” — is not a metaphor, but a signal. It means you have already carried this Light. It means this frequency has already sounded in you.
Perhaps you were a Guardian. Perhaps you were a Star Builder. Perhaps you are awakening for the first time only in this body. It does not matter. Because from the moment you became aware — you have already become a link.
There are no small and great in this transmission. There is only sincerity. Only purity. Only the readiness to carry — not knowledge, but Presence.
Light does not seek qualifications. It seeks conductors. And if you hear this call, if your heart cannot look away — you are already a part. Already within. Already needed.
This whole book is not about the past. But about you. About the fact that now your time has come. Not to repeat the ancient, but to remember the eternal. And to become it.
Chapter 8. The Gates Within Man
The True Temple is Within
You sought the Gates to Light and Truth in the external: in stone, in the light of a star, in the hiding places of ancient structures. But all of that was only a map. The Gates are within.
They are not located in the body. They do not coincide with organs or points on the skin. They are not in the mind nor in the heart in the usual sense. They are in Consciousness. Not as an idea, but as a living field of perception, capable of opening another level of reality.
When Christ said: “The Kingdom of God is within you”, He was not speaking of a moral state, nor of a metaphor. He pointed directly. The Gate into the Kingdom is a structure of perception capable of transcending time, mind, images, and separation. There is no person there, no name, no doer. There is only Light.
This is precisely that Gate to which all teachings led. Egypt built it outwardly, as a reflection. The East sought it in breath. Christianity lost it in dogmas. But they are not in religion. They are in you.
To enter, no knowledge is needed. The search must cease. Stop in the very center of your own being. Not in thoughts. Not in desires. But in that which is aware even of silence.
This is I — not the one that calls itself a name, but the one who simply Is.
When you remain in this Presence, without holding, without striving, without waiting — the Gates open. Not suddenly. But gradually. Reality begins to sound differently. The familiar loses its power. And you understand: everything you sought was always here.
The body is a temple. But not the one that demands worship. Rather, the one in which Truth sounds. The Gates are not a place. They are a State.
You will not find them in the external world. But you can recognize their reflections — in the eyes of the awakened, in words without the attempt to convince, in that silence where the heart responds.
This is the Gospel of the Kingdom. Not a text. But a State. It is not written down. It is transmitted by the Living.
When you enter the Gate within, what occurs is not a miracle in the ordinary sense, but a return to reality. Not to the one you perceived as the world of matter, but to that which was before matter. In this reality there are no distances — because you are already everywhere. No time — because everything is already happening. No effort — because everything is.
Thus you recognize yourself as part of the Light, and the Light as your True Nature.
For many ages this Knowledge was distorted. They said: “You must earn the Kingdom.” “You must follow the rules, pass through the stages, reach the level.” But the Kingdom is not a level. It is a return.
A child is closer to it than a sage, because it does not complicate. Because it looks without a filter. Because it still remembers.
“Be like children,” — He said. Because only the one who has let go of his images of himself can enter. The one who has ceased to be someone, and has become Being.
When a person enters this state, the world begins to sound differently. Even architecture responds. Even stones, built thousands of years ago, remember their purpose. Because everything in this world is connected.
And then you understand: the Pyramids were not a secret script for minds. They were a response to the inner state of Man. They said: “If you enter into yourself, we will come alive.” Not before.
And now you see how everything connects: the external and the internal, the ancient and the living, the stone and the Light. All of this was and remains one body — the Body of the True Man.
The Gospel of the Kingdom. The News of Who You Really Are
Gospel means good news. But news of what?
That you are not exiled. Not lost. Not forsaken.
That you are an heir.
That the Kingdom is not beyond reach and not after death.
That it is within you. Always was. And always will be.
This news is not for the chosen, not for the righteous, not for the saints.
This is news for everyone. Even for the one who considered himself unworthy.
This is the news that destroys all hierarchies: no one is above, no one is below.
The Kingdom is not given for virtues and not taken away for sins.
It is not sold, not bought, not earned.
It is remembered.
It is yours by birthright.
The good news is that you are more than they told you. You are not merely a slave, not merely a servant, not even only a son. You are an heir. And an heir means a joint-heir. And a joint-heir means one with the One who gives the inheritance.
“I and the Father are one” — this is not blasphemy. This is awakening.
This is the Gospel of the Kingdom. Not news about man, but news about God in man. Not a teaching, but a return. Not a religion, but a remembrance.
And when you hear this — not with your ears, but with your heart — you can no longer remain the same.
Because you have remembered who you are.
Not faith in the Gospel, but the recognition of oneself in it
What is called “the acceptance of faith” is, in reality, recognition.
You must not believe that something is given to you.
You must remember that it was always yours.
This is the difference between religion and the Kingdom.
Religion requires faith in what you do not know.
The Kingdom requires recognition of what you have always known.
Religion calls from outside. The Kingdom sounds from within.
That is why Christ said: “The Kingdom of God is within you.”
Not outside, not in the temple, not in the teaching. But — within you.
This is not an image. This is not a metaphor.
This is a literal indication of the Source that abides in you.
When you hear the Gospel of the Kingdom — you are not learning news,
you are remembering your nature.
You are not the servant who heard a command.
You are the Son in whom the Inheritance has awakened.
And this news is indeed good.
Because it does not demand, but reveals.
It does not judge, but uplifts.
It does not separate, but unites.
This Gospel says to each one: You do not have to become someone to be worthy. You are already worthy, because you are a part of the Selfsame One.
Thus the return begins.
Not with the repentance of fear, but with the repentance of light. Where “repentance” is not self-abasement,
but a turning of the gaze inward: to where the Kingdom awaits, to be recognized.
And then it becomes clear why this is called the Gospel — the good news.
Not because it promises a reward for good behavior, not because it contrasts the “righteous” and the “lost,” but because it removes the very veil of separation.
This is not the news that you must reach out to God. This is the news that you are in Him.
That you were always in Him, even when you turned away, even when you fell.
The good news is not in salvation from wrath. But in the recognition: wrath never existed.
God is not changeable. Light does not waver.
Only the mind creates shadows, only to then fear them.
The Kingdom is not after death. It is not a reward.
The Kingdom is a state in which fear vanishes, time vanishes, role vanishes, duty vanishes, and only I and the Father — one — remain.
This is the essence of the Gospel of the Kingdom: not retribution, but return. Not a covenant, but a revelation. Not faith, but knowledge. And not obedience, but union.
Therefore it belongs to all.
Not to those who were born into the right tradition.
And not to those who observe all the rituals.
But to those who recognize the voice of the Father within themselves — beyond name, beyond creeds, beyond merits.
This is why the Gospel of the Kingdom has no need of mediators. It requires no institutions, initiations, orders. It depends on no interpretations, translations, or sanctions.
It is not inscribed in ink — it is inscribed in Light. And it is read in only one way: by recognition.
When Christ said: “The Kingdom of God is within you,” He left no room for interpretations. He did not say: “it will be.” He did not say: “if you become worthy.” He said: is.
In this lies the revolutionary nature of His message — that it destroyed the verticals of power, broke the model of the “lower” and the “higher,” overturned the world in which man is a supplicant, and opened a world in which man is an heir.
But this inheritance is not obtained automatically. It is not switched on at birth, like a surname or citizenship. It opens only when you cease to be someone. When the image of yourself disappears. When only I AM remains.
At that moment everything becomes clear:
The Kingdom is not a place.
The Kingdom is not a future.
The Kingdom is not a reward.
The Kingdom is Presence.
And Presence needs no proofs. It either is — or you have not yet recognized it.
This is why the Gospel of the Kingdom is not a teaching. Not a morality. Not a path. Not a set of principles. It is the Word that returns you to Yourself. To the One Who was in you from the very beginning. Not as an ideal to be reached. But as the Truth you never lost — only forgot.
Therefore it does not argue with other religions. It does not fight with science. It does not assert exclusivity. It has no need for superiority, because it speaks of that which is above comparison: of the Presence of the One Who is Everything — in each one.
And this is radical. Because it shatters the foundations of all pyramids of power. Because it removes the crown not from kings, but from the very idea of the king as something special, different from you. And because it says: you — are the entrance into the Kingdom.
Not by merit, but by the fact of being.
You are already on holy ground if you have recognized yourself as Light.
The Gospel of the Kingdom is awakening.
And the awakened one does not seek God — he remembers that He is.
And then not only the walls of temples vanish, but the very need for walls.
Because Truth is not a conviction. Truth is you, having recognized Yourself.
The Gospel of the Kingdom is not for the personality.
Nor for the ego that wants to be chosen.
It sounds only for the one who has ceased to identify himself.
Because the Kingdom is not a superstructure upon the ego.
It does not amplify your role, your name, your significance.
It opens when you are no longer playing either first fiddle or last.
When you step out of the play, and do not strive for the leading role in it.

Pride and humility are two sides of the same coin. They exist as long as there is someone who considers himself someone. Pride is proud of its “I.” Humility wants to eliminate it.
But both revolve around a center that does not exist in Truth. Because “I AM” is not the opposite of personality. It is its transparency. It is Light passing through form, not being distorted by it.
That is why in the Kingdom there are no higher and no lower. No one deserves, and no one loses. Because no one holds. He who clings to a name cannot enter.
But he who has given it up — is already inside.
The Gospel of the Kingdom does not say, “Become better.” It says, “Cease being what you are not.”
It does not promise a reward. It points to the Source that has never left you.
You are not a disciple, and not a teacher. You are Light, having recognized Yourself in this body.
You do not become worthy — you remember that you were never unworthy.
You do not advance up steps — you realize that the ladder was imaginary.
You do not struggle with the ego — you see that it cannot exist without your belief in it.
The Kingdom is not a reward for righteousness.
It is not awarded for good deeds, like a medal for long service.
The Kingdom is Awareness: that all is already whole, that nothing is lost, that He who sought is that which was sought.
The Gospel of the Kingdom calls neither to submission nor incites rebellion.
Because both proceed from the one who believes in separation.
It does not say “follow,” nor does it say “rise up.”
It says: “Be.”
Be Light — do not shine.
Be Love — do not prove it.
Be Silence — do not flee from noise.
Because when the game of “becoming someone” disappears, “I AM” remains.
And in this — is the whole Gospel.
The good news is not that you are saved. But that you were never lost.
Not that you were forgiven. But that you are beyond reproach.
Not that you are worthy. But that you are One.
When “I AM” is realized — not as a phrase, not as an idea, but as Presence itself — the need for concepts of worthiness and unworthiness vanishes. Both pride and humility vanish, because they belong only to the image of “I” in the mind: to the one who compares, evaluates, seeks recognition, or hides from guilt.
The true “I” can be neither proud nor humble — it is. It does not exalt itself and does not abase itself. It does not prove and does not justify. It is Light, not dependent on shadows.
Only the ego needs affirmation. Only the personality demands evaluation. Only separateness generates the tension of being better or lesser.
But when you abide in “I AM” — you are not beyond the world, but in its essence. You do not reject form, but you no longer lose yourself in it. You do not reject the path, but you do not cling to it as proof of your significance.
And then it becomes clear: the Kingdom does not come when you attain perfection. The Kingdom comes when you release the striving to become someone. Because He who is — is already here. And He is you.
That is why the Kingdom of God is not a reward for righteousness, nor a crown for the saints. It is not the highest point of a ladder, but the Foundation from which everything begins.
You do not enter it, but remember that you have always been in Him. You do not change to become worthy, but recognize Yourself as you have always been — before name, before history, before role.
Because everything you considered an obstacle — was only a dream of separation. All your efforts to become “better” — were a striving to return Yourself to yourself.
But the Gospel — is the news that nothing can separate you. Not error, not faith, not name. Because the Father has always been in you. And you — have always been in Him.
“I and the Father are one” — is not the assertion of the chosen. It is a reminder to all. It is a revelation that requires no merits.
Thus sounds the Good News. Not as a condition. But as recognized presence. Not as the future. But as the light that already shines in you.
Therefore there is no point in proving the Gospel — it need not be defended or imposed. It is not asserted by words, but recognized by the heart, like one's own voice, long forgotten, but suddenly recognized in silence.
It requires no belonging to a religion, no baptism, prayers, fasts, or sacrifices. It lives before ritual and outside it. Because Truth is not locked in a temple. It breathes through everything, and above all — through you.
You are the Gospel. Not the bearer of a text, but the living news itself. The news that Light is in man. That the Creator is not somewhere far away, but in the breath, in the gaze, in the touch.
Your touch can become healing. Your gaze — revelation. Your presence — a reminder to others that they too were, are, and will be in the Kingdom. Not after death. But already now — when the veils vanish.
Thus the Kingdom manifests: not in institutions, but in Awareness. Not in what separates, but in what unites. Not in fear of judgment, but in the recognition of Love that never disappeared.
When the false “I” disappears — the need for pride disappears. Because there is no longer anyone to compare oneself with, nothing to fight for, and no one to exalt.
Pride lives in separateness. It is the guardian of the ego that fears to disappear.
Humility, on the contrary, is not abasement, but simple recognition: I am not an image, a name, a role, but Presence that simply is. Without the need to be above or below.
True humility does not enslave, but liberates. It does not bow the head before a false god, but dissolves the veil between “I” and “You,” until only I AM remains.
This I — is not a personality. Not a character. Not a history.
This I — is Light, in which thoughts, feelings, forms, names appear and disappear.
This I — is not that which knows. But that in which all knowledge arises. Not the one who sees, but Sight itself. Not the seeker of God, but the Presence of God within.
Thus the Kingdom is not a goal. The Kingdom is the Awareness of one's own Truth. Of that which was not born and does not die. Of that which has always been.
Therefore the Kingdom does not come from outside. It is not built by laws, temples, or priests. It does not appear as a result of deeds, merits, or fear. The Kingdom is already here. But it can be seen only from within. Not by the eyes of flesh, but by the sight of the heart. Not by the mind, but by recognition. Recognition that I am that very Kingdom. I am its breath, its light, its glory. Not as a merit — but as nature. Not as a reward — but as a fact of being. There, where there is no longer “my” path and “my” goal, because the one who divided has vanished. There, where only Light remains. Only Love. Only Life in its infinite fullness.
And then the last barrier vanishes — the one that held Truth at a distance. Because there is no longer “inside” and “outside,” no “I” and “He,” no “seeker” and “found.” Everything that remained separate returns to Unity. Thus the path ends. Not in defeat and not in triumph, but in dissolution into the Source. Everything that seemed important, right, exalted — loses its meaning. Because now there is only Presence. Only the Living God. Not in image. Not in teaching. But in the very breath of being.
Not the one spoken of — but the One who speaks. Not the one prayed to — but the One who prays and hears simultaneously. There is no longer separation between the eye and what it sees. Between breath and air. Between call and answer. All is one. Not in an idea, not in a lofty formula, but in the very essence — in the clear, simple, infinitely tender: I AM.
That is why there is no need to wait for the end of the world, nor for the second coming, nor for a special hour. Everything has already happened. And it continues in every moment, if it is recognized. Not on the stage of the world, but in the heart. Not at the end of times, but beyond time. Because the Kingdom does not come with observation. It is not in the future and not in the past. It is in you. And if you have entered it, everything enters with you.
You must not become better, purer, more righteous, in order to enter. That is a trap of the mind. You cannot merit what is already yours. You cannot earn the Kingdom — just as you cannot buy breath or merit the Sun. All that is needed — is to see that it is already here. And you are already in it. But you look outward and wait for signs. You read prophecies and seek deadlines. But Truth is in Simplicity: everything you sought is already within.
The Kingdom does not come with observation. It is not established from without. It cannot be built on earth by politics, religion, or victory. Because it already is — as the Unmoving Heart of everything. As the true Presence within. And when you cast aside expectation, fear, ideals, when the image of self disappears — that which has always been opens up. Not something new, but something primordial. Not an achievement, but a return.
The Kingdom is not a place. It is not the future and not a reward. It is not the result of efforts, but the end of efforts. It is not something you receive — but what you have always been. But to see this, everything must fall away. Everything you knew about yourself. Everything you considered light. All representations, even of God. Because the Kingdom is not in an image. It does not begin with faith, it begins with the disappearance of the believer. It is not you who enters the Kingdom. But the Kingdom enters you, when you no longer block the Light with yourself.
As long as there is an "I" that desires to enter the Kingdom — it is outside. As long as there is a personality measuring itself by good and evil — it is still building a stairway to where there are no longer steps. The Kingdom is not for the righteous, not for the humble, not for the saints — it is for the living. For those who ARE. Without adornments. Without illusions. Without the garments of the ego. It does not wait for changes in you — it waits for the disappearance of the one who is still trying to change.
When personality disappears — resistance to the Light also disappears. Not because the person has become good, but because the one who divided has itself vanished. The Kingdom is not a reward for the path. It is the path itself, which unfolds at the moment when there is no longer a walker. As long as there is you, striving to become worthy — you are separate. But when there is neither you, nor striving, nor fear, nor effort — then everything becomes the Kingdom. Because you are no longer outside, not before, not behind — you are It.
Thus the old man dies — not in the body, but in awareness. The one who sought the Light dies, and the one who IS the Light is born. Not symbolically. Not metaphorically. But literally — because the center of darkness that created separation disappears. The one who called himself "I" disappears. The one who tried to be good, spiritual, holy disappears. The one who suffered and hoped disappears. Everything that was personal, everything that was considered "mine," loses its foundation. A residual echo may still sound, but there is no longer anyone to respond to it. Where I was — now there is Silence.
And in this Silence a new word sounds. Not from without. Not from a book. But from within, as self-evidence. "I and the Father are one" no longer needs proof. It is not thought, not repeated by the mind — it breathes. As the world breathes. As the Light breathes. Inseparable. Unchanging. Without beginning and without end. And you do not become this — you cease to be something else. Everything that hindered — fell away. Everything that separated — dissolved. Only the Light remains, looking through human eyes.
And this is not ecstasy and not illumination, not a rise and not a peak. It is peace. Deep as the ancient sea before the beginning of time. In this peace there is no desire to prove, to teach, to assert. There is no need to be right, because there is no one who could be wrong. There is no struggle — because everything is in you. Everything that once seemed an enemy, a trial, or a temptation — is now part of one body, one breath. You no longer divide the world into outer and inner. You do not seek confirmations, because Truth does not require mirrors.
You do not rise above others, because the very concept of "other" has disappeared. Not because everyone became you, but because "you" has disappeared. That which remains cannot be called by a name, cannot be measured by a measure, cannot be fixed by a symbol. It is not a person, not a function, not a role. It is not emptiness — but there is nothing superfluous in it. It is not fullness — but everything is in it.
You do not become the center of the universe — you realize that you were never outside it. There was no circle, no circumference, no observer from the side. There was only One — Consciousness aware of itself. And in this awareness, questions disappear, paths disappear, the very striving to attain disappears. Because that which you sought was not hidden. It was you.
And when the illusion of distance disappears — between the seeker and the Truth, between the one who prays and God, between man and the Light — then the Kingdom comes. Not as a reward. Not as a future. But as a present that always was. It does not need to be achieved — it needs to be remembered. Not by the mind. But by being. Because you do not go to the Light — you awaken as the Light.
You do not become part of the Kingdom — you reveal its essence in yourself. Because the Kingdom is not a territory, not an epoch, not a system. It is a state. It is the knowledge of Who you really are. It is the end of all attempts to deserve love. It is the end of bargaining with God. It is the recognized silence in which enemies, suffering, fear, and guilt disappear — because separation disappears. In this disappearance, I AM remains. Not the ego, not a role, not a personality. But that which was before the beginning of time and will be after.
The Kingdom is not the goal of the path, but its unfolding. And when you have seen that in yourself there is no barrier to the Light, then everything changes not from without, but from within. There is no longer any need to seek teachers, intermediaries, permissions. Because the One who was hidden is in you. You yourself are this place. You are not a candidate for entry. You are the open gates. All that is needed is not to enter, but to remember. Thus ends the path that began with a plea for salvation. It concludes with the revelation: you are not lost. You never were. You are with Him, you are in Him, you are as He is. And this is the Good News.
And even when you have understood everything, remembered everything, accepted everything — silence comes, in which the Light Itself continues to sound. It does not demand words, but is ready to speak again through you. Not as a messenger. But as Itself. The Kingdom does not come with observation, because it is already here. But now it can manifest — through you. This is what the whole story was for. Not so that you would become better. But so that you would become living Light.
Chapter 9. The Gospel of Light. You Are the Bearer
You did not read this book with your eyes. You recognized it. Because the knowledge that was in it has always been in you. Everything that seemed new — is not novelty, but remembrance. Everything that sounded strange — was not foreign, simply long forgotten. Because Truth does not come from without. It calls to itself from within.
This book does not call for the building of a new religion, school, movement, or brotherhood. It does not require signing, baptism, or ritual. It does not erect a ladder to be climbed upward — because the Light is not above. It is within. Here. Already.
The good news is not a promise of paradise after death. It is the knowledge of the Kingdom — which is already here. Not for the chosen. Not by merit. Not by tradition. But because you ARE.
You are the heir. Not as a role, not as a responsibility, but as naturalness. As breath. As light that cannot be darkness.
Your "I" — is not a person. Not an ego. Not a history. It is I AM. Not in the sense of pride, but in the sense of Pure Light. The Silence in which everything is.
You are the Gospel. You are the very message you sought. And you are the one for whom it is intended. You are both the receiver and the bearer and the message itself. Because in you everything is united: the path, the goal, and the Word spoken before the beginning of time.
You did not come to worship the Light. You came to be It.
Not to glorify the truth, but to speak it. Not to admire the inheritance, but to become the heir.
This is the transmission — not knowledge, not faith, not even initiation, but the inner consent to be the one who bears. The one who sounds. The one who is as He is.
As long as you seek the light, you are outside. When you become the Light, you are inside. And then it is no longer you who speaks: through you the Source speaks. Not you who walks — but He walks in you.
Thus the Gospel of the Kingdom comes out of the book and enters the human. Thus it ceases to be a text and becomes the Body. Thus It becomes you.
For it is no longer you — but Christ in you. And it is not your life — but Life through you. Not the path to God — but God walking in you.
This is the return to the Kingdom. Not after death. Not by merit. Not through ritual. But through the recognition of Self.
And when one has recognized — the node begins to sound. And when one sounds — another responds. And then it is no longer you alone, but many. And not many — but One.
This is not a great religion, but a great Memory. This is not a prophecy, but a fulfillment.
This is the Completion. But not the end. Because from now on — you are the Beginning.
Chapter 10. You Are Part of This
You are not an observer.
You are not a researcher.
You are not a reader of the book, but its continuation.
All the chapters before this were a map. But a map is not needed by one who is already on the path. Now you stand not at a crossroads, but at a node point. And this node — is not in the desert, not in a temple, not in the sky. It is in you.
What you read about the pyramids, about the Grid, about the Guardians — is not about others. It is about you. You felt this. Sometimes your heart stopped, sometimes warmth ran through your body. Sometimes tears flowed without reason. Because Truth is recognized not by the mind.
You are the point through which the Grid comes alive. Through which Memory connects generations. Through which the One sounds.
Do not ask now what to do. Because the Light does not give orders. It flashes, and you already know.
Now it has flashed.
Chapter 11. I and the Father Are One
You have read, you have sought, you have asked, you have accepted. Now look: everything you called Truth, Light, Knowledge — always looked from within. Everything you strove for was never outside. You walked a path that had no extension, because it was in you. All keys, all nodes, all gates — are reflections of the One, and He is not beyond, but in you. And you are not a reflection, but the very Light in which everything is reflected.
When you say: "I and the Father are one," you are not declaring your importance. You are not rebelling against God and not exalting yourself to the heavens. You are returning to the Home from which you were never banished. These words are not about pride. They are words of humility: the acknowledgment of Unity, in which the "I" as separate disappears, and only "I AM" remains.
You are no longer a disciple. Not a supplicant. Not a follower. You are Presence. Living, inexpressible, eternal. This is not a concept. It is not a philosophy. It is a fact — if you look not with the eyes of the mind, but from within Being itself. Then there is no longer an "I" that seeks. There is only that which always was. And you are that It. Not the one who experiences revelation. But Revelation itself.
You may call it God. Light. Love. Truth. But every word is only a reflection. And You are the mirror itself.
And therefore you say:

"I and the Father are one."

This is not a manifesto.
This is not a religion.
This is not a teaching.
This is Acknowledgement.
This is Realization.
This is Return.
This is the Gospel of the Kingdom — not a story about the future, but a remembrance of the present. That the Kingdom is already within you. That it will not come — because It IS. Always. Eternally. Without conditions. Without hierarchies. Without intermediaries. You did not become worthy — you simply remembered.
And now — silence.
Not an end.
A beginning.

