The Apostle of Immortality
A TALE OF THE UNPRECEDENTED
. . . the time is near for all boundaries to be effaced and for the whole Earth to become our fatherland, and then not onfy the Earth, but the infinite universe too; wings of canvas and steel do not suffice, some day the wings of the spirit will carry m into the embrace of Eternity.
A. Blok
І met him in the Klukhori Pass, at an altitude of two thousand eight hundred metres. It was all very unexpected and incredible.
That summer I took my holidays in July. The weather was beautiful, so I decided to venture through the Caucasus on my own, following the ancient Sukhum Road. At first I wanted to take along a companion, and even began to ask among my friends, describing the lure of the wild mountains. However, all my efforts were in vain, as everyone preferred package holidays on the shores of the Black Sea, the Dnieper River, or in the resorts of the Carpathian Mountains. So I gave up trying, and was even glad that I had: after all, why did I need anyone to come with me? It would invariably mean having to make polite conversation, to socialize and, heaven forbid, suffer all sorts of whims. I get enough of that at work, so I decided it would be better to spend the whole month on my own with only the endless sky and the mountains for company.   
That is what I decided, and that is what I did.
I reached Teberda and spent a few days there getting used to the mountain air while at the same time acquiring something of a tan. Then, after having bought some provisions, I hoisted my enormous knapsack onto my back, and set off for Klukhori.
Towards evening I was already close to the pass. Translucent diamond crests gleamed in the sky and the air was crisp and dry. A blue-green lake slumbered in the crater of an ancient volcano, sending forth a mighty torrent which frothed angrily as it tumbled down to the valleys carpeted in flowers, I decided to stop for the night in a spot overlooking the valley, but did not pitch my tent, for I wanted to sleep under the start, I lay in my sleeping bag, while above a cosmic Bach played the inaudible chords of a pure and triumphal melody on a stellar organ. The exultant echo of the mountains imbued these mysterious chorales of eternity with the refreshing souls of the glaciers.
Whether I slept or not, I do not know. R rose at the crack of dawn — feeling happy, rested and enthusiastic. After a drink from the clear torrent, I washed in its icy water and continued on my way to the pass.                                                
Clouds slumbered in the valleys below. Above them them ice-capped peaks were awakening, greeting the sun. Light suddenly pierced the gray veil of mist and showered its generous colors on the rocky agglomeration of the Caucasus. I took off my knapsack and stood awestruck. No sounds from the lowlands reached here, this was the domain of Eternity. Peace and quiet Something impossible to describe in words. The living human spirit had to commune with nature, become an inseparable unity with it. For a few moments I experienced such a state.
And then I saw him. At first I didn't even understand who he was and why he was there. A person was sitting on a boulder to my right. He was a man of about thirty. His big gray eyes regarded me benevolently, smiling. He was wearing only blue shorts and his lean body shimmered like a rainbow in the sunlight. He appeared to be covered with morning dew. "Could he be a lunatic?" I thought initially. "But why is he here, at this altitude?"
The stranger's lips winced, an ironic expression played on his face. However his words were serene and amicable.
"Good morning, comrade. Isn't the view exquisite? You wont see its like down below ..."
"Good morning," I replied. "I've already admired the view... But, excuse me . . ."
"My appearance worries you?"
"No," I said in bewilderment. "But I thought perhaps you needed help..."                                                           
"Not yet," the stranger answered cheerfully, shaking his long black locks. "I'm not mad or in dire need of anything. Just a traveller, like yourself. A "savage". I like solitude, beautiful places where I can think . . ." "You spent the night here?"
"Sure."
"But where's your tent? Your sleeping bag . . .?" "I   haven't   any,"   the   stranger   shrugged   his   shoulders indifferently. "I don't need such things ..." "Hm. You're a stoic. But such hardship can lead to illness or
lifelong disability ..."                                               
"That's no longer a threat to me. I see you're surprised. You don’t believe me. Oh well, I’ll have to explain a thing or two then. If we were somethere below, in the valley, I wouldn’t have dared. But here I’ll tell you. You are impressed by the magic of the mountains, your soul is receptive to the unusual, perhaps you will understand…”
“But who are you?”
“A person. Your contemporary. My surname? For me it no longer has any meaning. I used to be called Hryhoriy. Hryts. Call me Hryts, if you like. Well, shall we go? It’s time. The sun is out, we can make tracks. Here, let me help you on with your knapsack. Oho, how many useless things you've stuffed into it! Look at me — just a simple shirt and pants. And I only wear them when people are around, so they won't get offended."
"But what do you eat?" I asked in astonishment.
"The same thing as you," he smiled mirthfully. "The sun's rays. Only you obtain them from coarse foods — meat or fruits, while I get them directly..."
"Come on, really. . ."
"What?"
"You're bluffing. This is some archfantasy. True, Tsiolkovsky1 once dreamt of such a being, but it is impossible. To assimilate sunlight directly? No, no, that's unnatural. . .!"
"But why?" Hryts asked in genuine surprise.
"Well, because we humans have specialized. Flora went the way of photosynthesis, while we animals and humans became the parasites of flora..."
"That's true!" exclaimed Hryts. "I agree with that. We really are parasites of the plant kingdom. But as for the impossibility of radiation energetics, I dispute that. Especially since the proof of it stands before you. I myself..."
"Hm. Either I'm dreaming . . . or you're ... pulling my leg..."
Hryts laughed and fiery sparks played in his penetrating, slightly insane eyes.
"I know, I know. You think differently. You think that before you stand an imbecile, a psycho, a schizo, as the young smart
alecks say. All the same look at me. Even a cursory inspection confirms some anomaly..."
Indeed, his body was unusual, covered by a barely noticeable misty membrant which shimmered like a rainbow in the sun. He had a broad chest and a sunken belly. A very strange figure! And besides, he was barefoot! Surely he didn't tread barefoot over these rocks?
"Aha! You're looking at my feet. No shoes. Well, that can be achieved through training. However my soles are just as tender a yours. Please take a look. Not a scratch, though I've been in the mountains for a long time. Well — are you convinced!?"
1    Konstantin E. Tsiolkovsky (1857-1935), A Russian scientist and SF writer.
"Stop keeping me in suspense, tell me your secret..." 
"There is no secret. Let's go. I'll tell you everything, I won't hide a thing. It may prove useful to you. And if not to you, then perhaps to your friends..."
We began our descent, passing gigantic boulders, aggregations of grotesque rocks covered in greenish-gray moss. Yellowing human bones were strewn among them, here and there lay rusty pieces of German rifles and spent cartridges. An intense battle had been fought here once. The Germans had wanted to break through to the sea along the Sukhum Road; every rock had resounded with shots, every rock had been awash with blood. Everything had passed. A wise silence reigned over the mountains once more, bones lay yellow among the rocks and here was this peculiar stranger with me beside him . . .
I trod carefully, loose stones shot out from under my shoes, but Hryts moved along this dangerous track with ease. At times he seemed to be floating above the ground like a misty summer cloud. We came out onto an ancient road trodden in by millions of travellers. On our right an emerald stream thundered into a rocky gorge and to its enchanting accompaniment my companion continued his incredible tale. I haven't altered a word of it...
"Several years ago I worked in the Kiev Institute of Cybernetics. I was a mathematician by profession. My father, a pedagogue, passed onto me his love for this science. Ever since I was a small boy I have been in love, as it were, with that wonderful world of numbers, precise measurements and faultlessly accurate experiments. I loved to attend lectures on physics, chemistry and geometry. I listened in rapture as my father led his students along the fairy-tale path of measurements, numbers and weights to the dizzying heights of scientific abstraction. The familiarization with the history of science finally convinced me of the omnipotence of knowledge, the invincibility of the exact sciences.
"That childhood impression determined my life. I entered university, choosing the faculty of cybernetics. This science has masterfully "intruded" into the consciousness of humanity, into technology, into our way of life, promising miracles in our perception of the world and its most profound workings, modelling the processes of creativity and intuition, overshadowing the aureole of poets and chess masters. I also became fascinated by the magical powers of science, the possibility of comprehending everything, of opening up an area of infinite possibilities for mankind by utilizing rational aids such as cybers and even cyborgs — synthetic beings with a biological base. 
"But you know all about that, so I won't go into details. "During my final year at university fate dealt me its first blow. My father died. 
"I found him still conscious. He was in agony. Cancer was devouring his lungs, none of the treatments were helping, the two operations merely hastened the inexorable.
"Father's bed stood by an open window. He liked to watch the sunrise, its pink rays penetrating the lush garden greenery, sending sunbeams to dart about playfully on his emaciated face. A mysterious yearning glowed in his sunken eyes. I looked at this dear man, the closest person to me, and sensed that he was leaving me forever, that he was melting before my eyes like a summer cloud, and there was no power on Earth which could prevent this terrible inevitability. Tears, commiseration, scientific knowledge, the efforts of the doctors - all were futile, utterly futile!
"It was then that I began to doubt the omnipotence of science. My thoughts were harsh and uncompromising. So what, I thought, if some day the all-powerful science of the future d iscovers the elixir of life? What good would it do my father? What use would it be to the untold millions who spent each day in agony, raising their hands to a mute god, to the desert of nonexistence on the other side of the grave?
"My father was no more. Only memories remained, and a small green mound over his remains. And a little elder bush which some old lady had planted. There was also the cheerful necrology recited at the cemetery by Oksana, a pupil from the ninth grade. 'The memory of our wonderful teacher will remain in our hearts forever'. Oh, naive little girl! You will be laughing your head off tomorrow, listening to the jokes of your classmates. And the day after you will be melting in the arms of some dark-eyed boy, without a second thought for the sorrowful face of the deceased mathematician who so loved to lead you through the labirynths of knowledge...!
"Oh, well! That's how it should be. That's how it will be. However the illusion was shattered. I became introspective, my spirit began the mournful task of analyzing and dissecting the riddles of life.
"I entered the Institute of Cybernetics, completed my postgraduate research and easily defended my dissertation. Everyone foretold a brilliant future for me. I worked under a well-known scientist in a section where the latest logic machines were being constructed. The prospects, the projects! Immortal cyborgs, self-programming mechantropes, invulnerable cosmonauts who could head for distant worlds, synthetic child prodigies who would open up the most secret inner depths of matter for humankind, composers and automaton poets who would dethrone the mystique of creative inspiration and reveal its rational base. There was much talking, shouting, numerous articles were written and academic declarations made. There were countless threats to model the intuitive process. And yet I was already indifferent to these words. Something within me had changed, a qualitative transformation.
"One day I was walking along a Kiev street through a crowd of noisy humanity. Nothing had changed. But suddenly I understood what it was that I lacked.
"My rage rested on a department-store window with mannequins on display. Modern papier-mache boys and girls. Perpetual smiles, learned gestures. Frightening stasis, the inability to change anything. Everything would forever remain as the fashion designer had specified.
"And I realized that science faced such a danger too. The stasis of programs, of the primordial impulse. We had to exhaust the given impulse ad infinitum even though it might be leading us nowhere. We were forced to make use of experimental results obtained with the aid of this or that apparatus, which could be emitting signals modelled on archaic levels of knowledge. The most important thing to remember was that amid the avalanche of machines and cybers man remained inimitable, only sharpening his intellect unilaterally, while the intuitive, ethical and sensual spheres were being systematically downgraded because of his complete reliance on the rational analysis of the cybernetic outlook."
Hryts became silent. A group of tourists was approaching. We caught the sounds of a transistor mingled with merry laughter. A wiry Svan guide walked in front, leading a horse by the reins. A few knapsacks were strapped onto the saddle. Seeing us, the tourists begam calling out, chatting among themselves. They catted us, giving Hryts disconcerted looks. The girls branded him with their lusty glances, but he paid no attention to anyone and continued along the path unperturbed, solemnly, as if there was no one nearby.  
"Hey, boy! Have you been robbed? Need a pair of sneakers? We've got two spare pairs."
"He doesn't need them," I shrugged. "He's used to going about barefoot." 
"What about food? Perhaps you need some, eh? 'Cause your friend there looks like a hermit. You sure he isn't a yogi you've dragged out of some cave, eh?" 
"Ha, ha, ha!" the tourists laughed and the surrounding mountain valleys played with the echoes of their guffaws. 
The group disappeared around a bend and a rational silence descended on us again. I caught up to Hryts. Giving me a kind smile, he sighed deeply and continued his account.
"And then I fell in love. She was a student of philology and
wrote nice poetry, even had a book published. I sensed in her that poetry which I lacked - a yearning for the transcendental, the extrasensual, a oneness with the imperceptible, the intangible, the unprecedented, the destruction of barriers of personality, individual limitations, the confines of the intellect Beautiful dap enchanting evenings. I seemed to have finally found the desired synthesis. It was in the union of lovers, who imbued the communion of their feelings with the unique nectar of separate experiences. It was bliss, I was in seventh heaven... "Then came another blow!
"We went skating in winter. I fell through the ice. Valya screamed in horror, there were no people about and I couldn't climb out onto the ice. My body grew numb, I felt myself losing consciousness. My lashes began to freeze together, a blinding mirage appeared before my eyes, and there too was the monstrous face of my beloved girl. That was just it: somehow it seemed so monstrous to me then.
"I don't know what happened after that. Someone ran up, threw in some boards, pulled me out. Then came the ambulance, the hospital. But it was too late. I had lost the use of both legs. Paralysis. Two years of treatment did not help. I became an invalid and received a pension. I had regular visits from various boys and girls who tried to amuse and comfort me. They consulted me. Why not! My mental faculties were unimpaired, I could help many of those preparing their dissertations and proved useful to many former colleagues. Then the visits became less and less frequent. Social duties had been fulfilled, no one really felt like seeing a paralyzed friend. Oh, I understood that, so I wasn't very disappointed when I was left alone once more.
"She came a few more times. Valya would look at me sadly and sigh. At times she didn't know what to say and flipped through my books or played the tapes she had heard a hundred times over. Finally she plucked up enough courage and, looking away with innocent suffering eyes, said to me: " 'Hryts, I have something important to tell you .. .' "I feigned a cheerful laugh and replied: " There's no need, Valya. No need, little girl. Why torture yourself, struggling with an ethic-moral complex which our parents instilled in us, though they never heeded it themselves. You want to leave me? But you've already done that, a long time ago…’
" 'Me?' She clapped her hands theatrically, regarding me with offended, angelic eyes. 'When? I'm always with you . . .'
" 'Yes, yes, physically you're here. But your soul has been elsewhere for a long time. I've noticed. And I've been expecting these words. It won't be painful for me. Farewell...' 
" 'Hryts, please understand . . .'
" 'It's all right, Valya. I understand. What would you do with a paralyzed, immobile husband? And what sort of husband would I make? Just a log! In a movie, exceptional loyalty might be bearable, but in real life... No, no, don't eat your heart out, go your own way and find yourself a partner... ' 
"She left. For good.
"But all the same, I had been lying. I was hurt. Incredibly hurt. The world crumbled about me and rained splinters on my heart, my nerves, my brain, sgocking and maiming an already mutilated soul.
"I don't wish to discuss sensations any more. What followed was a nightmare, hopelessness, the pits. Days, months, years. I tried to find some meaning to my new existence, at least a fragment of sense. I had read and known all about heroes, all about endurance, unshakeable faith. But all that made sense only if a person took for granted the worth of life itself, of biological functioning. I had never before thought about the worth of life itself. For me it was a vehicle to perception, inquiry and endeavor. But now what endeavor could  there be with immobility. What inquiry? Why burden the world with my presence, forcing those close and not so close to me to sacrifice years of their precious time for a useless cripple? Especially since my illness began to progress and I was losing the use of my arms and had difficulty in speaking. A nurse was hired to look after me, clean up my room. It was hard on me and I felt very ashamed. Sometimes I wanted to crawl out of bed, reach the window and throw myself onto the asphalt below. My room was on the sixth floor and my skull would have been smashed to a pulp. But I couldn't even manage that - I didn't have the strength."
I found Hryts' account enthralling, although I couldn't grasp what his personal tragedy had to do with the unusual capabilities he had hinted at initially. The knapsack was eating into my shoulders, I wanted to rest and have a drink of water. I stopped him and gestured that we sit down. He glanced at my perspiring face and agreed, helping to unburden me. While I washed in the stream and greedily gulped down the refreshing water, Hryts sat under an ancient poplar and listened to the rustling of its leaves. I returned to the path, sat down on a rock, and asked him to continue.
"What happened next," Hryts went on, "confirms an ancient piece of wisdom: a person is the smith of his own life. The hammer and anvil are possessed by all. They are our will. We are accustomed to swimming in the current of harmonious social life. We acquire a profession, a dwelling, opportunities. But when one of these disappears - we are at a loss, we lose faith in ourselves. But the measure of everything is man himself. The ancients knew this. If there is any sense to life, then it should not be present in external opportunities, though no one will deny the importance of our environment. However, the main thing is the inner determination of attaining goals and the will to act You will no doubt say what I thought at first -- what can an invalid do, an immobile log chained to his bed? The point was that I was used to seeing action as being beyond me and had forgotten that concealed within each of us is the root and nucleus of any act - our spirit and our mind. Therefore, if one opportunity for action is lost, the spirit can discover ten, a hundred others . . .
"Listen to what happened next. One day, as part of her duties the nurse brought me my mail. I leafed through the newspapers and began to read the magazines. In one of the popular science journals I came upon a very interesting article on hunger therapy. The mechanism of self-limitation and the benefits of hunger therapy were argued convincingly, the theory and practice of the treatment were covered.
"I figured I had nothing to lose. I dismissed my doubts. In any case, it was an escape even in the event of a negative result. I would simply expire, and that would be that. I would extinguish the already wavering flame of life with my own win...
"I won't bore you with a description of the details. Suffice to say that on the third day I already knew that I was doing the right thing. During those first two days my body had demanded food, but on the fourth I experienced relief. In a week I was sitting up in bed and my speech had improved. On the tenth day I lowered my feet to the floor. Moved to tears, the astonished nurse brought me a pair of crutches and helped me to hobble about the room.
"After two weeks I was able to walk around the room on my
own. Slowly I began to develop my biceps. I drank only water and herbal teas with honey. I exercised daily and rubbed myself down with water. After three weeks I ventured outside and strolled
about the Botanical Gardens, hugging the tree trunks and weeping from sheer happiness that once more I could gaze into a clear sky, breathe in the perfume of the trees, stroke the rough bark of the oak and feast my eyes on the beauty of the flowers.
"Eight weeks passed. I recovered fully. Fully, you understand?
"I resumed my normal eating habits, put on some weight. Then I
went to see my doctors. They were impressed, bewildered. However, they understood everything when I explained how I had cured myself.
"At the institute I was received with an enthusiastic roar. Some lowered their eyes. There was no need. My happiness had swamped all the insults and disappointments.
"I was reinstated and granted three months leave so that I could fully recover, get my strength back and attain the 'necessary condition', as my boss put it with a pleasant smile.
"I decided to spend more time in the Carpathians. Before leaving, I met Valya. She was engaged and preparations for the wedding were under way. However my former love looked sad and tears glistened in her eyes.
" 'Why did you call me?' she whispered, biting on the edge of her handkerchied. 'To hurt me? To get back at me?' 
" 'Get back at you, Valya?' I was surprised. 'But haven't you chosen your path in life? Aren't you happy?'
" 'Don't laugh! I was happy with you. Fate has mocked me... '
" 'Valya,' I dared. 'I want to reveal my secret to you. And if you'll understand...'
" 'What kind of secret?'
" 'The greatest one of all. That is the only reason I contacted you. Otherwise I wouldn't have dared... If you understand - then fate and its whims will mean nothing to us! We will weave our own fate. I have perceived this and I believe in the unprecedented...'
" 'This sounds phantasmagorical, irrational,' she smiled through her tears. 'But go on...'
"So I opened my soul to her, revealed what I had decided upon during those memorable days when I was returning from immobility to life ...
" 'You're mad!' Valya cried in horror after hearing my ardent confession. 'You're demented. Immobility at first, then hunger, the joy of returning to life... Listen, Hryts, don't tempt fate, begin thinking normally again...! Before it's too late! Let it be a lapse, a temporary illusion, I'll understand everything ...!'
" 'I believed that you were a poet in everyday life too!' I said, disappointed. 'I believed you were abnormal! But a poet who advocates normality? Sorry I bothered you . . .' We never met again. I found myself near Chornohora1, rented a room from an old woman, a spinster who lived high up on a ridge, just below a stand of firs, and embarked on my plan . . ."
"What did you decide to do?" I asked impatiently. "What plan did you contemplate? What changes in outlook?"
1. Chornohora  -   a mountain in the Ukrainian faction of the Carpathian Mountains.
"A minute's patience, please," Hryts replied. "Let me help you with your knapsack. There. Now, let's go. Listen carefully. I am coming to the crux ... Have you ever thought what man is? Why he lives? Such a question is not whimsical. Countless philosophers and sages, scientists and politicians, sociologists and theologians have considered the question for thousands of years. There are various answers, various approaches. But there is no universal conclusion. Isn't that strange? After all, one eagle won't argue with another about their purpose in life. There are wings, there is air, the boundless sky. Fly, take pleasure in flight. In the same way it is not necessary to define the nature of a flower, a bee, a snake or a hedgehog. But man seeks his purpose in life. He searches ponders his goal, but then chooses to master a profession and molds himself into a specialist. Man - engineer, man - teacher, man - tailor, man - politician, man - soldier. Bizarre specialization, subordination of oneself to a nonhuman goal, an industrial, scientific or social necessity.  But what is man beyond his profession, beyond his social function? I asked myself that, but could find no satisfactory answer. I couldn't then, but now I know. I shouldn't race ahead, though . . .
"While I was undergoing the hunger therapy, my mind was enlightened by a single lofty revelation. Willpower. We had forgotten about it. This force had led the animal kingdom from the amoeba to the human being. It seethed in every tree leaf, it charged the rays of sunshine, it was present in the cranes' spring cries and in the uprisings for freedom, in a child's yearning for adventure and in the beauty of flowers, in the anguish of great love and in the despair of a scientist who shatters his heart against the wall of the universe's countless mysteries. Perhaps my words sound trivial, however we rarely make use of willpower, although we repeat the word at every step. We have replaced the true will to act with an imitation - an i numerable avalanche of programs. Herein lies the danger in cybernating thought, feeling and creativity. Instead of a living penetration into the infinite, we have a model of the universe. Instead of expanding our feelings - we create analogs for them, mechanical prosthetic devices. Instead of mastering new possibilities in evolution - we accumulate old values; instead of mastering new, economical energetics, we exploit the precious organic resources of our planet! But what am I telling you? Every thinking inhabitant of Earth should understand this. And there are many who do! However almost no one wants to stop and think - where is the alternative, the new path?
" I told myself: ' An experiment! It will answer all your questions. Have you realized that it was willpower which put you on your feet, resurrected you, performed a miracle where all the powers of medicine were impotent?! Well then, continue along the same path. Discover your million-year-old mystery, look into the treasury of your own being, answer the question: who are you beyond what your parents, your specialization, your education made you into? Who are you as a person, rather than a cyberneticist?'
"I know what you will say. Man is g social creature. That's true, without social information a child cannot master the knowledge of the past. But all the same - information can build tap such a barrier in the eternal genetic code that a person becomes incapable of molding himself, becoming completely subject to an artificial program of race, government, religion, education or some such thing.
"Now, about will. Why do we apply it? There is only one answer - to forge ourselves. That which took millions of years to occur in nature - things such as the appearance of new genera, new families and species - can be achieved by a person in the space of a lifetime. Not consumerism, not the pleasure of surfeit, but self-discovery! That is the ideal for mankind!
"I realized life was not a spontaneous phenomenon, not mere chance. It is all-encompassing. It is the essence of the sole substance, matter. And its highest aspect is light, radiation.
"The world-bearing fabric of life unifies infinity as the perpetually dynamic blood of the universe. Absolute life is manifested. Through immeasurable combinations of systems, planets, evolutions, it ascends ever higher through countless experiments, and creates a bewitching Symphony of Being.
"At the same time co-ordinates of existence and consciousness are created. Each has his own, although the universe is absolute for all. For us the most important co-ordinates are Time, Space, Mass and Motion. But they are not universal. On the contrary, our world is only a venous system of the Absolute Organism, where the world-bearing blood slows down the rhythm of being and weaves a shadowy existence - substance. In time, breaking the fetters of gravitational lethargy, light gives birth to biological life and spurs it on to self-perception, to cognizance, to human evolution* Through thought and spiritual ecstasy, through the beauty of creation and heroic deeds, light returns to the Dwelling of Infinity, enriched with ideas of exploit and self-denial, love and co-suffering, fortitude and faith.
"And so the grandiose interchange takes place in the vast being of Mother Nature,
"Evolution is the gradual transition from a shadowy to a worldbearing existence, from the world of Relativity to the world of Absoluteness, from the world of Necessity to the world of Freedom."
I listened to Hryts' impassioned speech as though it was a legend. Where had he come from? Why did his words burn with
such ardent faith in what he said? Still, there was no particularization! Only generalizations, exaltation, inspiration! I told him that. I told him that each experiment required a result. But what result had his romantic thoughts yielded? What would humanity become, changing from a "shadowy" existence as he put it, to a world-bearing one? Would bodies and individuals remain, or would everything be transformed into facelessness, a Lemovian1 "Solaris", where the whole planet comprised a single organism? Even if it was possible in principle, who could prove that such life would be more pleasant than our present existence?
"Oh, no!" laughed Hryts, looking dreamily beyond the mountains, where soft white clouds wove beautiful fairy-tale forms against the blue sky. "Not for anything! Mother Nature bore us through the thickets of primitive genera, families and species to the thinking, independent beings that we are now. Having that consciousness, can we possibly stoop to become a mindless crowd, a degraded mass? Quite the opposite - complete individualization! That is the next step in evolution. A union of titanic minds and feelings. Not herds of average good-for-nothing people, consumers of material comforts, but a fellowship of cosmic creators.
1.         Stanislaw Lem (b. 1921). A Polish SF author, born in Lviv and
the author of Solaris. Considered by many to be the leading representative of SF in the Communist world.
"Through   its   activity   humanity   has   given   birth   to  a psychosphere. It already exists and will be present in the future. It is immortal. It is mankind's memory. All who direct their psyche into this current can utilize it. But to be born into the psychosphere, the noosphere, to be able to act freely there, to form a new body, a new manifestation, it is imperative to overcome the mentality and action of the natural program. We must become our own foundries.   Create  an  inviolable  center  of consciousness - independent of time, space or death. Let man choose his own base. Nature has given him one body. Born of body, man will master myriads of bodies and phenomena. 
"This is freedom, my friend! Freedom! "I know, I know! You want to contradict me again. You want to query the method, the aim of the experiment. I have been talking a lot about the theoretical basis of my outlook so that you could grasp the most elementary principle: the power of Infinity lies in the human will. For milleniums people nave given away their will, their power, their glory to their heavenly shadows - despotic gods. They went - barefoot, hungry and wretched - carrying a pauper's has on their backs, entreating the heavens for alms. The heavens were silent. While in that bag - do you hear, my friend - in that beggar's sack toy the magic warder of omnipotence. The warder of willpower!
"Now I talk about it freely, confidently. Because I know. But then, then I admit I had mixed feelings. There were doubts, wavering. Deep meditation, searching - but where should I begin? I decided to start with the energetics of the organism, since it comprised the basis of biological life. I realized that no new, higher level could be attained without renouncing the law of engulfment. As long as we depend on food, weather, dwellings and other creatures - how can we have will? All our actions are bound by myriads of threads to countless creatures, phenomena and objects. What freedom can we dream of?
"The beauty of the Carpathians helped me. Long days of meditation and concentration. Everything around me seemed to urge me not to be afraid. The grandiose folds of the mountains, the tall sentinel firs and the all-knowing silence which drifted over Chornohora on starry nights - all seemed to command: begin!
"And I said: why not begin? Why not try? Anyone can theorize, but only a bird can soar into the sky! If the capacity for a new manifestation exists within me, success will follow. If it is not present, then that capability should appear. Otherwise willpower is useless! A mere fiction. And then a human being is only a slave of nature, its marionette. That's uncompromising - right? However truth comes above all else!
"I repeated my hunger therapy experiment. Sixty days abstinence. Previously my goal had been to cure myself, to become mobile and lead a normal human life. Now the aim was entirely different.
"At dawn I joined the sun and became one with it. Yes, yes! This is no abstraction! I felt a part of it, one of its atoms. More than that, I felt I was the sun itself, a consolidation of radiation isolated for travels to other worlds. So what, if I was opaque, if I was no ball of fire? So what, if I had to walk, sleep and wear clothes? My toiler being had been dozing all this time, clothed in three dimensions! And now that I wanted to return to the Infinite Dwelling, I was awakening. I had no need of food or foreign sources of energy. I was energy itself, the external dynamo of universal Motion.
"Oh, my friend! You cannot comprehend what the will can create! It is like a snowman. A whole colossus can grow from one small snowball. Or a nuclear chain reaction. The same law applies to degradation and ascension. Steadfastness of will is the key to all locks. In science, in exploit, in love.
"Transformations began to occur in my body. I drove myself to the edge of death. And thus I achieved harmony with the million-year-old evolutionary reflex. It had not been active because there was no need for it, man lived in a hothouse. But when I summoned it into action, when I perceived it - it awoke. I don't know whether it was a first on Earth or not. Maybe someone has done this before me. Maybe ... I hope to meet such people if they exist. We ought to open a whole new era for mankind, new possibilities. Do you understand what I'm leading up to?"
"But the setup of your experiment?" I uttered in confusion. "It doesn't sound very serious. More like wizardry . . ."
"There-there!" nodded Hryts, smiling benevolently. "Your lips are voicing the ancient program. It is impossible because it cannot be. We are the finest energetic machines, not even machines, but the very basis of the world's energetics. Every atom of our being contains immeasurable power. But while we possess such a fine system, we still resort to the archaic steam-engine, we burn precious wood. Ill tell you, the means of our nutrition is an animal legacy. It has to be transformed, transmuted. Then everything will proceed more easily, more confidently. Having an immeasurable source   of   energy,  one   can   achieve   phenomenal   results. Transmigration, that is journeying through space, union at a distance with intelligent beings, telekinesis, antigravitation and countless other possibilities. But the principal thing is that you master your own being, overcome death, because you can stop the degeneration of the organism, rise above time. Oh, how I wish mankind would step onto the path of immortality. It would solve countless problems. It would really open up the Cosmos to those on Earth. However, I must go. I am being called . . ."
"By whom? Wherer I looked around in surprise. "It's quiet, there's no one around . . ."
"My female friend is calling me," he answered tenderly, fixing his clear gaze on me. "She is in the Carpathians. She believes me and together we want to destroy the net of time ..."
"You can hear so far away?" I asked incredulously. "Distance does not exist for those who feel their presence everywhere. Recall the folk tales. A hero helps out a fish and it gives him one of its scales. In time of need he sets it alight and the fish comes to his assistance. The same goes for the bear and the fox. Our ancestors were wise indeed. They knew, and passed on the legacy to us: unity with nature offers fantastic possibilities. But we must unite with nature without devouring it. On the contrary, we must become its essence, its heart, its child ... Farewell, my friend!"
His figure began to fade. Or was it my imagination? What was happening to me? To my eyes?
"Wait, I'd like to meet you again ... To talk some more . . ."
"You know the main thing," came Hryts' faint voice. "The rest is all will. By the way, have you understood the meaning of the words freedom and will?" "I don't follow you ..."                                               
"All the philosophers fretted over the definition of the concept of will and freedom. But it's all very simple. In the word itself is revealed the essence of the concept. Manifest willpower and you are  free!"
A cold breeze blew down from the mountains. A raw fog bilowed from the gorge. The sun hid behind dark menacing clouds.
"Hryts, where are you? Don't play tricks on me ... Where are you hiding?"
The mountains remained mute. Exhausted, I sank onto a rock, the knapsack fell heavily to my feet. I felt as if I had lost something dear, something very precious. As if I had missed something by failing to listen attentively. What had happened to me? Perhaps I was hallucinating? That was all I needed . . .
Colorful circles floated before my eyes. Nervous spasms shook my body.
I touched my forehead. My head was burning . . .
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