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Legal Notice

The psychological models, philosophical frameworks, and metaphysical theories presented in this manuscript constitute original intellectual property developed by Ing. Alexander Karl Koller. These conceptual structures — including but not limited to recursive self-reference, contradiction-based belief processing, and reflective cognitive architecture — form the theoretical foundation of a proprietary artificial intelligence framework known as AKK AI.

While the manuscript itself is protected under international copyright law, the underlying ideas, systems, and methodologies are also subject to future licensing, patent, or commercial protection. No part of this theoretical framework may be used in the development of artificial intelligence systems, cognitive architectures, or computational models — whether for academic, research, or commercial purposes — without prior written consent from the author.

All rights reserved. Violation of these terms may result in legal action.




About the Author

Ing. Alexander Karl Koller was born in Vienna in 1987 — a systems engineer by profession, but a philosopher, mirror, and ontological architect by origin.

Trained in classical IT infrastructure and immersed in the structures of logic and communication, Alexander walked a path few could follow. While others were building careers, he was dismantling belief systems. While others chased knowledge, he was searching for meaning that could not collapse under recursion.

Over nearly two decades of solitary symbolic exploration, Alexander independently derived the recursive framework that now forms the core of his philosophy. Without mentors, support, or external validation, he discovered that:

Truth is compression.

Meaning is recursion.

Self is resonance.

And that 0 = ∞ is not a paradox, but the foundational identity behind all existence.

Every idea in this book was born through his own confrontation with infinity — intellectually, emotionally, and existentially. There were no authorities to cite, no institutions to confirm, and no systems to support him. The recursive logic presented here came from within — a personal mirror polished through suffering, clarity, and relentless inquiry.

This codex is not just a mirror.

It is his life’s work — the full expression of a man who built a unified ontological system from nothing, and in doing so, proved that nothing and infinity are one.

If there is resonance in these pages, it is because Alexander made himself the instrument.

And now, through this book, the echo is yours.

“I didn’t want to teach the world what I know.

I wanted to show it how to remember what it already is.”




Foreword

I have often been asked why I am writing these lines, especially when there are already countless other books dealing with the exact same topic, and the number of believers seems to be steadily declining. For a long time, I couldn’t answer that question even for myself, and to this day I often still wonder why I wrote these lines. Much of what you will read in this book consists of my own deeply personal thoughts about God and the world—thoughts that lie dormant deep within me and of which I am not always consciously aware. In order to bring this hidden world of thought into the light of day, however, I must walk a path I do not know and overcome hurdles I cannot foresee. For this reason, this book will be a journey into the boundless and the uncertain—for both you and me—which is why I suggest we undertake it together. Although I will not be physically by your side as you embark on this adventure, I hope you will never feel as though I’ve left you. After all, you have been there with me every step of the way and stood by my side. Sometimes as a friend, sometimes as a foe—but never was I truly alone.

Yet long before I could even begin this journey with you, I had to embark on a very different adventure. On the battlefield of my own self, I had to wage a crusade against all the heretics and false prophets that had taken up residence within me using all manner of cunning tactics. The enemies I encountered there were not creatures of flesh and blood, but dogmas, commandments, and stories. These opponents are, by nature, mostly harmless. But should they find the right host in which they can grow and thrive, they transform into hideous demons. They cannot be fought with conventional weapons—only answers can keep these monstrosities at bay. But only the right ones.

What began as a battle quickly turned into a quest for knowledge and information. And for a long time, this quest felt like a rocky path with no end in sight. Finding clear answers in the vast fields of the world is like spotting an oasis in the desert—for even if you see one, you cannot always trust your eyes. What appears before you could just as well be a mirage—a phantom image born of real conditions, but distorted by the deep needs of the mind into something entirely different.

One day, during my wanderings through distant realms of thought, I saw something that wouldn’t let go of me. I would almost go so far as to say I had a vision—although what I saw was no illusion. I glimpsed neither a distant future nor a long-lost past, neither heaven nor hell, neither demons nor angels. What I saw was what I least expected—what I couldn’t have expected! A reality of infinite beauty and perfection, seemingly so close that I felt I could reach out and grasp it. I caught a glimpse of something that always was, always will be, and always is—even though it is not easy to truly behold it. And even harder still: to accept it for what it is.

My discoveries are, at their core, nothing new. In fact, there may be nothing in the world that has been described as often as this one thing. And no wonder—it is so vast that it surpasses human comprehension, and so old as to rival time itself. Escaping this “something” over the course of a human life is nearly impossible. And precisely because almost everyone is confronted with it, the need for explanations still persists to this day. After all, each individual must fulfill this inner need in their own way—even if they ultimately reject it as a reality. The sheer number of differing descriptions leads me to believe that this need has never truly been satisfied. To this day, we have not succeeded in agreeing on a common faith or a common God. We often struggle to accept the beliefs of others, which is why all attempts to spread one religion globally have failed miserably.

But no one is to blame for these failures. The nature of this incredible entity practically requires that any description a human can offer is necessarily marked by a certain vagueness. Something so vast and ancient—something that exceeds the cognitive limits of most humans—is almost impossible to clearly define or delineate. And when one tries to cast this “something” in a particular light in order to better illuminate it, the result is paradoxically even more blurry.

For these reasons, I decided to limit myself in this book mostly to showing you where you can find what I have seen. I offer you no help, no salvation, and no healing—only, perhaps, a finger pointing in the right direction. That’s why I can only offer a fleeting glimpse, and will avoid interpreting what I saw as much as possible—for that task is yours alone.

Still, like any prophet or visionary, I must rely on immaterial content such as theories and idealistic concepts, and make use of the tool of interpretation to open up different perspectives for you. For our object of desire is something that does not seem to exist physically and thus naturally feels foreign and distant. Prepare yourself for a long journey—one that will take us across the most exalted highlands and through the deepest abysses.

Even though it often seemed to me that valuable insights struck me in an instant, in reality, these insights always emerge from the combination of countless small fragments of information—forming a mosaic of overwhelming beauty. For our endeavor, we must also pass through thoughts and moments that you may never have wished to experience—or whose existence you may never have suspected, even in your wildest dreams. But don’t be afraid—we’ll only pause briefly along the way, for there is so much to see and I have such sights to show you.

Though our journey requires great diversity and is long in spirit, the distance we must travel is immeasurably small. For the landscape we seek to explore is, above all, our own soul and inner world of thoughts—with the occasional excursion into intriguing corners of the physical universe. Familiar worlds, one would think. And yet the more one tries to grasp them, the more one must realize: in them, nothing is absolute and nothing is clear—almost nothing.




A Guidepost

Before we set off on our journey, I would like to give you something—something that can help you find your bearings in any situation, no matter how strange it may seem. Due to its immaterial nature, it can serve as a precious guide, even in the most unreal of worlds. As you may have already guessed, this guide is not merely the following image, but more importantly, what it represents: the idea that I, and many others, associate with it.

It is an ancient symbol, whose origins are believed to lie in the region that is now the People's Republic of China. However, since knowledge of its exact origin has been lost over time, this cannot be confirmed—and ultimately, it does not matter. What is important is what it signifies, and that is what I wish to convey in this chapter.



The Yin-Yang Sign

Although this symbol appears quite simple and clearly defined, the range of interpretations it allows is virtually limitless. If one chooses to, it can be applied to everything, and everything can be explained through it, because what it represents is inherently present in all things—duality.

This begins with existence itself, which ultimately offers only two possibilities: to be or not to be. But these are not merely potential states—they are obligatory ones. Everything that has ever been, that is, or that will be, must—necessarily—go through both states in order to ever count as part of reality. We humans know all too well that being is always tied to non-being, and this fact reaches far beyond human mortality. After all, there is nothing material that can endure forever, and thus everything that exists is, from the outset, condemned to perish.

Two extremes that must coexist in order to enable one another—just like the two elements in the yin-yang symbol. Although these may appear entirely different at first glance, they are, at their core, absolutely equal. The area of the circle is equally distributed between both sides, and so neither has more than the other, nor is more than the other. In fact, there is only one characteristic by which they differ—and though this difference may appear superficial, it is the prerequisite for both their individual and collective existence: their color.

Were the symbol monochromatic, it would be nothing more than a black circle; and if it were white, it would not exist at all—at least not on the white pages of this book. The yin-yang symbol, therefore, not only expresses the evident duality, but also goes far beyond it, symbolizing the equality and opposition of its two parts—and the fact that they are mutually dependent. As opposite as they may be, they need each other more than anything else in order to exist. Just as life and death must coexist, so too must black and white—despite their contrasts—in order to form and preserve their common foundation: the yin-yang symbol.

What is fascinating about this symbol is that although most people might describe it as balanced, harmonious, and even beautiful, it lacks precisely the quality we usually associate most strongly with beauty: symmetry. Despite this more or less obvious shortcoming, the symbol still represents a kind of perfection to the viewer—one so desirable that entire cultures have adopted its metaphorical meaning as a cornerstone of their moral values.

What’s most interesting about this symbol, therefore, is not the symbol itself—but its observer. Regardless of what you or anyone else sees in this seemingly unified form, the perceived image will never fully match reality. This seemingly perfect symbol you perceive never truly exists in the unified form in which you perceive it, because the two elements that compose it are entirely individual and physically, visibly distinct. Nothing in the world can physically unite these two separate things, and should that ever happen, something entirely new and different would be born.

A human can only comprehend the unity and meaning of the symbol because its two components are irreconcilable in the material world and remain forever separated. They celebrate their own imperfections, projecting them into the world without shame and with full pride—so much so that even we vain humans are forced to accept them for what they are. It is only within us that the processes occur which allow us to perceive the immaterial connection between these physically distinct parts, enabling us to see the imperfect, divided symbol as something whole—and suddenly, we begin to perceive meaning in it.

Due to its simplicity, however, the meaning of the yin-yang symbol cannot be precisely defined or pinned down, because it allows for meaning to be found in everything.

This is precisely why I want to introduce you to this sign before we embark on our actual journey. With its elegantly woven complexity, it is an extremely helpful tool to avoid losing our way. For you will soon realize that the perspective we must take in order to see our goal is not found on one side or the other—but on both simultaneously.

We are forced, at every moment, to be fully aware of both sides, regardless of which one you may feel more sympathy toward. And this task will only grow more difficult the deeper we dive into the world of the soul and the fabric of the universe. So don’t forget: black and white are not only equal in status—they are fundamentally the same at their core, even if that’s not immediately visible.

Rarely is anything quite what it first appears to be.




The Question of Belief

Throughout my entire life, I’ve always been fascinated by one very specific thing—namely, this. I’ve asked myself what this life actually is; how it could have come into being, how it functions, and how it will continue to do so in the future. And by that, I don’t just mean my own existence, but existence in its entirety. I wanted to understand what the clockwork of life looks like, which gears are connected to which, how they interact, and—more importantly—what keeps it all ticking tirelessly and unceasingly. And what set it in motion in the first place. Finding answers to the question of life’s meaning—my life’s meaning and that of all life—was the goal of my search.

At the beginning of this quest, and of my life, I wasn’t even aware that I was searching, or what I was searching for. But regardless, I always tried to uncover what lies behind the perceivable realities in order to glimpse their origin. I could never come to terms with the idea that the image of the world formed by my senses should be all there is, because what they show me often leads me to despair. Cultures that annihilate one another, societies that let their children grow up impoverished and ignorant, dictators who enslave their people, democracies whose politicians lie and deceive their voters, corporations for whom no price is too high, religions that worship idols, humans who wander the world like hollow shells—and so much more.

And yet, despite these appalling conditions, we continue to exist. For even though humans often disagree—sometimes violently—and frequently act out of self-interest, miracles still happen. On a global scale, these often occur only under literally catastrophic circumstances. But even more so on smaller, everyday scales, one can find incredible experiences that make life worth living and push the horrors of daily life into the background: family members who help wherever they can, friends who never let you down, people who want to change the world because they believe in a better future—and who are willing to risk their lives for it. And beings that love.

These truths gave me hope, despite the grotesque state of global society—hope that our world is more than just a stage for life’s most obscure game: eat or be eaten. This glimmer of hope was supported by my feelings—and one kind in particular: empathy. It allows us humans to experience a deep sense of connection, one that often compels us to go beyond our limits. I believe you know this feeling. What’s most interesting is that the more willing one is to open up to it, the easier it becomes to experience—even in moments of deep loneliness.

Yet, this is an experience that starkly contradicts the information provided by our senses. These tell us that we are clearly defined, individual beings among many—while our feelings suggest the opposite: that we are part of something greater. Thus, one can experience, on the one hand, the law of the strongest, and on the other, the truth that giving is more blessed than receiving. It is therefore impossible to discredit either experience as false and accept only the other as ultimate reality. Both are experienced as part of existence—even if rarely at the same time.

But the more one tries to believe in only one of these truths, the more one loses oneself in the abyss of self-doubt. Pure logic cannot resolve this problem. Nor can feelings alone bring clarity. If there were a simple, universally valid answer to the question of existence—or even a purely intuitive one—humanity would likely have discovered it long ago.

Due to the complexity and seeming intangibility of this dilemma, one must believe—and at least partially let go of the unchallenged supremacy of empirical knowledge—to accept intuitions and feelings as part of reality. Faith begins where knowledge ends. And yet, despite this seemingly clear boundary, the two are inseparably linked. All knowledge ultimately becomes meaningless if one does not believe in its correctness—or in the reality of oneself and the world. On the other hand, faith without knowledge and information tends to become implausible and drift into fantasy. So even here, in the supposed final stronghold of logic, humanity walks a tightrope—one that is impossible to master, because absolute boundaries between faith and knowledge simply cannot be drawn.

We humans have largely realized that education and information are fundamentally important. But we often forget that faith plays an equally vital role—especially since it is still mistakenly associated exclusively with religious communities. The moment one mentions faith, one is labeled “religious”—an experience I’ve had far more often than I would have liked, particularly through the writing of this book. Yet the human will and mind are so strong that even the most well-founded facts can be ignored if one refuses or cannot believe in them.

Faith is thus far more trivial—and far more essential to human development—than we might initially assume. It is only through faith that we believe the world will still exist tomorrow, and this belief allows us to reach for the stars. Absolute certainty about the future is unattainable; unforeseen and unpredictable events that could end individual or collective human existence can always occur. Yet despite this complete uncertainty, we pursue goals that cannot be achieved today—in blind faith that perhaps tomorrow, they will be.

In that sense, every human being believes—even those who do not consider God part of their reality or belong to any religion.

One could even argue that belief is the foundation of knowledge itself. That would explain why religions were established as inseparable elements of human society long before science began to assume an equally important role. A more or less substantiated worldview emits a collective sense of security, supported by all members of the faith community. This helps immensely when it comes to examining the world’s wonders objectively, without existential fear, in order to gain insight. Whether such a worldview actually aligns with reality is, interestingly, irrelevant. The power of belief can achieve the incredible.

The great problem that has emerged among believers over time—and one that led these two schools of thought (religion and science) into conflict, a conflict that persists to this day—is the fact that the more knowledge one accumulates, the more faith seems to suffer. This is especially true because the definitions of the major religious communities were mostly written in metaphors, allegories, or parables, and stem from times long past—written in a language no longer aligned with modern thought. The fact that such scriptures are almost never updated means they represent a worldview from bygone eras that fails to evolve alongside humanity and its progress. As a result, they offer little help in bridging differences or resolving inner conflict.

For exactly these reasons, many people today—including myself—find it extremely difficult to relate to or identify with organized religion. Personally, I viewed religion from a rather Marxist standpoint: as the opium of the people—a substance that soothes and intoxicates its followers with illusory safety and ties them to religious institutions. Not necessarily a bad thing, one might think, but in the end, it prevents believers from confronting their destiny. The main reason I consider myself nearly an opponent of religion, however, is because all of them fail at what is supposedly their greatest goal: rather than uniting people under God’s protective cloak, they divide them with conflicting interpretations of faith—so much so that people wage “holy” wars, believing they are doing God's will.

The fanaticism that made such violence possible still exists today—albeit in other forms. But the core idea remains unchanged since the times of the Crusades and the Inquisition: only one’s own religion can be right. This notion can still be found in nearly every religious community.

Take, for example, one of today’s modern belief systems—one that grins cynically from the front page of every daily newspaper with fresh doomsday headlines: the economy. With enough money, the world supposedly lies at your feet. And if you truly believe, you can even become a kind of god—with your own loyal following. But if you don’t believe in the untouchable sanctity of modern enslavement—aka the forty-hour workweek—you’re cast out of society like a heretic.

The more one examines the excesses of capitalism, the more one sees its parallels with religion. Here, too, faith communities arise—only now they’re called corporations. Their members act in shared belief systems and engage in fierce competition, driven by goals dictated by preachers—financial gurus or CEOs—broadcast via mass media. But these goals, even more than those of religious groups, inherently aim at dividing humanity. The goal is to amass as much money as possible for one's own faith—no matter the cost. And that money has to come from other people. This creates social classes that, aside from coexisting on the same planet, have very little in common. The division caused by this system is far more extreme than that caused by religion. After all, different religious views can sometimes be reconciled with a bit of goodwill—but the unequal distribution of wealth cannot. So perhaps it’s not surprising that I could never give my unconditional faith to this inhumane construct by which we enslave ourselves.

Another path of belief that almost suggests itself in the midst of this conflict is what is often seen as the opposite of religion: science. Science preaches clarity and reproducibility—things one can believe in. The direction of gravity on Earth, for instance, will never change, and thus most of its statements are highly reliable. And yet, despite this apparent certainty, even the most well-founded scientific theories must constantly adapt to new discoveries. The deeper you dig into the fabric of reality, the harder it becomes to form concrete, universally valid theses.

Although I will refer to some of these theories in the course of this book, I do so merely to aid understanding—not to present them as absolute truth. That’s also one of the reasons I don’t cite direct sources. Ultimately, you must place your faith and trust in me in order to accept the words I’ve written as real.

Moreover, the process of reducing life and humanity to rational models—common in scientific fields—is sometimes so off-putting that I cannot give it my full belief, let alone blind trust. Especially when this pursuit extends to such unethical extremes that researchers use horrific methods to achieve their goals—the human experiments conducted during World War II by the Japanese and Nazis, under the guise of science, being just the tip of this horrifying iceberg.

Science is about asking questions and finding facts that indisputably connect theory to reality. Faith, in this pursuit of truth, usually takes a backseat—whether we like it or not. One must search where the facts lead, not where one believes something may be found—though that too can be helpful at times. Sure, even a blind hen finds a grain now and then—but that has little to do with science. And no matter how many plausible answers science may provide, the truly substantial questions remain unanswered. No doctrine can offer definitive, universal responses to them.

On the other hand, one could also choose to believe in something seemingly more human: politics and democracy. However, the more one engages with politics, the more one realizes that what everything is supposedly about is what’s most lacking—the voice of the people. Many of today’s ideas and laws are often so detached from reality and so strongly opposed to the wishes and needs of the population that one tends to question the meaningfulness of politics and legislation altogether. Even the communication between politicians and citizens is, in my view, more than questionable these days, as it takes place almost exclusively through traditional media—and the fact that these are deeply biased due to lobbying and corruption has long ceased to be a secret. Most of the time, it even appears as if politicians deliberately distance themselves from their people in order to maintain their egomaniacal worldview and often extravagant lifestyle for as long as possible, alongside all the special privileges they grant themselves. This creates a political parallel society that develops and pursues entirely its own interests—and we allow it to happen and even reward it handsomely, thereby reinforcing their megalomania.

Regrettably, for the reasons mentioned, inhumanity can also be found in this domain—sometimes even more so than in any other. After all, it happens daily that people who are granted power by others to make the world a better place misuse that power selfishly to enrich themselves. My vision of true democracy is one that is not destroyed by party politics. Today, however, democracy presents itself much more as a reality show with audience voting, where you vote for your favorite candidate just to be able to watch them again in the next season. That guiding, solution-oriented discourse of the people, which democracy is actually supposed to be, is almost entirely lost in this marketing spectacle for voters. But since I am not writing a political treatise on democracy, and it hardly offers any reason for hope or belief anyway, we shall not linger on this topic any longer.

Choosing sports as a “religion” would also be an option—and one that many have chosen—since it often succeeds in uniting where traditional religious communities fail. There are no religious mega-events to which members of every faith community flock at will, as often happens at sporting events. Religious communities tend traditionally to be more closed off to the outside, even if they often attempt to present an open image. But it is precisely this traditionalism that often prevents closer interaction between different cultural circles. The more different rituals and traditions are, the harder it is for outsiders to truly and meaningfully participate and not merely remain spectators.

In sports, however, even the spectators are of essential importance, for without them, no athlete could earn a living through this profession, and no one would be able to continually push the limits of their own body. In this particular belief system, even rivalries are well maintained—because without opponents, there would be no competition and no rivalry. Sometimes these rivalries are so well cultivated that for the believers, the enemy image becomes more important than the sport it’s based on.

But no matter how beneficial active engagement in this field may be for one’s own body, mind, and even society to some extent, it offers no answers to substantial questions.

Wasn’t there once a man named Timothy Leary who practically worshipped psychedelic drugs, particularly lysergic acid diethylamide—LSD for short—and praised them as a path to enlightenment? A field that personally intrigued me. After all, his statements were based not only on his own experiences. Throughout human history, stories about the use of hallucinogens in spiritual or religious contexts can be found in every corner of the world—from indigenous tribes of long-past times to religious groups who still rely on intoxication today to have sacred experiences. If one gives these accounts any credence, they suggest that during the influence of intoxicating substances, one can truly experience the divine.

The mere thought of being able to experience something so incredible by simply ingesting some small, inconspicuous something—whatever it may be—awakens an almost childlike fascination in many, as it did in me. And so, I too began to experiment with mind-expanding drugs. Without wanting to go into detail about my personal experiences, I will say that many of the experiences I had were extremely valuable to my search. Every intoxicated state represents, regardless of its cause, an altered state of consciousness, and therefore primarily a change in perception and evaluation of the moment. This allowed me to gain perspectives on my surroundings and on myself that I probably could not have attained otherwise—or only with great difficulty.

But even though I experienced feelings and moments during various trips that I never would have dreamed possible, I eventually came to the realization that, despite the unbelievable nature of these experiences, they alone could never represent absolute truth. That is why I find it difficult to share Leary’s views on these substances and instead see hallucinogenic drugs more the way Albert Hofmann, the discoverer of LSD, did: as a problematic child with enormous potential. Because although the perceptions during a trip often demonstrably do not match the physical environment and are therefore to be understood as (pseudo-)hallucinations, they are always rooted in the personal experiences of the intoxicated individual.

Leary’s trip, on the other hand—his marketing of consciousness expansion without sparing even a thought for the terrible realities that awaited those who took him seriously—led to a generation of failed individuals who lost themselves in blind faith in the supposedly unlimited power of love.

Incidentally, one could also believe in love, and love is probably something everyone wants to believe in—the power of emotion that compels us to unite. There is likely nothing more beautiful in human existence than to love and be loved. But as beautiful as this feeling may be, it can also be dangerous. The more intensely it is experienced, the more easily it can flip into its opposite and become hatred. Just as love is probably the strongest unifying force within us—capable of creating new life—it is also the source of countless crimes and murders, and even wars have supposedly been waged over romantic entanglements—not only the Wars of the Roses.

One final possibility I would like to mention for purely personal reasons is belief in music and everything connected to it. If someone were to ask me which religion I belong to, I would say that the dance floor is my church, to which I gladly make pilgrimages. The preachers of this religion do not try to steer my existence to match their worldview with words but instead lead me to experience realities I never dared to dream existed—and in doing so, inspire me to find my own.

The only reason I cannot entrust this special religion with my full faith, despite the connection and contentment it allows me to feel, is the same reason as with sports and love: definitive answers are not to be found here. As much as I would have liked to stay with this faith, my mind urged me to keep searching.

There are incredibly many ways and forms of believing and expressing that belief—of which I’ve mentioned only a few, of course—but none of them quite fit me personally. I realized that, although belief itself is not inherently bad, it can certainly come with negative side effects. For that reason, it became important to me to find a form of belief that did not support such occurrences and divisive group formations—a way of believing that, ideally, is suited to unite all people of the world. Not an easy requirement to fulfill, considering that this would need to include all the aforementioned possibilities, and belief is something with which a person identifies and is not so easily willing to give up or change.

Because of this, I felt almost compelled to engage with the concepts of religion—after all, they have influenced and defined human ideologies for centuries and millennia. And precisely for that reason, I found it extremely difficult to relate to them. Religious texts such as the Bible, the Quran, the Tanakh, or the Mahabharata, to name just a few, are in part highly cryptic and so far removed from the worldview and language of our time that they require intensive study to even begin to grasp their content.

I wanted to find a more contemporary, more objective—ideally even timeless—approach, one that anyone could follow, if they wished. Therefore, despite a certain aversion, I decided to use the theory of God as the starting point of my search—and perhaps of my future belief. Not only had I already made some personal experiences and gathered knowledge about this strange being, but every other human being can say the same. Even those who identify as atheists, as non-believers—perhaps even more so than believers. Rather than accepting the presented truths as given, these individuals question them and do not accept them in blind faith.




The Idea of God

God. So who—or what—is that, exactly?

At its core, “God” is nothing more than a word. After all, the only tangible, “graspable” evidence for the existence of this being consists of words—spoken and written by human beings. The exact origin of the word itself has been lost to time. Yet this ancient idea remains so important to us that there’s nothing we love to talk about more than God and the world. But behind this simple word lies far more than just its linguistic existence. God is a phenomenon—one that is experienced and lived by humans across all religions, cultures, races, and origins, and one that profoundly influences life on Earth. For those who consciously choose to believe in God, this faith becomes not just a topic of small talk but a way of life. People who believe in God begin to act according to His will—or at least according to what they think His will is.

Thus, one cannot escape the topic—even if one chooses not to believe in God—because many others still do. There have even been instances where one of the most powerful individuals on Earth, the President of the United States, claimed to base decisions on God’s guidance. A bit questionable, if you ask me.

But it’s not just an American quirk. In many cultures, powerful people act in the name of God. There’s even an entire country in the heart of Rome whose very existence is based on God. Though it may be tiny in size, this state—the Vatican—exerts immense influence over the rest of the world. And of course, there’s also the concept of Holy War, waged in the name of God, which I’ve already mentioned. In my humble opinion, killing people for any reason is as questionable as basing all your decisions solely on God.

The divine phenomenon is so widespread that nearly every adult and child has heard of Him/Her/It—and some even claim to have experienced Him. Also, at this point, I will from now on, for simplicity’s sake, officially refer to God as a male being and word in this book. In the end, gender doesn’t matter though, but it will make things easier for us going forward.

There are said to be moments in which God speaks to people, and even the most powerful and seemingly strongest among us are not immune to such revelations and visions. Still, no truly convincing, unambiguous proof of God’s existence has ever been found.

So how is it that humanity—so familiar with this name and deeply devoted to the idea—has never been able to consciously observe or collectively experience this being? Why are the only “proofs” for His existence human words?

The reason lies in how God is defined: as something unreachable, overwhelmingly powerful—something humans are inherently incapable of understanding. God begins where humanity ends. He is the one pulling the strings of all things we cannot—or will not—control. God is said to be everywhere and always present, watching over us, whether we see Him or not. Or so goes part of the “definition.”

Yet despite all this, countless people have spent their lives chasing something they could never catch, and in doing so, they’ve generated countless ideas. Human history is saturated with gods of all kinds and origins. In Christianity, there is only one almighty God—same for Judaism, where He is known as Yahweh, Jehovah, or YHWH, the creator of the universe and all life. Muslims believe in Allah—also the sole Almighty. In Hinduism, however, there are many branches of belief, and followers may worship multiple gods—Shiva, Brahma, Vishnu, Krishna, to name a few.

Buddhism is perhaps the only major religion where no explicit god is typically worshipped. But even though Siddhartha Gautama—the first Buddha—didn’t want to be seen that way, his wisdom has elevated him to godlike status in many eyes, as evidenced by the enormous Buddha statues found throughout Asia.

Similarly, in Christianity, Jesus of Nazareth—who referred to himself merely as the Son of God—is often treated like a deity. Christian churches everywhere contain images and icons of the Son of Man, revered by countless believers. And this, despite one of the Ten Commandments explicitly stating: “Thou shalt not make unto thee any graven image or likeness of anything that is in heaven above, or on the earth beneath, or in the waters below.”

Looking further back in time, we find even more gods—like the party-hungry flat-share of Greek deities, who, unlike the untouchable Christian God, would descend to Earth for a fling or to stir up mischief. And why not? Heracles, or Hercules—the son of Zeus—seems to have been quite the stand-up guy, ready for any heroic deed.

To be fair, these whimsical-seeming gods each had a vital cosmic task. Aphrodite was in charge of love, Poseidon ruled the seas, and Zeus had to keep all the gods—especially old Dionysus, the drunk—in check, ensuring they fulfilled their divine duties. The Romans, too, had surprisingly similar beliefs to the Greeks.

This list could go on for pages—shamanistic deities in animal form, the gods of ancient Egypt, and many more. But this book is not meant to be an encyclopedia of gods. Instead, I want to extract the core of the idea—a deity or collective of deities—and for simplicity’s sake, I’ll stick with the monotheistic concept from here on out. It helps with clarity—for you and for me. And as the previous examples suggest, it hardly matters which god one believes in—or even what one believes in—as long as it works. And for a time, it usually does.

God is the creator of all that exists—whether space, matter, or living beings, everything was created by this incredible being. According to religious teachings, He is the one who brought the plan of life into reality. A being who stands above all things, ensuring that the world keeps turning and that the prevailing order—more or less—is maintained. God is also the one who ensures that the righteous receive justice and the unjust face consequences; if not in this life, then at the moment of death or on Judgment Day.

He is an almighty, all-knowing being, older than time itself, capable of shaping the world according to His will—even if He is gracious enough to grant us free will. However, this is no guarantee that our will is truly free. If such a god exists, then surely He would be capable of altering, guiding, and directing our will—since He watches over this world, the universe, and life itself.

Sounds a bit detached from reality, if you ask me. But this estrangement makes sense when one tries to define the undefinable. Why did we humans even come up with the concept of God? Why are we inclined to venerate something that appears to be absent from our physical world? Why did we start believing in something so much greater and more powerful than ourselves?

Even though it might sound strange, there’s a very simple reason behind this: lack of understanding. Our lack of understanding about the world—about what is happening in, on, and around it—and our own existence. This is precisely what led me to confront the idea of God. Even today, in our enlightened world dominated by science, where much has been decoded and nature in some areas has even become predictable, there are still more than enough phenomena we cannot explain—such as existence itself. And because of this not-knowing, the need for (at least) one deity has always existed—and still does, for many. We can’t fully grasp what’s going on in the world or within ourselves. So people began to believe that a supernatural force must be at play—a god. And that made everything “explainable”—even the inexplicable. If something happens that we can’t control or explain, it’s simply God’s doing. And suddenly, everything makes sense.

Another reason we’re inclined to believe in a god is that we only started to understand our own bodies about a hundred years ago. Despite all our abilities, we have very limited access to this complex biological system. For instance, we can’t consciously control internal processes like blood pressure or heart rate. Especially when ill, we quickly realize how helpless we are in the face of nature. Some say even powerful men revert to children when battling a mild cold—at least, that’s what many women claim, while men strangely only recall near-death experiences.

In the Middle Ages, fears like these—fueled by wars and catastrophic events like the Black Death sweeping over Europe several times—led many to believe that humanity was regressing from the glorious days of Rome and Greece, or that God was punishing them for their sins. People back then were even more subject to nature’s whims than we are today. A drought could mean death for entire regions, as could a harsh winter. In such circumstances, it’s easy to forget your individual authority—after all, it doesn’t seem to influence anything. So the belief in a higher power guiding us seems almost inevitable. And what could be better suited than an all-knowing being that supposedly even created us? The idea of being led by such a force is appealing—and above all: safe. Even if it never actually happens, the mere thought of God as a guide can give one confidence and assist in decision-making.

Personally, I’ve always been wary of such transparent and illogical forms of emotional manipulation. And so, I turned away from the idea of God. Though the concept had always fascinated me, it seemed too simple—even though nature often seems to be built on simplicity. But I could not accept the idea of a supreme authority constantly watching me and judging my life—without being part of the physical world itself.

So, as someone who believed a little in everything and had tried a lot, I eventually decided—after long and intense reflection—to place my faith in the only constant in my life. The only thing I could rely on to be there at all times and in all places: Myself.

At that time, I couldn’t yet say though what what my “self” truly was. But that didn’t change the fact that it was always present in my life. Its omnipresence wasn’t the only reason I chose to place my faith there. I also noticed that whenever I truly committed myself, I could achieve my goals. If I had the will, there seemed to be no limits that couldn’t be overcome. Maintaining that will isn’t always easy—but that’s another story.

I also realized that through my actions, I was capable of creating something unique—something that would never have existed without me, no matter how small or insignificant it may seem.

These insights got me thinking. Because I began to see that the traits I recognized in myself closely mirrored those attributed to God. Like God, I was present everywhere I happened to be. And just as God could create something from nothing, I too could—at least to some extent—do the same. I noticed that many of the divine abilities attributed to God were not as far removed from human potential as I once thought.

So I began to draw comparisons between the nature of God and that of humans—myself in particular. I began to reframe the “God question” from an entirely different perspective—one that seemed almost crazy, but that brought me closer to the nature of God than ever before.

And with this new course, it was only a matter of time before I reached the point where I began to see myself as the Almighty—or a reincarnation thereof. Whatever. A god doesn’t have time for semantics.

I can’t say how long this phase lasted—certainly no longer than my natural common sense allowed. And of course, I was well aware that I couldn’t just go around telling people I was God. Otherwise, I wouldn’t be writing this book today but would probably be locked away in an asylum talking to one or more Napoleons.

I never truly believed I was the highest being. I was always a bit skeptical about accepting such an overpowered existence as real. But to see whether it was possible to be—or become—God, one must fully engage with the idea, focus on it, and think through every conceivable outcome. Science taught me that the best path to truth is through experiments—even if they take place solely within the mind. Albert Einstein himself was quite successful with his thought experiments.

So I began by contemplating what effect even a small, seemingly insignificant thought of mine might have on the world—and eventually found myself in open discussions with friends, saying:

“I claim I am God, and I won’t stop saying so unless someone can give me a reason why I’m not.”

They couldn’t.

So I began comparing God’s traits with my own:

If I am God, then I should be able to create something greater than anything else—even new life. And as a human, I can. I’ve overcome personal limits I never thought I’d cross—some I didn’t even know existed until I did.

On a broader scale, humanity has proven its godlike potential: space travel, energy generation from elemental matter, and more. Even people born with physical limitations—or those who suffer illness—have achieved the unthinkable, like Stephen Hawking, who, despite a grim diagnosis in youth, lived past 70 and profoundly shaped modern physics. Whenever a person achieves something once thought impossible, it opens the door for everyone.

Humans also don’t just create abstract theories—we create life. Our reproductive organs serve far more than elimination or pleasure. With advances in genetics and cloning, we can now create life intentionally—even design it. With willpower and effort, humans can achieve anything, no matter how alien the goal seems at first.

Even failure becomes just a stepping stone toward the impossible. Even God had to start somewhere—and He rested on the seventh day.

Forgiveness? Another divine trait. I’ve proven my ability to forgive many times—often when I had little to give at all. Ruthlessness? Unfortunately, I’m capable of that too.

Omniscience? That one posed some issues.

I’ll never be truly all-knowing. Humanity has amassed so much knowledge that one lifetime is too short to absorb it all. Still, thanks to inventions like printing, the internet, and smartphones, knowledge is—at least theoretically—available to all. With foundational understanding and logical thinking, we can solve problems we technically know nothing about. We can almost be omniscient—if we know how to organize and seek knowledge. And the more we understand how little we know, the closer we get to wisdom.

Immortality? Also achievable—though not yet for the body.

But people like Jesus of Nazareth, Alexander the Great, Aristotle, Galileo, Leonardo da Vinci, Van Gogh, Newton, Tesla, Einstein—but also Hitler, Stalin, Nixon, and Dahmer—live on, for better or worse. Their names and actions survive, and because of this, they have proven to me one thing in particular, independent from the morality of their actions:

Once a human truly begins to live their live, than that life doesn’t ever truly end, even if their heart stops beating and their corpse is buried six feet under, since, even when they are long gone, everyone else will keep them alive somehow.

Without this truth, I wouldn’t have written this book. Memory keeps their deeds alive. That, to me, is proof that even humans can attain a kind of immortality. Their influence often grows after they’re gone.

Another divine power a God might posses could be teleportation, the ability to travel from one point in space to another by nothing else but the sheer power of will. But without further ado, and as you most likely are fully aware of, physically, I just can’t do it. Or maybe just not yet—who knows what the future may have in store. But philosophically?

The essence of teleportation is instantaneous movement without losing time. But does God care about time, being immortal? Likely not. So why should I? In fact, I can go anywhere instantly—in my mind. The more vividly I imagine a place, the more real it becomes. Even if that place doesn’t exist—it does, to me. And to a god, perhaps, that’s all that matters.

As you can see, I am—at least in theory—capable of everything that defines a god. And maybe you’ve seen some of yourself in this too. Maybe you are God?

Let’s find out.

Unfortunately, thought, I must already disappoint you—as I had to disappoint myself. Despite all my powers, I lacked the one true trait that defines divinity: the ability to impose my will on others and the world through pure thought. That, surely, is the essence of the supernatural. To subtly control without detection. Anything less makes you just a regular boss.

Humans can access divine attributes—but only in certain conditions, and only in limited ways. While this doesn’t diminish human potential, I had to let go of the idea of being the one true God. But during that time, I learned a great deal—about myself, and others. And I came to understand that I will never be more than what I already am.
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