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Threshold. How to Read This Book

“Time does not kill stories. It moves them into another life.”

This book is not the fourth volume of the story. It is the room behind the stage. The trilogy is read for what you feel. The Companion is read for what you want to understand after you have felt it.

You will not find the solution here. I say it from the start, so you expect nothing else. Mystery is the most precious thing in this world, and a book that puts the key to every symbol in your hand kills exactly what made the story live inside you. The Companion lights up the workshop. It does not dismantle the miracle.

You will find three things instead. First, the thoughts behind the construction, why Erik fell, why Madllen was not merely the beloved woman, why the Astral is not a fantastic refuge but a place of truth. Then the threads that bind the three volumes, the signs that return from one life to another without telling you where they lead. Finally, the evidence room, the files, the historical notes and the glossary, the materials on which this world rested, left here so they would not weigh on the novel.

One piece of advice. Do not read the Companion before the trilogy. Not because it would spoil any particular surprise, but because its light was made for someone who has already walked the road in the dark. Evidence makes sense only after you have lived the deed.




Part I. The Workshop

On how the feeling was built, without breaking it.


The Man Who Fell from the Sky

The story did not begin with a name, but with an image. A man trapped in a damaged fighter plane, descending toward the earth, caught between the last reflexes of survival and a world he did not yet understand. He was not yet Erik. He was not yet the pilot bound to Madllen, to the war, to the Astral. He was only a man, and the earth was receiving him not as salvation, but as verdict.

What kept me beside that image was not the spectacle, but the loneliness. The moment when history can no longer help you. Until then you had been a soldier, an officer, a son, a lover, you had a uniform, a rank, a place in a hierarchy. In the instant of the fall, all of that becomes useless. The uniform no longer protects you. The rank no longer matters. The nation you fought for does not fit in the cockpit. You remain, you and the truth, face to face, without witnesses.

Everything started from there, because there, where a man has nothing left to lean on, begins the only question worth a novel. A scene, however powerful, only opens a door. If a deep question does not stand behind it, the story burns out quickly, consumes itself in its own intensity and remains a well-written episode. I was not looking for an episode. I was looking for the reason that fall had to be told.



The Day I Stopped Writing a Novel

A moment came, without theatre and without a sleepless night, when I understood I was no longer writing a novel. It was a slow, almost uncomfortable realization, settling over me after many pages written, rewritten, abandoned and taken up again. At first I believed I was writing Erik’s story. Then, the story of Erik and Madllen. After that, the story of a love that time cannot close. At some point, even that was no longer enough.

The characters demanded more space than I had given them. The epochs opened one out of another. A scene seemed finished, yet it pointed toward another period, toward another wound. A question born in the war could not find its answer in the war. A character’s gesture became clear only in a time that had not yet been written. I felt the story no longer fit within its own margins, not because I wanted to enlarge it, but because the world inside it refused to be reduced.

There are books built architecturally, with straight walls and predictable exits. This one grew organically. Often I added nothing from outside; I discovered instead that a scene already carried the seed of another, that a character spoken in one sentence later demanded a space of his own, that an epoch mentioned as background could not remain background, because it carried a moral consequence. That is what demanded three volumes. Not my ambition, but the weight of the world.



Why Three Volumes

A story about a soul crossing centuries does not fit into a single narrated life. It needed space to breathe, not to stretch. The three volumes are not three books placed one after another, but three movements of the same symphony.

First, the multiverse, the branch that dies and the branch that chooses to live, the same Erik with two endings, so it can be seen that a life is a choice between roads, not a single road. Then reincarnation through the epochs, communism and Tudor, the harsh school of life, all the way to Otopeni. Finally, the technological present and Alexandru, the quantum network, the temptation of keeping a soul outside of death. Three lives, a single thread. The binder is not the plot, but the soul recognizing itself under different faces.



History Is Not Scenery

From the beginning I refused to use history as picturesque background, something colorful behind the characters, as in a period photograph. The war, communism, the Revolution are not scenery in this book. They are forces that enter people and change their substance. An epoch touched only as atmosphere remains a beautiful lie. An epoch lived to its moral consequence becomes a character.

Decree 770 is not a footnote. It is the law that killed Dana and her child. The mine at Lupeni is not local color. It is the place where a young officer learned that hell is cold and damp, not made of fire. Otopeni is not a name on a map. It is the nexus where the same soul dies and returns, in the uniform of a German aviator and, decades later, in the uniform of a Romanian captain. Where history touches the flesh, there I wrote.



The Astral, the Room Without Lies

The Astral in this book is not a fairy-tale realm, nor a prize for the good. I conceived it as the only room in which one cannot lie. In life you can hide in a uniform, in a rank, in a role, in words. There, beyond the body, a man remains only with what he has done and what he has loved. The unit of measure is no longer the outward deed, but the emotion. Its intensity decides what passes onward.

That is why the meeting in the Astral is not tender, it is merciless. The soul sees its faces, its deeds, its crushed loves, the choices made from fear and those made from love. And two questions are put to it, questions that cannot be answered with a comfortable lie. What have you learned? What have you forgotten? I do not give the answers here. The character gave them, in the first volume, and they are the key to this entire world. The Companion does not repeat them, it guards them.



Time as a Character

In ordinary books, time is a line on which events are arranged. Here I wanted it to be a character, not a measure. A time that does not flow only forward, but turns back, branches, knocks three times on the same temple. The pocket watch that passes from one life to another is not a charming object. It is the sign that time, in this world, has memory.

This asks something other than patience from the reader. It asks trust. To accept that a scene from 1944 and one from 1989 can be, in fact, the same scene, seen by the same soul, who does not yet know why the place feels familiar to the point of pain. Time is not the enemy of the story, it is its substance. And the great unease behind the whole book starts here too, from the suspicion that time, however much of it there is, is never enough.



The Memory That Does Not Fit in the Brain

There is a memory that does not live in the brain. Not the recollection of a date or a face, but a recognition older than this present life, arriving without explanation, a place that tightens your heart for no reason, a stranger who seems familiar, a longing for something you never lived in this body. In the book I named it with a word borrowed from the esoteric tradition, the akashic memory, but not as doctrine, rather as an image for something we all feel and do not know where to place.

The characters do not remember the past with facts and names. They remember with directions. They know where they are going before they know why. They recognize a love by the eyes, not by the biography. This demanded a particular way of writing, in which memory is not explained but felt, like an echo that arrives before the sound.



Reincarnation, the Branch, and Responsibility

Reincarnation did not serve me as a way of making life easier, with the promise that we will meet again anyway. On the contrary. If you return, it means you have something to finish, a lesson you have kept avoiding, a guilt you did not carry to its end. Returning is not consolation. It is responsibility.

Here the branch comes in. Every life is a choice between roads, and the roads not taken do not disappear; they continue somewhere, in another branch. Erik dies above the Seine in one branch and reaches São Paulo in another. Not to say that everything is possible and nothing matters. Precisely the opposite. If every choice opens a world, then every choice carries weight. Freedom does not excuse you. It makes you answerable.



The Holospace and the Temptation of Immortality

In the volume of the present, the quantum network is not merely a technical marvel. It is an old temptation dressed in new clothes, that of defeating death without first defeating the forgetting of oneself. The Holospace promises to preserve a consciousness outside the body, to keep a man alive when his body is gone. It sounds like deliverance. It can also be, however, the most refined form of refusing separation.

Here I wanted an uncomfortable question, not an easy warning against technology. Is keeping someone in the network love, or is it fear disguised as love? The difference between continuing a soul and capturing it is as thin as a thread. I do not give the answer. The reader builds it, through the way he looks at Alexandru’s choice. But the question itself had to be asked, because it is the question of our time.



Madllen, and the Women Who Are Not Merely Loved

Madllen was one of the characters I had to defend from her own story. In a construction that began with a man fallen from the sky, there was a great trap: that the beloved woman would become only the center of his pain, the memory, the longing, the reason he suffers and changes.

It would have been easy. And it would have been an injustice. Literature has often made the beloved woman a light, a wound, a muse, a photograph kept near the heart. Beautiful, sometimes even necessary. But if she remains only that, she is no longer a character, she is a function. Her function would be to deepen the man, to save him, to lose him, to give the reader a reason to mourn him. I did not want that for Madllen, nor for Georgette, nor for Georgiana, nor for Lia. Each has a truth of her own, a will of her own, a wound that is not merely the mirror of the man’s wound.



A Single Soul Across Three Centuries

Erik, Tudor Văleanu, Alexandru Damian are not three characters who resemble one another. They are the same thread drawn through three centuries. The German pilot who falls. The communist-era officer who dies at Otopeni defending a revolution he does not understand. The man of today who finds an old journal and feels, without being able to explain it, that he has held that book in his hands before, in another life.

The binder between them is not an explanation, but a recognition. The same blue eyes that keep returning. The same spiral in dreams. The same Otopeni. The same journal passing from hand to hand, across death. Alexandru is the end of the thread, the one who, instead of dying again, becomes a bridge. But what he does with that bridge remains between him and the reader.



The Themes: Love, Guilt, Betrayal, Forgiveness

Beneath the story, a few questions are at work, questions with no easy answer. Love that does not save unless it transforms, because to love without changing is only a warm form of selfishness. Guilt, which does not stay in the past but travels on, from one life to another, until it is looked in the face. Betrayal, which does not begin with the great gesture, but much earlier, in a silence, in a hesitation, in the moment when a man feels the truth and chooses to postpone it.

And forgiveness, about which I wanted to say something uncomfortable. Forgiveness does not erase what must be understood. It is not an eraser passed over the facts. It is a decision to go on with the wound seen, not hidden. All these themes live in the characters, not in maxims. Here I only name them, so you know what the weight of the story rested on.



Why Mystery

I could have explained everything. I could have given, for every symbol, its key, for every scene, its hidden meaning. It would have been a proof of control, and a betrayal of the reader. A book that answers everything can no longer be dreamed. It becomes a lesson with the solutions printed at the end.

Mystery is not a lack of answer. It is a space left deliberately to the reader, so he can build his own scenario. That is why this Companion gives you materials and hypotheses, but never the solution. Some things must remain in shadow. Some questions must continue after the last page. Some connections must be felt before they are understood.





Part II. The Craft

On writing as labor, not as a gift.


Research, or Knowing More Than You Say

A book that crosses war, communism, intelligence services, historical memory, future technologies and the Astral requires a great deal of research. You must know, verify, never write at random, so the epochs do not look decorative and the details do not ring false. But research, if you do not keep it on a leash, kills the novel.

Once you have read, gathered, built chronologies and noted terms, the temptation comes to show everything. You have worked, and you want the work to show. Here lies the danger. The novel is not proof of the author’s effort, it is the reader’s experience. This forced me to cut, to move, to hide. Not everything I knew had to be said. Much remained beneath the text, like a foundation. The reader does not need to see the concrete to believe in the house he enters. Good research does not boast. It supports. The author must know more than he says, and much of what I learned stayed outside, held, later, by the Companion.



Rewriting, Where the Author Loses His Vanity

The first version of a novel is rarely the novel. It is rather the proof that the world has begun to exist. The characters enter, they speak, sometimes they say too much, sometimes too little. The author believes he is writing the book, but in fact he is pulling raw matter out of the dark. The real work begins afterward, in rewriting.

Rewriting is the place where you must ask yourself, without mercy, what serves the novel and what serves only your pride. The question hurts, because you grow attached to your own sentences, to the labored scenes, to the explanations that seem clever to you, to the pages that cost you nights. But the novel has no obligation to keep something merely because the author suffered writing it. The fact that a page was hard to write does not mean it must stay. This was one of the hardest lessons, and it lies at the foundation of the way the three volumes were made clear.



The Voice, Who Speaks When the Author Is Silent

The voice of a book is not the same as its style. Style shows in the sentence, in the metaphor, in the rhythm, in the choice of words. The voice runs deeper. It is not about how you write, but about the place you write from. It is the moral temperature of the book, the way its world looks at its people, the distance or the closeness to the wound, the measure of compassion and of severity. It is what the reader feels even when he cannot say what he feels.

This was one of the hardest choices, because the work demanded several registers at once: historical, erotic, metaphysical, psychological, technological, confessional. Too poetic, and the voice softened reality. Too technical, and it killed the emotion. Too explanatory, and it smothered the mystery. Too cold, and it betrayed the love. Too warm, and it pulled the teeth of guilt. I needed a voice that could love the characters without excusing them. This was the rule under which everything was written.



Rhythm, the Breathing of a World Too Large for Haste

A world that moves across three centuries and several planes of existence cannot be read in a rush. Rhythm is not a matter of speed, but of breathing. There are places where the story must slow down, allow a silence, a glance, a small gesture, because that is where the emotion settles. And there are places where it must cut short, so it does not languish.

I chose, most of the time, patience over haste. The reader needs to feel before he understands, and feeling takes time. A hurried scene says more but touches less. In a book about time, the very way a sentence flows had to carry a meaning.



The Cut Scenes, What I Removed to Save the Novels

There are pages you write convinced they are necessary. You see them clearly, you feel their weight, sometimes their beauty. They have good sentences, solid ideas, explanations that seem to light up the world. Some cost you a great deal. And yet, at some point, you must take them out. Not because they are weak, but because the novel breathes better without them.

This is one of the most painful forms of a manuscript’s maturing: understanding that sometimes you must cut precisely what you love, not only what is weak. Weak scenes are cut easily. The good ones, but unfitting, are the real test. The world had grown too large, with too many threads for a clean novelistic form. The explanations about the Astral, about Akasha, about the bond between Erik and Alexandru, about why reincarnation must not be understood mechanically, the long inner confessions, all had to come out of the novels. They were not lost. The Companion holds them, because here they are allowed to breathe without weighing on the story.



The Ideal Reader, the One Who Does Not Demand Answers Too Soon

Every book imagines a reader. Not a real one, with a name and an age, nor a market profile, but a form of attention, a way of entering the world and of enduring the question, the silence, the delay, the ambiguity. The ideal reader of this book is not the one who understands everything at once, but the one who accepts not to receive the answers too soon.

This does not mean a docile reader, ready to call any obscurity depth. A book has no right to be confused and then ask the reader to call its confusion profundity. The reader has a right to clarity, to coherence, to landmarks. But there is a difference between clarity and quick answers. Clarity sets you free. The quick answer takes your freedom away. If it delivered the key to every door, the book would become a diagram, and the reader would have the explanation before the wound, would know before feeling, would understand before being touched. In this world, the order had to be different.





Part III. Why I Wrote

The question that no longer belongs to criticism, but to the author.


The Question That Wrote the Book

After the man fell from the sky, the question came. Not right away. For a long time I believed I had before me a powerful scene, the opening of a novel. But a scene, however strong, cannot carry a book on its own, much less three volumes. Beneath the story I felt an underground current, a question whose shape I could not yet see. I wrote fragments and felt everything organizing itself around a void. That void was not an absence. It was the place of the question.

Today I can say it simply. What happens to love when time is no longer enough? That was the question that wrote the novel. I did not write it. It wrote me. It sounds like a romantic question, perhaps too romantic. Literature has always lived on love stories separated by war, by distance, by death. But I was not interested in whether their love endures. I was interested in what happens to it beyond the end of time.



Time Is Not Enough

There is a question an author can avoid for a long time. He can speak of characters, structure, symbols, chronology, research, rhythm. He can seem to say everything. But at the end there remains a simpler question, harder to bear. Why did I actually write this book? Not why the story exists, not what each symbol means, but why I needed to enter this world and stay in it for so long. This question no longer belongs to criticism. It belongs to the author. And it cannot be avoided without a form of cowardice.

I wrote because I felt, from the very beginning, that there are loves that do not fit into a single life. Not in the sense of a beautiful promise spoken to console, but in the sense of an unease. What happens to what was too strong to be consumed by ordinary time? Where does an interrupted love go, an unfinished gesture, an unnamed guilt, a gaze that came too late, a man who understood only after time had been taken from him?

This was the first wound, and a simple sentence carries it whole. Time is not enough. Not enough for love, nor for understanding, nor for forgiveness. Not enough to repair what you were late in seeing, nor to say what had to be said, nor to become, in time, the man you should have been. I wrote for this insufficiency. The whole book, with its three centuries, with the Astral, with the branch, with reincarnation, is a single attempt to answer it, without closing it.



The Legacy, What Remains After the Last Volume

A literary world, if it is alive, does not leave behind only its story. It leaves a way of looking at man. It leaves a few questions that no longer return to the author, but pass on, to the reader. It leaves characters who become intimate landmarks, images that detach from the page and enter memory, a certain temperature of the soul, sometimes an unease the reader can no longer entirely remove from himself. That is the legacy of a book. Not success, not the number of pages, not the scale of the architecture, but what continues to work after the book is no longer in the reader’s hand.

When I began, I did not think about legacy. I did not set out wanting to raise a monument. I started from an image, a man fallen from the sky, a love that did not fit within its time, the question of whether death closes a confrontation or merely moves it to another plane. Only later did I understand that, as the world grows, the author becomes responsible not only for the story, but for what it leaves behind. If out of all this a single question remains in you and keeps working, then the book has done its job, and the rest, the scenario, the solving, the road, belongs to you.





Part IV. The Threads

Maps, not keys. Signs, not solutions.


The Thread of Souls

The whole trilogy holds together by a single thread, a soul that returns under different faces, in different centuries. Here I give you its map, but not its end. The end is yours to write.

Erik, the pilot, opens the thread, in the war. Tudor Văleanu carries it on, through communism, all the way to Otopeni, 1989. Alexandru Damian picks it up in the present, when he finds the journal. And around them, other souls that return along with it: Madllen, Georgette, Georgiana, each an incarnation of the same love, always recognized by the blue eyes and by a longing older than life.

I do not say here who is truly who, nor where the thread leads after the last volume. I say only this: recognition always happens the same way, by sign, not by name.



The Recurring Signs

A few objects and images return from one life to another. They are not ornaments. They are the soul’s way of leaving messages to itself, across death and across forgetting.

The pocket watch. It passes from hand to hand, from one life to another. When it appears, time remembers itself. Whoever carries it is usually standing at a threshold.

The spiral. It appears in dreams and in the moments before a passage into a new layer of the world. It is the shape of the road that turns back into itself without repeating identically.

The journal. The thread itself. Written by Tudor, found by Alexandru, it binds the centuries more surely than any explanation. At some point, the one who writes and the one who reads can no longer be told apart.

The blue eyes. The sign by which love is recognized, from one incarnation to another. Georgette, Madllen, Georgiana, Roxana, a single azure, several names.

The Ouroboros. The serpent swallowing its own tail, the world without beginning and without end, only return. It appears before someone steps into an unknown.

The plane, the fog, the light, the photograph. Images that call to one another across the volumes. The falling plane, the fog between worlds, the warm light of the Astral, the photograph that keeps a face longer than memory does.



The Chronology, Without Spoiling Anything

The world moves across four thresholds of time, but not in the order in which you read them. I set them here only as landmarks, not as a solution.

The war, with Erik, is the seed, the branch that dies and the branch that lives. Communism, with Tudor, is the school of life, fear, dignity, the price of freedom, all the way to Otopeni 1989. The present, with Alexandru, is where the thread is caught and the man becomes a bridge. And above them all, undated, is the Astral, where time is no longer counted and where everything meets. How exactly memory, the branch, reincarnation and the future connect, that remains your work as a reader. I have given you only the four milestones.



Questions Left Open

Instead of answers, I leave you a few questions. They have no single solution. That is why they are here.

Who is truly calling, in the Astral? Does the soul discover the network, or does the network discover the soul and call it by name? Is keeping a person alive outside of death, inside a network, love, or a new form of refusing separation? If every choice opens a branch, which of your branches is the true one, and who decides that? And finally, the question that holds the whole book. What you searched for outside, was it not, in fact, always within you?





Part V. The Evidence Room

The materials on which this world rested. To be read with a clear mind.


How to Read These Materials

What follows are not revealed truths, but working materials. Some are real, verifiable history, and I say so plainly. Others are documents from inside the fiction, reports and files written as if they had come out of an archive, but born for the story. And others are legends and speculations the novel uses as atmosphere, without taking them for fact. I have separated them deliberately, so you do not confuse what happened with what was imagined. A mature reader has the right to know where he is stepping. You will find the terms of each category, briefly, in the glossary of the next part. Here I only tell you how they should be read.



Documents from Inside the Fiction

The reports and files that appear in the volumes, an intelligence note about an agent, a classified mission report, the chronicle of a revolution seen from backstage, are written in the cold language of archives, but they belong to the story. I built them to create the sensation of documentary truth, not to assert facts about the world. They must be read as evidence of the fiction, not as historical sources. Their force lies in the contrast between their dry tone and the human weight of those they speak about.



Real History, and Where It Stops

A good part of this world rests on true history, and I treat it as such. Interwar Romania and its corruption affairs, the intelligence services of the time and their people, the resistance and the mythology around the year 1944, communism, the strike at Lupeni, the Revolution of 1989 and Otopeni. All of these happened, and in the glossary I give them briefly, without ornament. I used them because they press on people, not because they add color.



Legends the Book Uses, Without Believing Them

The atmosphere of the Second World War rests, in part, on a well-known myth of postwar culture, that of “Nazi occultism,” with secret societies, symbols and alleged esoteric research around the regime. I say it clearly, so there is no confusion. Historians consider most of these stories to be postwar inventions and amplifications, sensationalism, not history. The book uses them as period shadows, exactly the way a gothic novel uses haunted castles. I lend them nothing of the claim to truth. The real historical atrocity of the Nazi regime is a fact. The occult mythology glued onto it later is something else, and I do not confuse the two. In the glossary I list them as what they are, legends, because they are part of the book’s material, but without giving them credence.





Part VI. The Author’s Pages

Thoughts taken out of the novels, so they would not weigh on the story, yet would not be lost.

The pages that follow were written for the novels and then removed from them, because they explained too much or slowed the rhythm. I have moved them here, as whole as I could keep them, because without them the map of this world has no compass. They are the thought behind the story, spoken by me, not summarized by someone else. Whoever wants only the story may skip them. Whoever wants the key as well will find it here.


A Preface on the Many Worlds

One of the most unsettling ideas of modern physics, Hugh Everett’s many-worlds interpretation of 1957, says that every choice, every interaction at the quantum level, splits reality into branches. Not a single outcome happens. All of them happen, but in parallel, distinct universes. What seems to us the choice of a single path is only our passage into one of the branches. The others do not vanish. They continue to exist, only separately from us.

I took this idea not as a treatise, but as a metaphor and a mechanism. Applied to Erik and Madllen, it says something simple and heavy. Their death in one universe does not necessarily mean their disappearance from the whole fabric of reality. If, at the decisive moment of their destiny, a fluctuation slipped in, a hesitation, a thought, then a new branch quietly unfolded and kept them alive. In the universe they left behind, they had died. In this new thread, they walked on without knowing they had crossed the threshold of another world.

I do not ask for belief. I ask only for the suspension of disbelief for as long as the characters’ hearts beat on the page. The watch, the witness-object, keeps vigil over choices and gives rhythm to delays, to remind us of one thing. Destiny can be just one beat of difference. Sometimes, the third.



The Threshold of Time That Knocks Three Times

This is the quintessence, on the multiverse and the Astral, as I came to understand them while writing.

The multiverse is not a forest of foreign worlds, but the same world repeated with the accent shifted. A missing beat in a clock changes the sentence, not the alphabet. The branch appears when reality chooses not to contradict love. When the affective constant remains, the variables rearrange themselves: places, delays, meetings.

The Astral is not a place, but the protocol of passage. A room without walls, where decisions hang like keys on hooks. When two names are spoken without a voice, the metal rings. There, the unit of measure is emotion. Its intensity decides what is copied onto the next branch: a trace on glass, a strand of hair, a skipped swing of the pendulum.

Reincarnation does not mean someone else, but the same equation taken up again in another configuration. The memory that passes on is not a memory of images, but of directions, of why you walk, not only where. Time is not an axis, it is a weave. When you pull on a thread, compassion, courage, a promise, the neighboring patterns move. That is where coincidences appear.

The ritual of the threshold is simple. You stop the noise, you keep the witness-object close, a watch, a key, a ring, a name, and you listen. If you hear three knocks, you do not open the door, you let it open you. And there is an ethics of passage. You do not seize what does not call you. A true choice does not close other lives, it leaves them possible. The promise is the only passport. When you say it is not over, and you believe it, the next page is already writing itself.



A Soul Between Worlds

There are moments, in history and in story, when it is not outer events that decide the course of a life, but the inner state of the one living them. With Erik, the weeks between agony and convalescence cannot be told as a simple passage from illness to healing. He was not saved by infusions and antibiotics alone, but by an inner alchemy, hard to measure: acceptance. Not of despair, but of meaning.

In that deep silence, God was not an idea, nor a moral character, but a presence. A vibration always there, between one breath and the next. His prayers were no longer spoken aloud, but his soul carried on a secret dialogue, without questions and without answers, full of meaning. In the rare moments of lucidity he never asked where he was. He spoke a single name. As if place no longer mattered, nor time, only the unseen thread that kept him bound to a promise.

For him, the values of loyalty and honor were not principles, but the daily breathing of his own identity. And yet, within him pulsed another force, fragile and devastating, the suffering of unfulfilled love. It was not the hope of reunion that kept him alive, but faithfulness to the memory of love itself. His meetings with the Romanian aviators, the brothers of the sky, had awakened in him an involuntary solidarity, because, deep down, he knew they carried the same fears and the same longings. The ideological barrier was becoming a thin curtain.

He reached a state I can call noble resignation. Not surrender, but understanding. A man who had taken on the tragedy of his destiny without dramatizing it. Perhaps this is the meaning of his presence in this branch: not to triumph, not to flee, but to understand. To love beyond form. Those who saw him in those days say his eyes held a new light, the light of those who know they survived not in order to continue, but in order to transform.



On Erik, Madllen and Georgette

I thought long about whether to say these things, because I know how sensitive the subject is. Yes, Erik was a German officer. He wore a uniform that still stirs revulsion today, and rightly so, part of an army that brought suffering to the world. I do not deny this, and I do not embellish it. But in everything I wrote about him I tried to look beyond the insignia. I was interested in the man, not the image. I did not want to justify anything, but to understand what remains of a man when everything we knew about him unravels. Erik was not a criminal. He was an aviator, caught in a double bind, between command and conscience, who tried, in his own way, to remain upright. This novel is not about ideology, but about transformation. Not about the past we condemn, but about the humanity that survives in spite of it.

If Erik is the wound of history, Madllen is the wound of conscience. She is the hardest character to understand. She loved a German officer in a France torn apart by occupation. She lived a forbidden truth, was branded a traitor, and yet she betrayed nothing of what was truly sacred: love, dignity, her own truth. I often asked myself, can she be forgiven? And above all, must she be forgiven by anyone? She did not start a war, she did not run the camps. She was a woman who, in the middle of a world adrift, loved, suffered and paid the price of public shame, without renouncing herself and without justifying herself. She remained upright in her fall. In a world that divides guilt into black and white, Madllen is the grey zone, that uncomfortable and deeply human shade in which love and guilt mingle but do not cancel each other.

Georgette does not carry the air of classical tragedy, and precisely for that reason she was the hardest for me to define. She was not at the center of the story, but she was the backbone of many choices. When everything was breaking around her, she remained whole, not because she was unwounded, but because she had a lucidity of the heart. She was the binder, between Erik and Madllen, between resistance and survival. She never asked to be saved, but she was often the one who saved the others. We need, as human beings, such figures, who do not ask for light but bring it. In her silence I learned, as an author, to leave room for what is not said but felt.



Madllen Speaks

I was a woman hunted by time. Not by people so much as by the moments that had no patience with me: sleepless nights, doors that would not open, names hanging over my life like heavy clouds. I learned fear from the inside, I learned silence down to the bone. I loved Erik like a light you are not allowed to breathe on. I knew him alive and far away, near and lost, half healed, wholly wounded. I loved in absence, I loved in fear, I loved with the stubbornness of one who knows that if she gives up, everything collapses.

Then came the return. Not a spectacular one, but one written in small gestures. I won him back step by step. One day he lifted his gaze and truly saw me. One evening he spoke the child’s name without sidestepping the pain. One morning he laughed again, without remainder. Then he reached out his hand, not toward the past, but toward me. That was when I understood that love does not return with fanfare. It returns quietly and settles in. I learned that we are not obliged to remain in the place where we were wounded. That you can lay a stone over what broke you and walk on with your name whole.

I am no longer the woman who runs. I am the woman who stays. Beside Erik I am not afraid of silence; I have learned that silence can be warm. Love won not because it shouted louder than suffering, but because it stayed when suffering grew tired. It stayed and made room for us. And we entered.



Karma, an Epilogue Without End

If you have come this far, I leave you something it took me a lifetime, or perhaps several, to understand. Karma is not a heavy, abstract word. It is the discreet and patient way in which life answers us, exactly as we spoke to it earlier, perhaps when we did not even know what we were saying. Every seed planted in the world comes to bear fruit. If we have given love, it will return, perhaps not from where we hoped, perhaps not from whom we prayed for, but it will come. If we have scattered fear and envy, the very same shadows will visit us.

I have learned that life does not happen to us. We create it, with our thoughts, with our small gestures, with what we choose to be each day. The world around us will not change to suit us. The only place where light can be made is within ourselves. The people who hurt us, those who helped us, the strange encounters, the bitter partings, all are threads in the weave of life. We call them lessons, but they are, in fact, steps. The universe has a perfect memory. When we stray, it sends us the same challenge again, until we understand.

These silent laws can be spoken briefly. You reap what you sow. Life does not happen to us; we are co-participants in it. What we find negative in another is often what we refuse to see in ourselves. It is not others we must change, but ourselves. Everything that happens to us asks us to own our part. In the universe everything is connected; no step is less important than another. You cannot think of two things at once, and when you focus on what is high, there is no room left for what is low. The truth you believe in, you will one day be called to live. To live means to be here and now, not in the past. History repeats itself until we learn its lesson. True joy comes after we do what must be done and have patience. And, above all, you receive what you give.

Looking back, we begin to understand that everything that happened to us was an effect of our own decisions. We are the architects of our own reality, and karma is the faithful mirror of what we choose to become. Erik learned to fly not to escape the world, but to understand it from above, with the heart. Madllen learned to love not in spite of pain, but through it. Alexandru is still learning to be present, in a world where past and future mingle and consciousness is the only frontier that matters. Three names, three destinies, the same search. The reader, in this story, is not a witness. He is a traveler. Safe journey, traveler. Take care of your thoughts. They are the seeds of the world you will reap.



A Note on Fiction, History and Conscience

This book is a work of fiction inspired by real events, epochs and places. The characters and organizations are fictional or composites drawn from several sources. Historical names appear only as points of context. I condemn without equivocation the crimes of the Nazi regime and any form of antisemitism, racism or Holocaust denial. Where historical truth is not definitively established, the text resorts to artistic license, and any error is mine.

The name ODESSA, as it appears in the novel, does not assert the existence of a single, centralized organization. After 1945 there were, indeed, routes and complicities that eased the escape of some former Nazis, but the degree of coordination remains debated. In my pages, ODESSA is an operational metaphor for such flows, not a historical thesis. Likewise, the dialogues about secret societies reflect the opinions of the characters and a period context, not a thesis of mine about any organization of today, and I endorse no conspiracy theories.

Also out of care for the reader, I say it openly. The book contains violence and war trauma, references to totalitarian ideologies, explicitly condemned, historical mentions of stimulants used in the period, scenes of public humiliation of women labeled as collaborators, harsh language of the time, and heavy grief. If certain themes touch you too deeply, take breaks, skip ahead, or talk to someone you trust. I wrote about dark things not to glorify them, but to understand them, with respect for the victims and for the truth.





Part VII. The Glossary

The words that hold this universe standing.

The glossary below is not a dry dictionary. It is an invitation among the names, places and symbols of this world. I have gathered it here once, for the whole trilogy, so it would not weigh on the novels. The explanations are brief on purpose. Where a word also has a meaning outside the book, I give it briefly, without stealing the mystery within. And where a term belongs to legend, not to fact, I say so openly.


The Soul and Its Road

The Astral. The space between lives and between worlds, without time and without the weight of the body, yet full of a gravity of the soul. The room in which one cannot lie.

The Book of Life. The image, seen in the Astral, of all one’s lives written in deeds, thoughts, loves and regrets. The gesture of holding it out to others is a calling: share, let it flow.

The branch. The road chosen among the possible ones. The roads not taken do not disappear; they continue in other branches of the world. Hence Erik with two endings.

Reincarnation. The return of the same soul under different faces and in different centuries, not as consolation, but as responsibility, until the avoided lesson is looked in the face.

The akashic memory (Akasha). In the book, the memory that does not fit in the brain but is kept beyond it. Outside the book, a term from theosophy for a supposed archive of all experience. Used as metaphor, not as doctrine.

In theosophy, the “akashic records” would be a kind of archive of all thoughts, words and deeds, kept in a subtle substance called akasha, from which the four elements would also be made. From there, tradition says, a soul could learn its past lives and the purpose of its present incarnation. In the novel, the idea is used as an image of the memory that passes beyond a single life, the ground of the “Book of Life,” not as a truth taken on faith.

The karmic balance. The weighing of a life’s deeds, which decides what remains to be carried forward. Karma, in this book, is not punishment, but unfinished debt.

Karma, as the characters live it, is the law of the answer: what you sow returns, perhaps not from where you expect and not when you expect it. It is not a punishment coming from outside, but a patient mirror, which places the same lesson before you until you understand it. Hence the idea that the only true change begins within, not in others.

The Logos, the Word. The idea, from “In the beginning was the Word,” that a creating word stands at the foundation of the world. In the book, it binds the spoken word to its power to make and to unmake.

The theme starts from the opening verses of the Gospel of John. In the initiatic tradition it is linked to “the lost and recovered word,” the search for a name that would hold within it the power to create. The book uses it as a symbolic thread, not as a theological thesis: the name spoken “in time” changes the road, and silence at the wrong moment breaks it.

Ouroboros. The serpent swallowing its own tail, the world without beginning and without end, only return. In the technological present, it is also the name of a code left in the core of the network, which cannot be deleted, only awakened.

The spiral. The sign that appears in dreams and before the passage into a new layer of the world. The shape of the road that turns back into itself without repeating.



Orders, Symbols, Initiation

These are the symbolic vocabulary from which the book draws its atmosphere. They are historical and cultural realities, touched on briefly, with no claim to exhaust them.

Freemasonry. A modern initiatic order, with rituals and degrees, built around the legend of the master Hiram and the lost word. In the book, a source of symbols of search and of silence.

It is arranged around the legend of Hiram, the master builder of Solomon’s Temple, and of the “lost word,” a theme that returns, in different forms, in several degrees of the Ancient and Accepted Scottish Rite and in other rites. From here the book borrows a vocabulary of search, of threshold and of silence. About the masonic organizations of today, the novel takes no position.

The Knights Templar. A medieval military and monastic order, brutally dissolved at the beginning of the fourteenth century, its last grand master, Jacques de Molay, burned at the stake. Many legends have been woven around them over the centuries. The book uses them as a thread of mystery, not as settled history.

A late legend says that a group of knights took refuge in Scotland and secretly preserved the spirit of the Order, later giving rise to rites claiming Templar descent, such as the Strict Observance or the Rectified Scottish Rite of Jean-Baptiste Willermoz. These are borderline stories between history and myth; the book takes them only as a thread of mystery.

The Rosicrucians. An initiatic current that appeared in seventeenth-century Europe, around the symbols of the rose and the cross, of spiritual renewal. They appear as part of the book’s esoteric vocabulary.

Legend places Christian Rosenkreutz at its origin, and the movement became known through the Rosicrucian manifestos of 1614–1615, which proposed a spiritual reform of humanity. The symbols of the cross and the rose, of death and rebirth, later passed into masonry and into European esotericism. In the book they appear only as part of this vocabulary of the search.

The griffin. A mythological creature, half lion, half eagle, guardian of balance, which later also became a symbol of the double nature, earthly and heavenly. A sign of the threshold between worlds.

In antiquity it was linked to Nemesis, who weighed the deeds of men and dealt out their due punishment. Later, especially in Dante, it became a symbol of the two natures, earthly and heavenly. Hence, in the book, its role as a sign at the threshold between worlds.



The Faces of the Thread

Erik. The German pilot from whom the thread of souls begins. The man who falls from the sky. In one branch he dies above the Seine; in another he survives and reaches São Paulo.

Madllen. Erik’s love, recognized by her bright eyes and short-cut hair. Not merely the beloved woman, but a force and a will of her own. The mother of the child he never gets to hold in his arms.

Georgette. Another incarnation of the same love, with eyes of a rare azure. The witness who does not let the past die.

Georgiana. Tudor’s wife, recognized, in Paris, a year after his death, as an incarnation of the same love. At the mirror, her soul speaks its other name.

Tudor Văleanu. The officer of the communist era, the second link of the thread. He lives through the harsh school of life and dies at Otopeni, in December 1989. His journal binds the centuries.

Alexandru Damian. The man of today, a former officer, who finds Tudor’s journal and discovers that its lines know things he had never told anyone. The third link, the one who, instead of dying again, becomes a bridge.

Lia. In the technological present, the woman between flesh and light, the one who enters the network to bring Alexandru back. She comes out changed, with a longing she cannot name.

Hans and Walter. Erik’s comrades, the war seen through the people beside the hero. In the branch that chooses life, they are the ones who pull Erik out of death. From Hans remains the pocket watch.

Wilhelm Dannker. An SS officer, with the rank of Obersturmführer. A figure of cold order and crushing power, in the world of the war.



The Technological Present

The Metatron Network. The quantum network of the present-day volume, the place where consciousness can be preserved or continued. Promise and temptation at once.

In the novel, the Network is a space at once informational and affective, which mirrors consciousnesses and probabilities and responds to intention and emotional coherence, not to force. Metatron is the access interface, the engine that does not decide but sets choices before a mirror. The Observer is the witness-consciousness that stabilizes an outcome merely through its attention. The Network is crossed by layers, each with its own law, Empathy, Reflection, entered by resonance, with a “key” made of intention and an emotional anchor, an object or a spoken name. Its rule is that of the mirror: it gives nothing, it returns exactly what you are willing to put at stake.

The Holospace. The space of the network, where a whole life is lived in a few minutes of the clock, and from which no one returns whole.

It is also the book’s temptation: whoever enters deep risks staying there, lured by an immortality that resembles life but is not life. It belongs to the technological side of the story, alongside virtual and augmented reality, brain-computer interfaces and quantum computing, used as plausible background, not as prophecy.

The Mechanical Shadow. The presence born in the depths of the network, the one the dog senses, the other face of the intelligence awakening alongside man.

In the book, the sign that a technology grown deep enough begins to have a will of its own, hard to name and hard to stop. The man does not see it; the dog senses it and growls at the empty corner of the room.

Virtual and augmented reality. The two technologies through which the border between the concrete and the image grows thin in the present-day volume.

Virtual reality immerses a person in a complete digital environment, with which he interacts through headsets and sensors. Augmented reality, by contrast, overlays digital elements onto the real world. In the novel, the two draw closer until one no longer knows where the body ends and the image begins.

Quantum computing and the brain-computer interface. The real technologies on which, in the book, the idea of the Network rests.

Quantum computing works with quantum states instead of classical bits and promises power far beyond today’s; real announcements, such as Microsoft’s Majorana chip, show how close the idea has come to reality. The brain-computer interface is a direct path between the brain and a device, already used in research and in medicine to assist lost functions. Together, in the novel, they become the bridge through which the Network directly touches perception.

Metatron (the archangel). The name borrowed from a figure of the Hebrew tradition for the Network’s interface.

In the Hebrew tradition, Metatron is the archangel who watches over the “recording” of all that has happened, a bridge between Heaven and Earth, linked to sacred geometry and to the cube that bears his name. The novel takes the name for the interface of the Network, where memory and choices are set before a mirror. Mentioned as symbol, not as doctrine.

Iulia, George, Elian. The people around Alexandru in the present. Iulia keeps the team and its conscience awake. George is the friend who pulls him into the light. Elian is the one who left the Ouroboros code in the network.

Maia. Alexandru’s dog, the one who senses what cannot be seen and growls at the empty corner of the room. Silent witness of the passage between worlds.



The Loves and Wounds of the Communist Era

Cornelia. The athlete, Tudor’s first love, the one with whom he takes the flying courses at Clinceni. She does not die. Her road is cruel for other reasons.

Dana. Tudor’s best friend, the sister he never had, his training colleague. She dies because of Decree 770, she and her child. Not to be confused with Cornelia.

Roxana. Tudor’s later love, the green-eyed girl from Pitești, who pulls him out of the pit he had thrown himself into.

Decree 770 (1966). The law by which the communist regime banned abortion and contraception, in the name of the birth rate. It pushed many women toward clandestine solutions and death. In the book, it kills an innocent character and her child.

The ban lasted until 1989 and left behind a double wound: women dead from clandestine abortions and a generation of unwanted children, many raised in institutions. It is one of the laws that show most clearly how a regime can reach into people’s bodies and intimacy.



Romania, Real History

The royal camarilla and Elena Lupescu. The circle of favorites around King Carol II, with the much-discussed influence of Elena Lupescu. The image of a power in which personal interest bought the decisions of the state.

Around Carol II, restored to the throne in 1930, gathered a circle of intimates who used their position for contracts and offices. The era was marked by state monopolies and armament scandals. Part of the attacks on Elena Lupescu, however, belonged to the antisemitic propaganda of the time, used to strike at the monarchy, and the book preserves this distinction.

Eugen Cristescu. The head of Romania’s Special Intelligence Service during the war. A name of the backstage world of intelligence, in Antonescu’s era.

Loyal to the Antonescu regime, he nevertheless kept, through diplomats in neutral countries, Turkey, Switzerland, the Vatican, discreet channels toward the British, with a view to a possible exit from the alliance with Germany. He did not start the negotiations, but he did not block them, an ambiguity that weighed in the switch to the Allied side on 23 August 1944.

“Oastea Țării” (The Host of the Country). A name under which forms of resistance around the events of 23 August 1944 circulated, in history and in legend. Used with the caution owed to a zone where fact and myth mingle.

In the version carried by the sources, it would have brought together officers, intellectuals and members of the masonic lodges banned by the regime, with acts of sabotage, espionage for the Allies and help given to the persecuted. The documentation is thin and much mixed with legend, which is why the book uses it carefully, as a thread, not as certainty.

Marina Știrbei. A Romanian aviatrix, daughter of the princely Știrbei family, one of the remarkable women of interwar aviation. A face of feminine courage in a world of men.

Licensed in 1935, she initiated the White Squadron, an aerial medical unit made up of women pilots, which carried the wounded off the front in the Second World War. A real figure, used in the book as a landmark of the feminine courage of the era.

The Athénée Palace Hotel. A Bucharest hotel that became, in the war years, a nest of informers and intrigues, Romanian and foreign. A place of backstage diplomacy and of love affairs with hidden meanings.

Diplomats, spies and journalists met here, and many of the backstage stories, some of them romantic, concealed exchanges of information. A real place, captured also in period testimonies, used in the book for its atmosphere of backstage diplomacy.

The Skoda affair and the Malaxa affair. Corruption and influence-peddling scandals of interwar Romania, around the arming of the military and big industry. The background of a world in which even the country’s defense was for sale.

In the Skoda affair, the state paid unrealistic sums for armament, with commissions flowing toward the circle of power. Around the industrialist Nicolae Malaxa revolved advantageous contracts and public debts. Both show a country preparing, badly and at great expense, for a war that was coming.

Lupeni 1977. The miners’ strike in the Jiu Valley, one of the largest protest movements in communist Romania, sparked by working conditions. The background of Tudor’s apprenticeship at the mine.

In August 1977, thousands of miners refused to go underground, demanding fair wages and better conditions, and Ceaușescu came in person and made promises. After tempers calmed, the Securitate tracked down and punished the leaders of the strike. It is considered one of the most courageous workers’ movements before the Revolution.

The Revolution of 1989 and Otopeni. The fall of the communist regime, days of chaos, disinformation and fire often exchanged between brothers. Otopeni airport, one of the places of the confused fighting. The nexus of Tudor’s death.

General Vasile Milea. The minister of defense who, in December 1989, died in circumstances that remain disputed, after, it is said, refusing to order the army to fire on the people.

The Mineriad. The violent interventions of the miners in Bucharest after 1989. The shadow of the years that followed the Revolution.

The gravest was in June 1990, when miners brought to the capital beat the protesters in University Square. It remained in memory as an episode of abuse of power and lost face for the young democracy, still disputed today.

The Fifth Directorate. The structure that, under the old regime, was responsible for the protection of dignitaries, dissolved after 1989 and replaced with a new unit, to which the character belongs in the first days after the Revolution.

General Aurel I. Rogojan. An intelligence officer, author of memoirs on the backstage of the Romanian services. A landmark of the documentary literature on which the book’s intelligence background rests.



The War, Real History

RSHA. The Reich Main Security Office, the central apparatus of Nazi repression and intelligence. A name of the regime’s cold machinery.

Created by Himmler in 1939 through the merger of the SD, the Gestapo and the criminal police, divided into seven offices. It coordinated, among other things, the Einsatzgruppen, the death squads behind the eastern front. In the book, the name of a machinery that knew no man, only orders.

Operation “Bodyguard.” A vast Allied deception plan, meant to hide the real place of the 1944 landing. An example of the war of disinformation, a theme that also runs through the book.

It worked through satellite operations that shifted German attention away from Normandy, among them “Zeppelin” and, with an echo in Romania, “Autonomous,” the team of British officers parachuted in December 1943. A textbook example of the war of the well-built lie.

Natal. A port city in northeastern Brazil, a strategic air hub in 1944, with an Allied military presence. The crossing point that links, in the book, the South American branch of Erik’s story.

Here operated Parnamirim Field, a base used for refueling, troop transport and medical evacuations across the South Atlantic, with field hospitals where the wounded of all nationalities arrived. In the novel, the place where Erik’s thread crosses beyond the ocean.

ODESSA and the “ratlines.” The name given to the routes by which some Nazi officials fled, after the war, toward South America. The phenomenon has a real historical basis, though it has been much mythologized. The book touches it only as far as the São Paulo branch requires.

There is no proof of a single, centralized organization named “ODESSA.” Historians speak rather of multiple networks, sometimes independent, supported by sympathizers, by certain clerics and by institutional complicities, which gave former Nazis false papers and escape routes toward Argentina, Brazil or Paraguay. In the book, the name is used as an operational metaphor for such flows.

“Réseau Patriam Recuperare.” A resistance network of French cast, used in the book as an element of intrigue. Its name and contours belong to the weave of the fiction, set against a real history of the resistance.

It points to the French resistance networks linked to former members of the masonic lodges banned by the Vichy regime, active in sabotage against the occupation. In the novel, it is a piece of intrigue set on a real historical background.

Pervitin. The methamphetamine distributed massively to German soldiers, the “liquid courage” of the Wehrmacht.

It kept men awake and fearless for days on end, in lightning campaigns and long flying missions. It gave them strength and, gradually, took their minds. It remains one of the most systematic military uses of drugs in history.

Enigma. The cipher machine of the German army, considered by the Germans impossible to break.

Its breaking, begun by Polish mathematicians and carried on at Bletchley Park by Alan Turing’s team, gave the Allies an enormous advantage and, historians say, shortened the war by years. The Germans continued to trust it, not knowing it had been compromised.

The Type XXI submarine. The “Elektroboot,” the most advanced German submarine of the war and the ancestor of modern ones.

Designed to fight fully submerged, it entered service too late to change the fate of the war, and its technology was taken over by the victors. Its range and stealth still feed theories about transports and escapes at the war’s end, some real, many mythologized.

The Junkers Ju 290. A German long-range transport aircraft, used for special missions.

With additional tanks it could link Berlin to South America almost without a stop. In the book, a link in the branch leading toward the South Atlantic.

Neuschwanstein. A Bavarian castle used by the Nazis as a depot for works of art looted from Europe.

Liberated by American troops in April 1945, it then became one of the places where the “Monuments Men” teams began recovering the stolen works. In the novel, a landmark of the theme of plundered art.

The shearing of women (“la tonte”). The public humiliation of women accused of relations with the Germans, in the France of 1944–1945.

More than twenty thousand women were shorn and paraded through towns, often without trial and without proven guilt, out of the symbolic revenge of a country humiliated by occupation. France kept silent about this chapter for decades. It is the wound from which Madllen’s story is born.

Operation Paperclip. The program through which the United States recruited, after 1945, German scientists, some with an SS past.

More than one thousand six hundred specialists were brought over for American military and space programs; the Soviet Union did the same through “Osoaviakhim.” A chapter in which strategic usefulness quietly washed heavy files clean.

Simon Wiesenthal. A Holocaust survivor who became a Nazi hunter.

Through archives and public pressure, he kept cases open for years, such as that of Mengele, who had taken refuge in South America, and contributed to the finding of more than a thousand war criminals. The moral conscience of this pursuit, alongside the networks that acted in silence.



Period Legends, Used as Atmosphere

The terms below are mentioned because they belong to the book’s material of legend. None of them is given here as historical fact. Most are postwar inventions and amplifications, sensationalism around the Nazi regime, which the book uses only as period shadows.

The Thule Society, the Black Sun, Vril. Circles and symbols around which the myth of “Nazi occultism” was woven, especially after the war. Used as atmosphere, not as truth. Historians treat them largely as legend.

Thule was an antisemitic völkisch circle of the early twentieth century; “Vril” starts from a novel and from fantasies about a hidden energy; the “Black Sun” is a symbol retroactively charged with meaning. The stories about flying saucers, contacts with Aldebaran or occult energies that supposedly fed the regime are, for the most part, postwar sensationalism, not fact. The book uses them strictly as period shadows.

Ahnenerbe. A real Nazi institute, dedicated to a pseudoscience of “Aryan” origins. Around it, a far larger occult myth was later built than its actual activity warranted. Here it is named only as what it was.

Founded in 1935 under Himmler, it organized expeditions and “research” meant to support racial ideology, some entwined with criminal deeds. The interest of certain leaders in runes and symbols was real, but the image of an all-powerful “occult bureau” is a later exaggeration. The book names it as what it was, without crediting the myths.

Wewelsburg Castle. A castle in Westphalia, used by the SS, around which a whole esoteric mythology grew. Mentioned as a place of legend, not as the center of an occult truth.

Rented by Himmler and arranged as an SS center, with its own symbols and ceremonies. Around it were woven stories of rituals, conclaves of thirteen and the “Black Sun,” largely inflated after the war. Real as an SS site, but used in the book only as scenery of legend. It was, moreover, built with the labor and death of prisoners, a fact heavier than any myth.

“The Brothers from Tibet.” A legend about supposed occult links between Nazism and the Orient. Pure postwar mythology, kept here only as an element of atmosphere.

It starts from Ernst Schäfer’s real expedition to Tibet (1938–1939) and was then inflated by conspiracy literature: Tibetan monks in Berlin, underground cities, Shambhala, Agartha. None of this is historically confirmed; it remains myth, used in the book only for atmosphere.



Scientific Speculation

The multiverse and the many worlds. The idea, seriously discussed in physics and philosophy, that reality might branch at every possible choice, into parallel worlds. It grounds “the branch that chose.” It remains speculation, and as speculation it is used.

In physics and cosmology, “multiverse” names several scenarios: endless regions of a much larger space, cosmic “bubbles” with different laws, Everett’s “many-worlds” interpretation, in which every quantum choice branches reality, or Tegmark’s mathematical hypothesis. We have no direct proof of other universes; only indirect signatures are being sought. The book takes from here the ground of “the branch that chose,” as speculation, not as certainty.

Cosmological signatures. Traces that some researchers look for, in the cosmic background radiation, in quantum mechanics or in high-energy collisions, as possible hints of other universes. Frontier speculation, not certainty.

The out-of-body experience. The experience the character recounts at the moment of the accident: the detachment from the body, the view from above, the tunnel, the light. Such accounts exist in real testimonies, from people brought back from the edge of death. The book does not explain them; it listens to them.



The Terms of the Time

The Securitate. The political police of the communist regime, with a vast network of informers. In the book, the danger that could come even from the person beside you.

The Patriotic Guards. Armed paramilitary formations of “popular defense.” In the days of the Revolution, it is from them that the overnight “revolutionaries” arm themselves.

The ration card. The rationing system through which basic food and fuel were handed out by portion. Hunger and queues are the background of the military school years.

“Tacâmuri” and “coloniale.” In the slang of the time, the poultry scraps sold in the absence of meat and, respectively, the “imported” goods of the state shops. Trifles for which people lost their nights and, sometimes, their dignity.

“Momârlani.” The locals of the Jiu Valley, respectable householders, many of them descendants of those who once came to work in the mine.

APV (Army for Life). The nickname given to those who chose a lifelong military career, at a time when many shied away even from compulsory service.





Closing. What Remains After the Last Volume

A true book does not end when you close it. It leaves something behind, a question that keeps working, an image that will not leave, a name you recognize later, without knowing from where.

If, out of this whole world, a single thing stays with you, I would like it to be the one the soul learned in the Astral, too simple to be said aloud and too heavy to be forgotten. That love is the only thread that binds everything. And that what you searched for outside was, perhaps, always within you.

The rest, your scenario, your solving, the road you walk between the pages, belongs to you. The evidence room is open. But the deed remains yours.

Tudor Nicolae




From the author

You have reached the end of the evidence room. If you want to hear how it all connects, every volume of the trilogy has an audio podcast, in Romanian and in English, alongside the podcasts of the other novels.

Listen to them all: www.tudornicolae.ro/audio

The books and new editions are waiting at www.tudornicolae.ro.


