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DEDICATION


After reading this book, the reader will not need to have any doubt that this book can be dedicated only to one person: Paramaha[image: ]sa Vishwananda. Due to His grace, inspiration, promptings and love, I was able to begin writing this book and to actually finish it. It took me a good decade to do so. As the author is never satisfied with his or her work, it took me so much time to write and correct already written material. So many attempts to write this book ended only in endless frustration. Some parts I wrote in one breath, so to speak, whereas some parts needed a repeated revision. After many a trial, I finally just resolved to finally give it a final touch and leave it as it is. Being highly critical of my writings and feeling that this would serve no purpose, I had to be reminded of Guruji's words all the time. If I don't trust in myself, I thought, I must trust in Gurudev. Therefore, this labour of love I present at the Feet of my Gurudev, as a token of love and gratitude. As we are always in debt when love is concerned, I hope I can repay that debt at least a tiny bit with this book.


While writing this book, my thoughts were also directed to you, my dear reader, whose suffering and doubts may be removed reading my life story and my spiritual journey. It has been forged by fire, as the subtitle implies. I'm sure that the lives of most people are filled with loads of suffering interspersed with some short-lasting oases of satisfaction and bliss. Therefore, I would dedicate 'My Journey' also to all truth-seeking souls no matter what path they may follow and I pray that you may find the solace and guidance within these pages.


In addition, I offer my gratitude to all my friends as well as ill-wishers whose support (from the former) and criticism (from the latter) have moulded me into the way I am today.


Jai Gurudev!




FOREWORD


Many years ago, when I had just moved to the first Bhakti Marga ashram in Steffenshof, I visited Guruji in His room and presented Him with a couple of essays I had written. My nature was never to show off to Him in any possible way, but something uncontrollable from inside prompted me to do it. In those days Guruji was very approachable, as there were just a few people living there. He took time, reading slowly line by line, stopping at some sentences, sometimes He laughed, sometimes deeply engrossed in His thoughts and sometimes sharing His comments. After He had patiently finished reading all, and there were at least five or six pages, (worth to mention here that Guruji dislikes very much to read long letters – He likes short and to the point!) He told me He liked it and He urged me to write more.


To write this book was a formidable task that I have had to undertake. Guruji had to remind me many time to write it. I did not have any idea what I should write. I never considered myself that I had anything significant to share. I have always been reticent and self-effacing and tried my best to remain unnoticed in any given circumstances. But after repeated promptings from Guruji, which extended over several years, I told Him that I didn't know what to write about. He said to me, "Listen to your heart and write what is there". "But," I remonstrated "there is nothing in there. My heart is empty". He gave me a significant look, as if He wanted to shake me out of my ignorance and obstinacy, and nonchalantly tapped my heart with His palm and left me alone with my thoughts, wondering.


Guruji once called few of us residents and told us to travel and spread His message. Those who were my superiors, at that time, seemed to overlook what He told me, despite the fact that a couple of them where there present as well, as they thought I had better things to do. I could understand their point of view as the ashram at that time was in dire need of sevāks, but I wanted to carry out Gurudev's edict. With the invitation of Sathya and Liliana, with whom I had become fast friends, I joined their Bhakti Yoga Summer Festival and was teaching a number of classes there. The underlying principle behind me going out was to present the teachings of my Gurudev and attempt to be the fisherman of souls. That is what I felt I needed to do for my Guru. Happily, some of the people I met there became diehard followers of my Guruji. When the festival was over I carried that aura of bliss and great joy for a long time.


I met my Gurudev shortly after I came back and He asked me how it was. We chatted a little bit and He encouraged me to do these things more. And then, once more He told me, "Write a book!" This time it reverberated in my mind as never before. He went on saying to me, "Don't think! Just write whatever comes." I was extremely sincere with Guruji as that is how I had been feeling for years. As a matter of fact, my whole life, when I analysed it, I felt was a complete waste and empty. Several attempts failed to write about my journey. I wrote so many pages only to realise that people would possibly not like to read about what seemed to me to be the uneventful episodes of my life, especially prior to meeting Guruji. When Guruji saw my state of confusion and exasperation, He gave me only one hint: "Name the book, 'My Journey'". Okay, I thought, at least He gave me a hint as to what I should concentrate on when writing.


Ten years have gone by, and finally I can bring this book to a conclusion. I gave my life and soul to each word and I hope that you, my dear reader, will find messages presented in this book inspiring.




INTRODUCTION


We all know that the implicit faith in one's Master is of foremost importance. We are trying to live up to that ideal as best as we can. But when we are faced with challenges, with our own weakness, then we realise how strong we actually are, how faithful we are, how devoted we are. When things go well, we live in an illusion that we are strong, faithful and devoted - almost that we are perfect. Only when we are faced with life's tribulations and tests do we find out where we stand. This is the cold shower to wake us up and let us align our thoughts, words and actions. Those who avoid tests, living in a false security, sooner or later face the hard hits of life. Without building the spiritual strength, one cannot fight and win the battle of life.





PART ONE


-


Early life


My young life was quite uneventful and I spent a good part of my childhood being bored. The best times I could recall was spent playing with my childhood friends out in the fields that were still an oasis of uncultivated greenery and undeveloped areas, pockets of which you could still find in the concrete blocks that were suffocating the city. Alas, this was not for long, but long enough to wait for me to reach my adolescence. Those childlike games we invented with so much imagination were our paradise - the parallel world we were living in. I don't see children nowadays enjoying their childhood so much as we did. But the more I approached the teens, the more lonely I became. I have had to leave those carefree playtimes and try to conform to the expectations of society. Those innocent games were being replaced by card games. Summer after summer passed by playing those, all day long. Unlike other children, I hated long summers as there were no wholesome activities that could occupy my mind.


When I grew up and heard wonderful tales how some of my acquaintances were living their childhood dreams, I became more miserable. I cried many silent tears of feelings of rejection. I felt I was not loved and I was never shown how to love. That may seem strange, but I never saw my parents sharing their love and affection with one another, nor towards any of us siblings. I started to doubt that love actually existed. Although I did feel that love is the substratum of the very existence, still I could not feel it, nor could I see it within my family and relatives. We lived like strangers in a close box of a 70 square meter flat. The more I think about those times, the more desperate I become remembering them. But I have to bring some episodes up for you, my dear reader, to understand where I am coming from and why I am the way I am today.


In my family, the word God was never mentioned – only in curses, which were regular buzzwords or catchphrases. I'd rather avoid mentioning even the light versions of those, which sometimes still pop up in my deeper mind niches. The first time I heard about the word 'God' is when I was playing outside with my childhood friends. I must have been four of five years old at that time. I did not understand anything of what the dissension was all about, but I was faced with two opposing parties, both of those trying to convince me of their arguments. They all shouted trying to bring me on their side asking, "Do you believe in God?". I was confused, to say the least, as I never had heard these words in my life: 'God' and 'believe'. I don't remember how this childish quarrel ended, but years later I remembered it and it made me think of the deeper implications.


I was not raised in a religious or a spiritual environment, obviously, and no moral or spiritual values were implanted in me. I know that some of the people I have met in my life had at least grandparents who would spend some time with them teaching them about something valuable, including even practical skills. I was bereft of even childhood stories that most children are fed with. I did have some cartoon child stories, but these did not bear any moral or spiritual value.
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The Author as a toddler


When I grew older, I asked my parents to buy me some books where I could learn about various topics, like encyclopaedia, but they said they had no money. However, that was an obvious lie, which I was already used to hearing. And that was a lesson I learned: that lying is good if you want to mature properly. Obviously, not the best way of teaching an innocent child.


When I asked my parents why they never took me and enrolled me in some wholesome activities like sports etc., they told me it was too late now, as I am too old for that. I was about 13 years old. Then I remonstrated why they did not do it earlier, and they brushed it off by saying I did not show any interest. Therefore, one by one, all my potentials had been continuously suppressed. When I told some of the episodes of my childhood to some people, I got the different comments, "But, your parents loved you… they protected you… they fed you and gave you shelter… they gave you education, etc." That all sounded wise, but it was not grounded on the true needs. The reason why many children end up in criminal activities, getting their education on the street, is just because they do not receive this at home. Children scream to be loved. Not always do they receive it. It may seem a very bold statement, but I say it now with full conviction: my parents never truly loved me, or truly cared about me. What do I mean by this?


I have observed over these many years that when people are selfish and thinking only about their own needs, they cannot truly love. Just to give shelter, food and education is not enough to call somebody a mother or a father. It has become so common nowadays that families are nests of great problems and corruption. There are many cases of abuse – physical, mental, emotional, psychological, and so on. It is very rare to find a stable and loving family.
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The Author as a boy - I call this photo 'a little lecturer'


I have never been physically a bused by my parents (besides normal beatings that were the norm of education in those times) but I was denied the very essence of what family is meant to provide. I had a great good fortune that I did not end up finding comfort in the streets. I can now, with full conviction, say it was due to the grace of my Gurudev. There is no other possible and logical explanation that can be given as to why I did not end up like many of my peers. In those times, drugs were so available that it is truly a miracle that I never took any.


Even when chastised about not smoking, I showed the companions who were present that it simply was not meant for me. I placed the cigarette between my lips and lit it up. I took few puffs and told them, "Look guys, this does not fit me at all." They never bothered me again and left me alone. But it was not easy to grow up and face the world with no tools. I knew nothing about the world, I was not prepared for any life experiences. I had to test every step I put my foot on. Even though I am not physically, I felt disabled in so many other ways.



ABUSE OF ANIMALS


I have to relate two or three short stories regarding animals. I understand that this may be distressful to read, but these stories formed my way of thinking and the way I am today, therefore I am relating these as they happened. The first one happened when I was very small; I must have been about five or six at that time. We visited the maternal grandparents on the nearby island. The house was situated just few steps from the sea shore. I was told by my mother to throw several kittens that just had been born into the sea. As young and ignorant as I was, I did what I was told. Even at that age, my heart was already so corrupt that I could not feel the dreadfulness of my actions. Few people witnessed what I was doing. I don't remember how the story ended. Just recently, I reminded my mother about that episode in front of my sister. I just wanted to have somebody as a witness. And she confirmed that the story happened as I told it. My sister was utterly shocked and was speechless for a long time. As we were raised in the similar fashion, it was not a surprise, but it is always a shock to hear these stories.


The second episode regarding animals happened when I was about 12 years old. There was a wonderful white rabbit with sparkling red eyes which I had adopted from the local school as nobody could take care of it. I was happy as I could take care of my new friend and did everything to make this little innocent being at home. After about a month or so, after a dinner meal, my mother gleefully asked me if I knew what I had just eaten. I shook my head in negation. I am sorry, my dear reader, to ruin your lunch today, but you can imagine what my mother told me. Again, I don't remember my reaction. I guess, out of complete shock, I was numb and heartbroken.


The third experience had been repeating every December when we, as kids, were forced to attend the annual slaughtering of the pigs that my grandparents (from my father's side) were nurturing and feeding for the whole year. It was the most disheartening and scar-leaving moments of my life. To hear the shrieks of the poor animals, even days before their turn to be butchered was due, was too much to take. I witnessed every step of the process. The worst was when they would come to the second pig. The fear and the screams were unbearable. And, worse yet, they forced us to eat that food, which I well remember left me completely empty inside. Is it any surprise that I developed the aversion to food in general and remained undernourished?


In all these and many more episodes of my life, I had not one person I could confide in who would understand me and give me a word of solace. I had even many evil-wishers among my relatives. My grandparents from my father's side never accepted me and that was one more reason why I hated to even go to their home. That annual butchery was also the metaphorical slaying that I was experiencing in every domain of my life.



HOW THE SCHOOL AFFECTED MY LIFE


The whole formal educational system was another noose that was systematically strangling me. I cannot remember a single teacher or a professor that truly inspired me in any way or left a lasting positive mark on me. Some of them were good people; many were idiots. Whenever I am forced to look back at those times, I get upset and angry. Therefore, I will leave it at that. With the wisdom I have now, if I had been given any option, I would have definitely abandoned formal education at my first grade of primary school. I hated school, but not the process of acquiring knowledge. I liked studying, but the so-called educational and school system failed me completely. After receiving my full university degree in marine engineering I felt so empty and vain, so brainwashed and lifeless, that I could not think properly. My life had not much aim from the perspective of my education. It took me a long time to shake off this cobweb of infiltrated vanity that I adopted over the educational years. Whenever somebody asks me why I even finished school, the only answer that I can give is that the pressure of the society and the fear of being uneducated was so strong. I was always told off by my mother that if I did not finish school I would end up being a garbage man. At that time, this was a greatest curse one could receive. So watching these people collecting garbage every morning was a dreadful proposal which I wanted to avoid at all costs.



A DESIRE TO RENOUNCE EVERYTHING


When I was about fifteen years old, I started to develop a top-secret plan to leave everything, without notice, and settle myself on a far, far land, changing even my name and my identity altogether. I still regret I did not at least try it as I had to wait many more years to meet Guruji to adopt a new identity and name, thus leaving behind my previous life.


Many years later, after a couple of months living in the Ashram, Guruji approached me and after a short chat I dared to ask Him about what had been bothering me for so long. When I questioned Guruji why I had to wait for so long to meet Him, the reply was, "It was a test of Divine Mother". As I was developing the relationship with this aspect of the Lord, just a mention of Divine Mother left me blissful for a long time. But it did not erase all the suffering and agony I had to go through all those years. Why did these tests have to be that harsh and extended, I asked myself. The answer came in a flash, but still the scars are there to remind me always that the grace of God does not come easily. "Come hell or high water," I was repeatedly affirming inwardly to keep me going, "I will not swerve from my spiritual path. It may rain cats and dogs, but I will remain firm in my devotion and faith in God." Even when there was no safe shore on the horizon from my inner anguish, I had no choice left but to keep on keeping on. A great master and a yogi, Lahiri Mahasaya used to say, "Banat banat ban jai – making, making, one day made" and this thought explained so well my inner attitude: striving, striving, one day behold the divine goal!



HOW TO HEAL THE BROKEN HEART


In all this inner suffering that I was experiencing in my growing up, I had to find ways not to have any trace of hatred and animosity towards my parents. It was a long process that I had to go through alone, within my own mind and heart. When I questioned their childhoods, I came to understand that their parents also failed to give them what they were devoid of – love. I witnessed that even when I observed my grown-up parents interacting with their parents. It was a pitiful scene every time. I could easily observe how this pattern was being handed down from generation to generation. I felt sorry for the first time and that was the turning point when I started to work on not judging them. That worked after some time as I had all the arguments and understanding.


But the question remained still how to love them? I accepted them and everything that had happened as for my highest good. The healing process took some time, but we are told that we have to love and respect our parents as they are our first teachers in life. Those who do not honour their parents are worse than the worms, so I was told. I can see that logic, but I must admit I am still puzzled and have not a clear answer as to how to execute that when even if you love someone, they cannot receive that. They even abuse the love offered. Somehow, they had to be re-programmed. But this can only happen if they acknowledge and understand there is a problem. Alas, my mother still thinks that she is the wisest person and that the whole world revolves around her. You can't force a person to love somebody. It does not work like that. Therefore, I wondered "how can I achieve that goal of loving my parents despite the hurt received?".


I remembered the instance when Śri Yukteswar, a great yogi and saint, tried to reason with his mother, but had to retreat meekly accepting defeat. A clairvoyant friend of mine once explained to me that prayers always work and they are like Christmas tree decorations around the soul and once the person opens up, these gifts of prayer rush forth and bless the person. But they are inactive until that person is ready to open up. My father died without having the opportunity to transform. I have not much hope, given the circumstances, that my mother will change any time soon.


A life devoid of faith in God is a life of misery. I feel sorry that they had to live that kind of life. But everything is a lesson and when life boxes you into a corner you have to change. If you do not reach the very bottom of life, when you still think you can get by with the life you are living, you won't desire to change. Life is a great teacher and when you truly love somebody, you cannot force someone to change. Love frees us. It does not try to bind. When I look at any family, when there is control and forcing others to bend according to how they want others to be, love disappears. Many families are nests of hell. I have recently found out, by pure accident, how my first cousin had been treated by her parents and brother. I never knew this and had to find out through someone else who forwarded to me the messages from one online chat. I felt angry that I was oblivious of her suffering and helpless to be of any assistance.


The root cause of all this dates back probably many generations in our family line. I could see how my parents' souls were screaming for help. The reason why they acted as they did was because they did not know any better. It was their scream for help. People deal differently when faced with the circumstances. But if people are not willing to change, nothing can make them.



FRIENDSHIPS ARE NOT TRUE UNLESS ROOTED IN GOD


One of my ideals has always been true friendship – a loving relationship between two souls. That was the basic ingredient I was seeking when interacting with people. My first girlfriend taught me a good lesson I will never forget. When I expressed my feelings about her and told her that I loved her, she dumped me the following day. She felt that love can only bind people unnecessarily. So why do people date, I was wondering? Just to satisfy the animalistic hunger? I could not accept that. I moved on with another relationship. The second girlfriend taught me that pursuing the answers to existential questions would not be well accepted if I stayed in the relationship with her. This time I did not share my feelings, but wisdom. The attempt failed again but not without lesson learned.


Several other relationships showed me the selfishness that exists, even in a solid and stable couple, which destroyed all the beauty of selflessness and altruism which has always been part of my being. I had to decide which to choose: to satisfy the norm of the society which makes one a slave of the flesh and lower passions or to rise above the societal pressures and pursue the higher goals of life. I do not mean to suggest that people who are in relationships are devoid of higher truths. Not at all. It just means that my character and personality, and also my inner longing, surpassed the need for physical, emotional, romantic and psychological attachments which I found only an obstacle on my path – it felt like a heavy burden that sucked the very life from me. I was a free bird — astrologers would perhaps label me a true Aquarius. For me, the inner freedom was an ideal worth of pursuing, it was a hand's reach away and I would never renounce it for any pleasure of this world.


The same principle of being free from any attachment also meant that I could never bind myself to any friendship, especially if the friend's ideals collided with my own. In all those years, I rarely found a soul who shared the same ideals as me. Even when my search brought me to spiritually-minded people, I realised that most of them used spirituality for their personal material gain. God was not the sole purpose of their existence. It was hard to find somebody with whom I could share at least part of my spiritual journey. There were occasionally some moments when I found the common language with some spiritual minded people. But soon I would discover that our paths were not matching. I had to continue to walk alone for a long time until I found loving souls who desired God in a pure sense of the word.


Sometimes I was thinking that there is something wrong with me for not being able to connect with people on a deeper level, but after my reflection and analysis it was obvious that the effort was futile because nothing could connect a person who is deeply steeped in the material pursuits to a soul who longs only to feel and express God's love. I have always felt I was a lone wolf surviving in this jungle called life. A life without love and relationship with like-minded souls is empty and that was a good part of my life before meeting Guruji. Many a time I felt utter despair but I always found a way out and with renewed hope I moved on. There were some brief moments, here and there, that God graced me to buy time, as I was inclined to interpret later on. A few good people, from time to time, crossed my path, but rarely left the lasting spiritual imprints on my soul.



GURUJI AS THE IDEAL FRIEND


Years later, in a fit of anger, one former devotee unleashed a few poisonous remarks of accusations against Guruji. Guruji had previously warned her that in her previous life she had left Him, and He tried to remind her of that specific sa[image: ]skāra as a warning hint. He offered a bonfire to roast that past tendency of unstable faith. She did not heed the warning. At one time she was passionately in love with Guruji. Weeks after, that same devotee was spitting her anger with no signs of etiquette. Sitting next to Guruji, I was sad at hearing this unreasonable acrimonious monologue Guruji was patiently listening to and the bitter spit of the devotee who had no courage and good manners to face Him in person. He tried to kindly and softly to reason with her, but she would not listen. Even though she had never had one single negative experience with Guruji, she was basing her accusations on the rumours or possible frustrations of other devotees whose experiences must have been tainted by their lack of faith, dearth of understanding of the true guru-disciple relationship, combined with hurt with which any touch on our ego and vanity can't handle. I could hear her words on the other side of the phone and at the same time, see Guruji's reactions. I could only conclude, "Here I am in the presence of the One who is the embodiment of kindness, compassion, love, friendship and all possible lofty virtues." After He hung up He turned to me and asked me if I would do the same. I said, "You may be the devil incarnate, but I will stay by your side always!" For me, the ideal of friendship is the most precious possession one can acquire in one's life. Guruji was not only a perfect friend, but much more.


Strangely, just moments before He had entered my room to take up that conversation, I had been playing on the harmonium one old song in Hindi that exemplifies true friendship and commitment, translation of which I present here: "When any matter gets ruined, when any difficulty arises, you give me companionship, O Friend. There is no one and there was no one in my life aside from you. As long as the night is moonlit, everyone gives company, but you don't let go of my hand in darkness. My heart now believes we had met sometime before. This is a link of yore, and not a matter of today. We will obey the vows of faithfulness as long as there is a single breath within our control." I could not but shed a tear while singing this song, and Guruji, standing by the door, caught a glimpse of it. After a pregnant silence, He commented how people are fickle in their minds as one moment they claim eternal friendship and loyalty while a moment later they betray you.



A LONE SAILOR IN THE TURBULENT WATERS CALLED


LIFE


I always stood out as a lonely sailor in the turbulent waters of the material world, a ship without the rudder and the captain. The Captain was yet to reveal His presence in my life. Yet He has always been there, thus teaching me indirectly, through life experiences and direct revelations about all intricacies of life. He has saved me from many unwanted experiences and deep attachments that people normally form during their lives. I had no attachment to my family, culture, roots, religion, country, friendships, education, etc. I was no one in the eyes of people, I knew nothing of the skills and abilities needed to function in the society and had nobody I could come to for any advice and solace. I was intensely searching for the meaning of life. Spiritually speaking, I was dead. My mundane life was empty and insignificant, I had no worthy relationships that held any values for me, I had no practical skills I could utilise. With my diploma I could, with great effort, one day earn a lot of money and build up a social status in which I was not interested at all. I was utterly disgusted at the sheer idea of the world.



MARRIAGE WAS NOT EVEN A DISTANT OPTION


I found no appeal in married life as well, as I had already seen that it simply does not work in bringing fulfilment in one's life. I did not see happiness in marriage and was wondering what it is that which propels people to imprison themselves in wedlock. That represented another set of prison bars for me, a locked cage as the word 'wedlock' implies. For me that was not even an option, nor solution to my deep inner search.


Firstly, we are imprisoned within the confines of our minds and due to the attachments to the objects of material life and endless desires, we suffer tremendously. And marriage, for me, is a prison within the inner prison – a double incarceration, as I like to call it. We are prisoners of our never-ending desires and we don't even know who we are and how to control emotions and desires that arise from the mind and the heart. We have woven a dense cobweb around our being and whenever I would see my friends getting married I felt shivers of utter dread. In my eyes, marriage looked like a dreadful place and the lowest hell possible. I must have learned a hard lesson in one of my previous lives that made me so disgusted even with such an idea – who knows?


I am not saying that marriage, per se, is wrong. For most people it is recommendable and more helpful than staying single. I can see that clearly, despite that fact that it is a 'little hell'. But less hell than staying alone without any purpose and meaning of life. When two souls join their lives together in love and mutual respect, they can grow spiritually and work out all their personal flaws much easier. The problem is that people, out of egoism, selfishly look to satisfy their own comforts and personal pleasures, and forget that the purpose of life is service in love for which the platform of marriage easily provides. If you are not willing to change, and be the support of the other soul, in good times and bad times, then marriage betrays its original purpose. And in that environment, when you put a couple of more souls (i.e., children) in there, then the end result is visible everywhere. Luckily, I have seen a few harmonious marriages, but I had to comb through millions to do so.


If you, my dear reader, find yourself offended by my words, just remember that it is just my perspective, my understanding, and I will be very happy if you prove me wrong with your positive example. But that just improves the statistics slightly. It does not change the fact that most people are miserable. And marriage has nothing to do with that. We inflict on ourselves the suffering and it is us to blame, not the institution of marriage or society, etc. Marriage only brings out more intensely what people usually want to hide and suppress.



SPIRITUAL JOURNEY MAY BEGIN


In my case, it took a deep sincerity and incessant mortification and constant inquiry to determine what path I should follow. I already concluded that marriage and the ways of the majority of people would not work for me, I was like a round peg trying to fit in a square hole, to reverse the idiomatic expression. I was an outcast from society. But I did not know yet where I could fit in. The self-inquiry led me to a spiritual classic, Autobiography of a Yogi. I was 22 years old when this book crossed my path and it served as a catalyst that shook my life at the deepest level. The unshed tears of deep frustration and unhappiness that I had tried to release unsuccessfully for years became unleashed in unceasing streams of love through spiritual portals that suddenly opened up after being welded and rusted for so long. I found a gush of fresh air that passed like a draught through every pore of my being. I felt rejuvenated and a new enthusiasm started to emerge from deep within. I had finally found my path. I knew that the path of a kriya yogi was for me. There was no doubt about that. The moment I learned kriya I vowed that I would never miss a single day of my practice. My drive was the promise of the author that salvation lies ahead for all true kriya yogis. I promised Mahāvatār Bābājī and all the kriya masters that I would follow this path until my last breath and beyond. So deep was my determination that I could never see myself deviating, even an inch, from this commitment.
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