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Allegory


A communion of souls and energies, moving in an exceptional space in that it is


charged with intentions, immensely dense, expanding, open, free and organic.
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INTENTION


In order to plant the seed of this book, I will borrow the words of my friend Satyam, younger brother by age, older brother by soul. “Bathing in the Ganges is not the purpose of Kumbh [...] Kumbh is a place where humanity looks into reality […] where there is no caste nor religion, no one is rich and no one is poor. “In the same way, immersing yourself in Kumbh is not the purpose of this book, but its way.


To understand what Kumbh Mela is, you have to live it. Thus, rather than draw up an objective report of facts, I will try to make you travel through my eyes. You will discover here – through photographs and a story – the evolution of cultural curiosity, of a half-declared mystical quest transforming into a spiritual experience of openness and introspective exploration.


Here is the real content of this book: the sincere narration of my experience, the sharing of my emotions, my projections and reflections. Opting for the work of a self-psychoanalysis applied to this event is the choice to keep alive the impression left in me by this experience, to talk about Kumbh, about life, about myself and hopefully about you as well.


We are all so alike. So I hope that my story can echo in your heart, can touch you, can remind or release something in you.


In Spanish, «recordar» means to remember. Thanks to the language of the birds, we observe, we break down the «re», which invites us to «call back» or «come back», through the «cor», through the heart. “To remember” would therefore be “to come back through the heart”.


I hope that the openness and adventures that have known mine will resonate in yours.
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PREAMBLE


Kumbh Mela is a Hindu festival and probably the largest spiritual gathering in the world. This pilgrimage that happens four times every twelve years takes place along different sacred rivers in the holy cities of Haridwar, Ujjain, Nashik, and Prayagraj (formerly called Allahabad).


In 2019 pilgrims of all castes and paths of faith came together in an ephemeral infrastructure installed in Prayagraj, at the confluence of the three sacred rivers: the Ganges, Yamuna and Sarasvati. Official figures show that hundreds of millions of visitors attended the near month-and-a-half-long event.


The ephemeral infrastructure was spread over approximately 60 km2. There were countless rows of modern and makeshift tents, electric poles, dirt roads, huge floating bridges, gigantic temples...


The diversity of spiritual individuals that one can meet while attending Kumbh Mela reflects the antiquity of Hindustan’s history and the range of practices and paths leading to the spiritual awakening that one finds there. The saints of many beliefs, the hermits coming to visit civilization on this unique occasion and the students of spirituality from small villages or big cities, all unite in this moment of inspiration and exchange.





THE ADVENTURE
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THE DISCOVERY
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I arrive at nightfall, the crowd is impressive, the infrastructure immense and the energy palpable. I walk around and penetrate what seems to be an endless space. Thousands of lights shine above the maze of tents stretching as far as the eye can see. Where am I? What is happening? Words fail to describe the intensity that extends to my senses. Here I am already transported out of the reality and I lose the notion of time¬ – as if I was in the middle of a dream. Disoriented and yet serene. My heart is pounding, inhabited by a powerful energy pacing its beats at the tempo induced by the discovery of so many subjects of curiosity. The night becomes dark and the mist thickens, increasing the loss of bearings. Thought drives me to seek a shelter for the night while the excitement pushes me to explore.


I become obsessed with meeting nagas Babas. Full of fantasies and preconceived ideas, I wander for miles, for hours, trying hopelessly to comprehend the topography of the festival. Suddenly, I find myself facing a Naga Baba whose presence seizes me. He took shelter under a makeshift tent, still some thirty meters away. Already, his appearance impresses me. While observing him from afar, I am seized by all the apparent differences that separate us. I see everything that I am not. As I sit near him, I have the feeling that all borders are already vanishing letting both of our naked soul starring at each other.


He is naked. His slender body is covered with ashes and he is dressed in long braids. His gaze inspires goodwill. His stare arouses an animal-like instinct and profound depth. His gaze is direct, lively like that of a wolf facing a bear. He scrutinizes me, pierces my eyes, tries to read my intentions, to measure the danger and the potential that could amount from our exchange.
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He is open and alert, gentle yet fierce, vigilant and friendly, primitive yet wise, penetrating, calm. He does not wear a mask nor does he put up a smokescreen, his gaze pierces as well as it opens a direct path to his soul. Thus, he exudes confidence and accessibility simultaneously as he remains present and vulnerable. His vulnerability makes him invulnerable. He is welcoming and ¬with the aid of pilgrims translating his words, he explains to me his sober, autonomous and nomadic lifestyle. The few items he owns are a few fabrics, religious ornaments, a bow and arrows. Meditation and hunting give rhythm to his days. He travels to Kumbh Mela to share his experience and offer visitors the fruits of his work.


Unsurprisingly, I hear the story of a fullness of intuitive life, but to my great amazement, I discover that his dedication is part of a life’s perspective that is open to sharing. I imagined that he was focused on his personal enlightenment – as the final objective of his accomplishment – and I discover that his introspective life serves an avowed altruism! To reach Samadhi and share it with the world, shine, inspire. He gives infinitely and without asking anything in return. Surprised, I remain sceptical and interpret this altruism as a burden that he self-imposes in order to sublimate his action, by moving his aspiration lastly on others. Thus, he would legitimize his self-centered lifestyle choice. Immediately I feel that this interpretation belongs only to me, to the tumult of my thoughts attached to analyze everything, even in such circumstances where I lack the prerequisites for understanding. Quickly, it seems to me that this analysis, in addition to be unfounded, reveals my need to categorize, to judge something that escapes me and that conceals to my understanding. I feel trapped in an inappropriate, closed and thoughtful posture. I would like to be open and receptive.
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