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			DEDICATION


			To those who seek light in the turning of dark times,
to the quiet voices who whisper truth when the world is loud,
and to every traveler who carries forward the echo of prophecy.



			This book is for you.


			


		


	

		

			EPIGRAPH


			“In Kaliyug, truths arrive faster than the mind can hold.
But even in the storm, you must learn to walk without losing compassion.”


			— Omguru


			“We do not inherit clarity.
We inherit the task of seeking it.”


			“The path is never straight.
It bends where you least expect,
but still it leads forward.”


		


	

		

			INTRODUCTION


			There are moments in life that refuse to fade, no matter how many years pass. Some arrive like lightning — sudden, blinding, impossible to ignore. Others seep in quietly, so quietly you only realize much later that they’ve altered the course of your life.


			My first encounter with Omguru was neither planned nor fully understood at the time. I had stepped into the temple that day more out of curiosity than conviction, expecting a few moments of ritual and perhaps the comfort of incense and quiet. What I left with was something else entirely — not a sermon, not even a prophecy in the way I imagined, but a seed. A sentence, a gesture, a presence that lodged somewhere deep within me and refused to be dislodged.


			This is not a book of mythology, though myths will sometimes brush past its edges. It is not a political manifesto, though politics — real, shifting, and often uneasy — winds through it. And it is certainly not a work of fiction, though parts of my journey might sound, to the unprepared ear, as though they’ve been pulled from a novel.


			It is a record of what I witnessed, what I carried, and what I could not turn away from — in streets and cities across India, in rallies and backrooms, in marketplaces and shrines. It is about the strange braid of the personal and the political, the spiritual and the everyday, and the ways they refuse to stay separate.


			Kaliyug, Omguru once told me, is not simply an age of decay. It is the age of acceleration — of change so fast that we mistake it for chaos. The challenge, he said, is not to escape it, but to walk through it without losing your center.


			That sentence has followed me into border towns and into the press pit at political rallies. It has whispered in my ear as I’ve interviewed ministers, farmers, activists, and pilgrims. It has resurfaced in moments of loss, and again in moments of unexpected beauty.


			What follows is not the whole story — no single book could hold that — but it is the part of the story I have lived.


			And if you read closely enough, you may find not only my path here, but the beginning of your own.


		


	

		

		


	

		

			
Chapter 1 
— 


The Call of the Unbelievable


			I received the email on a Thursday. It was mixed in with a company message about a new Healing app and a grant from someone in Pune who thinks the moon landing was faked. I almost trashed it without opening. The subject line was strange: Re: Your column on modern spirituality. Nothing unusual there — I’ve had my inbox flooded by people from self-made crystal shamans to guys selling “soul-cleansing” foot baths.


			But the first line made me stop scrolling.


			“Temples are for sinners,” it said.


			“But this one… this one is for the broken.”


			The words stuck with me, though I couldn’t tell you why.


			I opened it, expecting a rant about declining morals or a new cult manifesto. Instead, it was short, almost careful in how it was written.


			It talked about a temple in Panva, a small village in Gujarat, named Shri Omkardham Tirth.


			Not a place to apologize, the email said, but a place to ask. To ask for anything — Love, money, peace, kids, to feel better, or just some new point if you’re lost. The writer promised not to deliver any lectures on karma, no sermons about sin — just a space where the only currency was a wish and the faith to see it through.


			Find the temple where faith is filtered out.


			Yeah, that was the last line. No signature, nothing. Just that puzzling dare. I stared at the screen, leaning back in my chair, a little thrown. You’d think after a decade chasing stories—Silicon Valley techie types who swear they’ll hit 150, Himalayan mystics living off “pure sunlight” (sure, buddy), influencers who treat overpriced butt pillows like holy relics—I’d stop being surprised. Skepticism isn’t just my job, it’s in my blood. I don’t even mean to be a cynic half the time, it just slips out. So, honestly, this was just another wacko tip in a never-ending parade of “miracle” leads. I should’ve rolled my eyes and closed the tab.


			But, yeah. I hadn’t been feeling right. Not just “I need a vacation” tired, but that bone-deep, foggy, existential exhaustion. Like my brain had been running the same anxiety script on repeat mode for months. Years? Who’s counting. I’d laugh it off with friends—“classic burnout”—or blame “the industry” when deadlines stacked up. But alone, I started calling it something else: the fog.


			That fog made mornings feel like wading through syrup. Even laughing felt like something I watched other people do. So when the email said “for the broken,” some secret part of me—one I’d tried to ignore—perked up.


			Was it dumb? Absolutely. I know a scam when I see one. Some place offering hope for a fee, or a cult, or who knows what. But the email wasn’t begging, wasn’t selling. It just sounded… sure of itself. That’s what got under my skin.


			The rest of the day, I half-pretended to work, half-played detective: “Shri Omkardham Tirth.” It was like chasing a ghost. A couple of weird blogs, a few message board whispers, grainy snapshots of a marble courtyard under a big open sky. No website, no ads. Just little rumors: a couple finally having a baby, a shopkeeper’s debts randomly vanishing, a woman escaping her train wreck marriage and starting over somewhere new.


			Total fairy tales, honestly. And the fact that nobody explained how made it worse. Still, when I closed my laptop, the temple just… stuck in my mind.


			Thursday rolled around and, well, I’d already talked myself into going. I told myself it was for work—maybe a feel-good piece, maybe a takedown. “THE TEMPLE THAT GRANTS ALL WISHES: HOPE OR HOAX?” Click bait gold, right? I pictured myself striding in, all skeptical journalist, notebook at the ready.


			But, if I’m being real, there was a tiny, reckless voice in the back of my head going… but what if it’s real?


			I tried to drown it out with logistics. Ahmedabad by train, bus to a town I couldn’t pronounce, rickshaw to some village called Panva. Two days, give or take. Hot, sticky, and probably a nightmare. I could already feel the regret in my shoulders.


			Still, guess who was packing that night? Laptop, notebook, pens, recorder. And—don’t ask me why—a photo of my parents on their wedding day. That old one that’s lived on my desk since I moved to Mumbai.


			By morning, it was a done deal.


			The train station was a total chaos—the yelling of the hawkers, chai wallahs sliding cups through grimy windows, families wrangling their suitcases like they were prepping for Everest. I found my seat, cracked open my notebook, started jotting down questions.


			Who runs this place, anyway? How old is it? How do they explain the “miracles”? What’s in it for them? The train rattled out of the city. Towers faded into squat brick buildings, then just trees and flat fields. My phone gave up. All that was left was the clack of the rails and my own looping thoughts.


			Somewhere after Vadodara, half-asleep, I dreamed—maybe—of sun on white marble, the distant ring of a bell. Woke up with a start. Just a flooded field and a heron staring back at me. Spooky, but whatever.


			By the time we hit the last stop before my bus transfer, the air was different. Heavy, damp, a strong smell like rain and woodsmoke. The bus was a mess—overstuffed, patched-up seats, elbows everywhere. I wedged myself by the window and watched as the road peeled away from the main drag, twisting through endless sugarcane.


			Honestly, I had no idea what I was doing. But here we go.


		


	

		

		


	

		

			
Chapter 2 
— 


The Man Behind the Miracle


			So, the gate at Shri Omkardham Tirth? Not at all what I’d pictured. No flashy statues, no gold-plated anything—just chilling there like it’s got nothing to prove. I slowed down as I walked through, almost like the air itself demanded it. The whole place had this weird, very old silence, like the walls had been quietly eavesdropping on everyone for, I dun no, hundreds of years. The marble floor? Seriously, it was so clean it almost felt rude to walk on it—sunlight hit it and just bounced right back up in my face.


			I paused to readjust my bag, taking it all in. The air? Man, smelled like someone had crushed a bunch of green leaves and left them in the sun to bake. Then, out of nowhere, this bell rings. Not the basic ding, but this big, heavy sound that makes you stop dead, like you just got caught sneaking snacks at midnight.


			I wandered down the path, catching tiny hints of life from the temple in the distance—voices, feet shuffling, you know the drill. Then my eyes landed on this Gulmohar tree in the corner, just going off with red blossoms like it was on fire. Underneath? A man sitting in this special-looking chair.


			He looked pretty slight, but something about him was solid. His legs—well, you could tell he’d had a rough go, but his arms just rested there, not tense, but not limp either. I’d heard stories about him, how his body had limits that would’ve sent most folks hiding. But he just sat there, like those limits were someone else’s problem.


			And then he caught my eye. Not in that awkward, “oh, a stranger’s here” way. More like, “Hey, I was waiting for you.” We didn’t say anything at first. I walked over, notebook ready, already rehearsing my opening line. Didn’t even get the chance. He just took me in—face, shoulders, hands, the whole scan. No hurry, no fake politeness.


			Then, out of nowhere: “Your skepticism is a heavy burden,” he said. Voice warm, smooth as butter. Steady too. I swear, the man could’ve been reading my mind.


			Trust me, not kidding, before I could even wrap my head around what he’d just said, he went on, “But the real weight you’re dragging around isn’t in your head. It’s your lower back. That nagging pain in and out of your days, just hanging there like it owns the place.”


			That hit me hard like a punch to the gut. I mean, I hadn’t breathed a word about that pain to anyone. Not here. And here he was, just laying it out like it was common knowledge, no big deal, no drama—just there between us.


			He nodded at the ground next to his chair. “You’ve got questions,” he said. “But, hey, first—sit. Let the story come to you. Don’t go wrestling it just yet.”


			So I sat down, my notebook doing that embarrassing little tumble out of my hand and landing on the floor, totally ignored.


			He started talking about his childhood. I was born into this regular, middle-class Jain family, you know? Traditions, yeah, but nothing wild. It’s that vibe where people actually pull their weight—no freeloaders lurking around, just everyone hustling. Thing is, as he liked to say, life wasn’t exactly patient. It chucked some curveballs his way before he could even blink. His health? Messy, right from the get-go.


			By his twenties, he’d ticked off all the usual school stuff. There was this calm about him, like he’d figured out that life’s not about winning gold medals—it’s just about not giving up when things get rough.


			1992 rolls around. He calls it a totally forgettable year—except, well, it wasn’t. He’s stuck on this junkie old bus in the middle of nowhere, Gujarat—seriously, even the cows look bored. Everyone’s just loitering, waiting for some miracle worker with a wrench, or, I dun no, divine intervention. There’s this old guy, nothing flashy about him, but those eyes—man, they were wild, sharp, like they’d seen through time.


			The old man comes over, not rushing, just… steady, like he already knows how this all ends. Straight up asks, “Is there pain?” Not like small talk. Like he’s been carrying the question for years, waiting for someone who gets it.


			So the younger person —yeah, he admits it. There’s pain.


			The old man just says, “Your suffering is a doorway. Walk through it, and you’ll find out what you’re supposed to be doing.”


			No fancy blessing, no pep talk. Just that. Drops it and moves on.


			After that, apparently he couldn’t help himself—he started hanging out in the forests of Gujarat. He described the mornings there, all foggy and quiet. You could pretty much taste the cold in the air, and there’s this orchestra of birds, one at a time, waking up. He’d sit by this little stream for hours, what felt like ages watching the shadows of fish dart over the rocks. Somewhere in all that silence, he started picking up on crap he’d ignored forever— like how pain, of all things, kinda forces you to slow your roll and actually see the tiny, quieter things in life. Stuff everyone else zooms past.


			People in the nearby villages started noticing this guy lurking around. At first, just side-eye and whispers. Then they’d say hi, bring him tea, start asking questions. He barely gave straight answers, just listened—really listened, the kind of listening that makes you feel lighter when you leave.


			After a while, people started saying their backs weren’t killing them as much, or their brains felt less foggy. Weird, right? The story got around like those things always do—slow at first, then suddenly, boom, everyone knows.


			“You probably think I’m trying to impress you, right?” he said, staring right through me. “But honestly, nothing I give people came from chasing some weird power trip. I just started listening to what my own pain was shouting at me.”


			Before I knew it, I blurted out, “So… what’s my pain saying?”


			He didn’t answer right away. Sat there, staring out at nothing for ages. Then he goes,


			“It says you’ve been running for years. Time to stop. Just sit.”


			We sat, not saying a word. Gulmohar petals just kept tumbling down, dotting the marble in weird little bursts of red. Somewhere past the wall, an ox cart clattered along, wheels making this ridiculous squeal, like even they were sick of hauling stuff around.


			When I finally got up to leave, the sun had dipped low, painting the marble with this soft pink glow. Someone must’ve started dinner nearby because the air was thick with that spicy, smoky smell. Pretty sure my stomach growled. My notebook was still chilling in the dirt, right where I’d ditched it, and honestly, I just grabbed it without even bothering to check what I’d written. Who cares what past-me scrawled, right?


			Walking to the gate, I and yeah, my back still ached, but not in the same way. Hard to explain. Just… different.


			Right at the bend, I looked back. He was still there under the Gulmohar, not watching me, just listening to something far off. Maybe something I couldn’t hear.


			That’s when I finally learned his name.


			Omguru. Wild, right?.


			And honestly, for once in my life, I couldn’t care less about figuring everything out.


		


	

		

		


	

		

			
Chapter 3 
— 


Where Gods Walked


			When I returned to the Gulmohar tree the next afternoon, already the sun was halfway done with its shift, with molten light across the marble courtyards. Those branches? Absolutely showing off adorned with vibrant scarlet blossoms, their petals gracefully quivering in the soft breeze. The ground looked like someone had dropped a bunch of tiny flowers— petals everywhere, cooled down just enough not to burn, but you could still feel the heat in ‘em.


			The marble was mottled with shadows, not in any orderly way, but in a fluid manner. Shadows stuttered across the ground, like old film that’s about to snap. The air became denser, sweetened by the scent of incense spiraling up from the smaller shrines —kind of intoxicating, just being honest. A faint thread of sandalwood reached the me from the altar. Then, out of nowhere, a bell boomed, deep enough to rattle your bones, the sound lingering like a chill even after it faded.


			He was already present. Omguru. The gentleman in the wooden chair, waiting as though he had anticipated my arrival. His eyes— dark, steady, not so much staring as flicking over me, like one glances at a familiar page before turning it. His white robes caught the amber light, and in that stillness, he looked less like he was sitting and more like he had simply grown there from the roots of the gulmohar. 


			“Today,” he said softly, “you will hear how this place came to be.” 


			I settled cross-legged on the woven mat beneath the tree’s trunk. The mat carried a faint scent of grass and old sunlight. My pen hovered over my notebook, though already I knew there would be moments where words might feel insufficient. A breeze came, curling through the courtyard, and passed—carrying the low hum of a chant from one of the smaller shrines. 


			He began not with grand declarations, but with an image. 


			“There was a dream,” he said, leaning back slightly. “It came to me in the rains of 2006. The air was heavy, the monsoon clouds pressing low for days. I had been unwell, unable to move much. And then, one night, a voice called to me—clear, like it had always been there, waiting for me to notice.” 


			His hands, thin and papery, rested quietly in his lap. 


			“It was not the voice of a man,” he continued. “It was older than that. Older than temples, older than this village. It spoke of a place where two great ones had once walked together. A land that still held the trace of their feet. If I could find it and build here, it would become a beacon for those in need.” 


			“Two great ones?” I asked. 


			His eyes glinted. “Names are heavy. Sometimes it is better to speak in shapes and light.” 


			That answer should have frustrated me, but instead it felt like a challenge placed gently in my path. 


			He told me then of his search. For months after the dream, he studied an old science—Aura Chakra Kundalini. “Not astrology as people think of it now,” he said, “but a way of reading the very breath of the land. Every living thing has a field around it. So does the earth. This science teaches how to see the patterns in that field, to find where they are most alive.” 


			His words moved slowly, it was like each word weighed a ton, examine, and set down again. You could almost see him picking up a memory, turning it over in his hands, then dropping it back down. He spoke of crossing sun-drenched plains that glittered with mica under the sun. There were riverbanks where women scrubbed their saris in water looked so green, like something from a glassblower’s workshop. And those hills—he crashed there for the night, cicadas going nuts overhead, just buzzing like a broken speaker. Sometimes locals tossed him a bit of food——millet flatbread, a handful of tamarind—and sometimes only puzzled looks as if they were trying to figure out if he’d dropped in from Mars. 


			“There were times,” he said, “when the road was long, and I thought perhaps the dream had been no more than a fever. I passed places that were beautiful, but the wrong—cold in the bones, or tangled in their field. The land remembers, and this land I sought remembered something rare.” 


			I could almost see him on those roads: his satchel slung over one shoulder, the scarf in his hand, a bundle of yellow cloth to spread when he stopped to rest. 


			Finally, he reached a rise of earth on the outskirts of Panva. The view from that slope just… opened right up— green fields all patch worked together, a skinny river snaking around like some fancy piece of jewelry your grandma would show off, and the heat? It shimmered over the brush like the world was just a little bit out of focus. 


			“When I stepped onto it he started, voice kind of distant, “I swear, I felt this low buzz deep in my bones. Like, not just in my head—actual bones. And there was this weird warmth on my back, almost like someone—no, like two someones—were just hanging out behind me.” 


			He looked up into the Gulmohar branches. “That is how I knew. This was the place.” 


			The courtyard noises filled the pause: sandals on marble, the murmur of prayers, a pigeon cooing in the beams. 


			“You built the temple here?” I asked. 


			“I did not build,” he corrected gently. “I listened. The land told me where each stone should go. The Gulmohar told me where it wanted to grow. The shrine doors knew how they wished to face. I only heard what was already speaking.” 


			The certainty in his tone was more disarming than proof. 


			He spoke of the early days—the first pilgrims, the curious children, the doubters who stayed to rest in the shade. Nights when the wind carried voices, mornings when the air was thick with marigold though none had been offered. But always, the story returned to that dream, and the two presences whose names he would not give me. 


			By the time he fell silent, the courtyard had emptied. The bell rang again—three times, slow, all dramatic—and the marble steps had turned pale honey-gold. 


			“Stay tonight,” he said, his eyes on mine. “Dreams do not only come to the old.” 


			The guest room was small-not enough spaced but clean, you could eat off the floor. Those walls? the walls whitewashed. Only one window, and it peered straight out at the courtyard, where the gulmohar’s shadow stretched long and black. Somewhere outside, a conch shell sounded, low and lingering. The sound just hung in the air for a second, then it just… slipped away into the dark. 


			I had not meant to sleep, but the day had taken me beyond my edges. My thoughts blurred, thinned, and slipped entirely. 


			It began with a glow—gold so rich it felt heavy. I stood on the rise of earth Omguru had described. The fields below shimmered like silk, each stalk tipped with light. 


			Above me, the air trembled. A chord rose—not quite music, but containing every note I had ever heard. Out of it emerged a chariot without wheels, made of gold so bright I shaded my eyes. It hovered, weightless. 
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