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Preface

I have been extremely fortunate in being able to write this book. This book helps one understand the reasons behind the various forms of life, the birth and death of every living creature on this planet and the life support systems that have been created by the almighty for making life possible on this planet-Earth. This is also the focus of this book.

At a time, when I was trying to set up my business, I used to watch a fishbowl with a few fishes, in my house. One day while watching it closely, thoughts started percolating inside me about the integration of the mind, body and soul and its inter-connection with the planets and universe. Somewhere, I was being told that the fishes were trying to teach me things which no one else could and thus started my journey of writing this book so I could bring it in front of millions of people who I think, would also like to know about it.

This book is a story that starts in the United States of America and swiftly changes to the Indian sub-continent. Harrod and Guruji are the two principal characters who play the central role in the entire story, and it revolves around the journey which only the fishes can teach. The story portrays 4 important connections or cycles in the life of a man.

The story revolves around the thought that the entire world is inter-linked wirelessly and more so by the sixth sense, i.e., the power to communicate with each other without speaking, watching or hearing. It shows the fantastic bondage of one person with the other which is so exhilarating. Sometimes it is the non-binding factors between two persons or two regions or two living and non-living systems that provide an inexplicable intrigue. It also shows the pen-ultimate bonding between the male and female varieties of every living species which transforms the planet every day, the fusion which is providing the life-making mechanisms that are preparing the world to move ahead daily. It is so meticulously carved with so much refinery and precision, that it is almost impossible to fathom the magic that works here.

Not that humankind cannot understand and recreate this inner-self, but it is the inexplicable built-in systems entwined in the entire world that make it so impossible for humankind to perceive. I believe we have provided humankind with all the means and capabilities to interact, interview and inter-twine the complete mystery. Of course, I also believe that humans will never appreciate the whole mastermind behind this, even when they get to know about the revelation.

This book is about taking action, a thrilling experience in the world of thoughts, a simplistic adventure and an approach to one’s own life. It is on a creation beyond self. This book tries to deliver the significance of our lives and their co-existence with nature.

While writing the book, everything that is a problem in the world has just passed through my mind. Although the book does not directly refer to these points, I have found that natural factors are a big cause of the destruction of the earth and a lot of it directly results from the plans that man has made for himself. We find natural disasters such as cyclones hitting countries, whales being hunted, cities getting flooded, earthquakes destroying properties and life, industrial gases polluting the atmosphere, plastics being thrown away indiscriminately, fire ravaging forests and towns, oil getting scarcer, tropical storms hitting coastlines, heavy morning fogs, floods and cyclones destroying villages and crops, glaciers around the world melting, people marching against climate change, ozone layers depleting, energy-guzzling firms, unprecedented carbon emissions, animals being hunted, aquatic life being threatened, drugs being grown and traded, various kinds of deadly flu and virus coming into existence, wars taking place between countries and between people, are few of the only things in the headlines of various daily newspapers and news channels worldwide. Therefore, I found it imperative to showcase the direct connection of man with nature and beyond so that we understand and rectify our ways of working to suit nature.

While we look at these, we also find efforts being made by various communities and governments around the world to wriggle out of all the problems that the world is facing. Solutions are being worked out as bio-degradable products which can free the earth of plastics; bio-fuels being extracted from plants to remove our over-dependence on natural oil; wind and solar power being exploited to remove air pollution; efforts to contain carbon emissions through carbon credits being explored; generation of electricity from sources other than coal and various other measures being taken to counter the adverse effects of the wrongdoings of humans on this planet so that future generations can still enjoy living on Earth.

The need of the hour is to address these issues on a war footing, and this book through its story, explains the process to rectify our system at its roots. What I have mentioned above comes from the roots of our very own value systems? If we can rectify these, then we can save the earth from the miseries to which it is being subjected.

In the entire story, there are a few poems that will also help explain the mysteries of life. Every poem is self-explanatory, but to provide its true value, I have juxtaposed them with the relevant topics. This book has no connection with any religion and is a story that helps explain in simple terms our purpose of coming into this world.

I would like to sum up the book as...

It is the Way

The History of nature

Sheds down,

As winter sets in.

What seems to blossom every day,

Blows off,

To un-distinguished places.

But! not for long,

As Spring sets in

Bringing with it

The most joyful time;

Everything sprouting

Back to life,

To cut down

The miseries of time.

The process

Fires on and on

On the silvery screen;

Goes on and on

On the earthly green;

Carries on and on

On the mortal beings;

But un-noticed

Since,

It is the way.

This story does not lay down the principles of living, but it is a story intertwined with many laces. The laces have been connected so perfectly that even if the laces are joined at various places; they seem to be one. That is the beauty of nature that has been created for us.

There are various kinds of lessons in the entire story, but it is unnecessary that everybody learns and follows them. This story is an attempt at bringing out anomalies in the modern system of living and rectifying them.

This is a story, a self-help book, a book that is connected and integrated with modern management thoughts.

It’s a story made to unravel the roots of the value systems which can help rectify various ailments of modern-day living.

The contents of the book in no way represent any individual or groups, and the characters mentioned are coincidental. There are attempts to search for solutions, and if there are any solutions, it doesn't have to be the only one.  There might be better ways to think and look at, and it is on the people of this world to think about the betterment of the future of the earth in every way.

Last, I would like to thank the fishes in my fishbowl and my family for being there while I penned this book. It has been a fantastic three-month journey of writing this book, and I am grateful for being able to write it. 

Your journey to self-revelation has just begun.

~ Neeraj Singhvi

Author, Life Transformation Coach, Entrepreneur & Marketing Strategist
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THE BEGINNING OF THE END
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A bombshell was about to explode inside the deep crevices of his mind. His subconscious mind told him his world, which was till now filled with so much leisure, pleasure, scientific theories, politics and a host of other modern issues, was going to change. Some oblivious forces were pulling him into the deepest zones, not experienced by him before.

Harrod was looking at his leather-covered diary which he had just purchased, because of an impulse that told him he must jot down whatever he would learn in the next few days. He flipped over to the first page and wrote his name. He then flipped to the next page and jotted his first thoughts on this personal diary while travelling to the abode of Guruji.

The Future Beholds

My mind stings me;

What have I done?

What am I doing?

For the same,

What am I going to do?

The pendulum swings

From one end to another;

The petty days

Pass into,

An unending horizon;

All seems to move,

Except me.

For what?

For whom?

Should I move!

None to rejoice

At my happiness, 

None to weep

At my sorrows,

Except me!

The time of a lifetime,

Faces me.

Again,

The question puzzles me.

I am helpless,

The decision is useless.

The world is a pleasure,

Yet,

There are loopholes;

I need someone,

A support

For a lifetime.

At the ashram, Guru Satyanand sat in the middle of the hall in an upright posture with his eyes closed. He sat cross-legged in the lotus posture and adorned a pearl white turban on his head with similar coloured white robes on his body. He had three horizontal sandalwood stripes on his forehead which gave him a very spiritual look. The sandalwood stripes were to keep his head cool.

The hall was square measuring approximately two thousand square feet, having brilliant shining white marble flooring and pearly white walls. Small intricate carvings festooned the walls and ceiling of the room. Guruji as everyone called him sat at the centre of it. A very thin ray of light came streaming from the small glass ceiling created in the centre of the hall and diagonally above where he was sitting. It seemed as though a Halo had formed behind him and it felt God-like. There was a stunning silence in the hall and Guruji chanted his mantras on a stable note. The mantras reverberated in the hall in a cascading form. Each word sounded as though a million atoms were striking and bouncing back from the walls, to the place where Guruji sat.  Guruji’s rhythmic breath before and after each mantra was calculated and someone from the other world seemed to hear them perfectly.

The whole atmosphere was divine.

Some distance away from where Guruji (Guru Satyanand) sat, a glass fishbowl was placed on a raised glass stool, supported by four thin wooden legs. The fishbowl had four goldfishes, two black ones and some green water plants in it. The water was pure, crystal clear and the glass bowl shone resplendently in its purity. While Guruji prayed, the fish swam and played together, unaware of the chants of the great Guru.

Harrod sat in front of Guruji watching him and wanting to understand the deeper meanings of life which he was unaware till now. He had come to Guruji for getting his blessings and to understand the purpose of existence, co-existence and beyond. 

THE SIMPLE WAY TO OBSERVE

––––––––
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Harrod had come to India from the U.S., after doing a lot of research into the different aspects of life, but still could not understand the purpose of his existence in this world. 

Harrod was an educated person. He was a bio-engineer, and science was a part of his everyday life. Although he believed scientific reasons were the basis for every activity, he did not know why life existed at all. This was beyond his comprehension.

Harrod’s Indian friend Sam, who had once been to India, had briefed him about Guruji, but internet search results did not yield any leads to Guruji’s profound learning. But somehow Harrod’s conscience was steadily guiding him and making him feel almost certain that there lay the answers to his questions and also to his future missions.

Immediately after getting briefed about Guruji, Harrod had written a letter to him. Sam had also told him that Guruji’s acceptance methods were strange and therefore, acceptance as his disciple was very tough. Guruji knew whom he was supposed to impart his knowledge to and who was supposed to learn from him. His friend had also told him that, although Guruji’s methods were strange, he was a soft person and very much contented with what he had. Further, Sam also told him he had heard about Guruji having the blessings of God himself.

In the letter, Harrod had written to Guruji:

“Guruji,

My heartfelt respect for you.

I do not know whether these are the right words, but I somehow sense now that the answers that I am looking for lie with you. My friend from India spoke to me and told me a lot about you. He praised your help for people in need and how you had almost all answers to life’s unending ethos and problems.

Sincerely, I have become tired of moving around and sometimes life seems so unsure. There’s no direction, there’s no comfort zone, and I feel I am moving around aimlessly, even though I have all the comforts of this world.

Sometimes I have felt that life has a lot of other things in store for me and the work that I am doing is just something to make me move forward, but when I get to think about it, there is a feeling that there will be some different turns and twists which are going to shape my life.

Guruji, I have never been in touch with Godmen, although I have heard many people on television proclaiming to be one, and somehow, I do not believe humans can be a God. Yet when people proclaim the same, sometimes it makes my mind think and recognize them as one. Still, I have not given in to anyone till now.

I have never heard about you, but deep inside my heart, I have felt that you are the correct person to be with. You have not advertised yourself and so I could not find anything about you on the internet. But what I have learnt from my friend, my conscience seems to accept and I am therefore writing to you today.

Guruji, I would like to be your disciple and would be happy if you could accept me as one. I am willing to undergo any kind of task for becoming one of you.

With regards

Harrod”

Within a few days of his letter, he received a reply from Guruji.

“Harrod, you must come here at once, I am waiting for you.”

It thrilled Harrod to get the one-liner letter from Guruji. He packed up his knapsack in a hurry and left for India within a week of receiving Guruji’s letter. He quickly called his friend, Sam, who had referred Guruji to him, about getting a reply from Guruji so quickly and thanking him for it.

Guruji was waiting for him near the foothills of the famous Himalayan Mountains in his ashram at Uttarakhand.

In the early hours of the morning when Harrod reached the ashram (religious retreat) or the abode of Guruji, he was told by the ashram’s disciples that Guruji would be busy with his meditation and mantra recitation for two hours starting at six a.m. and he could only meet him after that. After a comfortable slumber that night, Harrod had risen early in the morning and was waiting anxiously to meet Guruji. Every moment seemed exciting, as though he was about to learn the absolute truth the same day, as though he would overcome all his mental troubles on this day itself.

At the stroke of eight a.m., Guruji opened his eyes slowly. One of his disciples came in and gave him a glass of warm water. There was still a marked silence in the room. Finally, Guruji spoke. He asked his disciple about Harrod and was told that Harrod was anxiously waiting for him outside. Guruji asked the disciple to bring him in.

As the disciple ushered Harrod into the room, the huge hand-crafted, polished wooden hall gate opened. The gate itself was quite impressive with minute carvings on it. As he entered, Harrod sensed a million strokes of light in every colour gliding into the hall. The light seemed to guide Harrod to where Guruji was sitting. Harrod was in awe and disbelief. He had never imagined that things which he thought we could only create graphically on computers, actually existed with such finesse on earth–an atmosphere that had the masterstroke of God as a painter.

Harrod stepped in slowly and greeted Guruji with folded hands, just like the others would do. Guruji asked Harrod to sit next to him in the same posture as himself. Guruji knew Harrod’s purpose in meeting him.

Guruji asked one of his disciples to bring some warm water for Harrod and then asked him about his journey to India. As Harrod narrated, Guruji could feel Harrod’s excitement of being there with him. Harrod’s pulse was racing faster than the processing speed of the fastest computer on the planet. But Guruji said nothing about it. Patiently, he asked Harrod to wash up and take something for his breakfast from the ashram kitchen. He told Harrod to come and meet him at five in the evening inside the temple.

On Guruji’s instructions, one disciple showed Harrod his cottage, his place of bathing, and then when Harrod had taken his bath, the disciple showed him the area where all the disciples ate their food. He also told Harrod about their regular timings for breakfast, lunch and dinner and how the ashram was strict about maintaining them. The timings were set strictly, breakfast at eight in the morning, lunch at one in the noon and dinner at six in the evening-just before sunset.

After his breakfast, Harrod wandered around the ashram, then took his lunch and an afternoon nap as there was nothing else to do. In his mind, Harrod was waiting for the clock to strike five in the evening when he could again meet Guruji and learn the secrets of life from him.

As per the instructions, Harrod reached the temple at the right time, and Guruji made him sit beside him. Once Harrod had taken his seat, Guruji asked him to look around the room where he sat and experience and sense the simplicity and serenity around him. Guruji asked him to look around in minute details and let him know his observations. Guruji’s voice was deep, yet calm, and it seemed to come straight from his heart. It was very soothing.

For the next one-hour, Harrod sat with folded legs in the lotus posture. He looked at the front, back, sides and the ceiling of the temple. He did not know why Guruji had asked him to do this. But he dared not question Guruji on his first day at the ashram.

By that time, Guruji had left for the garden, which was just outside the temple gate. Guruji would come back in an hour and would then inquire about Harrod’s observations. This was like Harrod’s first major examination at the ashram, but he felt thrilled that it was a simple one. One which was only related to observations.

Harrod kept looking around at the temple walls but could figure nothing in the hall except a fishbowl on the raised stool. The room was pure white, yes, but was blank with very delicate carvings on its walls. Everything was so simple, unlike the coloured world outside that he was so used to. To him, the world would be nothing if there were no colours, especially in his home country, where one cannot find anything without colours. Everything in the hall seemed in perfect harmony, including the white colour. He kept sitting impatiently and wanted to just walk off, as he could find nothing significant inside the hall. But he was also sure that Guruji had not asked him to sit there aimlessly without a proper purpose. Although his legs ached while sitting upright in the posture, the thought of getting enlightened kept him waiting there for the next hour.

Finally, after an hour, Guruji walked in. Harrod could see why people revered him. Everything about him was so simple, so realistic and yet so divine.

Guruji came up to Harrod and asked him what he had observed. As Harrod had observed nothing unusual, he replied, “I see the enormous hall, the pure white walls with some very good intricate carvings, the shining white marble flooring, a beautifully carved wooden gate and the fishbowl with six fishes swimming in it”.   

What is so unusual about the hall? asked Guruji.

“Quite nothing”, replied Harrod. It’s just so simple and the hall looks great in this white hue.

Guruji came near Harrod and said, “There is a lot to learn from this hall, my son, and you will have to have a lot of patience and endurance for understanding the rules and learning what life has laid out for us. Bring your power of observation above the platform of commoners and look beyond the normal. You must learn to read between the lines which God has so skilfully written for us. From tomorrow your teachings will start and today you can just move around the ashram and get to know everyone here. At five a.m. tomorrow, you must come here and meet me again. One more important thing before we disperse. This place is called the “Temple of Destiny”.” Guruji left with these words.

It perplexed Harrod. Why did Guruji say, “This place is called the Temple of Destiny”? There was nothing in this hall that had anything to do with Destiny. It was such a simple white hall. What was so special about the hall that Guruji knew, but Harrod could not understand? Harrod would have to wait for another day to learn the truth from Guruji.

THE CYCLES OF SELF REFINEMENT

––––––––
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On the next day, since he was quite impatient to meet Guruji, Harrod woke up early at 4 a.m. He washed his face, went to the toilet, freshened up and wore his usual blue jeans and a white t-shirt with some strokes of coloured images on it and went to meet Guruji.

As Harrod walked up to the temple, Guruji directed one of his disciples to get Harrod to change his clothes into a pure white one like the one the others were wearing. They ushered Harrod into another room where he changed into white cotton robes, as instructed. The clothes were quite awkward for Harrod, as this was the first time, he was wearing anything like this. It was a traditional Indian outfit for saints, and all the disciples were wearing a similar type of covering. As soon as Harrod had changed, he instantly felt a part of all of them.

After changing his clothes, Harrod came back to the temple and sat next to Guruji.

After asking him to sit in the lotus-like, cross-legged posture, Guruji asked Harrod to chant some mantras along with him. The sound of AUM reverberated once again in the room. The mantras were plain words with no meaning for Harrod, but Harrod had to repeat them after Guruji. Harrod found amazing energy run down his body whenever he repeated the mantras after Guruji. 10 minutes of chanting the same words seemed like an eternity to Harrod and then Guruji finally spoke, “Harrod, you come from a faraway land - A land having a different culture, thought process and mindset. Also, you have a religion that you respect and which helps and guides you to your goal. Here in this ashram, we do not preach religion, we preach life because religion is man-made while life is a creation of nature. If there is life, only then, will there be a religion. I want you to understand the power of Mother Nature, the power which has brought life into Mother Nature, and the power to understand Mother Nature itself. Without Mother Nature, we would be nothing, nothing at all. Nature rises above all religions, above all caste, creed and race. Time rules it and we, the living beings, are just the support which nature needs to recreate itself, repeatedly”.
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