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			To

			Mr. Shailendranath Misra,

			Mrs. Preeti Misra, Mrs. Phillomina Pervez, Mr. Keki Prevez,

			Dr. Naozer Kavarana and Mr. Anil Prem Sharma.

            
			For their kind-heartedness and love:

			Minoo, Sameer, Joydip, Ameet, Vikram, Paso, Namit, Amish, Vibhu, Sheriar, Amar, Rabi, Niranjan, Suhas, Adrian, Monty, Nitin, Laxman, Manoj, Ranju,

			Fuad, Yusuf, Prashant, Sabby, Monisha, Millie, Nawaz, Ella, Tisha, Silvia and Meenal.

			To all my relatives:

			Deanne, Jasmine, Mehernosh, Percy, Kaizad, Adil, Sanober, Shernaz, Devesh, Amit, Rashmi,

			Ira, Anita, Sunita etc.

			To Miss Hallegua: Cathedral and John Connon (Mumbai).

            
			To You, 
To the Saints,

            
			To God,

			And a special thanks to Shirdi Sai Baba.

            
			

            
			AUTHOR’S NOTE

            
			“The mystics and sages define a poem or song as praise to the Lord, When I write I hope I give justice accord.”

			In my mid-twenties, I was working in the Merchant Navy as a Navigating Officer. I believed myself to be very practical and logical, and didn’t believe in the existence of God.

			From a very young age, I would experiment to improve my concentration. It so happened that during a voyage from South Africa to South America, while practicing in the Atlantic Ocean, I entered into a state of Samadhi or gained enlightenment.

			This experience altered my way of thinking drastically, as I believed that God was a myth and death was the end of everything.

			This was followed by various spiritual experiences, which led to absolute confusion as well as understanding. Reading the works of enlightened ones gave me solace and with time, I was given the signs by the Universe or God to write — to become a poet and share the knowledge of God or the knowledge of the Light.

			Hailing from a family of priests, with my father’s side being Hindu- Brahmins and my maternal grandfather, a Parsee priest, I understood that writing about my knowledge of God was the reason I was here on this planet. Since spiritual books have great depth and meaning, I aimed at writing with simplicity. And I have tried to write with the best clarity possible so that this knowledge can reach all.

            
			God and enlightenment are misunderstood by most. I hope to clear people’s misconceptions as well as doubts. There is only one God and all religions refer to God as the ‘Light’ via different names. The main aim of my work is to unite all the religions.

            
			Knowledge leads to understanding, which leads to peace and love, the source and basic fabric of this Universe or of God.

            
            
            
			–Mohit. K. Misra

            
            

            
			“Behold but one in all things, it is the second that leads you astray.”

            
			– Sant Kabir

            
			“I am thy shield and thy exceedingly great reward.”

            
			– The Holy Bible

            
			The first law of dynamics states that energy can neither be created nor be destroyed. So, what happens to that energy, that thing which animates the body at the moment of death?

			“When we finally come to our senses, we never return to this material world, this painful playground we mistakenly call home.”

            
			– The Bhagavad Gita

			
            “Unto Allah is your return and he is able to do all things.”

			– The Holy Quran

			“Live and let Live.”

			– Mahavira

            
            
			

			TRUTH

			Brahma, Allah, Jehovah, Vishnu, Ahura Mazda, Shiva…

			What’s in a name?

			A way to identify the same, Geography, language is mainly to blame.

			Your glory is such, Man asks for too much.

			Meditation or one-pointed concentration is the key, But who says there is no fee?

			Day to dawn makes no sense, What does! We call nonsense.

			Who am I and why am I here? Has just become my greatest fear.

			Is justice to be done with the strength in my hands? Or, by sweet words maybe written in the sands?

			When will you set me free?

			So I can be with thee.

			How am I to live in bliss?

			When I stop myself from giving all a kiss.

			Why do I write I do not know? It is only ink on paper to show.

            
			

			MOTHER EARTH

			Mother Earth really looks after me, She neither expects nor charges a fee.

			Every year fresh fruits She provides to eat, For those fruits, one man another will beat.

			So much water is there for us all, Yet for water, it becomes an ugly brawl.

			A tiny insect on Her I am,

			She feeds me with her assorted jam.

			Man keeps beating Her with his big bombs, When will he realise She is alive and it is wrong?

			Her, we must begin to appreciate, Immediately, before it gets too late.

			From our puny race, She will defend herself, You are just begging Her to annihilate yourself.

			
            

			FRIENDS

			Friends come and go as they please; True friends are rare indeed,

			The ones that show up when you are in need.

			The rest are all acquaintances to stay, In order to make time pass away.

			The ones that last, We have had a good past,

			All in this play in which we are cast.

			You should get to know yourself; Man’s best friend is himself.

			We should learn from the mistakes we make, But we foolishly keep going for a retake.

			Another day, good morning, hell! What lessons for today, I cannot tell.

			
            

			TIME

			Time actually seems to fly, How fast has my life gone by.

			Trying to make sense of things, Time was made for order to bring.

			The seconds tick, the minutes past,

			Even the hour, day, month and year are not meant to last.

			In this dimension, time cannot be stopped,

			In another dimension, time is automatically dropped.

			The master plan must be perfectly timed, So the truth by us can be tapped and mined.

            
			

			GIRLS

			Why in the world did you make girls? Some so beautiful, my head twirls.

			Does she know in me she creates a sensation? I’ve started thinking of the word, ‘creation’.

			So many around, so gorgeous, My mind becomes frivolous.

			How the hell am I supposed to just stay with one?

			I want all the pretty ones as they come, Then, these things I want none.

			I know they are all but your form, The rose comes with the thorn.

			Show me the path, I pray to you.

			So I know what to do.

			
            

			SEA

			The sea is so very powerful, She eats the metal of the ship’s hull.

			Her fury is so great,

			Her beauty you simply can’t hate.

			Endless and huge she seems, Drop by drop, together streams.

			You want to jump right into her, Hypnotising — she can erase your fear.

			She not once demanded my respect; I gave it gladly with no regret.

			Her depth has such deep silence, Contemplating, penance.

			How much magic do you hold? With you, in the end I will mould.

			
            

			RELIGIONS

			A Buddhist monk’s entire life is, but a preparation, For his Death Point or a moment of separation.

			The Jains have Santhara,

			Quitting life consciously, to join the Paramatma.

			The Hindus go into Samadhi,

			Where there is no Congress, Shiv Sena, BJP or Samajwadi.

			The Christian merges with The Holy Spirit, For peace, no more desperate.
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