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  Dear Reader,

  This book is two things in one.

  First, it is a story — the journey of Isha, an architect learning to build not just buildings, but a life of peace.

  Second, it is a practice. After each chapter, you’ll find The Architect’s Notes: questions to reflect on, small actions to try, and a crisis kit for when you need help most.

  You can read the story straight through, then return to the practices. Or you can take it slowly — one chapter and one practice at a time.

  However you use it, know this: the wisdom Isha discovers is not just for her. It’s for you too.

  With warmth,

  Siddharth Singhee





  Chapter 1

  The Blue Light of 3 A.M.

  The hum of the office air conditioner was the only thing keeping Isha tethered to the physical world. It was 3:14 AM. In the sterile, glass-and-steel confines of Vistara Design, the silence was heavy, smelling faintly of ozone and stale espresso.

  On her twin monitors, the “Green Horizon” park layout was a chaotic skeleton of CAD lines. To the world, she was a rising star architectural lead. To herself, in this moment, she was a fraud.

  Her phone buzzed, the vibration skittering across the mahogany desk like a frantic insect. A notification from ArchViz Global.

  “Vikram Malhotra just uploaded: ‘The Kinetic Canopy.’ 2.4k likes in 15 minutes.”

  Isha didn’t need to click the link. She could see it in her mind: Vikram’s signature style — aggressive, flashy, designed specifically to go viral on a smartphone screen. It was everything the Board loved.

  A familiar, sharp knot tightened in her solar plexus. Her breath became shallow. “I can’t do this,” she whispered, her voice cracking in the empty room. “If I lose this bid, there is no Isha left. I am just a failed sketch.”

  “That is a very heavy identity to carry into a Wednesday morning,” a voice said from the darkness near the breakroom.

  Isha jumped, her mouse clicking a random ‘Delete’ command on a fountain placement. Her heart hammered against her ribs. Madhav was leaning against the coffee machine, a ceramic mug in his hand. He wasn’t looking at her; he was looking out the window at the Gurgaon skyline, where the orange streetlights mimicked a field of fallen stars.

  “Madhav? I thought you left after the 8 PM sync.”

  “I stayed to watch the moon rise,” he said, finally turning. His silhouette was relaxed, almost infuriatingly so. He walked toward her desk, his footsteps silent on the carpet. He didn’t look at her screen. He looked at her pale face, her trembling hands. “You look like you are mourning a tragedy, Isha. But the building hasn’t even been built yet.”

  “It’s as good as dead,” she choked out, gesturing toward the screen. “The Board wants ‘Engagement.’ Vikram has engagement. I have... lines. If I don’t win this, I don’t know who I am anymore. Everything I’ve built for five years is tied to this one decision.”

  Madhav pulled up a chair, but he didn’t lean in to look at her work. He maintained a respectful, steady distance. “Tell me, Isha, when you upgrade your phone to a newer model, do you feel like you have changed? Do you feel your soul has been replaced by more RAM and a better camera?”

  “The device, obviously,” she said, her irritation momentarily eclipsing her anxiety. “What does that have to do with the Green Horizon bid?”

  “Then why do you speak as if a rejected drawing is the end of your existence?” Madhav’s voice was as calm as deep water. “You are grieving for a digital file as if it were a living child. The wise do not grieve for that which is temporary — neither the living nor the dead. You are acting as if this project is the final chapter of your story. But you existed long before this firm, and you will exist long after it.”

  Isha wiped her eyes, the blue light of the monitor reflecting in her tears. “But it feels real, Madhav. The failure... it physically hurts.”

  “Of course it does,” he said gently. “Heat and cold, pleasure and pain — they touch the skin. They come and they go, like the seasons of the Haryana plains. You don’t try to stop the winter, Isha. You just put on a coat and keep walking. Right now, you are treating this project like it is a vital organ in your body. But your real self? It is unbreakable. Fire cannot burn it. Water cannot drown it. And a Board of Directors certainly cannot ‘delete’ it.”

  He pointed to the screen. “You are paralyzed because you aren’t drawing a park. You are trying to build a monument to your own ego so the world will tell you that you are enough. Tell me, do you have control over the Board’s final vote?”

  “No,” she admitted, her voice small.

  “And do you have control over Vikram’s talent or his social media likes?”

  “No.”

  “Then why are you trying to manage their business?” Madhav stood up. “You have a right to the work, Isha. You have a right to every line, every shadow, and every curve you draw tonight. But the result? That belongs to the world. It is not yours to carry. When you work only for the trophy, the office becomes a prison. But when you work for the joy of the craft, the work becomes a prayer.”

  He began to walk away, but stopped at the door. “Redraw that fountain, Isha. Not for the likes. Not for the Board. Redraw it because the people who will sit in that park will need water.”

  As his footsteps faded, Isha looked at her screen. The knot hadn’t vanished, but it had loosened. She hit ‘Undo.’ The fountain reappeared. She didn’t look at her phone. For the first time in weeks, she didn’t see a career-defining disaster. She just saw a park. And it was a beautiful park.

  

  The Architect’s Notes

  Building Your Own Blueprint

  The Teaching in One Line

  You are not your work. The self that worries is not the self that is.

  Isha’s Moment

  At her lowest point — 3:14 AM, alone, trembling — Isha hears Madhav say:

  “Your real self is unbreakable. Fire cannot burn it. Water cannot drown it. And a Board of Directors certainly cannot ‘delete’ it.”


