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  This is Fiction; it is not concerned with astrology. It is also a Pseudo Research.




  Chapter 1. Astrological Predictions.




  People’s belief in the existence of God is often comparable to their faith in astrology. Both appear to be true and valid only in some cases; often, in other cases, strong doubts are generated.




  Satyanarayana was such a renowned practicing astrologer that people almost forgot his real name because they stopped using it; he was universally known as Joshi (Astrologer). People believed that his predictions were invariably true, even though they failed many times. Probably his predictions had a greater degree of validity. He was an erudite scholar of Vedic Astrology. He belonged to a family of astrologers. It was believed that the family was endowed with a unique divine knowledge, unavailable in any book and that this knowledge was passed down from one generation to the next.




  Nirmal was satyanarayana’s only son. During his childhood and as a teenager, he used to often remain with his father and listen to his conversations with visitors who used to come to consult him professionally; Nirmal’s interest was aroused; he studied Vedic Astrology under the able guidance of his father who also passed on the family-specific secret knowledge to Nirmal. However, he chose to remain under his father’s shadow.




  When he was ten or twelve, an incident occurred which left a deep impression on his mind. People used to go to Joshi for his advice on the desirability of alliances for their sons and daughters and for deciding the auspicious dates and times for marriages to which he was invited as an honored guest. He used to attend them whenever possible, with family, with Nirmal or all alone.




  Nirmal attended that marriage. The preliminaries were completed; the bridegroom came and occupied the seat intended for him. The priest was reciting appropriate Vedic marriage Mantras as they awaited the arrival of the bride. A couple arrived with their daughter. She started looking around as if she was searching for someone. Meanwhile, the bride arrived and sat next to the groom in the seat intended for her. The new girl caught sight of the couple, rushed to them like a lightening, pulled out the bride from her seat exclaiming “He is mine!! How dare you try to get married to him?” As soon as the groom saw the new girl, his face brightened up and he began to smile!




  It led to a great commotion in the marriage hall. Several people rushed to the scene of action. People were speaking without waiting to listen to what the others were saying. Arguments and accusations were freely flung at each other. It was din and noise for half an hour. Tempers began to gradually cool down or perhaps, people began to get tired. Some elders pacified the groups and brought about a settlement that the bride groom would make his choice and that everyone should honor it. Eventually, the marriage took place between the groom and the new girl!




  It was believed that when Joshi fixed the auspicious time for a marriage, that marriage would take place accordingly, without aby hindrance and that the couple would be happy and prosperous in future. Nirmal also believed it; this was his first experience to see a failure -at least a partial failure. He was upset. He thought “Vedas were God’s Gift to humanity; astrology was a part of it. My father is a great scholar of astrology; why couldn’t the marriage between the intended boy and the girl take place??”




  Some days later he asked his father; he replied “People bring us the details of the times of birth and of places -the towns or villages- of their birth. Look how many ambiguities are we dealing with. The time of birth is never correctly available; we need to make corrections based on different criteria. This is not usually done in such cases as checking the desirability of the alliance. Our astrology can’t differentiate between one born in a village and another, born in another village, say, five miles away. There might be several boys and several girls born in the two distinguishable regions. Our conclusions would be the same for any boy from that region and any girl from the other region, if the times of their birth are sufficiently close. Marriage alliances are never contemplated on such random basis. Failure is quite possible and often gives rise to devastating undesirable consequences.”




  N: Did something like that happen in this case?




  J: God knows! People don’t usually come to inform us about such things.




  N: … Do you know their names?




  J: Whose names?




  N: The names of the groom, the first bride and the second one?




  J: (Laughing) They don’t give their names; we only ask for their details of birth which are sufficient for our purpose. They don’t even inform us about the lives of the couple, after marriage.




  N: … Suppose we wanted to know what happened to the couple or how they are getting along…




  J: Why should we; … as if we don’t have our own lives to live!




  Nirmal was dismayed and was left dissatisfied. He had a strong memory for faces he saw; he was, by nature, shy, subdued and self-effacing. He inherited the gift of interest in astrology and decided to study it more thoroughly to find answers to some of his questions. Fortunately, he had an expert instructor readily available in his father. Nirmal had a natural flair for mathematics.




  When poets or scholars visited their city, local literary organizations used to arrange for their lectures. Joshi was also interested in literature and used to attend such lectures. As a boy Nirmal used to accompany his father to such lectures. He was deeply impressed by one such lecture. The speaker was a well-known poet and a scholar. He was speaking about ‘Srungara Naishadham’. It was a poetic classic written by Harsha and translated into Telugu by the poet Sreenadha. It described the love story of prince Nala and princess Damayanthi. A swan served as the messenger of love between them. The poet wrote that the swan described Nala’s ‘Qualities’ to Damayanthi and Damayanthi’s ‘Exquisite qualities’ to Nala. The speaker explained at length and justified why Sreenadha made such a distinction of the qualities of the lovers. Nirmal was too young to understand and to remember the details of the speaker’s analysis. What impressed him was the care and concentration with which scholars studied any book. Gradually, he too acquired that habit of care for the detail and for concentration.




  While he was in High School, they were taught the rules of ‘Chandassu’ (Rules for writing different types of poems). He began to try out his skill in writing different kinds of poems; he adopted the pen name of ‘Renu’ (A small grain of sand) consistent with his nature. His poetry won the appreciation of his friends. His language text books contained selections from important poetry classics. His interest was aroused and he studied books like ‘Sreemad Bhagavatam’ by ‘Pothana’, ‘Maha Bharatamu’ by ‘Nannaya, Erra praggada and Tikkana’ etc. When he compared his poetry to what he read, he realized that his poetry was insipid and shallow; he decided to stop writing poetry. He continued to study literature and astrology as his twin hobbies.




  As he grew older, his confidence in his skill and knowledge of astrology deepened and matured. Visitors to Joshi used to come with different types of questions; most of them were prosaic but some used to be intriguing. Nirmal used to copy data of such cases, work out solutions independently and compare them with his father’s conclusions, when he met and answered his visitors’ queries. This way he checked and corrected his mistakes. He succeeded in honing and perfecting his skills. His conclusions now used to tally with those of his father.




  He was almost on the verge of believing that he mastered astrology. One day he heard a client who brought an interesting question to Joshi. Nirmal copied the data and worked out his answer. Two days later the client returned and Joshi answered all his questions. Nirmal was surprised to hear the answers because they differed from his conclusions substantially! He reworked the solution but returned to his earlier conclusion. He was very intrigued; he did not discuss it immediately with his father but wanted to wait a few days for the matter to slip from Joshi’s memory. When he was free, Nirmal brought the data and his analysis and asked his father to check if it was correct. He went through the material and said “Yes… It looks alright… Why are you in doubt?”




  N: A few days ago a client brought this case to you and you gave a different answer.




  J: Did I?




  He closed his eyes and tried to recall… Nirmal repeated what his father told the client. Joshi took a piece of paper and made some calculations and he came to the same conclusion as he did originally! Joshi was surprised.




  Nirmal asked “Does it mean that astrology is incorrect and unreliable?”




  J: Certainly not! Astrology is a part of Veda Vedangas gifted by God to humanity; they can never be wrong! … One of our deductions might be correct or both might be incorrect... That only shows the inadequacy of our understanding.




  After a while, Nirmal remarked “Perhaps some things might be missing… Perhaps further research is required to supplement and reinforce astrology to get it rid of such ambiguities.”




  J: Do you want to meddle with a divine text? … Do you think we are authorized and competent to do so?




  N: Look at it this way dad! Vedas were passed from generation to generation by the word of the mouth. How can we be sure that we got the entire material? Moreover, man is endowed with a brain which can think, plan and get its plans executed. We improved our conditions of living. We improved many other things which had their origins in Vedas. Why shouldn’t we take a close look at astrology, conduct the necessary research and improve our heritage?




  Joshi was not convinced but he did not reply.




  Nirmal spoke eloquently about conducting research and of improving astrological heritage but he had no idea of where to begin and how to proceed because it concerned the life spans of persons or at least a large chunk of it. He began to think seriously. As a first step, he collected the birth details of five of his friends and by means of astrology, tried to learn about their lives till that time. After intensive efforts, he realized that he could not obtain enough details to enable him verify the information he could gather directly from his friends. His astrological results appeared to generally tally in one case and at great variance in another case; in the next case, the results appeared to tally here and there; in the next case, the agreement in the first approximate half was reasonably good and the position was reversed in the last case. The results of his first experiment bewildered him and gave him a taste of the complexity of the problem he decided to attempt. He began to rethink. Instead of considering individual cases he wondered whether some general conclusions may be drawn. His strong belief in astrological predictions gradually began to get eroded.




  Newton’s law of attraction is universally valid; yet Earth’s trajectory is essentially governed by the Sun. Moon too has a perceptible influence on the earth which we can see clearly in the behavior of the oceans on new moon and full moon days. Every other celestial body exerts its influence on the Earth but that influence is small and is negligible. Perhaps the ancient astrologers started with the assumption that the relative positions of the Sun, the Moon and the Planets could be related to events in an individual’s life and developed their theory as a first approximation.




  Nirmal wondered whether there was a parallel here and asked himself whether the events in an individual’s life were also influenced by the people surrounding him. Like Nirmal, his friends were also young and unmarried; they lived with and in the shadow of their parents. He concluded that, at that stage, their parent’s exerted a primary influence; because of the proximity; siblings also exerted some influence. It might be a gigantic task to coordinate all the data for any individual; it would be a difficult task even if we take the data of the parents only… First, the method for coordination had to be determined!




  At best, Nirmal’s preliminary research provided a possible explanation for the disagreements between astrological predictions and actual events but could not help make more correct predictions. It required devoted research across generations. Nirmal decided to keep a record of his research in the hope that someone might continue his efforts.




  Chapter 2. Nirmal’s Vision.




  ALONG WITH HIS PURSUIT OF Mathematics and Literature, he continued to keep track of his five friends; he did not think that he had the time or the resources to enlarge his base and include at least their parents. He continued this exercise for the next three years; he found that in every case, events differed more often than they tallied with his astrological predictions! He did not consult Joshi because Nirmal was aware what his father’s answer would be. All the friends completed their studies and dispersed in pursuit of their jobs; Nirmal’s research got suspended, at least for the time being. He became a Mathematics Lecturer in a college and continued to study literature and astrology as twin hobbies. Sometimes the research bug used to get reactivated but he was unable to think of any new scheme to proceed.




  Nirmal was fond of travel. He used to visit his friends and places of tourist interest in the country. That year, he planned to go to Agra, Mathura, Delhi, Haridwar, Hrishikesh etc. As soon as he reached Delhi, a message was waiting for him that Joshi was seriously ill. Nirmal already lost his mother a few years ago. He cancelled the rest of his tour and returned home. Joshi suffered a massive heart attack; doctors were attending on him in the ICCU. His condition was critical and doctors did not have much hope for his recovery, although they were trying to do everything possible. Joshi remained unconscious most of the time; when he became conscious for a brief interval, in his feeble voice, he used to ask for Nirmal because he was the only close surviving relative. He rushed from the airport directly to the hospital; he was distressed to see the ever agile and active Joshi lying motionless like a heap of flesh, on the hospital bed. Joshi seemed to have smelled his son’s presence. With some effort Joshi managed to open his eyes partially and caught sight of his son. Joshi tried to lift his hand, either to ask him to come closer or to have the satisfaction of touching him but he failed. Nirmal who noticed the effort quickly stepped forward, lifted up his father’s hand and locked it up closely between his palms. Joshi displayed a weak listless smile of fulfilment! Alas! Even as the son securely held his father in his hands, the father’s life relinquished the body, leaving intact the feeble smile frozen on his lips.




  Everybody knew that death was inevitable but every death appeared to be untimely and unique, especially for close relatives. Nirmal and his parents loved each other immensely. When his mother died, he wept and remained depressed for a few days; he recovered soon. His father was with him to share the distress and to console him; at that time, he did not realize its value. Now he felt overwhelmed and utterly lonely. He continued to hold his father’s hand, even after it turned cold and continued to stare blankly at him! The doctor patted him on the back and said “It’s all over now… Everyone has to pass through such trying periods; you have to bear the tragedy with courage and equanimity.” Nirmal placed his father’s hand softly on the bed, slowly walked out of the ICCU and broke down into tears!




  Till then he did not realize how closely he was attached to his father. The void created by his demise anguished him deeply; It took him several days to recover from the shock. The vacation period was a great help. Gradually, he returned to his normal routine. Now he became quieter, more balanced and mature.




  He continued to brood over the astrological issues that he was unable to reconcile. One night, as he was deeply engaged in those thoughts, sleep overpowered him… Soon he slipped into a dream…




  It was well known that Charandas, a resident of Sripur went to Bombay and prospered. He established a university in his native village. That year they were starting the M.B;B.S. course and M.Sc. courses in Genetics and in Microbiology. As usual the admissions were to be based only on merit, irrespective of the candidate’s nativity or caste. A group of students were going by train to Sripur to attend interviews for selection to various courses.




  Because they were going north almost up to Delhi, they also planned to visit places of tourist interest in Agra and Mathura. They visited Fatehpur Sikhri and wondered how people could construct such a huge door, get it fixed and operate it in those days! They were amazed with the patient workmanship on the Moti Masjid whose walls were completely covered with mother-of-pearl shells. Every structure inside the enclosure had its own charm and appeal.




  In the evening they visited Akbar’s tomb which was about five kilometers away. It was a huge structure. They went up the expansive roof. Indulging in their childhood games once again, they ran over the roof chasing and catching up one another. Some people have an open and friendly disposition; they make friends easily even with strangers. Pranuthi was like that. Even such a person could become closer to one person than the others; she appeared to be getting closer to Sarvesh. Chitra was also a very friendly type of girl; she appeared to be also interested in Sarvesh but remained discreet and away from him.




  Then the group visited places of less tourist importance. After dinner they went to visit the Tajmahal. The weather was cooperative and the sky was clear. The moon started climbing up in the sky and soon Tajmahal was drenched in snow white hue. The sight was breathtaking and beautiful. Everyone tried to lock up the precious memory securely within his consciousness.




  Their next halt was Mathura and they visited temples and other places associated with God SreeKrishna. They did not appear to be as glamorous or as captivating as described in literature; perhaps they were aged or perhaps the group’s expectations were inflated and unrealistic. The river Yamuna was a mere stream; the summer still lingered and the rains did not reach that region yet. It was difficult to believe how SreeKrishna danced over the head of the serpent Kaleeya in this Yamuna! Of course these rivers are capable of becoming wide, deep and ferocious after rains.




  The group boarded the train; their next stop was Sripur, two hours away. The group was conversing, cutting jokes and spending time merrily. Suddenly Pranuthi became silent; her face showed that she was suffering some discomfort and that she was trying hard to control it. Others were busy with themselves but Sarvesh noticed her immediately. He observed her for a few moments; it appeared as if her discomfort was intensifying. He rushed to her and asked in alarm “Pranuthi!! What is the matter??”




  The manner in which he rushed and spoke to her, immediately silenced the group. They converged to Pranuthi. Apparently her suffering intensified; she could not answer any question. She put her left hand on the left side of her heart and grimaced as if she was in intense pain. They quickly made room for her to lie down and tried to make it as comfortable as possible. She tried to move from one position to another but no position appeared to relieve her pain; she continued to suffer intense pain and discomfort. It was obvious that she suffered a massive heart attack. But what could they do? The train was not vestibule; there was no means by which they could inform anyone outside their compartment. The group went round the compartment to find out and bring a doctor if one was available among the passengers; none of the passengers was a doctor. Passengers in the compartment were shocked to learn about the heart attack; an eerie silence descended on them. The group tried to do everything that it could think of to relieve Pranuthi’s suffering but it was of little help. They were compelled to await the next halt, Sripur.




  Even as the train slowed down on the platform, Sarvesh and two others jumped off the train; Sarvesh informed the Station Master; the other two informed the Guard and other railway officials they could find on the platform. Sripur was a small place. Because of the establishment of a medical college, a hospital was also established. Soon the Professor of Cardiology-cum- Chief Cardiologist of the hospital arrived; he examined the patient briefly and had her shifted to the ICCU of the hospital. The group of students followed and anxiously awaited news from the doctors. That day, Charandas was also in Sripur. As soon as he heard the news, he rushed to the hospital in his domestic clothes and began consoling the group… With downcast looks the Cardiologist came out of the ICCU and told them “Sorry friends! We tried our best but we could not save the patient; it was too late for our help.” The group broke down into tears; none could control Sarvesh! Even Charandas could not control his tears. Interviews at that university were intended merely to ascertain whether the selected candidates could adjust to the inhospitable climate and the lack of entertainment facilities in Sripur. So Charandas requested the authorities to grant admission to all candidates of that group, into the courses they selected, without any interview…




  Nirmal usually turned to his right side and slept. He felt something cold on his pillow and woke up. He didn’t bother much about the moisture on the pillow; he turned it to the other side and tried to sleep hoping that the dream would continue with the interesting, albeit tragic, story of the students. Alas! Neither dreams are known to possess such obliging quality nor sleep could be ordered on demand! He was very annoyed and angry… It was that moisture on his pillow which spoiled his dream; he wondered “Where did the water come from? … Was it my tribute in sleep to the dream girl Pranuthi?” … He was wide awake now.




  The dream had many peculiarities; he could now vividly recollect everything he saw in the dream. He saw the dream but he was not a part of the dream; he was never seen in the dream. He visited Fatehpur Sikhri; his dream provided him a welcome second tour opportunity. He did not visit the tomb of Akbar and the other less important historic places of tourist interest in Agra; were they really like what he saw in the dream? The Tajmahal appeared more glamorous in the dream than it was when he actually saw it. He knew that Charandas established a university in Sripur but was not sure if and when the new courses have been introduced or when they might be introduced. It was still the summer vacation; even if such courses were introduced that academic year, its commencement was about six weeks away!




  Nirmal went to the library and saw the photographs of the historic monuments of Agra; what he saw in the dream appeared to resemble them closely. He was amazed and wondered whether the rest of the dream would also come true. He asked himself “Was there any way in which the tragedy could be prevented, if it did not occur already?” He kept thinking about it throughout that day… The last date for receiving applications to the Charandas University, was the end of that week… He did not know to which region the group of his dream belonged to; moreover who would believe that his dream could come true! Such thoughts kept him awake for a long time…




  … He saw a person slowly walking along the bank of a river; he appeared to be weak, haggard and distraught. There was a huge idol of God Siva. People were bathing at some specific locations. There was a platform-like construction at which people were bathing and worshipping; there were other shrines on the opposite side also which resembled beehives of pilgrim’s activity. In the din, one could catch the chant of “Ganga Mayya ki jai ho” (Victory to the Mother Ganga. River Ganga is considered to be holy). Nirmal could guess that it was Haridwar. He planned to visit it during his last vacation trip but he had to cut it short due to his father’s ill health. Immersed in his own thoughts and with his head bent down, the person sat on the bank of Ganga for quite some time. Then he rose up, went to the holy spot dipped thrice in water and standing in water saluted God Siva and Goddess River Ganga. Then he came out of the water and started walking up along the river bank, with water still dripping from his clothes. Although Nirmal tried to look at the person’s face, other pilgrims interfered with his vision; he followed the person who continued to walk with some difficulty. No sooner did he reach “Satyananda Asram”, he fell down. The inmates of the Asram carried him inside, restored his consciousness and made him drink some lemon juice to which some sugar and some salt were added. For the first time Nirmal saw himself near that person! Nirmal was surprised to recognize him and asked, “How are you here, Sarvesh?”




  Sarvesh looked at him blankly and asked “… Who are you… I don’t think we met before!”




  Of course they didn’t meet before; Nirmal saw Sarvesh and his friends in a dream and knew about the tragedy that struck them but Servesh did not see Nirmal even in a dream! …




  … For some time past, the servant maid was pressing the button of the doorbell. Still sleepy, Nirmal dragged himself to the door, opened it and said “Please come after some time.”




  “Alright sir; I will come half an hour later sir! … Are you alright sir?”




  “Oh yes. I am just sleepy”; he closed the door, returned to bed and tried to get back to sleep. He was fortunate; he fell asleep and strangely he entered into the same dream! But there was a break of a few years in his dream. It was as if he was watching a movie, left it for a few minutes and resumed to watch it…. Nirmal found himself standing in front of a Family Court from which a person was coming out. As he came closer, Nirmal could recognize that he was Sarvesh. He appeared more aged from his experiences in life than his actual age! Nirmal asked him “Hello Sarvesh! I am surprised to see you here!”




  Sarvesh lifted up his head slowly and wondered “… Do I know you?”




  N: That doesn’t matter, I know you. Why are you here; what is the matter?




  A smile of resignation parted his lips as he said “Fate.” He slipped into his own thoughts and walked away! Before Nirmal could recover from the shock, he noticed Chitra emerging from the same court; she advanced with downcast looks and a heavy heart. He went to her and asked her “Hello Chitra! What happened; why are you here?”




  She looked at him briefly and broke into tears. As if in reply to his questions, she merely looked up at the sign “FAMILY COURT” once, covered up her face with her palms and walked away briskly…




  Chapter 3. Stories Lead To Research.




  THE LATTER PARTS OF THE dream also had their own peculiarities. Extensions of dreams did not ever occur; he could not be sure that what he saw really corresponded to a section of river Ganga at Haridwar; he was not sure whether “Satyananda Asramam” existed in Hrishikesh. He decided to verify.




  His dream appeared very much like a short fiction; of course it had several gaps to be filled up. He was already interested in literature. He wondered why he should not write a short story based on his dream. He did not think it necessary to suppress the names of the dream characters and he completed writing the story in a couple of days. He read the story. He felt that the flow was even and the development of the plot was appropriate. He prepared a letter to the editor of a distinguished monthly and was about to mail the story when an idea which had been reoccurring, withheld him. He paused and reconsidered the story; its ending appeared to be abrupt. He worked on the story further and brought it to a more satisfactory conclusion. He adapted the pen name of “Renu”; then he mailed the story. The editor was pleased with the story and published it in the very next issue. Nirmal gave up writing poetry because he felt that he might not be able to write good poetry; he was happy to discover that he had a natural talent for writing stories. He wrote and published more stories under his pen name.
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