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	I dedicate this book to my father for his love and wisdom.

	 

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	“The seeker” is a dialogue about the heart's wisdom, the present moment, and the way back home.
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	The Kiss of the Absolute Father leaves no mark on the face of the prodigal son. However, the Soul is marked forever.

	 

	 


Kunda

	 

	 

	 

	The seeker of Life had wandered through the realm of men for many years. He was seeking a cure for the ills of the spirit. He had gone from continent to continent, walked through loneliness, lived with scarcity and abundance. He had done much, but all his efforts were in vain, for at his last destination, he was told that he had left the answer in his abode.

	Thus, he returned to his homeland. There, a lonely traveler, sitting on the shore of the sea. Life had not been kind to him. He had traveled to many places in search of the answers of his heart. He knew within, something was wrong. “But how can the answer be in my abode? How can the Creator be in this place? Have I not seen everything yet? What could still be missing?” These were the questions that tirelessly resounded in his chest as he gazed about and saw only injustice, poverty, sadness, sickness of body and soul.

	His city was in ruins, and although he knew that his answer was there, he could no longer stay. He had to leave again. He tried to convince his relatives to leave the Capital of the Central Lands, that land desolated by evil, but they would not.

	The man turned his vision again to the vastness of the sea, thought a bit, and spoke to himself: “This time I am on the run. But am I fleeing from myself or men?” He could not answer the question, but it was clear to him that he was always running away.

	He then continued his pilgrimage. And after leaving the Capital of the Central Lands, he headed for the mountains. At that moment, he did not analyze much; he did not think of routes. He started to walk, for he just wanted to get away from there. Time flew by, the seeker continued his journey when, at sunrise on the seventh day, exhausted, overcome by loneliness and hunger, an imposing mountain revealed itself to him. This sharpened the last breath of energy remaining, and he quickly gained the edge of Kunda, a village at the foot of the mountain. Eduardo remembered that he had once heard comments about a mysterious mountain near this village.

	The men and women who inhabit Kunda, left the capital luxuries many decades ago for unknown reasons. They lived as peasants, devoting themselves to the land and the simplicity of life. No one knew much about them, for they were discreet. 

	Upon reaching the entrance to the village, the seeker lost consciousness.  For it had been seven days of aimless walking. When he awakened, he found himself in simple, but comfortable lodging. Beside his bed, clothes and a note informing him to take a shower. The villagers were expecting him to join them for supper.

	Eduardo, who no longer believed in kindness from men, found it all very strange. But he took a minute to thank the universe, then took a shower. 

	Already showered and in clean clothes, he left the lodge. People, very spontaneously, called him to sit at the table to share what they were eating. There was no ceremony or curious looks. No one asked him his name or what brought him there. They welcomed the stranger, free of charge, without any restrictions. He was a guest that nobody had invited.

	After supper, his host, Mr. João, invited him to spend the night in the lodging where he had been earlier. Also, if he wished, they could talk the next day. Eduardo needed rest. After being welcomed and nurtured, he slept the best he had in years.

	The next day, he woke up with a new countenance. It was a mixture of inspiration and curiosity. Later, he went to see Mr. João, who did not question him or make any assumptions. The man made it clear, that he would have to work the land just like everyone else, if he wanted to stay longer. The seeker understood his host's proposal, and the very same day, he went to the fields to work on the land with his host family. Cindi, Mr. João's youngest daughter, soon befriended the stranger. At every moment, she asked him questions about life and its obstacles.

	It had been three days since Eduardo's arrival in Kunda, and he did not get close to the mountain that had welcomed him the first day. His hosts had told him the name and the legends of that mountain. It was called Samah, and it had an energy and magnetism that Eduardo did not yet comprehend. There was something mysterious about Samah. Whenever he passed by it, he observed its grandeur for a while. Then he continued his way to the countryside. On the fourth day, while contemplating it, he found himself amazed. “Nature is so majestic and, at the same time, so modest! It lives, hiding its perfection,” he then thought. On the fifth day, something was about to change his life. On the way to the fields, he stopped as usual to admire the beauty of the mountain. There, amidst the birds singing, he suddenly heard a voice saying: “Long ago, the hills took on human forms to tell men of the exploits of their ancestors.” With a surprised look, the seeker asked, “Who is it?” The voice revealed itself. It was a relatively tall man, dark eyes and short grayish hair. He dressed in a light blue robe, and his skin resembled the glow of chestnut. With a pleasant, golden smile, he seemed serene and willing to help anyone in need. “I am Haroldo, Samah's friend,” replied the stranger.

	 “I've been around for a few days now, and I've never seen you. Are you part of the peasants too?”

	“I am part of everything,” replied the stranger.

	“I am Eduardo, from the Central Lands.”

	“Nice to meet you, Eduardo. What brought you here?”

	“Let's say that life brought me here.”

	“What is your plan?”

	“I do not know yet. Only time will tell.”

	“If I were in your place, I wouldn't trust time.”

	With a carefree smile, Eduardo said, “I'm glad I am in my place.” 

	 “So foreigner, can you tell me if time runs?” the stranger continued.

	 “Yes, of course. Time does not stop. Like an arrow that aims at nothing, it moves forward. But what does this have to do with our conversation?”

	 “Then, son, only time will tell.”

	In a wry voice, Eduardo said, “That is my line!”

	Always with a serene smile, Haroldo continued, “What about you? Do you also run?”

	 “Only when I am late.”

	 “If you spent your whole life running behind time, how would your existence be?”

	 “It would be late, and I would be lost.”

	 “Separate your thoughts from the notion of time. That way, you will not miss the right path toward real life. If you run after what cannot be possessed, it will escape you like the deer that flees from the panther. Protect your mind from illusion. In this way, you will become master of time, master of yourself and the world.”

	 “I must say that it has been a great pleasure to meet you.”

	 “The gratitude is all mine.”

	 “I am running now, but I will be back to talk with you. It seems to me that your spirit is as great as your friend Samah. Where can I find you again?”

	 “Everywhere on the mountain. I will appear to you at the right time. Take care!”

	Eduardo went to the field to work the land with a sense of well-being. Haroldo exudes wisdom, and this made the seeker excited. A short time later, he spotted a family united in song and joy through the murmur of the wind. The members of this family worked the land with courage and happiness. Eduardo did not understand how a family could be full and thrilled, living in a village with no buildings, vehicles, and professional growth. But they seemed entirely happy, without malice, and in this, there was nothing false. It was then that the seeker could not bear his curiosity and went to one of them to question, “Please! How can you be happy in such simplicity?” To his fascination, the other man replied, “Only Samah's friend will be able to tell you.” 

	Even though Samah's friend told him that he would return at the right time, late in the afternoon, Eduardo sought after Haroldo. However, he did not journey far, because the wanted man suddenly appeared to him.

	 “Good evening, Samah's friend. I was on my way to meet you. I am a seeker who has doubts, inquiries, and many uncertainties. I noticed you speak with depth, and your serenity transmitted confidence to me. I felt that I could open up to you. Can we talk about some subjects that cry out in my soul?”

	 “Yes, of course!”

	 “I do not know the worlds of the Creator. However, I can see Its Manifestation within the universe. I traveled through the materiality of the world and met many men. But I was shocked to find out that most of them were unhappy, dissatisfied, and always wishing for one thing or another. They had everything, yet they still complained about life. For example, I will tell you about a man I knew named Roberto. One day I sat down with him to listen to him. He had a house but wanted a bigger one, he had a car but wanted a better one. He said that he got married too early and did not have the chance to explore the world. At the time, he had four children and loved them deeply, yet he said that having fewer children could help him save money. He said that being an engineer allowed him to have a good life, but he wanted to be a historian.  'History is the guardian of civilizations' spoke the man. He said he was happy with his life, but he never stopped complaining about it. These days, I am getting to know the people here. When I look right into their eyes, I don't see any hypocrisy. Their happiness seems sincere to me. Moreover, I am here, in front of a stranger, in a new place, unexpectedly opening myself. And my heart is saying that you are the only one who knows my answers. O Samah's friend, there are so many questions in my heart!” said Eduardo. 

	 “Ask your questions, and I will answer them.”

	 “Everywhere on the planet, the foreigner is either loved or hated. But, here in Kunda, the peasants received me differently. Unlike the rest of the world, I am not an outsider in Kunda, but a   human being. For the first time, in an unknown land, I feel no different. I have lived my life in indifference. For many years, I learned to desire things and to frustrate myself for not getting them. I walked endlessly through various parts of the world, and when I found myself with no air to breathe, I drew from my afflicted heart the strength to continue. Amid all this sadness, my days offered me no relief. However, I have come to see men resting on the road of life. Many times, I asked myself, ‘Why me? Why can't I have an easy life?’ When I was a kid, my best friend Paulo used to say, ‘You know, Eduardo, happiness is not for all men.’ I always thought he said this because he had seen his home country sink into a civil war. But today, I was surprised to see that there are men happy with so little in life. My curiosity could not quiet, and so I came to a peasant and asked him: ‘Tell me, what is it like to be happy in simplicity?’ He said, only Samah's friend will know the answer.”

	 “It seems that you are in search of happiness. You have walked all over the world, and today you are here, in the heart of the earth, still without an answer.”

	 “I went after the cure for the troubled spirit. As time went by, I stopped searching for that, and began to take an interest in the Supreme Creator. However, the path I walked was full of discontent until I reached Kunda, where, despite the short time of observation, it seems that all beings are happy. Deep in my heart, I remain searching for the Creator. But at this very moment, the desire to know happiness is pressing. How can man be truly happy? How can he devote his whole life to the pursuit of happiness while walking around unhappy? How can the peasants of Kunda be content with so little, while men elsewhere yearn for well-being even though they live in opulence?”

	Haroldo interrupted Eduardo, saying, “Surely, because these unhappy men imagine happiness as the purpose of life.”

	Eduardo inquired in a rush, “But isn't the purpose of life happiness?”

	 “If you think so, you are not wrong, but you are not right either.”

	Confused, Eduardo said, “If I am neither wrong nor right, where am I?”

	 “Tell me something: what makes a man a philosopher?”

	 “Obviously, the action of philosophizing.”

	 “Are you saying that you have to philosophize to be a philosopher?”

	“Yes.”

	“Just as one needs to philosophize to become a philosopher, one also needs to practice happiness to become happy. Thinking like this, how can I become a happy person if everything I see is the negativity of life?”

	“I do not think so.” 

	“As long as a man spends days and nights complaining about life, he will not know a happy existence. What matters is the journey, which is all the moments in life. Happiness is not the purpose of Life. It is the journey itself. When you are walking home, focus on the gently moving breeze. Turn your eyes to the sky and contemplate the grandeur of the Creator. Notice when the rays of the sun blend with the gray clouds. Walk around the mountain, communicate with the flowers. Observe the pilgrimage of the ants; the flight of the birds; the silence of the trees; the dawn and the fullness of the moonlight. There are so many beautiful things to experience. Without judging anything, live the present moment and you will find, in a simple whisper of the firmament, the happiness you have been longing for. And if you cannot touch it, see it with the eyes of your heart, and just like the light of a thousand suns, the ultimate truth will be revealed to you in the darkness of the night.”

	In a split second, the seeker remembered the words of old Bokô1
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