


This magazine has been too real to be true. One big lesson for life- Be really 

careful what you ask for. Because you’ll really get it. I was almost scared before 

beginning work on this magazine, and now in hindsight, that feeling was 

completely in place. The idea was to dispel the fear around death and I don’t 

know if  the compilation of  articles will achieve that but it definitely validates 

the value of  intensity. A life of  intensity is worth seeking. It goes low, it rises up 

equally and then you seek balance. The seeking remains till sometime when it 

becomes non-doing. May there be peace. 

Lots of  love,

Mirdad.
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Ramana Maharshi’s death experience in his words

What was the driver when 16 year old Venkataraman left home to walk towards his real 

home? What had transpired within him that led this lad to realize his true self? What was 

this deep realization of Bhagwan Shri Ramana Maharshi? Much later in life, Bhagwan 

described his death experience thus:

 It was about six weeks before I left Madura for good that a great change in 

my life took place . It was quite sudden. I was sitting in a room on the first floor of  

my uncle’s house. I seldom had any sickness and on that day there was nothing 

wrong with my health, but a sudden, violent  fear of  death overtook me. There 

was nothing in my state of  health to account for it; and I did not try to account for 

it or to find out whether there was any reason for the fear. I just felt, ‘I am going 

to die,’ and began thinking what to do about it. It did not occur to me to consult a 

doctor or my elders or friends. I felt that I had to solve the problem myself, then 

and there.

The shock of  the fear of  death drove my mind inwards and I said to myself  

mentally, without actually framing the words: ‘Now death has come; what does 

it mean? What is it that is dying? This body dies.’ And I at once dramatized the 

occurrence of  death. I lay with my limbs stretched out stiff as though rigor mortis 



had set in and imitated a corpse so as to give greater reality to the enquiry. I held 

my breath and kept my lips tightly closed so that no sound could escape, so that 

neither the word ‘I’ or any other word could be uttered, ‘Well then,’  I said to 

myself, ‘this body is dead. It will be carried stiff to the burning ground and there 

burnt and reduced to ashes. But with the death of  this body am I dead? Is the 

body ‘I’? It is silent and inert but I feel the full force of  my personality and even 

the voice of  the ‘I’ within me, apart from it. So I am Spirit transcending the body. 

The body dies but the Spirit that transcends it cannot be touched by death. This 

means I am the deathless Spirit.’ All this was not dull thought; it flashed through 

me vividly as living truth which I perceived directly, almost without thought-

process. ‘I’ was something very real, the only real thing about my present state, 

and all the conscious activity connected with my body was centred on that 

‘I’. From that moment onwards the ‘I’ or Self  focused attention on itself  by a 

powerful fascination. Fear of  death had vanished once and for all. Absorption in 

the Self  continued unbroken from that time on. Other thoughts might come and 

go like the various notes of  music, but the ‘I’ continued like the fundamental sruti 

note  that underlies and blends with all the other notes. Whether the body was 

engaged in talking, reading, or anything else, I was still centred on ‘I’. Previous to 

that crisis I had no clear perception of  my Self  and was not consciously attracted 

to it. I felt no perceptible or direct interest in it, much less any inclination to dwell 

permanently in it.
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 These lines from one of  India’s most famous & loved spiritual master Kabir Das 

Ji became much popular after these were recited by the great freedom martyr Bhagat 

Singh, who was given death sentence at the age of  23 by the British government for his 

role in India’s freedom movement. Bhagat singh recited these lines when he was being 

hanged to death in the prison. 

Death is magical with many connotations to it, for most of  us it is the end of  our existence 

because death is the end of  our physical bodies and we think that our whole existence is 

nothing but our physical self  only. But for mystics and spiritual masters, death has a 

completely different meaning, and when masters like Kabir ji talks about death, it needs 

to be explored and understood much beyond the words itself. 

To me, Kabir ji is not just talking about death of  physical body here because if  that was 

the case then it means one can achieve eternal bliss or Puran Parmanand only after the 

physical body is dead. No, we can taste and be in that eternal bliss even when we are 

in body. So, what Kabir ji is probably saying here is, that the world is not really fearful 

about dying because nobody ever has experienced death, when death comes the person 

who can experience death, leaves the body, so the experience of  death never happens. 

Hence, there is no question of  being afraid of  death of  your physicality. Of  course we all 

have gathered many concepts of  death and after life in terms of  hell and heaven and one 

might get little afraid of  thinking about those concepts of  death, but again, those are just 

concepts and we have no real idea or experience of  it. 

There must be something that people are afraid of  in the name of  death and to me that 

is death of  the ego, the illusion, the false sense of  identity. If  you look carefully, most of  

us are afraid of  losing our identity, whatever that identity may be because all our lives we 

have invested in creating this identity, and then we get entangled in this created identity 

and put all our energies in expanding and protecting it. So, Kabir ji is saying that this self  

or false identity that the whole world is afraid of  losing, I find a great bliss in that loss. 

Because when you drop all your acquired or created identities, you experience a great 

sense of  freedom as if  a huge burden is off your head, that is the first time when you 

really get a taste of  who you really are, pure bliss, because all the masks, all the illusions 

everything drops, as if  you wake up from a heavy dream to a fresh reality.

And in the next line Kabir ji says, “Kab maru kab payun, puran parmanand…”, it’s 

sounds like a prayer, a request or a looking forward, in which he is saying when shall I 

die, meaning there is still a thread or a drop of  ego self  that remains and he is looking 

forward, that soon the time shall come when even this slight drop of  ego too will be gone 

and that is when he says that one will totally merge with not just momentary bliss but 

with eternal bliss, that eternal bliss which holds the entire universe in it and when even 

this last drop of  ego self  is gone that’s when everlasting merging or oneness with the 

eternal bliss happens.
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Masters like Kabir ji are really mystical, and their words are really deep with many layers 

of  teachings in them, because even when we understand these lines from physical body 

perspective as in the popular understanding, Kabir ji is saying, I’m not afraid of  this 

death of  the body also because I have realized that I’m beyond this body and in some 

ways though extremely useful and capable, this body still is a limitation. So the death 

which the world is afraid off, I’m very happy to receive it, because it will remove those 

bodily limitations too. And then in the next line he says, when death comes and I drop 

this body completely, that is when I’m forever one with that eternal bliss and now even 

the layer of  the body is gone which otherwise comes in between myself  and that eternal 

bliss. If  one reads it meditatively, one realizes that Kabir ji is established in the deep 

core of  his inner self  and saying these verses much beyond the identification of  his own 

physical self. 

In Indian spiritual tradition there is beautiful ceremony when one takes sanyas (when 

one decide to follow the spiritual path to know ones true self, to know the truth, the 

nature of  reality and merge or be established in that one eternal reality). A beautiful 

funeral pyre is arranged and all the belongings of  this person is kept on that including 

earlier name or anything that this person identified with and in the presence of  the 

master, relatives, parents and while chanting sacred mantras, this person lights his own 

funeral pyre. The person then is given a new name and a new way of  life, which is to 

live more awarefully with an attitude of  service towards self  and all. This is a beautiful 

process and the sanyasi is then called a DVIJ in Hindi meaning “Twice Born”. Because all 

the earlier associated identity of  the Ego self  is gone and a new fresh birth of  sanyasi for 

the purpose of  self  and collective evolution has happened. And in order to do this, the 

Ego self, the false identity has to die, “Kab maru kab payun, puran parmanand”.

To me it’s supremely beautiful when Kabir ji says these lines because no matter which 

level of  understanding one receive these lines from, the outcome of  that understanding 

will surely help one evolve to the next level of  realization. There are many lovers of  Kabir 

ji and each would understand his teachings from his own perspective, from his own level 

of  inner maturity and that’s the beauty of  Kabir ji’s words, at different stages of  one’s 

inner growth, these words keep evolving and become the guiding light throughout one’s 

journey of  life.

Jis marni se jag dare, wo mero anand

Kab marhu kab payun, puran parmanand…

A guide, fellow traveller, friend & light to many, Sri Anish conducts regular satsanghs (spiritual 

dialogues) and retreats with sincere seekers across the country and abroad. He can be reached at 

anishjoel@gmail.com. Illustrations by Shreya Sood. 
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 I am a follower of  the ‘Sant Mat’ sect of  Radha Soami. I along with my wife became the 

followers of  the above sect in the year 1984. We were initiated or given the ‘NAAM’ by the then 

Guru Sardar Charan Singh Ji  Maharaj. During the initiation, we were given the NAAM containing 

five sacred words to be meditated upon. Full procedure and the stages that we would come across 

during our spiritual progress were also fully explained to us along with other devotees.

I started learning meditation immediately after coming back from Beas. I continued my 

meditation for about 4-5 years cautiously. During one such practice, I experienced something 

different which filled me with fear and I stopped doing meditation. But I continued to attend the 

satsang whenever my Guruji came to Delhi. I visited the Dera at Beas several times but I could not 

dare to start my meditation again.

Several years passed by when my younger son told me about Maha Avtar Babaji, who was no more 

In the world, but whenever any follower of  Babaji faced any problem, Babaji came to help his 

follower in dreams or in some cases in person (body) to resolve his problems. This is what I had 

read in few books by various devotes of  Babaji. This was unbelievable for me. But then, another 

relative of  mine who was Babaji’s devotee told me something and it encouraged me to meditate 

again with Maha Avtar Baba ji’s picture in mind. I did this but could not achieve much, so I stopped.

Around two years back, my health was not keeping well and I fell ill and started feeling useless 

with no purpose of  living. During those days, on one of  the afternoons, I was very much disturbed 

Meeting with the deadMeeting with the Dead
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and was lying on the bed. As usual, my wife was sitting by my side worrying about my health. 

My condition started worsening. My wife then called my elder daughter in law. She too was so 

terrified and called her brother for help. Nobody could do anything for me. Suddenly I got up 

from my bed and slept on the ground and lost my worldy consciousness. 

I felt as If  I was being pulled up by some unseen power. And on the way, I saw a very dark place 

as if  passing through a tunnel which was pitch dark and terrifying. But my journey continued 

upward and after crossing that tunnel, a bright and beautiful place came with a variety of  flowers 

and beautiful things like waterfalls, etc.

At the end of  that passage, when I gained my consciousness, I found myself  at a very different 

place with all my dead relatives welcoming me there. I too felt happy after meeting them. I met 

one of  my dear friend who had died a few weeks back. He was feeling very good to have me there. 

I met almost all my dead relatives with whom I was having good relations. They were all happily 

living there and all hugged me, congratulated me to be there. I was also feeling happy there.

The place where I found myself  was very beautiful, beyond words. We all were enjoying and 

suddenly, Maha Avtar Babaji came and said, “How come you are here?” Your time has not yet 

come and so you have to go back. But I told BabaJi that I was feeling well and didn’t want to go back.

During my discussion with BabaJi, I also met my daughter-in-law’s father,  who had died sometime 

back. She requested me to have some ‘bread pakoras’ which he was always fond of. He said that on 

his death day, he was not given bread pakoras for which he was still craving. He requested that if  

I was coming back there, then please arrange for some bread pakora for him. Exactly then, Maha 

Avtar BabaJi pushed me and I found myself  in my house still lying on the ground. 

When I gained earthly consciousness, I saw my daughter-in-law’s brother along with his family 

sitting around me. I immediately shouted upon him with abusive language, which I had never 

used before, “You nonsense fellow! You did not provide bread pakora to your father on the day of  

his death!” He got frightened listening to such words from my mouth. I told him, it is his father 

asking for that. He was stunned and asked me how I came to know of  this fact that on his father’s 

death day he could not provide him with bread pakora and that his father always loved this dish. I 

told him I came directly from meeting his father where he asked me for bread pakoras!

After sometime, I recollected the entire happening and came to know that what I was explained 

at the time of  initiation by my Guru Sardar Charan Singh Ji, I have travelled through those areas 

during my journey to the other side. Before this experience, I had read about death & near death 

experiences etc. but never really believed all that because for me death was the end. After this 

experience, something shifted in me forever and the reality of  death changed. I now know, death 

is not an end because life continues and something much deeper lies beyond what we know as 

Death.

Amar Malhotra is a childhood seeker who is aspiring to seek the reality beyond all illusions, 

in this life, here and now... He can be reached at amarmalhotra44@gmail.com. Photo by 

Anikait Malhotra (anikaitmalhotra@gmail.com).
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How a 
forward bend 
opened my 
universe

 When I was asked to submit something relating to the topic of  death 

I initially thought about writing about the recent deaths of  people close to 

me. On reflection that just seemed too obvious and that death was more than 

the dying of  a physical body. Here in the West, death is largely seen as wholly 

negative, something to be denied and feared, a thing to be hidden from despite 

its inevitability. Through my recent exposure to Eastern philosophy and culture I 

now realise that this is not true. Death can actually be seen as an opportunity for 

growth and it feels that we could be said to experience a personal “death” many 

times throughout our lives.

Feeling into those thoughts more deeply I realized I had experienced a “death” at 

least once in the past ten years and probably many more times throughout my 

lifetime. These recent “death” experiences were not sudden dramatic episodes 

but involved a steady process of  individual events leading up to a specific single 

identifiable incident – the death. 
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I went through a massive change of  personal circumstances 6 years ago. I had 

become increasingly introverted and unhappy eventually leading to a diagnosis 

of  depression. Simultaneously and interconnected to this my marriage ended and 

I found myself  in a whirlwind of  new circumstances, living alone, being apart 

from my two children and having all my illusions of  my “happy” conventional 

western life completely shattered. As part of  my treatment for depression I was 

prescribed some mindfulness meditation sessions and it was in the first one of  

these, I now realise, that the “death” event occurred. 

Before the session I had no idea what mindfulness meditation actually was, but I 

went along anyway in a mild haze of  antidepressant medication. At some point 

of  the session we stood up and did what I know realise were some very simple 

yoga exercises. One of  these was a simple standing forward bend where, whilst 

standing one bends forward at the hips, gradually lowering the head as far as it 

will go. It was during this that I can now see my “death” occurred – the death of  

the old, blind, unconscious, “dead” me. As I bent forward, and my head fell below 

my knees I became aware that there was a huge infinite space inside of  myself, 

that was also me and at the same time was infinitely bigger. At that time, I had 

no words to describe what this was but it was enough of  a glimpse to awaken a 

yearning to discover more and I soon found myself  in a Yoga class and beginning 

a continuing 5 and half  year journey to becoming a Saadho, re-igniting my full 

blown passion for creating music and discovering the silence behind everything. 

On this journey I have met some truly incredible individuals many of  whom could 

also be said do have “died” at some point and on rebirth found themselves on the 

same journey. I also believe I went through a less dramatic death in the past 6 

months. A relationship ended, a loved one died, self-perceptions were challenged 

and all culminated in an intense 2-week illness from which I emerged, reborn, 

skinnier, with a beard and with an intense desire to seek the truth. I’m already 

looking forward to the next one.

Neil is a UK based Saadho, whose love of life is expressed through music and mantra which 

he loves to share with others. He plays Kirtan each week in and around Southampton UK -  

www.southamptonkirtan.co.uk and can be reached at neil@wearepumpkin.co.uk
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You would know the secret of  death.

But how shall you find it unless you seek it in the heart of  life?

The owl whose night-bound eyes are blind unto the day cannot unveil the mystery of  

light.

If  you would indeed behold the spirit of  death, open your heart wide unto the body of  

life.

For life and death are one, even as the river and the sea are one.

In the depth of  your hopes and desires lies your silent knowledge of  the beyond;

And like seeds dreaming beneath the snow your heart dreams of  spring.

Trust the dreams, for in them is hidden the gate to eternity.

Your fear of  death is but the trembling of  the shepherd when he stands before the king 

whose hand is to be laid upon him in honour.

Is the shepherd not joyful beneath his trembling, that he shall wear the mark of  the 

king?

Yet is he not more mindful of  his trembling?

For what is it to die but to stand naked in the wind and to melt into the sun?

And what is it to cease breathing, but to free the breath from its restless tides, that it 

may rise and expand and seek God unencumbered?

Only when you drink from the river of  silence shall you indeed sing.

And when you have reached the mountain top, then you shall begin to climb.

And when the earth shall claim your limbs, then shall you truly dance.

- Kahlil  Gibran
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Aahhhh!!!   I find this to be one of  the finest expressions ever written on death 

by my beloved Kahlil Gibran,  a Lebanese painter, poet, essayist and philosopher 

born in 1893 . What a wonderful alchemy of  life and death , for   life and death 

are one, even as the river and the sea are one. A sufi describes this oneness by 

celebrating life in the present moment and at the same time, moving forward to 

the ultmate merging where the light absorbs in to the light .

The physical death or the death of  the ego self  is a celebration for a sufi as for him 

that is the last veil between the lover and the beloved, for what is it to die but to 

stand naked in the wind and to melt into the sun?

This phenomenon of  dying and rising again has been beautifully described as 

follows in ‘When I Die’ in Rumi’s Masnavi: “When my coffin is being taken out, 

you must never think I am missing this world. Don’t shed any tears, don’t lament 

or feel sorry: I am not falling into a monster’s abyss. When you see my corpse 

being carried, don’t cry for my leaving. I am not leaving: I am arriving at eternal 

love.” 

That’s how the great Persian Poet and a sufi mystique RUMI depicts the physical 

death as an illusion and says, “When you leave me in the grave, don’t say goodbye: 

remember a grave is only a curtain for the paradise behind. You’ll only see me 

descending into a grave: now watch me rise.”

What a beautiful way to describe our departure from earth to the Almighty.

Deepa Arora is a life coach and mind therapist. A sufi at heart and soul, she is not here to 

resolve or find answers, she’s here to dissolve the questions. She can be reached at 

deepashines24@gmail.com
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The Cycle of Life
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Sophie Cattail is a freelance environmental educator and joyful nomad, connecting and con-

tributing to the development of ecological spiritual communities and sustainability efforts 

around the world. She can be reached at saperillo87@gmail.com
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by Osho
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“I spent 4-5 days in Rewalsar with Soni and about 12 elderly people from Spiti - 

most of  them 80+, and some 90+. From Sagnam village in Spiti valley, Soni and 

Karma left comfortable jobs and lives to start this project of  making the final few 

years of  many old aged people in the valley more comfortable and loving. 

Rewalsar during winters is a magical place. Mornings, well before sunrise, are 

filled with chants, the scent of  juniper, burning incense, rosary beads, prayer 

wheels and people, mostly elderly, doing Kora (circumambulations) around the 

lake, walking about, greeting each other as the sun slowly makes its way up. At 

the old age home, Soni, and Dawa -- Karma’s sister and nun at Kungri monastery, 

are up early heating water for everyone to drink. This is followed by a morning 

milk tea. Breakfast consists of  a pasty mix of  salt tea, sattu (roasted barley), 

churbe (dried cheese powder), which is followed by thupka (wheat noodle soup). 

Monkeys jump around playfully in their dozens, teasing, and sometimes fighting 

- mostly with each other. As the people of  the old age home wake up, and have 

their meals and slowly head out and start their day, which is either basking in the 

sun in the verandah, or doing kora, Soni and Dawa set about to prepare for lunch. 

There is one ewee (elderly woman) who sits for the whole day in one place - she 

can’t walk much, or hear well and is quite old, but all she needs is someone to 

occasionally sit beside her - if  only to converse. 

As the sun crosses over midway point in the sky, lunch is had. Then some chit-

chat, and a round of  early evening tea. Then as the sun sets, everyone makes 

their way in. The house has three small rooms, the first of  which is occupied by 

nine ewees. Every evening is spent with all of  these women alternating between 

Korra
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singing and chanting prayers and sipping down tea - being contended and happy. 

The room reverberates with laughter and prayers. There is one ewee who is from 

Kinnaur (and crossed into Spiti via Bhabha pass many times), who doesn’t know 

many of  the chants but sings along. It’s the happiest, I’ve seen a group of  people 

spending time together lately - the most advanced technology they use are the 

spinning handheld prayer wheels. 

Then as the big ball of  fire and warmth dips into the wintry horizon. Soni and 

Karma make dinner for everyone. In the other (second) room, two older ewees 

and memes (elderly men) are also reading pothi, or chanting from memory. One 

meme, who spent 12 years in meditation above a village in Spiti in some cave 

cannot walk properly due to issues in his knees, and is troubled by dry cough, 

but is full of  smiles and stories if  struck a conversation with. As night falls, 

everyone’s tummy is full with simple, warm food made with love, and a bit of  salt. 

As people go to bed, Soni and Karma talk to each one of  them, comfort them, ask 

for hot water, or medicine, or if  they need a massage. Then, they head out to the 

local step-well to get water in canisters (as the piped water supply is inadequate), 

before heading to bed.

It has not been plain sailing to get to this point. Soni and Karma have had to 

spend many months each year for the last four years going from village to village, 

home to home, asking for donations to fund this. Then there were some promised 

government funds, which are now stuck in red tape and uncertainty. They have 

had to beg people from Sagnam to come and help out with the construction of  a 

summer old age home in Sagnam - but few turned up. Then they are nagged by 

family and village about securing their own futures and “settling” rather than doing 

this. Yet, despite all these challenges, what eats at them the most as well as keeps 

them going is the emotional distress of  this social ill - that people, under the garb 

of  tradition, leave the elderly to fend for themselves materially and emotionally 

in the final few years of  their lives. It is the ultimate form of  objectification in 

this increasingly material world - where emotions and relationships are not real 

enough unless they are captured as a selfie, or shared as a whatsapp message, or 

replayed with slow-motion effects in television serials. 

“We are just waiting for death to come” - is what Soni told me the elderly would 

say before in anguish and isolation. To be happy in life, all one really needs is love 

and a promise of  being there. To have the comfort of  knowing that somebody 

will have your back always - no matter what - that you don’t need to worry about 

figuring out your next hour, day, month. With that, a beautiful transition happens 
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- you become free - you live in the present - you become more alive. That is what 

the inhabitants of  this home are - alive and happy - a deep happiness borne out 

of  the simplicity and truth of  just ‘being’. This place has taken people who were 

otherwise waiting for death to come, and infused them with love, life, energy 

and happiness. I am hard pressed to recall of  other places where such transitions 

happen.

As I spend my final few hours here before beginning the journey towards 

Dharamsala, I ask Soni if  she ever goes out and does Kora or takes some time out 

for herself. She smiles back, as if  pointing towards the group of  elderly sitting in 

the verandah eating freshly made thupka and says - “This is my Kora.”

The author, Anish Mangal, is an amateur astronomer, educator and a recovering technologist. 

He currently resides among the nature and peoples of the northern Himalaya, and spends 

his time watching the birds sing, the water flow, the mountains speak and the stars glow.He 

wrote this article after meetings with Soni and Karma, who along with the residents of the 

old age home are trying to crowdfund their incomplete house in Spiti. The plan is also to start 

a guest house alongside. Contact anishmg@umich.edu if you’d like to donate to the cause.. .
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 Three episodes of  Cancer. One near miss. Blind twice, four corneal 

transplants with one more coming up. Cardiac bypass. Battling diabetes and 

temptation. Fighting Hypertension and salt and oil.

The real achievement is this. Every moment I have lived has been happy. I have 

never allowed myself  to get ‘held up’. I have travelled and worked extensively and 

lived my life the way I have wanted to.

It all started with Hodgkins LP disease in 1984. Chemotherapy and intense 

radiation followed. There were recurrences in 1994 and 2004. Chemotherapy, 

diminishing blood counts and energies extra free! 2014, one more benign gland 

popped up. I wonder what 2024 has in store for me!

What helped me? Four factors, as I look back.

489 w
ords. 11000 D

ays. A
nd counting.
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1.Healthcare – Three brilliant doctors and their teams. Dr. Purvish Parikh, 

Dr. Ashok Mehta and Dr. Pradeep Shah.   Up to the minute professional 

knowledge. Absolute and resolute clinical efficiency combined with complete but 

uncompromising empathy. Each used his repertoire to ensure that the disease and 

the treatment did not become my life but remained a smaller section of  my big 

picture. It would have been terrible of  me to die and disappoint these magnificent 

medics!

2.Attitude – Life throws challenges my way. I wrestle with and enjoy them, while 

continuing to do what I want to. I never ask, ‘Why me? Why repeatedly? Why so 

much?’ I accept these as gifts and as prasad.  I have specialized in being an expert 

patient. I have chosen to live my life rather than let it live me.

3. Faith – The parmatma never tests me without sending help. I have mentioned 

three angels but there have been many more. As soon as a vicissitude arrives, 

just one step behind is someone who has been placed there to help me. I have 

concluded that there are no coincidences. Why should a dear cousin marry 

Dr. Purvish Parikh, the foremost oncologist in the country? Why should Dr. 

Ashok Mehta’s parents have continued to be my parents’ friends after a chance 

encounter at a hill-station? Why should Dr. Pradeep Shah be a good friend in my 

own Rotary Club much before I needed his help? I have also realized that in facing 

these contests with Fate, several of  the negative karmas of  my past lives are now 

mitigated. And I must have also encashed many of  my good karmas, which is why 

so many wonderful wellness givers have been coming my way.

4. Gratitude – for the ability to value and intensely experience every moment 

I encounter. For the positive, cheerful people around me. For these encounters 

that have been sent my way. It is they that have forged me into who I am. It is 

wonderful to rise in one’s own esteem and like and respect oneself!

I do not know how all this will end but I know that I will make it a happy ending.

Parimal Gandhi is a high-on-life Facilitator, enthusiast, author and traveller. A series of 

ailments including a four decade long struggle with cancer has given Parimal something 

very beautiful and powerful which he shares with the people around. He can be reached at 

learnwithparimal@gmail.com
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 We’re at the sea shore of  Pondicherry, the expansive Bay of  Bengal stretching 

in all directions.. . I am in the water, floating with my head inside. There’s a faint chant 

in my being... ‘Sunta hai guru gyaani, avaaz jhini jhini’. Lost in the bliss of  silence, 

connecting with that faint serene intense sound of  the universe, I’m bobbing just inside 

water. 

Meanwhile, on the shore, some friends are watching the sun go down into the ocean... 

From that horizon, a boat is coming in sight. The earth goes around the sun a little more 

and in a few moments, the boat has closed in on the shore at a rapid pace. The boatmen 

in the boat don’t need the oars; the high tide and wind are pushing them towards the 

shore with all the might.. . Suddenly, the boat, cutting through the water, is about fifty 

meters from the apparently clear shore.. . 

A sense rises within the friends on the shore and they start shouting my name, I’m 

right in line of  the boat.. . Still lost in the playfulness of  the universe, I’m not aware of  

what’s happening a few meters from me on either side.. . The boat is approaching me at 

jet speed and on the other, lovers are pulling strings to my mortal body. 

I don’t hear anything but a feeling makes me come out of  water and stand. I look up and 

there it is. . . the boat is about to collide into me. The boatmen are screaming, my friends 

on the shore are screaming, everyone else on the beach is silent, some people are re-

turning from office, some are having a quarrel somewhere,  some are making merry, 

some are meditating on life, the sun is about to be gulped by the ocean, the animals 

are returning home, the plants are about to sleep; all this happens within me in once 

instant. 



I look at the boat, something within me takes three small steps to my right, shifts the 

universe a little and the boat speeds past. Everything is silent and every action contin-

ues. 

I look at the boat go by, look at the lovers, gaze into the distance and come back to this 

reality. 

The boatmen have reached the shore and one of  them is furious! He picks up an oar and 

rushes towards me with fear in his heart, anger in his action and curses from his mouth 

but love for life at the bottom of  it all. Something within me raises a hand, then the 

other, bows down to him in spirit and apologizes in action. He looks and all his anger 

melts. He turns away, curses still rolling out of  his lips. 

We look at the stars coming up from the horizon and continue the gaze.  

A faint sign 
in the heart 
of the sky

Jubin (aka Mirdad) is an explorer of the world, inside 

and outside. He writes, farms, practices yoga and is 

also the editor of this magazine. He can be reached at 

jubinmehta09@gmail.com

The QR code is a YouTube link to the song, Sunta hai Guru Gyaani

A faint sign  

in the sky

A faint sign 
in the sky
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 I often wondered what true loss really was? How does one define and measure 
the depth of such an obnoxious reality? Or is it an illusion people create for themselves 
as a cover to hide from fidelity?

One night, when there were too many lost souls wandering and questioning, making too 
much noise from the silence coming from the notion of celebration. And the exhaustion 
of pretending. It came. It suddenly came. Unbelievably clearing the air.

I lost him. He was no more. And I understood what true loss meant. It’s not the fragmented 
stories we live of hatred and despair. Or of quick breaths or the blood stained sheets with 
tainted love. Whatever the case may be, a hope of redemption extant. But what does one 
do when a breath becomes a mirage?

Nothing. One does nothing simply because one cannot do anything. He was cheated 
and stolen. For the first time in my life, I saw the body of a loved one burn with the 
essence of agonizing pain and disruptive breaths of visions. His beautiful body turning 

I meet him daily.



into ashes, flying in infinite directions, covering us, along with mingled ashes of nearby 
souls leaving their physical existence. Leaving us with memories of unbearable pain and 
left behind a chaos which eventually turned into silence one day.

I was haunted by turmoil visions and desperate imaginative stories of him, hoping for 
them to come true. And now I lay on the right side of his bed where he used to sleep. 
Unable to fall into the arms of sour slumber. They say you can feel the presence of the 
deceased one in their own space, I felt nothing.

I couldn’t feel his presence. There was always a dead silence screaming in my head so loud 
that I couldn’t hear the air talking in his room. When we lose someone to somewhere, 
there is no return. But we often think to ourselves about what all we could do to bring 
them back. Do anything to reach their eyes. Bring them back at least once. 

While I lay on his side in a state between reality and hallucinations almost giving in to 
the slumber peace, a breeze suddenly passed through my left ear with such a sound, it 
brought me back to the existing place and I imagined and questioned whether it was him 
or not. It struck me, the epiphany of this terror stricken thought!

We as humans want to believe in the conceited concept of an afterlife. Not accepting the 
thought of not existing after life. Waiting for some sought of revelation. Believing in it.

But even if it exists, is not a sweet breeze.

And in the morning while I cleaned his portraits expressing various stories in different 
places inside his home ,my hands reached his face but my eyes could not. I couldn’t look 
him in the eye, ashamed to be alive, guilty. Wondering why he was the chosen one and 
not me or anyone one of us. Sometimes the pain is too real to be felt all the time and we 
eventually reach a space of being comfortably numb. Shaking hands with reality.

But I have let go of the agony, tears consume our love for someone. I love him beyond 
my own pain. And I meet him daily through the winds, through the words I scribble, the 
songs that I sing. Sometimes in the stillness, sometimes in the rain of memories. I meet 
him in every unknown story I come across and I meet him in every breath I take. I meet 
him in every smile. Trying to keep him alive through any form of art.

I meet him daily.

by Komal (komalrwl26@gmail.com)
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Time...! It’s my time...!
I hear my doorbells chime,

As the last mortal boom of mine, 
leads me to the deserted shrine...

Time...! It’s my time...!
It is the time to leave my soul,

Because I have no control.
It is  time that  I now waive, 
But I tell you all to be brave.

Just before I die,
It is time to get high. 

High on the fact that life wasn’t a lie.
And it is the time to sing the eternal lullaby.

It Is the time that I welcome death,
And enjoy the last moments of my breath.

It is the time to peep through the dark cave, 
When my body lies in the grave. 

It is the time to let my spirits away,
before the soul goes on a new way, 

Fading away into the deep sky,
I now say  goodbye...

        
      Time of my death

The poet is a photographer and filmmaker who loves the 

mountains and experiments with life. He can be reached at 

cosmicfrequencies0369@gmail.com
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9.8.16

8am

Rajiv Chowk metro station

 Two men made me realize something about analogies today. One of  them 

was parted from his friend when he got a second late in making it through the 

metro door. And even though the friend tried pushing his shoulder in between the 

gates, he managed to make another man get in while his friend was left behind. 

Such a trivially sad sight to behold you might think, but then a few disappointed 

glances were exchanged across the glass of  the door and next thing I know, door 

reopens for another 10 seconds in which a flood of  passengers rushed in. But I 

couldn’t help smiling for these two men. Happiness radiated off their faces. All 

I hope in life is, metro doors keep reopening. I never knew they had the power 

to make some people so, so happy. Such a little and unnoticeable episode to be 

happy about, because little happy-go-lucky instances are stronger than all the 

existential questions.

Aloukika (Chiya), is a Delhi based student of philosophy and literature. Peace Train 

illustration by Lakshmi N (laksh102@gmail.com). 
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Death… If someone came up to me to talk about death a few years back, I would have 
simply shut him down saying, “Let’s talk about something positive. Why talk about 
death? It’s depressing”. Not even for a second I had thought then that sitting today at 
Isha Yoga, Coimbatore, sipping the best of the coffee, I would look at death with a 360 
degree turn...

Isn’t it a death of my old self that looked at death as negative and is now looking at it 
with a totally new eye and understanding? Now, death is just not the physical death 
of the body for me where the person is gone and the body is burnt. I used to look at 
a person or got connected with him or her at a peripherial level and so death was 
always physical and so was the association at a rather negative outer level.

A transformation happened via experience which made me connect to myself beyond 
these physical and emotional levels. When I saw, there is more to me and myself... 
When I started to see how I am growing and rapidly changing with each experience 
of life. When I saw that with every experience, something in me dies and a new is 
born and that new again dies giving birth to new again. If I go, talk to a scientist, then 
he will tell me that a cells take birth and die multiple times within a second. And 
experience verifies this. What I know is that, what I was 20 years back has died and a 
new one sees through me in totally different ways. If I do not go that far in life, only 
10 days back- a lot of has died and a lot has been born... this is with every moment 
with every breath if I look at it with more awareness. 

For me, death of something is a beginning of something else and it’s a cycle which 
keeps on going. Since physical death is more visible and innner death is very subtle 
and not visible and we don’t see it that awarefully and with that understanding... 
for me every moment we are dying of something and we are getting alive of a new 
thing... if this understanding deepens and I am able to see every moment with this 
awareness, then life and death also is the same for me. Death is life and life is death.

Shivani is a practitioner and teacher of Yoga and conducts regular classes and retreats. 

Offering food, writing, healing through yoga and pottery is among her favourite expressions. 

She can be reached at shivani@myearthstore.com. 
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 The wipers of  my car were practically useless that dark night. My 

windshield was heavily pattered by the torrential downpour of  the lashing rain 

making it really tough for me and my family to tear through the hundred and 

eight miles long funereal patch of  desolate grief  to Surat, my hometown, for the 

last rights. I decided to drive, despite the hired driver sitting by my side, as I was 

badly awake that stormy night and in dire need of  serious distraction. The only 

goal that night was to reach The Tower of  Silence and be with him.

After a cavernous struggle with the choppy rain and rutted roads, the twilight 

showed its face finally and we reached early that morning. A morning with birds 

chirping in the woods and the rays of  the rising sun highlighting the sky is what 

I would have usually loved and enjoyed. But this time, it had dawned differently 

on me!

The Tower of Silence
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1

With my eyes yearning to see him, I parked the car and without waiting for 

everyone to come out, I found myself  pacing through the graveled path to the 

prayer room.

There he was…lying still and calm in his serene realm of  abstraction, planted on 

a white marble plank all bundled up in white linen, a priest praying by his side 

and an oil lamp next to his cold body. I consoled and comforted my mom as she 

broke down in my arms. It was a very strange moment for me. Something beyond 

my capacity to comprehend. It was an oddball.

Yes, it was my dad’s funeral.

I closed my eyes for a few seconds and tried to contain myself. The environment 

was too strong and adverse for me to subsume the situation.

I kept staring endlessly at my dad’s faint frozen smile emerging from the cusp 

of  his lips. He had left the noise of  this world and entered a sublime spiritual 

domain of  The Divine. The vivid image of  his closed eyes and contented beaming 

face has solidified in me till date. It does get enlivened in the same time and space 

whenever I think of  him.

2

My eyes wide open, rigidly gaped at him without a blink sorely dry! I was feeling 

pathetically numb in my body, mind and soul with not a single tear so far!

A sort of  final dialogue got initiated with my dad inside me as I stood at the niche 

of  the chamber in the last hour knowing that I am seeing his physical form for the 

last time in my life.

As the time neared, the prayers advanced in augmented intensity like a 

symphony gradually culminating into its climax by way of  a roaring crescendo. 

The furtherance of  the ceremony headed towards taking his body out for the last 

rights.

The priests sonorously swelled their intonations and chanted the final invocation 

of  ‘paaydast’- the last ceremony for everyone to touch the feet of  the deceased.
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I could complete a highly protracted, extensive and silent dialogue with my dad. 

I took his smile as a way of  my satisfaction for how amazingly he lived each 

moment of  his life. I could also tell him that I did respect his wish to leave his 

body and go peacefully beyond all the sufferings of  life.

3

I finally bid his body good-bye. It was indeed a very weird feeling of  finally letting 

go a full-fledged physical form that is none other than my dad’s! I found myself  

in a state of  peaceful happiness that my physical dad is still not gone completely 

as I am left behind in the form of  his remnant, his surviving trace and a saving 

grace!

Sooner than I could realize, the dead mass was mounted on the shoulders of  the 

‘nasisaals’ -a team of  servicemen to carry him for cremation. I could walk behind 

them up to a point as they ushered away from me till he faded away from my 

sight.

I felt him more intense inside me and fully alive. Yes, very much alive! I had no 

clue as to what really my feeling was. Was I feeling anything at all?

Others were shedding tears, talking some great things about him, utterly shocked 

at his sudden death. I wonder why people call this Death, because he never really 

died in me! He has not died for me even today. I live him. He lives on in me. Every 

moment. Any moment. 

Soli Kapadia is a singer, composer and musicologist. He has held more than 1000 concerts 

the world over and also runs a small university of life to guide students of music. He can be 

reached at solidkapadia@gmail.com.
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Satariya (a Punjabi word meaning the 17th day after someone passes away) is a remembrance 

note by Anandi, for her father. A meditator with a keen sense of music and “sound” as her 

Sadhana, Anandi leads meditation groups and does regular Kirtans (spiritual singing and 

chanting). She can be reached at saadhoanandi@gmail.com 
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Suffering

 When a caterpillar becomes a butterfly, doesnt the caterpillar die? 

The caterpillar ceases to exist and the butterfly is born. In the same way dont 

I die and am reborn every moment? I am a different being from a moment 

ago. If  I were able to live by this maxim every moment, how much more alive 

I would be. Because my happiness and understanding right now seems to be 

situation dependent, not understanding based. It is rooted in ignorance, not 

conciousness. It seems like..

We are all acute sufferers, if  not for our Limbs.

Without them, a desire would rise, but it wont be able to reach forth and take 

form of  an action.

We are all acute sufferers, if  not for three meals a day.

Without them, Attention would not be able to leave the body and bring us the 

breathtaking beauty around us.
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We are all acute sufferers, if  not for alive Loved ones.

Without them, the part of  us dearest to us would die.

We are all acute sufferers, not yet on our Deathbed.

Suffering, with all the limbs, a full stomach and loved ones by our side;

Only to realize, all too late, the struggles of  a life wasted in securing these limbs, 

the food and the loved ones,

Instead of  understanding suffering itself.

Rajat Dhariwal is a keen student of life who has been an educationaist (with Krishnamurthi 

School) and entrepreneur (building Madrat Games). He can be reacehd at 

rajat.dhariwal@gmail.com 
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 We only die once, but it is indeed possible to experience death when you are 

living. Maybe, when you had a near death experience, lost a friend or a parent or a child. 

It’s not really dying - because you are still breathing - but you do feel dead inside. It feels 

like you have lost the direction of  your life and have no clue how to continue to live.

“Go and find me four or five mustard seeds from any family in which there has never 

been a death.” - Buddha asked a mother, whose one year old son had just died. Buddha 

was making the grieving mother understand, that there is no one in the world who hasn’t 

felt the horrible pain caused by death. Death is a part of  life, but we have failed to make it 

a part of  our education and avoid it as a topic of  discussion in the families.

We never talk to our children about this ‘morbid’ subject. There is no surprise we are 

completely clueless about how to console a friend who has lost a partner to cancer, for 

example. If  only we talked more about death, we could be more compassionate and 

sympathetic to others who are suffering. If  only we didn’t consider talking about death 

bad luck, we could be less scared about the end.

Hinduism teaches that our body is a temporary abode for our soul - which is eternal. Our 

body dies, not our soul. We take birth in a child’s body,which will eventually get old and 

fragile one day. After the body disintegrates, our soul will continues to live in a new body.

Simply put, death is not the end of  all, it’s only a natural process of  a living being. 

Anything that lives will die one day. While we are on this journey of  life, let’s live 

purposefully and consciously.
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“Birth is a beginning and death a destination;

But life is a journey.

A going, a growing from stage to stage:

From childhood to maturity and youth to old age.

From innocence to awareness and ignorance to knowing;

From foolishness to discretion and then perhaps, to wisdom.

From weakness to strength or strength to weakness and often back again.

From health to sickness and back we pray, to health again.

From offense to forgiveness, from loneliness to love,

From joy to gratitude, from pain to compassion.

From grief  to understanding, from fear to faith;

From defeat to defeat to defeat, until, looking backward or ahead:

We see that victory lies not at some high place along the way,

But in having made the journey, stage by stage, a sacred pilgrimage.

Birth is a beginning and death a destination;

But life is a journey, a sacred pilgrimage,

Made stage by stage.. .To life everlasting.”

A vegan, Shivani is a co- founder at www.peepalfarm.org and a student of Buddhism. The 

philosophy that she lives by is ‘do no harm’. She can be reached at shivani@myowlbarn.com

Poem by Rabbi Alvin Fine
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by Roshni Subhash
(roshnisubhash@gmail.com)
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life and death

in two pictures



46

 I remember when I was a child, I used to look forward to falling a little ill. 

That faint fever which slows you down, I used to call it the happy kind of  sadness. 

More than 15 years later, when this memory comes back, it sparks something 

beautiful within. I still feel the same about illness. But  with some confidence of  

experience. 

Falling ill is a way for the body to tell us to stop for a while and rest. But we take 

medicines immediately and want to get rid of  this ill omen which is upon us! That 

is not the case. It’s just that our body has such a wonderful coping mechanism 

that it always knows what is good for it. If  we just wait and let the illness runs its 

course, it is a more wholesome process. There are some things within which need 

to die and move on and illness is a way to catalyze this process. 

This does not mean that if  we fracture a bone, we sit and wait for it to heal! 

Urgent treatment is required and that is why the whole science of  medicine has 

to be explored. We need to know more and more about our body- our temple, our 

mosque, our church, our house. 
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And to implement this is not something we can do right away! There is preparation. 

We need to be patient, we need to listen to our body. 

How does that happen? Experiments! Try different things. We’ve been given a set 

of  rules the moment we were born and they are all fine but we need to discover 

them for ourselves! Don’t we put our finger in the fire to test it out? Don’t we 

take different opinions from people before taking a decision? Why limit it to tiny 

things in life? Why not venture big! Try experiments with food, try experiments 

with living and dying. 

See what does the body tell you when you stay away from any food for a day 

(upavas)? See what what does it mean to quit all dairy products? See what does it 

mean to eat non-vegetarian food (if  you don’t already)? See what does it mean to 

over-eat! What does it do to your body? And don’t do it on some special day when 

everyone is doing it because it is meant to be good for you. Discover for yourself! 

Is it really good to your body? Do you feel better? A wise man once said, ‘Bhojan 

sehat ke liye achcha hai, satt ke liye nahi’ (Food is good for our health but not so 

much if  you’re looking for truth). 

And after we’ve walked a certain bit, we’ll realize the power of  listening. We’ll 

be sensitive enough to listen to our body. Then we’ll be able to see that instant 

medication is not required in this case and is required in some other case. We’ll 

be able to feel and realize what remedies nature has made for a particular ailment 

(ginger feels good for this, honey feels good for that, turmeric feels good for 

something else). But it takes some time. Everything doesn’t work instantaneously. 

There will be some physical suffering, there will be some sacrifices to be made 

(like not being able to finish a project on time and or not being able to go for some 

event) but then it’s upon us to choose! Do we want to know our own truth? Do we 

want to realize the Buddha within all of  us? :) 

Hari Om! 

Ik Onkar Satnam!

Jubin (aka Mirdad) is an explorer of the world, inside and outside. He writes, farms, practices 

yoga and is also the editor of this magazine. He can be reached at jubinmehta09@gmail.com
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 We dread the word “Death” but should we? We should rather think of  death as 

a positive aspect and use it to bring us to life. 

Death, or the awareness of  our mortality is uniquely human thought. Every living thing 

ultimately dies, but we humans are aware that our conscious thought process will end 

one day. It is uncertainty of  timeline that makes us apprehensive and fearful and is also 

instrumental in influencing our actions at various stages of  our life span. Saying this, it 

is also a fact that we always think that it will come to other people, but never to me. The 

world is indeed very different to the young, we look forward thinking life is forever, and 

the old, when we look back and realize this inevitably of  our own death. 

On a personal level, I first became aware of  death when my grandparents were living 

with us. I was around 15 then. As they grew older, it became aware of  their limited time 

with us and had added a prayer every night for their longer lives. However when their 

health deteriorated, this prayer changed its form to letting them go peacefully without 

them suffering. For me the whole concept of  death changed then. 

Maybe this fear of  death is evolutionary hardwired into me, but ultimately I realized that 

the best way of  living a fulfilling life is to accept the beautiful aspect of  death, look at it 

Look Death in the eye  
&  be Grateful for Life
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with help of  spiritual and philosophical thoughts. The most positive aspect of  accepting 

death it that it should make us less materialistic, bring more selflessness and helpfulness 

in us and above all be more human. Most importantly, it should teach us of  the life we 

have and the time we have left.

If  we look at the works of  philosophers, artists, poets, movies and authors, from time 

immemorial, death features in a predominant form, each influenced by the customs 

of  the age. In fact, all the ancient civilizations had elaborate customs, firm beliefs and 

mythologies for preparation of  death and more so ever for “life after death”. This was 

probably essential in preparing the individual towards coming to terms with death. 

Today too, all major religions have a major role to play in this requirement, as men takes 

solace in them, whether it is after life, rebirth, towards heaven or hell, damnation or 

absolution. But is there an afterlife? 

As a student of  both Science and Religion, there is a constant battle in my mind as to 

which is right. I find consolation in this Carl Sagan’s quote from his book “Billions & 

Billions: Thoughts on Life and Death at the Brink of  the Millennium”. 

I would love to believe that when I die I will live again, that some thinking, feeling, 

remembering part of me will continue. But as much as I want to believe that, and despite 

the ancient and worldwide cultural traditions that assert an afterlife, I know of nothing to 

suggest that it is more than wishwful thinking.. .

. . . If there were life after death, I might, no matter when I die, satisfy most of these deep 

curiosities and longings. But if death is nothing more than an endless dreamless sleep, this 

is a forlorn hope. Maybe this perspective has given me a little extra motivation to stay alive. 

The world is so exquisite, with so much love and moral depth, that there is no reason to 

deceive ourselves with pretty stories for which there’s little good evidence. Far better, it seems 

to me, in our vulnerability, is to look Death in the eye and to be grateful every day for the 

brief but magnificent opportunity that life provides.

Nirav Mehta’s primary profession is in project execution and procurement field for Oil & Gas industry. 

His other interest includes “Applied philosophy”, Writing Blogs & Poetry and Painting. He can be 

reached at nirav.u.mehta@gmail.com. Illustration by Lakshmi N.
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There is nothing you can give me because there is nothing you can take away 

from me, said a Sufi Faquir to the Emperor Alexander.

So say the Upanishads

That is poorna (complete)

This is poorna

From poorna comes poorna

Take poorna from poorna, poorna indeed remains

What is life and what is death?

A continuum, an end, a beginning, a gain, a loss. How can one say? Unless one 

has died.

I have experienced death through the death of  my beloved brother, our eldest 

sibling, the first born of  our parents.. .

It was sudden, it was violent and he was very young (in the prime of  his youth).

Poorna



51

Suddenly we encountered a full stop, a vacuum that turned us all into ghosts 

with all desire and happiness wiped by a crushing pain that left emptiness in it’s 

wake.

It was as if  a mirror had shattered, this mirror had always reflected a beautiful 

family and now it reflected deformity. A deformity that I avoided and as much 

as possible, stayed away from.

When I first smiled, it was an unfamiliar sensation, like a smile was pasted on, 

like the muscles were learning to move.

With these creeping, nudging, silent and otherwise baby steps, life started 

claiming us back, untill all seemed ‘normal’ on the outside. The hole in the heart 

stayed through and dreams became a treasured space, for in the dreams the hole 

was replaced by his being, by his presence, his fragrance.

It’s been some years now and when I look into my heart, I don’t see the hole, I 

see a light, the most beautiful light.

I don’t know how did this happen? Did it happen the other day when he visited 

me in my sleep, smiled and said good bye?

Did it happen when responding to his good-bye, to free him from the bondage 

of  me. I sent him my love and blessings and he opened his heart to receive it.

This note was written to him by me and as I spoke to him wondering if  he really 

is listening to me (my heart said he is), someone brought this box (an occurrence 

of  highly improbable chance) which had his name on it, the box came and was 

gone as if  only to tell me that he was listening.

Such is the magic of  life

Such is the beauty of  death

To what name do you respond now

What form... Beyond that name and that form is a place in my heart where you 

exist, as you are. 

by Saraswati

image by Anish Mangal
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As I’m writing to you, I see one of  the goldfish in the bowl just floating around, 

not swimming, not breathing. Its body just floats up to the surface and then 

sinks down. Just the day before, I was talking to maa about death. About how 

we do our best to not look, not see the only one certainty in life and it seems 

we’ve succeeded too, in not looking at death. I faintly remember when I was a 

child, maa told me something about how a pigeon closes its eyes when it sees 

the cat approaching and cannot escape it. . . eyes closed and just like that the cat 

was no more. I do not know whether pigeons do this or not, yet we as humans 

do this all the time. This is how we go on living, without truly knowing who or 

what we are.. . .else it would be unbearable. To wake up everyday and not know 

who you are. This, the closing of  eyes, not seeing by choice is like anesthesia or 

amnesia maybe. Maybe what started as a conscious effort to ignore death is now 

hardwired into us. The pigeon no longer closes its eyes.. . rather the eyes have 

been closed for so long, that the pigeon has forgotten what sight is, what seeing 

is. It will now go through, unseeing, unconscious.. .till the cat finally pounces on 

it and forces its eyes open in the last few seconds and release a series of  death 

bed regrets. Or if  the pigeon is lucky, while it still lives, something will push it, 

something will be so unsettling that eyes would open up with a jerk. And it will 

see the cat approaching. From there on... :)

A friend of  mine, Daniel, was travelling through India. He, I feel is someone 

who has his eyes open and watches as much as he can. This one time he said 

something that has stayed with me all through. He said that India made sure 

that death was pressed into your face everyday, multiple times. From the dead 

rat by the manhole, to the occasional road killed dog or the rotting body of  a 

crow covered in flies.. . .if  you don’t see the carcass you can still smell the stench. 

Then we went ahead and made sure it is as unignorable as possible. We make a 

processing out of  our dead, carry them on main roads, through the streets all 

the way to the shamshaan. And shout Ram naam satya hai, shout Hari Bol.. . .

A Note
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by Manan Kashyap

(manan.kashyap@gmail.com)

But this is just the physical death. As im writing this, there are many voices here. 

One that reminds me that im fortunate,  that maybe I’ve acknowledged death 

at some level and hence known something of  life, another voice that tell me I 

am ahead of  the curve, so many still sleeping, im better, more awake... and yet 

another voice that says, this is just the physical death, this is just one cat, while 

my eyes have opened to this one cat, there are many many more that I refuse 

to look at.. . that I still using the same trick for many other cats.. .fears, beliefs. 

And these are subtler, these will not be rubbed into my face, there will not be a 

processing on the road to remind of  them.

We much be watchful, be alert. For we’ve practised sleeping for so long that we 

still hitting the snooze button, more often than we can remember...
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All of  our days are numbered….

It is up to each of  us to make them really count.

                                                                                                   

Most people do not wake up each morning and recall they have just moved a day 

closer to losing their life.  Yet, that is what has happened.  Even after a good night’s 

sleep and really sweet dreams, we have aged and our life has moved another day 

closer to death.  

His Holiness the Dalai Lama often encourages us to spend a few moments each 

morning when we wake up recalling the precious gift of  our human life by 

contemplating death.  He instructs us to reflect that we have awoken in the same 

bed, on the very pillow we laid our head upon the night before.  We should not take 

such a mundane moment for granted, because several thousand human beings 

lost their lives last night.  Whether due to illness, war, or just unexpectedly, they 

did not wake up this morning in their bed.  They died last night.    

And one day (or night), so shall we.  

A short 
meditation on 
life, & what 
comes next
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This reminder is not intended to have us get off to our day on the wrong foot or in a 

sordid, depressed mood.  It is meant as an inspiration, a daily meditation to extoll 

us not to waste our precious life.  We should cherish it, instead of  procrastinating, 

wasting time, getting too distracted planning out the future or resenting the past, 

or feeling burdened by current difficult circumstances that we find ourselves in 

from time to time, we are instructed instead to take a few moments to appreciate 

the simple fact that we are alive.  

To take time to appreciate something that most simply take for granted: we have 

a life to live.  

We can spend a few moments contemplating the sacred gift of  our life and the 

opportunities it holds.  To rise up to meet the challenges of  living, to be a beneficial 

presence on the planet, to follow and pursue dreams and aims, to freely choose 

the direction we will point our life in.  

Just to take the next breath can become a sacred act when we keep death in mind.  

In order to learn to be deeply alive, we need a teacher and death is our best 

instructor.  

For Buddhist practitioners, the instruction begins with a daily recollection of  

death, so that we focus our efforts to use this life wisely by always keeping in mind 

that the main purpose of  our life is to strive to attain enlightenment while we still 

have the chance.  This does not mean to drop out of  the world, become a monastic, 

or go into a retreat for the rest of  our life.  It simply means to remember that the 

pursuit of  awakening must be part of  the way we are spending each day while we 

are alive and have the chance to do so, living to bring highest benefit to others.

It also means that we recall that no one can stop death from approaching, one day 

claiming its natural transition out of  this life into the next.  Not one being that 

has ever lived has ever escaped death, and we are not going to be that first one to 

do so, let’s remember.

So how are we going to live life to its fullest? By keeping death in mind. 

This is certainly not a nihilistic instruction.  It is far from the life sucks and then 

you die attitude that was a popular mindset when I was growing up in the USA in 

the 1980’s.  



56

A mindful reflection that many have died in their sleep last night, with gratitude 

that we have not, is a call to inspired action and purpose.  We are encouraged to 

not take for granted the fact that one day this life will no longer be ours.  We are 

called out of  the ignorance that lulls us into feeling like our life will last forever.

Buddha teaches that death is a natural part of  life, as soon as we are born we 

begin to age and to be subject to death. By aiming to attain awakening, we use 

each day to make the most out of  life, we recall that life is uncertainty and death is 

certainty, one of  my lama’s most important teachings I heard him give countless 

times is that we do not know how long we have to live life, and we do not know 

when, where and how we are going to die. 

What we do know is that we will die. 

We learn to cherish our life by remembering daily it is fleeting and impermanent.  

We learn to live life to its fullest, and to focus the purpose of  our life on attaining 

enlightenment to benefit oneself  and all beings. 

Living with awareness of  death life becomes sacred, each moment of  cultivating 

peace, holy.  Smiling becomes easier, compassion naturally arises.  We are all in 

this situation together: each cherishes her own life, each does not want to lose his. 

Death is the great equalizer.  With compassionate and courageous hearts we 

choose to embrace life and utilize it to its fullest.  When we have a daily awareness 

that life does not last forever, we learn day by day to live it to the fullest.  

We remember that others have used life to reach awakening.  Death inspires 

us. This could be the lifetime that we ourselves will awaken.  Whether we meet 

that lofty goal or not, when we make daily effort to make life meaningful we are 

capable of  approaching death with a natural acceptance and fearlessness.  Death 

is our most precious teacher.  If  we are good students, recalling death will have 

taught us the best lessons on how to live life to its fullest with humility, wisdom, 

compassion and loving kindness.  By keeping death in mind, we will be able to 

one day meet it without fear or concern for what comes next.

Venerable Tenzin Dasel, MA was  ordained by His Holiness the Dalai Lama and is blessed 

by her root lama Kachen Khen Rinpoche Lobsang Tsetan’s patience and kindness.  Originally 

from the USA, she writes, meditates, lives love and teaches worldwide. She can be reacehd on 

ventenzindasel@gmail.com. Photo by Manan Kashyap.
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Here’s a list of books and movies that have helped us on the path and are good reflections on 

the theme of this magazine, Death. 

Books:

Bardo Thodol by Guru Padmasambhava (english translations available)

Die, O Yogi, Die by Osho

The Last Lecture by Randy Paush

The Tibetan Book of  Living and Dying by Sogyal Rinpoche 

Tuesdays with Morrie by Mitch Albom

Movies:

Aankhon Dekhi (2014)

Anand (1971)

Asmad (2016)

Mukti Bhawan (2016)

Senna (2010)
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Breathe in. Breathe out. Practice the Enso Circle. Breathe in. Breathe out.


