
You have witnessed many battles in you. Seen some win. Some lose.

A pilgrimage that dis-
appoints is rarely 
blamed for being a 

pilgrimage. It is blamed for 
being the wrong one, and 
the disappointed traveller 
sets off for the next shrine 
with the same hope intact, 
undiminished by the failure 
of the last. A guru who can-
not deliver is replaced, not 
abandoned as a category. 
The search survives every 
one of its own failures, be-
cause the failures are always 
assigned to the destina-
tion and never to the act of 
searching itself. Something 
in this arrangement protects 
the search from ever having 
to answer for itself.

Five centuries ago, a weav-
er in Varanasi cut straight 
through that arrange-
ment. Moko kahan dhoondhe 
re bande, main to tere paas 
mein, he sang. ‘Where are 
you looking for me, travel-
ler? I am right beside you.’ 
Not in the temple, not in 
the mosque, not at Kaaba 
or Kailash. Tomorrow is 
Kabir Jayanti. Before the 
customary tributes begin, 
a less comfortable question 
deserves an answer: has the 
search Kabir Saheb said was 
already finished, in fact, ever 
stopped?

Most people know the 
shape of the search even if 

they have never named it. 
A shrine visited in hope of 
a clarity that the last shrine 
failed to provide. A teacher 
whose certainty gets bor-
rowed in place of one’s own, 
because building certainty 
from scratch is slower and 
far less comforting. A doc-
trine that finally explains 
why the ache persists, and 
what sequence of belief or 
practice will end it. None of 
this deserves mockery. It is 
simply what a person does 
when something feels miss-
ing and the missing thing 
seems locatable somewhere 
outside the ego that feels the 
lack. Varanasi traded heav-
ily on a narrower version of 
the same premise: that dy-
ing within its boundaries, 
regardless of how the pre-
ceding life had been lived, 
could settle a person’s fate 
in a way nothing else could. 
Kabir Saheb lived inside 
that city and saw what the 
city could not see about it-
self. The arrangement only 
works if the thing being 
sought is actually elsewhere. 
If it is not elsewhere, every 
pilgrimage, however sin-
cerely undertaken, becomes 
an elaborate way of avoiding 
the obvious.

He had no institutional 
cover while saying so. A 
weaver by trade, without 
caste authority or scrip-
tural credentials, he lived 
in a city where Brahmini-
cal orthodoxy and a newly 
dominant Islamic order 
both claimed final author-
ity over what counted as 
sacred. He turned the same 
indictment on each. To the 
worshipper kneeling at the 
temple and the worshipper 

kneeling at the mosque, he 
delivered an identical ver-
dict: the address travelled to 
was wrong, and not because 
one creed was false while 
the other was true. Both 
addresses were wrong for 
the same structural reason. 
Each assumed the sacred 
sat at a measurable distance 
from the seeker, a distance 
that ritual, pilgrimage, or 
correct belief could close. 
Kabir Saheb’s couplet does 
not pick a side in that con-
test. It rejects the geometry 
on which both sides were 
standing on.

The precision is what sur-
vives five centuries later, 
more than the courage. He 
did not argue that the tem-
ple and the mosque were 
merely the wrong places 
and leave the right place 
unnamed, waiting to be 
discovered by someone with 
better instructions. He said 
the searcher and the sought 
were never separated by dis-
tance to begin with. That is a 
sharper claim than the usu-
al comfort that the divine 
is everywhere, a comfort 
which still leaves a person 
scanning everywhere for 
confirmation. Kabir Saheb’s 
line removes the scanning 
along with the distance. If 
what is sought sits beside 
the seeker, intimately and 
inescapably, then searching 
could never have been the 
activity that finds it, since 
searching requires a gap be-
tween two things, and there 
was no gap to begin with. 
Geography was never what 
separated the seeker from 
what he sought. The real 
separation was the convic-
tion that geography was the 

right category for asking the 
question at all.

This runs against how 
most of us are trained to 
think about anything worth 
attaining. Travel further, 
study longer, work harder, 
climb higher: each instruc-
tion assumes that what is 
wanted sits at a distance 
and that effort closes that 
distance. Kabir Saheb’s 
couplet does not dismiss the 
need for effort. It relocates 
what the effort is for. Noth-
ing here is gained by cover-
ing ground. What changes, 
if anything does, is a slower 
and frequently unwelcome 
recognition: the one doing 
the looking and the thing 
imagined as the object of 

the look were never two 
separate things, only one 
thing convinced, for as long 
as the conviction lasted, that 
it was missing itself.

He did not leave the claim 
as a verse. Varanasi, then 
as now, drew people spe-
cifically to die within its 
boundaries, because dying 
there was believed to guar-
antee liberation regardless 
of how the life preceding 
it had been lived. A per-
son did not need virtue; 
they needed only the right 
postal code at the moment 
of death. As his own death 
approached, Kabir Saheb 
left the city and travelled 
instead to Magahar, a place 
popular belief held to be 

cursed rather than blessed. 
He offered no extended ar-
gument for the choice. He 
simply withdrew from the 
one location guaranteed to 
make his case for him, and 
let the manner of his dying 
argue the opposite. A libera-
tion purchasable by loca-
tion alone would have been 
available to a corpse regard-
less of how it had lived, and 
that was not a liberation he 
wanted any part of. In his 
own words, he trusted Ram 
rather than Kashi’s promise, 
and only the first of the two 
could survive being asked to 
operate without a map.

His death completed the 
argument without needing 
any further commentary. 
Hindus and Muslims, who 
had spent his lifetime dis-
puting his right to speak 
and had each, at different 
moments, dismissed him 
as mad for belonging to 
neither camp, gathered at 
his deathbed each claiming 
his body for their own com-
munity. A man who had 
spent decades refusing to 
be claimed by anyone was 
claimed by everyone within 
hours of losing the capacity 
to object. The claiming was 
never really about him. It 
was the old search resum-
ing in the only direction 
available to it: toward an 
object, a relic, a lineage, a 
name that either side could 
now attach to its own argu-
ment, an argument he had 
spent his life refusing to take 
a side in. Within a century, 
the voice that had fit into no 
sect became the founding 
figure of one, complete with 
its own scripture and its 
own claim to special stand-

ing. A teacher who could 
not be captured in life was 
captured, after death, by the 
very refusal that had made 
him who he was.

Anyone who feels they 
have already absorbed the 
couplet should notice how 
little that absorption chang-
es in practice. Knowing the 
line is not the same as living 
without the architecture it 
describes, and that archi-
tecture does not need reli-
gion to keep running. All 
it needs is an ego that feels 
incomplete and a habit of 
placing the missing piece 
outside its own boundary. 
The temple, for most people 
now, has shrunk into a time-
line scrolled at the first sign 
of restlessness. The mosque 
has its rough equivalent in 
whichever movement cur-
rently supplies belonging 
and an enemy to define itself 
against. A guru’s certainty, 
once borrowed wholesale 
because building one’s own 
is slower and harder work, 
now travels under the name 
of an influencer instead. The 
pilgrimage survives, too, 
only it has been renamed: 
the next course, the next 
relationship, the version 
of oneself that the right in-
put will supposedly finally 
produce. None of this needs 
a religious vocabulary to 
function; a career, a ward-
robe, a city will do the job 
just as well. The promotion 
that will make a person feel 
arrived, the new apart-
ment, the partner who will 
finally complete things, the 
routine that will be the one 
that sticks: each of these is its 
own small Varanasi, resting 
on the same unexamined 

premise that the missing 
thing waits out there, in 
the next acquisition, rather 
than in the posture of look-
ing. The addresses have 
changed. The error inside 
them has not aged a day. 
A person can recite Kabir 
Saheb’s couplet, admire it, 
even repost it, and spend the 
same evening looking exact-
ly where it announced, five 
hundred years ago, there 
was nothing left to find.

None of this turns tomor-
row into a settled matter. 
Kabir Jayanti is not hon-
oured by treating the ques-
tion as closed because a 
great poet once closed it in 
fourteen words. The couplet 
withholds the very thing 
a tribute usually wants to 
hand over: a destination. 
What it leaves instead is the 
search itself, stripped of its 
object, which is a far less 
comfortable place to stand 
than the one most com-
memorations are built to 
provide. Kabir Saheb did not 
ask to be visited at a shrine, 
sung about at a gathering, 
or quoted with reverence 
and then quietly set back 
down. He asked why, after 
five hundred years of the an-
swer being available, anyone 
was still looking. Tomorrow 
will not mark a question re-
solved. It will mark, once 
again, the anniversary of an 
answer a weaver gave with 
his life, and that the rest of 
us have spent five centuries 
finding fresh places to keep 
asking anyway.
* Acharya Prashant is a philos-
opher and author whose work 
centres on self-inquiry and its 
application to contemporary 
life.

Death is absence of life, 
nudity absence of clothes

See this skin I pampered. 
In childhood, genera-
tions of grandmothers and 
grandaunts massaged me 
with the purest of coconut 
oils with secret ingredients 
they concocted with the 
help of the vaidyans in the 
land. They came in glass 
bottles or mud vessels. 
Deep dark green like the 
melted hearts of thick for-
ests, where even sunlight is 
a timourous entrant in the 
afternoons. Maroon as the 
blood of mothers menstru-
ating after delivery. Silver 
as moonbeams dissolved 
in the semen of frolicking 
Gods.

All these were rubbed 
into my body, my hair with 
such firmness, gentleness 
and love. Warm water 
sloshed all over me with 
songs sung in harmony. 
There was tender exfolia-
tion. My infant dead skin 
was pushed away, blood 
circulation heightened and 
there was such a sensation 
of well being that I could 
barely feed and slip into the 
most wondrous of naps. 
Bliss! 

Death was likewise. A 
huge gamut of experiences 
thrown at you, when you 

are fully unprepared and 
unaware of this bomb cor-
nucopia. Love. Betrayal. 
Senseless hate. Gratitude. 
Trust. Laughter. Peace. 
Unease. Contentment. 
Ego. Stubbornness.  Light-
ness. Understanding. Em-
pathy. The tenderness of 
a grandmother’s lullaby. 
The security of an elder 
brother’s embrace, your 
comrade in arms for all the 
naughtiness other adults 
may disapprove of totally. 
The steadfast foundation 
of a friendship made of that 
material which makes dia-
monds look soft. The kiss 
of a beloved which is a seal 
of approval of all I stood 
for.

The jealousy of relatives 
you expect a modicum of 
tolerance if not support 

from.
The greed of a teacher, 

purloining ideas from stu-
dents and passing it off as 
their own. The lies he said 
to seduce you, make what 
you thought was ardent 
love to you, just to leave 
you, quoting you to be a 
nymphomaniac, when 
your only madness was 
your love for him. The re-
alization that your wealth 
and your so-called power 
meant much more than 
you ever would.

This walk on the beach of 
your soul. Beautiful long 
waves, blue with sunlight 
dancing gently on the foam 
tips, extended to caress the 
sand. Gentle winds fan-
ning gentle waves which 
tickle your feet and recede 
shyly into the unplumbed 

depths where kingdoms 
of mer-people live in har-
mony. The soft hiss of the 
water carrying tales from 
far about brave sailors and 
warrior princesses taking 
care of the ocean and the 
land and the sky and all the 
people there. 

Suddenly the sky turns 
grey. The sea reflects it. 
The sound of the ocean 
becomes a roar. How dare 
people mimic the dolphins 
and the whales and try and 
make paths through the 
waters? The waves are ma-
rauders. They will snatch 
and swallow as much of 
the land they can. Let it lie 
like a silt shroud over all 
the sleeping treasures in 
the womb of the sea, the 
treasure inaccessible to the 
greedy paws of humanoids 

passing off as human be-
ings.

You have witnessed many 
battles in you. Seen some 
win. Some lose. 

You have seen such ten-
derness that the very Gods 
will themselves to take a 
human form and be born 
on this beautiful old Earth 
just to partake of that joy. 
Hold steady dear Self. This 
is the time for Pralaya. 
There shall be no more 
land or sea. There will only 
be a vast network of oxy-
gen and hydrogen, hugging 
each other, dancing a pre-
lude to the gaping fire maw 
that will grind me into a 
fine vibhuti for Mahadeva.
* Thiruvathira Tirunal Lak-
shmi Bayi was born XII Prin-
cess of the erstwhile state of 
Travancore
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Search Kabir Saheb already ended

ACHARYA PRASHANT 

Kabir’s timeless message challenges humanity’s endless search for truth in places where it never truly existed

Kabir Saheb did not ask to be visited at 
a shrine, sung about at a gathering, or 
quoted with reverence and then quietly 
set back down. He asked why, after 
five hundred years of the answer being 
available, anyone was still looking.

la court upholdS 
WeinStein conviction, 
orderS reSentencing

inSect 
muSeum 
to launch 
online 
globally

ScientiStS diScover 
Spider that catapultS 
antS into trap 

An appeals court has up-
held Harvey Weinstein’s 
2022 rape conviction in Los 
Angeles while ordering a 
lower court to resentence 
the former film producer 
after developments in his 
separate New York case af-
fected the basis of his origi-
nal sentence.

On Friday, a three-judge 
appeals panel rejected Wein-
stein’s attempt to overturn 
his conviction for sexually 
assaulting a model during 
the LA-Italia Film Festival. 
However, as per Variety, the 

court ruled that he must be 
resentenced after his previ-
ous sexual assault convic-
tion in New York, which had 
been used to justify part of 
his California sentence, was 
later overturned

Weinstein, 74, was convict-
ed in 2022 and sentenced to 
16 years in prison. During 
the appeal, his legal team 
argued that the trial judge 
had improperly withheld 
sexually suggestive Face-
book messages between 
the accuser and another 
man, claiming the evidence 
could have challenged her 
credibility and supported 
an alibi.

The country’s first Insect 
Museum at the Tamil Nadu 
Agricultural University 
(TNAU), is set to be opened 
up to a global audience short-
ly through an online gateway.

Murugan Marimuthu, 
Incubant Head of the De-
partment of Entomology 
at TNAU, told ANI that the 
online gateway is in its final 
stages of development. “Most 
likely in a month or so, sir. We 
are almost in the comple-
tion stage,” he said. Tracing 
the department’s origins, 
Marimuthu explained that 
the institution has a history 
stretching back over a cen-
tury. “Originally, the Madras 
Agricultural College was 
started during the imperial 
period, during the British 
rule. In 1906, the college was 
established in Coimbatore,” 
he said, adding that the De-
partment of Agricultural 
Entomology itself was set up 
six years later. “By the year 
1912, under the first govern-
ment imperial entomologist, 
Dr. Fletcher, the Department 
of Agricultural Entomol-
ogy was started by 1912,” he 
said, noting that the colonial 
government recognised the 
importance of insects to both 
farmers and the wider pub-
lic even then. He added that 
the department subsequently 
expanded its academic offer-
ings, introducing postgradu-
ate education in 1959 and doc-
toral programmes by 1961.

A newly discovered spider 
in the rainforests of north-
ern Queensland has evolved 
an extraordinary hunting 
technique. Researchers say 
the species uses a power-
ful spring-loaded silk trap 
to capture a single type of 
prey, catching one ant at a 
time in what they describe 
as “the ultimate specializa-
tion.”

The small nocturnal 
arachnid has been nick-
named the ballista spider 
after the ancient Roman 
siege weapon that launched 
bolts and stones using 

stored tension. According 
to scientists, the spider ap-
pears to have developed 
a unique web system de-
signed specifically to cap-
ture the aggressive green 
tree ant, Oecophylla sma-
ragdina.

The discovery and de-
tailed analysis of the spi-
der’s hunting behavior were 
published in the journal 
Current Biology. Although 
the species has not yet been 
formally named, it belongs 
to the genus Propostira. The 
spider was first spotted by 
Professor Greg Anderson, a 
biomedical researcher who 
is also a spider taxonomist 
and photographer.
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