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The protocol was wrong.  
You, born the highest. It’s 
a different matter whether 
you were born at all. You 
have given birth to Uni-
verses. I do not know how 
you did that. Whose was 
the male seed? Shiva? The 
nameless, faceless, formless 
Parabrahman? 

Shri  Aadi  Shankara 
was your devotee. It is ru-
moured that he went up 
to  Kailasam and saw the 
hundred stanzas of the 
Soundarya Lahiri written 
on the snow. Nandi wiped 
it off. Was it not meant for 
human beings, even one as 
refined as him? He got the 
first Forty One shlokas. 

“Shiva Shakthyaa Yuktho” 
it starts. There will be no 

breath of a movement, no 
Creation without the min-
gling of  Shiva and Shak-
thi. Look around. Except 
for a few parthenogenetic 
creatures, its always a male 
and a female which brings 
forth progeny.  Sometimes, 
imitating Shiva in the Ar-
dhanareeshwar form, the 
male and the female are in 
one body. 

It’s easy for you, dear Di-
vinities.  You make the laws.  
For others. You break them 
for yourselves, without 
any consequences.  That’s 
the beauty of it. It does not 
matter. Rich and powerful 
people on Earth can ma-
nipulate human made laws 
to a certain extent.There 
are always Three percent of 
the people who will do only 
what is right. A Ten percent 
who will only do what is 
convenient. The rest will 
just follow whoever is win-
ning. Is this slack morality? 
Laziness? Ennui? 

But why am I discussing 
philosophy with you now? 
Always, it was only you 
who decided. I could agree 
with you and amicably set 

out to do what you wanted. 
Or I could crib and finally 
end up doing your bidding.

Do I sound like an obedi-
ent, traditional wife? Sub-
missive. No opinion of mine 
worth having. What was 
the point of having opin-
ions, if they could not be 
adhered to?

So let’s come to my fa-
vourite topic. Us. Yoj have 
always given me a most at-
tentive hearing. I must give 
you that. 

How many times have I 
bathed, changed into fresh 
clothes and come to see you 
in your abode? Have I not 
got you silk, flowers and 
very very rarely gold jewel-
lery? Have I not give you sil-
ver lamps, with golden ghee 
made from melted cow’s 
butter, spreading a soft glow 
and fragrance? 

Have I not sat upon your 
cool granite floor, reciting 
your One Thousand intri-
cate names, sometimes un-
der my breath, sometimes 
loud? 

Have I not held hands 
with the Full Moon, which 
dims all the stars, but makes 

the midnight sky velvet sil-
ver? Have I not stood on icy 
mountains where you come 
for a pre-dawn dip in icier 
waters? Have I not felt you 
as inexplicable fragrances, 
the night air carries? Have I 
not seen glimmers of you in 
the rough world of animals? 
You put on garish shows 
for Sunrises and Sunsets, 
changing the direction of 
your palette, which makes 
us human beings innocent 
of the precision of Mathe-
matics and the endlessness 
of Time, mark as Day and 
Night.

You were there in the 
warm brown eyes of a man 
with silver locks, whose 
womb I want to be born to, 
next birth.

Of course, there will be 
one more birth for me. 
Maybe many births. What 
I am about to do is a sin, is 
heinous. They have extolled 
the worth of this body. The 
sanctity of the soul in it. 
Some say it is nothing but 
you, in me, in living beings. 

Was it not you in the rings 
of a tree which had grown, 
but is now petrified, like 

the warm rock, basking in 
the evening Sun? What was 
not you? 

My action is based on this 
tenet. The World thought 
of you as Mother. Some-
one who loves with the all 
encompassing, uncondi-
tional love of one who gives 
birth. Some thought of you 
as Power, Strength, the En-
ergy which can bestow any-
thing, to anyone, anywhere. 

But sometimes your 
choices were inexplicable. 
Why? Why the senseless 
hurt? Why the rusty smell 
of old spilt blood in the 
marketplace? Why the in-
satiable greed for Wealth? 
Why the delight at random 
suffering? Because it gives 
one a false sense of being 
better? What was worse? To 
suffer or feel elated watch-
ing suffering?

You don’t make mistakes. 
Then you wouldn’t be you. 

Did I make a mistake in 
falling in love with you? I 
should have kept a mini-
mum distance from you. 
Thought of you as a Uni-
veral Mother. Mother with 
a capital ‘M’. 

But I thought of you as 
mine. My love.

It never bothered me that 
you were busy with your 
Creations. That they all, 
rightly, has claims on you. I 
just wanted that one privi-
lege. That you would come 
when I can. Physically.  I 
was prepared to wait, to 
never rush you. 

But not with your insou-
siance. 

But I am concerned spe-
cifically with you. My only 
Love.

Yes, your Creation, cre-
ations are beautiful.  The 
vast colour changing dome 
of the sky, holding the path-
way of this Earth, with its 
air mantle. Crane your neck 
up. The unbroken arc up, 
teaches you space. Look 
at the miracle. The unseen 
gases, oxygen and hydro-
gen mix to form water. The 
two dry elements, retaining 
their colourlessness and 
odourlessness, their ability 
to shape shift; but getting its 
wetness from somewhere. 

The immediate need to 
breathe. To survive. The 
secondary need, to drink. 

How many days can one 
survive without water? 
Surely, much more than the 
Four minutes without Air. 
Any longer, you may sur-
vive biologically. But you 
will be brain dead. 

Were there many who 
went through that situ-
ation? Looking around, 
it would seem so. Huge 
crowds, keeping quiet 
when children are raped, 
this Earth is raped. When 
fools and knives are labelled 
leaders and celebrated.  
People who blithely hand 
out pain and suffering to 
others should be restricted, 
if not wholly stopped, right? 

Should they be allowed 
power over a hapless peo-
ple watching mutely? In the 
name of Democracy, should 
such people be voted into 
power? Is there something 
called good for the major-
ity? 

But I am getting old. I 
have run out of patience.  It 
would not do if you came 
to me if I was unconscious.  
Yes, yes. They have all said 
you are a concept, a matter 
of Faith. That your Thou-

sand arms will not be made 
of silken skin, flesh and 
bones. That I will not hear 
your voice. See an answer-
ing glint in your eyes.  

Shall I dip pure white 
flowers in my diseased 
blood and do archana to 
you, my life ebbing away 
as the mantras give you 
strength? Shall I enter the 
ever caressing arms of 
the Sea? Shall I get hold of 
enough insulin to inject me 
to a floatful death? 

Bhaavana maathra san-
thushta  Hridayaaye namo 
namah.

Remember? You, who are 
satisfied just by the Sankal-
pa. Each breath I take, each 
heartbeat of mine will yank 
you to me. 

Death? Let me see if my 
mind can push my body to 
you. Death? People may la-
bel it thus. But you know, 
as I do. It was not Death.  It 
never was. It was Love, for 
the Divine
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Life and death, as the Ancients aver
It’s easy for you, dear Divinities.  You make the laws.  For others. You break them for yourselves, without any consequences. 

Walk into a class-
room almost 
anywhere in 

the world and the setting 
feels familiar before you 
have even taken a seat. The 
desks face forward, the syl-
labus has already been de-
cided. There is a timetable, 
and there are examina-
tions waiting somewhere 
at the end. Over the years, 
students learn to decode 
language, manipulate sym-
bols, analyse systems, oper-
ate machines and interpret 
data. Eventually they can 
speak about galaxies and 
genes, markets and micro-
chips, constitutions and 
climate change. The scope 
of what they know expands 
steadily.

And yet there is a ques-
tion that rarely appears on 
the board: who is the one 
gathering all this knowl-
edge? What has happened 
inwardly to that person 
while all this accumulation 
was taking place?

Most education concerns 
itself with objects. Chem-
istry studies substances, 
physics studies matter and 
energy, economics studies 
exchange, political science 
studies institutions. Even 
psychology, quite often, 
studies behaviour as some-
thing observable from the 
outside. The curriculum 
grows more detailed with 
each passing year. Our 
grasp of the world becomes 
more precise. But you, the 

self, are not simply one 
more object in that world. 
You are the one to whom 
the world appears. And 
that fact, strangely enough, 
is seldom examined.

This is not merely philo-
sophical wordplay; it chang-
es the very starting point of 
inquiry. The centre from 
which action proceeds, and 
from which suffering is felt, 
is what we loosely call the 
‘ego’. The mind, if we look 
carefully, is largely com-
posed of what this centre 
has gathered and identified 
with over time: experiences, 
ideas, qualifications, loyal-
ties, memories. Education 
adds to that collection. It 
sharpens and legitimises it, 
as the mind becomes more 
sophisticated. At the same 
time, the sense of “me” that 
owns all this also becomes 
more substantial. That 
strengthening is often mis-
taken for ‘growth’. But is it 
really beneficial growth?

Before moving ahead, the 
reader should be clear that 
none of this means external 
education is unnecessary. 
The body must survive in 
a complex and changing 
world. A doctor must un-
derstand physiology, an 
engineer must understand 
structure, a farmer must 
understand soil and season. 
Without such knowledge, 
life becomes fragile very 
quickly. External education 
equips us to function, to co-
operate, to build, to repair. It 
has real value.

But somewhere along the 
way, power and clarity be-
came confused with one an-
other. Knowledge increases 
capacity but it does not au-
tomatically refine intention. 
The same medical knowl-
edge that heals can also be 
redirected toward profit 
without concern. The same 

engineering skill that builds 
can be used to manipulate. 
The same financial intelli-
gence that generates wealth 
can also deepen inequality. 
Knowledge amplifies the 
one who uses it, but what 
it does not necessarily do is 
examine that ‘one’.

Consider a young engineer 
graduating with honours. 
She has been trained to op-
timise efficiency, solve tech-
nical problems, improve 
performance metrics. Now 
she is asked to design some-
thing that increases engage-
ment in ways that quietly 
exploit user behaviour. Her 
education has prepared her 
technically, but whether 
it has prepared her to rec-
ognise fear, ambition, or 
the desire within herself to 
please superiors is another 
matter. The skill is clear, the 
inward terrain may not be.

From childhood onward, 
performance becomes 
closely tied to identity. 
Marks stand in for worth, 

rankings establish hierar-
chies. The lesson is subtle 
but powerful: value your-
self through comparison. 
The pattern continues into 
adulthood with admissions, 
placements, salaries, pro-
motions, etc. The outer vo-
cabulary changes; the inner 
movement often does not.

Most of us can see traces 
of this in our own lives if 
we pause long enough. 
The report cards may have 
disappeared years ago, yet 
comparison rarely van-
ishes with them. It simply 
becomes quieter and more 
internal. After years, per-
haps decades, of education, 
it is worth asking some-
thing uncomfortable: are 
you freer than before? Has 
fear lessened, or has it sim-
ply become more articulate? 
Has the need for validation 
weakened, or has it found 
more respectable expres-
sions? It is easier to mea-
sure achievement than to 
measure the loosening of 

insecurity. Institutions can 
calculate performance with 
precision, but they cannot 
so easily calculate whether 
envy has softened or wheth-
er ambition has become less 
compulsive. Perhaps that is 
part of why the inward di-
mension remains marginal. 
It does not fit neatly into as-
sessment frameworks.

External education teach-
es you how to act upon the 
world. Whether it teaches 
you how to see through 
your own conditioning is a 
different question, and one 
that rarely appears on any 
examination paper. Inter-
nal education begins when 
attention turns toward the 
one who studies. Not mere-
ly “What do I know?” but 
“Who is this ‘I’?” Who feels 
diminished by failure? Who 
feels enlarged by success? 
Who tightens when criti-
cised? Who expands when 
praised? These questions 
are not ornamental; they 
point toward the structure 

that generates much of hu-
man suffering.

The ego has biological 
roots. Identification with 
the body emerges early and 
almost automatically: “I 
am this body.” From there, 
additional identifications 
accumulate: my gender, 
my community, my profes-
sion, my beliefs. They be-
gin as simple descriptions 
and gradually harden into 
identity. Education often 
strengthens these layers 
without examining them. 
When that happens, the 
structure of identification 
becomes more intricate, not 
less.

Pain in life is unavoidable. 
Ageing, illness, limitation, 
loss: these belong to being 
embodied. But the deeper 
psychological suffering at-
tached to them grows from 
rigid identification and 
resistance. No amount of 
technical competence dis-
solves that. A person may 
be highly educated and still 

be troubled by comparison, 
loneliness, and the fear of 
losing relevance.

Why is the inner dimen-
sion so rarely central within 
formal institutions? Possi-
bly because self-awareness 
complicates systems built 
on predictability. A stu-
dent who sees clearly the 
fear driving her competi-
tion may not compete in the 
same way. A professional 
who recognises the hunger 
beneath ambition may hesi-
tate before sacrificing integ-
rity for advancement. In-
dividual clarity introduces 
uncertainty into structures 
that prefer reliable perfor-
mance.

Without that inward 
dimension, education re-
mains partial. We design 
astonishing machines and 
celebrate innovation, yet 
we seldom learn to observe 
the movement of our own 
thought with similar pre-
cision. We scrutinise our 
tools, but we seldom scruti-
nise the motives of the one 
using them.

Internal education does 
not require mysticism or the 
abandonment of reason; it 
requires honesty. A teacher 
may appear in the form of 
a person, a book, or even a 
difficult circumstance. In-
wardly, the teacher is the 
willingness to continue 
looking when the inquiry 
becomes uncomfortable, 
especially when it begins to 
reveal not the faults of oth-
ers but the patterns within 
oneself.

But we must also be aware 
of a risk here. Self-inquiry 
too can quietly become an-
other identity. “I am some-
one who examines myself” 
can become yet another 
subtle badge. It is possible 
to speak fluently about 
ego and remain deeply at-

tached to being the one 
who understands ego. The 
structure may remain in-
tact even as its language 
changes. This is a very real 
risk with those who start 
on the path of self-enquiry. 
There is no final graduation 
in this inward field. As long 
as the body lives, identifica-
tion keeps reasserting itself 
in moments of pressure, 
ambition, or fear. Internal 
education is less a dramatic 
breakthrough and more an 
ongoing vigilance. It is qui-
et, it has no certificate.

The truly educated person 
may still analyse complex 
systems and command 
specialised knowledge. But 
alongside that, she can also 
observe her own reactions, 
trace fear back to identifica-
tion, notice desire without 
immediate obedience. She 
can use knowledge without 
being quietly governed by it.

External education pre-
pares you to function in the 
world. Internal education 
reveals how the world you 
experience is shaped by the 
patterns you carry. When 
the two move together, 
learning becomes some-
thing more than prepara-
tion for livelihood; it begins 
to affect the quality of living 
itself.

Whether that shift has tak-
en place cannot be graded. It 
can only be seen, slowly and 
privately, in the way one re-
sponds to success, failure, 
praise, and loss. And per-
haps that is where educa-
tion changes direction: not 
in the classroom alone, but 
in the willingness to look at 
the one who occupies the 
classroom seat.
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