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Where ancient tradition 
meets Opulence, BrijRama 
Palace offers a memorable 
stay in Varanasi, blending 
centuries-old architecture 
with the mystique of ghats 
and the Ganges.

From the hum of distant 
temple chants to the but-
tery yellow glow of its 200 
year old walls, this heritage 
palace is where modern 
indulgence dances with 
ancient sanctity. Arrive by 
boat; stay for eternity, or at 
least as long as you can. 

WHERE HISTORY 
WHISPERS  
I’d heard tales of Varanasi’s 
magic, but nothing pre-
pared me for ‘how’ I arrived 
at BrijRama Palace. There 

I was, cocooned in a grace-
ful boat at dawn, the Ganga 
unfurling its sleepy mists 
around me, with the silhou-
ette of the palace growing 
larger by the second. By the 
time I reached Darbhanga 
Ghat, I felt more like a time 
traveller stepping into a 
royal epiphany than a tour-
ist. I hadn’t even reached the 
palace doors, but I already 
knew this wasn’t just a stay, 
it was an encounter with 
time itself. The moment my 
foot touched those weath-
ered stairs, a man dressed 
in traditional Banarasi attire 
welcomed me with a mari-
gold garland. No lobby, no 
blaring announcements of 
check in, just the sound of 
conches, the distant clang 
of temple bells, and that 
softly persistent breeze off 
the river. It was as if the air 
itself wanted me to unravel. 
And unravel I did. The pal-
ace, built in 1812, is a slice of 
regality steeped in history. 
Sandstone arches, exqui-
site artwork, and heritage 
furnishings surrounded me. 

Walking into BrijRama is 

like being gently ushered 
into a dream you didn’t 
know you had. The air feels 
different, thicker, older, as 
if it carries the weight of 
centuries. The glint of mir-
rorwork catches the flicker 
of oil lit Diya’s, their golden 
light sweeping across sand-
stone pillars adorned with 

playful dolphin carvings. 
In the courtyard, Radha and 
Krishna stand timelessly 
serene, bathed in sunlight 
streaming through ancient 
jaalis. But then comes the 
showstopper, a 19th century 
elevator, creaking and glo-
rious. One of Asia’s first, 
they said, and I believed 
it. Riding it felt almost cin-
ematic, the scent of masala 
chai wafting in the air as 
the ancient ceiling fans 
hummed their steadfast lul-
laby. And then, the Varuna 
Burj Room, a masterpiece 
perched with a 180 degree 
embrace of the Ganges. Bri-
jRama doesn’t just display 
its past, it performs it.  

WHERE LUXURY 
EMBRACES LEGACY  
My Maharaja Suite was 
no less regal, tucked into a 
time capsule, was the per-
fect fusion of comfort and 
craftsmanship. Banarasi 
silks spilled over the bed like 
liquid sunlight, while an-
tique furniture offered just 
the right amount of defiant 
creak. Mornings turns elec-
tric here. The sun stretched 
long fingers over the ghats 
while the river shimmered 
alive, pilgrims bathing in 
its devotion. The curved arc 
of windows opened sunrise 
views that felt painted just 
for me, soft pinks and golds 
reflecting off the rippling 

waters below. Even chai 
felt sacred here, sipped by 
the window, as the Ganges 
flowed past like an eternal 
storyteller.  Nights are mag-
ic, Kathak dancers twirl in 
the ‘Bada Aangan,’ shadows 
flicker like stories being re-
told, and the vegetarian 
feast at ‘Darbhanga’ turns a 
meal into a memoir. By the 
final bite of Banarasi paan, 
you swear you’ve tasted 
the city itself. At ‘Aangan’, 
once the Maharaja of Darb-
hanga’s domain, history 
comes alive on your plate. A 
10 course degustation mar-
ries royal nostalgia with in-
novation, think cauliflower 
croquettes with fennel rose 

sauce or rasmalai tres lech-
es. Add live sitar, swirling 
dancers, and henna artist-
ry, and every meal feels like 
a performance steeped in 
legacy. Another dinner was 
an elaborate affair of tradi-
tional Banarasi thalis under 
a sky glazed with stars on 
the rooftop, with the Ganga 
whispering softly below. 
And yet, what intrigued me 
most about BrijRama wasn’t 
the luxury, it was its ability 
to quiet the world. To make 
you listen, to the river, to the 
chants, and maybe, to your-
self. My personal favou-
rite? The terrace. From up 
there, you can spy saffron 
clad priests conducting cer-
emonies at the ghat below 
or watch a kaleidoscopic 
Ganga sunset blaze through 
the sky. This wasn’t a stay; 
it was a conversation with 
eternity. But if I had to pick 
one moment that cinched 
this otherworldly experi-
ence, it was the ‘Ganga aar-
ti.’ By sheer good fortune, I’d 
settled myself on Brijrama’s 
private ghat view, away 
from the chaos of Dashash-

wamedh Ghat. When it was 
over, I lingered by the water. 
A room might give you tem-
porary shelter, but here, the 
palace makes you feel like 
you belong to something 
much older, much bigger 
than yourself. As the scents, 
sights, and sounds of Vara-
nasi settled into their night-
time rhythm, I realized I 
wasn’t just witnessing a city; 
I was becoming a part of its 
story.  And the great thing 
about Varanasi’s story? It’s 
always unfinished, always 
waiting. I left at sunrise, 
with footsteps that felt too 
reluctant, tossing one last 
longing glance at the palace 
now fading into the morn-
ing mist. BrijRama doesn’t 
just linger; it makes you 
timeless too.

Where? Darbhanga Ghat, 
Dashashwamedha, Vara-
nasi, Uttar Pradesh, India

Call: +918069057704
(Awarded the ‘Best food writer 
in the country’ by the Indian 
culinary forum, WACS and 
the ministry of Tourism, Ru-
pali Dean writes on food and 
travel.)

Brijrama Palace: A royal gateway to Varanasi’s soul

Meditat ion  has 
increasingly be-
come a packaged 

commodity, celebrated with 
global days of observance, 
marketed with corporate 
enthusiasm, and circulated 
through a marketplace of 
techniques designed to 
soothe the restless profes-
sional. Apps offer tranquil-
lity in ten minutes, influenc-
ers demonstrate postures 
between their promotional 
commitments, and organ-
isations promise that a few 
minutes of mindful breath-
ing will soften the rough 
edges of a life fundamentally 
misaligned with inner clar-
ity. The assumption beneath 
all of this is that meditation 
is something the mind can 
perform, a task that can be 
done with enough disci-
pline or the right technique. 
Yet the greater difficulty is 
not technical at all: medi-
tation fails not because the 
breath wanders or the spine 
slumps, but because the 
meditator remains unex-
amined. Peace does not re-
spond to effort; it responds 
to honesty. And honesty, 
being far more threatening 
than effort, is the one thing 
the ego instinctively avoids.

To understand meditation, 
it is crucial to understand 
the mind that endeavours 
it. The mind is not an in-
dependent entity operating 
autonomously; it is merely 
the aggregate of objects that 
the self has deemed valuable. 

Your fears, wounds, goals, 
desires, roles, and opin-
ions are all things that your 
mind uses to make sense of 
the world. The mind is sim-
ply the storehouse of your 
valuations. If the centre is 
uneasy, the mind will cre-
ate restless patterns; if the 
centre is insecure, the mind 
will manufacture defensive 
thoughts. To try to control 
the mind without examin-
ing the valuer is like trying 
to calm a river by smoothing 
its surface without looking at 
the land underneath it. The 
river flows as it must, and 
the mind works as it must, 
based on its inner landscape.  
Thoughts are not indepen-
dent intrusions; they are 
loyal servants of the one you 
take yourself to be.

It is for this reason that the 
widely cherished ideal of a 
blank mind must be dis-
missed. The mind cannot be 
blank through force because 
the mind is movement, and 
that movement arises from 
the structure of your inner 
commitments. Asking the 
mind to stop thinking is like 
asking fire not to burn or wa-
ter not to flow. Rather than 
battling thoughts, one must 
inquire into the one who 
keeps valuing the very things 
that generate those thoughts. 
The problem is not thought; 
the problem is the thinker. 
Thought is merely an echo of 
valuation. If what you value 
is misplaced, your thoughts 
will be noisy. If your valua-
tions are distorted, your si-
lence will be superficial. The 
mind will continue to act ac-
cording to its contents, and 
its contents are nothing but 
the fingerprints of your ego.

The Love That 
Makes The Crutch 
Obsolete
Meditation techniques, 

however sincerely adopted, 
rarely produce transforma-
tion. A technique reassures 
the ego that it can remain 
intact while adding a spiri-
tual activity to its repertoire. 
The promise that “if you do 
this, you will get that” sub-
tly reinforces the doer and 
strengthens the very iden-
tity one must transcend. 
Such methods become re-
fined forms of dishonesty 
because they divert atten-
tion from the real task of 
examining the seeker, and 
instead keep the seeker busy 
with well-intentioned ritu-
als. The meditator breathes 
rhythmically, sits in aes-
thetic stillness, and perhaps 
experiences temporary 
calmness, but the structure 
of the self, the valuations 
that create disturbance, re-
mains undisturbed. The ego 
performs the method, feels 
spiritually accomplished, 
and then resumes its old 
patterns with renewed self-
confidence. The technique 
has strengthened the medi-
tator rather than dissolved 
the need for meditation.

And yet, methods are not 
entirely without purpose. 
A technique can offer an 
initial glimpse of relief, a 
momentary clearing in the 
habitual noise of the mind. 
Such glimpses can stir the 
yearning for something 
deeper, something beyond 
the temporary soothing of 
the surface. The problem 
arises when the seeker be-
comes satisfied with glimps-
es, returning each morning 
for another dose of comfort 
without ever confronting 
the root of unrest. If a meth-
od is working, it should 
make itself redundant; stag-
nation begins when a prac-
tice becomes a permanent 
fixture. A genuine method 
concludes its role by becom-

ing unnecessary.
The test of real progress 

is not mastery of the tech-
nique but the irrelevance 
of it. When love for Truth 
deepens, method falls away 
naturally, not through 
aversion but through su-
persession. One does not 
practise love; one commits 
to it. Meditation through 
technique remains tied to 
self-preservation, to an ego 
that measures progress and 
schedules purity. But real 
meditation resembles a sur-
render to something higher 
than personal control. The 
day one forgets the medita-
tion routine because clarity 
has permeated the entire 
day, that is the day medita-
tion begins in earnest.

From Suffering 
to Seeing: It’s A 
Decision 
Meditation, therefore, can-
not be an activity in the con-
ventional sense. It is not the 
manipulation of breath or 
the suppression of thought 
or the cultivation of mind-
fulness over everyday mo-
tions. These may provide 
temporary comfort, but 
they do not address the 
deeper machinery of suf-

fering. And suffering itself, 
when not evaded, becomes 
the gateway to meditation. 
The mind does not genuine-
ly turn toward Truth while 
it still imagines it can secure 
its own freedom. Only when 
its strategies repeatedly fail, 
only when its insufficiency 
becomes unmistakable, 
does it seek something be-
yond habit. Suffering is not 
to be meditated away; it is 
to be understood so well 
that its message cannot be 
ignored.

From that understanding 
arises the potential for hon-
est observation. Meditation 
begins when one stops deco-
rating, defending, and ratio-
nalising oneself and instead 
observes the inner world 
without interference or am-
bition. This observation is 
not passive resignation but 
an active clarity that shows 
how desire affects intention, 
how fear creates futures, 
how memory distorts per-
ception. 

 But observation alone is 
incomplete. Observation 
without the willingness to 
change becomes another 
subtle indulgence, an intel-
lectualised spirituality that 
leaves the ego intact.

What turns observation 
into liberation is decision. 
Meditation is not a passive 
drift toward purity; it is a 
conscious choice to stop 
cooperating with the false. 
The Upanishadic neti neti 
is not a philosophical slogan 
but a daily relinquishing of 
patterns once their nature 
is seen. One does not fight 
anger; one sees its roots and 
declines to be governed by 
them. One does not sup-
press desire; one recognises 
its machinery and refuses to 
feed it. One does not resist 
fear; one exposes the narra-
tives it builds and steps out 
of them. As the false centre 
weakens through this union 
of seeing and choosing, the 
mind’s movements change 
naturally because their 
source has begun to lose 
authority.

Right Action and 
the Meditative Life
It is at this stage that the 
non-dual dimension of 
meditation becomes clear. 
Liberation does not vio-
late material causality; the 
world proceeds as it always 
has. What changes is the 
interpolated self that once 
inserted its anxieties into 

every event. The liberated 
one acts without adding 
psychological residue to ac-
tion. The world remains the 
same; the doer disappears. 
The mind continues to pro-
duce thoughts, but the own-
er of those thoughts begins 
to dissolve. Meditation does 
not end thought; it ends the 
false thinker.

This freedom is not recog-
nised merely in silence but 
in action. A meditative life 
reveals itself through clar-
ity of choice, through action 
free of personal compul-
sion. When understanding 
guides behaviour rather 
than craving or fear, action 
leaves no residue. This is 
nishkama karma, action 
based on wisdom rather 
than desire. Only when the 
actor has been seen, under-
stood, and slowly let go can 
this kind of action happen.

As the ego diminishes, 
a deeper entity surfaces: 
the witness. This witness 
is not developed by effort; 
it is revealed as identifica-
tion diminishes. It is the 
silent background in which 
thoughts come and go, that 
which remains unchanged 
by the shifting weather. 

As one begins to live from 
this witnessing conscious-
ness, meditation ceases to 
be an isolated activity and 
becomes an orientation to-
ward life. Work, relation-
ships, conflict, and solitude 
all become opportunities for 
deeper clarity. Meditation 
spills out of the morning 
practice and saturates the 
day, not through intent but 
through authenticity.

This also explains why 
meditation cannot be indus-
trialised. You can market 
techniques, but you can’t 
market honesty. A person 
willing to look at themselves 
honestly becomes immune 

to spiritual consumerism. 
They understand that the 
obstacle is not a lack of 
method but the seeker’s 
determination. When the 
seeker dissolves, medita-
tion gently and inevitably 
blooms.

Yet even this understand-
ing can be dangerous. One 
can give up worldly attach-
ments only to build spiritual 
ones. This is like building 
an inner structure of ideas, 
texts, and insights that is 
just as hard and self-protec-
tive as the ego it replaced. 
Knowledge about medita-
tion is not meditation. The 
words on this page, too, 
must not become trophies 
for the self. Unless they 
provoke direct inquiry into 
one’s patterns, they remain 
mere decoration.

Meditation begins not 
when the mind is silenced 
but when the self stops pro-
tecting itself. It is not the cul-
tivation of a preferred state 
but the removal of what 
distorts perception. It is not 
the pursuit of peace but the 
exposure of the one who is 
disturbed. When the medi-
tator is understood, medita-
tion becomes the natural ex-
pression of a mind aligned 
with Truth. Stillness and 
movement, solitude and re-
lationship, all become varia-
tions of the same clarity.

Meditation is the honesty 
that ends the need for med-
itation. It is not something 
one begins; it is something 
that begins when pretence 
ends. And when it begins, 
it arises not through tech-
nique but through the dis-
solution of the one who long 
sought technique.

Acharya Prashant is a Teacher, 
founder of the PrashantAdvait 
Foundation, and an author on 
wisdom literature.

Meditation beyond methods: The 
meditator is the obstruction
Meditation transcends techniques; through honest self-inquiry, suffering reveals truth, dissolving ego, and 
transforming life into continuous, choiceless awareness.
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Views of the ganges from the palace Maharaja Suite at Brijrama


