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To all the holy Gurus, Masters, and Angels who illumine our path of Life and lead us: from ignorance to True Knowledge, from darkness to Light, from mortality to Immortality.
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To all those who: Lost someone they loved so dearly; In their dark times, are trying to find their way back; Fight for their own Life; Enjoy all the experiences that Life gives.
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To all those who: Defend Life and the values Life stands for; Embrace Life in all its forms and facets; Admire Life and its diversity; Teach the way to eternal, Divine Life; Honor Life.

And it is in dying that we are born to eternal life.

— St. Francis of Assisi
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You are about to embark on an extraordinary journey. You might ask, what makes this journey so extraordinary? Before I answer that, let me introduce you to the two leading characters of your life and this book: Life and Death. They will accompany you from beginning to end. You might say, ‘That’s one thing in common between my journey and this book.’ And you’re right! We are all on a journey. But what makes this book’s journey so extraordinary is that you will experience it consciously.

Why consciously, you ask? Because, as you read, a time will come—believe me, a time will come—when you will pause and finally ask questions: many questions, I’m sure, as we’ve all asked ourselves or tossed them into the void, hoping for answers. Well, this time, Life might just answer your queries, and Death would love to answer some too. The rest? Leave them to another special passenger, a soul and the third main character, who will ask questions on our behalf, even those you haven’t thought of yet. I hope your excitement is building, because it doesn’t end here. 

Yes, Life and Death are integral parts of our mortal world. But how often have you heard of them talking, or even imagined a conversation between these two Deities? I’d wager, not even once—except, perhaps, for overthinkers like me. But seriously, now is a good time to ask: if Life and Death did talk, what would they discuss? A million-dollar question! During one of my silent moments, when this idea first struck me, I juggled this question as you may be juggling right now. ‘Yes indeed, what would they talk about?’ And I heard myself saying, ‘Why not find out?’ 

For two years, whenever I had the time, I tried to discover their conversations. In those silent sessions, I let scenes play out in my mind like a movie, felt them, journeyed with them, and then wrote them down. 

I don’t want to spoil your journey by revealing everything. But I can offer a few hints. Firstly, this isn’t a story; it’s a series of conversations between Life, Death, and a soul. Before the soul, or any of us, asks questions, Life and Death talk—and even complain. Life and Death complain? That’s a fascinating new thought! We thought only humans had woes. Oh, a small warning: Life talks—a lot, sometimes—and can be preachy. But you’re accustomed to Her lessons and sermons, aren’t you? Life has taught us well. So, just bear with Her. Trust me, it’s worth it, and it does get better over the journey, I promise. And while She explains why things are as they are—even the rough or bad things (and no, it’s not all Karma—before you even ask)—She simultaneously opens the doors to Her magic, offering a glimpse into Her mysterious world. Trust me, after this, you will look at the world with the same eyes, but Life will have given you a new lens to see it with. The world will not be the same to you anymore. 

Then, Death opens Her doors to the other world, revealing what lies beyond the veil. Even better: No one has to die to meet Death or hear Her speak. Not on this journey. You are in very good hands. Finally, Life takes you even further, though She has a few conditions. It is absolutely worth it. Nothing ventured, nothing gained. Take my advice: don’t miss it for the world. 

Now, find yourself a nice cozy nook, snuggle in and get yourself a nice cup of tea or coffee, turn to the next page, and begin. Life welcomes you aboard and wishes you a very pleasant journey. 

It is a journey—long or short, hard or easy, from the beginning to the end, you are never alone. 

—  Life
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There is no sense of time or space. Dazed and dreamlike, she finds herself standing alone in the middle of nowhere. The landscape stretches out like a barren canvas, devoid of trees, fields, mountains, or any sign of life. The sky is illuminated by twilight. Is it dawn or dusk? No one can tell.  

A train suddenly roars in, seemingly out of nowhere, and screeches to a halt in front of her. The world snaps into focus. Now, standing on the bustling platform of a train station, she remains in a daze, her gaze fixed on the people hurrying past. Some carry school bags, others briefcases, and another group, practically bursting with excitement, lug their travel suitcases, eager for their holidays. They all wait to board the train. A mix of emotions plays across their faces—anxiety, seriousness, and unbridled excitement. One thing was sure: everything and everyone looked strange, very strange—the platform, the people, even the train. Did the train station appear all around her, or did she appear at this train station, magically? Her mind raced with questions: Is she dreaming? Before she could make sense of it all, she sees two people, dressed as a train conductor and an engine driver, standing and talking within earshot. 

Engine Driver: Dishevelled, haggard, old, ugly, toothy skull, skeleton, dressed in a shroud, clutching a scythe... That’s how they depict... 

Train Conductor: Oh, come on, D. 

Driver: You don’t believe me? Look at any paintings throughout history, from any culture or continent. You must have seen some of the famous ones at least, like the works of Arnold Böcklin, Baldung, Hieronymus Bosch, Petrarch, R. Cooper, and Thomas Crocker... 

TC: This is not the time, D... 

D: Cold, cruel, bringer of misery, sadness, disease, misfortune, destruction... That’s how they personify... 

TC: Really, D, of all times, this is the time you find to...? 

D: Grim Reaper, Hel, Pesta, King of Terrors... these are the names that have been used for centuries to call... 

TC: Not now, D. We have a whole journey in front of us to talk about it. (She walks the driver to the front of the train and says) Let’s get everyone on the train, shall we? (Then, before hurrying back to the middle of the platform, she whispers to D) By the way, don’t forget Psychopomps. 

D: Psychopomps? 

TC: Yes, personified not only as a demon but also as an angel, a god, a beautiful fairy, or even a goddess. 

D: What’s the use, when even angels and gods are feared, not loved...? 

Without bothering to listen, the Train Conductor hurries back to the middle of the platform.

TC: Let’s make sure no one misses the train. No one... 

She mutters to herself, glancing constantly back at the woman, as if waiting with bated breath for her to climb aboard. 

Yet, the woman, still in a daze, remains rooted to the spot.

TC (Announces loudly): All aboard! 

Almost instantly, the entire platform, which had just a while ago been bustling with noise and excitement, becomes empty and silent. All the passengers, as if magically transported by some unseen force, find themselves seated on the train, except for her. She remains standing on the platform, unmoved by the commotion or the announcement. 

She witnesses the whole scene unfold, like a dream or a movie on a big screen, but feels no connection to it. Does she even want to be a part of it? She might ask herself, were she not in such a daze. 

She simply stands there, content to watch the dream unfold, willing to remain until it ended on its own, without concern for when that might be. Even as the passengers settle in comfortably, she remains rooted to the spot, completely lost and unsure of her next move. 

The TC continues to watch expectantly from the window, hoping she’ll board. “All aboard!” she announces again, but the woman remains motionless. 

There, at that very moment, she catches sight of an elderly woman struggling to lift her heavy suitcase onto the train. The suitcase, seemingly unhurried or indifferent, resists like a stubborn child, using all its weight to stay put. The old woman, refusing to give up, continues her futile attempts until, finally, the whistle blows, signalling the train’s departure and threatening to leave the old woman behind with her luggage. 

Suddenly, the woman finds herself moving towards the old lady, helping her with the suitcase. She feels no strain on her muscles despite the seemingly large and heavy suitcase. Finally, they are all aboard: the suitcase, its owner, and the woman herself. 

The old lady points her towards a seat in the middle of a long compartment, a place to finally unload the burden. As they walk towards the seat, the woman  

starts to move away when the old lady suddenly grasps her hand to stop her. 

Old Lady: Where are you going? 

Young Woman: I need to get off the train. 

Old Lady (Gesturing to the empty seat opposite her): The train has already left the station, my dear. Come, sit here. 

The young woman settles into the seat beside a soul who had already made himself quite comfortable. Instead of offering a helping hand with the luggage just a moment ago, he flashes the old lady a mischievous grin, which she returns with a disapproving frown. 

Young Woman: But I don’t have a ticket or any money. 

With a gentle smile, the old lady takes her hand, places a ticket in her palm, and closes it like a grandmother offering a sweet to her grandchild.

Old Lady (Softly): Well, you just earned it. 

Another Soul (Winks slyly): One doesn’t always need to earn it! There’s always helping a neighbour out, too. 

Old Lady (Raises an eyebrow): So, you’re one of those who takes the easy way out instead of working for it? Right? 

Another Soul (Drawls sarcastically): Yup, grandma. 

Old Lady: You don’t have a ticket, do you? 

Another Soul (Grins slyly): Nope. 

Old Lady: In that case, this train is not meant for your type. 

Another Soul (Grins): Already on board, aren’t I? Time to enjoy the ride! 

Old Lady: Listen closely, for I offer a truth, free of charge. Ageless secrets are reserved for the worthy. Those who seek knowledge learn, not steal. This is the train of single thought. It has no room for fickle passengers. You won’t last long here, hopping on for a free ride. You’ll be gone before you can grasp even a whisper of its wisdom. 

Disoriented and lost, the young woman murmurs in a sleepy daze.

Young Woman: Where... where is this train taking us? Where am I supposed to get off? Where am I even going? 

Old Lady (Smiles): This is a question everyone asks at some point. We search for the answer, relentlessly, until we find it. 

Young Woman: Where am I supposed to get off? 

Old Lady (Smiles warmly): That’s entirely up to you. You travel as long as your heart desires. The choice is yours: all the way to the final destination, or hop off at any stop that calls to you. Your heart will guide you, and the train conductor will announce each stop along the way. 

Overwhelmed, the young woman simply stares out the window. The breeze brushes past her face, but she can’t distinguish warmth from coolness. With a sigh, she closes her eyes, yearning for the familiar comfort of sleep. Perhaps, upon waking, the world will make more sense.

Sensing her rising unease, the old woman reaches out, placing a gentle hand on her forehead. A wave of serenity washes over the younger woman, calming her instantly. In a soothing, wordless voice, the old woman begins to speak directly to her mind.

Old Lady (Telepathically): Come, let us make this long journey seem short... 

Young Woman (Sleep clinging to her thoughts, unknowingly asks telepathically): But the journey’s just begun, isn’t it? Will it be a long one? 

Old Lady: If you enjoy it, then a rather short one (she says with a smile), or it can feel like an eternity for those who don’t. But pleasant or not, interesting or mundane, you’ll have ample time to decide. Now, let me share a story with you. And here’s the truly fascinating part: this story doesn’t unfold in the past. 

Young Woman: What kind of story doesn’t have a past? 

Old Lady: One that is a present... You earned it, along with the ticket. (She lets out a warm laugh.) This is a story as unique and extraordinary as this very train. You’ll witness it unfold throughout your journey, for as long as your heart desires, or until the train reaches its final stop. I’ll provide a brief introduction, and then... the story begins. Now, close your eyes.... 

Young Woman: How can I see it happening with my eyes closed? 

Old Lady: Ah, that’s the beauty of it. It’s like Kopfkino (mind cinema), as they say in German. When you read a story or someone reads it aloud, the images come alive in your mind—a movie playing just for you. After all, the greatest adventures often begin within. 

She closes her eyes, sinking into a state of deep meditation. Peaceful and seemingly asleep, yet radiating a subtle awareness, she begins to listen. 
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They are Sisters, almost two sides of the same coin. So much alike, yet seemingly so different; both radiate unwavering self-assurance. No one comprehends them quite like they understand each other and the intricate dance of their roles. Both have been given a single and equally important responsibility, a task that, ironically, sets them apart. Part of the vast ocean of the world, they are perceived as two sides of the ocean that never meet. This is what most ‘think’ of them. They have always been together, working for eons, tirelessly, hand in hand. As fresh as the dawn and ever-present, they witness humanity’s journey—from wide-eyed wonder to weary indifference. Yet, the question lingers, a constant echo in most people’s minds: what is the meaning of it all? 

These two sisters, who have perplexed us all, have heard this question countless times, but never have they been so amused simultaneously. Their work is such that they can rarely be amused at the same moment, and this rare occurrence happened when someone posed the question: what is Life and Death? That is, if you haven’t guessed already, the names of the two sisters I have been telling you about. Life and Death, the two daughters of the Creator of this world, were entrusted with two significant responsibilities. I do not need to tell or give explicit details about it, for we all ‘know,’ don’t we? Or do we? Maybe it’s best we speak of it later if need be. 

As I said, their work is neither so alike nor so different, and for this reason, they are neither so close nor so apart; they are constantly in touch with each other. And for ‘obvious’ reasons, they are in a seemingly perpetual conversation. One such conversation goes like this: 

(As she weaves the story’s background, the old woman gradually rises from her seat, her gaze drawn towards the train conductor standing nearby. Their eyes lock, a silent exchange passing between them. With a knowing nod acknowledged by the conductor’s warm smile, the old woman begins to move closer. But then, in a blink, she’s gone, vanished without a trace.)

The silence stretches for a moment before the train Conductor and the driver begin a silent conversation, their thoughts resonating in a telepathic conversation. 
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2

DEATH: WHY DOES THE common man dread me so much? 

Life (Smiles wryly): Yes, why indeed! 

Death: They ‘think’ that I am cold and ugly! 

Life: Yes, these humans, they ‘think’ too much, know little, and believe even less! 

Death: But why? They are supposed to learn from you. You are their source of knowledge. Is it not your job to be teaching them? 

Life: Yes, they are all my students, but what good is the source if they come with tiny cups and even less thirst? They can’t possibly immerse themselves in what I have to offer. One can’t learn to swim sitting on the beach, with one’s head buried in the sand! 

Death: You speak of them as if it doesn’t matter to you, what becomes of them. 

Life: It matters to me only as much as it should matter to a school principal. My job is to provide them with the best possible opportunities and resources to help bring out the best in them. But ultimately, it is their job to shine their true selves, not mine. Not everyone tops in a class, or is a magna cum laude graduate, not everyone has to either. They can choose their own tempo to learn, but they all have to learn. They should, and they must. 

Death: What happens to the student who doesn’t pass an exam? 

Life: They’ll need to retake the class. The classroom might change, the teacher or the fellow students might change too, but the syllabus remains the same. I’ll ensure that they learn the same lesson, regardless of how many times it takes. 

Death: Some of them don’t seem to care to learn. 

Life: They are my students with ‘special needs’. They need harder, tougher lessons. I can be just as tough as they ‘need’ me to be (Life says with a hint of amusement), until they finally realize why they’re here: to learn the lessons my school has to offer. 

Death: And some of them are slow learners. It is not as if they don’t want to learn; it’s just that they find the syllabus of Life overwhelming. Too many lessons to learn... 

Life: The humans may have the ‘watch’, but I have Time. They can take as much time as they like—one day, a year, an entire lifetime, or many lifetimes. It is of no importance to me. What matters to me is that my job is done, and it is done when they have learnt their lesson. I never leave any work unfinished, and I certainly never, ever abandon my weaker students. 

Death: But most of them don’t even believe in multiple lifetimes... 

Life: One of the reasons may be that most of them think they can get away from under the teacher’s nose without her caring to notice. If they knew any better, I, their teacher, do more than notice. It doesn’t matter what they believe or how much they know. I see everything. Just because a few hundred years ago, man didn’t know electricity, doesn’t mean it didn’t exist. I can create so many lifetimes in just one lifetime that looking back at their own life a couple of years back will appear as another lifetime to them. 

I can create not just time within time but also space within space. One moment, they’d be enjoying a nice cool Long Island Iced Tea by the pool, and the next they’d find themselves parched in the middle of a scorching desert, without a drop of water in sight, and vice versa, depending on which scenario would be apt for the lesson. And you would find them exclaiming about feeling as if they are in alternate dimensions and alternate realities, some good, some otherwise. 

And they think there is only one Earth. It doesn’t matter. The unwise believe what they see, or worse, what they want to see. And they create their own illusions and complain that I am illusive. It doesn’t matter what they see or not see, know or not know, believe or not believe. They can see what they like to see, for how long they like to see, which they call (mis)perception. They can alter as many truths into lies, create as many illusions for others as for themselves, for as long as they like. That day always comes when they see what I have to show to them, no matter how long they are in denial to see the truth. 

That day always comes when they have to accept the Sun as the centre, no matter how long they persecute the truth and those who follow it. One day they have to learn the truth and see it for what it is and accept it and respect it. Until that day comes, the class is always in full session and full swing. And I don’t take no for an answer! 

––––––––
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DEATH: AND THEY THINK ‘I am cold!’. They are so attached to you, like a toddler not letting go of its mother’s hand. While you are so detached! 

Life: That is what I am all about: detachment—the biggest lesson of Life. It is the lesson, and magic potion at the same time, to help them experience and learn from me without pain. Those who learn this are free, forever. They are the best of my students, and the rarest kind. 

And yes, most humans make the same mistake as a little child. It takes its nursery teacher as substitute mother, while the humans mistake me to be their mother, which I am not. I am so not their mother, although, I must say I don’t mind ‘playing mother’, even enjoy as much as a kindergarten teacher might. 

Death: Yes, only when the child is all grown up, and passes from nursery to primary school, that they learn to differentiate between a parent and teacher...

Life: The substitute mother concept is created by the child only to give themselves a feeling of security, stability, and warmth. Nothing more than that. Aren’t they all thrilled seeing their moms at the end of school, ready for a hug and a relaxing nap in their cosy lap? 

Death: Then why do they dread me? I only come to take them home and give their souls some rest and peace, after their ‘school of life’, which can be testing, trying, and hard at more times than one! 

Life: O come on Death, stop being such a... yes, wise are the ones who learn that difference. They would love the parent and respect the teacher, until this difference dissolves again and there is only equal love and respect for the parent and teacher. They would see a teacher in their parent and a parent in their teacher and see them as one. And that is when they are ready to know the One and Only True Parent and Teacher: the ‘One in all!’ You and I and their earthly parents and teachers are merely Its reflection. 

Indeed, children, even infants, are far wiser than one often gives them credit for. They see a parent in the love they get, whether from a parent or a teacher, and they see a teacher in the lessons they learn, whether from a parent or a teacher. And they hold both with the same love and respect. Yes, little children are truly wise! 

I love children. So easy to mould, so full of me—Life, always in the ‘now’. They don’t worry about what tomorrow brings. For them, there is no tomorrow, only ‘now’. So wise! They see me as I am. They don’t judge me. They know me. Their whole being is infused with life. They accept me as I am. No matter what shape or form I come in, I have never seen a child complain about me. Funny though, there was a time when they were one with me—they are my reflection, in the truest sense—yet over time as their bodies grow, their minds expand, their contact with me shrinks to such an extent that they lose touch of me. They forget their own true self! 

Yet as their bodies grow over time, do they ‘really grow’, I wonder sometimes? For most, only their bodies grow in age and height; their mind grows, but only in thoughts—often, senseless, uncreative, unproductive, negative, and self-destructive. 

Once, they were brimming with me, like a new bottle filled with cool, refreshing spring water. But over time, they spill me out everywhere, wasting what I offer, much like a child who, in absence of thirst, empties their water bottle. Then they have the audacity to complain, “What’s Life got in for me?” So why complain, I ask. Whether the vessel is half filled or empty, they should come to me to fill it up and learn to use it wisely instead of wasting me! But what fools! Like children who fill up their empty bottles with mud water, the fools seek me in all the wrong places: in material shallowness, in filled-up bars and alcohol bottles, which could not be more devoid of life, in meaningless relationships, and they call that Life. How utterly misguided! 

But even a child, on finding the pure source of water, will throw away the mud water, clean it, and fill it up again with clean water. This time, having learnt to value water by realising that only clean water can quench thirst, not mud. 

And the best part? That child wouldn’t complain. Nope! They might empty their water bottle, fill it up with mud, play with it for a while, have fun exploring it, even taste the mud (probably find it yucky!). And finally, having learnt the difference between muddy water and fresh clean water, they clean up the bottle and fill it up with clean water. Lesson learnt. They’ve had fun with the mud; they learn the uselessness and disgust of it after some time, and change their ways. Lesson learnt. They don’t cry or crib about the whole experience, let alone blame the bottle or the water for it. 

And the adults, they blame the water, me, Life! “Oh, my Life is so empty!” Well, Life isn’t empty—unlike those who keep complaining! Can you believe that! They waste me, spill everything! An empty vessel of water needs refilling. To fill it, they must walk to the source, and carry the vessel back home. That’s all! Have fun playing in the mud, or drinking it, but do not blame me or anyone else for it. I do not judge your choices; you certainly shouldn’t be blaming me! That’s it. 

So, the ones who approach life with a child’s spirit, brimming with life’s essence, are unburdened by the weight of unnecessary lessons. For them, life is an eternal playground, where they can run and play freely. These are the true geniuses of life, their spirit undimmed from kindergarten to university. Whatever little lessons there are for them, playing is learning and learning is fun for them—they are not only my best students, in fact, they make great teachers in the ‘school of life’. 

Death: I haven’t seen or met any of such ‘Life Geniuses’... 

Life: You can’t meet them, Death. They are free. To tell you the truth, even I can’t touch them. They are rarer than the rarest of diamonds, so to speak in human jargon. You see, such are the ones free from the cycle of Life and Death. They are the ‘Honorary Professors’. It is an honour for me to have them as part of my school. They come and go as they please. 

Whether they teach or not is entirely up to them; their mere presence is an inspiration and source of upliftment and empowerment for many. And if they do choose to teach, they would select students who are exceptionally rare, one in a million. They are ‘mini-prototypes’, and it is a delight to see them. I know them because they belong to my school. They come from diverse backgrounds, and their choice of specialization can be anything—politics, art, society, spirituality, or even no specialization at all; it’s their decision. 

However, they must major in Life, graduating with the highest honours, summa cum laude. They develop and shine like gold and diamonds in the heat and fire of life’s lessons and experiences. 

Death: You aren’t easy on them, Life! 

​Life: Oh, I am easy alright, but the experiences and lessons I give aren’t, especially the ones for those seeking to become rare diamonds. What good are lessons, after all, if they don’t teach and prepare them for higher Life? How else can they show they are ready unless they take the test of experience? 

––––––––
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DEATH: THEY BELIEVE you’re soft, and I’m seen as hard. But what do you call these ‘test experiences’ of yours? 

Life: I am neither soft nor hard, just like you, Death. It is their perception, their thinking of us, which makes us soft or hard, beautiful or ugly in their eyes. We are what we are meant to be. 

But my experiences and lessons are not the same for everyone. You can’t teach calculus to a kindergartener, nor should you try to. A young shoot needs much less water and sunlight than a big tree. A young soul is not ready to take lessons of life that are only meant for the souls which are mature and ready for them. 

Death: What if they are never ready, or even if they are, they step back and give up? 

Life: Ah, the lessons one must learn, in this lifetime or across many lifetimes, as the soul desires. There is no escape. As I have said, I have Time, but they don’t. Lessons they must learn. (She gazes far beyond in the empty space, a resolute glint and deep thoughtfulness shimmering in her eyes) 

And giving up? Well, they can turn back if they find the lessons too hard, like a student who decides to repeat a class. Nothing wrong with that, but giving up, nope, that is not an option in my book! I will keep throwing the balls of lessons at them until they learn to catch. I am here to teach them, aren’t I? 

What they do with the ball is entirely their choice. They can keep it, feel its texture, study its patterns and colours, simply enjoy playing with it, or throw it back at me. No matter their choice, I’ll be here, ready to catch it with open arms, like a parent playing catch with their child. Nothing would delight me more. My lessons are tailored to the minutest detail. I won’t ever give them anything they can’t handle. 

The ‘test of experiences’ is to learn from, evaluate, and help them rise to their full potential. They are not meant to be painful or to hurt them. By the way, pain is a perception, isn’t it? Completely subjective for anyone who experiences it. 

Despite the challenges, they’re also equipped with some of the finest tools for success: strength, support, wisdom, and a positive mindset—all essential tools for their journey. These are just a few from my vast arsenal, and students can choose to utilize any or all of them. While some tools, like a positive mindset, are freely available, others, like the amount and type of support, may be subject to the ‘Law of Entitlement’—a topic we’ll explore another time. 

The bottom line is, I provide my students with the necessary ‘stationery’, guidance, and resources to facilitate their learning. 

Death: Oh, it isn’t so easy to understand you and your philosophy, Life. You are so complex and complicated, and they don’t understand me! 

Life: I am not meant to be understood. I am to be lived, loved, experienced, and accepted as I am, just like they say in French, C’est la vie! No more, no less. So are you! What is there to understand anyway...? 

Death: Oh, accept? You’re definitely the favourite. They embrace you far more readily than me. So many great teachers have tried to teach them this simple fact of Life: I am to be accepted as part of Life. I am a mere gateway, a portal to ‘after-life’. It’s always you: ‘Life before Death,’ ‘Life after Death,’ ‘Life before Life.’ There are even books that go by these names. The least they can do is to accept me as a part of you... 

Life: It is because they ‘think’ they know me, they know Life, and it is their nature to be scared of the unknown. They don’t understand you because you aren’t known to them... 

Death: What is there to understand? They have received so many teachings, yet they refuse to acknowledge me. They know me, yet they are always in denial, hoping I would never appear at their parties, like a guest they are obligated to invite. Yet in their hearts, they are always secretly wishing that I never show up! (amusingly exchanging glances with Life) 

Life: They are so busy partying hard in life that they forget their true selves. Yes, yes, but you can’t blame them, can you? They haven’t yet grasped what lies beyond the revelry. As I said, they don’t know what will become of them when the party is over. Most of them are so wasted and lost that they don’t even know who they are anymore or where they belong. Some of them simply crash right after the party ends and need to be carried home. 

Death: Yes, and that’s what I do. I carry them home after the ‘party’ is over. And then the first thing they ask themselves is, “Where am I?”, “Who brought me here?”, “Where was I last night?”, “What happened?” 

Life: Many confront these questions as the grand ‘party’ of life reaches its twilight, akin to an alcoholic grappling with a blackout from the night before. The most troubling question of all is, “Who am I?” Too drunk from the nectar of life that they don’t remember who they are, and worst of all, the only answer they can come up with is their name, their NAME (Life sharing the astonishment with Death with wide open eyes). Their name, a label like a number tag that everyone gets upon entering the party. That’s all of what they remember—their party name tag.

They don’t even know who they truly are! 

And those who find themselves in the middle of nowhere or drive themselves into an accident because they are too drunk to drive, would not lose a moment to start complaining. Not about driving in the wrong lane or driving recklessly, no, no, they would complain about me. Can you believe it, about me, Life! Eight billion people on Earth... multiply that by a hundred—that’s the minimum number of times I’ve heard it. “Life sucks!” I suck??? 

I have never heard anyone say that about you, Death. Have you? No. Every time something happens, even if of their own negligence, it is their Life that sucks! Unbelievable! You should hear them complaining about me sometime. Really, you should. 

Death (Nods in agreement): You got me there! But hey, Life, chin up! (Trying to lighten the mood a bit) They say plenty of good things about you... you’re so colourful, so beautiful... (Death says, momentarily forgetting her own troubles) 

Life: Blah, blah, blah—I am neither this nor that. I am what they make of me. See those people at the beach playing in the sand—I am like that sand. Want to make sandcastles? Enjoy. Make as big, as beautiful, as many as you want, but don’t complain when water comes in. They know that they are building it too close to the water that could flow or ruin it any moment, or if they weren’t smart enough to build proper channels for water, so their castle remains untouched, and I haven’t even spoken of the wind yet. Sandcastles are too fragile anyway. I like those who simply enjoy making them, take a few pictures for memory, and enjoy while it lasts, while I last for them! 

Or consider those who dig sand pits and bury themselves up to the neck. But then, don’t complain of crabs coming to nip you in there, and if you do, you should ask yourself: who asked you to bury yourself so deep in the first place that it hurts and is difficult to come out? 

The best among them are those who simply relax on the sand, soaking in the sun, the sea, and the breeze. Yes, it might get hot sometimes, but shade is always an option, right? As they say in German, “Es gibt kein schlechtes Wetter, nur schlechte Kleidung” (there is no bad weather, just bad clothing). In the same spirit, I say, “There is no such thing as a bad Life, only a poor attitude.” 

I am meant to be savoured, to be experienced, but not to be held tight in the fist. The tighter your grip, the faster I slip away, like water in cupped hands. That’s my nature. Those who embrace me for what I am and simply say “That’s life”, allow themselves the fleeting pleasure of the moment, a playful tickle of time as they try to hold onto me, knowing that I, like grains of sand, will sift through their grasp. 

And just like you are no destination, I am no holiday where they spend all their time on the beach. I am the path they must pave; I am the road and the tool they pave their way with. 

Death: And I am that break from all their toils! 

Life: For some, the break comes at a good point, and they are ready to enjoy that break. While the break and holiday can be rejuvenating and relaxing for some, for others, life is a holiday gone bad! 

Death: Yes, and they complain about the ‘holiday gone bad’ when they were ill-prepared for it—too much baggage, I’d say! 

Life: One of the reasons: ‘Too much baggage.’ They complain the ‘caravan of life’ is slow and dreary, yet they bring most of it, knowing it won’t be used. Carrying it all themselves, they then grumble about shoulder and back pain from the heavy load! 

Who asked them to work day in and day out to tirelessly collect all that material burden? Who tasked them with carrying the emotional baggage of anger and grudges? It’s not as if I offered a chauffeur service or anything!

Death: Technically, I am their chauffeur/chauffeuse to their ultimate ‘holiday destination’, and I agree to carry them to their ‘holiday resort’—no conditions apply. I even free them of the load for a while, until they reach their point. 

It’s funny, isn’t it? They are like those passengers at the airport who ‘have’ to take the plane, are anxious about the plane ride and what awaits them once they land—all mixed emotions of anxiety, excitement, even fear, I’d say. But then, sooner or later, they settle in well for the ride (well, at least some of them, if not all). But as I said, I am just a chauffeur, a pilot to their destination. After that, they must carry that load themselves—emotions, attachments, resentments, desires, unfulfilled wishes, and what not...! 

And they complain: “The load hurts; it’s too heavy!” Well, who asked them to bring all this load with them anyway? It is their load of attachment that is heavy and painful, not I; and they think I am painful! 

––––––––
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LIFE: ONLY IF THEY learnt something, anything from SBB... 

Death: SBB? 

Life: Yes, Schweizerische Bundesbahnen—the Swiss railways. They collect the baggage and deliver door-to-door—i.e., from home to destination—you may travel load free, surcharges applied. No stress, no pain, easy, relaxed journey. 

Only if they understand that I, Life, am a journey, not a destination. Meet people, make friends, and enjoy the experience. But when they, as a tourist, don’t get too attached to people they meet, then why get attached to those they meet along life’s journey? Carry some beautiful souvenirs and cherish them.

A tourist doesn’t feel like leaving their holiday spot, even when they know that after a few days they would move on to another holiday paradise. But eventually, they do move on, just cherishing the good memories. Then why not make a similar effort to move on in life—so many resorts, so many new people to meet, so many beautiful memories to make! Only if they read  

the ‘brochure of life’, like they do with a holiday brochure, they will see I have so much more to offer.  

Death: And the pain of leaving the ‘fellow tourists’ behind...? 

Life: How long does one truly remember the friends made on holiday? Just as they move on to new places and experiences, memories of the past trip fade into a hazy, dreamlike distance. How long does one remember a dream after waking, or upon seeing the next? 

It’s the same in life and beyond. How long do we remember ‘holiday friends’? Most people forget them soon enough. But with me, it’s always “until next time.” It’s not uncommon to meet again, in another place, another time, on vacation, or even in a completely different life altogether. If you love spending holidays and life together, share your contacts! After all, connections forged through shared experiences, no matter how brief, hold a special place in our hearts. 

Death: And if you love spending lifetimes with each other? 

Life: Share your love and life with each other, and I make sure that you do stay in touch. (Life smiles reassuringly) 

And coming back to the question of ‘load and burden’, they are ‘travellers’ and should live like ‘travellers’. Why live like ‘nomads’—always carrying the bulk when I am an ‘oasis’? Wherever they go, I will always have something to offer; why bother with the load of ‘emotional junk’? Seriously, Death, you lament their disregard for you, yet you should see people who live like ‘nomads’, carrying their loads of desires, attachments, expectations, and disappointments. 

(Forget that I am in them and they in me—too big a concept for them to understand). I am all around them, with so much to offer; many just walk past blindly. They must think so little of me!

Death: Have you seen people who ‘travel light’? They pack only the essentials, carrying just the things they truly need and cherish. I absolutely love people who travel like this. 

Life: Yes, ‘Light packers’, I adore them! Bless them! Souls who are emotionally and spiritually very rich lead lives of contentment and optimism. They know if they need anything later, they would get it then, for I, Life, never desert anyone. I am the ‘oasis’. I will always cater to their needs. And best of all, they leave behind what they no longer need—no unnecessary clutter. Who carries empty chocolate wrappers or old, used toothbrushes anyway! 

Death: I come equally for everyone, just and fair, and yet people think I am unfair and unjust, for I take some too soon, while others who are suffering more wait longingly, yet my carriage is nowhere in sight. Some complain that I part them from their loved ones, while there are others who want me to take them when their time is nowhere near. They think I make them suffer. They think of me as unfair, unjust, and cruel! 

Life: As if they think of me as ‘Fair’. A zillion times I have heard them complain, “Oh, Life is so unjust”... “so unfair”... Blah, blah, blah! Someone gets hurt in an ‘adventure’, I am the one they blame. Whether it is a sport, from getting a fracture while paraglide landing to getting the body paralysed in another ‘risky sport’—the blame invariably lands on me. And it isn’t just in ‘sport adventure’, it is in any or all the areas they have messed up in life. 

‘Financial mess up’—blame Life, but who told them to invest blindly? They see someone get lucky and think, “Why not me? Why can’t I be as fortunate as the Joneses?” 

Well, here’s the thing: did they research like the Joneses? Or did they simply rely on someone else’s success? Did they even confirm the Joneses’ profits? Did they see bank statements, or are they just believing rumours? And what do they know about the Joneses other than their outward appearance anyway? The real issue? They’re never content. How can they be when they’re constantly chasing the ‘Joneses’ shadow’? 

And I ask: who walked them into this mess anyway? Was it the Joneses, who may never have ‘walked the talk’? Was it they themselves, who blindly followed the Joneses without considering the hidden costs? Or was it me, Life? Yes, I am the one they blame. “Oh, why can’t Life ever be fair?” they cry. “Why couldn’t it make me rich like the Joneses?” 

I never encouraged them to compare themselves to others and feel miserable. Nor did I want them to pursue questionable financial gain. It’s like wanting a delicious ‘trifle’ but using a savoury recipe and expecting it to taste good just by adding sugar. Wow, simply wow—what great expectations! And let’s not even get started on the importance of reading the ‘fine print’ before any agreement. That’s a whole other ‘can of worms’! 

Anyway, did I mention that most of those complaining may not even be entitled to the richness they’re dreaming of? They should ask themselves: have they ever been fair to me in this life or in previous lifetimes? 

Death: “How would I know?” they would surely ask. “I don’t remember my previous life,” they’d say. 

Life: That’s easy: if you want to know your past, look at your present, for it is the fruit one reaps from the seeds of action
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