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  PREFACE:THE JOURNEY OF THE SEEKER PART ONE.

  
  




I am 43 years old, and thus far, it is as if I have lived two opposite existences. The first was entirely devoted to materialism: I saw the accumulation of wealth as life’s only purpose, chasing a frenetic luxury that, over time, revealed itself to be empty and devoid of true meaning.

Everything changed at the age of 32. At that time, I frequented the gym with the sole objective of sculpting my body, yet I had suffered from back pain since childhood. I decided to try a yoga class held in the same facility. I still remember how clumsy I felt: with my 90 kg of muscle mass, I had lost all the flexibility I once had when practicing kickboxing. And yet, despite the rigidity, the benefits were immediate—not only physically, but above all, mentally.

In reality, the seed of seeking had been present in me since I was a child; I was always fascinated by history and the study of the pyramids, and even then, I asked myself existential questions about the meaning of our passage on this earth.

By beginning to practice yoga consistently, I felt the need to go beyond the purely gymnastic aspect. Today in the West, the focus is almost exclusively on the body—the most “gross” part and nourishment for the ego—but I wanted to go deeper. I began by studying Patanjali’s Yoga Sutras, reading various commentaries to try and decipher the esoteric codes hidden within those texts.

From that moment, interest in money and worldliness vanished like snow in the sun. I immersed myself in Pranayama and meditation, beginning to observe the events of my life with detachment. I noticed how certain situations or decisions tended to repeat cyclically, leading me to reflect seriously on free will: I began to suspect that our capacity to choose was very limited, if not almost non-existent.

This intuition found confirmation a few years later when I came across an interview with Ramesh Balsekar, a renowned master of Advaita Vedanta. His figure struck me: he had been the president of the Bank of India, yet he became a disciple of Nisargadatta Maharaj, a simple seller of hand-rolled cigarettes in Mumbai. For us Westerners, it would be like imagining Mario Draghi taking lessons from a local tobacconist; a contrast almost absurd, yet incredibly powerful.

In that interview, Ramesh exposed the illusoriness of free will in a disarming way. He explained how the human being is helpless in the face of genetics and environmental conditioning received at birth; even what we call “decisions” are often independent of our conscious will. This dialogue transfixed me, pushing me to deepen my study of Advaita Vedanta, which I felt was the perfect synthesis of years of introspection.

Finally, reading “A Search in Secret India” by Paul Brunton and the encounter (albeit literary) with Ramana Maharshi marked the final step. The transcriptions of his dialogues resonated so deeply within me that I made a decision: one day, I will visit his Ashram in Tiruvannamalai.
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  THE PYRAMIDS OF GIZA

  
  




India continued to call me. After a first trip to Rishikesh in 2017 and another between Goa and Varanasi in 2023, I understood that my future was in that land; thus, I began traveling there for longer periods, in search of spiritually significant encounters.




However, before embarking on the journey that would radically change my life, I felt the need to go to Egypt to finally visit the pyramids. I had already worked in Sharm el-Sheikh for about a year in 2007, but back then, destiny had not yet allowed me to admire those majestic constructions shrouded in mystery.




I arrived in Cairo on a Thursday evening. I was staying just five minutes from the Giza site and, from the window of my room, I could contemplate all the grandeur of structures that seemed to be anything but tombs. An ancient saying passed down from generation to generation came to mind: ‘Man fears time, but time fears the pyramids.’




On Friday, after lunch, I finally went to the Giza complex. It was immediately evident how much the Egyptian government hides from the uninitiated: more than half of the findings are barred and inaccessible. I saw tunnels that, from the Sphinx complex, seemed to point directly to the pyramid of Khafre, but everything was strictly closed off by iron bars.




When I finally prepared to enter the Great Pyramid of Khufu, I was overwhelmed by a strange sense of familiarity, as if I were returning home. Although the subterranean and middle chambers were not open to visitors, fortunately, the ‘King’s Chamber’ was open. I climbed the steep and majestic gallery and, after crossing the final passage, I entered the room.




The impact was bittersweet. Inside, there was an unbearable noise and heat; a security guard was taking photos of tourists in exchange for tips. It broke my heart to see such a magnetically powerful place reduced to a trivial tourist attraction, without the slightest respect. I stayed there for a long time, watching people enter frantically for a selfie and leave immediately after.




A staff member noticed my persistence and asked if I wanted to meditate behind the granite block. I explained that there was too much confusion and proposed, for a fee, that he let me stay there at noon, during the public closing hour. He replied that it was impossible due to security cameras, but he gave me a precious tip: ‘If you want to be alone, come at seven in the morning, as soon as the gates open. Until eight, you won’t find anyone, not even me.’

On Sunday, I woke up at 06:30. After getting my ticket, I ran toward the pyramid and at 07:10 I found myself in the King’s Chamber, in absolute silence. I sat down to meditate behind the sarcophagus and, in that emptiness, something incredible happened: I perceived with extreme clarity the chronic pain I had in my neck and shoulder literally evaporate upward, leaving my body.




After about forty minutes, hearing the first voices coming from the gallery, I stood up full of gratitude. In that moment, looking inside the granite block, I noticed an intact quartz crystal, left there as if it were a gift intended for me. I will never forget the emotion of that instant: I left the pyramid in the morning sun, with a light heart and that small treasure clutched in my fist.
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  THE SADHU OF RISHIKESH AND THE CALL OF THE FORTY-ONE YEARS

  
  




Upon returning from Egypt, I meditated for a long time on the experience lived within the Pyramid of Khufu. After a few weeks, I felt that the time was ripe for my journey to India.

I decided to stop in Rishikesh, with the idea of later renting a motorcycle to reach Gangotri, a Himalayan village at an altitude of 3,800 meters; a sacred place where one of the sources of the Ganges is located. During my stay in Rishikesh, I frequented the Parmarth Niketan ashram daily. One morning, while meditating in the inner gardens, I was enveloped by an extremely strong and vibrant light that gave me a sense of absolute peace. Initially, I thought it was the heat of the sun, but upon reopening my eyes, I noticed that the sky was completely covered with clouds.

One day, driven by a desire for solitude, I walked out of the city along a road lined with thick trees, with the Ganges flowing to my left. I noticed a small access point to the river where a tiny stone hut stood and, just below it, a rudimentary plastic structure that served as a shelter for a Sadhu.

I approached him to ask permission to practice Yoga at that spot. He agreed with a nod and, once the practice was finished, I saw another Sadhu emerge from the upper hut: he was a very tall and thin man, with extremely long hair and a gaze of disarming depth. He observed me intensely for a few moments, then went back inside in silence.

Intrigued, I spoke with the man living below, who invited me to go up and meet the master. He told me his story: he had left his family many years before to retreat there and had stopped eating, nourishing himself exclusively on milk and Chai. I discovered with surprise that the Sadhu living below was his son, who had followed him on that path of renunciation. His presence struck me deeply, so much so that the next day I returned to offer him a gift or some food, but he categorically refused every material offering.

A few days later, I rented a Royal Enfield and set off toward eleven in the morning for Gangotri. Eight hours of travel through the Himalayan passes awaited me. It was the most beautiful riding experience of my life: eight hours of curves amidst majestic peaks until reaching, toward evening, that village suspended in time.

I stayed in Gangotri for five days, immersed in a magnetic atmosphere among Sadhus living in caves and pilgrims intent on ritual baths in the Bhagirathi river (the name the Ganges takes before joining the other tributaries). I met several Hatha Yogis with whom I discussed free will and the spiritual path; interesting people, yet I felt that what they told me was already part of my inner baggage.

Before returning to Rishikesh, I collected the pure water of the Bhagirathi in a flask as a gift for the Sadhu I
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