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PREFACE

‘People feel offended when I say that the whole of humanity is insane, but what can I do? It is so.’

– Osho





Let us begin with the elephant in the room—the silent but fabulous J in my name.

For the first twenty-three years of my life, I was Natasha, a name that obeyed all the phonetic rules. One day, my mother woke up, stared at the ceiling, and decided that numerology was the answer to all of life’s problems. She insisted I add an extra A or S in the hope of a brighter future. This was hilarious, considering I already had more Aas and Asha than a Bollywood film. Both, by the way, mean ‘hope’ in Hindi.

Naturally, I protested. I was a staunch rationalist at the time, the type who rolled her eyes so hard they nearly dislocated. I hurt her feelings, and of course, felt guilty right after. So, I offered a compromise: I’d add a letter, provided I could choose another one to adopt.

Her eyes sparkled. ‘J’, she declared with divine conviction. Then she frowned, realising the J served absolutely no purpose. I didn’t care. I was in love with the delicious absurdity of it all. A silent J. Like jalapeño. Sexy, confusing, mysterious, and pointless—just like me. So, I became ‘Natashja’. It’s been over ten years now, and honestly, I can’t imagine my name without it.

As for the ‘brighter future’—well, that depends on your definition of ‘bright’. If you mean financial opulence, then no. I’m not there yet. I live in a rented apartment in a sleepy suburb of Coimbatore, because even the last crusty corner of Mumbai I once lived in is now a luxury item. I drive a gifted Suzuki Swift, work on a second-hand MacBook Pro, and earn just enough to avoid the tax department’s radar.

And yet, I feel rich. Filthy rich.

My bills get paid. Work shows up when it has something interesting to say. I’m perpetually globetrotting. I live in an apartment kissed by a panoramic view of the Velliangiri Mountains and bathed in sunset light. I eat avocado toast and sip ABC juice like it’s holy nectar. I even have a bunch of those ridiculously healing friends who always show up for me.

And when money runs low, the universe coughs up cash like a reliable sugar daddy.

I once bought an air conditioner for the guest room—Rs 45,000 I didn’t have. I put it on my credit card, trusted the universe, and prayed I wouldn’t have to sell my organs. The next day, a TDS refund of forty-six thousand landed in my account. Coincidence? Possibly. Divine comedy? Most definitely.

Another time, I spent a whole hundred thousand rupees flying to Prague for a wedding. Two days later—on Diwali night, no less—I received one and a half back from a five-year-old loan I’d emotionally buried and forgotten. At this point, I’ve stopped questioning it. The money comes. Always just enough to cover what I truly need for my well-being.

My current situation is such that I have no debt. I work from home with four cats, a collection of thriving houseplants, and no more romantic chaos. My mind is calm, my body strong, and my nervous system officially retired from drama. I’ve never had a cavity or sugar problem despite decades of shameless chocolate abuse. Other than the occasional vitamin deficiency, I’ve zero physical health issues—not even a pair of spectacles. I sleep well, have fun, and I’m, to put it simply, vibing.

But this doesn’t mean my life is perfect. Life is still chaotic—but I’m not. I still get the occasional low, a necessary funeral for some illusion I’ve been clutching too tightly. But they’re no longer collapse points.

It’s important to mention, though, that it wasn’t always like this.

I’ve been broke, heartbroken, injured, sick, and burnt out. I’ve seen the bottom. I’ve danced with depression, anxiety, and suicidal ideation. I’ve screamed into pillows and pleaded with the universe to make it stop. I’ve faced physical, emotional, psychological, and sexual violence. I’ve seen toxic relationships, health problems, workplace abuse, family chaos, betrayal, addiction, grief, and long stretches of ‘what the actual hell is going on’.

And after everything I’ve been through, you’d think I’d at least get a little mental health disorder on paper; a little PTSD, if nothing. Nope. Turns out I’m officially sane.

Before putting this book out, I went through an exhaustive psychological evaluation at one of India’s leading medical institutes. Apparently, my psychological profile is so flat it could double as a dosa. My reports literally read: ‘Flat and non-pathological.’

The irony? The book was originally titled Delulu Is the Solulu because, honestly, I was expecting at least a dash of ‘narcissistic artistic genius’ or ‘bipolar but lovable recluse’. After my diagnosis, I had to add the ‘not’. Because how could I call myself ‘delulu’ after science declared me ‘clinically boring’?

Perhaps that’s the point. This book isn’t born from an unending state of bliss or a complete mental breakdown. It’s born from the messy middle, where life can still sucker punch you, but you don’t lose yourself in the freefall. Where you’re calm in the storm—not because the storm stopped, but because you finally realised you’re not made of cardboard.

For most of my life, I thought spirituality was a scam. So, I set out to disprove it. Over the last fifteen years, the universe smirked and showed me the exact opposite. I’ve died a thousand small deaths, shed skins I didn’t know I had, and quietly, stubbornly, become more me. Eventually, I learnt that ‘bright’ is merely a perspective. And when your perspective shifts, destiny shifts with it.

This book is not a spiritual guide. It’s a hot mess of insights, cosmic truths, personal chaos, and laughter. Some of it may sound familiar. Some of it might make you throw the book across the room. But even if one sentence cracks open a space inside you, then I’ve done my job.

From one glorious, sacred delulu to another, I offer you this. May it remind you that your madness is not a malfunction. It’s a portal.

With love, light, and unapologetic weirdness, 
Natashja




Delulu 1 
DELULU IS THE SOLULU

‘If you are always trying to be normal, you will never know how amazing you can be.’

– Maya Angelou




STANDARD ISSUE

‘Normal’—that elusive term we toss around like confetti at a parade, yet struggle to define. But what, pray tell, constitutes a ‘normal’ life anyway? Is it a stable job, two children, and a simmering undercurrent of marital resentment? Or maybe it’s just being able to eat gluten without our digestive system filing a protest?

It seems most of us are flung into this world by parents eager to please their parents, extend the family tree, or dodge their own crushing loneliness. Some poor souls are even conceived as last-ditch attempts to slap a Band-Aid on a crumbling marriage.

Then comes school, where we spend years learning how to calculate the surface area of a cone but absolutely nothing about how to handle heartbreak, process shame, or stop spiralling at 2 a.m. because our crush left us on read. The education system really said: ‘Here’s algebra and the life cycle of a frog—good luck with taxes and existential dread!’

School doesn’t teach us how to be ourselves. It teaches us how to blend in. Be smart, but not too smart. Funny, but only in socially approved doses. Pretty, but never prettier than the popular girl. It’s a masterclass in becoming a bland biscuit of a human. Step one: Dilute yourself. Step two: Repeat until invisible.

If we stray too far from the norm, Congratulations! You’re now ‘the weird one’. Once that label sticks, it becomes our social identity, whether we like it or not.

Then we grow up and realise adult life is just school with bills and taxes. We chase jobs, promotions, pay cheques, and compliments like our souls depend on it. We scroll through other people’s curated highlight reels and compare them to our behind-the-scenes bloopers. And somehow, we always feel like we’re falling short.

And then there’s love—the holy grail of validation and the lifelong audition for the role of ‘Most Lovable Human’. We contort ourselves into emotional origami, hoping someone will pick us. We hand out parts of ourselves like free samples at a grocery store, praying someone takes the full-sized version home. Spoiler: They usually don’t.

We eventually end up broken-hearted and blame everything. The system, our childhood, the patriarchy, mercury retrograde, even that chain e-mail we ignored in 2006. Anything but the real culprit: Our delusion that we have to become lovable rather than just be authentic.

I’ve been there. I’ve done the normal thing. Got the sticker marked ‘weirdo’ slapped on my forehead anyway.

Growing up was a wild patchwork. Born in Singapore but never quite Singaporean enough. Shipped off to a small city in Gujarat called Navsari, where I was too foreign. Then dropped into an all-girls school in Mumbai, followed by a co-ed high school where my gender-fluid presence was basically the final boss level of social awkwardness. I was taller than most boys—and taller than all expectations.

Throughout my life, I watched my sister shine in every spotlight while I remained the invisible side character with zero plot development. I couldn’t speak up, not because I had nothing to say, but because I was terrified of being heard. My words always tripped over themselves, and public speaking felt like walking barefoot over a floor made of Lego.

And then one day, I just . . . stopped. No dramatic revelation. No spiritual retreat. I was simply tired of the performance. I was tired of shrinking myself just to be digestible.

People started calling me crazy. Friends judged. Colleagues gossiped. Lovers ghosted.

Apparently, I was ‘too much’. And they were right. I am too much truth, heart, and depth. I’m way too much of someone who’s not willing to pretend anymore.

But in that too-muchness, I found peace. Because being ‘normal’ is a performance I could no longer audition for. I didn’t come here to be liked—I came here to live. I came to break patterns, not repeat them.

So, no, I don’t want a normal life. I’ve tried it. It sucked. I’d rather be messy, real, and alive. And if that makes me delusional?

Then, baby, delulu is the solulu!

ASSEMBLY LINE REJECTS

I may be an outcast, but I’ve always felt a sense of belonging with the ones who shook the world sideways. Remember those renegades? The ones ridiculed, misunderstood, or politely shoved to the fringes of society while they quietly rewrote the rulebook?

Let’s start with sweet, rebellious Galileo. He peeked through a telescope and dared to say: ‘Hey guys, I don’t think we’re the centre of the universe.’ The Catholic Church promptly lost its collective halo. They wanted planets orbiting us like fangirls. Galileo was like: ‘Nah!’ Result? House arrest. Because obviously, the best way to handle groundbreaking science is to ground the scientist.

Then there was Alan Turing, who basically invented the concept of AI before your grandma had a landline. He cracked Nazi codes, birthed computer science, and still had time to be prosecuted for being gay.

And of course, Einstein—the wild-haired wonder who looked like your eccentric uncle with too many cats but casually redefined the entire fabric of space and time while playing the violin. He challenged Newton’s laws, slept through fame, and made relativity sound poetic. People thought he was nuts. Turns out, he just saw further.

But science doesn’t own the monopoly on misfits. The art world is its own circus of chaos and genius.

Salvador Dalí arrived with melting clocks, dreamscapes on steroids, and a moustache that could probably pick up divine frequencies. Picasso looked at a face and thought: What if we rearranged this like furniture after a messy break-up? People were confused, then captivated, then obsessed.

Vincent van Gogh? Poor man sold barely a painting in his lifetime but became a global icon after cutting off his ear. Today, one sunflower canvas from him could buy you a penthouse in Paris and a backup yacht. And Frida Kahlo? She turned her pain, her politics, and her glorious unibrow into art that still punches patriarchy in the face.

And let’s not forget the mystics. The divine lunatics. The holy weirdos.

St Francis of Assisi gave up his rich-boy life to chill with birds and hug people with leprosy. Hildegard of Bingen dropped medieval bangers while casually writing about herbs, healing, and heavenly visions. And Joan of Arc? A literal teenage girlboss who led an army because she heard voices from above. Burned at the stake at nineteen. Canonised later. Classic misfit timeline.

In India, we had Mirabai. A royal turned rebel turned wandering poet, who ditched the palace and sang love songs to Krishna instead. People called her crazy. She called it devotion. And Rumi? That soft-spoken firestorm of a poet who found his divine mirror in a man named Shams and wrote verses that still haunt lovers and seekers alike. Half the internet quotes him without realising he was basically describing ego death and spiritual ecstasy over tea.

And then there was Srinivasa Ramanujan—the Tamil Brahmin who seemed to download complex theorems straight from the Ether. With barely any formal training, he shook the entire Western mathematical community. Scientists are still trying to decode his notes, probably while crying softly into their calculators.

What all these misfits had in common wasn’t genius. It was refusal. Refusal to obey the script. They didn’t conform, shrink, wait for applause, or a LinkedIn endorsement. They followed the pulse of something deeper, even when the world told them to shut up, sit down, and stay small. They leaned in—louder, weirder, truer.

And yes, many of them were mocked, locked away, cast out, or canonised only once they were dead and no longer inconvenient. Because let’s face it: A world obsessed with control doesn’t like what it cannot contain. And misfits? They’re chaos with a compass.

They take pain and make poetry. They take rejection and reinvent. They don’t beg for seats at the table. They build a bonfire outside and make their own circle.

So, if you’ve ever felt like the black sheep, the odd one out, the one asking questions everyone else was too afraid to voice, take a breath. You’re not alone. You’re not wrong. You’re not broken. You’re just not here to repeat what’s been done before. You’re here to interrupt it.

Because being a misfit isn’t a flaw; it’s a divine assignment.

VIRAL DEFECT

Misfits in the normal world are common. But you’d think that in the rarefied realm of spiritual masters, there’d at least be unity. Agreement. A shared understanding of the whole point of existence. I mean, if there’s one club where everyone should be on the same page, it’s the club of the ‘Awakened Ones’, right?

Wrong.

Because just when you thought the spiritual path was a tidy highway of humility, discipline, and enlightenment, along came a Rolls-Royce-driving, truth-spewing wild card who threw glitter bombs and yelled: ‘Surprise, bitches!’

That wild card was Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh—later known simply as Osho. And he wasn’t here to play by anyone’s rules. Especially not the spiritual ones.

Depending on who you ask, Osho was either a spiritual genius or the devil incarnate. Love him or loathe him, the man moved something. He cracked open the sleepy-eyed spiritual scene of the ’70s and said: ‘Hey, let’s add some sex, a disco beat, and brutal honesty to the mix.’

He shook the spiritual world like a snow globe, blending Eastern wisdom with Western rebellion, ancient silence with modern sexuality, sacred stillness with smirking sass. He questioned the system, roasted it, rewrote it, and turned it into an improv monologue about human stupidity.

His real message? Wake the fuck up. Stop playing nice while seething inside. Stop acting like a spiritual robot and pretending you’ve transcended pain when you haven’t even looked your own trauma in the eye. Stop faking serenity just to be liked. Your soul didn’t come here to be well-behaved. It came to cause a scene.

But of course, truth-telling doesn’t win you brownie points with The System™. Governments, media, and moral police—all clutched their pearls. Cue FBI raids, public meltdowns, and exile drama. Osho went from spiritual celeb to international controversy in record time. And yet, through all the chaos, the heart of his message pulsed strong: Be real.

Osho’s madness wasn’t madness. It was clarity. He saw through the polished veneers and spiritual cosplay, the lie of conformity dressed up as virtue, the suffocating need to be good, nice, palatable, validated, and approved of. He didn’t want spiritual performance. He wanted realness. And realness, it turns out, is terrifying.

Osho didn’t care if you liked him. He was here to remind us that even in the spiritual world, the biggest truths sometimes come from the biggest troublemakers. His brand of wisdom didn’t come with solace. It came with discomfort, mirrors, and the kind of awkward self-recognition that makes you want to laugh and cry at the same time.

That was his gift. Not certainty, but confusion. Not answers, but a ruthless insistence that you stop lying to yourself.

THE ORIGINAL BLUEPRINT

The thing about misfits—especially the enlightened ones—is that they didn’t just challenge the mainstream narrative; they bulldozed it, brick by dogmatic brick.

Every single one of them, in their own way, reached the same conclusion: Our suffering doesn’t originate from what’s happening out there. It comes from our refusal to see things clearly in here. It’s not your boss or annoying in-laws or that flaky friend who only calls when ‘Mercury’s in Gatorade’. The problem isn’t what’s happening. It’s how we’re seeing it—or rather, how we’re not.

Reality isn’t reality. It’s the story we tell ourselves about reality. And those stories are filtered through a brain that’s basically running on ancient programming. Think of it like an Instagram filter, but instead of soft lighting, it throws on a fade of childhood trauma, ancestral baggage, fear of rejection, and a little leak of control issues. Suddenly, nothing looks like what it is. Everything’s a projection.

The ancient wisdom traditions weren’t trying to be deep or poetic when they said the world is an illusion. They were being practical. They saw how we take raw experience, funnel it through our mental noise, and end up living in a hallucination of our own making.

Hinduism called it Maya—the grand illusion. Buddhism called it Samsara. Christianity brought in the idea of Original Sin. Plato gave us the Cave. The Sufis spoke of veils separating us from Haqq. The Indigenous elders called it the Great Mystery.

Different cultures, same message: We’re seeing reality through a fogged-up lens.

Because the mind isn’t here to show you the truth. It’s here to keep you alive. It labels, judges, and memorises past pain and future danger. It’s a survival engine, not a clarity machine. So, what do we do? We mistake our thoughts for facts, confuse emotion with intuition, misconstrue the tricks of our ego for the voice of God, project our unresolved mess onto the world—and then get upset when it doesn’t behave the way we expected.

But here’s the truth: The universe doesn’t care about your expectations. It’s not trying to hurt you or impress you. It’s just doing its thing. It runs on law—cosmic, quiet, unshakeable law.

In India, they call it Sanatan Dharma.

Sanatan means ‘Eternal’ and Dharma means ‘Law’. This is neither a religion nor a philosophy. It’s the fundamental nature of life itself—or quite simply: The Law of Creation.

Sanatan Dharma is the mathematics and physics of the universe. It’s what keeps gravity honest, what holds the galaxies in a spin, and why rivers don’t forget where to flow. It’s not here to reward or punish. It’s simply here to realign you into remembrance.

The ancients didn’t need telescopes to see these patterns. They saw them in everything: The spiral of a shell, the rhythm of breath, and the way music vibrates the body into stillness. Because underneath the chaos, there’s a pattern so mind-boggling it makes machine learning look like finger painting.

But of course, we thought we could do better. We created laws, broke them, created more. We boxed up the divine, slapped rules on it, and told people how to behave. We tried to replace Dharma with dogma. And somewhere in all that striving, we lost the plot.

One of the most beautiful reminders of Sanatan Dharma lives in three words: Tat Tvam Asi (Thou art That). Not ‘you should be that’, not ‘if you meditate hard enough, maybe one day you’ll earn that’. Just, you already are. The divine isn’t out there, hiding behind a Himalayan mountaintop or a bestselling self-help book. It’s inside the mess and the mundane. It’s inside all of us.

The gods and goddesses with animal heads, extra arms and glowing haloes? They’re not fantasy characters. They’re metaphors and archetypes representing facets of us—our anger, our love, our stillness, our own chaos. The whole divine spectrum was essentially wrapped in symbolic storytelling.

And science, believe it or not, is finally starting to catch the scent. Quantum physics now tells us matter’s mostly empty. That everything’s connected. That observation changes what’s seen. Turns out, the mystics were never woo-woo; they were just early.

But here’s the part most people miss: Knowing isn’t enough.

You can study Sanatan Dharma, read the Vedas, memorise the Bhagavad Gita, the Bible, or the Quran. Collect quotes from Rumi and tattoo ‘as within so without’ on your forearm. But unless you realise it, it’s just noise.

Knowing is reading about the taste of mangoes. Realising is biting the mango and letting the juice flood your senses. The truth isn’t something you debate with the knowledge you’ve acquired. It’s something you taste.

MANUFACTURED REALITY

Stop for a moment and let this sink in: There are over 3,000 planetary systems and around 100-400 billion stars in the Milky Way. That’s just our little celestial cul-de-sac. Zoom out and you’re staring at two trillion galaxies scattered across space like divine dandruff. And yet here we are—tiny, confused blobs of stardust, doomscrolling and arguing over politics like it’s the axis of reality.

Despite Galileo’s best attempts to humble us with his discovery that we’re not the centre of the universe, we still operate like we’re the main characters in this galactic drama. Our thoughts? Crucial. Our likes? Sacred. Our barista getting our order wrong? An existential crisis. This species-wide narcissism might just be our biggest blind spot.

This isn’t just a ‘spiritual’ problem—it’s biological. Fun fact: Everything we see is actually upside-down before our brain flips it. So even reality comes with a built-in optical illusion. Your nervous system is less National Geographic documentary, more Snapchat filter. It’s not showing you the truth. It’s showing you the most palatable version you can survive without bursting into tears in the cereal aisle.

So, how do we know what’s real?

Let’s say you’re in a car winding through mountain roads. Your brain feels like it’s on a spin cycle. But if you sit cross-legged during that same ride, your body becomes an anchor. The road’s still bendy. But you? You’re steady. Welcome to the metaphor for life.

Now zoom in from the Milky Way. The Earth spins at about 1,000 miles an hour and orbits the Sun at 67,000 miles an hour. The whole solar system is cartwheeled through the galaxy at over 5,00,000 miles an hour. You’re already on a rollercoaster wilder than any amusement park can offer—yet you don’t feel it because your senses have adjusted to the motion.

When you sit still in meditation, you’re not escaping the ride. You’re syncing with it. You’re stepping out of the mental fog and remembering that stillness isn’t the opposite of movement. It’s your anchor in the madness, and that’s where the illusion starts to crack.

Maya isn’t just about the lack of clarity; it’s the normalisation of the spin and getting used to the fog. The confusion becomes familiar, and familiarity starts to feel like truth. Maya convinces us we’re separate, isolated planets orbiting our own worlds, spinning in little loops of suffering, believing no one really gets us.

But the truth is far more profound: We’re all the same consciousness playing as an avatar.

Meditation isn’t about becoming someone new. It’s about remembering who’s been in there the whole time. It’s like Windex for your third eye. The moment you stop fighting the rhythm and start tuning into it, you remember who you are. And this is where it gets delicious!

The third eye isn’t a glowing forehead jewel shooting psychic beams at your enemy. It’s clarity of perception. It’s the moment you stop participating in your life like a Netflix drama and realise you’ve been the director, producer, scriptwriter, actor, and the weepy fan watching reruns.

We’ve all been little cosmic Pinocchios, tangled in strings of expectation, desire, fear, validation—pretending to be real while slowly forgetting that we already are. We lie to ourselves to keep the plot going. We say we’re fine when we’re falling apart. We say it’s love when it’s emotional dependency in a trench coat. We say we’re in control when really, we’ve been hijacked by our own delusions.

But here’s the wild part: The puppet master isn’t some sinister force pulling your strings. It’s your own perception, conditioning, judgement, and biases.

And you can cut the strings.

The yogis knew this long before Western science started poking around with lab coats and EEG machines. Hidden deep in your brain is the pineal gland, aka the original cosmic Wi-Fi router. While modern science credits it with regulating sleep, yogis have always known it as the antenna to higher dimensions. And if it happens to sound suspiciously like Pinocchio—pineal mashed up with occhio (Italian for ‘eye’)—well, maybe Carlo Collodi was onto something.

Either way, you weren’t born to stay dizzy, play safe, collect gold stars, or fit neatly into society’s little checkbox bingo. You’re here to wake up, cut the crap, and remember you were never separate from Source.

PACKAGING

Much like Pinocchio had to stop lying to become a real boy, we, too, need to drop the lies we tell ourselves if we want to meet life as it truly is. Because let’s face it—if Newton could discover gravity from a rogue apple, imagine what we could unlock if we just sat under a tree long enough.

Enter: Yoga.

No, not goat yoga, hot yoga, beer yoga, or the kind that comes bundled with a juice cleanse and a sound bath. I’m talking about the original technology of self-realisation, which breaks your illusions, not your hamstrings.

Yoga literally means ‘union’. It’s a system designed to crack through illusion, align your body, mind, and energy, bringing you back into harmony with the source of creation. It doesn’t want you to escape the human experience. It wants you to experience it fully.

In yogic science, the human experience is said to unfold through Pancha Koshas, or the five sheaths or layers of consciousness that shape how we perceive reality. Each layer is a level of consciousness, a different way of experiencing reality. Think of them like layers of a cosmic cake—except instead of icing and sponge, you get perception and transcendence.

1D: Annamaya Kosha (The Food Body)

This is your physical body—the one that bloats after pizza and has opinions about mirror lighting. Made from food, sustained by food, and eventually composted back into food. This is the part of you that gets sunburnt, stubbed, judged, moisturised, and sometimes worshipped. But don’t get too attached, because it’s just the biodegradable packaging.

2D: Manomaya Kosha (The Mental Body)

Welcome to your internal group chat. This is where your thoughts, emotions, dreams, flashbacks, imaginary arguments, and that one awkward thing you said in 2012 all hang out. Most of us live here full-time, trapped in a loop of overthinking, comparing, catastrophising, and calling it productivity.

3D: Pranamaya Kosha (The Energy Body)

Now we’re talking electricity. This is the power grid of your system that animates everything. Every breath, blink, goosebump, orgasm, that’s Pranamaya in action. It flows through 72,000 Nadis (energy channels) and gathers at 112 Chakras (junction points). And just like the wind powers a wind turbine, our breath powers Prana (the life force). Pranayama, or the art of breathwork, is designed to tune the frequency of your life force. This is why a few simple breathing exercises can shift your vibe from ‘perpetually overwhelmed’ to ‘cool as a cucumber’.

4D: Vigyanamaya Kosha (The Knowledge Body)

This is the kosha that sees through the nonsense and intuitively senses things. In 4D, you start recognising patterns and realise that the toxic ex wasn’t a punishment but a plot device. That job loss wasn’t chaos but a course correction. You don’t just react, you witness. You stop buying into your identity like it’s a forever contract and begin seeing yourself as consciousness in costume.

5D: Anandamaya Kosha (The Bliss Body)

This is the final sheath that experiences itself as one with everything in the universe. It is the deep, silent joy that isn’t disturbed by anything external. It’s what remains when the dust settles, the roles drop, and you’re no longer trying to prove anything. This is what you experience when all the separateness dissolves into oneness.

These koshas aren’t steps on a spiritual staircase. They’re happening all at once, layered like browser tabs in your consciousness. You’re not here to ‘transcend’ them but rather become aware of them.

For this purpose, yoga is the user manual. It doesn’t promise instant bliss or a dramatic soul glow-up, but it does give you tools to live from alignment, instead of autopilot. It allows you to experience union not as a theory, but a living reality.

QUALITY CONTROL

People talk about protecting energy and balancing chakras as if it is a weekend project, but honestly, how can you balance something you don’t even feel?

You see, your body isn’t just biology; it’s a complex architecture of energy channels, circuits, junctions, and command centres. Practices like yoga, meditation, and pranayama align and sensitise you to these subtler dimensions of life.

According to yogic science, there are seven major chakras, each one tied to a layer of human experience. Just as a house has rooms that gather dust, so, too, do these centres carry your unresolved grief, guilt, desires, and delusions. Each of these chakras has both light and shadow.

Interestingly, the shadows of these chakras align with the ‘Seven Deadly Sins’ in Christianity. Not in a religious, guilt-trip kind of way, but as poetic clues. Each ‘sin’ isn’t a moral failure but rather a feedback loop saying, ‘Hey, something’s off. Come back.’

Let’s walk through the house.

1. The Basement: Root Chakra (Muladhara)

Function: Foundation, safety, survival

Deadly Sin: Gluttony

This is the floor you walk on. Muladhara is the part of you that wants to feel safe, fed, and not constantly in fight-or-flight. When this room is sturdy, you move through life with grounded ease, trusting that you’re safe and secure. But when fear cracks the foundation, Gluttony seeps in. The hunger and compulsive grab for anything that looks like security: Attention, validation, people who feel like home but burn like hell. You start collecting anchors instead of building roots, and the house shakes.

2. The Bathroom: Sacral Chakra (Svadhisthana)

Function: Emotion, pleasure, intimacy

Deadly Sin: Lust

This is where things flow—be it water or emotions. This is the part of the house where you release, cleanse, and occasionally sob in the shower for reasons unknown. When Svadhisthana is in balance, you honour your emotions, enjoy your body, and don’t treat pleasure like a crime. But when this room gets flooded or locked up, lust leaks in. You chase sensation without satisfaction—constantly trying to feel something but avoiding real depth.

3. The Kitchen: Solar Plexus (Manipura)

Function: Power, identity, will

Deadly Sin: Greed

This is the heart of the house. The fire. The ‘I do’ and ‘I am’. This is where your confidence cooks and where your boundaries get baked. When Manipura is
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SOLULU 1 

Face Your Triggers
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