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Who Is God?
From Form to Formless

By Aadisatv

English Transcreation

A contemplative Advaita journey from form to formlessness, from the seeker's question to the recognition that

the asker is the answer.
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Chapter 1 - The Birth of the Question

The first temple inside a human being is not made of stone. It is made of a question. The outer temples come

later. The bells, the lamps, the scriptures, the images, the rituals, the teachers, the philosophies - all of these

come later. First, something trembles in the hidden chamber of the heart. Life may be moving in its ordinary

rhythm. The body may be growing, desires may be rising and falling, relationships may be coming and going,

and the world may keep offering its endless games of gain and loss. Yet in the middle of all this movement, a

moment arrives when a human being suddenly becomes still and asks, "What is all this?"

That moment is sacred.

It is the birth of the question.

This question does not always appear in words. Sometimes it appears as a quiet sadness after a great success.

Sometimes it comes when someone you love leaves the body. Sometimes it comes in the silence after a

relationship breaks. Sometimes it comes while looking at the night sky, while hearing a temple bell, while

watching a child laugh, or while seeing your own mind become tired of its own running. From the outside, the

question looks small. Inside, it is a door into the infinite.

The seeker asks, "Who is God?" But if you listen deeply, another question is hidden inside it: "Who am I?" The

one who truly wants to know God has already become dissatisfied with second-hand living. He may not yet

know what he is searching for, but he knows that food, pleasure, money, praise, and even belief are not enough.

Something in him wants directness. Something in him is no longer willing to live only with borrowed answers.

A stone does not search for God. A tree lives in God in its own silent way, but it does not ask, "Who am I?" The

human being asks, and this is both his blessing and his suffering. The question makes him restless, and the

same question brings him home. The question pushes him out of unconsciousness. It disturbs the sleep of habit.

It refuses to let the surface be enough.

When a child is born, he is not far from truth. He does not know the names of God. He does not know doctrine,

tradition, scripture, worship, sin, merit, heaven, or liberation. Yet there is a natural openness in him. He sees,

cries, laughs, sleeps, wakes. Between him and life there is not yet the thick wall of thought. Slowly, names are

placed upon him. This is your body. This is your name. This is your family. This is your religion. This is your

society. This is your ambition. This is your God. He learns, accepts, fears, desires, and imitates. One day he

becomes so full of identities that he forgets the original silence.

Forgetting is the world.

What was once natural begins to appear lost. What was once effortless becomes a discipline. What you have

always been becomes something to be found. This is the strange play of human life. One leaves the house of

one's own being and begins a pilgrimage to return to it. One asks directions, collects maps, visits teachers,

repeats mantras, practices meditation, weeps, worships, hopes, and struggles. Then, at the end, one discovers

that the place to be reached was never away from the one who was traveling.

But in the beginning this cannot be understood. In the beginning the question is real, the hunger is real, the

distance feels real. God appears to be elsewhere - above, beyond, hidden, watching, protecting, judging, giving.

The seeker feels small and incomplete, while God appears complete and powerful. God is the father, mother,

ruler, friend, savior, and giver. The seeker prays, "You are great, I am small. You know, I do not know. You

give, I ask."
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This is the first worship of duality.

And even this is holy. It may not be the final truth, but it contains remembrance. A person completely asleep in

the marketplace does not even turn toward the unknown. The one who calls God from outside has at least

admitted that the visible world is not sufficient. He has accepted that there is mystery, depth, intelligence,

grace. This acceptance itself is the seed of sadhana.

Still, non-duality asks: before you ask who God is, have you looked at the one who is asking? Is the asker

merely the body? The body has changed from infancy to childhood, from childhood to youth, and will continue

to change until it returns to earth. Yet there is a felt continuity that says, "I was a child." Is the asker the mind?

The mind changes even faster than the body. In the morning it is one way, in the evening another. Sometimes

devotional, sometimes doubtful. Sometimes peaceful, sometimes burning. Thoughts come and go. Feelings rise

and fall. But something knows all this.

That knowing is the first sign.

You say, "my body." Then you cannot be merely the body, because what is "mine" is known by me. You say,

"my mind is restless." Then you cannot be merely the mind, because restlessness is being known. You say, "a

question has arisen in me." Then even the question is not the final you. The question is appearing, and you are

aware of it. Who is this awareness?

Here the search for God becomes the search for the Self. When the question stays outside, it becomes religion.

When the question turns inward, it becomes spirituality. When the questioner dissolves in the source of

questioning, non-duality shines.

God is not an object that the mind can hold. Yet the journey of the mind should not be rejected too early. The

mind is like a child. It needs a name, a form, a direction, a gesture. It asks, "What does God look like? Where

does God live? Does God hear my prayer?" These are not foolish questions. They are the language of an early

heart. A child knows the mother's love through her face and embrace. In the same way, the seeker begins with

form. This form slowly melts into love, love melts into silence, and silence reveals truth.

Truth often begins its work through honest incompleteness. To think of God as outside is not the final truth, but

it is better than forgetting the sacred completely. To worship an image as God is not the end, but to see only

stone and keep the heart dry is a deeper poverty. The image is not the whole of God, and yet through the image

the heart may open to God. The complete truth is that the consciousness by which the image is seen is itself the

light that gives meaning to image, temple, worship, and question.

The seeker thinks he is far from God. But distance exists only between two things. If God is the ground of

being, if God is the very consciousness by which you say "I am," how can there be distance? Can the eye be far

from seeing? Can a wave be outside the ocean? Can light leave the sun and then search for its source?

Your own being is the first glimpse of God.

This sentence is not meant to be merely understood. It is meant to be entered. When you rest in the simple

sense "I am," without adding name, role, history, or future, you begin to feel that existence is not a personal

achievement. You did not create your own heartbeat. You do not breathe by your personal command while

asleep. Life is happening. Being is shining. The claim "I am doing" comes later. First there is being.

The same existence in which the sun rises is the existence in which your breath moves. The same mystery by

which a seed becomes a tree is the mystery by which a thought appears in the mind. The same silence in which

the sky rests is the silence in which your sense of "I" appears. This is the seed of Advaita.



6

Do not suppress the question. Do not call doubt a sin. A living doubt can purify blind belief. If you truly want

to know who God is, borrowed answers will not satisfy you. One person may say God has form. Another may

say God is formless. One says God is in the temple, another says in the heart, another says in emptiness,

another says in love. Until direct seeing dawns in you, all of these remain words. Sacred words, perhaps.

Beautiful words, perhaps. But still words.

Words can point to the door. They cannot walk through it for you.

The teacher can indicate. The scripture can guide. The ritual can soften the heart. But awakening must happen

in the immediacy of your own being. The question becomes complete when it is no longer a curiosity but a fire.

When a person says, "I cannot live by belief alone. I must know, even if my illusions break," the path has truly

begun.

Most people want religion as protection, not truth. They want God, but only if their ego remains safe. They

pray, but do not want to change. They speak of freedom, but love their chains. A real question does not allow

this. It shakes the prison.

When you sincerely ask, "Who is God?" the question will not leave you. It will take you to the temple and then

from the temple into the heart. It will bow you before an image and then ask who is bowing. It will give

devotion and then burn the devotee. It will give meditation and then dissolve the meditator. In the end, the

question consumes the questioner, like a lamp that burns darkness and then becomes quiet in the dawn.

The question of God does not end in an answer. It dissolves into recognition. Right now, the one reading these

words, the one agreeing or resisting, the one feeling a subtle pull - who is that? To turn toward that is the

beginning. To rest in that is practice. To dissolve into that is liberation.

Practice

Sit quietly today and ask: Why am I seeking God?

Do not answer quickly.

Let the question sink below thought.

Watch every feeling that rises.

The seeing of the one who seeks is the first step home.
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Chapter 2 - Form: When God Was Given a Shape

When the human being first looked at the sky, he must have been astonished. Lightning flashed, rain fell, the

sun rose, the moon cooled the night, and the stars opened like countless eyes. Birth was a mystery. Death was a

mystery. Love was a mystery. Fear was a mystery. The human being felt small, exposed, and yet inwardly

certain that this vastness was not empty of meaning. Somewhere behind the movement of nature there seemed

to be intelligence, power, mercy, order, and presence. So the invisible was given a visible form.

To give form is the language of the mind and the heart. The mind cannot easily love a blank infinity. It needs a

face, a voice, a name, a story, a gesture. This is why God was called mother, father, friend, master, child,

beloved. Divinity was seen in trees, rivers, mountains, fire, the sun, the moon, saints, and sacred places. Images

were made, mantras were born, lamps were lit, hymns were sung. Stone was awakened by faith, because the

heart that truly bows can make even stone transparent.

Form is not false. It is not final.

This distinction is essential. Non-duality does not insult form. It only reveals its limit. If you say only the

formless is true and all form is meaningless, you cut away half of the divine play. The flower has form. Is it

outside truth? Your body has form. Is it outside Brahman? A river moves, a face smiles, a child cries, a flame

dances. Shall we throw all this away by saying "maya"? No. Maya does not mean that the world has no

appearance or no value. It means that what appears is not ultimately what the mind thinks it is. Form appears,

stays for a while, and dissolves. That in which form appears does not come and go.

Form is the wave. The formless is the ocean.

When human beings gave form to God, they placed their own deepest possibilities before themselves. In Rama

they saw nobility and order. In Krishna, play and love. In Shiva, silence, stillness, and dissolution. In the Divine

Mother, power and compassion. In Buddha, awakening. In Jesus, forgiveness and surrender. These forms were

not only historical or mythic figures. They were mirrors of human consciousness. Through them the seeker

could say, "I am limited now, but fullness is possible."

A deity, rightly understood, is not meant to keep you small. It calls forth the hidden vastness within you. When

you stand before Shiva, it is your own inner silence that is being invoked. When you stand before Krishna, your

own sweetness and freedom are being called. When you stand before the Mother, your own tenderness and

strength are being awakened. The divine form is a mirror, and the mirror says: remember.

But the mind often turns the bridge into a wall. The image, which was meant to awaken love, becomes an

object of fear. The name, which was meant to point beyond name, becomes a boundary. The temple, which was

meant to purify the heart, becomes an institution of pride. Where there should have been love, fear enters.

Where there should have been surrender, bargaining enters. The mind makes God in its own image - someone

to be pleased, bribed, feared, or used.

Whatever the mind touches unconsciously, it makes small.

So the question is not whether you worship form or formlessness. The question is: does your worship open

you? If your God makes you more afraid, narrow, proud, or violent toward others, you are not worshipping

truth. You are worshipping your own mental shadow. If your worship makes you softer, more truthful, more

compassionate, more awake, then the form is doing its work.
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Look at a sacred image with attention. It is still. In front of it, the mind may slowly become still. A lamp burns,

reminding you of inner light. A bell rings, breaking the continuity of thought. Incense rises, making the

atmosphere subtle. Your head bows, and for a moment the ego is lower than the heart. If this is done

consciously, worship becomes meditation. If it is done mechanically, worship becomes habit.

The purpose of form is not to trap you in form, but to carry you beyond it.

God's form changes according to the stage of the seeker. To the child-heart, God is parent. To the wounded

heart, God is healer. To the fearful heart, God is protector. To the lover, God is beloved. To the contemplative,

God is truth. To the awakened one, God and Self are not two. Therefore, do not be in a hurry to break another

person's worship. Every heart stands on its own step. Some begin with temple, some with mantra, some with

meditation, some with service, some with inquiry. If sincerity is present, any door can open inward.

Form is a boat. To carry the boat on your head after crossing is foolish. To reject the boat before crossing is

also foolish.

Many hear of the formless and begin to mock images, rituals, and devotion. They say, "God has no form," and

feel superior. But has the heart become silent? Has pride dissolved? Has compassion deepened? If not, then

formlessness has only become a new form - the form of intellectual arrogance. The ego can decorate itself with

philosophy as easily as it decorates itself with religion.

True Advaita excludes nothing. It sees the same reality in form and in formlessness, in temple and in

marketplace, in image and in the one who sees the image, in worship and in the silence after worship. It does

not cling to form, and it does not hate form. It lets form become transparent.

Think of a window. Through the window, you see the sky. The sky is not inside the window, but the window

can reveal the sky. If you worship the window as the whole sky, you become narrow. If you break the window

out of arrogance, you may lose a beautiful opening. Use the window and look through it.

The greatest gift of form is that it allows love. The heart needs a center in order to melt. The formless may be

philosophically subtle, but the heart often needs the flute of Krishna, the feet of Rama, the stillness of Shiva,

the lap of the Mother, the presence of a living master. This is not against non-duality. Devotion is not the

enemy of Advaita. It is one of its sweetest doors.

At first the devotee says, "Lord, I am yours." Then, "You are mine." Then even these sentences fall, and only

love remains. When love becomes complete, where is the devotee and where is God? Only love is left. And

complete love is another name for non-duality.

The form that melts in love becomes the door to the formless.

The form that freezes in fear becomes bondage.

Therefore, be alert. Does your worship free you or bind you? Does it make you more alive, more humble, more

inclusive? Or does it make you anxious, rigid, and divided? Truth has no rival. Light does not fight darkness. It

simply shines. The God who truly awakens in your heart will teach you to love one form deeply and see all

forms as sacred.

Use the name, but listen beyond the name. Bow to the image, but also see the one who bows. Go to the temple,

but return and make every moment a temple. Offer flowers, but also offer the thorn of ego. Chant the mantra,

but know the silence from which the mantra rises.
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One day, standing before a sacred form, you may suddenly see: the one in front is not separate, the one bowing

is not separate, the seeing itself is not separate. There is only one presence appearing as worshipper, worship,

and the worshipped. Then form does not disappear. It becomes transparent. Through it, the formless shines.

Practice

Sit before a sacred form, image, name, or symbol that opens your heart.

Ask for nothing.

Notice what feeling arises within you.

Then close your eyes and feel that same presence in the heart.

Let the outer form become an inner doorway.
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Chapter 3 - The Fire of Devotion

Knowledge clarifies the mind, but devotion melts the heart. Until the heart melts, truth remains mostly an idea.

Many people speak about Advaita, awareness, Brahman, emptiness, and the Self. Their words may be accurate,

but their presence may remain dry. The tongue speaks of oneness while the heart is still hard. Such knowledge

is still a game of the intellect. Devotion sets fire to this game.

Devotion asks: the truth you speak of, have you stood naked before it? Has your ego wept? Has your pride

softened? Have your eyes released that water which washes the inner walls? Without this melting, non-duality

becomes a concept that the ego wears like an ornament.

In the fire of devotion, it is not God who burns. It is the devotee.

When the seeker gives form to God, love begins. He calls a name, remembers a face, sings a song, bows before

a presence. He feels, "He is, and I am. I am small, He is vast. I am broken, He is whole. I am lost, He is my

refuge." This is duality, but it is sacred duality. In worldly life the ego wants to be large. In devotion it learns

the sweetness of becoming small. In worldly life the ego wants control. In devotion it learns surrender. In

worldly life the ego says, "I am doing." In devotion it says, "You are moving all this."

That "You" slowly eats the "I."

Devotion may begin with asking. Someone is in pain and prays for relief. Someone is afraid and asks for

protection. Someone is full of desire and asks for success. This is natural. The human heart begins where it

stands. But if devotion remains alive, it grows beyond bargaining. At first the devotee says, "Give me this."

Then he says, "Stay with me." Then, "Give me Your love." Then, "I want only You." Finally, even that

becomes too much, and the prayer becomes, "Do not even leave me as a separate one."

This is the ripening of devotion. As long as there is demand, the devotee remains at the center. When there is

surrender, the devotee begins to dissolve.

You have seen how worldly love changes a person. One who loves listens, waits, remembers, hopes, weeps,

and becomes tender before the beloved. Love takes a person out of the narrow circle of self-importance. But

worldly love usually carries attachment, expectation, fear, and ownership. Divine love may also begin with

these, but if it deepens, they are gradually burned. The devotee first wants to hold God. Then he discovers that

love is not holding, but opening.

If I want God to fulfill my desires, I am not yet loving God. I am loving my fear through the name of God.

The great turning in devotion comes when complaint begins to become gratitude. At first the devotee says,

"Why did this happen to me?" Later he begins to see that life is not only breaking him, it is opening him. Pain

may be striking the walls of ego. Loss may be loosening the fist. Loneliness may be calling him inward. Failure

may be purifying ambition. This does not mean pain is denied. Devotion does not make a human being

inhuman. It allows tears, but it makes tears sacred.

The devotee cries and says, "I do not know. You know." This is not the defeat of intelligence. It is the softening

of arrogance. The mind wants control, explanation, result, and security. Devotion bows before a vastness that

the mind cannot arrange. It says, "My sight is small. What I call loss may be a secret doorway. What I call

delay may be preparation. What I call darkness may be an unseen compassion."
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Devotion and Advaita are not enemies. Advaita says, "You and God are not two." Devotion says, "As long as I

experience two, let me love, call, bow, and surrender." Advaita is the summit. Devotion is the warmth of the

climb. Without devotion, Advaita can become cold and proud. Without Advaita, devotion can become blind

attachment. When both meet, love becomes wisdom and wisdom becomes love.

The final fulfillment of love is non-duality.

When Mira says that Krishna is everything, it is not only poetry. It is an existential direction. When Kabir says

that the drop merges in the ocean, it is knowledge filled with devotion's fire. When the lover of God calls and

calls until the caller disappears, form and formlessness meet. The heart that melts completely cannot preserve

the boundary between lover and Beloved.

But be careful. Devotion is easily confused with emotion. Tears can be beautiful, but tears alone are not

realization. Singing can open the heart, but singing alone is not surrender. A person may weep in prayer and

still remain harsh with people. A person may chant God's name and still wound others with his words. The test

of devotion is transformation. Is your heart becoming truthful? Is your ego becoming softer? Is your life

becoming more transparent?

True devotion makes life itself into worship.

If you bow before an image but insult a human being, devotion is incomplete. If you repeat a mantra but feed

anger, the mantra has not entered the heart. If you offer flowers to God but keep the thorns of greed and pride

hidden inside, the offering is still outside. Mature devotion sees holiness in eating, walking, listening, serving,

speaking truth, and sitting silently. It does not confine God to a corner of the day.

Another sacred phase comes when sweetness disappears. In the beginning, prayer may bring joy, chanting may

bring tears, meditation may bring peace. Then suddenly there is dryness. The name feels empty. The temple

feels silent. The heart feels abandoned. The devotee thinks, "God has left me." But often this is not

abandonment. It is purification. At first sweetness attracts the heart. Later sweetness may be withdrawn so that

the seeker loves truth, not merely pleasant spiritual feeling.

If you love only the taste of devotion, you will leave when the taste changes. If you love truth, you will remain

even in dryness.

Devotion's deepest form is the surrender of ego. This surrender is not slavery to an outside power. It is the

release of the false "I" that claims ownership over life. You say, "my will," and devotion asks, "Who is this

my?" You say, "my life," and devotion asks, "Did you create life?" You say, "my success, my insult, my path,

my practice," and devotion smiles, placing each "my" into the fire. The burning hurts because ego burns. But

from that burning, fragrance rises.

What you call loss, devotion may call purification.

When the devotee finally offers himself, he sees that he has nothing separate to offer. Body, breath, mind, love,

question, path - all already belong to the whole. He says, "I am Yours," and when that becomes complete, even

"I am Yours" dissolves. Only being remains. That is Advaita. Devotion has not ended; it has become formless.

No one is calling, yet every breath is prayer. No one is bowing, yet existence itself is prostration. No one says

"God," yet everything is God's song.

Practice
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Repeat the divine name or mantra you love, very slowly.

With each repetition, feel the ego becoming softer.

Ask for nothing.

Offer only this: Let truth be revealed.

Then sit silently and let devotion become presence.
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Chapter 4 - Mind and Maya

In the search for God, the greatest jungle is not outside. It is inside. Its name is mind. Mind asks the question,

creates answers, forms doubts, builds images, remembers injuries, imagines futures, compares, desires, fears,

and then calls its own movement reality. Without mind, the world as you know it would not appear. But

because of mind, the world is rarely seen as it is. It is seen through the smoke of memory, expectation, fear, and

desire.

This is the beginning of maya.

Maya does not simply mean that the world is false in a crude way. If the world were absolutely nonexistent,

how would experience occur? Pain is felt. Love is felt. Hunger is known. Fire burns. A flower is beautiful. The

world appears and functions. Maya means something subtler: the mind mistakes the temporary for the

permanent, name and form for ultimate truth, and the changing for "I" and "mine." Maya is the power by which

the one reality appears as many forms, and then the mind becomes lost in those forms.

In dim light, a rope is mistaken for a snake. The rope exists; the snake is projected. The fear is real as an

experience, but it is based on a false interpretation. The world is like the rope. Your concepts are often the

snake.

The first illusion of mind is identity. A body is given. A name is given. Family, society, memory, and role are

added. The mind says, "This is me." This statement becomes so deep that it is rarely examined. But the name

was given after birth. The body changes every moment. Thoughts are not stable. Emotions pass. Memories are

selective. Opinions shift. If all these change, what exactly is the "I" being defended?

Mind needs stability, so it tries to find stability in unstable things. It wants relationships never to change, youth

never to fade, praise never to stop, money never to disappear, pleasure never to end. But the law of life is

change. Whatever has come will go. Whatever is formed will dissolve. Whatever is possessed can be lost.

Suffering is not only because things change. Much suffering comes because the mind demands that the

changing not change.

The mind's second trap is the promise of future completion. It says, "When this happens, I will be fulfilled." In

childhood, the object may be a toy. Later it may be love, money, power, recognition, spiritual experience, or

enlightenment. The object changes; the structure remains. "Just this one thing, and I will be complete." But

each arrival gives only temporary satisfaction. Then the same emptiness returns, and the mind places the

promise somewhere else.

Even spirituality can become a marketplace for this old hunger. The seeker may no longer run after money or

status, but now he runs after visions, bliss, kundalini, special states, recognition as awakened, or the identity of

a master. The shop has changed, but the buyer is the same.

Maya can hide in spiritual ambition as easily as in worldly desire.

To awaken, the mind must first be seen. Do not begin by fighting it. Fighting the mind often strengthens the

fighter, which is another form of mind. Suppression says, "This thought should not be here." Awareness says,

"This thought is here, and it is being known." Suppression creates conflict. Seeing creates space.

When anger arises, ordinarily you become anger. You speak from it, justify it, and build a story around it. But

if awareness is present, you can feel heat in the body, contraction in the chest, words forming in the mind, the

sense of being hurt, the urge to react. The anger is still there, but you are not completely swallowed by it. A gap
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has opened. In that gap, freedom begins.

What is clearly seen begins to lose its unconscious power.

Another subtle form of maya is comparison. The mind compares everything. Am I ahead or behind? More

spiritual or less spiritual? More pure or less pure? Closer to God or farther away? Comparison feeds the ego

through both superiority and inferiority. If you feel superior, ego expands. If you feel inferior, ego contracts. In

both cases, ego remains the center. Truth is not a competition. The sky does not compare itself with another

sky. A river does not ask whether it is more holy than another river.

The mind also lives in past and future. It revisits what is gone and imagines what has not yet arrived. It rarely

rests in the naked simplicity of now. Why? Because in the present moment, the story weakens. Without past

and future, the ego has less ground. Here, there is breathing, hearing, sensing, being. The mind cannot dominate

pure presence for long, so it escapes into memory or anticipation.

It even turns liberation into a future event. "One day I will awaken. One day I will find God." But that which is

true cannot be only in the future. Anything that comes in time will also go in time. Truth must be present now,

even if unrecognized.

Mind seeks freedom in tomorrow. Truth waits in the immediacy of being.

One of the deepest illusions is doership. Action happens and the mind says, "I did." Success comes: "I

achieved." Failure comes: "I am ruined." But look carefully. How many forces shape a single action? Body,

genes, upbringing, language, culture, circumstance, timing, mood, memory, desire, fear, grace, and countless

conditions. Yet the mind stands in the center and claims authorship.

This does not mean becoming passive. Life continues to act. Decisions arise. Effort happens. Responsibility

remains. But when the burden of doership softens, action becomes cleaner. There is less vanity in success and

less self-hatred in failure. Karma flows, but the false owner loosens.

The mind should not be hated. It is also part of the divine play. It allows language, relationship, art, memory,

and practical living. The issue is not mind itself, but identification with mind. A tool becomes a tyrant when it

is mistaken for the master.

As thoughts, emotions, and identities are seen, something begins to separate itself from the mental stream. You

begin to know, "I am aware of thought. I am aware of fear. I am aware of the story called me." This is not the

end, but it is a great opening. The seeing of mind prepares the way for the witness.

Maya is powerful while unnoticed. Like the snake projected on the rope, it does not need to be killed. It needs

to be seen. Once seen clearly, the fear changes by itself. The world may continue exactly as before: family,

work, duties, loss, joy, noise, silence. But the grip becomes softer. Life is no longer only a prison of

interpretation. It becomes a field in which truth can reveal itself.

Liberation does not require running away from the world. If you go to a forest with the same mind, the whole

world follows you. If you live in the middle of family and work with awakened seeing, freedom can flower

there. The decisive factor is not location. It is identity. Are you the story in the mind, or the awareness in which

the story appears?

Practice
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Pause several times today and ask: What is the mind doing now?

Do not change the thought.

Simply know it as thought.

Take one conscious breath.

Let seeing be more important than reacting.
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Chapter 5 - From Witness to Truth

As mind and maya are seen again and again, a quiet space begins to reveal itself within the seeker. Events

occur, but something knows them. Thoughts arise, but something is aware of them. Emotions change, but

something notices their changing. Sensations come and go in the body, but something knows, "This is being

experienced." This knowing presence is called the witness.

The discovery of the witness is a great turning point. Until now, the seeker was lost in every wave of the mind.

Anger came and he became anger. Sadness came and he became sadness. Fear came and he became fear. But

when witnessing begins, a little distance appears. Anger may still arise, but now it is seen. Sadness may still

move, but now it is known. Fear may still shake the body, but now it is not the whole of you.

You are not merely the storm. You are the knowing of the storm.

This brings relief. The seeker feels that life cannot completely drown him. There is sky behind the clouds.

There is space around the thought. There is awareness before, during, and after emotion. This recognition gives

dignity and stability. It is not philosophy anymore. It is a direct taste.

Yet the witness is not the final truth. It is a doorway.

At first the witness appears as an inner position: "I am the observer. The body is observed. The mind is

observed. The world is observed." This is useful because it breaks identification. But if the seeker stops here, a

subtle ego may form. Earlier the ego said, "I am the body-mind." Now it says, "I am the witness." This is more

refined, but still a claim. There is still a center. There is still the one who observes and the thing observed.

So inquiry must become subtler. When you say, "I am the witness," who knows this thought? Is the witness an

object? Does it have a location, size, color, boundary, or shape? Can it be seen the way a thought or sensation is

seen? When you look deeply, you do not find a small observer sitting somewhere inside the head or heart. You

find only knowing.

The witness cannot be grasped because it is the light by which grasping is known.

This is why spiritual language becomes delicate here. We use the word witness, and it sounds as if there is

someone watching. But in direct seeing, there is simply awareness. There is seeing, but no separate seer can be

found. There is hearing, but no separate hearer. There is experiencing, but no solid experiencer behind it. The

mind wants to turn awareness into an object, but awareness is the condition of all objects.

The seeker often asks, "When will I experience the Self?" But whatever is experienced appears and disappears.

Peace appears and disappears. Bliss appears and disappears. Visions appear and disappear. Spaciousness

appears and disappears. Even the feeling "I am witnessing" can appear and disappear. The Self cannot be a

passing experience. It must be that in which all experiences are known.

You will not experience truth as an object. You will recognize that every experience appears in truth.

The witness path often uses negation: not this, not this. I am not the body, not the mind, not the emotion, not

the role, not the story. This is necessary, because false identity is loosened. But negation is not the end. If you

only negate, spirituality becomes dry. First you withdraw identification from the seen. Then you rest as seeing.

Finally, even the division between seeing and seen is understood to be provisional.

At the beginning, the witness separates you from the world. In maturity, truth reveals that the world is not

outside awareness. What is seen appears in awareness. What is felt appears in awareness. What is thought
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appears in awareness. The wave is not outside the ocean. The ocean is not merely a witness standing apart from

the wave. The wave is ocean in movement.

This is the movement from witness to truth.

At first, awareness seems to be "my awareness." But investigate. Bodies are many. Minds are many.

Personalities are many. Memories are many. But the pure sense of being aware - does it really have a personal

boundary? When you say "I am" and another says "I am," the bodies and stories differ, but the basic light of

being is not two in the same way bodies are two. It is like one sky seen through many windows. The windows

differ. The sky is not divided.

You are not the owner of consciousness. You are an appearance in consciousness.

This insight must not be stolen by the ego. If the mind quickly says, "Everything is me, so I can do anything,"

that is not Advaita. That is ego wearing sacred language. Genuine recognition brings humility and compassion.

When separateness softens, harming another feels like harming oneself. Moral sensitivity becomes deeper, not

weaker. Rules may be external, but non-duality reveals the root of care.

There is another trap: taking a state of peace as the absolute. In meditation the mind may become calm. The

body may feel light. The heart may expand. These are beautiful states, but they are still states. They come and

go. If you cling to peace, then restlessness becomes your enemy. But truth is the ground of both peace and

restlessness. It is not dependent on the condition of the mind.

A state changes. Knowing does not change with the state.

As witnessing matures, life may outwardly remain ordinary. The body walks, talks, eats, works, rests.

Relationships continue. Duties continue. But inwardly, the grip is lighter. Praise is seen. Blame is seen. Success

is seen. Failure is seen. The person functions, but the old belief in being only the person weakens.

Then comes a subtle and sometimes frightening threshold. The witness itself is searched for and not found. The

seeker loses even the refuge of saying, "I am the observer." For the ego this feels like falling into emptiness.

But what falls is only a false center. What remains is not absence. It is boundless presence without an owner.

The witness is the doorway. Truth is the house without walls.

No effort can manufacture this final recognition. Effort prepares the ground. Devotion softens, meditation

steadies, inquiry clarifies, witnessing loosens. Then, when the grip of ego is sufficiently transparent, truth

reveals itself as what has always been here. This revealing is grace. Grace is not necessarily something arriving

from elsewhere. Grace is the moment when what was always present is no longer hidden by insistence.

The sun was not created when the clouds moved. It was revealed.

When this is understood, the journey is seen in a new light. The body, mind, witness, world, practice, devotion,

and inquiry all appear in the one reality. The witness helped you stand apart from the storm, but truth shows

that the storm too is made of the same sky. Then the three - seer, seen, and seeing - are no longer three.

Practice

Sit and notice body sensations.

Notice thoughts, then feelings.

Now ask: What knows all this?

Do not answer with words.
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Rest as the open knowing in which the question appears.
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Chapter 6 - The Formless: Where Even the Word God Falls
Away

The journey has moved from question to form, from form to devotion, from devotion to the seeing of mind and

maya, and from there to the witness. Each stage has refined the seeker. Yet there comes a point where even the

most sacred words begin to feel too heavy. God, Self, Brahman, awareness, witness, truth - all of them were

useful. They pointed, carried, comforted, challenged, and guided. But the living reality to which they point

cannot be contained in any word.

This is the threshold of the formless.

When we say "God," the mind immediately imagines something: a being, a light, a power, a presence, a cosmic

intelligence, a loving father, a divine mother, a lord beyond the sky. Such images may be meaningful on the

path. But the formless cannot be imagined. It cannot be placed in front of you. It cannot be seen as an object

because it is the very ground of seeing. It cannot be known by a separate knower because in the formless, the

separate knower is not found.

The formless is not attained by someone. The someone dissolves in the recognition of it.

This can frighten the mind. The mind feels safe when it has a name. If there is a name, it can say, "I know." If

there is a form, it can hold. If there is a concept, it can discuss. But the formless does not provide the mind with

such security. It is not ignorance, and yet it is beyond ordinary knowledge. It is not nothingness, and yet it

cannot be made into something.

The sages used the language of negation: not this, not this. Not body, not mind, not thought, not feeling, not

memory, not role, not experience, not even the bliss of meditation. Whatever can be known as an object is not

the final truth. This negation is not meant to make you empty in a dead way. It frees you from every small

container. When all that can be held is released, what remains is the ungraspable openness in which everything

appears.

The formless is not a blank. It is the invisible ground of all forms.

When the seeker sees God in form, God is in front. When devotion matures, God is in the heart. When

witnessing awakens, God is like consciousness itself. But in the formless, even "front," "inside," and "as"

become too much. Inside and outside belong to body and mind. Direction belongs to space. Sequence belongs

to time. The formless is not somewhere in space, because space appears in it. It is not an event in time, because

time appears in it.

That which never comes never goes.

The mind asks, "What is the experience of the formless?" But this question is already a misunderstanding.

Experiences have qualities: light, silence, bliss, vastness, emptiness, expansion. The formless is beyond

qualities. Any experience can be beautiful, healing, and sacred, but it is still known. The formless is that by

which experience is known. It cannot be captured in the net of experience.

If someone says, "I experienced the formless," the sentence still contains "I" and "experience." Something may

have happened, but the final recognition has not been claimed by anyone. In true seeing, the claimant becomes

transparent. There is no grand announcement inside. No one stands apart saying, "I have attained." There is

only reality, simple and self-evident.
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Truth does not need proof. The ego needs proof.

A great obstacle at this stage is subtle spiritual pride. The seeker has understood something, tasted peace, had

experiences, gained language, perhaps even guided others. Then the mind forms a new identity: "I know. I am

awake. I am higher." This is maya in a golden robe. Before the formless, even spiritual identity must burn. The

thorn of knowledge removes the thorn of ignorance, and then both are set aside.

This does not mean abandoning practice prematurely. Practice is a boat. Honor the boat while crossing. But do

not mistake the boat for the shore. Meditation, devotion, inquiry, mantra, teacher, scripture - each can be

sacred. Each can prepare the heart. But the final reality is not produced by any method. It is revealed when the

one who clings to methods becomes quiet.

The formless is not the highest achievement of a person. It is the ground in which person and achievement

appear.

When the word God falls away, atheism does not remain. A deeper sacredness remains. God is no longer a

special object needing defense. The sacred is not limited to temple, doctrine, ritual, or image. It is in light and

darkness, birth and death, silence and sound, devotion and doubt. Even to say "it is in" is not fully right,

because that makes it one thing inside another. Language struggles here. Silence becomes more accurate.

But this silence is not merely the absence of speech. A person may not speak and still be full of noise. The

silence of the formless is the quieting of division. Thoughts may arise. Words may be spoken. Life may

function. But the background is spacious, undivided, unburdened. The surface may have waves; the depth

remains ocean.

Death also appears differently in this light. Death belongs to form: the body, the name, the story, the visible

pattern. Whatever is born will die. Non-duality does not deny this. But does the ground of knowing begin with

the body? Is awareness itself an object born in time? This is not a question to answer with belief. It is an

invitation to look. Waking appears. Dream appears. Deep sleep appears as absence later known. Through all

changing states, being is not found as an object, yet nothing can be known without it.

That which is not a form cannot be destroyed by the end of form.

The recognition of the formless makes life lighter. Praise and blame still happen, but their weight changes. Loss

still happens, but the absolute terror of loss softens. Love still happens, but ownership becomes less necessary.

Action still happens, but the burden of doership loosens. Joy comes and goes. Sorrow comes and goes. The

formless does not remove life. It removes the false center that was carrying life as a burden.

It also deepens compassion. If everything is the movement of one reality, nothing is truly outside you. This

does not mean foolishness. Discernment remains. Boundaries may remain. But hatred begins to lose its

foundation. The flower is loved not because it is mine, but because the same existence shines there. The

stranger is not reduced to a stranger. The world is no longer merely useful or threatening; it becomes

transparent to the sacred.

In the formless, devotion does not die. It becomes ownerless. Prayer may arise without a separate

prayer-maker. Reverence may arise without objectifying God. The eyes may bow to everything. Breath

becomes mantra. Silence becomes worship. Being itself becomes offering.

At the end of this chapter, do not try to imagine the formless. That effort will create another form. Instead, relax

the movement of naming. Notice the silence in which this sentence is known. Notice the gap between two

thoughts. Notice that awareness cannot be held in the hand of the mind. Remain open. The formless is closer
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than the attempt to reach it.

Practice

Listen to the silence between sounds.

Feel the pause between breaths.

Do not name what is present.

Do not try to hold any experience.

Let reality be free of your definitions.
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Chapter 7 - You Are That

The journey now returns to the place from which it began. The first question was, "Who is God?" The final

recognition does not answer this question by giving the mind a definition. It reveals that the one who was

asking is not separate from the reality being sought. The seeker, the seeking, and the sought were movements

within the same truth.

You are That.

This statement must be heard with great care. It is not addressed to the ego. If the ego hears "I am God," it may

become inflated, dangerous, and deluded. Your personality is not God. Your opinions are not God. Your

wounds, achievements, social identity, and personal story are not the absolute. "You are That" points to

something deeper than the person. It points to the pure being, the simple awareness, the luminous presence in

which body, mind, and world are known.

The ego saying "I am God" is ignorance. The silence recognizing "only That is" is wisdom.

All your life you may have believed yourself to be small. You were taught that you are this name, this body,

this family role, this history, this success or failure. You searched for proof that you are worthy. You wanted

love to confirm you, achievement to secure you, praise to strengthen you, spirituality to complete you. But

every proof given by the world could be taken away by the world. Therefore the sense of lack returned again

and again.

Non-duality cuts the root of this lack. It does not say the person will become permanently satisfied by

circumstances. It says the person was never your final identity. The one who knows lack is prior to lack. The

one who knows fear is not itself fear. The one who knows the changing story is not confined to the story.

You are not the character only. You are the consciousness in which the whole play appears.

This must move from idea to living recognition. It is easy to say, "I am awareness." It is harder when insult

comes. It is easy to say, "All is Brahman." It is harder when fear shakes the body. It is easy to say, "The world

is maya." It is harder when attachment is exposed. Therefore the final chapter is not a license for spiritual pride.

It is an invitation to live honestly from the recognition.

If you are already That, why practice? Because knowing intellectually and being free in life are not the same.

The sun is present, but clouds may obscure it. Practice does not create the sun. Practice helps reveal the clouds.

Meditation does not manufacture the Self. It quiets the noise that hides the Self. Devotion does not bribe God.

It melts the ego. Inquiry does not create truth. It removes false identification.

What you are does not need to be achieved. What you are not needs to be released.

When "You are That" begins to become alive, your relationship with life changes. You no longer run to the

world as if it must complete your being. You can still love, work, build, speak, create, and serve, but the fever

decreases. Possession softens. Fear softens. The need to defend an image softens. Praise becomes pleasant but

not essential. Blame becomes unpleasant but not devastating. Success is welcomed, but it no longer defines

you. Failure is faced, but it no longer destroys the ground of your being.

Freedom is not the disappearance of form. It is the loosening of false identity with form.

Love also changes. When you feel incomplete, love easily becomes demand. "Complete me. Stay as I want.

Reflect my worth. Do not leave me." When the center begins to rest in being, love becomes more spacious. It
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can care without owning. It can serve without claiming. It can set boundaries without hatred. It can let another

be what life has made them, while still acting with clarity.

Genuine realization brings humility. The one who truly sees does not need to announce superiority. Arrogance

belongs to the false center. When the false center becomes transparent, there is a natural simplicity. The sage

may speak, laugh, work, teach, or remain silent, but inwardly there is no need to become special. The sky does

not boast of being vast. The sun does not advertise its light.

The deeper the truth, the simpler the being.

Do not think that after recognition no old tendencies can arise. Conditioning may continue to surface. Anger

may come. Fear may come. Grief may come. Old patterns may appear. This does not mean truth has failed.

Clouds can pass through the sky without injuring the sky. The invitation is to notice identification sooner and

return to the simple fact of awareness.

When disturbance arises, ask gently: Who is disturbed? What knows this disturbance? Is the knowing itself

disturbed? Such questions are not meant to create clever answers. They are meant to turn attention back to the

source. Again and again, the seeker returns. Eventually, returning becomes resting.

The recognition "You are That" also changes how you see others. If the same light shines through all beings,

then arrogance, contempt, and spiritual competition lose their ground. You may see ignorance in another, but

you do not reduce them to ignorance. You may see harmful action and respond firmly, but hatred is not

necessary. You may guide, teach, or remain silent, but you do not need to force awakening. Light does not

shout at darkness. It shines.

Do not hurry anyone. Be light.

The practical meaning of this teaching is simple: stop running from yourself. The emptiness you tried to fill

with things was not the absence of objects. It was the absence of self-recognition. When restlessness arises, do

not immediately run outward. Pause. Ask, "What is this restlessness? Where is it felt? Who knows it?" Every

wave can remind you of the ocean.

Life itself becomes the teacher. Anger shows where identity is contracted. Fear shows where security is being

sought in the temporary. Jealousy shows where incompleteness is believed. Love shows that separation is not

the whole truth. Silence shows that words are not final. Loss shows what was being held too tightly. In this

way, every experience becomes part of awakening.

Then the division between spiritual life and ordinary life fades. Home, work, relationship, solitude,

conversation, failure, success, illness, death - all are included. There is no separate corner called spirituality.

Everything appears in the same awareness and can reveal the same truth.

At the end, when someone asks, "Who is God?" perhaps no quick answer comes. Perhaps only a smile.

Because the questioner has become transparent. God is no longer merely an object of belief. God is the very

being by which the question appears. The child laughing, the old man dying, the river flowing, the temple bell

ringing, the market shouting, the mind thinking, the heart loving - all are waves of That.

Your being is the testimony of God.

Do not turn this into belief. Verify it in the intimacy of your own presence. Sit quietly. The body is known.

Thought is known. Emotion is known. The sense "I" is known. What is this knowing? Did you bring it from

outside? Does it need a name to be? Does it end where the skin ends? Remain there, not as an idea, but as living
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immediacy.

You are not the one who needs to reach God. You are That in which the need for God arises, That in which

devotion burns, That in which form appears, That in which the formless is silent. From form to formless, from

question to silence, from seeker to truth, the journey was never a journey through distance. It was the removal

of mistaken identity.

You are That. Here. Now. Without condition.

Practice

Sit quietly and feel the simple sense: I am.

Do not add a name, role, memory, or future to it.

Rest in bare being.

Ask softly: Where does this I am end?

Let the silence answer without words.


