Y
-

o

JI

Sh(\l]]bh(\

I

} _

Wfs

BY -




CHAPTER SEVEN: WHISPERS
OF THE MOUNTAIN

The visions returned—stronger, sharper,
impossible to ignore.

Aarya woke night after night, her breath
shallow, her mind spinning. In these dreams,
the landscape was always changing yet
familiar: mountains towering like gods, valleys
wrapped in white mist, and a single symbol
that kept appearing—a six-petaled lotus,
glowing gold, carved onto ancient stone.
Sometimes, it was drawn in sand. Other times,
it shimmered in the sky like a constellation.
She didn’t understand it, but it filled her with
awe—and a strange ache.



She began journaling the visions, matching
fragments to the glowing verses in the
manuscript. Strangely, the script responded—
sometimes revealing a new line only at
midnight, sometimes fading in daylight as if it
was shielding its truths from the unready.
Once, it even turned a page on its own during
her meditation, revealing a circular symbol—a
star-path spiraling upward.

The manuscript was alive. Watching. Testing.

That evening, she sat with her grandfather
under the open sky, the sacred fire reduced
to glowing embers. She stared at the
ever-evolving manuscript, her voice trembling
slightly.

“I think... it’s guiding me,” she said.

Her grandfather didn’t speak immediately. His
eyes, clouded but kind, were turned toward
the north.

“| believe it is,” he finally replied. “But it’s not
guiding you in a straight line. Sacred paths
never are. The more you trust your inner light,
the clearer the road becomes.”

She hesitated. “But what if it’s taking me to



the wrong place? What if... it's not Shambhala
at all?”

He looked at her with deep seriousness.
“That’s the thing. You may not go where you
think you're going. The path of Shambhala
sometimes crosses through Kailash. The two
are mirrors in legend—realms of divine power.
One is the destination. The other is the gate.”

Aarya’s eyes widened. “Then... how do | know
which one I’'m meant to find?”

“You don’t. Not yet,” he said. “But the
manuscript—if it is truly sent by the divine—
will lead you where your spirit is needed, not
your mind.”

He paused, then slowly reached into the folds
of his shawl and pulled out an old scroll,
marked with age and time. “This... is a map of
the border near the Himalayas. It ends at the
first village of India, where land becomes sky.
If the manuscript is ready to guide you, the
first sign will be waiting there.”

Aarya traced the edge of the map with her
finger. “And if | choose wrong?”

He smiled gently. “On this journey, there are



no wrong choices. Only truths waiting to be
uncovered.”

That night, her dream changed again.

She stood at a mountain pass, two glowing
trails before her. One was warm, lined with
golden lotus petals. The other was colder,
cloaked in pale-blue mist, with wind singing
ancient chants. Above them, two stars moved
closer and then vanished into the sky.

She turned to ask someone which path to
take—but she was completely alone.

Then, a voice echoed around her, ancient and
gentle:

“Only one path is chosen. The other... you
carry within.”

She awoke just before dawn. The temple bell
rang by itself—no one had touched it. A
formation of seven birds circled the sky above
her window, then vanished. The manuscript
on her desk had flipped open, revealing a
verse in glowing golden ink:

“Where the moon sleeps in earth’s crown, the
first guardian awaits.”



And beneath that line, barely visible under
starlight—the six-petaled lotus, glowing
faintly on the corner of the page.



CHAPTER EIGHT: THE PATH
BEGINS

The morning sun poured golden light through
the ancient jharokha windows, casting
patterns across the stone floor like celestial
scripts written by time itself. Aarya stood in
quiet stillness, the manuscript now tightly
bound and resting against her chest, as
though her heartbeat and its secrets had
merged into one.



Her grandfather watched her silently from
across the room. His eyes were misty—not
from age, but from something deeper. Pride.
Peace. Perhaps a long-awaited knowing.

“You're not just the guardian now,” he said
softly. “You're the seeker... and the witness.”

She looked at him, puzzled.

He continued, voice steadier this time, “l have
prayed for years, hoping someone would
come... someone who was not tempted by the
power of Shambhala, but drawn to its truth.
You are the one not only chosen to protect
the path—but to walk it. And maybe... just
maybe... to see the end of Kaliyug and the
dawn of something divine.”

Aarya swallowed. Her hands trembled—not
with fear, but with the weight of a destiny
unfolding.

“l don’t know if I'm ready,” she whispered.

“No one ever is,” he replied gently. “But your
heart has always known. That’s why the
dreams came to you. That’s why the fire
chose you. And that’s why this journey—this
ancient calling—is yours.”



He handed her a cloth-wrapped satchel.
Inside were a few essentials: dry herbs, a
small copper idol of Vishnu, a weathered copy
of the Bhagavad Gita, and a scroll of sacred
verses from the Kalki Puran.

“You must meditate every morning,” he said,
his voice now filled with purpose. “Let the
teachings guide your thoughts. Let the Kalki
Puran reveal the world as it is becoming. You'll
need not just strength, but clarity. The path
will test you in more ways than one.”

Aarya nodded.

As she packed, her gaze wandered outside—
to the distant horizon where the city of
Banaras breathed its eternal rhythm. She had
lived here her whole life, wrapped in the
mysticism of ghats, chants, and stories that
echoed through the fog. And now, she was
leaving it behind—carrying with her not just a
map or a manuscript, but faith, hope, and the
fire of truth.

Her dreams had already begun changing.
Each night now brought faces of people she

had never met—some weeping, others
meditating, some holding torches that



Each night now brought faces of people she
had never met—some weeping, others
meditating, some holding torches that
refused to burn. And always, in the
background, was a mountain with a crown of
light. Its summit was shrouded, unreachable,
but calling her all the same.

As she stood on the threshold of her home,
her grandfather placed a hand on her head.

“You are going not to find a place,” he said.
“You are going to find yourself. And in doing
that... you will find Him.”

With one final glance back, Aarya stepped
onto the path.

A path toward the first village at the edge of
the Himalayas, where snow meets sky, and
destiny begins to whisper its truest name.
And in her heart, she wasn’t afraid anymore.
She was ready.

Ready to journey not for power, but for love.

Not for glory, but for faith. Not to escape the
world, but to understand her place within it.



She didn’t know where the manuscript would
take her—Kailash, Shambhala, or something
beyond name—but she walked forward
anyway.

Because the real pilgrimage had already
begun... inside her.



CHAPTER NINE: THE
MOUNTAIN WHISPERS

FIRST INDIAN VILLAGE MANA |E| "R
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The Himalayan winds welcomed her not with
chill, but with a strange comfort—like the
mountains themselves had been waiting for
her arrival. Aarya stood at the edge of the
first village, nestled quietly between steep
ridges and drifting clouds, where the sky felt
iImpossibly close and the earth hummed with
old, sacred energy.

Her grandfather walked beside her, silent but
watchful. He had aged in the journey, but his
spirit seemed lighter, like a chapter within him
was nearing closure.

The villagers greeted them with simple smiles
and quiet nods. Life here moved slower,
untouched by time's restless chase. Yet there
was something else too—a feeling, a pulse
beneath the surface, like this land
remembered things most people had
forgotten.

In the village square, Aarya found herself
drawn into conversation with a small group of
tourists—trekkers who had recently returned
from a high-altitude climb. They were talking,
laughing, sharing stories over cups of hot
butter tea.



One of them, a woman from Sikkim,
mentioned something strange.

“You know,” she said, holding out her hands,
“while we were up there, something weird
happened. Our nails grew freakishly fast. Like
in @ matter of hours. Hair too. We were told it’s
the energy up here, but it didn’t feel natural. It
was like... time was moving differently.”

Aarya’s eyes widened.

She had read about this before—legends of
the Himalayas distorting the body, the mind,
even the passage of time. But now, she

wasn’t just hearing folklore. She was living it.

As the trekkers continued their chatter, a
thought stirred within her:

What if Shambhala doesn’t exist in the time
we know? What if it lives in a different
dimension—beyond clocks and calendars,
untouched by decay or haste? What if the
reason no one could find it... was because
they were searching in the wrong version of
time?

The thought didn’t frighten her. It filled her
with awe.



That night, under a velvet sky thick with stars,
Aarya couldn’t sleep. Her dreams were too
loud—flashes of mountains bending like
waves, doors in the clouds, voices calling her
name without sound.

The next morning, she and her grandfather
visited a secluded temple on the edge of the
village. A faint incense smoke lingered in the
air, weaving through ancient bells and sacred
silence.

There, sitting in meditation, was a sage with
eyes closed and spine straight as a pillar. As
they approached, he opened his eyes—and
smiled, as if he’d been expecting her all
along.




“You have come far, Aarya,” he said, before
she could speak. “But your journey is only
beginning.”

She froze.

“l know why you’re here,” he continued. “I've
seen it in the winds... and in the fires. You
were chosen not just to protect the truth—but
to walk into it. To carry the light of Shambhala
forward, even when the world forgets.”

She dropped to her knees. “But how do | find
it? What if I’'m not ready?”

The sage’s eyes were kind, but piercing. “To
reach Shambhala,” he said, “you must leave
behind not just your possessions—but your
doubts, your identity, your expectations. This
Is not a pilgrimage of the body—it is one of
the soul.”

Her grandfather placed a hand on her
shoulder, steadying her breath.

“You must let go,” the sage whispered. “Only
when you surrender fully will the path open.”



He reached into the folds of his robe and
handed her a small object—a carved stone
etched with an unfamiliar symbol. It
shimmered faintly in the light.

“This,” he said, “will reveal itself when you are
close. Keep it safe. And remember...
Shambhala is not hidden from the world. The
world is hidden from Shambhala.”

As they stepped out of the temple, Aarya felt
it—the shift.



The mountains no longer loomed over her.
They felt like guardians. Guides. A living part
of her destiny.

Her heart beat not with fear, but with clarity.
The road ahead would be long. She would
lose things. She would face illusions. But
something within her had already begun to
awaken.

She didn’t just believe in Shambhala anymore.

She could feel it... breathing just beyond the
vell of time.



