
I am one of the many that will admit to the fact that one
can easily take each day for granted. I’m not proud and pride
myself for getting caught up into my chaotic professional work
life, errands and whatever else seems to be pertinent at the
moment. But the truth be told, our time in this world is short,
precious and so very deserving.

It amazes me that simple things, more then just dates, hol-
idays or reminders bring me back in time reflecting upon more
then just the mere memory. I feel fortunate that I can correlate
these memories into lessons and wisdom, and know that
somehow, some way I am supposed to deliver these truths.
With this point at hand and after spotting a baby coconut tree
during my last trip to West Palm Beach, I reflect back to 1971.
To the exotic country of India, a place with magnificent views
of the Arabian Sea and a community that eagerly and intimi-
datingly spoke truth and wisdom. It was here that I would call
home for quite some time as a young and curious yearning
maverick.

It wouldn’t be shocking, at this place and time to meet an
old wise man. There in India, off the seaside of the Bay of
Bengel in the providence of Madras to be exact, it was perfectly
acceptable to come into contact with what we as Americans
would refer to as spiritual gurus, mythical characters or what-
ever name sufficed in explanation. Me, the wandering free spir-
it with a purpose to discover – I was a magnet for such a situ-
ation. So when I met this old wise man, it was not shocking
rather more expected. His name was Swamiji and his purpose
as he defined was to teach me discipline, self control, obedi-
ence, and the art of yoga. Accepting of his kindness I let him
guide and teach me with full appreciation and attention.

After months of travel and lessons , we landed ourselves
at the home of a Shudra family. In India they followed a caste
system, sort of similar to what we refer to social status, mostly
based on wealth. This family falling the lowest in rank, where-
as I, and the wise old men fell into the Brahmin status, the
highest rank in this system. Rules applied for each caste, one

being that each “level” was not to socialize with each other, or
have food served by them, etc.

The day that we crossed paths with this Shudra family will
be a day that I will always reflect upon, as it was the closest
thing to magical that I had ever experienced in my youth. On
this overly humid day without hesitation rather eagerness this
family offered to serve us lunch, ignoring all rules and regula-
tions of the caste system. With disregard to this pretense, we
were warmly invited into the family home for the day and
evening and to have lunch the next day. It was custom for spir-
itual Gurus to travel and teach. 

Their sacred home was built from hope, simplicity, straw
and rusted tin, a dirt floor and was quite small in dimension.
There were no walls, kitchen, bathroom, water, gas or electric.
They  proceeded to offer us shelter for the evening. We were
given their bedding made of straw mats with no covers. 

It wasn’t till the following morning upon rising that I real-
ized that the entire family not only gave up their bedding, but
they also slept outside to ensure we had private shelter.
Furthermore they prepared us a farewell lunch fit for a king and
queen. This precious lunch consisted of a large banana leaf
which was layed down in front of me and cleaned, placed upon
a straw mat with assorted colorful vegetables and rice. We
were offered a bucket of water to clean our hands and feet in
preparation for this feast: standard dining protocol for this
region of India. Both, Swamiji and I ate until we were com-
pletely satiated disappointingly leaving remnants of both veg-
etables and rice behind. Homemade desserts were then offered
and with difficulty I and my spiritual guide indulged graciously. 

It was departure time and we stated our gratitude and bid
farewell. But just prior to departure I did notice that our left-

overs were thrown out rather then disbursed between the fam-
ily. Instead the family without hesitation sat down to consume
the rather small serving of government rations of rice and one
vegetable. 

That was an unforgettable moment and still it astonishes
me till this day; their kindness, the selflessness that we don’t
often encounter with strangers. Out of pure kindness they gave
up their home and shelter to accommodate two traveling
humans and prepared a meal that they wouldn’t have even
normally made or eaten themselves in attempt to please us. 

In retrospect and today the memory humbles me. I feel
grateful for my experience and what I took from it. Self worth,
self-esteem and an the optimistic experience of human kind-
ness; I was so grateful for who I am and what I had and where
I came from. It humbled me. And with that strength I knew it
was time to depart from the wise man and take my journey fur-
ther and alone the same day. Before I resumed my next travel-
ing adventure, which would last a few years more throughout
India, I had a few last questions to ask of Swamiji . 

Swamiji, “Please, if you can teach me one thing before I
depart, and that thing being the most important of all,  what
would it be?,” I asked. “Is there a prayer I should say daily? Are
there books I should read? Is there a yoga exercise I should do,
or a meditation I should do?” Swamiji stared straight into my
eyes and responded quietly yet solemnly, “truth.” There must
have been what seemed to be a one hour silence although it
was only a few seconds before I muttered, “what truth?,
Where? How??” He looked at me sternly and offered this
advice – in his words “Truth destroys all ignorance. Ignorance
is the root cause to all suffering.” I quickly asked, “But where
do I find this truth? What books do I read? Who will teach it to

me when I leave?” After what seemed to be another long end-
less silence. The old wise man gazed at my chest intensely
before pointing to it, his pointer finger moving closer to my
heart, before he returned his focus back to my eyes. “You are
the truth, you know the truth, so follow the truth,”
he uttered.

These were the final words we parted on. I searched for
“the truth” throughout many travels and life itself. I never once
had forgotten the words of the old wise man had offered but
it wasn’t until later in life, as a middle-aged man, with many
achievements and tribulations behind my “life experience
belt,” did I wake up one day and get it. It was so simple that it
had gotten lost in its own simplicity – the truth was indeed
inside me as he had promised decades ago. It didn’t take a
rocket ship or alarm to go off, all that was needed was self
focus within. Easier said then done in such busy times.

What the old wise men wanted me to know was that all
the truths to life are within you. Anytime anyone asks you a
question, or anytime you want to do anything, follow the sim-
ple basic truths you already know. To offer you an example, lets
examine weight loss. The bottom line is burn more calories
then you eat. Need more help? – then eat less carbs, exercise,
and don’t eat after 7pm. You already know the basic truths.
What are the truths to getting good grades in school? Every
student knows what those truths are, read, study, do your
homework, memorize your book and you will get good grades.
That is the truth everyone knows. You  might not like the truth
but there is no complicated answer, or one that can’t be
achieved – as a matter of fact its quite simple, but you must
accept the truth once you find it. The truth is a matter of
choice, a smart choice so the next time you are looking for an
answer, look to yourself for the answer and remember you are
the truth, you know the truth, follow the truth! From
a wise man to me and now to you, Embrace the simple truths!
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