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Introduction

Recently the spiritual landscape of India had been irrevocably 

altered by a fragrance that was less like sandalwood and more like 

a high-sodium seasoning packet. It was the era of the FSSM 

(Flourishing Super-Noodle Society Movement). To the uninitiated, 

the scent of the movement was an olfactory paradox—a heavy, 

cloying mixture of expensive French cologne, synthetic chicken 

flavoring, and the metallic tang of high-end air conditioning. It was 

the smell of a spiritual revolution that had been franchised, 



packaged, and sold with the efficiency of a multinational fast-food 

chain.

At the helm was the enigmatic and often controversial Fartiji. In the

neon-lit satsangs of the FSSM, Fartiji did not appear in the 

traditional saffron robes of a renunciant. Instead, he favored 

iridescent silk tunics that shimmered with the colors of an oil 

slick—purples, greens, and golds that shifted as he moved, creating

a hypnotic, strobing effect under the stage lights. He claimed that 

the secrets of the cosmos were not hidden in ancient Sanskrit 

verses or silent voids, but in the flexible, multifaceted nature of the 

Noodle. He taught that the soul was a single strand of divine pasta, 

tangled in a worldly broth, waiting to be slurped into the mouth of 

the Great Emptiness.

"Chunmun Singh, a ten-year veteran of the FSSM, lived by the 'Five

Starchy Truths.' Seeking to deepen his practice, he spent his days 

within a specialized Noodle-shaped chamber." This merges the 

character's history with his current setting for better flow.

This was a long, tubular structure made of white, high-gloss 

fiberglass that glowed from within with a soft, buttery yellow light. 

The architects of the FSSM claimed this light was tuned to the 

frequency of "Gluten-Vibrations," a holy resonance that supposedly 

untangled the knots of karma in the crown chakra. Inside the tube, 

the air was perpetually warm and humid, smelling intensely of 

boiling wheat and steam. To Chunmun, this was the smell of 

progress. He believed that by inhaling this starch-heavy air, he was 

softening his rigid ego, turning his soul from a dry, brittle stick of 

spaghetti into a supple, enlightened noodle.

However, outside the climate-controlled peace of the Noodle-

chamber, the world was screaming. The soundscape of the external 



world was a chaotic roar of news anchors and activists. They spoke 

of land-grabbing scams in West Bengal, where the Ramakrishna 

Mission had allegedly been muscled out of their ancestral groves by 

Fartiji’s lawyers. They spoke of the "Blue Souls" who were 

protesting the commercialization of the sacred. The air in the 

streets outside the ashram smelled of burning tires and hot asphalt,

a sharp contrast to the buttery peace within.

There were darker whispers, too—allegations of "Noodle-Hugs" that 

lasted too long, of "Energy Massages" that left female devotees 

feeling cold and violated, and of medical negligence where the sick 

were told to shun chemotherapy in favor of staring at a bowl of 

"Healing Penne." But Chunmun blocked it all out. To him, these 

were just "soggy thoughts" that lacked the structural integrity of 

the Path.

Chunmun was preparing for the ultimate leap. He was going to 

attempt a full astral separation, a journey through the fourteen 

lokas to reach the "Great Astral Slurp"—the moment of total union 

with Fartiji’s cosmic essence. He had fasted for three days on 

nothing but clarified broth, and his body felt light, almost 

translucent, like a noodle that had been boiled for far too long.

As he lay down in the Noodle-pod for the final time, he focused on 

the visual of a golden fork descending from the heavens. The sound

in his ears was a low, vibrating hum, like a massive pressure cooker

reaching its peak. The scent of boiling wheat grew so intense it was 

almost hallucinatory.

"I am ready," Chunmun whispered, his voice echoing in the 

fiberglass tube. "Slurp me up."

He didn't know that the "Heavenly Broth" he was about to enter was

seasoned with the bitter herbs of a thousand lawsuits and the sour 



vinegar of a guru’s greed. He didn't know that the lights of the 

astral planes would act as a forensic lamp, revealing the stains on 

his master's reputation that the ashram’s incense had so carefully 

hidden.

Chapter 1: The Misadventure in Ramakrishna Loka

The departure from the physical body was not the silent, ethereal 

glide Chunmun Singh had expected after a decade of studying the 

"Five Starchy Truths." He had anticipated a sensation akin to steam 

rising from a perfectly cooked pot of jasmine rice—gentle, aromatic,

and white. Instead, the separation was accompanied by a visceral, 

wet sound—a distinct slurp that echoed through the tubular 

acoustics of his meditation chamber. "

As his astral form peeled away from his physical shell, the sensory 

landscape shifted violently. The familiar scent of his Noodle-shaped 

chamber—a unique melange of boiling wheat, steam, and the salty, 

savory tang of MSG—was instantly sheared away. The familiar scent

of his chamber was instantly sheared away. In its place, a new 

wave of humidity hit him, carrying a fragrance of ginger and holy 

basil. It was a smell that triggered a deep, primal hunger in his 

spiritual belly, reminiscent of a massive community kitchen 

preparing a feast for the gods.

He had entered Ramakrishna Loka, the realm of the Paramahamsa.

Chunmun blinked his astral eyes, trying to adjust to the light. The 

sky above was not blue, but a deep, pulsating saffron. It was the 

rich, earthy yellow of turmeric broth, thick and opaque, glowing 

with an inner luminescence that seemed to nourish the skin upon 



contact. There was no sun, yet the light was everywhere, 

suspended in the atmosphere like seasoning in a soup.

He floated through the air, his movement sluggish, as if the ether 

here possessed a higher viscosity than the earth’s atmosphere. 

Above him, the clouds were not made of water vapor. They were 

billowing, white plumes of steam that rolled and folded over one 

another. As he drifted through a wisp of this celestial fog, he 

inhaled sharply; the steam smelled intensely of fresh ginger and 

holy basil. It was a cleansing scent, sharp and peppery, designed to

clear the sinuses of the soul and prepare the mind for devotion.

Below him lay the celestial Ganges. From his vantage point, the 

river did not sparkle with the clarity of water. Instead, it flowed with

the slow, majestic heavy-handedness of a thick, translucent nectar. 

It shimmered with a golden hue, possessing the consistency of a 

perfect consommé—rich, clarified, and warm.

The soundscape of the realm was a continuous, rhythmic thrum. It 

was a symphony of thousands of voices singing "Ma, Ma" in unison. 

The chant wasn't airy or abstract; it had a physical texture. To 

Chunmun’s FSSM-trained ears, the vibration felt strangely "al 

dente"—firm yet yielding, a sound that one could almost chew on. It

resonated in his chest cavity, vibrating his astral ribs.

He drifted past temples that defied earthly architecture. They 

appeared to be constructed from solidified white flour, gleaming like

polished marble but with a softer, more organic texture. The pillars 

that held up the saffron sky were carved in the likeness of giant 

rigatoni, their ridges catching the turmeric light and casting long, 

soft shadows.

"This is it," Chunmun thought, his heart swelling. "The Great 

Kitchen of the Mother."


