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Introduction: The Unseen Horizon

In the quiet sanctuary of an ancient ashram nestled in the 

Himalayas, where the air hummed with the subtle vibrations of 

mantras and the scent of incense lingered like a veil between 

worlds, I prepared for the impossible. My name is Arjun, a seeker of

truths both earthly and beyond. My life has been a study of 

horizons: the physical horizon of the jagged peaks that pierced the 

sky around me, and the unseen horizon of human consciousness. I 

sought to understand where the outer world of matter and the inner

world of the mind converged. This search would lead me from the 

stillness of a meditation mat to the absolute silence of another 

world.

Under the watchful eye of my guru, Swami Vishwanath, a master of

yogic arts whose lineage traced back to the sages of old, I lay on a 

simple mat. My physical body, connected to rudimentary life 

support—a steady drip of nutrients and monitored vital 

signs—would remain in stasis for one Earth day. But my subtle 

body, that ethereal vessel of prana and consciousness, was about to

soar toward the most captivating and myth-laden object in our sky.

Swami Vishwanath's voice, deep and resonant, guided me into 

samadhi. "Remember, Arjun," he intoned, his hand hovering over 

my forehead, a point of warmth that seemed to anchor my very 



soul. "The sukshma sharira is unbound by matter. It is a vessel of 

pure perception. Fly swift, observe true, and evade the illusions of 

the mind, for the void is a mirror to our own fears." With a surge of 

energy, like a river breaking free from its banks, I detached. The 

familiar weight of my limbs vanished, and the confines of the prayer

hall dissolved. The Earth fell away below me, a breathtaking blue 

marble swirling with clouds, and the Moon loomed ahead—a silent, 

cratered sentinel in the velvet void.

As I hurtled through the vacuum, I recalled the guru's warnings. 

Conspiracy whispers from the world below spoke of aliens, hidden 

bases, and extraterrestrial guardians. Debunked by science, yes, 

but in the astral realm, where thoughts could manifest as shadows, 

vigilance was key. My journey was to be a definitive survey, an 

attempt to use the lens of spiritual discipline to see a world with 

scientific clarity. This is the chronicle of that survey, a 24-hour 

odyssey across 37.9 million square kilometers of dust and dreams. 

It is a story etched in lunar light, a testament to the idea that the 

greatest explorations of the cosmos without can only be undertaken

by first mastering the cosmos within. Hindi translation has been 

provided at the end of the book.

Chapter 1: The Launch into Lunar Silence

My arrival was not an impact but a dissolution into a new reality. As

my subtle body pierced the lunar exosphere—a ghost-thin veil of 

sodium and helium atoms, the barest whisper of an atmosphere—I 

felt the first profound chill of isolation. It was not a physical 

coldness, for my form had no temperature, but a coldness of the 

soul, a deep, resonant silence that vibrated where sound should be. 

On Earth, even in the most remote desert, there is the hum of life, 

the sigh of wind, the skittering of unseen things. Here, there was 

nothing. Only the stark, absolute dichotomy of light and shadow. 



The unfiltered sunlight was a blade of pure energy, heating the 

sunlit plains to a blistering 127°C, while the shadows were pits of 

absolute cold, plummeting to -173°C. As an ethereal being, I was 

immune to these extremes, gliding like a ghost over the regolith, 

perceiving them not as heat and cold, but as frantic vibrations of 

energy beside zones of perfect stillness.

I began my survey at the equator, drawn by a sense of history to 

Mare Tranquillitatis, the Sea of Tranquility. There, preserved with 

impossible clarity, was humanity’s first mark upon another world. 

The landing stage of the Eagle stood like a strange, angular shrine. 

I hovered over the site, my astral senses absorbing every detail. 

The human footprints, faint depressions in the grey powder, were a 

poignant testament. In this airless void, with no wind to erase 

them, they would last for millions of years—a more enduring 

monument than any pyramid. Beside them lay discarded 

equipment: the lower half of the lunar module, a camera, and the 

American flag, held stiffly erect by an internal wire, a symbol of 

national pride in a place that knew no nations.

My guru's voice echoed in the library of my mind: "Observe the 

impermanence of form, yet the eternity of impact." The astronauts 

were long gone, their physical forms returned to Earth and, one 

day, to dust. Yet their brief presence here had left a permanent 

signature. I drifted lower, my perception extending into the regolith 

itself. It was a fine, powdery blanket of pulverized rock and 

microscopic glass beads, the result of billions of years of 

micrometeorite bombardment. The smoothness of the mare was 

deceptive; it was a sea of dust, meters deep in places. Its dark 

basalt, rich in iron and magnesium, absorbed the light, giving the 

maria their distinctive grey hue. This "sea" was a frozen flood plain 

from ancient volcanic eruptions, a testament to a time when the 



Moon had a molten, fiery heart. This vast plain, stretching for 

hundreds of kilometers, had last seen liquid rock flow across its 

surface some 3.5 billion years ago.

As I prepared to move on, accelerating into a northward trajectory, 

a flicker of movement caught the edge of my perception. It was a 

shadow in a place where shadows should be static, a brief, fleeting 

distortion against the crater wall of Sabine B. It seemed to dart 

from one patch of darkness to another, a flicker of deeper black 

against the blackness. My ethereal heart, a nexus of pranic energy, 

pulsed with a momentary jolt of adrenaline. Illusion, I told myself, a

trick of the light, or perhaps my own mind projecting expectations 

into the void. I focused my will, a technique Swami Vishwanath had 

taught me for discerning reality from thought-form. The shadow did

not dissolve; it simply vanished. It was too quick, too definite to be 

a simple mental projection. A seed of doubt was planted. The guru 

had warned me of illusions, but could an illusion know it was being 

watched? I pushed the thought aside. I had a survey to complete. 

Accelerating with a silent burst of will, I left the cradle of humanity's

lunar journey behind and soared into the highlands.

Chapter 2: Craters of Cosmic Fury

Leaving the dark, flat expanse of the mare behind, I ascended into 

the lunar highlands. This was the Moon’s true, ancient face, a brutal

and magnificent landscape sculpted by cosmic fury. The sheer 

number of craters was overwhelming, a testament to the solar 

system’s violent youth. They were layered upon each other, craters 

within craters, their rims eroded and softened by eons of 

subsequent impacts. It was a terrain of unending circular scars, 

from microscopic pits scarring every rock to colossal basins that 

could swallow entire countries.


