
PROLOGUE 

The Day Swami Discovered He Was Not 

Thinking Clearly 

It began, as most revolutions do, with a 

misplaced object. 

“My spectacles are missing,” declared 

Swami with the gravity of a statesman 

announcing constitutional collapse. 

Latha did not look up from her newspaper. 

“They are not missing,” she said calmly. 

“They are misplaced.” 

“That is precisely what I said.” 

“No,” she replied. “You said missing. Missing 

suggests tragedy. Misplaced suggests 

carelessness.” 

Swami frowned. “You are splitting semantic 

atoms.” 

“And you,” she smiled, “are escalating 

domestic situations.” 

He stood in the centre of the living room, 

hands on his hips, scanning the surfaces 

dramatically. 



“They were here. On this table. I distinctly 

remember placing them beside my 

notebook.” 

Latha folded her newspaper slowly, like 

someone preparing to watch a stage 

performance. 

“Did you remember, or are you 

reconstructing?” 

Swami paused. 

“That is the same thing.” 

“It is not.” 

There was a silence. 

And in that silence, something subtle 

happened — though Swami would not 

admit it until much later. 

He felt a small crack in his certainty. 

 

The Spiral Begins 

Within minutes, Swami had moved through 

five emotional stages: 

1. Confidence (“I know where I kept 

them.”) 



2. Mild irritation (“Why would anyone 

move them?”) 

3. Suspicion (“Did the maid rearrange 

things?”) 

4. Defensive logic (“I am very 

systematic.”) 

5. Philosophical indignation (“This 

household lacks cognitive 

discipline.”) 

Latha watched this internal parade with 

affectionate detachment. 

“You are constructing a narrative,” she 

observed. 

“I am deducing,” he corrected. 

“No. You are defending.” 

Swami blinked. 

“Defending what?” 

“Your self-image.” 

He sat down slowly. 

“My self-image is intact.” 

“Exactly.” 



He stared at her. 

 

The Mirror Appears 

Latha rose and walked toward him. 

“Tell me something,” she said. “What 

bothers you more — the missing spectacles 

or the possibility that you forgot where you 

kept them?” 

Swami opened his mouth. 

Closed it. 

Reopened it. 

“Obviously the spectacles.” 

Latha waited. 

He sighed. 

“Fine. Perhaps… the second.” 

There it was — the first honest thought of 

the morning. 

And it did not arrive through analysis. 

It arrived through observation. 

Not of the spectacles. 



But of himself. 

 

A Dangerous Realisation 

“Swami,” Latha said softly, “have you 

noticed something?” 

“What?” 

“You are very good at analysing the world. 

But when it comes to analysing your own 

thinking, you become emotional.” 

“That is untrue.” 

“You just proved it.” 

“How?” 

“By reacting before reflecting.” 

Swami leaned back. 

He could feel the discomfort of being seen. 

Not criticised. Seen. 

“Are you suggesting,” he said slowly, “that I 

do not always think clearly?” 

“I am suggesting,” she replied, “that 

sometimes you think confidently, not 

clearly.” 



He inhaled sharply. 

“That is a serious allegation.” 

“It is a universal condition.” 

 

The Discovery 

They eventually found the spectacles. 

On his head. 

Latha did not laugh immediately. She 

allowed the lesson to ripen. 

Swami removed them with quiet dignity. 

“I was testing observational vigilance,” he 

said. 

“Of course,” she replied. 

He sat very still. 

Something inside him had shifted — not 

dramatically, not spiritually, but perceptibly. 

He realised: 

He had been certain. 

He had been wrong. 

And he had defended the certainty more 

than the truth. 



“Latha,” he said carefully, “why do we do 

that?” 

“Do what?” 

“Protect our thinking as though it were 

sacred.” 

She smiled. 

“Because we mistake our thoughts for 

ourselves.” 

Silence again. 

The kind that rearranges furniture inside the 

mind. 

 

Thinking About Thinking 

That afternoon, Swami did something 

unusual. 

He began observing his thoughts. 

Not the content. 

The process. 

He noticed: 

• How quickly he justified himself. 



• How easily he assumed intention in 

others. 

• How strongly he resisted being 

mistaken. 

• How confident he sounded — even 

when unsure. 

It was uncomfortable. 

Like discovering your mirror has been 

slightly flattering you for years. 

He walked into the kitchen. 

“Latha.” 

“Yes?” 

“I believe I experienced a cognitive 

misalignment.” 

She turned. 

“You forgot your glasses.” 

“No,” he said earnestly. “I experienced a 

collapse between perceived memory and 

actual behaviour.” 

She blinked. 

“You forgot your glasses.” 



He smiled. 

“Yes.” 

And for the first time that day, it did not 

hurt. 

 

The Bigger Question 

That evening, over filter coffee, Swami 

asked: 

“What if most of our problems are not due 

to what we think… but how we think?” 

Latha stirred her cup thoughtfully. 

“Then the solution is not better 

information.” 

“But better awareness?” 

She nodded. 

“Awareness of what?” 

“Of the thinker.” 

He stared at the ceiling. 

“That sounds… profound.” 

“It is also practical.” 



“How?” 

“Before your next argument, ask yourself — 

am I defending truth, or am I defending 

myself?” 

Swami exhaled slowly. 

“That is uncomfortable.” 

“Growth often is.” 

 

A Quiet Admission 

Later that night, as he prepared for bed, 

Swami stood before the mirror. 

He removed his spectacles deliberately. 

He looked at his reflection without them. 

Blurry. 

Uncertain. 

Soft around the edges. 

“Perhaps,” he murmured, “clarity requires 

removing the lenses of certainty.” 

From the bedroom, Latha called out: 

“Stop philosophising and come to sleep.” 



He smiled. 

But something irreversible had begun. 

He had started thinking about his thinking. 

And once that begins, it never truly stops. 

 Summary  

This prologue introduces the book's central 

theme — metacognition, or thinking about 

thinking — through a simple domestic 

incident: Swami misplacing his spectacles. 

What begins as irritation unfolds into a 

deeper exploration of certainty, 

defensiveness, and self-image. Through 

gentle dialogue, Latha helps Swami 

recognise that his frustration is less about 

the missing object and more about the 

threat to his self-perception as organised 

and rational. 

The episode reveals how easily humans 

defend their thoughts rather than examine 

them. Swami’s journey from confidence to 

humility becomes the doorway into 

metacognition: the ability to observe not 

just what we think, but how we think. Latha 



functions as a mirror, modelling calm 

awareness and subtle insight. 

The prologue establishes the book's tone—

warm, conversational, lightly humorous, yet 

philosophically grounded. It signals that the 

work will not be a textbook on cognitive 

science but a lived exploration of awareness 

through everyday life. The reader is invited 

into a cosy space where intellectual depth 

and domestic simplicity coexist — and 

where the true subject is not spectacles, but 

perception itself. 

 

  



 1 What Is Metacognition? 

 

The Mind Looking into Its Own Mirror 

The morning began, as most meaningful 

mornings do, with confusion. 

Swami stood in the kitchen holding a steel 

tumbler of filter coffee in one hand and the 

TV remote in the other. He looked deeply 

disturbed. 

Latha noticed this immediately. 

Not because she was observant. 

But because Swami had poured coffee into 

the flower vase and was trying to change 

television channels using the dosa ladle. 

“Are you planning to water the jasmine 

plant with degree coffee?” she asked calmly. 

Swami blinked. 

Then looked at the vase. 

Then at the tumbler. 

Then at life itself. 



“Latha,” he said gravely, “have you ever 

wondered who inside us notices these 

mistakes?” 

Latha sighed. 

“Before sunrise only philosophy?” 

“No, no. Think carefully. One part of my 

mind made the mistake. Another part 

noticed the mistake. Which means…” 

He raised one finger dramatically. 

“There are at least two tenants inside the 

human brain.” 

“Yes,” said Latha. “One pays rent. One 

doesn’t.” 

Swami ignored her. 

“This,” he announced, “is metacognition.” 

Latha leaned against the kitchen doorway. 

“Hmm. Sounds like a disease discovered in 

America.” 

“It is not disease. It is discovery.” 

“What exactly is it?” 



Swami sat down at the dining table as 

though preparing to reveal the Upanishads. 

“Metacognition,” he declared, “is thinking 

about thinking.” 

Latha waited. 

“That’s all?” 

“That is not ‘all.’ That is enormous. Human 

beings don’t merely think. They can observe 

their own thoughts. They can question their 

own assumptions. They can evaluate how 

they learn, why they react, and whether 

their decisions make sense.” 

Latha nodded slowly. 

“So basically… the brain becoming its own 

auditor.” 

Swami’s eyes widened. 

“Excellent! Exactly! Internal audit 

department!” 

“Then most people’s audit reports must be 

terrible.” 

Swami laughed. 



“That is the tragedy of civilization. Most 

people think continuously but examine 

rarely.” 

He took a sip of coffee. 

This time from the correct tumbler. 

Outside, the milkman rang his cycle bell like 

a spiritual alarm clock. 

Inside, Swami’s philosophical engine had 

fully started. 

 

“When you were young,” Swami asked, 

“how did you study for exams?” 

Latha smiled. 

“Mostly by panic.” 

“No strategy?” 

“Of course, strategy. First I would sharpen 

five pencils. Then arrange books. Then 

suddenly feel sleepy. Then drink coffee. 

Then open first page. Then realize exam is 

tomorrow. Then cry.” 

Swami nodded respectfully. 

“A classic educational methodology.” 



“And you?” 

“I used to underline entire textbooks.” 

“That is not studying. That is repainting.” 

Swami continued undisturbed. 

“But see, metacognition changes learning 

completely. Suppose a student asks: 

• Do I actually understand this?  

• Why am I forgetting?  

• Which method helps me remember?  

• Am I learning or merely 

memorising?  

That student becomes smarter not because 

of intelligence alone—but because of 

awareness.” 

Latha thought for a moment. 

“So metacognition is not just knowledge.” 

“No. It is awareness of knowledge.” 

“Like knowing whether you know.” 

“Yes!” 

“And knowing whether you don’t know.” 



“Even more important!” 

Latha smiled. 

“Ah. Then many arguments in families can 

disappear.” 

“How?” 

“Because most quarrels come from people 

who are extremely confident about things 

they barely understand.” 

Swami pointed dramatically. 

“Exactly! The greatest danger is unconscious 

ignorance.” 

Latha raised an eyebrow. 

“That sounds like the name of a political 

party.” 

Swami nearly choked laughing. 

 

After breakfast, Swami sat near the window 

reading three books simultaneously. 

This was his preferred method of 

intellectual confusion. 

Latha watched him carefully. 



“You know,” she said, “children actually 

have natural metacognition.” 

Swami looked impressed. 

“Explain.” 

“When children learn cycling, they 

constantly adjust themselves: 

‘Why did I fall?’ 

‘Should I balance differently?’ 

‘Should I pedal slower?’ 

They observe themselves naturally.” 

Swami nodded thoughtfully. 

“True. But adults stop reflecting. We 

become mechanical.” 

“That is because adulthood is basically 

repeated billing payments.” 

“No, Latha. We become prisoners of habit.” 

He leaned back. 

“See, the human brain loves shortcuts. 

Habits save energy. But eventually we stop 

questioning ourselves.” 

Latha folded clothes slowly. 



“That is true. Sometimes we react 

automatically without understanding why.” 

“Yes. Someone criticizes us and immediately 

anger comes. But metacognition pauses and 

asks: 

Why did this upset me? 

Is the criticism true? 

Am I reacting from ego? 

Am I repeating an old emotional pattern?” 

Latha smiled softly. 

“That pause itself is wisdom.” 

Swami looked delighted. 

“You are becoming dangerous.” 

“Years of exposure to you.” 

 

By afternoon, Chennai heat had 

transformed the house into a philosophical 

oven. 

The ceiling fan rotated with existential 

exhaustion. 

Swami lay on the sofa reading an article 

about cognitive biases. 



Suddenly he sat upright. 

“Latha! Do you know what is fascinating?” 

“That you are shouting during nap time?” 

“The mind lies beautifully.” 

“That I already knew.” 

“No, seriously. Human beings believe they 

are rational. But often they simply justify 

emotions afterward.” 

Latha sat beside him. 

“Meaning?” 

“Suppose someone buys an expensive item 

unnecessarily. Instead of admitting impulse, 

the mind creates noble explanations.” 

“Like your sixth notebook?” 

“That notebook was essential.” 

“For what?” 

“For organizing thoughts.” 

“You already have five unused notebooks.” 

“Those are for future thoughts.” 

Latha laughed. 



Swami continued. 

“This is why metacognition matters. 

Without self-awareness, we become 

storytellers instead of truth-seekers.” 

“Hmmm.” 

“We create narratives to protect ego.” 

“That explains social media.” 

Swami clapped. 

“Exactly! Modern society encourages 

performance, not reflection.” 

Latha looked out the window thoughtfully. 

“Maybe that is why silence feels 

uncomfortable now. Silence forces 

observation.” 

Swami became unusually quiet. 

Then he said softly: 

“The moment we observe our own mind 

honestly, transformation begins.” 

 

Evening arrived with the smell of rain and 

roasted peanuts from the roadside vendor. 



Swami and Latha walked slowly on the 

terrace. 

Clouds floated like unfinished thoughts. 

“Do you think too much introspection can 

become unhealthy?” Latha asked suddenly. 

Swami nodded. 

“Yes. Reflection without balance becomes 

overthinking.” 

“So where is the line?” 

“Metacognition is not endless self-criticism. 

It is conscious understanding.” 

He paused. 

“A mirror should help us see ourselves—not 

imprison us before our reflection.” 

Latha smiled. 

“That sounded rehearsed.” 

“I rehearse wisdom internally.” 

“Metacognitively?” 

“Exactly.” 

They both laughed. 



After a few moments, Latha spoke quietly. 

“You know what I think real maturity is?” 

“What?” 

“The ability to notice ourselves while living.” 

Swami looked at her with genuine 

admiration. 

“Beautiful.” 

“I mean… most people sleepwalk through 

emotions, habits, fears, ambitions. They 

rarely ask: 

Why am I becoming this person? 

What drives me? 

What am I avoiding? 

What truly matters?” 

Swami nodded slowly. 

“That is the examined life.” 

“And perhaps the beginning of freedom.” 

The first drops of rain touched the terrace 

floor. 

Tiny circles formed and disappeared. 

Swami watched them carefully. 



“Human thought is like rainwater,” he said 

softly. “Most drops fall unnoticed. 

Metacognition is the puddle that reflects 

the sky.” 

Latha looked at him suspiciously. 

“You definitely practiced that line 

beforehand.” 

“Great philosophy requires editing.” 

 

That night, before sleeping, Swami opened 

his diary. 

Latha peeped over his shoulder. 

“What are you writing?” 

“A metacognitive exercise.” 

“What exercise?” 

“I am observing today’s thoughts and 

reactions.” 

“Really? What have you discovered?” 

Swami adjusted spectacles. 

“I discovered that I become philosophical 

after excessive caffeine.” 



“Correct.” 

“I discovered that I interrupt people when 

excited.” 

“Very correct.” 

“I discovered that I avoid difficult tasks by 

organizing papers.” 

“Extremely correct.” 

Swami looked offended. 

“You are treating my introspection like a 

performance review.” 

Latha smiled gently. 

“Self-awareness is rarely flattering, Swami.” 

He closed the diary thoughtfully. 

“Yes. But perhaps that is why it matters.” 

The room fell silent. 

Outside, rain continued softly over Chennai 

rooftops. 

Inside, two minds rested. 

And somewhere beneath thoughts, one 

quiet awareness continued watching. 



 

 

Chapter Summary 

This chapter introduces metacognition — 

the ability to think about one’s own 

thinking. Through Swami and Latha’s 

conversations, we discover that 

metacognition is: 

• Awareness of thoughts, emotions, 

and learning processes  

• The ability to evaluate our 

assumptions and reactions  

• A tool for wiser decisions and 

deeper self-understanding  

• The foundation of reflective living  

The chapter also explores: 

• How humans often operate 

automatically  

• The difference between thinking and 

observing thought  

• Why self-awareness is essential for 

learning and emotional maturity  



• The balance between healthy 

reflection and overthinking  

Metacognition is ultimately presented not 

as intellectual complexity, but as conscious 

living. 

 

Quote Pullout 

“Most people think continuously but 

examine rarely. 

Wisdom begins the moment the mind 

pauses to observe itself.” — Swam 

 


