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Sri Swami Rama of the Himalayas



Introduction
By Pandit Rajmani Tigunait

Sri Swami Rama took me under his wing in 1976, and from that time on every
minute of the twenty years | lived with him was a time of learning. Now that he
is no longer in his physical body, | look back and realize how skillfully he filled
my every breath with the living presence of the masters who were such an
integral part of his own life. In continuous waves he nourished my mind and
heart with the perennial knowledge and love of the lineage of the sages. Today,
with awe and gratitude, | ask myself: After having him as my master, is there
anything yet to be achieved?

One of the most blessed and richest periods of my life was in 1985, when at
Swamiji’s behest | began to translate Living with the Himalayan Masters into
Hindi, my native language. Every evening, when | showed him that day’s
translation, Swamiji told me the untold part of the story, and | soon realized he
was using the translation as an excuse for me to glimpse the inner life of the
sages he had written about, and to absorb their teachings. Every episode brought
a revelation, which | was able to assimilate only through the grace of Sri
Swamiji and the masters who speak through this book. Living with the
Himalayan Masters is the embodiment of Swamiji’s life, his spiritual journey,
and his experiences with the masters of different traditions. He addresses the
issues that all of us confront at least once in our lifetime, and shares his
experiences in such a simple and loving manner that they become a part of us.

At the mundane level, this book shows us who we are and what steps we must
take to be happy and successful. It inspires us to work hard and have faith in our
own self-effort. At the spiritual level, it introduces us to our own mystical and
esoteric self as we encounter the adepts hidden in the caves and monasteries of
the Himalayas and other remote parts of India, Tibet, Nepal, Sikkim, and
Bhutan.

Spiritual books, especially those of an autobiographical nature, often give the
impression that the experiences and spiritual achievements of the masters are
beyond our reach. Swamiji, however, puts miracles and mysticism in an entirely
different light. Reading it, we feel that he is one of us. He is a young boy, full of
mischief. He is a teenager, full of curiosity and adventurous zeal. He is a seeker,



with certain strengths and weaknesses. Just like us, he sometimes fails to
distinguish the fakes from genuine masters, mistaking magic for spiritual
achievement. At one time, for example, attracted by the magical power and
glamorous life of sorcerers and low-grade tantrics, he even considers abandoning
his master for another teacher. His human traits are so familiar to us that in
reading about them his journey becomes our journey.

The stories in this book infuse our hearts with overwhelming gratitude for the
sages who selflessly share their boundless love and yet remain unrecognized by
the multitude. Swamiji is one of them. While he lived among us he lectured,
wrote books, and established large charitable organizations, but very few of us
perceived his spiritual stature. In the last phase of his life those who were near to
him and had “eyes to see” came to know that Swamiji was master of every
esoteric practice he mentions in this book, but they never knew how and when
he practiced them.

Swamiji discouraged a belief in miracles, yet every moment of his life was
filled with miracles. No one who came near him ever went away empty-handed.
His gifts were of different shapes, sizes, and weights—upon touching his feet, a
businessman might be blessed with prosperity, a sick man with health, and a
student with knowledge. Some understood what they had received; others did
not. Now | look back and wonder at how beautifully he unveiled the spiritual
mysteries while skillfully hiding his identity as one of the greatest sages from the
Himalayan peaks.

Swami Rama was fully established in his own self-nature. A playful child, a
carefree adolescent, a gentle sage, a tactful adult spontaneously manifested in
him. For him past and future did not exist—he always lived in the present, and
the circumstance of the moment called forth whatever persona would help and
guide those who were with him. Transformative energy emanated from him. If
he stayed for a time in a rocky, barren land, a beautiful rock garden would
emerge; if he stopped to speak to a woman suffering from chronic depression,
her face would light up and the years would drop away.

To Swamiji, nothing was useless; everything had purpose and meaning. He
once put rocks and pebbles around an odd-looking septic vent pipe and artfully
placed a few stumps around it; the resulting “sculpture” looked like a holy man
sitting in meditation, and visitors kept a respectful distance. He was very fond of
cactus. He had a huge collection in India and a smaller one in the States. One
day I asked him, “Swamiji, why do you love cactus so much?” He said, “l am in
the habit of tending those who are full of thorns and are discarded by everybody.
It gives me great joy when | see them blossom.”



| remember my own life. Before 1976 | was like a speck of dust drifting along
the roadside. Then one day Swamiji picked me up and transformed me into
living pollen. With his loving touch | became an integral part of that garden
which the sages cultivate. Today | have been given the honor and privilege of
writing an introduction to this classic work, but I hope you will understand that
my attempt to do so is like a flower’s attempt to describe the gardener and his
work—work which far exceeds the flower’s understanding. What | received
directly from Swamiji and what | learned about him by visiting places where he
did his sadhana, however, gives me the confidence to say that the stories in this
book represent only the tip of the iceberg.

Living with the Himalayan Masters has its own spirit. | have read and
pondered over it countless times. And each time | have found something new,
something that was just what | needed at that level of my development. The
book speaks to each reader at the personal level. I must not try to tell you what |
think it is about, because by doing so | might put a veil between you and its
message. In these pages you will experience Swamiji’s presence and the
presence of other great masters. May you bask in their grace and receive just
what you need.
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I
Spiritual Education in the Himalayas

CHILDHOOD IS THE FOUNDATION STONE UPON Which stands the whole life structure.
The seed sown in childhood blossoms into the tree of life. The education which
is imparted in childhood is more important than the education which is received

in colleges and universities. In the process of human growth, proper guidance
along with environmental learning is important.



The Sacred Himalayas

The Himalayan ranges extend over almost 1,500 miles in length. Mount Everest,
towering upward over 29,000 feet on the border of Nepal and Tibet, is the
highest of all the mountains in the world. Persians, Indians, Tibetans, and
Chinese have all written about the grandeur and beauty of these mountains. The
word Himalaya comes from Sanskrit words: hima, meaning “snow,” and alaya,
meaning “home”—the home of snows. | would like to make you aware that the
Himalayas are not merely the home of snow, but that they have also been a
stronghold of yogic wisdom and spirituality for millions of people, regardless of
their religious beliefs. This ancient and rich tradition still exists there today as
these unique mountains continue to whisper their spiritual glory to all who have
an ear to hear.

| was born and brought up in the valleys of the Himalayas. | roamed among
them for more than four and a half decades and was educated by their sages. |
met the masters who live and travel there, studied at their feet and experienced
their spiritual wisdom. From the Punjab Himalayas to the Kumayun and
Garhwal Himalayas, from Nepal to Assam, and from Sikkim to Bhutan and
Tibet, | traveled to those forbidden places which are virtually inaccessible to
tourists. | climbed to a height of 19,000 to 20,000 feet without the help of an
oxygen kit or modern equipment. Many times | did not have food and became
unconscious, tired and sometimes wounded, but always, one way or another, |
found help during such occasions.

For me, the Himalayas are my spiritual parents and living there was like
living in the lap of a mother. She brought me up in her natural environment and
inspired me to live a particular style of life. Once when | was fourteen years old,
an unknown sage blessed me and gave me a leaf of bhoja patra, the paper made
of bark on which the ancient scriptures were written. On it he inscribed, “Let the
world be little with you. Let you be on the path of spirituality.” It is still in my
possession.
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Let the world be little with you.
Let you be on the path of spirituality.

Awadhoot, Gangotri, 1939

The love | received from the sages is like the perennial snows which form the
silvery glaciers of the Himalayas and then melt into thousands of streams. When
love became the lord of my life, | became quite fearless and traveled from one
cave to another, crossing streams and mountain passes surrounded by snow-
blanketed peaks. In all conditions | was cheerful, searching for the hidden sages
who preferred to remain unknown. Every breath of my life was enriched with
spiritual experiences which may be difficult for many others to comprehend.

That gentle and amiable sage of the Himalayas had only one entrancing
theme: love—for nature, love—for creatures, and love—for the Whole. The
Himalayan sages taught me the gospel of nature. Then | started listening to the
music coming from the blooming flowers, from the songs of the birds, and even
from the smallest blade of grass and thorn of the bush. In everything lives the
evidence of the beautiful. If one does not learn to listen to the music of nature
and appreciate her beauty, then that which impels man to seek love at its fountain
may be lost in the remotest antiquity. Do you need psychological analysis to
discover in nature the source of so much happiness, of so many songs, dreams,
and beauties? This gospel of nature speaks its parables from the glacial streams,
the valleys laden with lilies, the forests covered with flowers, and the light of
stars. This gospel reveals that emphatic knowledge through which one learns
truth and beholds the good in all its majesty and glory.

When one learns to hear the music of nature and appreciate her beauty, then
his soul moves in harmony with its entire environment. His every movement and
every sound will surely then find its due place in human society. The mind of
man should be trained to love nature before he looks through the corridor of his
life. Then a revelation comes peeping through with the dawn. The pain and
miseries of life disappear with the darkness and the mist when the sun rises.
Mortality finds its way in the awareness of immortality. Then a mortal being
suffers no more from the pangs and sorrows which death seems to shower upon
him. Death has for ages been a constant source of misery, but at death man learns
to become one with the infinite and the eternal.

When one learns to appreciate fully the profundity of nature in its simplicity,
then thoughts flow spontaneously in response to the appeals of his delicate
senses when they come in contact with nature. This soul-vibrating experience, in



its full harmony with the perfect orchestra of melodies and echos, reflects from
the sound of the ripples of the Ganges, the gushing of the winds, the rustling of
leaves, and the roar of thundering clouds. The light of the self is revealed and all
the obstacles are removed. He ascends the top of the mountain, where he
perceives the vast horizon. In the depth of silence is hidden the source of love.
The eye of faith alone can unveil and see the illumination of that love. This
music resounds in my ears and has become the song of my life.

This discovery of the sages binds the whole of humanity in the harmony of
the cosmos. Sages are the sources from which mankind receives knowledge and
wisdom to behold the light, truth, and beauty which show the path of freedom
and happiness to all. They make humanity aware of the mere shadows and vain
illusions of this world. With their eyes the unity of the entire universe is best
seen.

“The truth is hidden by a golden disc. O Lord! Help us in unveiling so that we
can see the truth.” The gospel of love as taught by the Himalayan sages makes
the whole universe aware of the fountainhead of light, life, and beauty.

At a young age | sat at the foot of Mount Kailas and drank the glacial waters
of Lake Manasarowar. Often | cooked the vegetables and roots grown by Mother
Nature at Gangotri and Kedarnath. Living in the Himalayan caves was very
pleasant, and when | was there | was in the habit of roaming through the
mountains during the day, taking notes in a haphazard manner, and returning to
my cave before darkness would fall. My diary is filled with descriptions of my
experiences with the sages, yogis, and other spiritual leaders of the Himalayas.

This is a land where Sandhya Bhasha was born. Several modern scholars have
tried to interpret and translate Sandhya Bhasha by calling it “the twilight
language.” Actually, the way | was taught this language, it is entirely different
from the concept the modern writers have of it. It is a purely yogic language,



spoken by only a few fortunate yogis, sages, and adepts. Philosophically and
ideally, it is very similar to Sanskrit, for every word of Sandhya Bhasha flows
full of meaning from its root sound. Sandhya Bhasha can be used only for the
discussion of spiritual matters and contains no vocabulary for the business affairs
of the world. When the sun weds with the moon, when the day weds with the
night, and when ida and pingala [the left and right energy channels of the human
body] equally flow, that union is called sandhya or sushumna. Sushumna is the
mother from whose womb was born the language Sandhya Bhasha or twilight.
During that period of sushumna the yogi derives the greatest joy that anyone can
consciously experience. When such a yogi speaks with other adepts, then they
converse in this language, which is hard for others to understand. Knowledge of
the appropriate way of chanting the Vedic verses is slowly diminishing because
the grammar of the Vedas is different from the Sanskrit language. (The grammar
of the Vedas is called Nirukta.) Similarly, the grammar of Sandhya Bhasha is
completely based on sounds and is diminishing. As the musicians of classical
music can make notes from sounds and their pitches, so the notes can be made
from the sounds used in Sandhya Bhasha. It is called “the language of devas”
[gods].

When one sits in the mornings and evenings on the tops of the mountains, he
can see beauty all around. If he is a spiritual man, he can understand how this
beauty is an inseparable aspect of the Lord, whose attributes are Satyam, Shivam,
and Sundaram—truth, eternity, and beauty. This is the land of devas. In the
Himalayas, dawn (usha) and twilight (sandhya—when the day weds the night)
are not mere moments created by the rotation of the earth, but have a deep
symbolic meaning.

Morning, afternoon, evening, and night each have their own beauty which no
language can ever describe. Many times a day the mountains change their colors,
because the sun is at the service of these mountains. In the morning they are
silvery, at noon they are golden, and in the evening they look red. | thought that
my own mother was dressing to please me in many different-colored saris. Do |
have vocabulary to explain this beauty through the language of the lips? It is
only the language of the heart in which I can speak, but the words do not roll
down through my lips.

| can give you only a glimpse of these beautiful mountains. Their beauty is
splendid and beyond description. The morning environment in the Himalayas is
so calm and serene that it leads an aspirant spontaneously to silence. That is why
the people of the Himalayas become meditators. Nature strengthened the schools
of meditation. When I lived in my cave, Usha (dawn), holding the rising sun in



her palm, would awaken me every morning, as though my mother were standing
before me. The rays of the sun penetrated gently through the entrance. (In the
cave there lived several yogis studying the wisdom of the Upanishads at the feet
of the master.)

=

Shivling, towering between Gangotri and Gomukh

In the evening when the weather clears and the sun breaks through the clouds,
it seems as though the mighty Painter were pouring out millions of colors on the
snowy peaks, creating paintings which could never be duplicated by the brushes
and colors of the tiny fingers of artists. Any art that exists in Tibet, China, India,
and Persia has some influence of the Himalayan beauty on it. A few times | too
tried to paint, but I stopped using my brushes because my paintings seemed to be
mere scribbles drawn by a child. Beauty remains bound within the limitations of
human realms if it is not appreciated heartily. When one becomes aware of the
higher level of beauty which projects itself through nature, he becomes a true
artist. When an artist becomes aware of that fountain from which arises all
beauty, then instead of painting, he starts composing poems. The brush and
colors do not have access to that finest level of consciousness. Spiritual beauty



needs to be expressed on increasingly deeper and more subtle levels.

The most ancient travelers of the Himalayas are the clouds which roll gently
from the Bay of Bengal. Rising from the ocean, these monsoon clouds travel
toward the snowy peaks of the Himalayas, hug them, and return roaring to the
plains, laden with pure snowy waters. They shower their blessings and bestow
them upon the soil of India. Kalidasa, a great Sanskrit poet known as “the
Shakespeare of the East,” composed many poems about these clouds.
Meghadoota is a solitary example of an excellent collection of these poems. In
these poems Kalidasa used the clouds as messengers to deliver his message to
his beloved, who was captive in the Himalayas. The Ramayana and
Mahabharata, famous Indian epics, are full of praises describing pilgrimages to
the Himalayas. Even modern poets of Hindi and Urdu like Prasad and Ickbal
could not resist composing poems on the Himalayan beauty. Many Sanskrit
poems, such as Mahimna-stotra, are sung as though a traveler were going up and
coming down from the Himalayas. | also used to compose poems and sing,
although | was not a good poet or singer. The classical music of India borrowed
ragas like Pahari from the melodious tunes sung by the girls from the tops of the
mountains. The Himalayas remain replete with mysteries for poets, artists,
musicians, and travelers, but they reveal their most important message only to
those who are prepared. Mystics alone can unveil the real secrets of these
wondrous mountains.

| used to roam in the mountains with my pet bear, who was very loyal to me.
He was fond of me and became very possessive. He wouldn’t hurt anyone, but
would knock down anyone who came near me. | called him Bhola and he was
my finest company during those days. For eleven years he lived near my cave
and would always wait for me to come out. My master did not approve of my
growing attachment to this pet and used to tease me, calling me a bear charmer.
In the morning, carrying a long staff to help me in climbing, | would go to the
mountaintops which were four to six miles from my cave. | had my diary, a few
pencils and the bear Bhola with me.

After the fifteenth of September it starts snowing in the Himalayas, but I
continued my long walks to the nearby mountaintops, singing the hymns of the
Divine Mother. Occasionally the thought would flash in my mind that my life
belongs to those who follow our tradition. | did not care for my individuality, but
was acutely conscious of the tradition of sages which | followed. Even though |
broke the discipline many times and became rebellious, | was still forgiven.
During those days many profound psychological and spiritual experiences
occurred. Sometimes | felt like a king but without any burden of the crown on



my head. Not having human company or communication brought me great peace
and serenity. | realized that nature is very peaceful. She disturbs only those who
disturb themselves, but she teaches wisdom to those who admire and appreciate
her beauty. This is especially true in the Himalayas.

Many varieties of flowers are found in abundance in these mountains. Those
with a poetic imagination say that viewed from the snow-covered mountain
peaks, these slopes laden with flower beds look like a magnificent vase of
flowers which a fully prepared disciple would reverently present to his gurudeva.
| would sit next to these natural flower beds and gaze into the sky, searching for
their Gardener.

Among all the flowers grown in the Himalayan valleys, the most beautiful are
the lilies and the orchids. Hundreds of varieties of lilies bloom after winter is
over and sometimes even before snowfall. There is one variety of lily which is
pink and very beautiful. It grows in June and July at a height of 8,000 to 11,000
feet and is found on the banks of the river Rudra Garo that joins the Ganges at
Gangotri. This same variety of lily also grows under the trees at Bhoja Basa.

The orchids in the Himalayas are more gorgeous than any other flower. They
grow at a height of 4,000 to 6,000 feet. The heaviest orchid that | ever found was
growing on an oak tree and weighed a little less than one and a half pounds.
Some varieties of these orchids can be found in greenhouses a few miles from
Katmandu, Nepal, but many still remain undiscovered by horticulturists. During
the blossoming season of orchids, the buds, in their natural obstinacy, delay
blooming and sometimes take six to seven days to open. Orchid flowers are
amazingly beautiful and their blooming season lasts for at least two and a half
months.

The mountain cacti bloom suddenly in the moonlit night. They are shy to the
sun’s rays, and before the sun rises their petals withdraw their blooming beauty,
never to bloom again. I know of more than twenty-five varieties of succulents
and cacti in the Himalayas which are used for medicinal purposes. | was told that
the soma creeper comes from the succulent family and grows at the height of
11,000 to 18,000 feet.

Among the great variety of flowers in the Himalayas there are more than one
hundred and fifty varieties of rhododendron. The most striking of this species is
blue and white. Pink and red varieties are common, and there is another variety
which has multi-colored petals. In the summer, sometimes an entire valley is
laden with rhododendron flowers.

The king of all the Himalayan flowers is the himkamal, or “snow lotus,” a



very rare flower. One day as | was wandering through the mountains | saw a
single blue himkamal as big as a saucer, growing from between two rocks and
half-buried in snow. | started looking at it and my mind entered into a dialogue
with this beautiful snow lotus. I said, “Why are you here all alone? Your beauty
IS meant to be adored. You should give yourself to someone before your petals
fall and return to the dust.”

As the breeze blew its stem, it shook and then bent toward me, saying, “Do
you think | am lonely being all alone? All alone means all in one. | enjoy these
heights, the purity, the shelter of the blue umbrella above.”

| wanted to pick the flower and considered pulling it out and taking the whole
plant to my master. | compared my own life to this lotus and said like an
irresponsible, joyous child, “What will happen to you if | crush your petals?”

The lotus replied, “I will be glad, for my fragrance will radiate everywhere
and the purpose of my life will be fulfilled.”

| pulled the lotus out by its roots and took it to my master, but he was not
appreciative. He had never liked to use flowers and their fragrance except on a
few occasions when he instructed me to collect flowers from the forest for
worship. That was the last day that I ever picked a flower. | felt that | had been
depriving Mother Nature by snatching her child from her lap. | never picked a
flower again. Beauty is to be admired and not to be used, possessed, or
destroyed. Aesthetic sense develops when one starts appreciating the beauty of
nature.

To satisfy and fulfill my desire to be all alone I wandered here and there,
admiring nature just by being with her. Sometimes | would go down to the
snowy streams and look at the ripples kicking each other as they moved forward.
The rivers and streams running from the tops of the glaciers looked like many
long locks of hair. The music created by the streams is quite exhilarating. |
would compare the stream of life with these ever-flowing streams and watch
how a mass of water running toward the ocean would not leave a gap. The
currents would never turn back, but another mass of water would fill the gap.
There was always continuity. Those streams are like the perennial flow of life.
For hours | would watch these snowy streams flowing from the glaciers and
waterfalls. Both banks of the streams glittered like silver on moonlit nights.

Living in that part of the Himalayas where the Ganges flows, | would stay
seated on its rocky banks and gaze at the blue sky and the clear moon, which
paled its light on the sands. | watched the twinkling lights coming from the small
homes of the distant villages, and when the clouds parted I saw the sky glittering



with the lamps of a million stars. This grand assembly and long procession of the
stars is beyond human imagination. Below on the earth, the peaks of the
Himalayas silently enjoyed this fair of stars. Some of them seemed as though
they were playing hide and seek among the mountain peaks. In all directions, the
mountain peaks and snowy streams were illuminated with that milky light
emanating from the starry multitude which | remember even today. In the
evenings mist formed a thick white quilt over the Ganges between the two ridges
of snowy peaks, and before sunrise a layer of mist would cover the Ganges like a
white blanket. It seemed as though a sleeping serpent were snoring from beneath
it. The rays of the rising sun rushed to drink these holy waters as eagerly as |
rushed to bathe in the Ganges every morning. The mountain water was crystal
clear, soothing to the eyes, and stimulating to the senses.

There are many rivers that flow from the great Lake Manasarowar at the foot
of Mount Kailas, but of all the rivers which have their source in the Himalayan
mountains, the Ganges is unique. When the Ganges flows from its sources in the
glaciers of Gangotri, it carries in its water a variety of minerals which have
nutritional and therapeutic value. Skin diseases are rarely found among villagers
who live on the banks of the Ganges. A bottle of Ganges water is kept in every
home and practically all of the villagers give it to a dying person to drink.

This glacier at the base of the Bhagirithi Peaks is the source of the Ganges

When bottled, this water does not become stagnant, and bacteria do not
survive in it, although they do in the water from other rivers. Long ago, sailors
learned that drinking water from the Ganges carried by ships traveling from
Calcutta to London did not stagnate, but water from the Thames carried by ships
traveling from London to India had to be replaced by fresh water along the way.
The unigue chemical components and minerals of this water have been analyzed
by many scientists from all over the world. Dr. Jagdish Chandra Bose, a
prominent Indian scientist, analyzed the Ganges water and concluded: “There



seems to be no other river water like this anywhere in the world. Its mineral
gualities have powers to cure many diseases.”

When the Ganges comes down to the plains, however, it is fed by many
polluted streams and rivers, and the merits of its water are lost. Some of the
villagers throw the bodies of their deceased into the Ganges, believing that by
doing so the souls of their loved ones will go to heaven. Personally | don’t
approve of polluting water and then drinking the same water and calling it holy. |
was instructed by my master not to drink from or bathe in the water of the
Ganges with any idea that by doing so my sins would be washed off. He taught
me the philosophy of karma and said, “One has to reap the fruits of his karma.
The law of karma is inevitable and is accepted by all the great philosophies of
the world: “‘As you sow, so shall you reap.” Learn to perform your duties
skillfully without aversion or attachment, and do not believe that anything can
wash off your bad karma. Taking a bath in a river and making pilgrimages from
one shrine to another will not free you from the bondage of karma. Such belief is
only superstition and has no logic.”

The rivers flowing from the Himalayas enrich the soil of India and feed more
than 600 million people today, yet some call these mountains poor. Writers dare
say that the Himalayas are economically disappointing, having few mineral
deposits and being unable to support enterprises on a large scale. | agree with
them: economically these mountains are not rich. They are spiritual mountains
and provide for renunciates, not for the materially wealthy. Those who have tried
to explore the riches of the Himalayas from an economic viewpoint have met
with failure, and those who will undertake such ventures in the future will be
similarly disappointed. Himalayan villages have not received their share of
modern education, technology, and medicine, even though the Himalayas are the
reservoirs for the drinking and irrigation waters for the whole of India. Indian
planners are unwise in not placing greater emphasis on this important resource.
However, the Himalayan inhabitants prefer things to remain as they are. “Leave
us alone without exploitation; just be grateful and respect us from a distance” are
the words | hear from many villagers of the Himalayas.

The economy of the villages is supported by the nearby tiny terraced fields,
where barley, wheat, and lentils are grown. Livestock include buffaloes, sheep,
cattle, ponies, and goats. The villagers living in the Punjab and Kashmir
Himalayas, in the Kumayun and Garhwal Himalayas, and in the Nepal and
Sikkim Himalayas have many common characteristics. They are poor but
honest; they do not steal or quarrel. In the villages high in the mountains, no one
even locks his house—locks are not needed. There are places of pilgrimage



there. If you go to a shrine high in the mountains and drop your purse on the
path, it will still be there when you come back weeks later. No one will touch it.
They consider it disrespectful to touch somebody else’s things without
permission. “Why should we need someone else’s things?” they will ask. There
IS no greed, for their needs are few. They do not suffer from materialistic
insanity.

The villagers are dependent on the plains only for salt and for oil to burn in
their lamps. These village societies are less corrupt than most others in the world
because of the people’s simple, honest, and gentle habits. Life there is calm and
peaceful. The people don’t know how to hate anyone. They don’t understand
hatred. These people don’t want to come down to the plains. When they leave
the mountains they do not feel comfortable around the people of the plains, with
their many tricks and games and pretenses. In the mountain areas most
influenced by modern culture, however, lying and stealing have begun to occur
much more frequently.

Modern society is considered to be advanced and cultured, but it is not
genuine. It is cultured like a cultured pearl. Few value genuine pearls today. The
modern human being has weakened himself and his human nature by culturing it
again and again, losing touch with nature and reality. In modern culture we live
for showing off to others, not for serving others. But if you go to the mountains,
no matter who you are the first things they will ask you are, “Have you taken
your food? Do you have a place to stay?” Anybody there will ask you these
things, whether you are friend or stranger.

The people of the Garhwal and Kumayun mountains are intelligent, cultured,
and hospitable. Kangra Valley art and Garhwal art are renowned for their unique
pen and color work. Education in some of these mountain communities is better
than in many other parts of India. The priests of the different communities know



so much about astrology mingled with tantrism that it sometimes surprises
travelers from the plains. The people here lead simple lives close to nature. They
live in beautiful wooden houses and weave their own clothes. In the evenings
they assemble for chanting, and sing their folklore in beautiful melodies. They
dance in a group and sing folk songs which are harmonious and moving. The
mountain drummers are excellent, and bamboo flutes and jaw harps are used by
the shepherds and schoolchildren. As the girls and boys go to the mountains to
fetch grass for cattle and wood for fuel, they spontaneously compose and sing
poems. The children have their own way of enjoying life by playing hockey and
soccer. Reverence for parents and elders is one of the striking features in the
Himalayan culture.

Most of the trees which grow at heights of 4,000 to 6,000 feet are oaks, pines,
and devadaru (fir) trees of various kinds. In the high mountains, bhoja patra
grows and supplies bark paper, which the villagers use to record their
experiences, their ways of worship, and the usage of the herbs. Every villager
knows something about herbs, which are useful for many purposes in daily life.
All the villages from Kashmir to Punjab, Nepal, and Sikkim have a reputation
for providing strong and healthy soldiers for the Indian army. The life span of the
people is often over one hundred years.

The Himalayan community which lives in the mountains of Pakistan is called
Hunza. There they eat meat, but the community that lives in the Indian part of
the Himalayas is called Hamsa, and is vegetarian. Hamsa means “swan,” and it
is a frequent symbol in Indian mythology. The swan is said to have the power of
separating and drinking only the milk out of a mixture of milk and water.
Similarly, this world is a mixture of two things: the good and the bad. The wise
person selects and takes the good and leaves the bad.

Throughout these mountains, Shakti worship is prominent, and in every
village there are at least one or two small chapels. The sages, however, travel
and do not form communities such as the villagers do. These sages are treated
very nicely by the villagers and are given free food and shelter. They come from
different cultures and parts of the country (and world) and live in caves, under
trees, or in tiny thatched huts. These dwelling places are considered temples and
are situated outside the villages. There is always at least one wise man and
sometimes several staying there whose bare necessities are maintained by the
villagers. When any wandering sadhu [renunciate], yogi, or sage comes by, the
villagers freely offer whatever food they have. They enjoy entertaining guests
and easily establish friendship with them. As | traveled throughout the
Himalayas | did not enjoy staying with the villagers or the officers stationed here



and there, but preferred to stay in the hermitages, caves, and thatched huts of
these sages.

Culturally the Himalayas are not obstacles, and do not create any barriers to
the countries situated on either side. There are hundreds of communities and
nationalities in these mountains which are conspicuous for the peculiarities in
their ways of life, resulting from some unusual blend of Indian, Tibetan, and
Chinese cultures. Different languages are spoken in different parts of the
Himalayas. | could at one time speak Nepalese, Garhwali, Kumayuni, Punjabi,
and some Tibetan, but | have never learned the Kashmiri language. Knowledge
of these mountain languages helped me in communicating with the local
spiritual leaders and herbalists.

The month of July is the finest month for traveling in the Himalayas. The
snow and glaciers are melting then, and there are thousands of streams rushing
all over. It is not unpleasantly cold, and those who know the nature of glaciers,
avalanches, and landslides can travel comfortably if they are careful. The
dangers of the Himalayan mountains are the same today as they have always
been. Avalanches, fast-running streams and rivers, overhanging cliffs, and high,
towering, snow-covered peaks will not change their ways for any traveler.
Nonetheless, the spiritual heritage of the Himalayas has long motivated travelers
to explore their unknown wisdom. Over a thousand years ago hundreds of
Tibetan and Chinese travelers took Buddhist literature from India and translated
it into their own languages, thereby disseminating Buddhist teachings to their
own countries. The Great Vehicle of Buddhism, Mahayana, passed across the
Himalayan borders, first to Tibet and then to China, greatly enriching Chinese
culture and religion. The meditative traditions of Zen are aspects of this
Buddhism that were then passed on to Japan. The original teachings were
imparted by Indian teachers who traveled to Tibet and China ten centuries ago.
The followers of Taoism and Confucianism adore the Himalayas and the
Himalayan teachers, for they have received much wisdom from those who
traveled and lived in these mountains. The principle of inaction emphasized by
Taoism is found precisely formulated in the Bhagavad Gita. The concept of
nirvana, clearly present in early Indian philosophy, has influenced all the
religions of Tibet, Mongolia, China, and Japan. Today Tibet is a communist
country and it appears that its ancient wisdom, and the culture based on it, have
vanished. However, the Dalai Lama and a handful of his followers have migrated
to the foothills of the Himalayan mountains in India.

These mountains were my playgrounds. They were like large lawns spread as
though Mother Nature had personally looked after them so that her children who



live in the valleys would remain happy, joyous, and aware of the purpose of life.
It is there that one can come to understand that from the smallest blade of grass
to the highest of mountain peaks, there is no place for sorrow in life.

My forty-five years of living and traveling with the sages of the Himalayas,
under the guidance of my gurudeva, enabled me to experience in a few years that
which normally would not be possible for anyone to experience in several
lifetimes. | was able to do so because of the grace of my beloved master, who
wanted me to experience, choose, and decide for myself. This series of
experiences and my learning with the sages have helped me to attain and
maintain a center of awareness within. I will tell you how | grew up and how |
was trained, about the great sages with whom | lived and what they taught me,
not through lectures and books but through experiences. The stories collected
here are a record of some of these experiences.

Whenever | want to tell a story to the world, I think that the world itself is a
story. | pray that others may benefit from these experiences also, and that is why
| talk about them as | lecture and teach. | always say to my students, “What is
that which is mine and what is that which | have not surrendered to thee?” From
these spiritual stories, learn that which is useful for your growth, and start
practicing it, and that which is beyond your grasp, leave it for now with the
narrator. Memories of these experiences awaken me even today, and | feel the
Himalayan mountains are calling me back.



My Gurudeva and Parents

My father was a well-known learned Sanskrit scholar and a highly spiritual man.
Mostly brahmins lived in his village and they would come to my father for
consultation and to study with him. My parents were moderately wealthy and
generous landowners. My father did not plow his fields himself, but would share
the yields with the field-workers who did.

For six months no one had known where my father was, and his family had
concluded that he was either dead or had taken a vow of renunciation. Actually,
he had gone on a long retreat because he was having problems with his spiritual
practices. He was meditating intensively in the forest at Mansa Devi, not far
from Hardwar. My master, on a trip which took him by Mansa Devi, arrived one
evening at the place where my father was staying. Upon seeing my master, he
knew immediately that this was his gurudeva. Often in such initial contact
between master and disciple, the two hearts respond and spontaneously open to
each other. This can happen with only the contact of a single glance. Thereupon
begins communication without action or speech. My master stayed there for a
week, guiding my father and finally instructing him to return to his home, which
was at the height of about 5,500 feet in the hills of Uttar Pradesh.

My mother had given up hope of her husband returning and had started an
intensive practice of austerities. When my father returned, he told her about his
experiences with the master who had initiated him at Mansa Devi. He told her
that his master had said that although they were forty-three and sixty years old,
they would have a son who would also follow him.

Two years later my master came down from the Himalayas to my parents’
village and visited their home. My father was having dinner when my master
arrived, and my mother answered his knock at the door. Without knowing who
he was, she requested him to please wait because her husband was taking food
and she was serving him. Upon hearing of a guest’s arrival, however, my father
left his meal and rushed to the door. My master said, “l have not come to eat or
accept your hospitality. | want you to give me something.”

My father replied, “Anything | have is yours.”
My master said, “I need your son.”

My parents responded, “For us to have a son at our ages would be a miracle,
but if we can have him, he will be yours.” Eighteen months after this meeting, |
was born.



The day | was born, my master arrived at our house and asked my mother to
hand me over to him. As a protective new mother, she was reluctant to comply,
but my father asked her to do so. After holding me for a few minutes in his arms,
my master handed me back and instructed, “Look after him; I will come again
later and take him with me.”

Three years later my master returned and initiated me by whispering a mantra
in my right ear. | told him that | already knew the mantra and had been
remembering it all the time. He said, “I know. I am only confirming that which
you remember.” As a young child | was not at all ad, s not



regard to my actions and speech, but also in organizing my thinking process and
emotions. | was afraid of thinking undesirable things, but whenever | thought of
something which seemed to be bad, he continued to love me nonetheless. He
never controlled my thoughts, but would gently make me aware of my thinking
process. The student is always loved by his teacher. A genuine teacher never
condemns his student, no matter how bad the student may be. Instead, the
teacher gently helps and corrects. However much a child misbehaves, a truly
loving mother will continue to tenderly care for him. As a mother raises her
child with love, gentleness, and guidance, so a master raises his student.

| did not know what a mother and father could give, but my master gave me
everything, and he has never expected anything in return, nor had I anything to
give. My love for him is immense, for he has done everything for me—educated
me, trained me—and so far | have not been able to do anything for him. A
master needs nothing. True spiritual leaders are like that: they take nothing and
they give everything.

A real teacher is he who is very selfless and who loves his students even more
than a father can love his child. A father usually imparts only worldly means,
helps the children to grow, and trains them to live in the world. But a spiritual
father selflessly gives that which cannot be given by a father or anyone else. |
have not seen an example of this anywhere except in the spiritual tradition.
Father and mother give birth, bring up, educate, and give their property, but a
gurudeva gives to his disciples that knowledge which comes through his direct
experience. Imparting such knowledge is a yoga tradition exactly like a father
handing over his property to his sons. A master’s divine love is not that of
human love but is something which only the heart, and never the mind, is
capable of understanding. In a true spiritual tradition the teacher gives so much
to his student that the student’s life is overwhelmed and transformed.

After staying with my master for a good while, | was sent to live with my
brother disciple at Gangotri. He started teaching me scriptures. He loved me, but
he did not understand my rebelliousness or condone my constant arguing with
other sadhus. He would send adverse messages to my master about my behavior,
and my master would then come and take me with him for a while. Later he
would send me back to my brother disciple. | was also unhappy when | was in a
situation in which | had to stay with a family as a guest, but fortunately this
rarely happened.

One day | was curious to know about my brother disciple’s life and |
repeatedly asked him questions about his birthplace. | did not know that
renunciates never discuss their past, but on my insistence he told me about his



birthplace. Masters and sages do not want to recall their past, nor do they attach
much importance to birthdays, age, or birthplace. They dislike talking about the
members of their blood families. When the initiation ceremony is performed, the
renunciate himself performs his last rites and then deliberately forgets about his
birthplace and the people with whom he has previously lived. It is a custom in
the renunciate orders to not discuss one’s past. They call it the dead past and
consider themselves reborn.

| posed the same questions to my master, and after persistent requests he did
tell me something about his life. He reported that he was born to a brahmin
family of West Bengal. The members of his family were initiates of a sage who
used to come down from the Himalayas at times and travel in that area. My
master was the only son of his parents, and he became orphaned at a young age.
He was then adopted by this advanced sage. My master was about eighty years
of age when he related this story to me. He has a Bengali accent, and although he
did not use his native language, he did sometimes sing Bengali songs. He is a
Sanskrit scholar and knows English and several other languages.
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Swami Rama as a young brahmachari

Once during my travels in Bengal | visited my master’s birthplace. There was
no trace of his house, and | thought of building a memorial in his name there, but
he instructed me not to do so. In the village no one knew anything about him,
except two old ladies in their eighties. They reported that a master from the
Himalayas came and took him away when he was fourteen years of age. “Indeed
we do remember him,” they said, and were curious to know if he still lived,
where he was, and what he had done with his life.

My master lives in a cave, coming out only once in the morning at sunrise and



returning to his seat after an hour. Twice a day he gets up from his seat.
Sometimes he walks outside the cave, but at other times he won’t come out at all
for days at a time. There are three to five advanced students with him all the
time. For three months in the winter my master and his disciples come down to a
height of 7,000 to 8,000 feet. He sometimes travels to Nepal and stays for a few
months seven miles from Namcha Barwar.

He generally drinks goat’s milk and at times the milk of a tiny black shyama
cow, a pet who is looked after by the students there. From time to time | would
give my master a drink of half water and half goat’s milk. I gave it to him
without his asking for it, and if | saw that he did not take it, | took it away. Later
| would give him more. This was his only food.

My master remains in sahaja-samadhi [a constant state of deep meditation]
and speaks very little. We once lived together for nine months and hardly talked
at all. Most of the time we sat with closed eyes in meditation. | did my work and
he did his work. There was no occasion for talking. Understanding was there, so
oral communication was not necessary. When understanding is not present, then
talk is needed in order to relate, but language is a poor means of communication.
There was already communication on a deeper level, so there was no necessity
for talking. My master and | believed more in silent communication. He
answered my silly questions with a smile. He talked very little, but created an
atmosphere for my growth.

Some people call my master Bengali Baba and some simply know him as
Babaji. | call my gurudeva “master” because | have no word more suitable than
this. My love for him is like an eternal law. I never found him unrealistic in what
he taught me, and | never found him selfish in any way. All his teachings
through his actions, speech, and silence were full of divine love. My words are
inadequate to comprehend his greatness. | devoutly believe him to be a yogi of
immortal wisdom and to be one of the greatest masters of the Himalayas. His
reason for living is to enlighten those who are prepared, and to love, protect, and
guide those who are still preparing. Anyone in difficulty who remembers him is
helped. I know this, for many times it has happened to me and several others.

Whenever | find time from my busy schedule | have a strong desire to go
back to him, for he is my only guide. With all possible reverence and devotion |
pay homage to him wherever | am. If I commit mistakes they are mine, but if
there is anything good in my life it comes from him.



My Master and the Prince Swami

My master is known throughout India because of this historical event which | am
going to relate. Apparently many Indian lawyers, judges, and other educated
people already know of it.

There was a young man named Bhawal Sannyasi who was the heir prince of
Bhawal, a state in Bengal. After his marriage he spent most of the time with his
wife in his luxurious mountain resort at Darjeeling. His wife was already in love
with a doctor, and the two lovers conspired to poison the prince. The doctor
started giving him cobra venom injections in very small dosages. The prince was
told the injections were vitamins. The doctor slowly increased the dosages, and
one day after two months, the prince was declared dead. A huge procession
carried his body to a cremation spot situated at the edge of a mountain stream. At
the point when piles of wood had been ignited and the body placed over the fire,
torrents of rain began to fall (Darjeeling is noted for the highest rainfall in the
world). The fire was extinguished by the torrents of rain, and the stream flooded
over and swept the body away.

Three miles downstream from the cremation site my master was staying in a
cave with some of his student swamis. He was in the process of traveling from
the foot mountains of Kinchinjunga to our cave in the Kumayun Himalayas.
When he saw the body tied with coffin cloth and bamboo sticks rushing down
the stream toward him, he instructed his students to pull it out of the current and
release it from the well-tied ropes. He said, “This man is not dead but is in a
deep unconscious state without normal breath and pulsation. He is my disciple.”
They untied the ropes and brought the body before him. Within two hours the
prince recovered his normal senses, but he completely forgot his past. He
became a disciple of my master and was later initiated as a renunciate. He lived
with my master for seven years. Then my master asked him to visit different
places to meet other sages. He predicted that this prince swami would meet his
sister and would recall his past. My master said, “There are going to be a lot of
problems for us, so | had better leave for higher altitudes.” He went to our
ancestral cave in the Himalayas and stayed there for several years.

After wandering several months in the plains and meeting many sages, one
day the prince swami unknowingly went to his sister’s house to beg alms, and
she immediately recognized him. It took him six hours to remember everything
from his past. | was young at the time and remember accurately the details of the
whole incident as they were then reported.



Influenced by the promptings of his family and remembering his past, the
prince swami went to the court and claimed to be the prince of Bhawal.
Numerous witnesses were called to testify for both sides of the case. During
court proceedings it was proven that the doctor had obtained snake venom from
a laboratory in Bombay. And it was proven beyond a doubt that the swami was
the prince who had been poisoned by his wife and her doctor boyfriend. The
prince swami told how he had been declared dead, his body carried to the
cremation site near Darjeeling, swept away by a flood, and then picked up by a
master of the Himalayas and his disciples. My master did not go to court, but
sent two swamis to serve as witnesses. The case continued in the Calcutta court
for several years and was one of the longest and largest cases tried in the history
of the Indian judiciary. The prince eventually regained possession of his property
and wealth, but ironically, he died a year later.

Through this case my master became known all over the country and people
started searching for him. He has always avoided crowds and worked with only a
chosen group of students to whom he provided constant and loving guidance.
My master did not want to come into the limelight. Many times the people of
India wondered who this great sage was, but my master preferred to remain
away from the crowds. He still prefers to remain unknown, and says that the
aspirant who genuinely wishes to follow the path of enlightenment should avoid
crowds, publicity, and creating large followings.

Name and fame are the greatest barriers and downfalls for a spiritual man.
Even after renouncing worldly positions, the desire to earn name and fame lurks
in the unconscious mind. An aspirant should wash off this desire completely by
dedicating his body, mind, and soul to the Lord, and by having no personal
desires whatsoever. Such a sage can help, heal, and guide humanity even from a
quiet and isolated corner of the Himalayas. Serving humanity becomes an
important part of life for such sages. They do not expect anything from
humanity, for they think that serving humanity is the expression of love for God.



Footprints of Delusion

Westerners have been hearing many stories about the existence of yetis
(snowmen) and Shangrila. Although these stories are based on fantasies and
fallacies, curiosity-mongers from the West are drawn by them and have tried to
search the secret Himalayas. They are helped by the community of Sherpa
porters, who are traditionally trained to climb the mountains and who earn their
living by guiding these travelers to the various mountains of the Himalayas.
These Sherpa guides have knowledge of the prominent mountain peaks and are
very helpful in guiding the climbers and expeditioners, but they have no
knowledge of the spiritual tradition of any part of the Himalayas.

Many foreigners have gone to these mountains in search of Shangrila, but
Shangrila does not exist in reality. The myth of Shangrila is based on the
existence of two ancient cave monasteries hidden in the Himalayas. These caves
are described in our traditional scriptures and have a long heritage of meditation
and spiritual practices. One is situated on the Mount of Kinchinjunga at the
height of 14,000 feet and the other, where I lived, is in the deep Himalayas on
the borders of Tibet and Garhwal. This cave monastery accommodates many
practitioners comfortably. It is situated at a height between 11,500 and 12,000
feet above sea level. Very few people have been to this place. This monastery
still exists, and there are many Sanskrit, Tibetan, and Sandhya Bhasha
manuscripts preserved there.

Foreigners go to the Himalayas, and especially to Darjeeling, to climb the
mountains with the help of the Sherpas. During their expedition they talk and
think of Shangrila and yetis. They carry cameras, tents, respirators, and tinned
foods, and even litter some of the places in the Himalayas. But there is an
unknown part of the Himalayas, and those who are not prepared and who cling
to their lives should not make an attempt to go there.

| once met a rich man from the West along with a team of Indians who were
in search of snowmen. | could not convince them that the so-called yetis or
snowmen did not exist, and they spent four months and $33,000 in search of
them. But they returned to Delhi disappointed. This rich American wanted to
film a yeti and even published a photograph of a Nepalese sadhu, calling that
sadhu a snowman. | also met a Western woman with two Sherpa guides in
Sikkim. She was suffering from severe frostbite. She said her mission in life was
to search for snowmen. She stayed in Darjeeling and made three attempts to find
the snowmen, but she never found one.



Though I have been roving in the Himalayas since my childhood | have never
met a snowman, but | have often heard stories about them. Grandmothers in the
Himalayan villages tell such stories to their grandchildren. The story of the
snowmen is as ancient as the human mind’s ability to fantasize. In the deep
snows, one’s vision becomes blurred and white bears, which are rarely seen in
the mountains, are mistaken for snowmen from the distance. These bears live
high in the mountains and steal the food of expeditioners. They leave long
footprints which are similar to those of human beings.

The word yeti is misused for “snowman.” It is a Sanskrit word which means a
renunciate, an austere person, and is the name of a group of renunciate sadhus
who belong to one of the orders of Shankaracharya. How strange to use this
word for a snowman; yetis are human beings and not snowmen!

The human mind remains under the influence of delusion until ignorance is
completely dispelled. If there is no clarity of mind, the data that is gathered
together from the external world is not perceived in a coordinated manner, and
the clouded mind conceives a false vision. This is one of the modifications of the
mind, like fancy, fantasy, symbol, and ideas. Maya is cosmic illusion, and avidya
is individual ignorance which comes from a lack of knowledge about objects and
their nature; it is also an illusion. The story of Bigfoot is based on the belief of a
fantasy and discoordinated perception. When a bear runs fast in the snow, climbs
upwards or runs downwards, the size of the foot of the bear looks very large.
When | had a pet bear, | myself was surprised to see the big footprint it created.
It is usually large and similar to a human foot.

Alas! the world, under the influence of illusion, is still searching for the
shadows and the large foot. I call it “Himalayan maya.” |1 was born and lived in
these mountains and | have nothing to say to those who are delighted to believe
in these myths and who are still searching for something which never existed.
God help those misguided souls. These are not the footprints of snowmen or
yetis, but of delusion.



How We Live in the Caves

Those who are really committed to a life of austerity can live conveniently in
certain parts of the Himalayas, where there are small caves to accommodate four
to five people. There are also a few cave monasteries in the Himalayas in which
the traditions are unbroken. The monastery in which I grew up is one of these. In
our cave monastery the tradition goes back four or five thousand years, and it is
well-remembered. We have records of who the first masters were and how the
tradition began.

Our cave monastery is a natural cave with many compartments. Over the
centuries the rocks have been slowly carved away to enlarge it more and more so
that it can accommodate many students. Generations of dwellers have worked to
make the cave comfortable and peaceful, but it is not very modern. There are no
bathrooms, kitchens, or other conveniences, and yet the monasteries function
very well.

For light inside the cave there is a stick of incense called dhoop, which is
made of herbs. When it burns it gives light, and when it is extinguished it gives
fragrance. Dhoop is crushed raw and then made four inches long and one inch
thick. It burns well and one can read the scriptures in its soothing light. When it
Is extinguished it gives fragrance and works like incense. Branches of pine and
devadaru trees are also useful for making good torches. They both have natural
resin, which helps them to burn without any difficulty. The cave is kept quite
warm by the dhooni, a fire which is never extinguished. This fire is constantly
supported by huge wooden logs, and is regularly and vigilantly fed additional
fuel. Sufficient fuelwood is collected in the summer for winter use. Nutritious
vegetables are also grown during the summer on the banks of nearby streams.
Varieties of mushrooms and lingora and ogal, two common vegetables which
grow wild, are also used there. There are several varieties of roots; two are called
tarur and genthi; others look and taste like sweet potatoes. In our cave we live
comfortably on barley, potatoes, wheat, gram, and corn, which is grown up to
6,500 feet in the mountain villages. Every village maintains a cottage industry
which produces high-quality woolen blankets, carpets, and warm cloth. A
narrow, perennial stream of water flows from our mountain cave. During
November and December, when the water freezes, we simply melt the snow. In
other caves where | have lived, such as the cave in Manali, fresh water is not
easily available. We would fetch water from a distance of three to four miles.

There are certain hermitages where masters still teach their students in the



ancient manner. There, the teacher lives in a natural cave and the disciples come
from various places to study and practice with him. Most would-be students do
not reach these caves, however, for there is something about the Himalayas
which protects the teachers from those who are merely curious or who are not
prepared for the higher teachings. If one leaves his home and starts searching for
a teacher only because of curiosity or emotional problems, he will not reach
these higher elevations. He will not have the intense determination and drive
required to go on to those places hidden deep in the Himalayas where the great
sages dwell.

Nanda Devi is among the most spectacular peaks in the Himalayan range

Teaching is often done by demonstration, and goes on at certain fixed times.
The students are then asked to show their own progress by demonstrating their
skills. Sometimes the teaching is done in silence, and when a certain level of
attainment is reached, the teachers ask, “How will others learn from yogis if you
spend your whole life in a cave?” Consequently most of the students leave after
a few years.

It is important to make one’s life creative and helpful, but before doing so one
should make contact with his own potentials deep within by disciplining himself
and gaining control over his mind, speech, and action. If discipline such as that
taught in the cave monasteries is practiced even for a few years, the flower of
life will bloom forever. A person who has gained such self-mastery lives in the
world and yet remains above it, unaffected by worldly fetters and problems.



I1
The Master Teaches

YOUNG AGE IS THE BUDDING PERIOD OF THE FLOWER Of life. It needs protection so
that the diverse opinions of others do not create confusion in the mind. A tender
mind can be bent easily. Loving guidance and right communication is important.
Parents who pay proper attention to their children can help them to pass through
the adolescent period. This is the period of shaping the habits of the mind.



Learning to Give

Nearly all children are quite selfish by nature. They do not want to give anything
to others. | was trained to reverse this tendency.

In the mountains | used to take only one meal a day. | would have one chapati,
some vegetables, and a glass of milk. One day when it was almost one o’clock |
washed my hands, sat down, and the food was given to me. | said grace and was
about to start eating when my master came in and said, “Wait!” | asked, “What’s
the matter?” He answered, “An old swami has come. He’s hungry and you must
give him your food.”

“No,” | argued, “I’m not going to, even if he is a swami. I’m also hungry and
| won’t get any more food until tomorrow.” He said, “You won’t die. Give it to
him. But don’t give it just because | am ordering you. Give it as an offering of
love.” | said, “I’m hungry. How can | feel love toward someone who is eating
my food?” When he could not convince me to offer my food to the swami he
finally said, “I order you to offer your food!”

The swami came in. He was an old man with a white beard. With only a
blanket, a walking stick, and wooden sandals, he traveled all alone in the
mountains. My master said to him, “I’m so glad that you have come. Will you
bless this child for me?”

But | said, “I don’t need your blessing. | need food. | am hungry.”

My master said, “If you lose control in this weak moment, you will lose the
battle of life. Please offer your food to the swami. First give him water and then
wash his feet.”

| did as | was told, but I did not like it, nor did I understand the meaning of it.
| helped him wash his feet and then | asked him to sit down and | gave him my
food. Later | found out that he had not had any food for four days.

He took the food and said, “God bless you! You will never feel hunger unless
food comes before you. This is my blessing to you.”

His voice still echoes in my ears. From that very day, | have been free from
that urge which had so often led me to childish cravings.

There is a narrow barrier between selfishness and selflessness, love and
hatred. After crossing it one enjoys doing things for others, without seeking
anything in return. This is the highest of all joys, and an essential step in the path
of enlightenment. A selfish man can never imagine this state of realization, for



he remains within the limited boundaries built by his ego. A selfless man trains
his ego and uses it for higher purposes. Selflessness is one common
characteristic that we find among all great men and women of the world.
Nothing could be achieved without selfless service. All the rituals and
knowledge of the scriptures are in vain if actions are performed without
selflessness.



How a Master Tests His Students

Teachers often test their students. | was asked to meditate punctually at a certain
time. One day during this time my master came and stood before me while | was
sitting with my eyes closed. | was not very successfully meditating or 1 would
not have been conscious that he was there.

He said, “Get up!” | did not respond. Then he asked me, “Do you hear me and
know that I am here?”

| said, “Yes.”

He asked, “Are you meditating?”

“No.”

“Then why did you not get up?” he asked.

| was only pretending to meditate, actually, and | had been fully conscious of
his presence.

The teacher often does such things to test our attitudes, our honesty, and our
discipline. He will tell you one secret and then whisper another to another
student, saying to both, “Don’t tell this to anyone.”

Then, rather than keep the secrets, you exchange them with one another. In
this way he finds out that you are not prepared to keep a greater secret. He says,
“| told you not to tell. Why did you?”

Teachers also impose more severe tests. Sometimes they will say, “Stand
here!” and they will not come back for three days. It may be cold and raining,
but only after days do they come back and get you. They have many such tests.

A person’s strength needs to be tested often so that he learns to be self-reliant.
Teachers, by testing their students, teach self-discipline and promote self-
reliance. In order to gauge a student’s progress, testing is important. Testing also
helps students to evaluate their own progress, and to uncover errors of which
they may not have been consciously aware.



An All-Night Journey Through the Forest

On the way to Nepal from Tanakpur we stayed in a forest. My master said, “Let
us eat something.” It was two o’clock in the morning. He said, “Go to the shop
in Tanakpur. It is twelve miles away along the forest path.”

There was another swami with us. He also had a disciple. He asked my
master, “Why are you sending him at night? |1 would not send my boy who is
with me.”

My master said, “Be quiet. You are making him a sissy and not a swami. | am
training this boy. He must go.”

Then he said to me, “Come here, son. Hold this lantern; it has enough oil.
Keep matches in your pocket; have a staff in your hand; wear your shoes. Go to
the food grain shop and get enough groceries for three or four days.” | said,
“Okay,” and left.

Many times during that long night tigers and snakes crossed the path in front
of me. The grass on both sides, elephant grass, was very tall, much higher than .
| heard many noises in the grass, but | couldn’t know their cause. With my small
lantern | walked twelve miles to the shop and then came back with the supplies
at seven in the morning.

A Himalayan sage



My master asked, “How are you?” And | began to tell him all that had
happened on the way. Finally he said, “That’s enough. Let us prepare the food.”

Fearlessness is also an essential prerequisite for attaining enlightenment.
Great are those who are always fearless. To be completely free from all fears is
one step on the path of enlightenment.



Crossing a Flooded River

Students are many; disciples are few. Many students came to my master and
requested, “Please accept me as your disciple.” They all showed their
faithfulness by serving him, by chanting, by learning, and by practicing
disciplines. He did not respond. One day he called everyone to him. There were
twenty students. He said, “Let’s go.” Everyone followed him to the bank of the
Tungbhadra River in South India. It was in full flood, very wide and dangerous.
He said, “He who can cross this river is my disciple.”

One student said, “Sir, you know | can do it, but | have to go back to finish
my work.” Another student said, “Sir, I don’t know how to swim.” | didn’t say
anything. As soon as he said it, | jumped. He sat down quietly as | crossed the
river. It was very wide. There were many crocodiles, and huge logs were rolling
with the currents of water, but | was not concerned. My mind was one-pointed
on completing the challenge | was given. | loved to be challenged, and | always
accepted a challenge joyfully. It was a source of inspiration for me to examine
my own strength. Whenever | was tired | would float, and in this way |
succeeded in crossing the river.

My master said to the other students, “He didn’t say that he was my disciple,
but he jJumped.”

| was close enough to him to know his power. | thought, “He wants his
disciples to cross the river. Here I am. | can do it. It’s nothing, because he is here.
Why can’t | do it?” So firm were my faith and determination.

Faith and determination, these two are the essential rungs on the ladder of
enlightenment. Without them the word “enlightenment” can be written and
spoken, but never realized. Without faith we can attain some degree of
intellectual knowledge, but only with faith can we see into the most subtle
chambers of our being. Determination is the power that sees us through all
frustrations and obstacles. It helps in building willpower, which is the very basis
of success within and without. It is said in the scriptures that with the help of
sankalpa shakti (the power of determination) nothing is impossible. Behind all
the great works done by the great leaders of the world stands this shakti. With
this power behind him, such a leader says, “I will do it; | have to do it; | have the
means to do it.” When this power of determination is not interrupted, one
inevitably attains the desired goal.



My Offering to My Master

What did | offer my master? | will tell you. When | received my second step of
initiation, at the age of fifteen, | had nothing with me. I thought, “All these rich
people come with baskets of fruit, flowers, and money to offer to their teachers,
but | have nothing to give.”

| asked my master, “Sir, what is the best thing for me to offer?”” He said to me,
“Bring me a bundle of dry sticks.”

| thought, “Surely if someone brings such sticks to his teacher, his teacher will
kick him.” But | did as he instructed. | brought him a bundle of dry sticks, and he
said, “Offer it to me with all your heart, mind, and soul.”

| looked at him and thought, “He is so wise and educated. What has happened
to him today?”

He said, “This is the greatest gift that you can ever give me. People want to
give me gold, silver, land, a house. These valuables mean nothing to me.” My
master explained that when you offer a bundle of dry sticks to a guru he
understands that you are prepared to tread the path of enlightenment. It means
“Please relieve me from my past, and burn all my negative thinking in the fire of
knowledge.”

He said, “I will burn these dry sticks so that your past karmas do not affect
your future. Now | am giving you a new life. Do not live in the past. Live here
and now and start treading the path of light.”

Most people brood on the past and do not know how to live here and now.
That is the cause of their suffering.



Loneliness

| am never lonely. A lonely person is one who is not aware of the complete
fullness within. When you become dependent on something outside without
having awareness of the reality within you, then you will indeed be lonely. The
whole search for enlightenment is to seek within, to become aware that you are
complete in yourself. You are perfect. You don’t need any externals. No matter
what happens in any situation, you need never be lonely.

One day when I was sixteen years old | was standing outside our cave in the
Himalayas and saw several people approaching. When they came closer, |
recognized them to be a ruling prince of India with his secretary and guards. He
came up to me and arrogantly said, “Brahmachari [young swami], | have come
to see your master!”

In the very same tone | said, “You cannot see him!”
His secretary asked, “Don’t you know who he is?”

| replied, “I don’t care, | am the protector of this cave! Go away!” So they
departed. They returned several times, but to no avail, because I seldom allowed
anyone to see my master. | wanted to shield him from disturbance, and we had
no inclination to see arrogant people. Sometimes | would say to my master,
“These rich people come from far and wide and you say you don’t want to see
them. Is this good?” He would smile and answer, “I am happy with my Friend
within me. Why do | need to see these people? They are not genuine seekers;
they want something worldly. One wants to have a child, another to have a high
position. They don’t want spiritual food. Why do you ask me to see them?”

Finally the ruler prince recognized that | didn’t care about his status, so he
changed his attitude. When he came again he politely asked, “Sir, may | please
see your master?” | took him inside the cave, where my master was sitting
quietly.

That prince wanted to be polite and to show his manners and Western
breeding. He said, “Sir, you seem to be lonesome.” My master said, “Yes,
because you have come. Before you came | was enjoying the company of my
Friend within. Now that you have come | am lonesome.”



A fog-enveloped hermitage high in the mountains

It is true that the highest of all companionship is the company of the real self.
Those who learn to enjoy the real self within are never lonely. Who makes us
lonely? Those who claim to know and love us, or those whom we love, create
loneliness and make us dependent. We forget the eternal Friend within. When we
learn to know our real self we do not depend on externals. Dependence on
external relationships is ignorance that needs to be dispelled. Relationships and
life are synonymous and inseparable. Those who know the Friend within love all
and are not dependent. They are never lonely. Loneliness is a disease. Being
alone happily means enjoying the constant company—the constant awareness—
of the Reality.

After learning this lesson, the ruler returned to his palace and pondered over
the teachings. He then started practicing meditation. He soon realized that it is
possible for everyone to be free from the self-created misery of loneliness and to
enjoy life.



Maya, the Cosmic Veil

One day | said to my master, “Sir, | have been taught that avidya [ignorance] and
maya [illusion] are one and the same. But | do not really understand what maya
IS.”

He often taught by demonstration, so he said, “Tomorrow morning | will
show you what maya is.”

| could not sleep that night. I thought, “Tomorrow morning | am going to
meet maya.”

The next day we went for our morning ablutions as usual. Then we met again
afterwards. We bathed in the Ganges. Afterwards | did not feel like I could sit for
meditation because | was so excited by the prospect of the mystery of maya
being unveiled.

On our way back to the cave we came upon a big, dry trunk of a tree. My
master rushed up to the tree and wrapped himself around it. | had never seen him
run so fast before.

He called out, “Are you my disciple? Then help me!”

| said, “Huh? You have helped so many people, and today you need my help?
What has happened to you?” | was afraid of that tree. | wouldn’t go near it
because | feared it would also entrap me. | thought, “If the tree also entraps me,
then who will help us both?”

He cried, “Help me! Take hold of my foot and try your best to pull me away.”
| tried with all my might, but I could not separate him from the tree.

Then he said, “My body has been caught by this tree trunk.” | exhausted
myself trying to pull him from the tree.

Finally | stopped to think and I said to him, “How is this possible? The tree
trunk has no power to hold you. What are you doing?”

He laughed and said, “This is maya.”

My master explained anadi vidya—cosmic illusion—to me just as Shankara
had described it. He said that avidya means individual ignorance, while maya is
both individual and cosmic illusion. Ma means “no” and ya means “that”: that
which is not self-existent, yet appears to exist, like a mirage, is called maya.

Then he explained another school of philosophy, which maintains that maya is
universal illusion and also the mother of the universe. He told me that in tantra



philosophy maya is considered to be both cosmic shakti and the primal force, or
kundalini—the latent force in all human beings. By focusing one’s awareness on
the Absolute, this sleeping force is awakened within and directed toward the
center of consciousness. When one comes in touch with this power he can easily
attain the highest level of consciousness. Those who do not awaken this force of
shakti remain forever brute and ignorant.

After describing the philosophies of maya he said, “When we devote our
mind, energy, and resources to believing in that which is non-existent, then it
appears to exist, and that is maya. Don’t contemplate on evil, devils, sins,
avidya, or maya and thereby put yourself in a state of stress and worry. Even
spiritual people become preoccupied with blaming the world for their lack of
progress. This weakness is significant in creating obstacles. For lack of sincerity,
honesty, faithfulness, and truthfulness we do not realize that which we are. We
project our weaknesses and think that the objects of the world are the source of
our obstacles.”

He told me to practice non-attachment and constant awareness. He said, “The
strongest of bondages is created by attachment, which makes one weak,
ignorant, and unaware of the absolute Reality. Maya, or illusion, is deeply rooted
in attachment. When we are attached to or have a desire for something, it
becomes a source of illusion for us. Those who are free from attachments and
have directed their desires toward spiritual growth are free from the bondage of
maya—illusion. The less attachment, the more inner strength; the more inner
strength, the nearer the goal. Vairagya and abhyasa—non-attachment and
constant awareness of absolute Reality—are like two wings of a bird which can
fly from the plane of mortality to the height of immortality. Those who do not
allow their wings to be clipped by the illusion of maya can attain perfection.

“Many people confuse attachment with love. But in attachment you become
selfish, interested in your own pleasure, and you misuse love. You become
possessive and try to gain the objects of your desires. Attachment creates
bondage, while love bestows freedom. When yogis speak of non-attachment they
are not teaching indifference, but are teaching how to genuinely and selflessly
love others. Non-attachment, properly understood, means love. Non-attachment
or love can be practiced by those who live in the world as well as those who are
renunciates.”

The message which | received on the sands of the Ganges in the Himalayas
helped me to understand that illusion is self-induced. By imparting this
knowledge my beloved master made me aware of the nature of cosmic illusion
and the individual barriers we create.



Bitter Truth with Blessed Effects

| remember an occasion when | was traveling with my master. The station master
in a town we were passing through came to me and said, “Sir, give me
something to practice, and | promise | will follow it faithfully.”

My master said to me, “Give him something definite to practice.”

| said, “Why should one fool misguide another? It will be better if you
instruct him.”

So my master said, “From this day on, don’t lie. Practice this rule faithfully
for the next three months.”

Most of the employees of the railroad in that area were dishonest and took
bribes. But this man decided that he would not take bribes or lie any more.

That very same week a supervisor from the head office came to investigate
him and his assistants. The stationmaster answered the probing questions of the
supervisor honestly. This inquiry brought serious trouble to his staff. All the
employees who had been taking bribes, including the stationmaster himself,
were prosecuted. He thought, “It has been only thirteen days, and look at the
difficulty I am in. What is going to happen to me in three months’ time?”

Soon his wife and children left him. Within a month his life had crumbled like
a house of cards from a single touch.

That day the stationmaster was in great agony, and we were some three
hundred miles away on a bank of the Narmada River. My master was lying
under a tree when he suddenly began laughing. He said, “Do you know what is
happening? That man whom | instructed not to lie is in jail today.” | asked,
“Then why are you laughing?” He answered, “I am not laughing at him, | am
laughing at the foolish world!”

Twelve people in that man’s office had gotten together and said he was a liar,
although he had been speaking the truth. They accused him of being the only one
guilty of taking bribes. He was put in jail and all the others were released.

When the stationmaster went to court the judge looked down at him from the
bench and asked, “Where is your attorney?”

“l don’t need one.”
The judge said, “But | want someone to help you.”
“No,” said the stationmaster, “I don’t need an attorney; | want to speak the



truth. No matter how many years you put me behind bars, 1 won’t lie. | used to
share in bribes. Then I met a sage who told me never to lie, no matter what. My
wife and children have left me, I have lost my job, | have no money or friends,
and I am in jail. All these things have happened in one month. | have to examine
truth for two more months no matter what happens. Sir, put me behind bars; |
don’t care.”

The judge called a recess and quietly called the man to his chamber. He asked,
“Who is the sage who told you this?” The man described him. Fortunately the
judge was a disciple of my master. He acquitted the stationmaster and said, “You
are on the right path. Stick to it. I wish | could do the same.”

After three months that man did not have anything. On the exact day that the
three months were up he was sitting quietly under a tree when he received a
telegram saying, “Your father had a huge plot of land that was taken long ago by
the government. The government now wants to give you compensation.” They
gave him one million rupees [about $100,000]. He had not known about the
land, which was in a different province.

He thought, “Today, | have completed three months of not lying and | have
been rewarded so much.” He gave the compensation to his wife and children,
and they happily said, “We want to come back to you.”

“No,” he said. “Until now | have only seen what happens by not lying for
three months. Now | want to find out what will happen if I do not lie for the rest
of my life.”

Truth is the ultimate goal of human life, and if it is practiced with mind,
speech and action, the goal can be reached. Truth can be attained by practicing
non-lying and by not doing those actions which are against one’s own
conscience. Conscience is the best of guides.



You Teach Others but Deprive Me

One day | told my master, “You have been cheating me.” When we are
inadequate ourselves but our ego is strong, we tend to blame others.

He asked, “What’s the matter?”
| said, “You think | am still a child, and you are withholding things from me.”
“Tell me, what am | withholding?”

“You are not showing me God. Perhaps you cannot, but can only teach me
about God. If that is the limit of your powers, then you should be honest.”

He answered, “I will show you God tomorrow morning.”
| asked, “Really?”
He replied, “Most certainly . . . are you prepared?”

| used to meditate regularly before going to bed, but that night I could not. |
was sure that in the morning | would get to see God, so what was the point of
meditating? | was so restless and excited | did not sleep the whole night.

Early in the morning | went to my master. | did not even bathe. | thought,
“When my master is showing me God, why take time for a bath?” | just slapped
my face, patted down my hair, and presented myself to him.

He said, “Take your seat.” | thought, “Now he is going to show me God.” |
was seldom humble, but | became extraordinarily humble that morning. | bowed
before him many times. He looked at me and said, “What has happened to you?
What is this funny business? Why are you abnormally emotional?”

| said, “Did you forget? You promised that you would show me God.”
He said, “Okay, let me know what type of God you are prepared to see.”
| said, “Sir, are there many types?”

He asked, “What is your concept and definition of God? I’ll show you God
exactly according to your conviction and definition. Everyone wants to see God
without having any firm conviction of God in their minds and hearts. If you are
searching and are not firm and sure regarding the object of your search, what
will you find? If | tell you that whatsoever you see is God, you are not going to
be satisfied. If |1 say God is within you, still you won’t be satisfied. Suppose |
show you God and you say, “‘No, that’s not God.” What am | going to do then?
So you tell me the way you think about God and | will produce that God for
you.”



| told him, “Wait a moment. Let me think.”

He said, “God is not within the range of your thinking. Go back to your
meditation seat and when you are ready, let me know. Come to see me anytime
you want after you have decided what type of God you want to see. | don’t lie—
I’ll show you God. That is my duty, to show you God.”

| tried my best to imagine what God would be like, but my imagination could
not go beyond the human form. My mind ranged over the kingdom of plants,
then the kingdom of animals, then human beings. So | imagined a wise and
handsome man, who was very strong and powerful. And | thought, “God must
look like this.” Then I realized that | was making a foolish demand. What could |
experience when | didn’t have clarity of mind?

Finally I went to my master and said, “Sir, show me that God who can free us
of miseries, and who can give us happiness.”

He said, “That is a state of equilibrium and tranquility which you must
cultivate for yourself.”

Without having clarity of mind, a mere desire to see God is just like groping
in the dark. | found out that the human mind has its boundaries and can visualize
only according to its limited resources. No human being can possibly explain
what God is, or conceive of God mentally. One can say God is truth, a fountain
of love, absolute Reality, or the One Who manifested this universe. But these are
all abstract ideas which do not satisfy the desire to see God. Then what is there
to be seen? Those who believe God is a being can imagine and see a vision, but
in reality God cannot be seen through human eyes. God can only be realized by
realizing the real self and then the self of all.

So when a student has the attitude “I want to see God; my teacher is not
showing me God; my teacher is not giving me what | want,” he must finally
realize that it is not a matter of the teacher’s duty. Find out if you are making
inappropriate demands, and instead of demanding from the teacher, transform
yourself from within. God is within you, and that which is within you is subject
to self-realization. No one can show God to anyone else. One has to
independently realize his real self; thereby he realizes the self of all, which is
called God. In the state of ignorance, the student thinks that God is a particular
being, and he wants to see that being exactly as he sees something in the external
world. 1t never happens. But when he realizes that God is truth and practices
truth in action and speech, then his ignorance about the nature of God disappears
and self-realization dawns.



Discipline Is a Must

| would often go to the Ramgarah Forest, where my friend Nantin Baba lived
[nantin means *“child”]. He had been practicing austerities and spiritual
disciplines from the age of six. We both were very mischievous. We would often
sneak into a village and go into someone’s kitchen, eat whatever we found, and
then return to the forest. That created a mystery among the villagers; some
thought that we were divine incarnations, while others thought that we were
devils.

There were many apple orchards in that area owned by the rich people of
Nanital; one day we left our place to live near a small creek which flowed
through an orchard. In the evening we collected wood for a fire. The forest-
preserve officers were concerned about fires, so we made our fire in the orchard.
The owner saw us and thought we were stealing the golden apples and other rare
varieties. He was very stingy and miserly and never allowed anyone to pick up
apples off the ground like the other orchard owners did. He ordered his
watchmen to come with bamboo sticks. Five men ran toward us to beat us up.
When they came closer, they saw that we were not thieves but those two young
yogis who lived in the forest.
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When | returned to my master after three months he said, “You create
problems for me by doing silly things.”

| replied, “I haven’t done anything.”

But he continued, “I have to protect you as an infant is protected by its
mother. When will you grow up? Why did you trespass on someone’s property?”

| answered, “All things belong to God. They can be used by those who are in
the service of God.”

To this my master replied, “This type of thinking is a misuse of the scriptural
sayings for your own convenience. Your thinking should be corrected.” Then he
gave me these instructions:

1. See the ultimate Reality as all-pervasive throughout the universe.

2. Do not be attached to the pleasures received from the objects of the world.
Treat them as means for spiritual progress.

3. Do not covet anyone’s property, woman, or wealth.

He said, “Don’t you remember these sayings of the Upanishads? In the future
if you commit any social crime and disturb the householders | will not talk to
you anymore.”

At times he would punish me by refusing to speak to me. The difference
between his rebuking silence and the positive silence which was filled with love
and understanding was very apparent to me. | was sixteen years of age then, and
had tremendous energy. | was very active and would constantly annoy him. But
he often said, “This is my karma and not your fault, my boy. | am reaping the
fruit of my own deeds.” | would feel sad and promise not to repeat that which
was against his instructions, but soon I would misbehave again. Sometimes | was
consciously irresponsible and at other times | acted wrongly unconsciously
through inattentiveness. But this great man always loved me under all
circumstances, in spite of my misbehavior.

When one becomes mature he starts knowing the real philosophy of life. Then
he starts becoming aware of his thoughts, speech, and actions. Spiritual practice
needs constant vigilance. Discipline should not be rigidly imposed, but students
should learn to commit themselves and accept the discipline as essential for self-
growth. Imposing rigidity and following it doesn’t seem to be helpful: through
this approach one might know what to do and what not to do, but can never
know how to be.



Blessings in a Curse

Whenever | became egotistical, | fell down. This is my experience.

My master said, “Try your best, but whenever you feed your ego, whenever
you try to do anything selfish, you will not succeed. This is my curse on you.”

| looked at him in surprise. What was he saying?

Then he continued, “This is my blessing to you, that whenever you want to
become selfless, loving, and without ego, you will find a great force behind you,
and you will never fail to achieve some good.”

A selfish man always thinks and talks about himself. His selfishness makes
him self-centered and miserable. The shortest cut to self-enlightenment is to cut
through the ego; surrender before the Highest One. Satsanga—company of the
sages—and constant awareness of the center within help one in going beyond the
mire of delusion. The ego is also purified by cultivating selflessness. Unpurified
ego is an evil which obstructs one’s own progress. But the purified ego is a
means in discriminating real self from not-self—real self from mere self. No one
can expand his consciousness if he remains egotistical. Those who build
boundaries around themselves because of their ego problems invariably create
suffering for themselves, but those who try to be constantly aware of their unity
with others can remain happy and fearless, enjoying every moment of life. Those
who are selfless, humble, and loving are the true benefactors of humanity.



I11
The Path of Direct Experience

DIRECT EXPERIENCE IS THE HIGHEST OF ALL WAYS Of gaining knowledge. All other
means are only fragments. In the path of self-realization purity, one-pointedness,
and control of the mind are essentials. An impure mind hallucinates and creates
obstructions, but an orderly mind is an instrument for direct experiences.



Direct Experience Alone Is the Means

One day my master told me to sit down. He asked, “Are you a learned boy?”

| could say anything to him, however outrageous. It was the only place where
| could be completely frank. I was never sorry, no matter what | told him. He
used to enjoy my foolishness. | replied, “Of course | am learned.”

He asked, “What have you learned and who taught you? Explain it to me! Our
mother is our first teacher, then our father, and then our brothers and sisters.
Later we learn from the children with whom we play, from teachers at school,
and from the writers of books. No matter what you have learned, you have not
learned a single thing independently of others. So far all that you have learned is
a contribution from others. And from whom have they learned? They have also
learned from others. Yet as a result of all this you call yourself learned. | pity you
because you have not learned anything independently. You have apparently
concluded that there is no such thing as independent learning in the world. Your
ideas are the ideas of others.”

| said, “Wait a minute, let me think.” It was a shocking realization that
whatever | had learned was nothing of my own. If you put yourself in my place
you may well have the same feeling. The knowledge on which you depend is not
at all your knowledge. That is why it is not satisfying, no matter how much of it
you possess. Even if you have mastered an entire library, it will never satisfy.

“Then how can | be enlightened?” | asked.

He said, “By experimenting with this knowledge that you have acquired from
outside. Find out for yourself, with the help of your direct experience. Finally
you will come to a conclusive and fruitful stage of knowledge. All knowing is in
vain if it is not direct. Indirect knowledge is of course informative, but not
fulfilling. All wise people throughout history have gone through great pains in
order to know truth directly. They were not satisfied by the mere opinions of
others. They were not frightened off from this quest by the defenders of
orthodoxy and dogma, who persecuted and sometimes even executed them
because their conclusions were different.”

Since that time | have tried to follow his advice. | have found that direct
experience is the final test of the validity of knowledge. When you have known
truth directly, you have the best kind of confirmation. Most of you go to your
friends and give your viewpoint. You are seeking confirmation in their opinions.
Whatever you think, you want others to confirm it by agreeing with you, to say,



“Yes, what you think is right.” But somebody else’s opinion is no test of truth.
When you know truth directly you do not need to ask your neighbors or your
teacher. You don’t have to seek confirmation in books. Spiritual truth does not
need an external witness. As long as you doubt, it means you have yet to know.
Tread the path of direct experience until you attain that state where everything is
clear, until all of your doubts are resolved. Direct experience alone has access to
the source of real knowledge.



Real Knowledge Removes Suffering

Self-reliance is important. It comes when you start receiving experiences directly
from within. No doubt you need a teacher, you need a guide—I am not telling
you that you should not learn things from other people, or that you need not
study books. But | have met people who did not even know the alphabet, and yet
whenever we had difficulty in understanding some profound truth or scripture,
they alone could give us a solution.

Once | was teaching the Brahma Sutras. It is one of the most abstruse books
in Vedantic literature. Aphorisms which I myself did not really understand |
explained to my students, and they seemed satisfied. But | was not. So in the
evening | would go to a swami who had not actually studied scriptures. He
couldn’t even sign his name—yet his knowledge was unmatched. He said, “You
will never understand these terse aphorisms if you do not have direct
experience.” Then he told me this story to help me understand the difference
between direct and indirect knowledge.

Swami Rama in Uttarkashi, Himalayas

A master had a student who had never seen a cow nor tasted milk. But he



knew that milk was nutritious. So he wanted to find a cow, milk it, and drink the
milk. He went to his master and asked him, “Do you know anything about
cows?”

The master answered, “Of course.” The student requested, “Please describe a
cow to me.” So the master described a cow: “A cow has four legs. It is a tame,
docile animal, not found in the forest but in villages. Its milk is white and is very
good for your health.” He described the type of tail and ears it has, everything.

After this description the student went in search of a cow. On the way he
came across a statue of a cow. He looked and thought, “This is surely what my
master described to me.” By chance that day some people who lived nearby were
whitewashing their house and there was a bucket of whitewash near the statue.
The student saw it and concluded, “This must be that milk which they say is so
good for you to drink.” He gulped down some of the whitewash, became terribly
ill, and had to be taken to a hospital.

After he recovered he went back to his master and angrily charged, “You are
no teacher!” His master asked, “What’s the matter?” The student replied, “Your
description of a cow was not at all accurate.”

“What happened?” He explained, and the master asked, “Did you milk the
cow yourself?” “No.” “That is why you suffered.”

The cause of suffering among intellectuals today is not because they don’t
really know. They know a little. But what they know is not their own knowledge,
and that is why they suffer. A little or partial knowledge is always dangerous,
like partial truths. A partial truth is not truth at all. So is the case with partial
knowledge. The wise directly perceive truth.

The sage who did not even know the alphabet of any language would always
remove my doubt. Systematic study under a self-realized and competent teacher
helps in purifying the ego; otherwise scriptural knowledge makes one egotistical.
He who is called an intellectual man today only collects facts from various
books and scriptures. Does he really know what he is doing? Feeding intellect
with such a knowledge is like eating a food with no food-value. One who
constantly eats such a food remains sick and also makes others sick. We meet
many teachers and they all teach well, but a student can assimilate only that
which is unalloyed and comes directly from self-experienced teachers.



A Mantra for Happiness

Mantra is a syllable, a sound, a word, or set of words found in the deep state of
meditation by the great sages. It is not the language in which human beings
speak. Those sounds which are received from the superconscious state lead the
seeker higher and higher until he reaches the perfect silence. The more
awareness is increased, the more mantra reveals new meaning. It makes one
aware of a higher dimension of consciousness. Exploiting the noble tradition by
selling mantras in the marketplace is absurd.

Mantra is exactly like a human being having many sheaths: gross, subtle,
more subtle, and subtlest. Take, for example, Aum. These three letters actually
represent the three states (waking, dreaming, and sleeping) or the three bodies
(gross, subtle, and more subtle). But the fourth state or the finest body of the
mantra is formless, soundless, and indefinable. A student, if he understands the
process of laya yoga (dissolution), can know the formless body and
superconsciousness of mantra. Mantra is very powerful and essential, a compact
form of prayer. If remembered constantly, it becomes a guide.

| used to collect mantras like people collect material objects, hoping that some
new mantra | was about to receive would be better than what | already had.
Sometimes | would compare myself to other students and think, “My mantra is
better than his mantra.” | was very immature. | call it crazy spirituality.

There was a swami who lived quietly deep in the Himalayas between
Uttarkashi and Harsil. | went to see him, and when | arrived he asked, “What is
the purpose of your coming?” | told him, “I want to receive a mantra.” “You will
have to wait,” he replied. When Westerners go to someone for a mantra they are
prepared to spend a lot of money, but they don’t want to wait. | tried the same
thing. I said, “Swamiji, I am ina hurry.”

“Then come next year,” he said. “If | stay now, how many days will | have to
wait?” | asked. “You will have to wait as long as | want you to wait,” he replied.

So | waited patiently, one day, two days, three days. Still the swami wouldn’t
give me a mantra. On the fourth day he said, “I want to give you a mantra, but
promise that you will remember it all the time.” | promised.

He said, “Let us go to the Ganges.” Countless sages have done spiritual
practices on the banks of the sacred Ganges and have been initiated there. | stood
by the river and said, “l promise | will not forget this mantra.” | repeated this
promise several times, but he still delayed.



At last he said, “No matter where you live, live cheerfully. This is the mantra.
Be cheerful at all times, even if you are behind bars. Anywhere you live, even if
you have to go to a hellish place, create heaven there. Remember, my boy,
cheerfulness is of your own making. It only requires human effort. You have to
create cheerfulness for yourself. Remember this mantra of mine.”

| was both very happy and very sad, because | had expected him to give me
some unusual sound to repeat. But he was more practical. | apply this “mantra”
in my life and find it successful everywhere. His spiritual prescription seems to
be the best of physicians—a real key for healing oneself.



A Mantra for Bees

There is a type of mantra called apta mantra which belongs uniquely to the
particular sage who imparts it. | want to tell you about an experience | had with
such a mantra.

There once was a swami who lived in a small hut across the river from
Rishikesh. In order to get there you had to cross the Ganges on a swinging rope
bridge. At that time Rishikesh was not overly populated. Wild elephants
sometimes came at night and ate the straw from the walls and roof of our huts.
While we were sitting inside they would come in big herds of thirty or forty, and
would sometimes eat half of a hut. Tigers also roamed about. It was still quite
primitive.

Following my master’s directions, | went to stay with that swami across the
river. Early in the morning Swamiji would go for a dip in the Ganges, and |
would go with him, for | was expected to follow the customs wherever | stayed.
After our baths we would take the twig of a tree, crush its end, and make it into a
brush to clean our teeth. We would do this every day. Swamiji’s disciple would
climb up a tall tree and pull off a branch to make the toothbrushes.
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One day Swamiji climbed the tree himself. He didn’t usually do that, but this
time he wanted to show me something. He was over seventy years old, but he
climbed the tree easily. There was a hive of wild bees in that tree, but he made
no effort to avoid it. On the contrary, he climbed up to that very branch and
started talking to the bees. From down below | shouted, “Swamiji, please don’t
disturb the bees!” I covered my head because | thought, “If they are disturbed,
they will also sting me.” They were large and dangerous bees, so dangerous, in
fact, that if ten or twenty were to sting you, you might not survive.

The swami pulled off a branch right by the hive, but the bees were not
aroused. He came down safely and said, “Now you go up and pluck a branch for
yourself.”

| replied, “I don’t need one. | can live without it.” Then | added, “If you want
me to climb the tree, first tell me the mantra that protected you.” During that
time | was fascinated with mantras, and | wanted to know his mantra because |
wanted to show people what | could do. That was my purpose.

The swami said that if | climbed the tree he would tell me the mantra, so |
climbed up to the hive. He said, “Go nearer and talk to them face to face. Say, ‘I
live here alongside you and | don’t harm you. Don’t harm me!”” | said to
Swamiji, “That is not a mantra.”

He replied, “Do as | say. Talk to the bees. Your lips should be so close you
can whisper to them.” | asked, “How do they know Hindi?” He answered, “They
know the language of the heart, so they know all the languages—just talk to
them.”

| was skeptical, but | did exactly as he instructed, and | was surprised that the
bees did not attack me. | said, “Swamiji, are they tame?” He laughed and said,
“Don’t impart this mantra to anyone, for it will work only for you. Don’t forget
what | am telling you.”

Later when I traveled to more populated areas | would usually stay outside the
city in a garden, and people would come to see me there. I was young and
immature, and wanted to boast. | would climb the tree and casually take some
honey from the hive without incurring a single sting. It was always a surprising
feat.

When | was in Bhiwani, Punjab, a goldsmith whom | knew well requested,
“Please give me the mantra.” | agreed, forgetting that the swami told me it would
not work for anyone else. I told him how to talk to the bees. He climbed up to a
hive and repeated the mantra, but it didn’t work. The bees attacked him—
hundreds of bees at once. He fell from the tree and we had to rush him to the



hospital, where he remained in a coma for three days. | was worried, thinking,
“Suppose | have killed this poor man.” | prayed continuously that he would be
spared.

On the third day | was astonished to see the swami who had given me the
mantra appear at the hospital. He said, “What have you done? Through your
showing off you have nearly killed someone. Let this be a final lesson to you.
The man will recover in the morning, but I am withdrawing the power of this
mantra from you. You can never use it again.” Since that time | have been more
cautious.

Sometimes the words of a great man can have the effect of a mantra.
Whenever any great man speaks to you, you should accept his words as mantras
and practice them.



Misuse of Mantra

There are some manuscripts in the monastery to which access is strictly
prohibited. No one is allowed to read them except the head of the monastery.
They are called Prayoga Shastras; they describe very advanced practices.

My master used to say, “You are not to experiment with those manuscripts.”
But | was obstinate and eager to know what was written in them. | was eighteen
years old, fearless but somewhat irresponsible. | thought, “I am quite advanced.
Why did they write these manuscripts if they are to be left unused? | should do
experiments with the practices in these manuscripts. My master is very powerful;
he will protect me if anything goes wrong.”

My master gave me one of these manuscripts to carry for him on a journey.
He said, “Do not open it.” | was very curious and resolved, “If he leaves this
manuscript with me and I find myself alone, | am going to read it.”

One evening we came upon a small dwelling on a bank of the Ganges. My
master went inside the hut to rest. | thought, “Here is my chance to study the
manuscript.” There were no windows and only one door in the little dwelling. |
locked the door from the outside. | thought that I would spend the whole night
discovering what was in the manuscript. It was a moonlit night and I could see
clearly. The manuscript was wrapped and tied with a string. | took my time to
unwrap it and then started reading. It described a certain practice and the effects
it would produce.

After reading for an hour | thought, “Why not try it?” So | put the manuscript
aside. It said that only very advanced yogis should do this practice and that if it
were not done properly it was very dangerous. At that young age | thought | was
very advanced, so | commenced doing it. It involved the repetition of a special
mantra in a particular style, with certain rituals. That mantra awakens a power
outside of a person as well as inside.

The book said that the mantra had to be repeated one thousand and one times.
| repeated it nine hundred times and nothing seemed to be happening. |
concluded there would be no effect. But when | came to nine hundred and forty,
| saw a huge woman nearby. She gathered some wood and started making a fire.
Then she put water in a big vessel and put it on the fire to boil. By then | had
counted to nine hundred sixty-three. The last |1 counted was nine hundred
seventy, and after that | lost track because | saw a huge man coming from the
same direction. At first | thought, “This must be the effect of the mantra. I’ll not



look at him, and complete the one thousand and one repetitions.” But he started
coming toward me. | had never before seen or even imagined such a gigantic
man, and he was completely nude.

He asked the woman, “What have you cooked for me?”
She said, “I have nothing. If you give me something, I’ll cook it.”

He pointed at me and said, “Look at him sitting over there. Why don’t you cut
him into pieces and cook him?”

When | heard that, my teeth clenched and the mala | was counting with fell
from my hand. | fainted. | don’t know how long I remained unconscious. When |
regained consciousness my master was standing in front of me. He slapped me
on the cheek and said, “Hey, wake up.” | would become conscious momentarily
and exclaim, “Oh, that giant is going to carve me up!” and then lapse into a faint
again. This happened three or four times, until finally my master kicked me,
became more insistent, and said, “Get up! Why have you done this? | told you
not to practice these mantras. And you locked me in, you foolish boy.”

From this experience | came to realize the power of mantra. | started
practicing the mantra which my master had given me and | began to count on it
even for little things. | did many foolish and silly things when | was young, but
my mantra, which created awareness for me, always helped me to come out of
those situations.

If mantra is not properly used with spiritual discipline, it can lead to
hallucinations, as it did for me. Hallucinations are the products of an impure and
untrained mind. Mantra becomes helpful when the mind is purified and directed
inward. Without knowing the meaning of the mantra, the proper feeling cannot
be aroused, and without strong feeling, mantra and its technical repetition is not
of much use.



I Receive a Beating

Once | was maintaining silence in order to watch my inner feelings and observe
my behavior. | was living on a bank of the Saryu River outside of Ayodhya, the
birthplace of Rama. People there knew that | was practicing silence and could
not ask for food, so they brought me a meal once a day. It was summer and | did
not have any shelter. Suddenly one evening thundering clouds appeared and it
started raining heavily. |1 had only one long blanket with which to cover myself,
so | started going toward one of the temples to get out of the rain. It was already
dark. When | entered through the back side of the temple and sat under the
portico, three temple guards came with bamboo sticks and asked what | was
doing there. They thought | was a thief. Since | was keeping silence, | did not
respond to them. Then they started hitting me very hard with their sticks. | was
knocked unconscious by their blows. The temple priest came with a lantern to
see who the intruder was. My head was bleeding and there were many bruises all
over my body. The priest, who knew me well, was shocked to see my horrible
condition. When | became conscious again, he and the servants of the temple
began apologizing for their serious mistake. That day | realized that practicing
austerity is not easy. | continued in my path of self-training, but | stopped
roaming in the cities.



Swami Rama in Ayodhya

Among all the methods for training and therapies, the highest of all is that of
self-training in which one remains conscious of one’s mind, actions, and speech.
| used to build up my sankalpa (right determination) and always kept track of
my feelings, thoughts, speech, and actions. During those days | found that
whenever | would calm down my conscious mind in meditation, the bubbles of
thoughts would suddenly come up from the unconscious mind. In learning to
control the mind and its modifications, it is essential to go through the process of
self-observation, analysis, and meditation. Learning to control the mind and
careful study of the relationship between the conscious mind and the
unconscious mind took me a long time. Many times | thought, “Now | have
conquered my thoughts. My mind is under my control.” But after a few days
some unknown bubble would arise from the bottom of the unconscious and
would control my conscious mind, thus changing my attitudes and behavior. At
times | was disappointed and depressed, but | always met someone who helped
and guided me.

As an aspirant, it is always wise to be vigilant and firm in practicing
meditation, without expecting much in the beginning. | was told that there is no
instant method of meditation. Modern students expect immediate results from



meditation, and this expectation causes them to fantasize, imagine, and
hallucinate many things which they think are spiritual experiences but are
actually products of their unconscious minds. As a result the frustration
imbalances them and either they stop meditating or they start following strange
methods harmful to their progress.



Unique Practice of Tantra

My brother disciple, whose father was a learned Sanskrit pandit, was from
Medanipur, Bengal. When he was eighteen years old, before | had met him, his
family forced him to get married. The marriage ceremony was being performed
in the evening, and this suited his plans well. During a Hindu wedding the bride
and groom participate in a fire ceremony and take seven steps around the fire.
On the fourth step he jumped out of the ritual and ran into the fields. The people
in the wedding party did not understand his behavior. They began to chase him,
but could not catch him. He walked for several days until he reached the banks
of the Ganges and started following the river in search of a spiritual teacher. For
six years he went through many experiences, but did not find a teacher. Then he
met my master at Shrinagar, in the Himalayas. When they met, my master
embraced him and knew that they had known each other before. My brother
disciple lived with my master for three months and then was instructed to go to
Gangotri, where we stayed in a cave together.

One day he began talking about his hometown, Medanipur, and told me that if
ever | visited there | should tell his family that he had become a renunciate and
lives in the Himalayas. Soon after that | visited his home and met the woman to
whom he was to have been married. She was waiting for him to come home. |
suggested to her that she get married to someone else because the marriage
ceremony had not been completed. On hearing such advice from me, she said,
“You and your brother disciple are the worshippers of the devil and not of God.”
She was in a fit of anger.

| went back to my hut, which was situated outside the village. In that area
tantra was practiced. Practically all the homes of this area worshipped Mother
Divine, calling her Ma Kali. | had heard much about tantra and had read a few
scriptures. | wanted to meet someone who could really demonstrate the practices
so that | would have no doubts of their validity. One of my brother disciple’s
cousins in that village introduced me to a Mohammedan tantric who was ninety-
two years of age. | went to see him and we talked for three hours. He was
famous there as a maulavi, a priest who leads the prayers in the mosques and
knows the Koran, the sacred bible of Islam.

The next morning the maulavi took me to a pond outside the village. He also
brought a chicken. First he tied this chicken with a string and then he tied the
other end of the string to a banana plant. He told me to sit down and watch
attentively. He was muttering something and throwing black-eyed peas on the



string. The chicken fluttered and became lifeless. He said, “The chicken is
dead.”

| thought, “This is not being creative. It is a very bad power. It’s black
magic.” He asked me to make sure that the chicken was dead. | said, “Can | put
the chicken under water for some time?” He said, “Go ahead.”

| kept the chicken under water for more than five minutes, and then took it
out. To my knowledge the chicken was dead. Then he brought the chicken back
to life by performing that same ritual of throwing black-eyed peas and muttering
something. This really shook me up. He said, “Now tie one end of the string on
the banana plant and tie the other end to your waist. I’ll show you something
different.”

Instead of doing what he said, | ran as fast as | could toward the village,
leaving the old maulavi and his chicken far behind me. When | arrived | was
breathless and the villagers did not know why | was running so fast. | told them
that the old maulavi wanted to kill me, but no one believed me, for in that area
he was considered to be a very holy man. | thought, “I’d better leave this place
and tread my path instead of seeking such miracles.”

From this place | went to Calcutta to stay a few days with the chief justice, R.
P. Mukharji. When I told him of my experience and asked if | had imagined it or
hallucinated, he said, “No; such things happen.” Later | asked some sages how
such a miracle was accomplished. They could not explain it, but acknowledged
that Bengal was famous for such practices. When | related this story to my
master, he laughed at me and said, “You need exposure to all sorts of things,
although you should not attempt to practice yourself. You should follow only
that discipline which has been given to you.”

This sort of tantra is not the real science of tantra, but is an offshoot of
tantrism. The power of the mind can be used in many ways. Without knowledge
of the goal of life, mental faculties can be directed negatively for harming others.
But ultimately this misuse of mental powers destroys the person who practices it.
There still exist a few people with such tantric powers. But out of a hundred, one
IS genuine and the other ninety-nine are magicians.



You Have Committed Many Thefts

In my youth | was searching for miracles. Once when | saw a person lying on a
bed of nails, | said to him, “I wish | could do that. Can you teach me?” He said,
“Of course. But first you will have to beg alms for me and bring money to me. If
you promise that you will give me whatever money you have, | will teach you!”

One after another I met many such people and they despised each other,
saying, “He is nothing. | will teach you something better.” One of them had a big
steel needle, and he pushed it through his arm. He said, “See, there is no
bleeding. | will teach you this, and you’ll be able to make money by
demonstrating it to others. But you will have to become my disciple and give me
a part of what you earn.”

| left him and went to another person. Many people respected this man. |
wanted to know why so many people followed him around. | wondered, “What
exclusive knowledge does he have? Is he wise; is he a great yogi?” | stayed with
him until everyone went away. When | was all alone with him, he asked, “Which
is the most luxurious hotel that you know of?” | said, “The Savoy Hotel in
London.”

He said, “You pay me one hundred rupees and | will get you some delicious
food from the restaurant of that hotel.” | gave him a hundred rupees and
suddenly some food appeared before me, exactly as it was prepared at that hotel.
Next | asked for some food from Hamburg, Germany. Again | paid him seventy
rupees and he got the dish | requested. It appeared along with the bill.

| thought, “Why should | go back to my a ster? I’ll stay with this man and all
my needs will be taken care of. Then without any botheration, I can quietly
meditate and study.”

He asked, “What type of watch do you want?” | replied, “I already have a
good watch.” But he said, “I will give you a better watch,” and he did it.

When | looked at the watch | thought, “This watch is manufactured in
Switzerland. He is not creating these things; he is only doing a trick, transporting
them from one place to another.”

Two weeks later | went to him again and bowed before him. | gave him an ail
g ssage and helped him cook food. He was pleased with this and he instructed
me, so | could do things similar to those he had done. | practiced until one of the
swamis from our monastery came and slapped me, saying, “What are you
doing?” He took me to my master, who said, “You have committed many thefts.”



| asked, “What thefts?”

He answered, “You ask for sweets and they come to you from someone’s
shop. They disappear from the shop and the owner does not know what has
happened to them.” | promised my master that | would never do it again.

Later I met a man who worked as a salesman in a store that sold sewing
machines in Delhi. | told him about the haji and his powers. The salesman said,
“If he can get a Singer sewing machine from my store in Delhi, | will consider
him to be the greatest man alive and follow him for the rest of my life.”

So we both went to him and requested him to perform the miracle. He said, “I
will get it immediately”—and it appeared! Then the salesman became concerned
that it would be missing from the store and he might be accused of stealing it.
The haji tried to send it back, but he could not do so. He started weeping and
crying, “I’ve lost my powers!”

When the salesman returned to Delhi he took the machine with him. In the
meantime at the store they had discovered the machine was missing, and they
reported the matter to the police. The police found it in the salesman’s
possession and he was taken to the court. No one believed his story and the
salesman was punished.

| had many such experiences and | insulted my master many times by saying,
“There are people who have powers greater than yours, so | like to follow them.”
He said, “Go ahead! | want you to grow and be great. You don’t have to follow
me!”

Later | realized that mostly such phenomena are tricks. Wherever they are
found to be genuine, they are black magic. Spirituality has nothing to do with
these miracles. The third chapter of the Yoga Sutras explains many methods of
attaining siddhis [powers], but these siddhis create stumbling blocks in the path
of enlightenment. One person in millions does indeed have siddhis, but | have
found that such people are often greedy, egotistical, and ignorant. The path of
enlightenment is different from the intentional cultivation of powers. The
miracles performed by Buddha, Christ, and other great sages were spontaneous
and for a purpose. They were not performed with selfish motives or to create a
sensation.

On the path of yoga sometimes one comes across the potentials of siddhis. A
yogi without having any desire for a siddhi might get one, but one who is aware
of the purpose of his life never misuses them. Misuse of siddhi is the downfall of
a yoqgi.

To commit a theft is accepted to be a crime socially and morally. Jugglery is



not any part of yoga. Siddhis do exist, but only with adepts.



A Firethrower Swami

| once met a swami who could produce fire from his mouth. The flame would
shoot out several feet. | tested him to see if the phenomenon was authentic. |
asked him to wash out his mouth, to be sure he was not secreting something like
phosphorus in it. | also had my friends examine him. He seemed genuine, so |
concluded, “This man must definitely be more advanced than my master.”

That swami said to me, “You are wasting your time and energy staying with
your master. Follow me and I will give you some real wisdom. | will show you
how to produce fire.”

| was so swayed by him that | decided to leave my master. | went to my
master and said, “I have found someone more advanced than you, and | have
decided to become his disciple.”

He said, “I am delighted. Go ahead, | want you to be happy. What does he
do?” | replied, “He produces fire from his mouth. He is a very powerful swami.”
My master requested, “Please take me to him.”

The next morning we went. The swami was staying twenty-three miles away
in the mountains and it took us two days to get there. When we arrived, the
swami bowed before my master!

| was surprised and asked my master, “Do you know him?” He replied, “Of
course. He left our monastery some time ago. Now | know where he has been
hiding.”

My master asked him, “What have you been doing here?” He said, “Sir, |
have learned to produce fire from my mouth.”

When my master saw the flame come from his mouth, he laughed gently. He
instructed me, “Ask him how many years it has taken to learn this.” That swami
was proud of his accomplishment. He bragged, “I have practiced twenty years to
master this.”

Then my master said to me, “A match will produce fire in a second; if you
wish to spend twenty years to produce fire from your mouth, you are a fool. My
child, that is not wisdom. If you really want to meet masters, I’'ll give you
directions to where they are staying. Go and have the experiences.”

Later | realized that all such siddhis are but mere signs on the path. These
powers have nothing to do with spirituality. | later found out, after experiencing
and examining, that these psychic powers have little value. To the contrary, they



can create serious obstacles on the path. Sometimes psychic powers develop:
you start telling the fortunes of others, you start knowing things. These are all
distractions. Do not allow them to obstruct your path. Too many people,
including swamis, have wasted time and energy on such distractions. Anyone
who wants to develop siddhis can do so and can demonstrate certain supernatural
feats; but enlightenment is an entirely different matter.



An Astounding Mystic

Selflessness is one of the prominent signs of a spiritual man. If this quality is
missing in the character of one who is supposed to be spiritual, he is not really a
spiritual person. There was a well-known master, Neem Karoli Baba, who
befriended me when | was still quite young. He lived in Nanital, one of the hill
resorts in the Himalayas. He was a man who lived “half here and half there.”
When someone came to him he would say, “Okay, now | have seen you, you
have seen me, ja, ja, ja, ja . . . ” which means, “go, go, go, go . . .” That was his
habit.

Once we were sitting and talking when one of the richest men in India came
to see him with quite a big bundle of Indian currency. The man said, “Sir, | have
brought this for you.”

Baba spread the notes out and sat on them. He said, “They are not very
comfortable as a cushion, and | don’t have a fireplace, so | cannot burn them for
heat. They are of no use to me; what shall I do with them?”

The man said, “Sir, it’s money!” Baba returned the money and asked him to
get some fruit with it. The rich man said, “Sir, there is no market here.” “Then
how can you say it is money?” asked Baba. “If it doesn’t buy fruit it isn’t money
for me.”

Then Baba asked him, “What do you want from me?” The man said, “I have a
headache.” Baba replied, “That you have created for yourself. What can I do for
you?” He protested, “Sir, | have come for your help.”

Baba relented. “All right: henceforth there will be no headache—but from
now on you’ll be a headache to other people. You will be so miserably rich that
you will be a headache to the whole of your community.” And he is indeed a
headache to his whole community, even today.

It is true that some amount of money is one of the necessary means of making
oneself comfortable in the world. But it is also true that having more than
necessary can be a source of misery. Hoarding money is a sin, for we are
depriving others and creating disparity in society.

Neem Karoli Baba loved Lord Rama, an incarnation of God, and was always
muttering a mantra which no one understood. This sage was adored by many
people in northern India. People did not give him rest. They traveled with him
from one mountain and village to another. He was very mysterious in his ways.



| had many more delightful and funny experiences with Neem Karoli Baba
which you wouldn’t believe, but a few Americans who have met him will
understand what | am talking about. If someone came to see him he would say,
“You were talking against me with such and such a person under such and such a
tree.” He would give the exact date and time of day. Then he would say, “Now
you have seen me, go, go, go.” Then he would cover himself with a blanket.

One day a pharmacist was delivering some powder from Talital to Malital. He
was a devotee of Neem Karoli Baba, so he stopped to see him on the way. | was
also there.

Baba said, “I’m hungry. What is that you are carrying?” The pharmacist said,
“This is arsenic. Wait and | will bring some food for you.” But Baba snatched
the powder from him and ate a handful. Then he asked for a glass of water. The
pharmacist thought he would die from the poison, but the next day he was quite
normal.

He was not aware of the external. If you asked him, “Have you eaten your
food?” he would answer “No” or “Yes,” but it would have no meaning. If your
mind is somewhere else, you can eat many times a day and still remain
famished. | saw this with him. Five minutes after eating he would say, “l am
hungry,” because he didn’t know that he had already eaten. | would say, “You
have taken your food.” And he would answer, “All right, then | am not hungry.”

If I wouldn’t tell him, “You have now eaten,” he would not stop. One day |
thought, “Let me see how many times he can eat.” That day he took forty meals
at various houses. He was eating the whole day. We wanted to know about his
powers, and he knew what we wanted. So when anyone brought food before
him, he ate.

They would ask, “Will you eat?” And he would say, “Okay.” He went on
eating all day. Finally |1 came and said, “You have eaten enough.” He said, “Oh,
have 1?” | said, “Yes!”

In such a high state one becomes like a child. He is not fully aware of
mundane things, but he is constantly aware of the Truth.






My Mother Teacher

| once went to Assam to meet Mataji, a great lady yogi who was then ninety-six
years of age. She was living next to a famous Shakti temple called Kamakhya.
Everyone aspires to go there but very few are able to visit that place, because it
is in a far corner of India. From Calcutta | went to Gohati and then on foot to
Kamakhya. | reached the temple late in the evening, stumbling in the darkness
and stubbing my toes many times. At that time there were three or four small
wooden houses near the temple. | was asked by the temple priest to stay on the
second floor of the same building in which the famous woman was living. My
room had many holes and cracks through which mice and snakes would crawl in.
It was terrible, but I was helpless. | would close the holes with pieces of cloth
which | found here and there. | managed to live in that room for two months. My
experiences there were shocking and surprising in the beginning, but very
pleasant toward the end of my stay.

It was the twentieth year in which this old woman had not come outside
during the daytime. However, she regularly visited the temple at midnight and at
three o’clock in the morning. For the first four nights | remained inside my
room, but on the fifth night | came out and went to the temple. It was a moonlit
night. When | reached the temple gate | could hear someone chanting mantras
inside. It was that old woman sitting all alone with an oil lamp burning beside
her. When she sensed me outside the north gate she shouted very assertively,
“Don’t come in! You will kill yourself! I am the Mother Divine! Get out of this
place!”

| was frightened, but at the same time | was curious to know what was
happening inside that small temple. | peeped in and she rushed toward me. She
was completely naked—a bag of bones wrapped inside shining skin. Her eyes
were glowing like bowls of fire. She shouted, “Go away! Why are you watching
what | am doing?” | bowed in reverence and out of fear, thinking she would calm
down, but she whipped me with her cane and drove me away. | went back to my
room.

The next morning this mother teacher called me to her room and began to talk
to me. | said, “l need your blessings.” She was in silence for a few seconds and
then muttered my nickname, which was not known to anyone except my
gurudeva. She hugged me and put me on her lap. | don’t know what happened to
me then, but if there is any seventh heaven, | can tell you, | was there.



Stroking me on the head, she blessed me and said, “Although you will find
many obstacles on the path, all will be crossed. Go with my blessings.” But |
said, “I want to stay here for some time,” and she consented.

When | asked this mother teacher what she was doing all alone in the temple
at three o’clock in the morning, she said, “I do Shakti worship, and | do not want
anyone near me at midnight and at three in the morning.” From midnight to two
o’clock and from three to four-thirty, nobody visits that temple.

She permitted me to sit with her for half an hour every evening. When | sat in
front of her my whole consciousness would rise exactly as if | were sitting
before my master. In my heart | accepted her as my mother teacher. |1 had many
guestions | wanted to ask her, but she told me to remain silent. | followed her
instruction and received answers to my questions without either of us speaking.
This silence was more communicative than any other type of teaching. The most
advanced teachers impart their knowledge in silence.

She was a very powerful and yet gentle old woman, with tremendous
willpower. | observed that whatever she said would always come true. When
someone came to ask her help, she spoke very little and always in a brief
sentence. “Go.” “It will happen.” “Bless you.” “Pray to Mother Divine.” Then
she would go to her room.

When | heard that this mother, whom | called Mother Teacher, did not lie
down to sleep, but would remain sitting in her meditation posture throughout the
night, | started observing her by peeping through the crack in her door. | spent
three days and nights watching her, and found that it was true that she never
slept.

One day, | said to her, “Mother, if you lie down, | will give you a gentle
massage which will help you to fall asleep.”

She giggled and said, “Sleep! That is not for me. | am beyond sloth and
inertia. 1 enjoy sleepless sleep, for which I do not need to lie down. One who
enjoys yoga sleep, why does she need the sleep of pigs?”

| asked, “What is that?”

She said, “Pigs eat beyond their capacity and then lay themselves down
snoring. | wonder how they can sleep so much.” She explained to me the whole
anatomy of sleep, and asked me if | knew that mechanism in which a human
being goes from the conscious state to the dreaming state and then to the deeper
state of sleep. She started giving me accurate and systematic lessons. After that |
was able to understand the Mandukya Upanishad, which explains the three states
of mind—waking, dreaming, sleeping—and the fourth state, turiya, which is



termed as “the state beyond.” The Mandukya is considered to be the most
important and difficult of all the Upanishads. | filled up seventy pages of my
diary taking down the notes as she talked. In her gentle, slow speech, there were
no repetitions and no mistakes. She gave a systematic commentary on this
Upanishad, which I intellectually understood but did not understand in reality
until | started to pr]\Mferem ining] s



An Ageless Yogi

Practically every summer Devraha Baba, who lives in East Uttar Pradesh, comes
to a shrine in the Himalayan mountains for a few months. He is said to be quite
aged. | do not know this directly, but | have heard Dr. Rajendra Prasad, the first
president of India, say that from his own experience he can attest to the fact that
Devraha Baba is more than 150 years of age. He said that in his childhood his
father took him to this baba, who was then a very old man. At the time he gave
the statement, Dr. Prasad was more than seventy years of age. This statement
aroused my curiosity, and | made it a point to meet this baba when he stopped in
Rishikesh on his way to the mountain shrine. We conversed often there. He was
living in a temporary pinewood hut which was constructed for him wherever he
went. Sometimes he also lived in tree houses. He looked quite healthy and
appeared to be in his seventies. Although he is very austere and gentle and
doesn’t allow any student to touch him, he sometimes gives discourses on divine
love. He is very famous in North India. Huge crowds assemble to have his
darshan [glance]. He has a large following, and the police and other government
officers often visit him with the desire to be blessed. Several of my American
students visited him during Kumbha Mela [a great fair which is held every
twelve years in India] at Hardwar in 1974,



| tried to find out the secret of how he lived to be so aged. | discovered that he
practices certain aspects of yoga regularly, and that he eats only fruits and
vegetables. There are many specific practices in yoga; individual aspirants
choose those which suit them.

During my conversation with Baba he said, “Happiness is the greatest wealth
of all. Punctuality is essential. Practicing advanced methods of breathing is
equally important. The technique of agelessness is a technique of pranayama.”
This Devraha Baba is a symbol of love.



IV
Learning Humility

TO CULTIVATE THE QUALITY OF HUMILITY IS ONE step toward enlightenment. By
being humble we gain much and lose nothing. Prayer and contemplation
strengthen our willpower in cultivating this inner quality.



Ego and Vanity Are in Vain

Once my master lived in a holy place of the Himalayas called Tungnath. On the
way to see him | stopped at a mountain shrine called Karnaprayag. A great,
renowned swami, named Prabhat Swami, lived in a cave near the shrine, so |
went to visit him. | was being trained to be a swami at that time. | greeted him
according to our tradition. He was seated on a blanket which had been folded
into quarters, and a few villagers were seated before him. | expected him to offer
me a seat beside him. | was still suffering from an inflated ego, at least partly
because people in the villages of India respect and bow before a swami. This
feeds the ego and creates many problems for a swami in training.

Prabhat Swami knew my problem; he smiled and said, “Please take your
seat.”

| asked, “Could you please unfold your blanket so | can sit next to you?” |
insisted, but he just laughed at me. | asked, “Why won’t you let me sit next to
you?” | was quite conceited and impolite.

He quoted the dialogue between Rama and Hanuman in the Yoga Vasishtha
and said, “*Eternally we are one and the same, but as human beings, you are still
a servant and | am your master.” Modern man tries to have the position of a
master without attaining anything.”

Then he gave me a lesson, saying, “A man went to see a master who was
seated on a high platform teaching many people. The man held a distinguished
position in society, so he chafed at being treated like all the rest of the students,
without getting special attention. He went up to the master and asked, “Sir, can |
sit on the same platform with you?’

“The master said, “You should know the role of a student as well as the role of
a master.’

“The man asked, ‘Sir, what are the duties of a student?’

“The master explained, ‘A student cleans, serves, washes dishes, cooks food,
prepares and purifies himself, and serves his master.’

“Then the man asked, ‘And what does a master do, sir?’
“* A master teaches—he doesn’t do any of the menial work.”

“*Why can’t | become a master without doing all of this?’ asked the man.
“The menial work has nothing to do with my learning how to teach.’

“The master said, ‘No, you will be hurting yourself and hurting others. You



have to understand from the very beginning that the spiritual path can tolerate
everything but ego.””

Ego places a veil between the aspirant and the process of learning. When one
becomes egocentric he isolates himself and thus is not able to communicate with
his teacher and conscience and doesn’t follow the instructions of the teacher.
Such an ego needs immense austerities and modifications, without which all
knowledge drains away.



My Swollen Ego

During the rainy season swamis do not travel, but stay in one place for four
months. People then come and learn the scriptures from them. Although I was
still being trained as a swami, | too would teach every day. Students often create
problems for a teacher. For instance, the first thing they do is place him high
above them so that there is limited communication. My students built a high
platform on which | was asked to sit. | was inordinately proud that | had a large
following. That happens when you are a neophyte and hanker after name and
fame. The more one’s followers increase, the more egotistical one becomes.

| remained under the notion that one particular swami among my students was
not very knowledgeable. During my lectures he used to sit quietly in a corner.
This swami was actually an advanced adept, although | was not at all aware of it.
He came because | used to pray to the Lord, “Lord, enlighten me. Help me,
Lord.” 1 sincerely cried and prayed, so the Lord sent that man to me. And what
did I do? I used to give my loincloth to him for washing, and | would order him
to do things for me all day. He was with me for two months before deciding to
teach me a lesson.

One morning we were both sitting on a rock on a bank of the Ganges. While
brushing my teeth, | ordered, “Go and fetch me some water.” He had had enough
of my swollen ego. He said, “Go on brushing.” | lost awareness of what was
happening to me after that.

Two days later some people found me lying there. My face was horribly
swollen. | had dropped the brush but was still rubbing my finger in my mouth
continuously. 1 was doing it unconsciously. My master appeared and said, “Get
up!” | opened my eyes but could not lift my face, it was so heavy. My gums
were swollen and I could not move my jaw.

Then my master told me, “That swami is a great sage. God sent him to you.
You do not know to be humble and behave properly with the men of God. Now |
hope you have learned a lesson. Do not commit this mistake again.” Then he
said, “Get up; look at the sky and start walking.”

| protested, “If |1 keep on looking at the sky and continue walking, | will
stumble and fall down.” He said, “Bow your head and then you will be able to
walk without stumbling. For going through this hazardous journey of life, you
should learn to be humble. Ego and pride are two stumbling blocks on this
journey. If you are not humble, you cannot learn. Your growth will be stunted.”



When one begins to tread the path of spirituality it is essential to be humbile.
Ego creates barriers, and the faculty of discrimination is lost. If discrimination is
not sharpened, reason does not function properly and there is no clarity of mind.
A clouded mind is not a good instrument on the path of enlightenment.

“There must be renunciation, there must be action: in reconciliation of the
two, the crown of life resides.” It is not action that ought to be renounced, but
the fruit of action. Be sure that the ego has been annihilated in the ocean of
consciousness. Be sure that it is not lurking somewhere in the inner dark
chamber of your heart. Its ways are various and its forms are numerous. Action
greased with love gives a glimpse of eternity and perpetual joy.



Cultivating Inner Qualities

When | was in Shrinagar, Kashmir, | met a great scholar of Vedanta who was
head of the department of philosophy in a renowned university. He said, “If | can
answer your questions, | will be glad to do so.”

So | put these questions to him: “The Upanishads appear to be full of
contradictions. In one place they say that Brahman is one without a second.
Somewhere else they say that everything is Brahman. In a third place they say
this world is false and Brahman alone is truth. And in a fourth place it is said that
there is only one absolute Reality beneath all these diversities. How can one
make sense out of these conflicting statements?”

He replied, “I don’t know how to answer a swami’s questions. You are
learning to be a swami of the Shankaracharya order. You should know the
answers better than 1.”

| went to many other learned people, but nobody could satisfy me. They could
give me commentaries on different Upanishads, but no one could resolve these
apparent contradictions. Eventually | went to a swami near Uttarkashi, 135 miles
deep in the Himalayas. His name was Vishnu Maharaj. He was always naked,
having no clothes or any other possessions. | said to him, “l want to know
something about the Upanishads.”

Sadhus on the shores of Shesnag Lake in Amarnath, Kashmir

He said, “Bow down first. You are asking about the Upanishads with a
swollen ego. How can you possibly learn these subtle truths?”

| did not like to bow down before anyone, so | left his place. After that,
whenever | inquired about the Upanishads | was told, “Go to Vishnu Maharaj.
No one else can answer you.” But | was afraid because he knew that my whole



problem was my ego, and he immediately tested my ego by saying, “Bow down
and then I will answer your question.” | wouldn’t do that. | tried my best to find
other swamis who could answer these questions, but everyone | asked referred
me to Vishnu Maharaj.

Every day | would approach the cave where he lived on a bank of the Ganges.
| would think, “Let me see how he answers my questions.” But when | got near |
would become very fearful of the impending confrontation, so | would change
my mind and go back.

One day he saw me nearby and said, “Come, sit down. Are you hungry? Do
you want to eat with me?” He was very pleasant and gracious. He gave me food
and drink and then said, “Now you should go. | have no more time to spend with
you today.”

| said, “I have come with certain questions, sir. Food and drink | can get
elsewhere. | want spiritual food.”

He said, “You are not prepared. In your mind you want to examine me; you
want to know whether | can reply to your questions or not; you don’t want to
learn. When you are prepared, come to me and I will answer you.”

The next day | became very humble and | said, “Sir, the whole night I
prepared myself, and now I’m ready!”

Then he taught me, and all my questions were resolved. Answering my
guestions systematically, he said that there are no contradictions in the teachings
of the Upanishads. These teachings are received directly by the great sages in a
deep state of contemplation and meditation. He explained, “When the student
starts practicing, he realizes that this apparent world is changeable, while truth
never changes. Then he knows that the world of forms and names which is full
of changes is false, and that behind it there exists an absolute Reality that is
unchanging. In the second step, when he has known the truth, he understands
that there is only one truth and that truth is omnipresent, so there is really
nothing like falsehood. In that stage he knows that reality which is one and the
same in both the finite and infinite worlds. But there is another, higher, state in
which the aspirant realizes that there is only one absolute Reality without
second, and that that which is apparently false is in reality a manifestation of the
absolute One.

“These apparent contradictions confuse only that student who has not studied
the Upanishads from a competent teacher. A competent teacher makes the
student aware of the experiences one has on various levels. These are the levels
of consciousness, and there is no contradiction in them.” He continued: “The



teachings of the Upanishads are not understood by the ordinary mind or even by
the intellectual mind. Intuitive knowledge alone leads to understanding them.”

In fact | wanted to strengthen my knowledge which I had received from my
master, and knowingly used to pose such questions to others. Such questions
posed without being humble are never answered by the sages. The questions are
resolved by humility itself. This great man taught me to rise above
argumentation and instructed me to allow intuition to flow uninterruptedly to
solve such subtle questions.



I Thought I Was Perfect

As a young man | thought | had perfected myself and that | didn’t need any
further teaching or study. | felt there was no swami in India as advanced as |
because | seemed to be more intellectually knowledgeable than others, and | was
myself teaching many swamis. When | conveyed to my master this inflated
opinion of myself, he looked at me and asked, “Are you drugged? What do you
mean?” | said, “No, really. This is the way | feel.”

He returned to the subject a few days later. “You are still a child. You only
know how to attend college. You have not mastered four things. Master them
and then you will have attained something.

“Have a desire to meet and know God. But have no selfish desire to acquire
things for yourself. Give up all anger, greed, and attachment. Practice meditation
regularly. Only when you have done these four things will you become perfect.”

Then he told me to visit certain sages. He said, “When you are with them you
should be very humble. If you become obstinate or aggressive, you will be
deprived of their knowledge. They will just close their eyes and sit in
meditation.” He said this because he knew that | was very obstinate and
impatient.

He gave me a list of sages of different orders. They were his friends who had
known me from my young age because | had been with my master when he
visited with them. | had been quite mischievous. | used to pester them and throw
things so that they would know I was around. Whenever they came to visit my
master they would ask, “Is he still with you?”

First I went to see a swami who was renowned for silence. He had withdrawn
from worldly concerns. No matter what happened around him, he never looked
up. On my way | talked with villagers nearby. They told me, “He doesn’t talk to
anyone or look at anyone; he doesn’t even eat. This is the third month he has
been in the same place without getting up. We have never seen such a man.”
This state is called ajagar-vritti, which means “python’s tendency.” Just as a
python remains in a dormant state for a long time, some sages do not move for
many days, but remain in a deep state of meditation.

When | went to see him he was lying on a hillock under a banyan tree,
smiling, with his eyes closed, as though he were a lord of the universe. He never
wore anything, whether it was summer, winter, or the rainy season. His skin
appeared weatherproof, like that of an elephant. He did not own a thing, but he



was utterly content.

When | first saw him lying that way, | thought, “At least he should have a
little decency.” Then I thought, “My master told me to visit him, and | know that
my master would not waste my time. I am only seeing his body.” | touched his
feet. [According to our custom, when we touch the feet of great men, they bless
us.]

He was not sensitive to external stimuli; he was somewhere else. Three or
four times | said, “Hello, sir; how are you?” But he did not respond. There was
no movement, no answer. Then | started massaging his feet. When our teachers
are tired we often do that. | thought he would be pleased, but he kicked me. That
kick was so strong that | was thrown backward all the way down the hill, which
was quite steep, and into a lake below. | fell against many trees and rocks on the
way down and ended up with many painful bruises. I was vindictive. “What
reason has he to do this? | came to him in reverence, started massaging his feet
—and he kicked me! He’s not a sage. I’ll teach him: I’ll break both his legs! I’ll
give him double what he gave me!” | really wanted to retaliate. | decided that
perhaps my master sent me to him to teach him a lesson.

When | returned to the hill to vent my anger, he was sitting up and smiling.
He said, “How are you, son?”

| said, “How am |? After kicking me and knocking me down the hill, you’re
asking how | am?”

He said, “Your master told you to master four things, and you have even
destroyed one. | kicked you to test your control of anger. Now you are so angry
that you cannot learn anything here. You are not tranquil. You are still very
immature. You don’t follow the spiritual teaching of your master, who is so
selfless. What could you possibly learn from me? You are not prepared for my
teachings. Go away!”

Nobody had ever talked to me like that. When | thought about what he said, |
realized that it was true; | was completely possessed by my anger.

He asked, “Do you know why we touch the feet of a sage?” Then he recited
something beautiful, a Persian belief: “A sage gives the best part of his life,
surrendering it at the lotus feet of the Lord. People ordinarily recognize you only
by your face—but the face of the sage is not here; it is with his Lord. People find
only feet here, so they bow to the feet.”

He said, “You should have that humility when touching someone’s feet. Now
you cannot stay here. You will have to go.”



| wept and thought, “A few days ago | thought | was perfect, but surely |1 am
not.” Then | said, “Sir, I will come back to you when | have really conquered my
ego.” And | departed.

All the kicks and blows of life teach us something. No matter whence they
come, they are blessings in disguise if we but learn their lesson. Buddha said,
“For a wise man, there is nothing to be called bad. Any adversity of life provides
a step for his growth, provided he knows how to utilize it.”

| visited another swami and determined that no matter what he did, | would
not get angry. He had a beautiful farm. He said, “I’ll give you this farm. Would
you like it?” | said, “Of course.”

He smiled. “Your master told you not to be attached, and yet you are very
quick to tie yourself to a farm.” | felt very small. My mind seemed bent toward
anger and attachment and not toward higher things.

Later | was sent to still another swami. He knew that | was coming. There was
a small natural fountain on the way where we used to go and wash. He left some
gold coins there. | stopped there and | found three of them. For a second |
entertained the thought of picking them up. | did so, and tucked them inside my
loincloth. Then | reconsidered: “But these coins are not mine. Why do | need
them? This is not good.” | put them back.

When | went to the swami, he was annoyed. | bowed before him and he said,
“Why did you pick up the coins? Do you still have lust for gold? Get out. This is
not the place for you.”

| protested, “But I left them there.”

He said, “You left them later on. The problem is that you were attracted to
them and picked them up in the first place.”

From the experiences that these sages gave me | began to realize the
difference between book knowledge and experiential knowledge. | began to see
my many weaknesses, and | did not find it pleasant. Finally | returned to my
master. He asked, “What have you learned?”

“l have learned that I have intellectual knowledge, but I do not behave in
accord with that knowledge.”

He said, “This is the problem all intellectuals have. They become overly
proud of their knowledge. Now | will teach you how to practice, so that you will
know.”

A human being knows enough, but that knowledge needs to be brought into
daily life. If this is not done, the knowledge remains limited within the



boundaries of knowing only. We all know what to do and what not to do, but it is
very difficult to learn how to be. Real knowledge is found not in knowing but
rather in being.



Practice Makes Perfect

Once when | was teaching about life and death a swami quietly came in and sat
with my students. | thought that he was a beginner, so | treated him as | treated
the others. | was annoyed because he only smiled, constantly smiled, while the
others were very conscientiously taking notes. | finally asked, “Are you listening
to me?”

He said, “You are only talking, but | can demonstrate mastery over life and
death. Bring me an ant.”

A large ant was brought. He cut it into three pieces and separated them. Then
he closed his eyes and sat motionless. After a moment the three parts moved
toward each other. They joined together, and the revived ant scurried away. |
knew it was not hypnosis, or anything like that.

| felt very small before that swami. And | was embarrassed before my
students because | only knew the scriptures without a firsthand understanding
and mastery of life and death. | asked, “Where did you learn that?” He said,
“Your master taught me.”

At that | became angry with my master and immediately went to him. Seeing
me he asked, “What happened? Why are you once again allowing anger to
control you? You are still a slave to your violent emotions.” | said, “You teach
others things which you don’t teach me. Why?”

He looked at me and said, “I have taught you many things—but you don’t
practice. That is not my fault! All these achievements depend on practice, not
just on verbal knowledge of them. If you know all about the piano but don’t
practice, you will never create music. Knowing is useless without practice.
Knowing is mere information. Practice gives direct experience, which alone is
valid knowledge.”



The Sage from the Valley of Flowers

There was not much literature on the flowers and ecology of the Himalayas, but
whatever was available, | tried my best to go through. One of the British writers
wrote a book on “the Valleys of Flowers of the Himalayas.” After reading this
book a flame of burning desire arose in my heart. In the Himalayas there are
countless varieties of lilies, rhododendrons, and other flowers, but | specifically
was anxious to see one of the two valleys.

There lived a sage constantly traveling in that region of the Himalayas where
this Valley of Flowers exists. | knew him well. He was very strong and healthy,
about eighty years of age, but quite unusual. He used to carry a unique blanket
all the time. It was very heavy. The weight of this blanket was approximately
eighty to one hundred pounds. You might wonder how he made this blanket so
heavy. Any piece of cloth which he found during his wide travels, he would
patch onto the blanket. It was a blanket of a thousand patches. He called it
gudari, which means “blanket of patches,” and people called him Gudari Baba.

On my request he said, “If you would really like to see the Valley of Flowers
and want to follow me, you will have to carry this blanket.”

| agreed, but when | put the blanket on my shoulders | stumbled under its
weight. He asked, “How is it possible for a young man like you to be so weak
when you are apparently so healthy?” He picked up the blanket and said, “See
how light it is?” Then he put it on my shoulder again. He knew my master and so
he allowed me to follow him to the Valley of Flowers.

As | was following him this sage said, “No one can retain his memory when
he goes through the Valley of Flowers during the blooming season. We should
bring all the obstinate kids like you here and set them right. Those who try to be
intellectual and argue with us should be brought here so that they understand
their worth.”

| said, “But | am following you.”

He said, “Oh yes. You argue all the time and don’t listen attentively. You are
very proud of your intellectual knowledge. | do not know how to read and write.
You are more educated than I. You have education, but | have control of mind.”
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The Valley of Flowers

| told him, “I also have control.” He replied, “We shall see.”

| said, “Sir, first of all, please take away your blanket from my shoulders
because it is difficult to carry.” He lamented, “Oh, the children of this modern
age!”

He took his blanket from me and started conversing with it: “O my beloved
blanket, nobody understands anything about you. No one knows that you are a
living blanket.” I looked at him and thought, “This man is really crazy!”

The next morning a Japanese monk joined us. He was equally anxious to see
the Valley of Flowers. This Japanese monk also thought that Gudari Baba was a
crazy man. He asked me, “Rama, can you explain why this man is carrying such
a heavy load?” We started talking and | thought it would be nice to share these
experiences with each other.

This monk was afraid of going to the Valley of Flowers all alone. Someone
had told him that if any traveler goes to see this valley, he forgets everything and
his senses do not coordinate in perceiving sense objects. The traveler loses his
memory and smiles all the time. He said that this baba was the right person to
guide us because he traveled in this region and knew all the trails.

The next day this Japanese monk started shivering with fever. He had lived in
the jungles of Burma and had suffered from malaria. He had a temperature of
103 to 104 degrees and his pulse rate was very high. The baba said to him, “You
told this boy that | was crazy. Do you want to see the living power of my
blanket? Do you know that this blanket is not a mere blanket, but a living force?
Do you want to get well? Then kneel down and be humble!” The baba covered
the Japanese monk with the blanket.

The monk said, “I will be flattened! It’s too heavy and | am a small man.”
The baba said, “Keep quiet!” After a few minutes he took the blanket away



from the monk. When he removed the blanket, it was shivering. The baba asked
the monk, “What happened to your fever?”

He said, “Sir, | don’t have a fever anymore.”

The baba said, “This blanket is very generous and kind and has taken away
your fever.” The baba looked at me and said, “Do you want his fever to be cured
forever?”

| said, “Yes, please.”
The baba said, “But he calls me crazy. | don’t think he deserves my help.”
| said, “The sages are kind and great and they always forgive others.”

The baba smiled and said, “Of course | will help him.” We traveled together
for fifteen days and the Japanese monk did not suffer from the fever again.

Nine miles outside of Badrinath there is a side trail which leads to the Valley
of Flowers where there is a small guru dwara (temple of Sikhs). We took our
meal there. The people of this temple knew Gudari Baba very well. We rested
that whole day in the temple and started our journey to the Valley of Flowers
toward Hemkund the next day.

The flowers were in full bloom as far as the eye could see. For the first few
hours it was soothing to the senses and stimulating to the mind. But slowly |
started noticing that my memory was slipping away. After five or six hours the
baba asked, “Hey you! Can you tell me your name?”

We were both so disoriented that we could not remember our names. We had
completely forgotten them. | was only aware of my existence and had a hazy
idea that | was with two other people. That’s all. The fragrance of those flowers
was so strong that we could not think rationally. Our ability to reason wouldn’t
function. Our senses were anesthetized. We had a faint idea of our existence and
that of the things around us. Our talk to each other did not make any sense. We
lived in this valley for a week. It was highly enjoyable. The baba made fun of us
all the time and said, “*Your education and strength have no value.”

After we came out of the Valley of Flowers, the baba said, “Your joy was
because of the influence of the fragrance of the flowers. You were not
meditating. That’s what marijuana and hashish do to people, and they think that
they are in meditation. Look at me. | was not affected or influenced by the
fragrance of those wild flowers. Ha, ha, ha! You have gone to college and have
read many books. You have lived on the opinions of others so far. Today you had
a good chance to understand and compare direct knowledge and the so-called
knowledge which is really imitation. So far the opinions that you have are



actually the opinions of others. Those who live on the opinions of others do not
ever have the ability to decide and express their own opinions. Boys, this
informative knowledge is not considered by us to be real knowledge. Even if you
understand that direct knowledge alone is valid, you don’t have control over the
mind. The education given to modern children is very superficial. Without any
discipline, control over the mind is not possible—and without control of the
mind, direct experience is impossible.”

The Japanese monk left for Bodhi Gaya, and | lived with the baba for another
fifteen days. He is a free wanderer of this region, and all the pilgrims have heard
about him. For practical schooling it is important for the renunciate to live with
such sages who have direct knowledge of the values of life with its currents and
crosscurrents.
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Conquering Fear

FEAR IS THE GREATEST OF ALL FOES. IT IS A DEVIL residing within. Fearlessness is the
first rung on the ladder of freedom.



The Devil

One evening after my brother disciple and | had walked thirty miles in the
mountains, we stopped to rest two miles beyond Kedarnath. | was very tired and
soon fell asleep, but my sleep was restless because of my extreme fatigue. It was
cold and | did not have a blanket to wrap around me, so | put my hands around
my neck to keep warm. | rarely dream. | had dreamt only three or four times in
my life, and all of my dreams had come true. That night | dreamt that the devil
was choking my throat with strong hands. | felt as though | were suffocating.

When my brother disciple saw my breath rhythm change and realized that |
was experiencing considerable discomfort, he came to me and woke me up. |
said, “Somebody was choking my throat!” Then he told me that my own hands
were choking my throat.

That which you call the devil is part of you. The myth of the devil and of evil
IS imposed on us by our ignorance. The human mind is a great wonder and
magician. It can assume the form of both a devil and a divine being any time it
wishes. It can be a great enemy or a great friend, creating either hell or heaven
for us. There are many tendencies hidden in the unconscious mind which must
be uncovered, faced, and transcended before one intends to tread the path of
enlightenment.
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The trail to Kedarnath

Dreaming is a natural state of mind. It is an intermediate state between
waking and sleeping. When the senses are prevented from receiving the sense
perceptions, the mind starts recalling the memories from the unconscious. All
the hidden desires also lie in the unconscious, waiting to find their fulfillment.
When the senses are not perceiving the objects of the world and the conscious
mind is at rest, then recalled memories start coming forward and they are called
dreams. Through dreams we can analyze a level of our hidden personality. This
analysis is sometimes helpful in curing certain ailments. With the help of
meditation we can consciously recall these memories, observe them, analyze
them, and resolve them forever.

There are various types of dreams. In addition to the painful and pleasant
dreams which we ordinarily experience, there are another two categories of
dreams which need to be analyzed. One is a prophetic dream, and the other is a
mere nightmare. Sometimes prophetic dreams are guiding. Nightmares are the
signs of intense agony created by frustrations. The latter can occur if someone is
very tired or if he has bad digestion.



| have never heard anyone claiming to have seen a devil in the daytime. My
brother disciple, with the help of a simile, told me, “A rope in darkness can be
mistaken for a snake. A mirage in the distance can be mistaken for water. Lack
of light is the main cause of such a vision. Does the devil exist? If there is only
one existence, which is omnipresent and omniscient, then where is the place for
the existence of the devil? Those who are religiously sick believe in the
existence of the devil by forgetting the existence of God. A negative mind is the
greatest devil that resides within the human being. Transformation of the
negativity leads toward positive or angelic visions. It is the mind which creates
hell and heaven. Fear of the devil is a phobia which needs to be eradicated from
the human mind.”



Mistaken for a Ghost

When | was staying in the Nanital forests in the Himalayan foothills | would
sometimes come down to a small city which is situated at the height of 6,000
feet. People there used to chase after me for blessings and advice, as they do
with most of the yogis and swamis. In order to have time to do my practices |
found it necessary to protect myself from visitors. | found out about a cemetery
in which Britishers were buried which was quiet and very neatly kept. Wearing a
long white gown made from a blanket to protect myself from the cold, | would
go to the cemetery to meditate at night.

One night two policemen who were patrolling that area walked through the
cemetery, flashing their lights here and there to see if there were any vandals. |
was sitting in meditation on the broad monument of a British military officer.
My whole body, including my head, was covered with the blanket. The
policemen flashed their lights in my direction from some distance away and
were startled to see a human-like figure covered with a blanket. They went to the
police station and told the other policemen and officers that they had seen a
ghost in the cemetery. This rumor spread all over the city and many people were
frightened.

The superintendent of police came to the cemetery the next night with several
armed policemen and flashed light on me once again. In that state of meditation |
was not aware of them, so | did not stir. They all thought | was a ghost. They
drew their revolvers to shoot at me because they wanted to see if bullets would
affect a ghost. But the superintendent of police said, “Wait, let us challenge the
ghost first. Perhaps it is not a ghost, but some person.” They came closer and
surrounded the monument on which | was sitting. But they still could not figure
what was inside the blanket. Then they fired a shot into the air. Somehow |
became aware of them and came out of my meditation. | uncovered myself and
asked, “Why are you disturbing me here? What is it you want of me?” The
superintendent of police, who was British, knew me very well. He apologized
for disturbing me and ordered the policemen who patrolled that area to supply
me with hot tea each night. Thus the myth of the ghost which frightened many
people was unveiled.

Mr. Peuce, the superintendent of police, then started visiting me regularly. He
wanted to learn meditation from me. One day Mr. Peuce asked me about the
nature of fear in man. | said that among all the fears, the fear of dying seems to
be very deep-rooted in the human heart. The sense of self-preservation leads one



to many hallucinations. A human being is constantly haunted by fears. He loses
his balance and starts imagining and projecting his ideas the way he wishes. He
deepens this process in repeating it again and again. Fear is the greatest enemy
of man.

Mr. Peuce was very much afraid of ghosts and wanted to know if | had ever
seen one. | said, “l have seen the king of ghosts—and that is man. A man is a
ghost as long as he identifies himself with the objects of his mind. The day he
becomes aware of his essential nature, his true self, he is free from all fears.”

Soon many people started coming to see me. My friend Mr. Peuce for some
reason decided to resign and go to Australia. | left the city and went to the
Almora mountains. | came to the conclusion that it is of no use to live under the
pressures of fear, for there is no joy in being afraid in every step of life. Without
encountering the fears, we only strengthen them. On the path of spirituality, fear
and sloth are the prime enemies.



My Fear of Snakes

Let me tell you about my fear. In my young age | was usually fearless. | could
cross the swollen Ganges River and go into the forest without the slightest fear
of tigers—but | was always very much afraid of snakes. | have had many
encounters with snakes, but | concealed my fear from everyone, even my master.

Once, in September of 1939, my master and | came down to Rishikesh. We
were on the way to Virbhadra, and camped at a spot where my ashram stands
today. Early in the morning we took our bath in the Ganges and sat down on its
bank for meditation. By that time | had already formed the habit of sitting for
two or three hours without a break. It was about seven-thirty when | opened my
eyes—and saw that | was face to face with a cobra. The lower half of its body
was coiled on the ground, and the upper half was raised. It was sitting very still,
just about two feet in front of me, looking toward me. | was terrified, and
immediately closed my eyes again. | did not know what to do. After a few
seconds, when | opened my eyes again and found that it had not moved, I
jumped up quickly and ran away. After running for a few yards | looked back
and saw that the cobra was just starting to crawl back toward the bushes.

| went back to my master and explained what had happened. He smiled and
told me that it is natural for any living creature to be in a state of meditation near
someone who is in deep meditation.

Another time, after experiencing many kinds of training, | had another
frightening experience with snakes. | had been asked to go to South India, which
is considered to be the home of Indian culture, and on one cold and rainy
evening | went to a temple to ask for shelter. At first they said, “If you are a
swami, why do you need shelter?” But then a lady came from the temple and
said, “Come with me. I will give you shelter.”

The woman took me inside a small six-foot-square thatched hut and told me
to stay there. Then she left. | had only a deerskin on which to sit, a shawl, and a
loincloth. There was no light in the hut, but | could see a little bit from the light
which came through the entrance. After a few minutes | saw a cobra crawling in
front of me—and then another one at my side. Soon | was aware that there were
several cobras in the room. | realized that | had come to a snake’s temple! It was
a very dangerous situation, and | was afraid. The woman wanted to test whether
| was a genuine swami or not, and | was actually just learning to be a swami. |
was very much afraid—nbut | thought, “If I run away at night, where could I go?



And if | do leave, that woman will never give alms to swamis in the future.” |
decided, “I will remain here. Even if | die, at least the principles of renunciation
will not have been found wanting.”

Then | thought, “That woman does not appear to be enlightened, and yet she
can come into this hut. So why can’t | remain here without being harmed?”
Remembering my master’s words, | said to myself, “If | sit still, what will the
cobras do to me? | have nothing that they want.” | sat there the whole night
watching, and the only thing | lost was my meditation. | could only meditate on
the cobras.

Despite these two experiences, however, my fear of snakes continued. As a
young swami many people, even high government officials, came and bowed
before me and I blessed them. But within me was an obsessive fear of snakes. |
would teach the Brahma Sutras, the philosophy of fearlessness, to my students,
but fear was there inside me. | tried my best to remove the fear by
intellectualizing it, but the more | tried, the stronger the fear became. It became
so strong that it started creating problems. With any sudden noise the thought of
snakes would come into my mind. When | sat for meditation | would often open
my eyes and look about. Wherever | went | would look for a snake. Finally | said
to myself, “You must remove this fear even if you die in the process. It is not
good for your growth. How can you lead people who love, respect, and depend
on you? You have this fear and yet you are guiding people—you hypocrite.”

| went to my master and | said, “Sir?” He said, “I know what you want. You
are afraid of snakes.”

“If you knew, why didn’t you tell me how to get rid of that fear?” | asked. He
said, “Why should I tell you? You should ask me. Why did you try to hide this
fear from me?” | had never kept any secret from him, but somehow I did not tell
him about this fear.

Then he took me to the forest and said, “We are observing silence starting
tomorrow at dawn. At three-thirty in the morning you will get up and collect
leaves and wild flowers for a special worship that we will do.”

The next morning | found a big heap of leaves. As I picked up the heap in the
darkness, | realized that there was a cobra in it. It was in my hand, and there was
no escape. | did not know what to do. | was so frightened that | was on the verge
of collapsing. My hands were trembling. My master was there and he said,
“Bring it to me.” | was shaking with fear. He said, “It will not bite you.”

The unconscious fear welled up nevertheless. My mind said, “It is a death that
you are holding in your hand.” | believed my master, but my fear was stronger



than my belief.
He said, “Why do you not love the snake?”

“Love?” | cried, “How can you love something when you are under the
influence of fear?” This is a familiar situation in the world: if you are afraid of a
person, you cannot love him. You will be unconsciously afraid of him all the
time. The cause of fear grows in the unconscious.

My master said, “Look, it’s such a beautiful creature. It roams all over, but
look how clean and neat it is. You do not remain clean; you have to take a bath
every day. A snake is the cleanest creature in the world.”

| said, “It is clean, but it is also dangerous.”

He told me, “Man is more unclean and poisonous than a snake. He can Kill
and injure others. Each day he projects poison in the form of anger and other
negative emotions on those with whom he lives. A snake never does that. A
snake bites only in defense.”

He went on: “When you are fast asleep, does your finger prick your own
eyes? Do your teeth bite your tongue? There is an understanding that all your
limbs belong to one body. The day we have a like understanding that all
creatures are one, we will not fear any creature.”

| continued to hold the snake as he talked, and gradually my fear subsided. |
began to think, “If I don’t kill snakes, why should a snake kill me? Snakes don’t
bite anyone without reason. Why should they bite me? | am nobody in
particular.” My mind gradually began to function normally. Since that
experience | have not again been afraid of snakes.

Animals are instinctively very sensitive and are receptive to both hatred and
love. If one has no intention to harm animals, they become passive and friendly.
Even wild animals would like to associate with human beings. In the valleys of
the Himalayas | observed this tendency in animals over several years. They
come near the villages at night and return to the forest early in the morning.
They seem to want to be near human beings, but are afraid of the human’s
violent nature. A human being, with all his selfishness, attachments, and hatred,
loses touch with his essential nature and thus frightens the animals, who then
attack in self-defense. If a person learns to behave gently with animals, they will
not attack him. | often remember the way Valmiki, St. Francis, and Buddha
loved animals, and | try to follow their example.

Fear gives birth to insecurity, which creates imbalance in the mind, and this
influences one’s behavior. A phobia can control human life and finally lead one



to the insane asylum. If a fear is examined it will usually be found to be based on
imagination, but that imagination can create a kind of reality. It is true that fear
creates danger, and human beings then must protect themselves from that self-
created danger. All of our dreams materialize sooner or later. Thus it is really
fear that invites danger, though we usually think that danger brings on the fear.
Fear is the greatest sickness that arises from our imagination. | have seen that all
fears and confusion need only to encounter some practical experience and then
they can easily be overcome.

The first ten commitments of the Yoga Sutras are preliminary requisites for
attaining samadhi—and the first is ahimsa. Ahimsa means non-killing, non-
harming, and non-injury. By becoming selfish and egotistical, human beings
become insensitive and lose the instinctual power. Instinct is a great power, and
if properly used can help one in following the noble path of ahimsa.

In all my years of roaming in the mountains and forests of India | have never
heard that any sadhu, swami, or yogi was ever attacked by any wild animal.
These people do not protect themselves from the animals or natural calamities
like avalanches. It is inner strength that makes one fearless, and it is the fearless
one who crosses the individual consciousness and becomes one with the
universal consciousness. Who can kill whom? For Atman is eternal, though the
body must return to dust sooner or later. This strong faith is enjoyed by the sages
of different orders in the lap of the Himalayas.



In a Tiger’s Cave

Once | was traveling all alone in Tarai Bhavar toward the mountains in Nepal. |
was on my way to Katmandu, which is the capital of Nepal. | walked twenty to
thirty miles each day. After sunset | would build a fire, meditate, and then rest. |
would begin walking again at four o’clock the next morning and walk until ten
o’clock. Then | would sit near water under a tree through the middle part of the
day, and travel again from three-thirty until seven in the evening. | walked in my
bare feet carrying a blanket, a tiger skin, and a pot of water.

At about six o’clock one evening | became tired and decided to take a short
nap in a cave which was about two miles from the nearest road. | spread my
blanket on the floor of the small cave because it was a little damp. As soon as |
lay down and closed my eyes | was pounced on by three little tiger cubs, who
made gentle little cries and pawed at my body. They were hungry and thought
that | was their mother. They must have been only twelve to fifteen days old. For
a few minutes | lay there petting them. When | sat up, there was their mother
standing at the entrance to the cave. First | feared that she would rush in and
attack me, but then a strong feeling came from within: | thought, “I have no
intention to hurt these cubs. If she leaves the entrance of the cave, | will go out.”
| picked up my blanket and pot of water. The mother tiger backed off from the
entrance and | went out. When | had gone about fifteen yards from the entrance,
the mother tiger calmly went in to join her babies.

Such experiences help one to control fear and give a glimpse of the unity that
lies between animals and human beings. Animals can easily smell violence and
fear. Then they become ferociously defensive. But when animals become
friendly they can be very protective and help human beings. One human being
may desert another in danger, but animals rarely do so. The sense of self-
preservation is of course very strong in all creatures, but animals are more
dedicated lovers than human beings. Their friendship can be relied upon. It is
unconditional, while relationships between people are full of conditions. We
build walls around ourselves and lose touch with our own inner being and then
with others. If the instinctive sensitivity for our relation to others is regained, we
can become realized without much effort.
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Swami Rama during the journey to Nepal



VI
The Path of Renunciation

THE PATH OF RENUNCIATION IS THE PATH OF THE razor’s edge. It is for a fortunate
few, and not for all. Non-attachment and knowledge of the self are two important
prerequisites on this path.



My Whole Being Is an Eye

| regularly visited a swami near Shrinagar over a period of two years. | would
serve and wait on him, but he never talked to me and he rarely opened his eyes.
His name was Hari Om. For two whole years he never once looked at me! One
day | told my master, “I am fed up with that swami. It’s like visiting and waiting
on a log of wood or a rock.”

My master said, “Don’t say that. Although you may not be aware of it, he sees
you indeed.”

| said, “How could he see me? His eyes are closed.”

That day when | went to see him, Hari Om smiled and giggled. Then he said,
“Am | a log of wood or a rock? Don’t you know | am in such great joy that |
have no reason to open my eyes? Why should | open my eyes when | am already
with that One who is the fountain of beauty and glory? The partial enjoyment
which most people seek can no longer satisfy me. That is why | keep my eyes
closed. You will have to open the eye of your mind to see that perennial beauty,
for the senses have only a limited capacity. They perceive only the limited
beauty of limited objects.”

| was inspired by his beautiful words. After that when | went to see him, he
opened his eyes ever so slightly. When his eyes were a bit open, it seemed as
though wine were overflowing the cup. You could experience the joy flowing
from within.

He muttered the Sanskrit verse “During that which is night to others, the
enlightened one keeps awake.” Then he explained: “The finest hours are the
hours of night, but very few know how to utilize their worth and silence. Three
categories of people remain awake at night: the yogi, the bhogi [sensualist], and
the rogi [sick person]. The yogi enjoys bliss in meditation, the bhogi enjoys
sensual pleasures, and the rogi keeps awake because of his pain and misery. All
three remain awake, but benefited is he who is in meditation. The bhogi
experiences momentary joy—and with a desire to expand that moment, repeats
the same experience. Alas, it can never be expanded this way. In meditation real
joy expands into everlasting peace.

“Closing the eyes unconsciously, without having any content in the mind, is
sleep. Closing the eyes consciously is a part of meditation. A yogi closes his eyes
and withdraws his senses from the sense perceptions. He remains free from the
pair of opposites of pain and pleasure. Closing the eyes is for him the opening of



the inner eye. Ordinary people see the objects of the world with the help of two
small eyes—but do you know that my whole being has become an eye?”



My Experience with a Dancing Girl

My master often told me, “This whole world is a theatre of learning. You should
not depend on me alone to teach you, but should learn from everything.” One
time he instructed me: “Now, my boy, go to Darjeeling. Outside the city there is
a stream and on the bank of that stream is a cremation ground. No matter what
happens, for forty-one days you should do a particular sadhana [spiritual
practice] which I am going to teach you. No matter how much your mind
attempts to dissuade you from completing the sadhana, you should not leave that
place.” | said, “Very well.”

Many people are afraid of staying at such a place. They have funny notions.
But it didn’t bother me. | went there and lived in a small thatched hut, where |
made a fire for cooking. | was going to the University in those days and it was
summer vacation. | thought, “It’s very good for me to spend my vacation in
sadhana.”

| followed the practices he had assigned to me for thirty-nine days and
nothing happened. Then some powerful thoughts came into my mind: “What a
foolish thing you are doing, wasting your time in a lonely place, cut off from the
world. You are wasting the best period of your youth.”

My master had said, “Remember, on the forty-first day you will definitely
find some symptoms of improvement within yourself. Don’t give up before that.
Don’t be swayed by the suggestions of your mind—no temptations.”

| had said, “I promise,” but on the thirty-ninth day my mind advanced reason
after reason against this thing | was doing. I thought, “What difference can two
more days possibly make? You have not experienced anything after thirty-nine
days. You promised your friends that you would write to them, and you haven’t
written a single letter. You are living among the dead! What type of teaching is
this? Why should your master have you do this? He can’t be a good teacher.” So
| decided to leave.

| poured a bucketful of water on the fire and | destroyed the small thatched
hut. 1t was a cold night, so | wrapped myself in a woolen shawl and walked
toward the city. | was going down the main street when | heard some musical
instruments being played. There was a woman singing and dancing. The theme
of the music was “There is very little oil in the vessel of life, and the night is
vast.” She repeated the phrase again and again. That stopped me. The sound of
the tabla drums seemed to call to me: “Dhik, dhik! Fie on thee, fie on thee! What



have you done?”

| felt so dejected. | thought, “Why don’t | complete the final two days? If | go
to my teacher, he will say, “You have not completed your practice. You are
expecting fruit before the plant has matured.”” So I turned back and continued
my sadhana for the remaining two days. On the forty-first day, the fruit of the
practice appeared just as he had predicted.

| then walked back to the city once again and went to the house of the singer.
She was a beautiful and famous dancing girl. She was considered to be a
prostitute. When she saw a young swami coming toward her house she called
out, “Stop, don’t come here! You are at the wrong place! Such a place as this is
not for you!” But | kept right on. She closed her door and told a servant, a large
and powerful man with big moustaches, not to let me in. He commanded, “Stop,
young swami! This is the wrong place for you!”

| said, “No. | want to see her. She is like my mother. She has helped me and |
am grateful to her. Had she not alerted me with her song, I would not have
completed my practices. 1 would have failed and I would have condemned
myself and felt guilty the rest of my life.” When she heard this, she opened her
door and | said, “Really, you are like a mother to me.”

| told her what had happened and we talked for some time. She had heard of
my master. When | got up to go, she said, “I promise to live like your mother
from now on. | will prove that | can be not only mother to you but to many
others as well. Now | am inspired.”

The next day she left for Varanasi, the seat of learning in India, where she
lived on a boat on the Ganges. In the evening she would go ashore and chant on
the sand. Thousands of people used to join her. She wrote on her houseboat,
“Don’t mistake me for a sadhu. | was a prostitute. Please do not touch my feet.”
She never looked directly at anyone’s face and never talked to anyone. If
someone wanted to talk to her she would only say, “Sit down with me and chant
God’s name.” If you asked, “How are you?” she would chant, “Rama.” If you
asked, “Do you need anything? Can | get you something?” she would respond,
“Rama,” nothing else.

One day before a huge crowd of five or six thousand people she announced,
“l am leaving early in the morning. Please throw this body in the water, where it
will be used by the fishes.” And then she kept silence. The next day she cast off
her body.

When awakening comes we can completely transform our personalities,
throwing off the past. Some of the greatest sages of the world had been very bad



—like Saul who later became St. Paul. Suddenly the day of awakening came for
Saul on the way to Damascus, and his personality was transformed. Valmiki, the
author of the Ramayana, one of the ancient epics of India, had a similar
experience. Don’t condemn yourself. No matter how bad or how small you think
you have been, you have a chance to transform your whole personality. A true
seeker can always realize the reality and attain freedom from all bondage and
miseries. In just one second you can enlighten yourself.



Transformation of a Murderer

There are four well-known shrines in the Himalayas: Gangotri, Jamnotri,
Kedarnath, and Badrinath. From June to September people from the cities and
the villages of the plains go to the mountains for a month or two. This ancient
tradition of Indian life is followed even today. You meet all kinds of aspirants on
the mountain paths. Once while on a pilgrimage to these shrines with two of my
friends | met a sadhu who was in his mid-fifties. He was from Banda district of
Uttar Pradesh. He was very humble, calm, and serene, and he joined our party.
We avoided the usual paths and took shortcuts whenever we could. In the
evening we stayed in a cave, where we made a fire and started roasting potatoes.
This was the only food we had. The sadhu, who had nothing in his possession,
shared the food with us. We all said grace before taking our meal. The grace is:
“This is all Brahman, being offered by Brahman and taken by Brahman.” Such
affirmations are very helpful in maintaining God-consciousness. In the course of
our conversation, the sadhu told this story to us.

When he was about eighteen years old there was a land dispute between his
father and another landlord of the same village. His father was murdered by the
villagers because of their jealousy. Jealousy is an evil which grows in the womb
of ego and is nourished by selfishness and attachment. This young man was
away in school when his father was murdered. When he came home he took
revenge for his father, murdering five people. Then he fled to the mountains,
where he lived at the feet of the yogis and sages of the Himalayas. By constant
satsanga and by visiting sadhus at one place or another, he tried to free himself
from his feeling of guilt. He started practicing austerities and always confessed
to the sadhus with whom he lived. He did vigorous spiritual practice and tried to
wash the stains from his conscience. For thirty-six years he lived in the
mountains, and many times he thought of surrendering to the police. During this
thirty-six-year period he became well-known all over as Naga Baba—he who
doesn’t have anything, not even a loincloth. Many a time during his discussions
with the people he would openly say that he was a criminal, and describe how he
transformed his inner self. He would say, “I know | was a murderer, but now |
am totally changed.” Such a change of heart is described in many scriptures of
the Hindus, Sufis, Christians, and Buddhists.

We remained talking with him, and we finally came to the conclusion that he
should surrender to the police and present himself to the court. So instead of
going with us toward the shrines, the next morning he started back to his old



village. He went to the police station and told them the whole story. They took
him into custody and presented him before the judge, but the judge asked them,
“Where is the charge sheet? What are the charges against him?”” The police told
the story of the crime committed thirty-six years ago, but there was no file or any
record attesting to these facts. After questioning him and finding out what he had
done and how he had lived since then, the judge acquitted him. The sadhu then
returned to the Himalayas.

Criminologists explain that all crimes are committed in a specific state of
imbalance. | agree that the law should take its own course, but isn’t there any
way to reform and educate these people who commit such crimes? Do people
commit crimes because they are sick, or do we compel them to commit crimes?
Both these aspects should be carefully examined. Spiritual practices if
introduced to those who have committed crimes can help them to become aware
of the existence and rights of others. If crime is seen as a disease, then we should
also try to find the way to cure it. Thinking how free we are, my heart often goes
out to those people who are in prison in all the countries of the world. What a
tragedy it is! In my opinion a favorable atmosphere for self-improvement and
reformation can be created to help these fellow men.

3 == o
Devprayag, on the way to Badrinath and Kedarnath

Humanity is not yet fully civilized. There is no nation in the world which
provides free education, medical care, equality, and justice under the law for all
her people. We have yet to build a society which provides those essential needs
to all human beings and which creates an atmosphere to attain the next step of
civilization for which we are still waiting.



A Lesson in Non-attachment

My master has given me everything, and | could not give anything to him. His
devotees used to give him so much money that he did not know what to do with
it. I, on his behalf, used to distribute it to others and spent it the way | wanted.

Once | told him, “I want to go to Bombay.” He said, “Take money, as much as
you want.” | took 5,000 rupees and | purchased many things, including three
gramophones. He only said, “Wonderful, my boy; play them all at the same
time.” When | played them all together, | could not understand a thing.

Lust and greed never satisfy anyone. Desires for possessions increase
incessantly and finally become a whirlpool of miseries. Such ignorance cannot
be dispelled by going to the temple, worshipping in the church, listening to
sermons, or performing rituals. For centuries human beings have been fulfilling
their desires, yet they are still miserable. To attain the ultimate Reality it is
necessary to free oneself from the desire for non-essential encumbrances.

Possessing more than necessary only creates obstacles for oneself. It is a
waste of time and energy. Fulfilling wants and desires without understanding
needs and necessities deviates one from the path of awareness. Desire is the
mother of all misery. When the desires for worldly attainments are directed
toward attaining self-awareness, then the same desire becomes a means. At this
stage the desire, instead of becoming an obstacle, becomes a useful instrument
for self-realization.

This can be explained by a simple simile. A candle light is extinguished by
the breeze very easily, but if that light is protected and allowed to catch the
forest, it will grow into a forest fire. Then the breeze helps that fire instead of
extinguishing it. Similarly, when an aspirant, with the help of discipline, protects
the flame of desire burning within, it grows more and more. Then all the
adversities, instead of becoming obstructions, in fact start becoming means. The
obstacles which are supposed to obstruct the path of self-realization are not
really obstacles. Our weaknesses and the values we impose on the objects of the
world create these obstacles for us. Attachment is one of the strongest obstacles
created by us. With the help of non-attachment we can overcome such
obstructions.

There are four ways of removing these obstacles. First, if there is no object,
the human mind cannot become attached to it. Renouncing the object is one way,
but it seems to be quite difficult for ordinary people. Second, while having all



the objects of the world, if we learn the technique of using them as means, then
the objects are not able to create obstacles for us. On this path, attitudes need to
be transformed. One who has transformed his attitudes can change his bad
circumstances into favorable ones. The third way is the path of conquest, in
which one learns to do his actions skillfully and selflessly, surrendering the fruits
of his actions for the benefits of others. Such a person becomes detached and
safely crosses the ocean of life. Fourth, by self-surrender one surrenders himself
and all that he owns to the Lord and leads a life of freedom from all attachments.
This path seems to be easy but is really rather difficuilt.

My master, instead of correcting me, used to make me aware of the fact that
the human mind and heart have changed because of human weaknesses. | used to
ponder over any weaknesses and then meditate for self-transformation. He never
said, “Do this, and don’t do this,” but he showed me the path, which | started
treading all alone. “Learn to walk all alone” was a lesson for me.



Taste the World and Then Renounce

In my youth | had the disgusting habit of wearing expensive suits. | would
choose the material myself from the market, and then go to the tailor and get
fitted. 1 would wear a tie and a hanky of complementary colors. This confused
several followers of my master, and they always grumbled about the way | lived.
| lived like this for five years, but my master was not concerned. | was learning a
lesson which was essential for my growth. When | stood before my master he
used to say, “Your taste is very poor.” But | protested, “Sir, this is the best
material available.”

One day | lost my interest in dressing up. | went to him in my simple kurta
and pajamas. He said, “You look beautiful.” He wanted me to taste the things of
the world, to come to understand their worth, and to analyze and then renounce
them.

Simple living and elevated thoughts help in creating an aesthetic sense. It
takes a long time to create this aesthetic sense and to incorporate grace and
beauty into our lives. Costly dresses have no power to hide our ugliness—stylish
clothes do not hav