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Preface

ONE of the best reasons for hope in the crisis through which at present the
world is passing is certainly the growing interest shown by Western people
in the East. Western man has in fact much to leam from the spiritual and
cultural world of the East, which has evolved in ways very different from
his own. Perhaps too it is only there that he will discover that inwardness
which he so patently lacks and will recover that identity which seems w0
have escaped him—but this ime an idmtity'utk:h will reveal 1o him the
very depth of his own being.

This does not, however, mean that absolutely any contact with the East
will enable the Westemner to have access (o its true riches; and it would
be even more untrue to suppose that this contact would act as a panacea
which would cure all the evils from which present day society is suffering.
Besides, East and West are complementary; both alike have much to leam
from the other, in a great many different spheres. But this exchange will
only be fully beneficial if it takes place at the right level—the only level
at which it is possible o discover the East in its true character, At other
levels an unbalanced exchange runs the risk of producing dangerous
traumas on both sides, One only needs to think of the havoc caused by the
sudden introduction of western techniques, however admirable they may
be, in environmenis which are not ready for them, No exchange can be
wholly beneficial unless it takes place in the context of a meeting of hearts
al the deepest level of our being. Only at this depth, proper o cach
individual and yet in which all may mysteriously share, can those who
come from different cultures and traditions truly meet and recognize each
other; only here can each discover his most personal identity and at the
same time accept the wonderful variety of individuals and cultures, thanks
to which each finds in the other the possibility of his own growth and
self-transcendence.

The sad thing is that when westerners come to ask the East for its secret,
they too often set about it in the wrong way. Sometimes even today—
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though this is becoming increasingly rare—westemers approach the East
with the same pride and sense of racial and cultural superiority as marked
the colonial period. That obviously makes impossible any true meeting of
minds or exchange.

Even when the westerner comes 1o sit at the feet of the East with every
appearance of humility and sincerity, this is still too ofien done with a
mistakenly passive attitude. This causes him to expect, if not demand, an
immediate answer (0 his problems, and not only that, but an answer which
must fit into the framework of his own categorics.

It is indeed this quest, wrongly understood and wrongly undertaken,
that in these days launches so many people, young and not so young,‘on
the road 10 Kathmandu’, in search of the sages and gurus of Rishikesh,
Benares and elsewhere. Alas, their quest seldom meets with success, and
only oo bften ends in disappointment and frustration, with these unfor-
fumate people then blaming India bitterly for not conforming with their
preconceived ideas of it

Most of these seckers, in fact, forget in the first place 1o empty the mind
of all that is useless and irrelevant, and to open it up 1o its true depths—
only there is it possible (o hear the message of India. This message is
diffused on every side in India, from its temples and holy places, and
above all from truly spiritual people, of whom there is no lack, whatever
people may say; but you have to know how to hear the message and how
to recognize the true masters. The truth is that there are right and wrong
forms of passivity. One kind is entirely open and receptive, all set to hear,
like a perfectly wned radio, free from “interference’, which at once picks
up the waves from the transmitter. But there is another kind of passivity
which is unfortunately more common; this refuses to make any attempt
at assimilation and is not in the least concerned to rid the mind of its
prejudices and preoccupations—but, if you do not take the trouble at least
10 open the shutters, how can you expect even the midday sun 1o penctrate
into your room?

Some people, the intellectuals, ask India for ideas. Ever since Plato,
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and especially since Aristotle, the Mediterranean world has lived under
the domination of the eidos, that is, of thought and concepts. Itonly knows
things by means of the concepts which it has fashioned of them. But, as
has been so clearly shown both by psycho-analysis and by modem
structuralism, all concepts, however abstract, as well as the value-judg-
ments which accompany them, are inevitably marked by the basic struc-
tures which underlic our thinking—our archetypes, our habits of spwch
in short, our whole conditioning through heredity and environment—
apart from which, of course, no one¢ can live or grow humanly or

spiritually.

India’s grace is precisely that it makes us aware, at the deepest level,
of this conditioning—those ‘knots of the heart’, as they arc called in the
Upanishads—Dby casting over the whole mental process the “shadow’, so
to speak of the Unconditioned, which each of us bears at the very centre
of his being.

Indian logic certainly has no cause 1o feel inferior to medieval scholas-
ticism when it comes to splitting hairs, and the speculative discussions
between different schools in India yield nothing 1o those of European
theologians. However, as soon as one looks a litle closer, one realizes
that these discussions do not touch what is essential and that the conflict
of ideas is always like the waves which play on the surface of the sea;
underneath are the depths, supporting everything, beyond all discussion,
beyond the reach of any words, unaffected by anything, and yet the
foundation of all. In India the umbilical cord has never been cut, which
links the experience of depth, one and unique, with the multiplicity of
forms in which it is reflected at the various levels of the mind.

So long as westerners are intent on asking India for ideas, their
expectations are bound to be disappointed. Of ideas India has enough and
to spare, just like the West. For nearly three thousand years her
philosophers have been examining the mystery of their inner experience
in the light of Scripture and tradition. But these ideas, however different
they may be from those of western philosophers, are all produced at the
same mental level, They are never more than means of introduction to the
mystery; and in that lies the whole secret of the guru's teaching. Concep-
tual structures can never either contain or enclose the frue, as westemers
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too often tend to think. Whoever stops short at ideas, misses their message.,
The True can never be an object either 1o be possessed or to be made use
of.

The real message of the East—Vedanta, Buddhism or the Tao—is on
adifferent plane. It is vitally important that this should be realized, so that
dialogue and communication may become possible between the very
different cultural and spiritual worlds which coexist on thisearth. But now
the moment for this seems 10 have come, and this is one of the most
valuable aspects of our kairos. Just as Christianity has existed for the last
two thousand years within the closed world of Mediterranean culture, both
shaping it and being shaped by it, so the cultural and spiritual world of the
Far East has also developed in similar isolation. The moment has at last
come, both for Christianity and for Eastern wisdom, to pass beyond their
cultural frontiers, no longer simply in the persons of individual initiates
or converts, but in a far fuller and deeper fashion. They will have o accept
the fact that this universalizing, or catholicizing, process challenges the
forms in which the original intuitions were expressed in the various
particular and therefore limited cultures.

The real message of India, as we have just said, is concemed with
setting mankind free from the ‘knots of the heart’, from that false iden-
tification which causes us to confuse with our real self one or other of the
forms in which our personality manifests itscll at the mental or social
level. India’s contribution to the world is first of all that it enables us o
lay hold of the profound and ineffable mystery of our own being, the
mystery of the "unique and non-dual’ Self, which even so is revealed in
the multiplicity of conscious beings.

But once again, as soon as India says this, the westerner at once begins
to speculate about what this Self is, about the meaning of the Void, the
nothingness, the fullness, w which the Scriplures constantly refer. Bul
then the fullness which is conceived is no longer fullness; nor does
nothingness or the void have anything to do with what abstract thought
seeks 1o lay hold of,

In the same way the Self that is thought about is no longer the Self; for
if there is someone else thinking about it, what is left of its inalienable
being?
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The westemer however does not accept defeat. He tries to hold on to
the thought of the non-thought of emptiness. He goes on talking and trying
1o understand. He cannot make up his mind simply to be, he is not prepared
simply to look, 1o accept in himself that which simply is. He defends
himself by referring to the speculations of Eastern commentators, forget-
ting that for them speculation never has any other object than (o prepare
for the awakening, 1o bring 10 birth in the soul the desire for deliverance,
for salvation, mumukshutva, which in the end is the only thing that matters
in this world.

He is like the man who would refuse to breathe until he had broken
down the air into oxygen and nitrogen, or like the geometrician who would
refuse 1o see a circle in its perfect simplicity but would only be willing to
come 1o it and construct it by means of ever more complex polygons.

This is why studies made by westerners on, for example, Vedantin
wisdom are often disappointing. However learned and theoretically per-
fect may be their presentation, they remain almost inevitably at the
academic and speculative level. They always lack something—often a
‘nothing” which cannot be defined. But it is precisely this ‘nothing’ that
opens the way 1o the source at the very point where it gushes forth.  °

In India there is no knowledge apart from saving knowledge. But this
salvation through knowledge is not a form of gnosis; it is the bringing
back of the soul through ascetic practice into its own real depth. Conse-
quently the message of India can never be *heard’ aright by anyone who
is not possessed in his heart of heans by this thirst for salvation, muomuk-
shuva; for this is the only way 1o find the troe knowledge.

At the opposite extreme to those who approach India as impenitent
intellectuals there are those who come in search of *spiritual experiences’.
On the strength of accounts which are more or less fictitious, or even of
facts which are genuine but wrongly interpreted, they confidently expect
to meet at the next bend in the road a guru who will bring them into a state
of ecstasy simply by a look or one touch of his hand. They long for what
they call mystical visions or auditions, or more prosaically, for a trance-
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like state which will enable them to forget the real world, become for them
a burden (oo heavy to bear, and will give them the satisfaction of being
able to regard themselves as “spiritual people’.

India in fact has no lack of individuals who have potentialities or even
actual powers of a paranormal kind; and the possession of such ‘siddhis’
accounts for no small part of the attraction exercised by certain famous
gurus, not to mention those charlatans who misuse their gifls o gain
money or publicity.

However the greatest masters constantly remind us that all that is
absolutely secondary and has nothing to do with genuine spiritual ex-
perience. Some gurus do in fact make use of these powers in order to draw
their disciples gradually towards spiritual reality, but then every care
should be taken to preserve the disciple from confusing the *bait’ with the
reality, to the great detriment of his spiritual life. It is also the case that
some people’s psychological make-up causes them (o react 1o an ex-
perience of depth with phenomena of this kind, especially when their
minds are oo weak 1o withstand the shock. But we should never forget
that there is nothing spiritual about these phenomena; they can just as well
be caused by drugs or mental shocks as by the practice of special patiemns
of pranayama or of yogic concentration.

It is therefore sad 10 see so many people taking an undue interest in
such phenomena, especially when they try 10 make a system and set up
models for spiritual progress based on experiences which are bound to be
exceptional. Even with the greatest and mosi genuine mystics allowance
has always to be made for their individual and cultural conditioning; only
the most general outlines of their descriptions can be regarded as having
universal application. This is something which should never be lost sight
of by anyone who wants to compare the forms of spiritual experience
mediated through different cultures.

It is absolutely impossible cither to verbalize or o experiment with the
experience of the Self. It is an experience of totality, reaching the very
ground of being; or, in other words, it is an expenence which arises from
the very ground of being, and in its rise, so (0 speak, reveals the ground
itself and thus transforms the whole being, since it has been wouched at its
very source,
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‘When anyone has been struck by this experience, one can say that it is
all up with him, at least as regards everything in which until then he had
tried 1o express himsell and realize himself. The ‘I" of which he was
normally aware seems 10 have disappeared. Now his "I" is uttered at a
depth of himsell which no idea can reach and of which nothing can be
predicaed. His limited and introveried ego has been burnt up in this
merciless flame. There no longer remains any room in him for a single
atom of self-secking or self-centredness.

For all that, the jnani does not isolate himsell from his fellow men, nor
does he try 10 escape from his family or social duties on the pretext of
guarding his inner solitude—though he may perhaps be plunged ines-
capably into the silence, as for example Ramana Maharshi was, just for
s0 long as it takes for the mind to adjust to that overwhelming light. At
the same time the jagni will not immerse himself in works, karma, on the
pretext of sharing his experience with his fellow men. Free and supremely
indifferent, he will allow himsell 1o be led by the Spirit, totally ready to
£0 wherever he is taken,

Too often the westerner is attracted by what are mere substitutes for
bhakti or jnana. He is thrilled with pure abstractions or ideas about the
supreme experience; or else he lets himself be taken in by ‘experiences’
which make him think he has attained to the heights. He thus lives ina
pseudo-spiritual atmosphere in which his ego becomes vastly inflated
without his realizing it, under the disguise of high-sounding talk about the
void and nothingness, From the high ground of his aristocratic
‘enlightenment’ he harshly condemns those who still live at what he calls
the lower level of myth and ritual, unmindful of the fact that he himself
is living by 8 myth that is far more alienating than those which he decries
in others.

Jnana and bhakti are not any kind of particular ‘mental states”; in their
real depth they are experiences of totality. So long as only one side of
human nature is affected—the intellect or the emotions, for example—we
can be sure that the definitive experience is still remote. For India indeed
spiritual experience is inscparable from the fundamental conversion
which muwnukshusva, the desire for salvation, necessarily brings about in
the innermost centre of our being—that is to say, the integration of our



xiv Guru and Disciple

being—through the choice of what has permanence, nitya, and the subor-
dination of every activity of body or mind (0 the quest for this liberation,
moksha. Morcover, the experience of the Self is precisely that salvation
itself, which is the ultimate goal. This existential liberation has nothing 1o
do with the purely intellectual knowledge of classical gnosticism or with
the rital initistion of the Greek mystery religions. It is a person’s
integration with his own depth, his coming to his own “place of origin®,
as Ramana Maharshi used 1o say, completely free and completely open 0
the Spirit.

In the spiritual tradition of the West the closest equivalent to this
experience of liberation is undoubiedly the metanoia or conversion which
is basic to the message of the Gospel.

In both cases we are dealing with an experience of totality, an ex-
perience which meets a person in his awakening to himself, and beghnh;
from this point of origin in the depth of his being extends Lo what seem 10
be the furthest limits of his personality. Evangelical conversion and
Vedantin experience alike tear a person away from everything, within
himself or outside, that keeps him in bondage. This indeed is that ex-
perience of the Spiritin which the Christian, once he is (reed from his ego-
centric conditioning, is carried off inwardly 1 the Father, the primordial
Source, and outwardly towards his fellow men; in this he discovers
himself in his fullness through the unique, yet two-sided, transcendence
of himself—with Jesus perfectly obedient to the Father, and prepared like
Jesus, with Jesus, 1o give his life for others.

People have of course often tried to contrast Christianity with Indian
wisdom on the grounds that the former is karma, good works, and the
latter jnana, contemplation. 1t so happened that one day Vinoba Bhave,
addressing a group in Tamilnddu, advocated a combination of the wis-
dom, jngna, of Vedanta, with the devotion, bhakri, of the Tamil mystics,
and the good works, karma, of the Gospel. In fact, jnana, bhakii and
karma are paths, marga, and should of necessity always be aiming at what
is beyond them. Anyone who makes the road an end in itself, will never
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finish his journey. There are various paths 10 suit the variety of wempera-
ments and vocations. But whoever takes pride in following the path of
Jjnana shows thereby that he is walking away from the goal. Morcover, no
path is exclusive of the others, and progress on the path of karma is the
touchstone of genuine progress on the paths of bhakti and jnana—a point
at which the profound wisdom of the Gospel path becomes clear. Besides,
Jnana, bhakti and karma are only effective as paths when, at the level of
thought, emotion or action, they are as it were reflections of the light which
has already dawned in the depth of one's being. Their inspiration comes
from beyond them; all of them belong 1o the realm of signs, and signs by
their nature exist (o lead beyond themselves.

If the fundamental Christian experience and the genuine Vedantin
experience have so much in common, one may well ask why their
respective formulations appear to be so different from each other, indeed
to be quite incompatible—and that, even afler making the greatest pos-
sible allowance for the mental and cultural contexts by which each of them
is conditioned.

The problem is obviously not one that can be dealt with in a brief
preface. However, it is at lcast possible to wonder if, posed in these terms,
the problem is not a false one, arising once again from the assumption,
inherited from the Greeks, that everything has 1o be solved on the
speculative level.

In fact it is clear that, at the level of pure ideas, at the speculative level,
no solution of the dilemma is possible. The experience of Jesus, which
underlies all genuine Christian experience, is existential in characier, just
as is the experience of the Indian jnd@nl. Thought may indeed be able w
glimpse something of this experience and to give a quict hint to those who
are alert and desirous of salvation, about how they may personally reach
it and actually participate in it. But no concept could ever capture these
experiences in any definition, still less transmit them. So, if both alike are
inexpressible, what thought could compare them and pass judgment on
them?

As a way of understanding this, one might perhaps refer to the ko' han
of the Zen tradition, the paradoxes on which the novice is invited to
meditate for months and years on end, until he comes to realize that there
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is no solution, and in the very impossibility of solving it discovers the
answer. But once again the solution does not lie in the logical conclusion
that there is no solution; this would achieve nothing, except to burden the
mind with a new idea, whereas what is at stake is precisely Lhe getting free
from all conditioning. All that happens is just that one day there is a
break-through to the heart of things—but there is nothing that can be put
into words, On that moming, when the disciple comes before his master,
there is a light in his eyes; the master understands, and they both smile—
and that is all...

The lofty rejection of Christianity in the name of a so-called higher
Eastern wisdom is most ofien a proof of a total lack of genuine experience
in either the Christian or the Vedantin context. Anyone who dares to judge
and condemn has not yet discovered the depths, For the jnani there can
be no ajnani. The only hard words that Jesus spoke were to the hypocrites
and those who claimed o haveall the answers!

The mind, naturally, protests because it likes 1o have the last word on
everything. Pure water is without taste for the disputatious person whg
cannot resign himself simply to enjoy the flavour of absolute purity, He
calls it taste-less, because he can only judge by comparison with what is
spurious... ‘He who has ears (o hear, let him hear," said Jesus. Let him
who does not understand ask the Lord 1o open his ears, as the Psalm says
(40:7). And may he open his heart within to the Spirit!

‘We would like o present the message of Sri Gniinananda against the
background of the above reflections. His message in fact seems par-
ticularly opportune at the present lime, because it is so true and so clear,

The life of Sri Gniindnanda, just like that of Sri Ramana Maharshi,
exhibits no trace of anything extraordinary.” No ecstasies, no siddhis, no
esoleric teaching, no claim to have a mission, as is so often the case with
so-called gurus; these corrupt their spiritual gifts which initially are often
quite genuine, through an uncontrollable urge to dominars others and
inflate their own ego. No more does Sri Gniinnanda put his disciples into

“*When these paragraphs were writton Sri GnlinEnanda was still alive. He passed away in
Jarmary 1974,
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samadhi; he has nothing 1o do with any cut-price spirituality. The path
which he eaches is basically one of total renunciation, whose final result
is that no place is lefi for the ego to show itself. Anyone who doubts this
should make trial of the path of dhydna which he teaches!

He does not work through the medium of ‘mental states’ induced in
his disciples as a means of helping them to enter into the mysiery within.
He goes straight for the essential, by a path which is as stark as that, for
example, of the Ascent of Mount Carmel. In communicating with his
disciples he makes no use of anything as a medium. His teaching goes
directly to the very root of the master, to the source of the spirit. For sure,
nothing of this can be felt, apart from that peace which shines out from
him—and transforms those who can receive iL.

His teaching is pure Vedanta. *Vanya's' account of it makes no atlempt
to disguise the shocks or soften the paradoxes. It is in fact only these
paradoxes which can get the better of our spiritual lethargy and can open
up to the attentive reader levels of his being which are apparently new to
him—but are precisely where the Spirit is awaiting him,

Anyone who has once discovered the dwelling-place of the Spirit in
his own depth cannot be insensitive to the presence of this unique Spirit
guiding everything in the world mightily and peacefully to its final
consummation in Christ, the Omega point of the universe. Christians will
heed the call which this same Spirit, especially through the
nd sages of India, is sending out 1o the whole world, and in the
‘0 the disciples of the Lord Jesus—a c4il that is always more
:all 1o the depths of the Heart of Jesus, to the bosom of the

Gyansu, Pentecost 1970
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! Prelude

THAT morming Vanya had gone to the Ashram, as was his custom, for the
singing of the Vedas.

He had sat down in his usual place in the Temple beside the wall among
the group of devotees who came, moming and evening, to meditate near
the samadhi of Sri Ramana, listening to the entrancing psalmody and
helped by this rhythm to decpen their silent meditation.

The liturgy 100k its course. Seated in a group the children of the Vedic
school sang the Upanishads, the rudraprasna of the Yajurveda,
Shankara's hymn to Shiva Dakshinamiirti, and finally the Upadesa
Sdram, a Sanskrit composition by Sri Ramana himself.

During this time a continuous procession was passing round the hal-
lowed tomb. Each new arrival devoutly made the circuit, always keeping
the monument on his nght (pradakshing), once, three times, or seven
times. There were even some who made a vow (o perform this ritual circuit
one hundred and cight times each day. And every time that anyone passed
in front of the linga which dominates the samiidhi, he prostrated Lo the
ground in worship and supplication.

Within the sanctuary the priests were busy with their own ritual, as linle
concemned with the singing of the children as with the movements of the
devotees; for in worship as in life, each one has his own part to play, and
the different roles do not interfere with each other. On the sacred stone of
the linga the priests were continually pouring offerings of water, milk,
clarified buner, coconut milk. After each libation they washed and dried
the stone. In time with their litany of the one hundred and eight names of
Shiva they offered it the petals of flowers. They adomed it with flower
garlands and picces of silk. They blessed and offered the naivedyam, the
cakes of rice flour whith would later be distributed as prasada. Finally,
amid clouds of incense they described circles in the air with flaming oil
lamps.

Al that precise moment the rhythm of the singing slowed down, the
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tone rose by a third, and everyone stood up, their hands joined together
close 1o the chest. Then when the singers intoned the OM with which the
Vedic recitation ends, all the joined hands were raised lo face level and
then above the head. Soon everyone was lying prostrate on the ground,in
that highly symbolic gesture in which India expresses her inward ex-
perience of the divine transcendence and her total self-surrender 1o Him
whose mystery she has recognized.

Meanwhile one of the priests had offered the final @rafi with faming
camphor. He had murmured the customary mantras, but their sound was
lost in the noise of the bell which he rang with his left hand, and even
more in the boom of the temple gong reverberating under the granite
vaults,

He then emerged from the sanctuary, carrying the brass plate on which
the flame was burning itself out. Everyone gathered round and reverently
streiched out his hands over the flame. Each one brought his palms, made
holy by their contact with the fire, up to his eyes and then, taking a pinch
of the sacred ash from the plate, applied it to his forehead.

Thus ended the moming warship. It always follows the same pattern,
exactly as it was instituted in the days, now long past, when it was
celebrated in the presence of the Maharshi. Vanya never failed to be
present at it when he stayed at Tiruvann@malai. Everything about it was
for him deeply evocative—the place, the memories it recalled, the young
brahmins with their long black locks, their white dhotis and their
foreheads and bare chests marked with lines of ash—just like “Bhagavan™
had been in his childhood, and indeed still was when he {irst came 0
Aruniichala. There was also the spell-binding effect of the rhythm and the
language of the Vedas. Above all there was the presence—that of the Sage
who had lived in this very place for so many long years, that of the mystery
by which he had been dazzled and which had been so powerfully radiated
by him. It was a presence which overarched and enfolded everything, and
seemed 10 penetrate 1o the core of one's being, causing one to be recol+
lected at the centre of the self, and drawing one irresistibly within.

Prelude 3

Afler a final anjali wwwards the samadhi, Vanya wmed and went out,
paying more attention (o his own thoughts and meditations than to the

Suddenly a joyful ‘Hullo' recalled him from his reverie. Harold came
towards him, his arms outstretched and his face beaming as usual.

Vanya had already known Harold for some years. He had first met him
in this very ashram one Degember evening when returning from one of
his long walks on the mountadin. That day, even more than usual, he had
felt the overwhelming attraction of Aruniichala.

Long before this Harold had left his island home in the West and had
wandered throughout the East in search of wisdom. In Ceylon he had sat
al the feet of the disciples of the Buddha. In the Punjab he had questioned
the Sufi masters concerning their secrets, For long months he had followed
the pilgeim routes into the Himalayas. He had visited the holy places in
North India, and also the great temples of the Dravidian country, For a
time he had stayed in Pondicherry and it was there that he first heard tell
of Sri Ramana's ashram at Tiruvannimalai. People had insisied that he
should at least visit this famous place which was so close, just a few hours
by train or bus, They had particularly praised the pious and fashionablg
European community who lived there, devoted to the memory of the
Maharshi. But Harold knew India too well to let himself be beguiled by
the shrines or celebrities which draw the crowds.

One day however, when he was seting out for Cape Comorin he
allowed himself 10 be persuaded to pass through Tiruvann@malai and to
stop there for a few hours—just to see the place. The few hours became
a few days, the few days a few months, and finally two or three years
passed without Harold having the slightest desire 1o move away even for
one day from the holy mountain, Aruniichala. This year, for the first time,
he had come away and gone in search of a litle fresh sea air, for at that
season the rocks on the mountain radiated an unbearable heat. He had now
Just returned [rom this short trip.

Vanya and his friend had hardly begun to exchange a few items of news,
when Harold changed the subject and asked abruptly: ‘Do you know the
holy man of Tirukoyilur?" Vanya had to admit that he did not. In spite of
his numerous visits to Tiruvannimalai, he had never heard mention of any
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famous swiimi at Tirukoyilur, a little town which was hardly thirty
kilometres from Tiruvannamalai.

‘He is a swiimi who is one hundred and (wenty years old,” continued
Harold. ‘I myself knew nothing about him till last week. It was at Karikkal
that 1 heard tell of him. A certain Govinda Pillai, one of his disciples, told
me the most incredible stories about him. Each year he comes o
Tirukoyilur to have his darshana. When he cannot come in person he at
least sends him tributes in verse. He made me promise to pay him a visit
on his behalf. Will you come with me?’

‘Why not?" replied Vanya. ‘After all, one does not meet centenarians
every day. What is his name?’

‘Gniindnanda; or I should say, Sri Swiimi Gniindinanda-ji Mahirdj!"

‘Well, that's a fine name,’ remarked Vanya. ‘Tamilians seem to choose
superb names for themselves. If only they always lived up to them! You
know what Gniininanda means? Simply “Wisdom and Joy" or, if you
prefer, “The Bliss of knowledge”. Did Govinda Pillai tell you exactly
where he lives?’

*He wrote it down for me, 10 be on the safe side,” replied Harold, and
showed his friend a bit of paper on which something like Kudameripatti
was inscribed.

‘I have never heard of that village,' said Vanya, *but all we have to do
is to go 1o Tirukoyilur and ask for directions. Anyway Tirukoyilur is a
very interesting little town. For a long time | have wanted 10 go there. The
trouble is that when I am at Tiruvannimalai I can never make up my mind
1o leave it. You will do me a great service if you take me there. We can

visit the three temples; the one of Vishnu-Perumal, and especially the two
Shiva temples which are so bound up with memorics of Ramana. You
remember the story? The day he left home to answer the call of
Aruniichala, he had not enough money to reach Tiruvanndmalai, but had
to get off the train at Tirukoyilur. So he went to one of the temples where
he received as alms a little of the rice offered during the worship. In
another he spent the night and it was there, at the back of one of the liule
open shrines in the inner courtyard, that he had his famous vision of the
Light, Jyoti, streaming forth from the summit of Aruniichala and calling
him 10 “himself™. *

2 The Meeting

TWwo days later Harold and Vanya left Tiruvannamalai by the first bus. It
was essential to leave early in order not 1o be overtaken by the heat of the
day. In fact, they were chiefly looking forward to wandering round
Tirukoyilur, but they must obviously first stop for a few minutes at the
ashram of the holy man and make him an offering of fruit, as is the
m.'{hywuudﬂmhwwummﬁmﬂymmewm
which his disciples would not fail to recount in his honour, as happens
almost everywhere in the ashram world of India, and make at least a
pretence of being interested in the spiritual platitudes that he would no
doubt utter.... After all, Harold had promised Govinda Pillai that he would
make this visit. He could not break his word.

As they climbed into the bus, Harold showed the driver the address
which Govinda Pillai had given him.

*So you want to get off at the ashram,” the man replied, his face lighting
up. ‘Please don't worry. The bus passes right in front of it and 1 shall tell
you when 1o get off.'

Harold and his friend were to leam later that in fact he was a disciple
of Griindinanda. Each evening, on his last run, he never failed to stop his
bus in front of the ashram, taking just enough time to go in, prostrate,
touch the holy feet, and receive the Swimi's blessing. Regularly each
evening he would also stop his bus somewhere in the jungle between
Tirukoyilur and Tiruvanndmalai, in order 1o break a coconut under a
sacred banyan tree and offer a few drops of pure water as a libation.

In later years when Vanya spoke of this expedition he used to say that,
during the bus journey, the idea suddenly came o him that this day might
mark a tuming point in his life. But this seemed so very unlikely that he
did not even give it a second thought. He much preferred peacefully to
contemplate the sun which at that very moment was rising as a crimson
ball, aruna, above the horizon and caressing with its first rays the slopes
of the holy mountain, Arunichala.
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It was not yet seven o'clock when the two visitors reached
Tapovanam—for that was the name of the ashram, This name was writlen
in large letters on an arch over the entrance gate, as was also the name of
the lord and master of the house; this had all been done at the request of
his devoted disciples. In fact, the guru had only been living there for the
last few months, and even then not continuously. The place where he
usually stayed was ten kilometres further on, at Sittilingamadam, but the
devotees from the town found that it was really wo far away and o
difficult 1 reach. Consequently one of them had given him this litle
house. So now people had only W cross the Pennar, which was a dry nver
bed for most of the year, in order 10 be with the guru and have his
darshana. Sri Gnandnanda had allowed himself to be persuaded and had
agreed, for the time being at least, o spend fairly long periods there.

Harold and Vanya entered the garden, There were only a few mango
trecs, a well, and in the middle, a characierless little house. None of the
buildings which later invaded the compound were then in existence, nor
was the temple which would one day stand in the centre—all of which
would inevitably form a barrier between the grace of the guru and even
the most fervent longings of those who would come from afar to see him.
Our two friends had arrived just in time....

Vanya then noticed a young man who was returning from his moming
ablutions. He went up to him and inquired about the Swami, apologizing
for disturbing him at this early hour and offering to come back later if
necessary.

: don’t worry about that,’ replied Krishnamiirti, *Swamiji always
makes himself available 10 anyone who comes 1o see him. Moming or
evening, day or night, it makes little difference 1o him. In fact he scarcely
sleeps all night. Just come along with me.’

Following Krishnamiirti they entered the house. The young Brahmin
led them into the room on the right. At the back of the room, in one comer,
the guru, Sri Gnéinfinanda, was sitting on a rickety old couch. He had short
legs and his body was half enveloped in an orange dhoti, which left one
shoulder bare, while one end was drawn over his head. He was unshaven.
On his smooth forchead there was no trace of his hundred and twenty
years!—only the three lines of ash wom by the devotees of Shiva and the
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vermilion mark in the centre. But from this deeply peaceful face shone
eyes filled with immense tenderness.

The visitors greeted him with folded hands but did not prostrate nor
even make the slightest show of touching the master's feet with their
hands. Europeans always feel a certain distaste for these signs of respect,
though in India they are perfectly normal and just as natural as genuflect-
ing or kissing the hand in other places.

A carpet was brought and they both sat down. Vanya pushed his friend
forward. After all, it was he who had a message for the Swiimi.

Harold began the conversation, speaking of Govinda Pillai and
giving his greetings. He then went on 1o ask some questions concerning
his ‘doubis’, 1o use the popular expression, about the spiritual life,
Krishnamiirti translated Harold's questions into Tamil and the guru'’s
replies into English. This quickly became extremely interesting. But
the more interesting it became, the more the poor interpreter was out
of his depth.

He was however a fervent and intelligent disciple. Each evening after
his work he used to come to the guru and do everything he could 1o help
him. He would spend the night at the ashram and the next moming would
retum across the Pennar to his office.”

There was no doubt about his having a good grasp of English, but the
English required for the B.A. of Madras University is more suitable for
science and commerce than for philosophy and mysticism! That day
Krishnamiirti was clearly battling with subjects that were beyond him.
Gnandinanda was well aware that the translation was not all it might have
been and so kept on trying 1o give further explanations, but the result was
only to entangle the poor interpreter in greater and greater difficulties.

Vanya soon joined in the conversation, first through the medium of
English and then directly in Tamil. His Tamil was no doubt very elemen-
tary and his pronunciation lamentable. Yet soon there developed an
inward understanding between him and the master which went beyond
the words being uttered or heard.

=% a the following year his Taithfulness cost him his life.. The Pennar was in flood,

" but nevertheless he was detemmined 10 go acros and sct out on the causeway. Unfoonsely

the flood water submerged the road before he could reach the other side, and he was swept
away by the current.
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After a little while he asked,"What is Swiimi-ji's position conceming
wpmnercality?lsi:dwﬂmumuim?wmm is said and done, does
any difference mnainbctwmﬁodandcmnlnm?kwum:une
possibility for'man to enjoy God and to realize ﬂ'lil.enjt_lynnl'll in eter-
nity?—orisdwcinthelanmnmhinghnnemgmdl.m-dml
(advaita) and indivisible, in its infinite fulness?

*What is the use of such questions?’ wpliodSriGmdlumu.
'MMcriswhhinmeuekilinlhedepttBofmbcm[._m
yoursell 1o dhydna, meditation, beyond all forms, and the solution will
be given you directly.’ eyl

&mﬁm;nm*msm-ﬁmmmdmmv

ToVanya'smiudlhismsomcthmguhmm The cagemness
of Hindus—and not only Hindus—for such practices, is well hnuwn. In
ﬂncomseofnmorlcsselnbomlswmorﬁuﬂwdisciplephc&qhmﬂ
nntbﬂhcgum‘spmlncﬁm.mlawﬂmmwwhmme
mantra which he will have to repeat fnimfnlty.mdmmeumu‘uﬂlm
thndﬁﬂlthhpﬁmd.llhﬂWgMMdudEi?hﬂmu
nmkemuvﬂhmprogrmuamaﬂmfdwnium'mul'pwd
this *sacrament’, and to derive superlative benefits, both spiritual and
material, from the recitation of the mantra and the performance of the
m.mmumawph'sfﬁm.umunm&mmm
cause the initiation (dikskid) that he has received 1o be effective. But very
often also the swamis—for motives that vary greatly, as some only want

- to help their disciples, while others hope to extort a generous offering

(gurudakshina)—show an anxicty 1o impart mantras which is mly
equaﬂudbydmoflhedcvoleninutingfwdmﬂmﬁms
great disciple, Ganapati Sastri, regretted Mhummwwldnuw
mgivcmmahmmbeginmandmnﬂlyoﬁmduﬁunmtps
place. For this reason Vanya awaited Gniiniinanda’s reply with special

“Initiations—what is the use of them?" was again the reply. “Either the
wummy.mwummmmmhmmgm
empty words; or else the disciple is ready, and then neither words nor signs
are needed. The initiation takes place of itself.’
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He went on: "So long as you perceive the world, it is ignorance,
not-knowing, a-jnana. When nothing of the world is any more perceived,
itis wisdom, jn@na, the only true knowledge.'

The devotees now began to come in. Men, women and children, all
made their prostration with reverence and love. It was easy 1o see that for
them this was notan emply, conventional act, a formality required by good
manners. Their bodily prostration was a clear sign of a far truer prostration
which takes place in the secret place of the heart—showing their faith,
their love, and their complete trust in this man who for them was nothing
but the manifestation of the invisible Presence, the showing forth before
their eyes of the grace and the love of the Lord himself, who dwells at
once in the deepest centre of the heart and in the highest heavens.

The two Europeans, fearing that they might be in the way, asked
permission to withdraw. They proposed 10 go 1o the town for a meal, visit
the lemples, and return later. The guru agreed, but would not allow them
to depart without first seeing that they were given a glass of milk.

One hour, or maybe two, had passed since Vanya had sat down before
the Swami, but he had scarcely noticed the time. He had not even felt thé
strain of sitting cross-legged, which normally troubled him greatly when
he had to remain in this position for a long time without moving.

When he stood up again, everything seemed 1o have changed. He had
come here out of curiosity, but found that the few words which this old
man had said 1o him had gone home directly to his heant. There they
seemed 1o have opened abysses of which till then he had no idea, to have
released in his heart a spring of living water of incomparable sweetness.
And yet all that had been said to him here was already familiar to him; he
had read it, heard it, pondered it at length. He had learned nothing new at
the level of words or ideas. But it was just that it had been repeated in such

a way that a communication beyond words was established between the
master and himself at the deepest level in each of them. All that the guru
was saying 1o him seemed to Vanya to be welling up directly from the
inmost recesses of his own heart.
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In the course of his travels through India Vanya had met with those
pedlars of wisdom whose disciples, Indian and European alike, vied with
uchothainboosﬁngﬂreirgum'smpuuﬂm.ﬂmmdrhemhchadalu
come across some truly spiritual people, or at least some who were
r.\ ! searching in complete sincerity for wisdom and realization. But now it
‘I||| seemed clear 1o him that he was in direct contact with the WMW
i expcricmcofrealizaﬁm.a\ndnommhnmsuchammctwm

Vanya had indeed gazed into those eyes which, like Gniindinanda’s
were s0 full of love and deep peace. He had sensed something of that call
to the Within, which seemed 10 sound from the very depth of that man's
awarencss, now merged in the primordial mystery. It was surely that call
which so often brought him back 1o the foot of the blessed mountain, o
live in those same caves in which Sri Ramana had, as it were, been
swallowed up by Aruniichala, the implacable. However, no words had
been exchanged between the Sage and the man from beyond the seas. The
Maharshi remained 100 distant for him to reach. He was separated from
the crowd and from the enthusiasm of the devotees by the sanctuary with
its oil lamps and dishes of incense, not to mention the privileged disciples
who took tums to serve him and remained constantly at his side. At that

I paying the price. It is like 2 bum which marks you for life, whose scsrun
l"f” never be healed. It is a fire which never ceases 1o bum so long as there is
I|IfJ|| anything left to be consumed, so long as this whole world, in its
i ‘separateness’ is not reduced to ashes. .

As for this man whom he had approached almost as a tourist, Vanya

hj.kll felt that he had virually taken possession of his verly bg;nid H:, :almd tne Vanya wae sill 0o fresh from Earope. He did ot know the angusge,
| lmulwalle_gmmc_whnchhehnducmm htshl’effefa_r!r’:h s hndm and above all he had not yet sufficiently penetrated the inner world 1o be
'hl was now given without a second thought 1o Gnananan ofien capable of directly understanding the mysterious language of silence.

(1 heard tell of gurus, of the unreasoning devotion of their disciples, ol' the
| | way in which they surrender themselves totally o their guru—which to
! him, as a European with a mind shaped by Greek culture, scemed utterly
senseless. Yet now, all of a sudden, that had become for him simple truth,

! plain fact, an experience that took him right out of himself. This man with
|| short legs and unkempt beard, scantily clad in a loincloth, who had so
! i/ suddenly burst into his life, could now ask him 1o dono matier what—even

T

L L -

Beyond the experience of things and places, of watching or participat-
ing in worship, of reading or. meditating on the Scriptures, of listening
lectures, there is the experience of meeting those in whose hearts the
Invisible has been disclosed, and through whom the glory shines in all its

1o set out like Sadashiva 1o wander on the roads, fqrevanakad. and brightness—which is the mystery of the guru
| w silent—and he, Vanya, would not even think of asking him for the slightest The honourable title of ‘guru’ is unfortunately 100 ofien debased by
i explanation. being used inappropriately, if oo :
) s ¥. il not sacrilegiously. No one should utter this
| And then, without even considering the matier, Vanya ﬂ;“’ Hﬂ'“”_ word, let alone call someone his guru, if he himself does not yet have the
| | il found themselves side by side on the floor, pressing the master's feet with heart and soul of a disciple.
P fervent hands.

Itis in fact as unusual to meet a real disciple as it is to meet a real guru,
Hindu tradition is right in saying that, when the disciple is ready, the guru
automatically appears, and only those who are not yet worthy of it spend
their time in running after gurus. Guru and disciple form a dyad, a pair,
whose two components call for each other and belong together. No more

|y Vanya had had the darshana of the great Ramana during the year
" pmedinghisdisapmnmrmmiswltﬂmmmthysm
il Maharshi was only visible from the midst of the crowd and for the few
||||| moments allowed by the ashram authorities. Then too Sri Ramana was

i i h, like a throne, which had been ist wi i
1 scuedmlhemamﬁncmsnmlem R : : ﬂ‘lll:tﬂomlu(oflmmu}cmﬂwyumthtmglﬂuedn
i carved to the order of his Bengali disciple Bose, in the main mandapa of each other. On the way towards unity they are a dyad. In the ultimaté

realization they are a non-dual reciprocity.

:-q'}||_, the temple of the Mother...
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The guru is centainly not any kind of eacher; not a professor, nor a
preacher, nor an ordinary spiritual guide or director of souls, one who
has learnt from books or perhaps from somcone else that which he in
turn passes on to others. The guru is onc who in the first place has
himself attined to the Real, and who knows by personal experience
the path that leads there; one who is capable of giving the disciple the
essential introduction to this path, and causing the immediate and
ineffable experience, which he himself has, to spring up directly from
and in the disciple's heart—the lucid and transparent awareness that
he is.

We may say that the mystery of the guru is actually the mystery of the
spirit's own depth. To come face to face with the guru is to come face 1o
face with the “sell” at that level of oneself that is at once real and most
hidden.

The meeting with the guru is the essential meeting, the decisive tuming
point in a person’s life. Bul it is a meeting that can only happen when once
you have passed beyond the spheres of sense and intelleet. lts place lics
Beyond, in the *fine point of the soul’, as the mystics say.

In human encounters duality is still left intact. Al their best we may say
mmafusimmkﬁpmandlhutrmwbecmminhvcwm
but in the meeting of guru and disciple there is not even a fusion, for we
are in the sphere of the original non-duality. Advaita remains for ever
incomprehensible to anyone who has not first lived it existentially in his
meeting with the gurnu.

That which the guru says springs up from the very heart of the
disciple. It is not someone else who is speaking to him. He is not
receiving in his mind thoughts which have come from elsewhere and
have been transmitted by sensible means. When the vibrations of the
master's voice reach the disciple's car and the master’s eyes look deep
into his own, then it is from within his own self, from the cave of his
own heart, now at last discovered, that the thoughts proceed which
reveal him to himsell.

It therefore matters little what words the guru uses. Their whole power
lies in the inward echoes which they cause. In secing or hearing the guru,
the disciple attains 10 the revelation of his own self, aking place at that
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deep level of himself for whi {
ly which everyone is essentially seeking, even if
The real guru is within us. Without words
‘ B ; the sound of
u;mfu.n::m: 10 hear the “Thou art that', 'lalm". :erfl.:?e:hh:
‘nﬂn.ﬁ."he this real guru pﬂ‘:'jccls himsell in some outward form or other
very moment when his help is needed for taking the final
wa::lhhmmammm'smm&runmm et
muonﬂl‘imudmhmﬁc spiritual communication is the dtma-
s o s - Apttr sy et
b ic Word emerged, and which is only heard in
All l:: ::;iddcn Vanya's mood changed. ‘Now one can understand," he
hﬁhwum;;‘lwywwmbymcMwhocmﬁmﬁ
e el yunmnd. m.mdumgmel'mnofiﬁndus.ﬁmdyudt
mmmlhoypmclmmuﬂwzupmnchu.Hismimm
iy world for those who have ears to hear and more truly still
“ﬂmwmmm mvm! hifnsclf in the secret place of lhe'hmt. Bu:ywhm'
and thcu life give convincing witness that they have not
“myhmﬂmlldmmﬁum.hutmmcyhawumﬂm him i
%m- centre of their spirit? = :
15 meeting is what here we call darshana.' himself
" 1000 . he said to hi
Darshanalicrally means vison'. i the coming face to face with the
thp.ulppwir‘minaformﬂummhmnm frailty can manage. There are
hmhmn:m.umsymmofminkmwﬁchMbm-
hmh o ﬂll:eptunﬂy..'l'hm is the darshana of sacred places,
mmgumfx' of holy images, miiri, points where God, who
g A .cqtuefusmflppearundumemmiroldfmundu
.nw!mhm " mﬂurmm Mm;g;n:{ui su.mulaled by faith, pictures him, Above
st saints, which for those whose hearts are
“The darshana of the i
4 ; guru is the final towards i
Mn:ﬁ:ﬂ: the last veil is liﬂadmdllmily mﬂrn[::amm pe
“That essential darshana which India has ‘
. m .
wﬁ which also lndiarnmhhurmmp::! "in mmx
herself m.mvuhmymmmmhiddmdupdm‘.'
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Long ago the rishis of the Upanishads had celebrated the mysiery of
the guru:
Without learning it from another, how could anyone know That?
But 1o hear it from just anyone is not enough,
even il he repeats it a hundred, a thousand Limes...
More subtle than the most subtle is that;
it cannot be obtained by any discussion...
Neither by reasoning, nor by ideas,
nor even by the simple recitation of the Vedas,
can it be known...
Wonderful is he who can ulter it,
wonderful he who can hear it,
wonderful he who knows it, having been well taught...
(Katha Upanishad, 2)

The brahmin who has examined the secret of the worlds
that are reached by (performing) the Law and the Rites,
loses all desire...
Nothing transient can lead to the intransient...
Renouncing the world and full of faith,
he departs in search of the master
who will reveal 1o him the secret of Brahman.
With thoughts controlled and his heart at peace,
he receives from him the ultimate knowledge,
which reveals 1o him the True, the Imperishable,
the Man (purusha) within;
(Mundaka Upanishad, 1.2)

Narada came before Sanatkumiira and said: ‘Master, teach me.'

*First tell me what you know; then | shall know what to add.’

‘1 know the Vedas, the Puranas and all the sciences. | have mastered
the mantras, mantravid, but 1 am not @imavid, 1 do not know the ftman, |
do not know myself. 1 have been told, sir, that those who came 1o know
themselves were set free from sorrow. | suffer and am restless; help me 10

pass beyond sormrow.’

Sel Guandnanda

I '
Il.
|

|
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*All that you have so far learnt is only words.' Then Sanatkumira led
Narada to know the mystery of the self, the infinite fullness which exists
only in the self, and is itself present everywhere.

He made known (0 him the further shore, which lies beyond the
darkness.

(Chandogya Upanishad 7.1, 241T)

*All that T know, 1 have told you;

there is nothing beyond that.'

“Thanks be 1o you, Pippalada, thanks be to you!

You have enabled us to reach the further shore,

beyond ignorance.’ .
(Prasna Upanishad 6,7 8)

Harold and Vanya lefl the ashram and set off for Tirukoyilur. There
they visited the temples, beginning with the Vishnu temple, which is the
largest and most famous.

The brahmins showed them round the temple, recounting the legends
connected with it. The temple is dedicated to Vishnu Perumal in the form
of his Dwarf-avatar, VEmana; it recalls his being granted by Bali, the
demon king who at that time was lord of the earth and even of heaven, as
much ground as he could cover in three paces. The dwarf then, assuming
a gigantic form, with one stride traversed the whole earth, with a second
the netherregions, and with a third surmounted the highest heavens, The
brahmins recited for them the verses of the Rig-Veda which celebrate this
exploit of Vishnu:

He who strode across the three worlds,
who upholds the earth and the heavens,
he who with ane step

attained the most exalied Light,

and there established for mankind

the final meeling place.

" The quowtions (rom the Upanishads which ass given in this book are freely rendercd
and do not mim at literal sccuracy.
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Vanya however never felt really at home in Vaishnavite temples. In
them he sensed 100 much idolatry for his liking, as he ofien remarked.
Those images and rituals seemed to him 1o issue from unfathomable
depths of the subconscious, and he could not sufficiently identify with
them to understand and enter into them.

On the other hand, the temples of Shiva always attracted him. The
Puranic legends which later grew up around the person of Shiva could not
conceal the very pure source in the depths of the Hindu spirit from which
this myth originates. Shiva is above all the God who is Love, as they say
in Tamilnddu. He is also the formless God, and the highest form of his
worship is simply to disappear in him and to be no more capable even of
giving him a name.

In the Shiva temple also the priests led their visitors round all the
shrines, offering flowers, lights and incense in abundance. Harold made
a longer pause in front of the image of Shiva Dakshinamiirti, to which he
felt a special devotion. Vanya, on the other hand, lingered by the central
shrine, where the silence, the stark simplicity and the darkness never failed
to fascinate him.

Later on they sat down on a rock near the temple. Here someone came
up 1o them and smd: ‘Just stand up and look over there!” Over in the
north-west was the silhouette of Aruniichala, the holy mountain, which at
that distance was reduced to the simple outline of its mysterious cone.
“This is where we come on the night of Kantiki," continued the brah-
min,'to have the darshana of the Flame'; and he made the Hindu sign of
‘greeting. Vanya too joined his hands in an anjali 10 the mystery of that
Rock, in the very place where the young Venkatarfima, in his flight from
his father's home, had beheld the incorporeal Light... for Ramana,
Gniininanda, Aruniichala, every man and every being, and Vanya himself
also, all mysteriously are murtis of the Formless One; to him all forms
belong, and by allowing himself to be discerned under different forms, he
little by little draws his chosen ones to himself beyond all forms.

3 Tapovanam

HAROLD and Vanya took their midday meal in the town, as they were
afraid of causing trouble if they retummed to the ashram at noon. They had
redlized that Sri Gnandinanda had in fact no servant or disciple living
permanently with him. The disciples who arrived first each morning saw
10 the housework for him, and among them there was almost always some
pious Brahmin woman who was delighied o prepare the masier's meal,
Al other times food was brought to the Swimi from the neighbouring
agraharam. This was why our two [riends retumed to the ashram only in
the alternoon; for as incorrigible Europeans they were terrified of upset-
ting others and, even more so, of being upset themselves. They then came
1o know, much 1o their regret, that the Swami had waited a long time for
them that morning in order 1o have his meal with them.

Sri Gniininanda was no longer in the little room where they had found
him in the momning. He was now seated in the central room, which was
scarcely big enough to hold the twenty or thirty people who squeezed in
around him. As they came in, they prostrated, offered fruit and flowers,
and then sat down facing the Swiimi, the men on the right, and the women
on the left. Vanya had seldom had the opportunity of watching this
ceremony from such close quaners.

If the devotee was a man, he came forward with the upper part of his
body bare and a cloth knotied round his waist. He would begin by placing
his offering at the Swami's feet, and then siepping a little way backwards,
would join his hands in the anjali, prostrate himself flaton the ground with
his arms above his head, and touch the floor with his forehead, each ear;
and cach shoulder. He would then raise himself on his knees or even stand
up, put his hands wgether once more, and again prostrate himself full
length, repeating the exercise three, five, or seven times, according to the
fervour of his devotion. It is bad manners to prostrate only once and also
a clear sign that one is not from a high caste. Finally the man would stand
up for the last time, cover his ears with the palms of his lands bow low,
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touch the master's fect, and then touch his own eyes with the fingers that
had been in contact with the body of his revered guru,

The women did not make a full prostration, but coniented themselves
with kneeling down and touching the floor with their forcheads. Some-
times a whole family entered together and out of courtesy the conversation
would stop for as long as it took for father, mother and each of the children
in tum o perform the rite.

When the time came to leave, the procedure was the same, but this time
cach person received a piece of fruit or a flower from the pile of offerings
which had accumulated. This is known as prasada, which the faithful
receive with both hands and then reverently bring up to their cyes. Prasida
is in fact every grace which comes from above and also every sign of that
grace. In particular, at the end of piifa in the temple, it is the giving back
to the faithful of what has been ritally offered. But prasida is in a very
special way the gift and sign of grace, when it is received from the hand
of a saint or man of God, for they are more luminous manifestations of
the infinite divine presence than other mortals. The guru's prasida is
always received with great devolion, whether it is a leaf, a petal, ora few
crumbs of cake, and 1s then taken home to be shared with the family.

The children were quick 10 note that prasada always accompanicd the
farewell prostration. As a result there were always some little imps who
managed 1o make ritual entrances and departures practically continuously.
The guru just smiled and always gave them something, so long as an
orange or banana remained.

Peaple used to come from the town and also from the nearby villages.
Quite often they even came from Tiruvannimalai, being former disciples
of the Maharshi who were delighted 1 find a master once more whom
their cyes could see, and 10 hear from his lips the very echo of Sri
Ramana’s teaching. Boys often dropped in at least for a moment on their
way w0 and from school, especially those who lived in the nearby
agraharam. On examination days not one of them would dare face the
question papers without first being fortified with the Swami's blessing.

Tapovanam 9

A poor woman came in, prostrated herselfl, and deposited her humble
offering of fruit and flowers. As usual the Swiimi held out his arms in
gesiure, or mudra, of grace and murmured, 'Om Deva.”

*Well, ammi, where do you come from? Is all well in the village? at
home? How are your husband and children?’

The woman began her long story. Her village was al least thirty
kilometres away. She and her elder daughter had already been to see the
Swiimi, but that was in the other ashram st Sittilingamadam, The Swami
had then blessed them both, and his blessing had borne fruit. This time
she had come on her own, bul it was again anxicty about her daughter that
had brought her. The girl was of marriageable age and there ware two
cousins who were asking for her hand. According 10 the customs of their
caste, the cousins were both equally cligible. The poor mother was
tistraught, wondering which of the two she should choose for her
daughter, In desperation she had come to ask the guru'’s advice.

The village woman explained everything rather laboriously, and her
dialect was not easy to grasp. When people had finally understood, there
was 8 great burst of langhter. The Swami was the only one 10 keep a
straight face. He asked very gently for details, inquired what the girl felt
about it, asked more questions about the boys, and then suggested to the
woman that she sit down quietly. After a little while, he spoke to her again,
encouraging her and welling her 1o come back the next month alier the fast
of the full moon, and to bring her daughter with her.

After that two peasants appeared at the back of the room, looking
apprehensive and ill at ease. They remained near the door, leaning against
the wall, not daring to come forward, far less prostrate. However Sri
Gniéindinanda had noticed them. He asked them what was the matter and
what they wanted. The poor peasants mumbled their request, and the
Swiimi's reply rang out clearly:

‘I you are ill, go and sce a doctor who will give you all the pills and
medicines you require. If your wife or daughter is in the grip of fear or
being harassed by evil spirits, go to an exorcist. Very near here there is a
Muslim who is a past master in the art of driving out evil spirits. If it is
for spiritual ignorance that you are secking a cure, then come here, But
be very sure that here we have no medical doctor orexorcist. We deal only
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with spiritual sickness.’

One of the visitors asked Sri Gnanananda to explain the name of the
ashram, Tapovanam, which he did as follows:

“Tapas means intense heat, and so, fervour, austerity, ascelic practice.
Vana (in Tamil, vanam) means a wood or forest. In old days there were
in India vast forests and jungles, where hermits could withdraw far from
human society, living off wild fruit and roots, and passing their time in
contemplating the things of God. But at least in this part of the country
there are hardly any forests left. They have all been cut down, transformed.
Therefore, if we no longer have a forest, we must at least set apart cenain
places where those who have the desire may go and lead without distur-
bance a life of asceticism and prayer. This ashram has been founded
specifically for those who want to devote even a small part of their time
10 spiritual pursuits, far from crowds and their habitual worries, Here they
can receive suitable teaching and apply themselves 1o meditation.’

The talk continued. Starting from the most commonplace matters, the
guru always found ways of raising the mind of his hearers towards the
things that really matter and (o the only real problems. In every case he
showed an inexhaustible kindness.

Vanya was siting close to him, eagerly drinking in all that he said. He
soon noticed that the Swami was making quiet but repeated enquiries
whether the milk had arrived, and realized that this was on account of
himself and his companion, As the guru had not been able 1o offer them
a meal at midday, he wanted to provide them at least with some refresh-
ment before they lefi.

Then Vanya spoke up : ‘Swamiji, why do you worry about it? It was
not to get food for our bodies that we came here. Our thirst is for the milk
of wisdom. Please teach us. Truly we need nothing else.’

Speaking very gently, and scarcely opening his lips, the Swami replicd
quietly and deliberately:

“There is a time for spiritual and a time for bodily food. The liule calf
cannot always have his mother's milk when he wants it. She knows when
1o give it to him, and how much to allow him. It is the same with the milk
of knowledge."

Whether the time was right or not, in any case all who were present did
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their best to make the most of the spiritual banquet, and asked the Master
every possible question about jnana, wisdom, and dhyana, the path that
leads to it.

Unfortunately, sitting beside the Swaimi was a visting sadhu,
Shivapritkasham by name, which means "the glory of Shiva'. He did not
know either English or Tamil very well, as he came from the Kannada
country where he was said 10 have been a journalist before he wok
sannydsa. Nevertheless he was continually interrupting, sometimes even
before the guru had a chance to answer a question, and making comments
on what the guru said. At times his toothless mouth was wide open, at
others his face was contorted in a self-satisfied smirk, while he made
pompous gesticulations and always spoke at the top of his voice.

Vanya was greatly irritated, and soon realized that others shared his
feeling. So he said 1o the bore: ‘Mahirdj, we came here to profit from
Guruji's teaching, which he imparts to us in his own inimitable fashion.
Commentaries only spoil the effect of his words. He alone is the one we
want to hear and to hear him in silence ..’

The Kanarese sidhu took him up at once: *Silence is this; silence is
that', quoting sloka after §loka in praise of silence. Vanya with difficulty
restrained himself from telling him point blank that in the first place
silence means keeping your mouth shut!

Quite unconcemed, Shivaprakiisham continued to talk. He demanded
the names of the two westemers, where and when they were born, and all
sorts of other details. That moming the guru had quictly asked them a few
questions, less from curiosity than out of courtesy, and in order Lo be able
to introduce them 1o others, It was enough for him to know that his two
visitors were originally from Europe, that they had come to India some
years earlier, and were living in such and such a place, devoting most of
their time 10 meditation and silent prayer. He was not interested in their
names, nationality, religion, and the rest.

Vanya then said w the tactless sadhu: I am sorry, Mahardj, but
especially between sadhus such questions should not be asked. They have
no meaning. As soon as anyone has received sannyasa, he ceases (o have
n country or home of his own. His address is simply the place in which he
happens to be at the moment. As for his country, his birthplace, where he
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is coming from and where he is going—if you insist on speaking in these
terms—are they not simply that “cave of the heart™ of which the Scriptures
speak, and into which he is always secking to enter more deeply? This
ochre robe which I am wearing is precisely the sign that on the day when
I took it, I renounced everything, and that I no longer have the right 1o say
that anything whatever on earth is “mine”. What I was or where | was,
yesierday or ten years ago, is utterly irrelevant. What does it matter where
this body was born, or what name it was given by those who first held it
in their arms? The sadhu no longer possesses either name or country—
indeed, he is not supposed to possess evenan * 1",

Swami Gnandnanda was visibly pleased by Vanya’s reply. Looking at
him, but addressing Shivaprakaisham, he said quietly: *Why ask him such
questions? He should not even be able to remember the things you are
asking about.

Milk and coffee, accompanied by fruit and cakes, were now brought
in. Vanya and Harold were taken into the adjoining room, so that they
could enjoy them in peace. The mail also amived at this point, and
everyone went off here and there in the house or the garden, The Swami,
still very agile despite his hundred-and-twenty years, sat cross-legged on
the low wall of the verandah and had someone read out the cards and
letiers which had just come. Anyone was free to listen—for, after all, there
was nothing private in them. In fact their contents were almost always the
same. People wrote o thank Swamiji for his blessing, for the favours
obtained through his prayers, his always kindly hospitality, Even more
frequently they told him about problems over money or health, asked for
his blessing, sought his prayers for their children's studies or for forthcom-
ing marriages. When he had heard them all, Gnansinanda proceeded to
dictate replies, giving to each one at least a word of encouragement,
promising to remember him and giving his blessing,

» - -

Behind the house there was a large mango tree, and close (o it a huge
tree stump. Vanya went and sat down on it, away from the crowd. -~
However, he had not been there for more than five minutes when a
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group of brahmins approached— not without first having asked the guru's
permission, as he dscovered later. He protested vigorously when he saw
them preparing to make their ritual prostrations in front of him. *“How can
you do such a thing in the ashram of such a unique Swimi?" he asked;
*any sign of respect should be paid only o him.'

The only result of this little homily was to make them even more
convinced that he was a saint. They then sat down round him and began
1o converse, half in English and half in Tamil.

Some of them were from Tirukoyilur, and others from the neighbour-
ing agraharam. Among them was the lawyer who had donated the house
and property 10 Sri GniinAinanda. Another was a police officer, and others
were farmers. As a result of Vanya's reply to the indiscreet questions of
Shivaprakiisham, they had no desire to seem over-curious in his regard.
Hesides, as so often happens in the Hindu world, answers on the spiritual
level to questions asked about worldly matters give no less satisfaction to
the questioner. Indeed, when people have the darshana of a sannyasi they
look to him above all for help and inspiration to rise above their daily
preoccupations and to draw near (o the mystery of the heart, which always
s0 fascinates the truly spiritual Hindu, The conversation in [act mainly
revolved round the Swami, for whom they all showed boundless venera-
tion,

* When 1 was a young man,’ one of them reminisced, ‘I respected
nelther faith nor law and was the despair of my parents. In particular I
despised sadhus, those idlers... but now in spite of my education, my status
and financial position, I know no greater joy or honour than that of
prostrating before them, having their darshana and serving them. Not a
day passes without my coming here with my wife and children at least for
o few minutes in order to receive Sri Gnanananda's blessing. This trans-
formation is due entirely to him. Through him 1 have once more found
God.'

‘His blessing is always with us,’ continued another, "and we have often
had solid proofs of it. One day my child was at the point of death. I had
ofien entreated Swamiji on his behalf, but his illness had continued and
grew worse. On that day we had lost all hope, and it was just a question
of hours. I was at the end of my tether, but got into my car and rushed
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over to Swamiji. At least he would give me a little strength to bear my
trial. When I got there, [ prostrated, and between sobs told him about my
son's condition. He lifted me up and fixed his eyes upon me—those eyes
filled with compassion which you also have now seen. “Your child?" he
said: "why are you so anxious 7 He is perfectly well now." I refused to
believe him, but he insisted that it was so, and tld me to return home at
once. When I reached home my child was out of danger.'

The personal history of the Swami, however, remained for everyone
shrouded in mystery. What was certain was that he had come 1o Sittilin-
gamadam about thirty ycars before, At first he had lived in the lemple,
observing silence and begging for his food. At that time he had immensely
long hair which reached down 1o his feet, though on occasion he used 0
wind it round his head. His only clothing was the kaumanam, a small strip
of cloth between his legs. Afier some time he was persuaded 1o stay in
some outhouses, and then he was presented with a house. Afier that he no
longer needed to beg for his rice, as there was always someone to look
after his needs. He ceased to nbserve silence and began answering the
questions that people asked. One day he cut off his long hair and put on
a dhoti. His reputation spread throughout the district, and people came
even long distances to see him, ask his advice and receive his blessing.

And before that? Before that he had been near Salem. A large ashram
had been built for him there, which was now empty. He went there
occasionally in order o please his disciples in that area, who were mostly
poor weavers. People said that he had spent twenty or thirty years there.lt
was also said that before going o Vellanatham he had lived in the
Coimbatore district at a piace called Vannandur. There were other ash-
rams, 100, which bore his name, at Krishnapuri, Bhavani, Idappadi,
Anangur, It seems that he would arrive in a certain place and settle down
there to meditate. Gradually his reputation would grow and an ashram
would be built for him. He would then remain for some time, leaching
anyone who would listen, and then one fine day he would disappear, At
Vellanatham ashram, near Salem, there is supposed 1o be a calendar for
the year 1872. The Brahmin who gave this information then summed up:
‘As long as the Swami is willing to live amongst us, let us make the most
of itand try not to do anything that might displease him and make him go
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off somewhere else.’

Sri Gniininanda himself was always very reserved when speaking of
his former life, When someone asked for exact information, he invariably
replied that he would give it 1o him later. When someone wanted an exact
date, he would say *Oh that happened a long time ago, a very long time
ago!" However his place of birth was known or thought 1o be known—
Mangalagiri in the Kannada country. His father was Venkatapati Rao, his
mother Chandasikla Bai. He ran away from home at the age of eleven or
iwelve, alter a quarrel with his elder brother who had beaten him. He then
met a sadhu and accompanied him to the Himalayas. But others said that
he came first to Vellanatham and went to Kashmir from there. There is
no doubt that the visit 1o Kashmir marked a very important stage in his
life; he never referred (o it without a certain nostalgia, though he never
gave any details of what had taken place there, After that he travelled all
over India, and also Ceylon and Burma, as sadhus often used to do during
the days of the British Empire. One day he confided to Vanya that he had
met Sai Baba, the Maharastrian Saint. In addition to all this he had a very
detailed knowledge of places in Tamilnddu.

It was apparenily only after about forty years of wandering or solitary
ascetic life that he officially took sannyasa. As he had given the name of
the guru who initiated him, his vamsha, or genealogy as a sannyisi, could
be drawn up from guru 1o guru. His disciples had had it printed, and it can
be seen in a frame which hangs in the darshan hall beside the Tamil and
Sanskrit tributes, which people sent to him on his birthday.

Then what about his age? Many people said that he was a hundred and
twenty years old. Others, calculating by astrology, have made him out to
be a hundred and fifty-three. But how could he possibly be so old? He was
still so agile, walked so briskly, and himself drew the water from the well
for his morning bath. He also enjoyed excellent health, directed every
smallest detail in the life of the ashram and supervised all the new building
projects. On his face there was no sign of a wrinkle. Certainly, anyone
looking at him would find it difficult to believe that he had reached
seventy,

But then, is it possible to find room for such a long series of events in
such a short space of time? The only possibility—one which in fact later
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investigations tended to support—is that, in an unconscious desire ©
magnify the guru, his sojoums in different places have been regarded as
following each other in succession, when in fact they were dovetailed
together during the same period of time.

Someone in the group produced a leaflet printed in Tamil. This stated
that Sri Gnana@nanda appeared in this world on 30 January 1814! Its author
was a woman disciple who lived in Bangalore. The Swiimi himself had
told her everything and had actually dictated his life history to her one day
when she was deep in meditation in her private prayer-room. To be
precise, it was Sri Murugan—ihe God-Child, the Beautiful God, of the
ancient Tamil tradition—who appeared o her; and in her mind there was
not a shadow of doubt that Gnaininanda was truly the avaidra of Sri
Murugan, who thus apppeared in human form to comfort and save his
devotees. One day, when someone faced this fervent disciple with certain
historical facts and dates which could not be squared with her account,
she replied with total conviction that her sources were superior (0 any
human document.

Murugan Das then spoke: “The guru is at least two hundred years old.
I have heard him say that one day he was scated in samadhi near his
hermitage at Anangur in (he forest of Perambalur, when prince Navalu
came there to hunt deer; but on catching sight of him, the prince was
terror-struck and fled. How could that have happened, if he was only bom
in the last century?"

He also said: ‘Guruji was already here beside the Pennar river when
the young Ramana, who had also run away from his home, got down at
Akhanandanallur and spent the night in the temple. It was he who fed him
and sent him on to Tiruvann@malai’.

‘He also knew Auveyar, the poetess of the Sangham, the sister of
Tiruvalluvar. But Auveyar lived twenty centuries ago!

However, in all this, on what level are we operating? When a jnani
speaks o us, do we ever know the level from which he is speaking? No
more than the prophet’s vision of the future, can the sage’s view of the
past be pinned down to the chronology which measures the world of
external events. He may be speaking at the level of the dtman, which alone
is real; or again, he may be using the language of ordinary experience, so
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that his words may be within the grasp of his hearers, The atman is
not-bomn, it is everywhere, transcending time and space.

This particular form which we call the body of such and such a jnani,
does not seem 1o him to be any more his own than all the other forms,
human or whatever, in the created world. The very term jnani itself is
misleading, because by definition it implies particularization, and there-
fore a distinction between the jnani and the so-called ajn@ini— and that,
in the light of the aiman, makes no sense.

In truth, the one who has realized the dtman is in every place and every
time. He is the young Ramana running away to Arunichala, and he is the
priest who gave him food on his way. He is the hermit meditating in the
forest in the time of the rajahs, and he is the sannyasi who met Auveyar.
He is Yajnavalkya who revealed to king Janaka the upanishad of being,
and he is the rishi who in the first age heard the Vedas. Indeed, he is Shiva
himself, seated under the banyan in the jungle, wearing his tiger skin and
with his third eye annihilating K&ma, Love the Tempter, who sought to
divert his attention— Shiva who on another day, as Dakshinamiirti, taught
through his silence the four sons of Brahma in their ignorance of the
highest wisdom. He is the Formless, the Not-Born, who in every form
reveals something of himself and in every birth appears afresh.

Vanya then said: *What does it matier 1o us 1o know if Swamiji is fifty,
two hundred, or even four hundred years old? Will knowing that give us
moksha, salvation, the vision of the One who Is? What use is it to us to
know what he was yesterday or what he will be tomorrow, to know where
he was sixly years ago, or where he will be in a hundred years® time? Even
when he speaks (0 us in human terms, apppearing to us as he does at this
time and on this day, for us he is first and foremost the one through whom
we receive the word of liberation, the Lord’s summons to what is within.
Surely the essential thing for us are the words that he speaks to us and his
look which penetrates our hearts? And as for the obscurity which he allows
to veil ederything that does not belong to the present moment, that after
all seems 1o be his way of impressing upon us his supreme lesson, which
is that the only momenl that matters is that in which we become “aware
of our self™.'
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The sound of chanting now became audible, It came from some
brahmins who were beginning (o recite the Vishnu-sahasra-nama, the
litany of the thousand names of Vishnu, as was done every afternoon in
the darshana room, This indicated that the guru was once again in the
house, and soon everyone was seated round him.

When the chanting was ended, Vanya went up and said: ‘Swamiji, 1
came this morning more or less outl of curiosity, and see what has
happened! For years | have been coming 1o Tiruvann@malai and staying
there for months on end, so close 1o you; but until this week I had not even
heard your name. How was it that all this should come to pass only today?"

Gnansinanda's reply was very simple: ‘It happened because the right
time and the right moment for you had come.' And he added:

‘Come back here and stay with me, We shall resume our talk. Above
all you will be free to devote yourself to silent meditation. No one will
disturb you. You will not need 1o worry about food or anything else. Apan
from our conversations, you will be left in silence. So come back afler a
few months, after the festival of Pongal. [ shall be expecting you.’

4 The Brahmin Village

NEXT year, at the beginning of spring, as had been agreed, Vanya returned
1o Tapovanam, this time alone.

Sri Gniinananda had arranged 1o meet him on that Sunday. He himself
had to return 1o Tirukoyilur on that day, after a short visit 1o his hermitage
at Sittilingamadam. So Vanya arrived at the ashram during the afternoon.
A young man from the neighbouring village of Kusipalayam was busy
walering the flowers and young trees. Recognizing Vanya, he said:
‘Swamiji will only get back tomorrow moming. In the mean time, make
yourself at home in the room he has kept for you."

Vanya had brought some fruit with him to make the customary offering
1o the Swami. This would do for his supper, as by the next day it would
have gone off. Besides, what is once offered in intention can surely be
regarded as prasiada.

Monday morning passed without a sign of Sri Gniinananda, and in fact
not a soul came near the ashram.

Vanya discovered later how impossible it was for anyone to anticipate
the Swami's movements. The decisions of a jn@ini are seldom complicated
by lengthy consideration; besides, how could he ever feel himself in any
way bound? He acts on the inspiration of the moment. Who can ever tell
whence he will come or whither he will go at the prompting of the spirit
in him? It sometimes happened, for example, that Sri Gniinfinanda would
make all the arrangements for some journey. Al the appoinied hour a
devotee would arrive from the town in his car, having dropped everything,
(o take the Swami where he wanted to go. But if the guru happened 10 be
busy, for instance, with some visitor who had just unexpeciedly arrived,
he would postpone his departure until the following day. The disciple
would silently prostrate and take his leave. Hardly would he have reached
home, when an express messenger would arrive 10 recall him. Without
saying a word or even trying to find some justification or explanation, the
disciple would immediately return and pick up his revered master.
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‘He knows better than we do what is best for us,’ concluded the brahmin
who was telling Vanya the story a few days later. “We should realize how
incredibly fortunate we are, that he accepts our humble service.'

Midday came. No sign of the guru, or of anyone coming to the ashram.
Vanya began to feel hungry. Tirukoyilur was really too fur off by the main
road, and at that time of day it was impossible to take the short cut across
the river, as the sand would be blazing hot. ‘A golden opportunity to live
like a real sadhu at least for one day,’ he thought; ‘I can go out and get
my food by bhiksha." He had in fact, a few years earlier, made one attempt
to do this. On that day he had first gone to meditate in the underground
crypt of the Patila Linga inside the great temple at Tiruvannamalai, the
every place where Ramana Maharshi had stayed for a long time in his
youth. Then, on the advice of Arunachala Ayyar, an old brahmin who had
once been the Maharshi's companion on the mountain and now lived in
the temple, he had traversed the three streets where he felt sure that in
almost every house someone would gladly give him alms in the form of
a litle rice. But alas, his courage failed him, and he had not dared 1o
approach a single door... This time, however, he felt more confident. Also
in the agraharam to which he was proposing 1 go, there were many people
whom he had met on his first visit 1o Tapovanam. They would surely fill
his bowl! So Vanya took up his staff and begging bowl, wound a towel
round his head, for the midday sun was at its hottest, and resolutely set
oul for the village.

As he went along, he asked people to show him the way to the
agraharam, or Agaram, as it was called locaily. This led to various brief
conversations with the country folk whom he met on the way. One of these
had accompanied him for a while, and when he had to leave him, because
his path led off to one side, he said,

*Swiimi, will you kindly stand here for a moment?*

"Why?'

‘S0 that I can make my namaskaram 1o you, of course!” And without
waiting for permission, he prostrated himself on the ground. For a believ-
ing Hindu it is a blessing 10 meel with a safiny@isi. When he prostrales
before him, he is paying homage to the Master of the universe and the
Lord of the secret place of the heart. Whereas a European’s only thought
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would probably have been to take a photo of the strange man! Truly we
have much to learn from those whose hearts are humble and simple—
those for whom Jesus gave thanks to his Father.

Vanya soon reached the agraharam, which was easily recognizable on
account of its neatness, its peaceful atmosphere, and its two temples. The
Shiva temple, as usual, was on his right as he entered, while that of Vishnu
Perumal stood at the other end of the village, fz ing down the street.

Poor Vanya! All his fine assurance had already deserted him. However,
he forced himself to walk slowly, very slowly, between the two rows of
houses. There were indeed some open doors (one must never ask lor
bhiksha from a house where the door is shut), but he no longer had the
courage (o approach them, He hoped that he might at least meet someonc
who would recognize him, but the street was deserted. In fact, as he later
remembered, in the south brahmins usually have their meal about ten
o'clock in the moring, and this was therefore the time when they were
resting.

Finally he reached the other end of the agraharam. He thought of
stopping for a moment in the shade of the temple of Perumal, for the sun
had become unbearable and the dust on the road was burming his feet most
painfully. Unfortunately, even the mandapa of the temple was closed.
Then he thought he could see in the distance a small stream, or at least a
pond, and made his way there through a repulsively diny collection of
huts and yards. Another disappointment; there were no trees, and the water
was dirty. There was nothing for it but to retrace his steps and repeat his
walk through the village, this time in the opposite direction. By now he
had decided 1o fast, and had thought of some excellent reasons for doing
so! Afier all, the guru would be coming back in the afternoon; there would
be a good supper and, in the mean time, there would be the fruitand sweets
brought by the devotees to celcbrate his retum....

Vanya had just reached this point in his thoughts, when he heard
himself being addressed in English by a man who was rapidly approaching
him: ‘Come with me; the priest of the wemple is asking for you.'

Vanya followed him in silence for about fifty yards, while his guide
led the way, intoning softly as he walked. They passed the last of the
houses. He who was the guest of the village was being brought 10 the
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temple of Shiva. The gate was flung open and the priest appeared on the
threshold. Without saying a word, he performed the customary ritual; he
poured waier from a copper vessel over Vanya's dusi-covered feet, then
caught a few drops of the water in his hand and brought it up to his eyes,
and finally made the great namaskiram,

This was Vanya's introduction to the temple of Shiva. The priest did
not ask of him either his name, or his caste, or his religion, The robe he
wore was a sullicient sign that he was one of those who, while still in this
world, have chosen 1o belong to God alone. In welcoming him, the Lord
himself was being welcomed. The gift of food that is offered 1o him is
offered to the Lord—or rather, the rice which the Lord has already given
is given back to him, Indeed, it is offered in a far wruer fashion than when
offered in the liturgy that is celebrated each day before the stone “signs”
in the Temple. In fact, among Tamilian Shaivites the act of feeding the
servants of God is called symbolically *Maheshwar pija’, a ritual offering
(pija) w the Most High God (Maka-Ishvara).

So it is not only in Christian monasteries that people are encouraged to
receive a guest as the Lord coming in person, and so 1o wash his feet and
read before him the holy Scriptures... There are these strange similarities,
delying space and time, among those who have discovered the mystery
of the Presence in the depth of their spirit—another proof, if proof is
necessary, that there is no place in all creation and no hidden comer in the
human heart that is not touched by the Spirit.

In Vanya's reception the Scriptures also had their place. In fact, as soon
as God's mendicant had been made to sit down, the man who had
introduced him sat down facing him and continued his chanting.
Venkatesha was one who constantly had the sacred words of the Veda on
his lips, reciting them uninterruptedly, in the same way as other pious
Hindus repeat the name of the Lord in a never-ending litany,

Then the priest, with some water drawn from the temple cistern,
sprinkled the ground in front of his guest, and on it placed a banana leaf,
which was again sprinkled, and beside it the silver cup which was kept
for guests. Then Vanya in his turn sprinkled the leaf, making the sign of
the OM. The priest’s wile brought rice and sauces, and served the
meal. She also poured a little water into Vanya's palm, with which he
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blessed the food, drawing a ritual circle round it; then what was left he
swallowed.

After the meal they brought one of the carpets which were used 10
decorate the temple on feast days, and on il the Lord's messenger was
invited 10 take his seat. In front of him was placed a box filled with holy
ashes, in which stood some sticks of sweet-smelling incense. Soon a knot
of people, men, women and children, had gathered round him. They
wanied 10 have the darshana of this newly arrived sadhu, whose skin was
fairer even than that of the brahmins. They only asked to be able to show
their respect by making the great namaskiram, and to receive from his
hands as priisada at least a pinch of ash. ‘

In a few words Vanya told them how he had come to the agraharam,
trusting that their picty and charity would not fail to give him a handful
of rice as alms. For it is Ishwara who offers bhiksha, and just as truly
Ishwara who receives it. Has not Shiva oflen appeared in the form of a
beggar, in order to test the sincerity of his faithful ones? By the hand of
one devolee the Lord prepares and serves food, by the mouth of another
he consumes it, and finally it is sull he who is present in the food which
we cal.

‘I was sure that the Lord would do me some favour today,” said the
priest's wile. *This morning , as I awoke, 1 heard the palli (lizard) singing
in the East. 1 even mentioned it 1o my husband. And see, you have come.’

Soon afterwards Kailisanadar, the priest who had welcomed Vanya,
showed him round the 1emple, assisted by his father, a venerable oc-
togenarian, The temple of this agraharmm was dedicated 1o Shiva, the Lord
of Kailash, the holiest peak of the Himalayas, and the chicf abode of the
Ruler of the worlds. This same name was also born by the present
incumbent of the wemple. The mystery of the Shakti—the manifestation
in the universe of the almighty power of God—was reverenced there
under the name of Kimachi Ammiin. Vanya was shown the various
shrines—{hat of Ganapati Vigneshwara, the ‘Commander of the heavenly
hosts’ and the *surmounter of obstacles'; that of Dakshinamiirti, the Silent
Teacher, with his two hands held out, one in the gesture of grace, the other
in that of wisdom; that of Murugan, the god of the most ancient Tamil
tradition, later identified with Subramanian or Skanda or Shanmuk-
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ha of the northern tradition; and finally, the central shrine, that of the
Shivalinga, Behind the temple there was a minute garden, witha few trees,
some flowers and a well for ritual purposes. In front of the temple was a
mandapa, or pillarcd hall, built quite recently with the contributions of the
village people. Vanya was also shown with pride the articles used for
waorship which had recently been brought from Kumbakonam by pilgrims
1o the Kumbha Mela.

When the sun was a little nearer to the horizon, the priest took Vanya
to the river Pennar which was a few hundred yards away. The river bed
was almost dry, apart from a small trickle of water half way across. From
this Kail@sanadar wetted his hands and his facc, and then reverently sipped
a few drops. Alter that he drew from his girdle the small bag of ashes from
which he was never parted, mixed a liule of the ash with water, and with
the paste traced the three symbolic white lines on his forehead and chest.

- . *

On their retum to the village Vanya necded little persuasion (o remain
in the agrmharam until the guru's amrival, which they assured him would
at once be known.

It was now the time for evening worship. Vanya had often been present
at the worship in big temples, but it had seldom made such an impression
on him as it did that evening in the unpretentious temple of the village.

It is worth remembering that for the Hindu the two most sacred times
of the day arc just the same as they were for the most ancient Christian
tradition—the mysterious moments of the sandhya, the *meeting’ between
the night (or day) which is ending, and the day (or night) which is
beginning, the time immediately before or after sunrise and sunset,

Wiih the first light of day the brahmin will be found standing in the
river, awaiting the mystic hour. If there is no river near at hand, he will at
least have placed a vessel of pure water beside him, Water is in fact the
‘witness® of every act of worship, and can even take the place of the image,
if one isnot available. The brahmin then takes his bath, recites his mantras,
especially the gayarri, and performs the riwal sprinkling of his head,
forchead, cars, eyes, cach sense organ and every part of his body, thus as
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it were consecrating them, and at the same time offering the element of
waler 10 the deities, devas, who are supposed to preside over the various
functions of human life. He wms with folded hands towards the four
points of the compass in reverence for the deities who guard them. He
throws some waler in the four principal directions around him, and then
three times immerses himself in the water, having closed his nose and ears
with his fingers. Finally, when the sun appears, he rises, places his hands
together above his head and prostrates in the magnificent Hindu gesture
of adoration lowards the heavenly body, as it grows brighter and climbs
into the sky.

Should such rites be labelled as idolatry? The thought will only occur
to those whose souls are totally insensitive to the mystery—at once inward
and cosmic—aof the "holy light’, 1o that marvellous showing forth of God’s
glory in his creation—one which takes place in accordance with the very
rhythm of time, or rather, which causes time itsclf 10 unfold and brings it
into existence, in accordance with the rhythm of the infinite freedom of
God. In fact, there is probably nowhere else in the world where the
mystery of the Presence has been felt as intensely as it has been in India
since the remotest Vedic limes—and that as a supremely aclive presence,
the whole sphere of the divine Shakii, which somewhat resembles the
shekinah of Jewish tradition. It is a presence that is immanent in every
being that has issued from the hands of the Creator, in every phase of the
life of mankind and of the world, in the cycles of days, months and years,
cach of which depends on the phases of the heavenly bodies in which the
spiritual and uncreated light shows itself in material form for the benefit
of mankind.

The mystery of light is thus linked with that of water—water from
which, according to the Vedas, fire is born; water which purifies and gives
life; water which, in the symbolism of Genesis, was present at the origin
ofall living beings, and which Christianity was to honour as the sacrament
of rebirth.

In India to ake a bath is not simply a malter of hygiene, any more than
it was at Qumran. For brahmins in particular it has the character of an act
of worship. It is indeed questionable whether in a human life there are any
acts that are totally profane; and the exacting ritual observed by brahmins



6 Guru and Disciple

is a continual reminder to the contrary. Taking a bath, as also every form
of ablution, is in fact a life-giving contact with water regarded as the
primordial matrix, and this is quite specially indicated at the vital moment
of renewal which is marked by the reappearance of the sun. Morcover,
among the brahmins of Tamilnfidu there is no special word that means
‘holy water® as such; for them all clean water is tirtham, that is, holy water,

‘The rite of welcome to the day has its counterpart in the evening rite
of bidding farewell to the day, the liturgical entrance into the ambivalent
mystery of night. Both rites stem from traditions handed down from age
to age since those carly times when ritescelebrated on earth were regarded
as essentinl factors in maintaining the stability of the cosmos and the
regularity of the seasons. People in fact believed that through the sandhya
ritual the discontinuity between day and night and between the sleeping
and waking states was resolved, and that it gave to time the quality of
being continuous, alike at the human and the cosmic level.

The evening twilight is all the more favourable for prayer because,
when the day's work is over, people can more casily put aside worldly
cares and preoccupations and devote themselves without distraction w
meditating on God in the Presence. It is above all at that moment that, in
every part of India, the faithful throng the temples in order to worship.

In this agraharam there were about twenty-five or thirty houscholds.
Of the one or two hundred people who lived there, very few in fact failed
1o come every evening to the * house of God' at least for a brief moment,
in order to render homage 1o the Lord and entreat his protection,

The priest Kailasanadar and his father were busy trimming the lamps
in the various shrines and in the mandapa, and also carrying out the
preliminary ceremonies of the puja by sprinkling water and offering
flowers.

Meanwhile brahmin men and women were coming in and making the
round of the emple, several times repeated, and honouring each miirti
(image) in the appropriate fashion—for example, dancing a few sieps
before Ganapati, meditating before Dakshinamiirti, clapping their hands
as they approached the niche in which was Sindikeshwar (*You have o
wake him up,’ it is said, "because he is always lost in contemplation!").
Lastly, when they came in front of the central shrine of the Shivalinga,
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everyone prostrated with their faces wrned towards the north. Men and
women, old and young, followed each other in this uninterrupted proces-
sion. The young people and the children—those handsome young Tamil
brahmins, with their chests the colour of gold, their deeply serious eyes
and their long raven locks—were not the least assiduous. It was casy 10
see from their faces and their movements how scriously they were
performing the immemorial rites. The younger children were carried in
the arms of their elders, and mothers would themselves place their linle
ones face down on the stone floor.

In the semi-darkness of the sanctuary the priests continued to recite
their litanies, casting flower petals and leaves towards the sacred stone,
From time to time the bell rang eut under the low vaults, indicating some
particularly important moment in the liturgy, when there was the offering
of light in the firati. At that moment the faithful would surge forward and
crowd round the narrow door, 50 as to have the darshana of the sacred fire.

At the very end the celebrant came out, holding in his hand the dish on
which the camphor was burning itsell out—camphor which leaves no
residue when it is burnt, a symbol of the sou! which has vanished into the
fire of the divine love. Everyone then came forward, touched the flame,
touched his cyes and marked his forchead with sacred ash, in token of a
deep need for communion,

The crowd departed and the outer doors of the temple were shut.
However the lamps still (lickered in the innermost sanctuary, for lamps
which have once been lit w the glory of God must be left to burn until the
oil is exhausted; there is no taking back of what has once been truly
offered. Vanya ook advantage of this moment to go all alone into the
heart of the temple, to the small and mysterious central chamber where,
equally alone, the sacred stone of the Shivalinga stood on its womb-like
base.
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WHEN you enter the inner sanctuary, that of the Shivalinga, you can
scarcely fail 1o be deeply impressed and 1o feel yourself carried off to the
secret place of your heart. There is that bare dark chamber, separated by
a long corridor, and sometimes by several ante-chambers from the man-
dapa where the faithful gather; and in the middle of it, the simple
cylindrical stone with a rounded top which is intended to represent with
the minimum of form the mystery of the Formless.

Qutside the central shrine there are the various murtis. There is Shiva
in the form of Ganapau, the Commander (pati) of the hosts of heaven
(gana). There is Murugan, with his six faces, his peacock and his trident,
who was bom of Shiva, as also was Ganapati (or Ganesh) according to
the puranic legends. Then there is Pirvati, the mystery of the Shakti, under
her different names and aspects, both kindly and temible, the symbol of
the share that created being has in the being of God and in divine fertility,
both natural and spiritual; through her Shiva extends himself 10 the
ultimate frontier of being. In the last mandapa is Natariji (the King of
the Dance), Shiva in his circle of fire dancing his dance of the cosmic fila
(sport), which is also a dance of victory, since he is trampling on the asura
(demon) which he has just laid low. There is also Bhairava, Shiva in his
terrible form as the destroyer of the worlds at the end of time. To the south
(dakshina in Sanskrit) is Dakshinamiirti, the Master who teaches in
silence, beyond words... All these are the various manifestations of the
Lord, the recognition on man's side that nothing in creation cludes the
divine presence and that everything in it is filled with grace and sacred-
ness; indeed, every facet of nature, animal or human, male or female, has
its gracious and also its awesome aspecis.

The further anyone penetrates within the symbolical sanctuary of stone,
the deeper he is taken into the sanctuary of his own being. There indeed,
at the heant of his own mystery is revealed in the essential darkness the
mystery of God himself, and at the same time, the ultimate and original
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mystery of all that is.

‘Lhis is of course the mystery of God the Creator and of God who is
Love, of God as he appears 10 us in his marvellous self-revelation in the
cosmos and in his saving acts; but much more, beyond all that we can say,
know or feel of God, beyond our own personal vision of God, beyond all
‘recollection’ even of ourselves, it is the very mystery of God in himself,
of God in his true deity, his unoriginate being, his ineffable nature. This
no word proceeding from the mind can Lell, no sound capable of reaching
the ear can express, no form visible 1o human eyes can reveal,

In the sphere of what can be heard, the sign of God’s ineffability is the
pranava (OM), the inarticulate vowel O(AU), the flattening of the primary
vowel A—expressing at once the holy fear and the ecstatic joy prompted
by entry into the mystery—which comes (o an end in an indeterminate
nasal after-sound. This is the OM, the final sound through which an
attempt is made still 1o say something about God, once all the words and
ideas conceived by the human mind have been discarded, before entering
thie definitive silence in which nothing more is said, apart from the etemnal
OM which no creature left to himself could ever hear,

In the sphere of what can be seen and touched, the Shivalinga is
similarly the final sign of the One whom no form is capable of signifying,
still less of embodying. The linga is at the same ti ¢ “with" and *without
form', as is taught by the Tamilian Shaivite catechisms. It stands at the
boundary between the Manifested and Non-manifested, the last threshold
that can be discemed through sight or wouch by anyone who has sensed
the presence of the essential Beyond, Parama Shiva—just as he was
revealed in the appearance of the linga of fire on the summit of
Arunichala.

The chamber in which the Shivalinga stands is called in Sanskrit
miilasthina or garbhagrika. Mila means source or origin, garbha the
maternal womb. Sthd@na means place, dwelling; griha is house. So the
shrine of the Shivalinga, we may truly say, at the level of symbol and
cultic myth, is the supreme place of divine rebirth, or in terms of the Greek
Mysteries, of the final initiation.

When the Hindu, following the path opened up by the ancient rishis,
sets out o discover the inner world—beyond every sound, every form,
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every word and every thought, and also beyond the necessary experience
and taste of death and nothingness—he finally comes at the last fronticr
of time to the moment of that total renewal which for Christians is
signified and realized in the resurrection of the Lord on the other side of
his passing through death and hell. Man's definitive meeting with God is
birth beyond death. No one can see God without dying to sell. No more
can he attain to his own self in its supreme and final truth without dying,
and therefore without being rebom—in the very realm of God. That is
surcly what in their own way the Shivalinga and the shrine in which it is
hidden are intended to convey and symbolize, The dwelling place of God
on earth—aof which every temple is meant o be a symbol—must neces-
sarily be the place of man's rebirth, a mystic womb from which he issues
as it were for the second time, rebomn in the very depth of the divine
Love—now as a son, beloved and chosen from etemity, as the Christian
would say, taught by the *inward anointing" of the Spirit.

Europeans often sneer at the supposedly phallic characterof the *sacred
linga'. The word linga docs indeed have this sense, both in Tamil and in
Suanskrit, but it is only one of many other meanings, all related to its
fundamental sense as sign. Modern Shaivite writers generally object o
this inlerpretation, and explain the crudely phallic forms of the linga which
are found here and there as due 1o the degeneracy of certain sects. In any
case we have no right 1o think that the Shivalinga, even if it was originally
a phallic symbol, ever had the obscene connotation ascribed 10 it by those
who disparage it—except of course in deviant examples. Atall events, 1o
its true worshippers it does not suggest anything indecent cither in fecling
or imagination. After all, the origin of life is essentially *sacred’—how-
ever much it may have been profancd by mankind, especially in the
so-called civilized world. Therefore, in a religious context, is there any
reason why the sign of procreation should not also be that of rebirth, and
besides that, a reminder to us of the high dignity of our flesh—which God
not only created. but also assumed?

So Vanya remained for a long time, standing quietly all alone in the
gloom, beside the symbol of stone. The darkness and silence of the
evening made that inner chamber even more numinous. It was a powerful
reminder of the ‘cave’ of the heart, the guka which is 5o dear to the Indian
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mystical tradition, the true place (if it can rightly be called a *place”) of
the unseen divine rebirth, of which the stone symbol is a signand for which
the symbol of worship is an appeal.

Under the influence of an almost magical enchantment, it seemed o
Vanya as if he was being led continually a little further into his inner
sanctum as each moment passed. Here everything seemed most wonder-
Tully to express and release the archetypes that are hidden in the depth of
the human heart. Indeed India’s religious genius is such that, through its
worship and the very structure of its temples, through its myths and
equally through every aspect of human life, it constantly recalls you 1o
what is essentinl, and ceaselessly invites you 1o discover in the depth of
your being the ultimate mystery of your own self.

As the minuies passed, peacefully, happily, Vanya's mind was unable
1o grasp or think about what was going on in its hidden depths; he simply
allowed himself to be carried along, letting everything go, only longing
for that death which brings new birth,

- =

All that night Vanya remained in the temple, alone—alone, but en-
veloped in the mysiery of the presence. As Kailasanidar had said 1o him,
it may not be lining for a worldly person W cat or sleep in the temple,
Ishwara's abode; but on the other hand it is surcly the tue home of those
who, while still living in the body, have already passed over from this
world 1o God.

Strewched out between the pillars of the mandapa, throughout the night
Vanya was at the sume lime sleeping and yet awake. What he alterwards
remembered, what came o the surface of his mind, seemed to him o come
[rom a very decp experience. Was ita dream? Was it conscious meditation?
Who could say? He was as if possessed by an inwense awareness of the
Presence. Everything appeared 1o him as a miirti, manifestation, aspect of
God—all the forms which being assumes, and also all the forms, rites,
hymns and sacred formulas by which mankind tries as it were (o reach and
tic down the mystery of the divine Presence, all were coming together and
converging, in the Hindu myth, on the supreme symbaol of the Shivalinga.
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Everything on carth is indeed the sign, the linga of the Lord, of the One
who fills all and yet is always infinitcly beyond all. *As in the first place
Iam mysell!” thought Vanya. The hymns of the Veda, that is the Shivalin-
ga; everything that is said, scen, thought or heard, is simply the sign of
the One who is beyond all signs.

But is it possible 10 separate the Lord from what is his sign? No one
will ever be able to make a clear and certain distinction within creation
between what is God in himself and what is purcly a manifestation of God.
The least grain of sand contains in its very definition the etemity and
sell-originate nature of God. It would not exist, if God were not in the first
plice the Eternal and Unique One, The linga is a sign, and this is its very
essence. There is no sign apart from the giver of the sign and that which
is significd. There is no son, unless there is someone 0 have been his
fathcr, There is nothing material which does not proclaim the presence of
spirit; it is in fact its sign, that which gradually prepares for its awakening
and is therealter its support, remaining inscparable from it. Shiva is
everywhere present in his linga, wholly present in each point of the linga.

Al the level of thought, nothing can divide Shiva from the linga in
which he manifests himsclf. For this, advaita, non-duality, is the only
appropriatc word. Not monism, not dualism; but that sheer mystery in
which man, without understanding it at all, rediscovers himself in the
depth of the heart of God.

Shiva is wholly present in the Shivalinga, in the linga that stands in the
temple, in the linga constituted by the universe, in the linga which every
living creature is, He is there at its heart, he is its heart, buta ‘heant” which
is not one particular part of his linga, cither spatially, dialectically o
ontologically...a heart which is totally ‘beyond’, and at the same time and
for that very reason most profoundly ‘within®, being at once absolutely
ranscendent and absolutely immanent.

When once you have reached the heart of the sign, you realize that
everything is essentially an epiphany, a manifestation of the Lord. There-
after what is important are not the differences and disparitics between the
manifold manifestations, but the quality common to all of them—and to
cach of them in a unique manner—of being a sign of God. This extends
from yourself 1o every conscious being that ever has existed or will exist,
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from the atom or the smallest living creature 10 the galaxies. In everything
now the heart has been discovered—the heart in which all is discovered,
all is seen, all is known, There is nowhere anything but God in himself,

Only then can the taste of Being be appreciated. And thereafier that
taste—that, and no other—is recognized in every being.

The Shivalinga is a symbol of God's having passed into his creation,
and equally, of the creature’s having passed, passed away, into God...
The Shivalinga stands at the frontier between form and formlessness,
ripa-ariipa, between what is manifested and what can never be
manifested.

! God is at once the object of vision and the mystery of non-vision. But
inreality, he is notattained either by our seeing or by our not seeing, either
by our acting or by our ceasing to act. God is the beyond.

Giod is also the Infinitely Near—

lurther than all,
nearer than all,
within all,
outside all.
And everywhere God is Fullness and Infinity:
Fullness here, Fullness there;
from Fullness Fullness proceeds.
Take Fullness from Fullness,
Fullness ever remains.  (fsa Upanishad)

It is precisely in the vision of this Fullness that anyone attains to it, and
nulwnmcl.hmanniusmhisownselr.misisuccsscnunlmymof
the world, of all that my senses experience, of all that my mind con-
ceives—my own mysiery, in that which in me is most inward and most
personal, that which is unmanifested and cannot be manifested of myself
and of all things, that which is beyond the reach of my awareness, and yet
which is awareness itself at its very source.

Whmﬂ:cnﬂoesitmm—mgubcyuﬂlhewoddofsimﬂuwuw
of the linga, of the linga which however is entirely Shiva, and in which
Shiva is all?

Beyond anyone's reflection upon his own thought and upon his con-
sciousness in itself, there can be nothing else except the direct apprehen-
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sion of the self in the sclf and by the self, passing from the Shivalinga 1o
Shiva in his essential solitude, which at the same time is all-embracing
fullness....

For one who has entered this solitude there is no more any ‘without’
or 'within', but only Being. For one who has crossed to the further shore,
as said Buddha, the Awakened One, there is no more a shore that has
been left behind or a shore that has been reached, no ford that has been
crossed or raft that has made the crossing, or anyone who might have
passed over... only the etemal mystery of Being, unattainable by what
comes into being, and yet wholly present in what comes into being, in
which it is manifested.

No one has understood the secret of the Shivalinga, so long as he has
not entered into Shiva himself, who is the heart, the beyond and also the
whole of the Shivalinga—indeed, into that same mystery which everyone
bears in the depth of his being and which torments him so long as it cannot
reveal its secrel.

In the Shivalinga, Shiva is at the same lime a-sparsa and a-khanda, at
once ‘not touchable’, absolutely apart, and ‘not divisible'.

He fills all, he is everywhere, yet everywhere he is a-dvaita, a-khanda,
having no division or parts within himself, and not divided from anything
whatever that reason tries to imagine as outside him.

At the same timo he is a-sparsa; he touches nothing and nothing can
touch him. He is entirely apan, wotally incommunicable—and yet com-
municating himself totally,

Shiva is completely present in himself and completely present in his
ﬁnp.hhﬁgn.hhmnﬂcﬂuim.}hisnmdisﬁnclﬁmhh:ip.mﬁyu
remains sovereignly free—the mystery of creation, which resides in God,
but in which God does not reside.

As[u‘m,inmyas'mﬁa]bcinglnmcnmpmdymmdyu
completely radiant, self-communicating. Everything in me exists in
sepsumnn.uﬂyuwuythinginmugim.pmdm&—mind.m;
mﬂbody—mdmuhu:kmhumdudmuncmmicbmmdnﬁu
of space and time...

The jniini is one who has penetrated 1 the source of his being and has
realized in the hidden centre of himself the mystery of God in his
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self-revelation. He alone in truth is in possession of himself and he alone
can truly give himself; he alone can love completely. Nothing can ever
give itself out, unless it is distinct, separate, God's transcendence is the
very source of his immanence, “transcendence’ and ‘immanence’ being
in the end only two human words which endeavour to indicate that the
supreme is at once beyond and within, that Being is at the same time rilpa
and ariipa, Form and Formless.

Vanya thought about the faithful whom he had watched that evening,
as they prostrated before the sacred stone. It seemed to him that these
faithful themselves constituted the Shivalinga, and perhaps with greater
truth than the stone in the visible sanctuary. Who prostrates, and to whom
does he prostrate?

I this body is allowed to die and this mind lets itself disappear, it is
precisely in order that there may finally emerge, all alone, out of the
original matrix now at last atained, the *pure sign’ which is symbolized
by the stone standing at the centre of the *place of rebirth’ —with every
Joywtpwud.mdaﬂpcauunmocndcd.mkmgngotheﬂuddlnuugm
For, in order that the sacred linga may be revealed standing in the centre
of the cave of the heart, it is necessary that all should have been given up
and ranscended,

peace, the feeling of peace, and even the thought of peace,
Joy and the thought of joy and every feeling of joy,

all thought and taste for what is within,

the thought and the taste of being oneself, myself,

and the thought of having renounced all thought,

and the taste of having renounced every taste...

Then only the lows springs up and blooms, its leaves in contact with

Mmm.yunwwuwd:mdﬂwnmcboummemdﬁnkduply of its
nectar.
Vanya went on to think of all the devotees who had so often prostrated
before him, including that very evening in the mandapa of the temple—as
il the robe which he wore made himself the very sign, linga, of the
mystery expressed both in the glorious linga of fire on the crest of
Arunfichala and in the humble stone linga hidden in the sanctuary of this
village temple:
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Shiva prostrate before Shiva,
Shiva holding out his gracious hands to Shiva,
all the fifa of Shiva...
and equally the galaxics revolving about cach other in infinite
space,
and the electrons which dance, disperse and reunite, at the hean
of the alom,
and the protons in the nucleus which split and explode,
and the people who blow up the earth by reuniting them—
all that, the Iili of Shiva and his linga—
and the fathers and the mothers and the children,
and all the different nations,
and man become one with woman, Shiva-Pirvali...
He then dreamt that someone was asking his name, that he was refusing
to tell it, that the other insisted, and that finally he said:
Who are you that ask my name?
Who am 1, of whom you ask it?
What is the meaning of this request?
Is not everything the Iild of the Lord—
you and I, and all that we say?
the mystery of his appearing
in the very depth of the Self,
OoM!

6 The Shrine in the Jungle

AnouT five o'clock in the morning the siren sounded from Tirukoyilur.
Vanya rose and went to the temple well, where he sluiced himself down
with plenty of cold water. He had only just retumed when Kailasanadar
arrived, opened the doors of the sanctuary and lit the oil lamps in readiness
for the moming worship.

The priest came up 1o his guest, holding in one hand his box of ash, and
with the other vigorously rubbing some of the ash on his forehead as he
sang with deep feeling ‘Tiru niru, tiru niry', “The holy ashes, the holy
ashes'.

Sitting down near Vanya, he still continued for a while 1o sing, and
then told the story of the hymn. It had been composed well nigh fifieen
hundred years ago by Tiru-gnina-sambandar, one of the greatest saints
and poets of Tamilnddu, during a pilgrimage 10 Madurai, In those days
the kingdom was ruled by a Jain dynasty, and accordingly the king wok
care to persecute the devotees of Shiva unmercifylly. One day the heir
apparent fell ill and the doctors despaired of saving his life. The king then
betook himself to the priests of his sect, but their mantras were as
ineffective as the medicines of the doctors. In response 1o the entreaties
of the queen, a secret devotee of Shiva, the king finally agreed to summon
to the palace the saint who was the talk of the whole city. Gniinasambandar
arrived, went straight to the sick child, and applied the holy ashes 1o his
forehead and body, singing as he did so, “tiru niru, tir niry’ ... Naturally
the child recovered, the king was converted and expelled the Jains from
his kingdom; and once again the cult of Shiva flourished in the land of
Madurai as in times past.

Kailiisanfidar then repeated at the top of his voice:

The holy ashes which restore life,
tiru niru,

the holy ashes which obtain salvalinn
tiru niru;
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what does he fear, whose forehead is marked with the white ash?
what demon would dare (o attack him?
what foe could ever defeat him?

tiru niru, tiru niru.....

He then began to chant the tiru-pali-elucci, the superb morning hymn
of Minikka Vasagar. This is the special hymn sung by Tamil Shaivites
at the moment when the created world awakes, looking forward to the
rising of the sun. It is a fervent appeal to Shiva that he also may graciously
arise in the midst of his temple and reveal his glory and grace in the hearts
of those who love him.

Al this point he told Vanya the story of this Miinikka Viaisagar, the proud
official of another king of Madurai, some centuries later. One day, when
he was on his way, dressed in splendid robes, 1 fulfil some mission for
his lord, he happened to pass near the temple of Perunturai. There, seated
under a banyan tree, was a holy man preaching. The fine official got down
from his palanquin and joined the crowd who were listening. Soon he
could restrain himself no longer. With hands joined above his head, he
made the pradakshina round the guru and fell at his feet, ttally forgetful
of his own rank and dignity—and equally of the commission entrusted 1o
him by the king. There and then he discarded his jewels and silken
garments, abandoned his palanquin and sérvants, and set off as a beggar,
wandering from temple 10 temple, and everywhere singing the praises of
Shiva, the God Beloved of mankind. This is just one example of the fila
of Shivain the Tamil country, where he so often manifested himself—here
as a beggar, there as a teacher of wisdom—to draw to himself the hearts
of his chosen ones!

Kailisaniidar soon left his friend in order to perform the ceremonies of
the sandhyavandana—his bath at the well, the ritual sprinkling of his head
and limbs, the recitation of the g@yatri, the offering of adoration to the
cardinal points of the compass, the application of sandal paste 1o his
forehead, followed by the three lines traced in ash on the sixteen parts of
the body. Then he went to the gmall mandapa immediately in front of the
sanctuary and sat on the ground before a low table covered with various
receptacies in which were water, clarified butter, flowers, grains of rice
and other objects, not o mention the little bell and the oil lamps.
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This was the @tma-piija, as he afterwards explained, the obligatory
preparation for every offering of worship in the temple. In fact, if Vanya
understood him rightly, it involves the veneration of God regarded as
dwelling in the human body and manifesting himself more particularly in
the five senses which make it possible o communicate with the outside
world and the five ‘breaths’ which sustain life. The human body, through
the breaths and the senses cach in their different ways, is related 1o and
corresponds with the five elements of which the universe is composed
(earth, water, air, fire, and space), with the five cardinal points (that is,
including the zenith), with the sun, the moon and the planets which move
across the sky, and with the Vedic deities which preside over the various
heavens. It is therefore an extraordinarily evocative cosmic rite which
takes place in the cercmonies and the mantras of the dtma-piija, all
focussed on the mystery of the &itman, which is the centre alike of man
and of the Universe, as the rishi Sdndilya sang in the Chindogya
Upanishad:

This same fitman which is within the heart

is greater than the sky and greater than the earth,
greater than all the worlds...

it contains all works, all desires,

all scents, and likewise all tastes;

it fills the entire universe,

this fitman at the centre of my heart,

it is Brahman itself.

Now what there is here, in this city of Brahman (the body), is a
dwelling, a very small lotus flower. Within it there is a minute
space. That which is within is what you should seek, that very
thing is what you should want 10 know.

As vast as is the exient of external space, so vast is the exient of this
space within the heart. Within it are the heaven and the earth, the
sun and the moon, all that anyone possesses in this world and all
that he does not possess, all desires. This is the fitman, this is the
Self, free from all ills and sommows, without hunger or thirst, un-
touched by age or death,whose sole desire is for the Real, the True.
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This fitman is within the heart. Serene and at peace, it rises up
and leaves the body; attaining 1o the highest light, it appears in
its own true form, the supreme Person (uttama purusha), the Self,
the Immortal, the Fearless. This is Brahman,

{Chandogya Upanishad)

The moming piija in the tiemple of the Agaram was the responsibility
of Kailisanadar's father. He himself went out every moming, whatever
the weather, 1o offer the piija in an old temple which was at least five
kilometres distant from his village, reached by walking across fields and
waste land. He would never take any food before leaving, nor would he
wear sandals or take with him an umbrella or sunshade, no matter how
great the heat of the summer sun or how heavy the rains during the
monsoon,

The income of the temple was minute, only just sufficient to provide
the rice for the daily offering and the oil needed for the lamps. The priest
used to receive as his share part of the rice offered in worship—what was
left over after the gods were fed—and, at least as a rule, twenty rupees as
an honorarium. At that time however he had not been paid anything for
over a year. It was claimed that the emple fields were not bringing in
anything on account of the prolonged drought. Like Tobit's Anna,
Kimachi Ammil, the priest’s wife, did not appreciate her husband’s
unworldliness, and openly grumbled about it to Vanya.

Kail@isanidar interrupted her, saying: ‘Do you think I have the right
abandon my duty for such a small matter? For the last ten years, day aftes
day, I have gone to the temple of Bilasundareswar to offer the pujas. And
now, just for a wretched question of money, should I give it up? It is true
that we are poor, and have only just enough 1o feed ourselves and our
children. Even so, by God's grace, we have never lacked the necessities
of life. If I refuse to go there on account of those miserable twenty rupees,
no worship will take place there any longer, no lights will be offered and
no mantras chanted—and that in a place which has been acknowledged
by our ancestors as a very special meeting-point between Heaven and
ourselves. Is that a fitting way to thank God for his continual blessings?’
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Thus it was that every morning in all weathers K#ilasanddar continued
to offer the daily worship in the jungle temple. He would leave his home
at dawn and rarely came back before eleven or twelve o'clock.

He had so warmly enthused over the site of the emple, and especially
its solitude, that Vanya asked if he might accompany him there. They set
off together, walking in silence one behind the other, along the narrow
raised borders of the rice fields, crossing streams and making their way
through thickets, The priest was quietly murmuring his mantras, now and
then chanting the hymns of Miinikka Viasagar or other saints. The further
they went in the open country, the more impressive was the silence, [t was
u solitude such as Vanya had often dreamed of and, wonder of wonders,
there on the horizon stood the imposing silhouctie of Aruniichala.

After skirting a big village on their right they finally reached the
temple. The priest had not exaggerated in saying that its upkeep left much
to be desired. The brahmins responsible for its management lived on the
other side of the river. Their devotion fell far short of that shown by those
who lived in the Agaram and their first concem was clearly for the things
of this world. And so, though the enclosure wall built of huge stones was
still intact, the other buildings, especially the outhouses, looked very
delapidated.

In the middle of the courtyard stood the temple, consisting of a large
mandapa and the sanctuary, and the corridor which linked them. Round
the wemple were the cusiomary small shrines dedicated 10 Ganapati,
Murugan, Dakshinamiirti and other deities. An old sacristan from the
village was waiting for the priest. He had opened the doors, lit the lamps
and prepared the wood for the fire. The priest drew water from the temple
cistern and sprinkled himself with it, and then set about preparing the rice
for the offering. Meanwhile Vanya went for a dip in the river nearby.

Then he came back to the temple. Here there was indeed nothing to
interest the archacologist, sill less the lover of the gaudy. Nothing but the
mystery of the dark sanctuary in which stood the bare stone symbolizing
the Formless One. Vanya stood for a long time in the mandapa, watching
his friend as he performed the pUja, and letting himself be immersed in
the Presence.
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The place was indeed entirely fascinating—the lonely emple which
spoke only of what is within, and spoke only 10 those who were capable
of listening inwardly; the solitude of its surroundings where no sound
broke the silence, either from the neighbouring village or from the one on
the other side of the Turinjal river; the river itsell, which never dried up
and was flanked by the trees growing on its banks; the outward solimude,
which symbolized and induced the interior solitude in one who had left
himself behind and had at the centre of his transfigured consciousness
only the Presence—the Presence of the One, the Alone, the infinitely
Alone. Vanya was dreaming that one day it might be granted o him (o
come back to this temple and settle in some secret corner, while relying
on the charity of the villagers for his daily food.

On the way home he shared his dream with his friend who, however,
gave him little encouragement: ‘People would be continually coming o
bother you, either o ask for prasada or else 1o have your darshana. As for
the brahmins in this village, they are not exactly pious—just sce the state
in which they leave their temple! After a few days they would get tired of
feeding you. If you thought of bringing provisions with you, you would
only excite the greed of the rascals in the neighbourhood—it would be so
easy for them 1o rob you of everything in this lonely spot.”

Kailasanadar indeed felt himself more or less responsible for this
forcign sadhu who was staying in his temple and was unhappy al the
thought of his running into rouble at that place... However he did not
succeed in convincing him, and they decided to refer the matter Lo the
guru. If Swamiji gave his approval, then every obstacle would disappear
as if by magic, as the priest himself acknowledged. However the.time had
not yet come.

Vanya remained until the following day the guest of the village and of
its temple, the guest indeed of Shiva, the Lord of Kailash, who had
graciously received the stranger into his own dwelling and had arranged
for him to be cared for on his behalf by his faithful servants.
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Thus it was that Vanya spent three wonderful days in this out of the
way village, living among his brahmin brothérs as one of themselves—
one of them, and yet distinct from them by reason of his having been set
apart, consecrated.

He had of course come across many brahmins in the course of his life.
He had met them on every possible level of human relationship, ranging
from business and social intercourse (o deep contacts with friends at the
spiritual level. He had also read much about them, but this time of sharing
in their life at close quarters came as a revelation (o him. It is one thing o
meet someone on the road or in his office, where he always wears a mask,
or even to be visited by him in your own hermitage; but it is quite another
to get to know him in his own home, among his family and in his own
village. This is especially true in those places which have preserved the
best of the atmosphere and traditions of old time, as was the case in this
agraharam,

‘When at home the Hindu throws off his mask, and you see the real man
as he reveals himself naturally in his everyday behaviour, living through
the countless details of his daily life before your eyes, from his bath and
his meals (o his prayer and his visits to the temple. There are no doubt
degenerate Hindus—priests who regard their religious duties as no more
than a means of earning their living, hypocrites who use religion as a cloak
for dishonesty, superstitious and ego-centred people who only seck o
make use of God. But, thank God, there are still many people living in our
towns and villages, for whom pride in their racial heritage is coupled with
a deep sense of their responsibility to God and their fellow men. Anyhow
these few days at the agraharam, as well as the following fortnight at S
Ginfiniinanda’s ashram, gave Vanya the joy of realizing that God's gifts
are never withdrawn. However great the number of those who in their
weakness or their pride fall short of the destiny of their race, by God’s
mercy there always remains a remnant, who resolutely hold fast to his
promises and wait upon the Spiril.

There is little more to tell about those three days, passed almost entirely
in Kail@isaniidar's temple, apart from the pilgrimage to the jungle shrine
and the daily visit to the river. The villagers vied with each other in
bringing Vanya his food. In the morning it so happened that milk was sent
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10 him from three different homes. At midday people competed for the
honour of providing his meal, and in the evening once again milk, fruit
and sweets came to him from several families. People also came to sit in
his presence, sometimes during the day, but more particularly after the
evening worship. They asked few questions, as they knew he was not fond
of wlking, and besides they themselves preferred that. The monk has
nothing o say about outward things, and as for spiritual matters, he
teaches far more effectively through his life and by keeping his gaze
steadily fixed on what is within,
- Children also often came 10 make a prostration and 1o sit beside him.
Sometimes they stopped on their way back from school, still dressed in
their shorts with their shirt-tails hanging out behind. But soon they would
return, this time released from their disguise, with an immaculately white
cloth tied round their waist, their chests bare, or in the case of the older
ones crossed diagonally with their brahmin thread, the white lines of ash
standing out on foreheads and arms, and their long black hair falling loose
over their shoulders. They would talk for a while to Vanya, telling him
their names and the names of their friends, and describing their games and
their lessons. Then Vanya would make them sit in the posture for medita-
tion, the so-called lotus position, silent and motionless, with legs crossed
and feet resting on their thighs, their hands open on their knees, thumb
and index finger joined, and their backs as straight as ramrods. It was
marvellous 1o see how long most of them were able to remain in this
position without the slightest movement, without even moving their eyes.
Kailasanadar's son was one of the most faithful. In fact he scarcely left
Vanya except during school hours or meal times. His name was Shen-
mugan, the Tamil form of Shanmukha—one of the many names of
Murugan or Subramaniyan, the god with six(shan) faces (mukha), he who
the whole universe ata glance, and transcends all directions and every
point in space or time. The child had been given this name because he was
born during a night that is specially consecrated to Murugan. He was now
nine years old, and gave the impression that this temple was truly his place
and that, like his father and grandfather, he would spend his life in the
service of Shiva, the Lord of Kailash, as the guardian of his house and
minister of his rites. You only had 1o see the devotion with which he made

The Shrine in the Jungle 53

the pradakshina round the temple, venerating the various murtis, and
prostrating before the standing stone of the Shivalinga. He oonﬁldcd to
Vanya that he did not yet know by heart the mantras used in worship; but,
on the other hand, he knew exactly how o offer the flowers and to rotate
the lights in the ceremony of arasi. He had even had occasion Lo take his
father's place when the latter had been prevented from performing the
puja on account of some ceremonial impurity.

Vanya wondered how he could best help this child, so pure in heart, to
grow in the love of God. It was 0o early 1o speak to him about God
dwelling within him, so he simply encouraged him 1o sit still, to relax and
concentrate his thoughts within, He was sure that, in the boy’s open and
expectant heart, the mystery. would make itself known in its own way
without the sound of words.

One evening the child was telling him about the pey. (These pey, among
the Tamils, like the bhiit in North India, are somewhat like ‘spirits’ in
western countries. That includes devils, of course, but it also includes
*discarnate spirits’ and the fairies and goblins of European folklore as
well.) On the previous day one of Shenmugan’s friends had seen an
enormous pey on the path leading from the main road o the village, and
the child went on 1o say with an expressive gesiure:

‘Bhayam, Swimi, bhayam!* *How frightened I am, how frightened!’

*Frightened of what?" asked Vanya very gently.

*Of the pey, of course; if he sees me, he will beat me, he will carry me
off, he will kill me.

‘Is the pey really so strong? Tell me, if your father was with you, would
you still be frightened?”’

‘Certainly ng* Swami.'

‘Well then, [ n't you always have someone with you who loves you
as his own ¢ | mean Bhagavén, the Lord who is hidden within your
heari?*

“Yes, Swami; that's true.’

*And isn't Bhagavin much stronger than the demon?’
*Of course he is!” il
‘So how can you still be frightened of demons, if Bhagaviin is with

you?"
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"You mean that I ought not 1o be afraid of demons?’

‘Most certainly not!*

“That’s fine, Swami; from now on | shan't be afraid!’

Even when the temple gate was shut, Shenmugan would often appear
in the mandapa, as his house was directly connected with the temple.
Smnetimuinﬂwevaning,whcnhecmneinlihlhis.ﬁnyawouube
meditating. In that case the child without more ado would make his
namaskaram and sit down with legs crossed facing the swami, keeping
silence like him. He would then gaze at him, or rather, caress him with
his big deep eyes, Vanya, for his part, tried to see into the depth of those
wonderful eyes and, behind them, into the sanctuary of that child’s heary
where so clearly the Lord was dwelling,

- . L

On the Wednesday afternoon news came that Sri Gniindinanda had
retumed. Vanya accepted a final snack and then took leave of his hosts.

l-hlmdhmdysmfomanﬂwmainmdwhenacmm“smhg
towards him drew 10 a halt. It was Subramaniyan Ayyar who, after
bringing the guru from Siuilingamadam, had come to look for Vanya.
Very gently he reproached him for not having come 1o ask for hospitality
at his house while awaiting Swamiji's return, 'l would have been so happy
Lo entertain you,” he added. “In fact, as soon as I got wind of your arrival,
I sent someone 10 pick you up, but you had already disappeared.’

In the same way on the day before, when Vanya was coming back from
the Turinjal, he had met Sundaram, the eldest son of Sriranganatha Ayyar,
who had also invited him 1o their home in Tirukoyilur. But the Gospel
precept holds good in every situation: ‘Do not run about from house o
house; in whatever home you are received, remain there as long as you
are welcome, and accept with simplicity whatever they give you..." After
all everything that happens is all the Lord's /i{a and his grace.

7 Days of Grace

ON THIS occasion Vanya spent two unforgetiable weeks with his guru.
Tbcywedaywlpmcmdfulﬁlmml.monhmmyfewmm
hm’slifeﬂmonewuldlnum:ﬂiwcxrﬁyasmeywmm
of those very special moments when one was conscious of living at a
spiritual depth in which the whole world of outward appearance has been
left behind and one has come close to what is Real.

The daily timetable was simple and also very flexible. At.dnwn?'ou
mkywhmhbedthﬂwmwcumumwward.u‘dxmlhcnw:r
which passed about a kilometre away—though in the month of March it
was dry, or almost so. About nine or ten o'clock there was the meal. At
midday, a short siesta. All through the day devotees from ncarby or
visitors even from distant places were coming 10 have the darshana of the
Master. On one of the Sundays that Vanya spent at Tapovanam there was
an absolutely uninterrupied procession of visitors, devotees or seckers,
from seven in the moming until eight at night, so that the guru could only

o for ten minutes for his midday meal.

mﬁm;ﬁnnmamﬂmmmmyshwouldecbm
uﬂuudbymdimiplurmmamnwfmmcmwm@m
occasion of a family festival, or perhaps an anniversary, or else it was
dumlytngiwpmnflutlngmohtwdmu'sl'erver.udcvoﬂfmandu
obtain his grace in return; for gifts of food are very typical of Hindus and
DnTm occasions the ablutions which preceded the meal were dis-
m;mmsqundmmmm@.am
beside the door of the simple store-room which served as the dining-hall.
The disciple then washed his feet, pressing them with loving hands and
decorating them with sandalwood paste; next, with folded hands he would
walk round the Swiimi and make his prostration. Vanya's monastic robe
led more than once 1o his being included in these marks of devotion...
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There were indeed many things that Vanya leamnt during those days!
And at the same time he had 10 keep constantly alert in order to avoid
commilting some blunder by not conforming with the rules of proper
behaviour which are so strictly observed among the brahmins of Tamil-
nidu. Such a lapse on his part would have boen all the less excusable,
since he had the temerity 1o adopt the special garb of those in India who
have renounced all.

For example, one moming Sri Gniininanda had an English visitor who
was served with a cup of coffee. This ignorant fellow drank it in the
‘disgusting’ manner of Europeans and North Indians by bringing the cup
into contact with his lips. After that no one of high caste could even touch
the cup, not even to wash it. On the other hand, there was a French lady,
a teacher in a ncarby college, who preferred not to drink anything during
the whole day that she spent at the ashram; as she explained afterwards,
Mswmhecmmslwwasmyastﬂﬁcieaﬂyadcptudﬁnkﬁuhmq
Tamilian way, and wished at all costs 1o avoid a breach of propriety.

One day we were all seated on the ground at the beginning of a meal
with our banana Icaves in front of us and were religiously performing the
ritual of sprinkling water over them. Swiimi Gniininanda suddenly raised
his head and asked his guests: ‘Do you know the meaning of what you are
doing?" The brahmins who were present had to admit their ignorance, in
spite of the fact that since their childhood they had performed the ritual
two or three times a day and knew all the mantras by heart.

“You ought to know the meaning of what you are doing,’ continued the
guru; ‘otherwise what is the use of performing ritual and reciting mantras?
Now see; you begin by sprinkling the ground, then the leaf, and then taking
a little water in the hollow of your right hand you trace a circle round the
food which you are about to cat. All this symbolizes, or rather brings
about—at least to the extent that you care about it and believe in it—the
seiting apart of this food which is to nourish your body. In our life there
is in fact nothing that is profane. Nothing, no movement of our limbs, no
activity of our senses, is untouched by the sacredness which we bear in
oursclves and which surrounds us. Water is the great purifier. It cleanses
our bodies from both material dirt and ritual impurity, thereby also
symbolizing the inward washing which is no less necessary, Every
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religious act is preceded a bath. Which of you would dare 10 go to the
maﬂmmgmmﬂ.wﬁmmmﬁmfmmum
obligation? Whmmmmmmm.mmnmbmmdn?wﬁh
ywﬁuhefmansﬁng&uunmhoM?—nmhﬂsisnMMW
chl\inu!dwmﬂlhemumyofmspiﬂt.whichindwdlufmﬂm
confirmed by the well known exception that no washing is required when
you are returning from the temple or the river. -

“The body is God's temple. It is to the Lord who dwells within us that
we offer as in a sacrifice the food which will be bumt up in the fire of the
five vital breaths, prina. Do you not begin your meal with those first five
mouthfuls which are regarded as an agnihotra 1o the ftman? Your food is
something sacred, as is also the meal during which you cat it. That is why
it should never be prepared by hands that are impure, and still less eaten
with unclean hands. To partake of food prepared or offered by an impure
person would be to share in his sin and 10 burden yourself in this world
and the next with the consequences of his misdeed; to eat with unclean
hands or an impure heart would verge on sacrilege. That is why, as soon
as the food has been placed on your leaf and before you touch it, you daw
a8 it were a mystic circle round it with the water in your hand, precisely
in order to fence it off from everything profane or impure and to make it
worthy of giving nourishment to your body. Afier that it is the turn of your
stomach, which is appointed to receive and consume this food, w be
symbolically purified by the drop of water which you swallow. Finally
ymmhlhegtumdwhhyowfmgaalwpoimwmm&‘o?of
water has been let fall, as an acknowledgment that all material blessings
which come from God are mediated to us through Mother Earth.’

Swiimi Gniinfinanda was extremely hospitable and often drove those
who prepared or gave the meal to desperation. It might happen that fifteen
guests were expected; the Swami would then make all his visitors stay
behind and enjoy the godsend, and twenty, thirty or forty extra newcomers
would appear at the feast. One day Gnansinanda terrified everyone when
he got angry and spoke with a harshness that was quite unlike him. The
reason was that the cook, whose devotion was unbounded, but as a
newcomer 10 the ashram was unfamiliar with its ways, had not managed
despite every effort 1o satisfy all the guests. The guru refused to sit down
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and eat until everyone else had eaten, or at least pretended to have done
$0. Next day the cook came early in the moming to prostrate and then
asked for how many people he should prepare the rice. *For sixty,” was
Gnidiniinanda’s werse reply. But in fact, on that day when the time came for
the meal, there were scarcely a dozen (o take part.

In the evening rice was again cooked for the *secular’ guests. The guru
and his monastic guests would cat some of the fruit or the sweetmeats
which ladies from the Agaram or the town never failed (o bring. Sadhus
are in fact supposed to take only one full meal in the day.

In the afternoon the brahmins from the Agaram regularly used to come
and chant their mantras, as Vanya had seen them do on his first visit.
Kailfisanidar was one of the most faithful and, when there was no school,
Shenmugan never failed 1o accompany him. At the end of the Siikta and
the Sanskrit litanies Kailasanadar often chanted the Tamil hymns of
Gnanasambandar or Minikka Visagar. One evening he brought all the
materials for a very special puja which he wanted to celebrate in the guru's
holy presence. It was indeed always a joy to see him officiating and to
hear him singing, for he threw his whole soul into it. Besides, his voice
had a wonderful resonance and above all endowed his ritual movements
with a beauty and fervour that were truly impressive.

Vanya had decided, in consultation with Swiimi Gniindnanda, that he
would keep silence as far as possible during his stay at the ashram—except
of course with the guru—in order 10 escape questions and unprofitable
conversations. He naturally wanted to leamn all he could from the master.
In the darshana room more often than not he was seated right beside him,
This position fell to him by right on account of his kavi robe, but even so
asarule he was happy just to listen. His best conversations with the Master
took place when no one else was present, or else in the moming or evening
when only the closest associntes of the ashram were there.

‘When European visitors came, Vanya made it a principle to leave the
honour and pleasure of acting as inlerpreter w one or other of the brahmins
who were present. Their translation was very often in fact a distinctly
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personal interpretation of what the guru had said, and in addition, was
sometimes more than a litde confused. The interpreter would take hold of
the Master’s words according (o his own way of understanding, and would
then restate the little that he had understood with a view to adapting it 1o
what he imagined (o be the religious mentality of a westerner—which in
his opinion would be some kind of vague theosophy. Moreover the words
and expressions which are traditionally used in Indian languages 10
convey the Vedantic experience have no exact equivalents elsewhere. So
how could anyone cope with it, when for him both Christian and Hindu
mystical experience were no more than sets of undigested ideas? When
people spoke to Gniindinanda about this problem of translation, he always
answered: “How can you hope to impart wisdom and a real experience of
God through the languages of Europe? These languages do not possess
the fabdabrakman, that divine sound which, coming from within, gives
10 words their mystical significance. They are meant for dealing with
vijndina, the secular sciences, but are absolutely useless for discussing
Jnana, wisdom, the highest knowledge.’

Nevertheless Vanya did sometimes have (o translate for the Swiimi,
when the usual interpreters were absent. On those occasions it seemed o
some people that he was communicating the thought and teaching of the
Master more truly than the others, and they asked him for the secret of
this ability... In fact you have to hear the ‘word’ at a different spiritual
level from that 1o which the rational mind is limited... At all events, one
day when he was repeating to the Master in Tamil the question asked by
some foreigner, Sri Gniininanda merely asked him, *What would your
answer be?' So Vanya told him, probably quoting one of the Swiimi's
favourite Slokas. ‘Well then,” he replied, ‘what are you waiting for? Give
him the answer yourself!*

Another time a young Irishman called Peter tumed up at the ashram.
Like many others, he was touring India and visiting gurus in search of
"spiritual experiences’, as they are called. He had been a waiter in a Dublin
cafd when he heard the call of India. With scarcely a moment's delay he
had left everything and set out for the Himalayas. Naturally he did not fail
10 visit any swami or ashram along his route, and this was how he came
10 Tirukoyilur. The pious women of Tapovanam devoted themselves o
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looking after Peter, cooking his rice and preparing tasty dishes with
motherly concem. One evening after supper, Sri Gniinfinanda told Vanya
toask Peter what was the object of his coming to India. *To practise yoga,'
said the young man. ‘If you want (o practice yoga,' replied the guru, ‘then
first ask yourself who wants 10 practise yoga; search for that, and forget
about everything else, reading, conversations, travel, pilgrimages and so
on. That is what yoga is!”

The teaching of Sri Gniniinanda was actually very like that of the
Maharshi, but his approach and practice were different.

Sri Ramana never felt that he had any responsibility towards those who
came 1o him. He never regarded anyone as his disciple in the strict sense
of the word, nor did he ever call himself anyone's guru. People used 1o
come (o him, prostrate, tell him about their material, mental or spiritual
worries, ask him questions, and in return they would receive at the most
only a few words of encouragement. He hardly talked with anyone except
those who lived at the ashram or were regular visitors. Furthermore, when
he spoke, it was most often at a level where personal matters and the world
of maya played a very small part.

All that perfectly suited the pious colony which had attached itself 1o
the real disciples and had settled in the shadow of the ashram. People
came, morning and evening, most punctiliously, to have the darshana of
Bhagavan—he women dressed in the best of taste, wearing their jewels
and silk saris. During the darshana they would practice meditation and
breathe in the mystic influence which was said 1o emanate from his person.
Drawing-rooms resounded with lofty spiritual conversations and over
cups of tea people discussed each other’s spiritual progress. Sri Ramana
was oo shrewd not 10 be well aware of the snobbery with which he was
surrounded, but he never said a word about it; he never gave orders, never
interfered in the life of those who pressed around him.,

Gniinananda, for his part, did not hold with this kind of indifference.
Naturally he never prevented people living in the world—people with
responsibilities to family or society—from coming 10 see their guru,
waiting on him, seeking his blessing, and so forth. Indeed, he even
encouraged them and was not at all bothered when at times this was mixed
with a trace of snobbery. In view of the spiritual level of such people and
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of the practical impossibility in their situation of doing more, he felt that
they were doing well. However with anyone who was free from ulbtx
obligations and spoke of devoting his life 1 seeking God and the u.un.gs
of the spirit, Gnanfinanda was uncompromising. You cannot play with
wisdom, you cannot play with God. You have no right to cheat when you
claim 10 be committed to the way that lcads ln(‘rod.ledomllmldfo‘nh
on the subject of meditation, you devote yourself to it forthwith. Seeing
lhn.umewould-bcdisciplcadnﬁm.hchasmwgcntmatmmdml_wilh.
he must give up running from place to place, talking about wyuung!n
all and sundry, reading every book that comes 10 hand. Let him settle in
one particular place and devote himself exclusively to gazing umhm.,
There was just such a one ameng the regular visitors to the ashram in those
days, 1o whom Vanya, on behalf of the guru, had to drive home these harsh
truths and reminders of what is real.

One afternoon a group of people came over from Tiruvann@malai. In
the course of the conversation Gninfinanda inquired aboul various people,
including some who had occasionally come to see him. In this way he
asked for news of a certain English lady who had come o Sittilingamadam
in the previous month. He was told that she was about to set off on her
travels. Her itinerary was indeed extensive. It included the Philippines,
Japan, Iraq, Holland, Canada, and several other countries. It 1ok a little
while for Gniinnanda to grasp what it was all about. But as soon as he
got the point, his reply was scathing: ‘What, at her age! Whu‘t‘:_md'a
j&ahﬁh?Shkommmy.SMhumhnﬂymﬁhmsm
has all she needs to live. She is not dependent on anyone and has no duty
towards anyone. She comes to Tiruvanniimalai supposedly o meditate
and to be solely occupicd with her own soul. And now, lo and behold, she
sets off to run round the world! What will she get out of it? You cannot
trifle like this with wisdom or with God. If she is sincere and really seeking
mmqﬁmﬂy.shedmldmsﬁrﬁmmm:hmu
give up all idle chatter and distractions, and should devote herself once
for all 1o silence and meditation.”

These remarks were of course passed on 10 the lady in question that
evening. She was just furious—"What right has that fellow to interfere?
mmmmmmum.mmmmm
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certainly never interfered in people's personal lives. He never judged or
condemned anyone at all. That man was a real jniinil’

8 The One Essential

FOR Sri Gniindinanda, dhydna, meditation, was the one essential spiritual
practice. For him it was the royal road, the only effective way of amriving
at the realization of the Presence in one’s own depths. One who truly
wishes 10 attain to that has to sacrifice everything for silent meditation—
depending naturally on how far he is free from family or social respon-
sibilities. Having once provided for the elementary needs of the body,
food, hygiene and sleep, he should only have a single goal and a single
occupation—io practice meditation in the very depth of his being.

When Gniiniinanda was pressed 10 explain in rather greater detail what
he meant by dhy@na, he readily did so by means of short rhythmical verses
in Tamil which he never tired of repeating and adding to.

Enter into yourself

1o the place where there is nothing,

and take care that nothing enters there.
Penetrate within yourself

10 the place where there is no more any thought,
and take care that no thought arises there!

There where there is nothing—
Fullness!

There where nothing is seen—

the Vision of Being!

There where nothing more appears—
behold, the Self!

That is dhydna !

A young Tamilian arrived one day at Tapovanam. He had come from
quile far off, and his plan was to find a room in the town, to come at set
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times to receive the guru's teaching and to apply himself 10 meditation
under his direction. He explained his programme to the Swiimi, and added
that he would wke advantage of his free time to learn Sanskrit. Sr
Gniinainanda at once interrupted him:

“There is no need for you to worry about finding a room or a hotel. You
can perfectly well stay here and have your meals here. You will then be
completely free to meditate as long as you like. As for leaming Sanskrit,
listen 10 me. They say there are fificen hundred languages throughout the
world. You will begin by learning Sanskrit, then you will want to learn
Marathi, Bengali, then Chinese, and so on. Your mother-tongue is Tamil,
isn't t? You must have read the Tirukkural. Well then, do not such and
such verses (which he quoied) contain everything necessary for the
spiritual life? And besides you also have in Tamil the Tevaram, the
Tiruvasagam, and so many other works left to us by the saints of days
gone by. The Vedanta itself has been translated into Tamil. You have in
your own language all that you nced to teach you about the true
knowledge. Why wasic your time in learning a mass of useless things;
when only one thing is really necessary? If you truly want to attain to
dhkyana, far from wying 1o leamn anything new whalever, what you need
is just the opposite—thal everything you may have leamt in the past
should leave you and vanish, never to return.'

One day Vanya asked him whether a certain amount of tapas, austerity,
was not csseatial, at least as providing support, for the authentic practice
of dhyana. ‘Take your own life," he said, *your solitude, fasting and so
forth while you were living in the mountains of Kashmir; and later on,
your ume as wanderer, going from one end of India to the other. And
surely, at least for onc who has taken sannyiisa, it is a duty to live in the
poverty and total non-possession which tradition has auached 1 his
calling?"

‘Dhy@na alone matters,'replied Sri Gnindnanda.'Everything else,
whaicver it may be—apas, soliwde, vigils, fasts, non-possession—is
secondary, and has no direct connection with “realization™. The only thing
that counts 1s to free yoursell from everything that prevents you from
devoling yoursell exclusively and compleicly 1o this silent interior
meditation. Even sannydisa itself is not essential. This ochre robe that we
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wear is much less for ourselves than for other people. The kavi colour acts
as a direct witness and reminder 10 everyone that he who has taken it is
one set apart, and that therefore they should not divert his attention with
worldly talk, but rather assist him in every way in his life of solitude and
close converse with God. A uniform is wom for others, not for oneself.
The door keeper or the bus conductor would do their work just as well if
they wore a white dhoti like everyone else. But their special dress shows
everyone that they are the people 1o approach for certain things. It is the
same with the dress of the sannyisi 10 whom people come 1o ask for help
in spiritual matters. As for the policemen’s uniform, it serves o kecp
anyone who feels like committing a crime at a respectful distance and 10
make him stop and think. Does not the robe of a sidhu have something of
the same effect?”

Another time, when a party had come to have his darshana, Sri
Gnlinfinanda was repeating his favourite verse, “There where (here is
nothing..." Some of the visitors started Lo comment on it in Tamil and
English with varying degrees of pedantry. One of them proposed translat-
ing ‘nothing’ as 'void’. It was explained 1o Gninananda that ‘void® in
English corresponds to §inya in sanskrit. ‘But why, he asked, do you want
at all costs to give a name (o what, by its very definition, is devoid of all
possibility of being named? As soon as you give a name to noi-being, that
which is not, you automatically make it into some thing. As soon as you
give the place where there is nothing the name of “void”, you are putting
some thing there—and so you have to start all over again.’

Later on, when Vanya recalled this conversation, he admitied that he
had never previously understood as he then did, the Buddha's teaching
about the need for our meditation 1o be successively purified. We have
leave behind the place of thinking, then that of joy, then that of peace;
next, in more advanced meditations,we have to leave behind in their tum
ull the negations which have acied as supports in leaving behind one stage
after another, until we have passed beyond every affirmation and equally
every negation, and have entered the total silence, in which one who has
reached so far is no longer aware of being silent—since he has passed into
the idkasha of the hean, the ‘super-space’, which can no longer be
circumscribed or localized.
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Someone asked Sri Gnan@inanda if breath-control, prindyama, is a
useful practice. He agreed that it is, as do most people, but would not
identify prandyama with the technical exercises for holding the breath.
These are only useful as a preparation, by quictening and giving a rhythm
to the bodily movements, and then, as a result of that, 1o the ‘waves’ of
the mind. He wok the view, as also did Ramana Maharshi, that breath-
control consists above all in a very simple but steady attention 1o the breath
itself, as it is drawn in and expelled.

He explained this by saying: “The place from which breathing comes
is in fact identical with the place from which thoughts come. The impor-
tant thing is to hold yourself in this place which is the source of your being,
and to keep careful watch to see that its silence and purity are never
contaminated, and that you never allow yourself to be diverted or drawn
nwfmlmmmmbwrnmam—umym
cease to do—, in order 1o avoid being carried away by them, you only
have to follow cach one (o its source, plunging into the very heart of the
wave which is wking you to the shore, to find who is thinking this, for
that is the fundamental thought at the source of all thought. In this way
you come back to the place of your origin, the place in which all place has

disappeared, the Self in which all self (cgo) has vanished. Concentration
on breathing helps towards interiorization. When you follow your breath
as it returns 10 its source, you are also refurning 1o your own source.

There where the | springs up,
springs up the breath

There where the Self springs up,

springs up the thought of self,

The place which is the source of the breath,
the same place is the source of the 1.

Al the very point where the self thinks itself,
the Self shines forth.”

Among that day's visitors there was a secker afier wisdom who had
already ‘done” a good number of ashrams and swamis. He was absolutely
sincere, and also had an absolute faith in the teaching of his present gunu.
However when this guru insisted that he should make a final decision to
devote himself at least for several years to meditation in silence and
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solitude, it was too much for him. Would it not be much simpler if the

guru were to introduce him directly, ui{bymvingn'magk:.wmd.b
; Mphnudtbchmdwhichhexpotcnmuch.bymgm

mm{wmm;mmmwym?mm.
uthumphMmﬂmdeiMm'm
prﬂmmnﬁngkmmcmdmbum
tradition (he was originally a Christian) there was the case of Paul of
Tarsus who was overmastered by grace at the gates of Damascus, —But
ofmwilhmcmilwulcmdbcm;ﬂmadyuﬂlysmmdueﬂ.w
God in the depth of their souls, so that they wmnulhuldhackbymdf-
or sloth: once the veil was removed which alone hid reality from their
eyes, then with all the force of their being they sped owards the Real.

That disciple gradually brought the conversation round to the grace of
Isvara, the Lord, and of his representative, the guru. Very readily
Galinfinanda took him up:

mmmmmmammmmmmy‘m
10 reach it, personal effort and perseverance are needed, Underlying this
effort there has to be one single intention which focusses all the swength
dmbﬁn;hlmshdmswmmori?mﬁm.ﬁnﬂm_ar
ln.dtﬁngbqﬁndodnuchfulheﬂnm—thsisﬂwmemml
condition of spiritual realization.

“You must have seen those young divers at the sea-ports who wait for
wsnhow&wmmnmmmmmmglh:
coin which has fallen 1 the bottom of the sea. In order to recover it, you
have to dive straight down, holding your breath, and with your body held
straight as an arrow. The sea is the mind, manas. The waves are the vritd,
the ceaseless movements of our mind, the eddies of our thoughts. To see
where 1o dive, you have 1o still the waves.. To discover the place of the
Htman, you have to still your thoughs. To siill the waves you have o find
what is causing them, to know where they are coming from. In the same
way we have to seek within ourselves the place in which our thoughts are
born and from which they fly out in all directions. When the water has
become calm and clear, it is a simple matter 1o find the coin. And, he added
with a smile, the mind can even become so calm and motionless that it is
s if the water had been frozen solid!
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“The grace of the guru, the grace of the Lord, is the seed sown in the
ground. No one, whoever he be, is ever deprived of this seed. But is it
enough simply to place the seed in the ground? Does not the soil have to
be prepared, manured and watered? Otherwise, what is the use of sowing
the seed? And once the seed has germinated, don’t you have to continue
walering, hoeing, pulling out the waeds? All that is the effort, which no
one can shirk, and without which grace cannot do its work in you.

‘Do you make a fire with green wood? You have to cut down the branch
and let it dry. Only after that it will bumn. So the fire is grace; the
preparation of the wood is the sadjana, the effort made by one who really
wanis lo succeed.

“You should have only one goal. You make inquiries about the goal,
but once it is sighted, you don’t waste your time in inquiring all over again.
You go straight ahead in the direction that you have decided to go.

"What is the use of running about from master w master? What good
does it do to spend your time reading and inquiring about different
methods? Reading and making inquiries are like studying the map and the
timetable. If you want to arrive at the place shown on the map and in the
timetable, you have eventually to decide to take the train. It is the train
that will take you o Madras or Bombay, not the timetable. A plan has to
be put into operation, otherwise it is useless, When you go to the station
wﬂnmarku,doyouaskmcwnyfmcmqpamu—by?boyonsmpat
every signpost (o find which way to go? If you do, you are likely to reach
the station after the train has left, or the market after the shops are closed.

‘Whoever truly desires something, desires it with his whole being and
gives up everything in order 10 obain it. You know the parable in the
Vedanta: If your clothes caich fire and there is a pond nearby, you rush
towards it without stopping to think, and plunge head first into the water.
The same is true of anyone who really wants to discover the pearl hidden
in the depth of his heart. He does not waste time talking about it.

*What is the use of feeling all the fruit on a tree? This one is 100 ripe,
that one is not ripe enough. This ieaching appeals 10 me, but there is one
point in it that bothers me. That teaching does not have that drawback, but
there is something else... Anyone who is really hungry does not take long
to choose one of the mangoes on the tree and get his teeth into it.*
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The disciple at whom this was aimed, reacted with: ‘It sometimes
happens that people who devote themselves 10 mental concentration go
off their heads!”

‘If my neighbour's child has died, is that a reason for me not to get
married?’ was Gnanfinanda's pointed reply.

‘I have a field. I need a well wo irrigate it. | start digging one, and come
to solid rock. Am 1 going to stop and fold my arms? If I want 1o eat, I
need rice, and 5o a field in which to grow it, and so water with which to
irrigate it. In one way or another 1 shall take no rest until I have found
water.’

The disciple continued 1o argue: ‘Could one not simply wait for *‘that™
10 happen? When you put fruit in the sun, it ripens on its own.”

The guru was quick to reply: “There is still the need to put it in the sun.
That precisely is your sadhana.

Another time someone asked: ‘What value is there in ritual and
prayer—in hymns, or in the repetition of the divine name, japa? Are they
necessary, or even useful, for attaining to spiritual realization?’

*Far from being useful or necessary, they are on the contrary obstacles
for anyone who is following the way of jadna. They should be firmly put
aside. Dhydna is the one thing necessary, and it is absolutely essential.
Pija, japa, ritual, litanies and the rest, they all fall within the sphere of
externals, they belong to the world of appearances and have nothing o do
with the Real. To be attached to them and delight in them, to practice them
assiduously with the idea that they are an elfective way of coming to
spiritual realization is a fundamental mistake, which will prevent the
siidhaka from reaching his goal. Their only value is for beginners, for those
who have not yet heard the call of what is within, for those who are
married, who have responsibilities in the world and are incapable of
persevering in meditation. Remember the biting irony of the Mundaka
Upanishad on the subject of those who multiply prayers and sacrifices
with the object of reaching **heaven’’. They no doubt do go there, but
sooner or later they have 1o return 1o earth, so that finally they may find
brahman, who has nothing 1o do with any heaven whatever.”

*But supposing | have to perform them,” went on the inquirer, “for
cxample, on account of my social or professional duties?"
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*Then do so, simply and without being attached to them, as the Gita
teaches. You are doing them for other people, not for yourself. For you,
they are part of the world of appearance, but people ask you for them,
and those who ask for them really need them because of their spiritual and
malerial condition. Perform all the rites that they desire, offer all the pujas
and chant all the mantras that will make them happy. But you yourself
should not be personally involved; and in any case, that would surely be
quite impossible for you. Is the magician taken in by his tricks? He well
know that there is nothing in them and that all his tums are pure deception.
And s0, when you are with people who live at the level of appearance,
you have to speak to them in their own language. Anyone who dreams
that he is hungry has to eaCin his dream, even if he went to bed with a full
stomach. See how children play in the street; they build houses, buy, sell,
cook, hold weddings. But once they enter the school, they forget all about
their house, their business, their wedding. A picture is shown on a screen;
does the screen afterwards retain any wace or memory of it? So it is with
one who knows, when he has to act at the level of appearance and has o
help, according to their capacity, those who are bound o that level and
have not yet received the revelation of what is Real.

‘Only dhyina matters, When once the call of what is within, the call
of the real, has made itself heard, every possible moment should be
kept for the practice of meditation. Only when you are firmly estab-
lished within is it safe for you 1o come back into daily contact with
the world.’

Someone else raised another question: ‘Should one fast or do without
sleep?”

Gnan@nanda once again replied that it did not matier in the least. ‘In
spiritual practice nothing has any value in itsell. You simply have to see
what in fact helps or hinders your meditation. Adjust your food and your
sleep solely with that in view, though it is cenainly true that the night
hours are.the best for contemplation,’

He was asked about the different kinds of samadhi. According to the
Indian spiritual tradition, samédhi is the final stage of the practice of
dhyana—ecstasy which is enstasis, and enstasis which is ecstasy; for, at
that level, there is no ‘ouler” (ck-stasis) which is not fulfilled and com-
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pleted in what is ‘inward’, and no ‘inward’ (en-stasis) whose inwardness
does not include the whole of being.

Gnianananda explained that there are three kinds of saméidhi:

“The first is savikalpa samadhi, in which there remains a cerain
awareness of oneself as distinct, some “memory” of oneself.

“The second is nirvikalpa samidhi. In this there no longer remains either
outward or inward, either self or other. Nothing any more makes an impact
on either the physical senses or the mind. You can longer think or feel. People
can touch you, move you about, lift you up, but you remain iotally unaware
of it. It is fullness, it is bliss; fullness of joy, fullness and joy inscparably,
encompassing everything; the bliss of brahman, the bliss of the Self, the
bliss of the @man; utterly pure bliss and joy, wial bliss and joy—purnam,
finandam, piimédnandam, brahmanandam, Simandnandam, akhandanan-
dam... ' You should have seen how the Swami mimed his words, beating
time with his whole body, as his voice stressed each “Enandam !

*Even more exalted, however, is sahaja samiadhi, when finally you have
reached the original state, or rather original point of the self—original,
because bom-with-the-self (connate, saha-ja), or better still,"not-bom”, for
in truth does being have an origin? Here you have passed beyond both enstasis
and ecstasy. Differences are no longer perceived anywhere. The jniini lives
in the world like every one else; he eats, drinks, sleeps and walks about, just
like everyone else. However, while others are primarily aware of the diversity
of things, the jnfinTsees them in their unity. In finding the Self, he finds himself
and the self in everything. The ego has disappearcd, which formerly came
between "him”, “himsell™, and other people, indeed, between his awarcness
of himself and his real being. Nothing henceforth obstructs the perception of
reality in itself.’

The jni@nistrides across the waters,

his head always high above the waves,

his gaze overpassing the horizon,

plunging into the limitless...

He traverses all that passes away,

his gaze fixed on what does not pass away;
in every thing he sees
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that which is beyond all,

the end of all, the source of all,

the depth of all,

unique in all,

with no end and no beginning,

He has discovered himself and has discovered all,

beyand death

and beyond time in which at every moment we are dying...

‘Bring me a fig, Svetaketu.'

‘Here you are, Swami."

*Cut it in half; what do you see 7'

“The seeds, Swami.’

*Cut one of the seeds; what do you sec?’

*Nothing at all, Swimi.’

*So, my child, what you are unable even to see, from that very thing
arises this great tree. Similarly, the Imperceptible, which is the life of all
that exists, is the Self, the Real. You yourself are that, tat tvam asi,
Svetakeiu.”

*Pour this salt into this jug of water.’

‘Tt is done, Swami.,'

‘Now give me back that salt.’

“That is impossible, Swami; the salt has gone.’

‘Drink some of the water; what does it taste of?'

*Salt, Swami.'

*Take some from the middle, then some from the bottom; what does it
taste of?’

‘Tt is still salt, Swami,’

*You see, child, you cannot find the salt in the waler, yet it is there.
Similarly you are not able 1o perceive Being, yet is here. This Impercep-
tible, which is the life of all that exists, this indeed is the Self, the real.
You yourself are that, Svetaketn.'  (Chandogya Upanishad 6.12,13)

“That,0 Girgi," said Yajnavalkya, 'the knowers of brahman call the
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 Imperishable, the Unchanging, a-kshara... It is the unseen seer, the

unheard Hearer, the unthought Thinker. Apart from it, nothing sees,
nothing hears or understands. By whom would the unique Thinker be
thought? or the unique Seer be seen ... This is the One who breathes in
your breathing, this self of yours which is the Self of all things...'
(Brihad-aranyaka Upanishad 3.8)

‘He who sees all things in the sell

and has found himself in all things,
from what would he recoil?

He who has discovered Unity,

what sormow, what illusion

can still touch him?

It moves, it does not move;

itis very close, and it is far away,
within all,

outside of all.

Thought itself can not catch up with it
nor can any of the devas;

without moving, it runs faster than all.
Knowing and not-knowing,

both alike it has gone beyond;

having passed through death,

it has attained to immortality.' (Isha Upanishad)

The mathematics teacher who was mentioned above returned onc
Sunday. She confided to the guru that she had been disturbed by the spatial
symbols which he often used.

“They are all,” he replied, "simply pictures from which we cannot
expect more than some lemporary assistance, mere pointers or signposts.
They have no value in themselves. When a child asks you where the moon
is, you point it out with your finger or a stick. But where you are pointing
is not the real place. So the Gkasha or space in your heart is an infinite
space, which does not allow itself 10 be limited or localized in any way.
So also in the sphere of the audible, you can begin with sounds or words
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which are uttered or heard, and from there go on to the OM which
underlies every sound, and then pass from the audible OM to the oM
which no ear, even the most spiritual, can perceive. The important thing
is 10 have a stanting-point, something which the mind can use as a support
for its inward quest, a spring-board from which to launch out and pass
beymdﬂumpu’ﬁcinlself.luaddiﬂunitwﬂllwlp&wmindmﬁmimﬂ
from wandering thoughts. Breathing, a sound, a single point, awarencss
of the self made as pure as possible—all these are aids, but oaly for the
time being, towards obtaining the vision of being.

‘However you set about doing it, you have to settle yourself permanent-
ly within, even if finally the very idea of this “within" has itself 10 be
nhandmed:nnmmymmunldgme.ﬂmymslmuldcmmdmbuﬂ:
yourself, diving ever deeper until at last you disappear, as the Tamil lyric
goes:

Thou who hast entered the depth of my heart,
enable me 10 give my whole attention
to this depth of my heart!

Thou who art my guest in the depth of my heart,
enable me to enter myself
into this depth of my heart !

Thou who makest thy home in the depth of my heart,
enable me 1o be seated in peace
in this depth of my heart!

Thou who alone dwellest in the depth of my heart,
enable me to plunge deep and lose mysell
in this depth of my heart!

Thou who art all alone in the depth of my heart,
enable me to disappear in thee
in this depth of my heart!’

Sri Gninananda went on: ‘If thoughts still make their appearance, trey
should be like the birds and other flying creatures which glide and move
1o and fro in the air; they should {loat in the akasha, the space of your
heart, without setiling on the solid ground where you take your smnd.
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"Mmﬁallhi:ng.yousec,iatOmnkowilhinyMa i
wmmmmmmmmm.mm”::
fmdnrdimbml.etyow“innerm“beclnsadmuhnhmly
“everyone. Keep it as strictly out of bounds as are our kitchens in Tamil-
nidu. As you know by expericnce, the place where the fire is lit and food
is prepared is the most sacred, the most set apart, in the whole house, No
one may set foot in it except members of the family or, in some cases, of
the same caste. No stranger, even your dearest friend, is allowed to enter.
He will take his meal on the verandah or in the courtyard. You should
protect your heart from contact with anything that could defile it with the
m‘;nm:ﬁyﬂmmﬂwfmily heanth."

anya the oppormunity 10 remind the of a verse in the
Chandogya Upanishad whichmmnlmuchmhim:m
That which is at the centre of the space in my heart,
itis the very same which is in the sun,
which is in the earth,
in the heart of every man,
at the hean of every being.

'God is everywhere present indivisibly, a-khanda,’ Sri Gniingnanda
continued. “The heart is the mirror in which he is seen. When he is seen
in the universe, then his form is diversified, multiple—bheda, dvaita,
Whmbehminﬂumhrmofdwhun.heismjusushcismhimﬂ.
undivided, a-khanda, without any limitation or otherness, in the non-
duality of being.

"Enter into yourself and contemplate, in the mirrar of the heart.'

Mhlmwhichﬂmpmmew

mlhﬁmﬂﬂlpﬁcdvedinit&r'dmhmhipmdrwldmm.n
what is not-myself. So long as anyone only knows himself in this fashion,
that is, by iheans of outward things and with reference 1o them, it cannot
hddﬂmhmnrmwmmum.wmuau‘ﬁnywl?
M{Mdhmm.mmmm,dm
wwmhdnghﬂmmwhidﬂm.inmmm
stimuli. It was on account of this instability that the Buddha would not
MMMDmehichmmrdingmhix
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terminology he identified with the dtman. Whoever wishes to know
himself once for all and w arrive at his true being, should aim at reaching
his “I” in its unchangeable identity and sovereign freedom. This “T” no
doubt expresses itself in its acts of perception, both outward and inward,
but it transcends all these and, in its inmost essence—the “imperceptible”
of the Chandogya Upanishad—it is totally independent of them. 1t 1S, just
uuﬁlyinﬂmabsmceofﬂlpcmpﬁmmwhmiuinﬂumhutm&d
and manifested through such activity—as is clearly proved by the ex-
perience of deep sleep, in which there is no longer the awareness of
anything, and yet the person obviously continues 1o exist. To quote a
saying of Krishna in the Bhagavad Gita, All things reside in me, but I
myself reside in nothing.

“The “T" is not truly known, so long as it is not known in itself; no
more can God be truly known, so Jong as he is not known in himself.
Otherwise I would not exist apart from my relation to the universe, nor
would God exist apart from the relation that the world has to him, This
is indeed the metaphysical problem of the one and the many, of the same
and the other, of the manifested and what cannot be manifested, which
can never be reduced to any mental calegory whatever, for precisely,
“who can think the Thinker?” Even reflex thought itself only ap-
prehends the thinker and his thought in the form of an idea, and so
indirectly. What is needed is 1o break through the shell of these succes-
sive abstractions and come to the central point, which refuses (o be either
localized or reduced to an idea.

“No one will ever reach his own self except through himself and in the
very depth of himself, as the Gita says: Gimani Gimanam Gtmand, the self
sees the self in the self through the self. No creature, whatever it may be,
can ever do more than lead you to the door of the sanctuary, invile you o
that which does not change. No inductive knowledge, not even purely
reflex knowledge can attain 1o Being in its majesty.

What is Full rests on nothing else;

it is established in itsclf, on its own greatness;
there nothing else can be seen or heard,
there nothing clse can be thought.
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That alone is immortal,

that alone is free and unbounded in all the worlds.

Such is he who knows the Frman,

he who has realized himsell. (Chandogya Upanishad, T)

“There is no question that the most effective way of approach to what
is within is to go by the “inward path”. Even so the path vanishes, once
the goal is reached. When you travel by the inward road, this “inwardness™
is still an idea, and every idea implies duality and distinction. Its effect is
inevitably to distance me from my goal, since it still distinguishes between
the “I" which secks and the “self”” which is sought. So long as I distinguish
within me the [ which is within, I am not yet truly “within"... When at last
that has been realized, then that which secks and that which is soughi
vanish together—or, more precisely, what has vanished is the perception
of them as different and separated. Nothing remains but self, being, pure
Jyoti, undivided and infinite light, essential light, the glory of Being, the
inherent radiance of self, the vision in the self of Being in itself, the
fullness of all joy, the bliss of the one who IS (the Be-ing).

“The final task in the spiritual quest is to resolve this ultimate distinc-
tion, that between the goal and the path, between the goal and him who is
moving towards it. We have 10 overcome the dread which seizes the one
who is in search of the self when he arrives at what seems to him, from
his point of view, the last bend in the road. He then realizes that he must
henceforth renounce finally and irrevocably everything in which until
then it had seemed to him that he had his existence, his being, his idea of
himself, and his self-awareness linked to that idea of himself. In the abyss
of his heart, into which he feels himself irresistibly drawn, there is no
longer anything anywhere to which he could cling and save himself from
falling, no solid ground on which he could set his foot, no fresh air with
which he could recover his breath. There is only the @kasha, the infinite
space in which there are no longer any distinguishable points of reference,
which is not limited by any horizon, which is everywhere the same; it is
no longer even an environment in which one could keep his place—rather,
it has carried off into its boundless infinity and solitude the one who tried
to keep his place in it... As the Upanishads often say, we have relentlessly
to cut that “last knot of the heant”, hridaya-granthi, that attachment which
binds the Self 10 temporal and material conditioning and prevents it from
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attaining its nature as supremely free." This was precisely the most
characteristic teaching of Ramana Maharshi: It is the very thought of the
I, of the I as distinct from the self, even if only provisionally accepted,
that has to be relentlessly pursued, in order 0 make it flee from the light
and finally disappear, just as a thief, when caught in the act, takes o his
heels and runs away at top speed—as Gniniinanda, following Ramana,
liked 1o repeat.

“This does not of course mean that we should pursue this idea with
another idea—that would merely be to play the game of this specious and
fleeting L. It is not a question of trying to persuade oneself that differences
do not exist, that no one is ever bound by anything, that the dtman is the
inner dimension of every being. All that is merely a matter of thought and
imagination. When we take that line, it is like walking indefinitely round
and round the mountain, instead of taking the steep path which alone will
lead 1o the summit. The popular manuals of Vedinta ofien advise the
sidhaka 1o think: “I am the cternal, the non-bom, the non-dual, unlimited
awareness, infinite bliss.” But all that is quite beside the point; indeed, it
isabsolutely false at the level of awareness which the siidhaka has reached.
Setting aside any idea of the “I”, he should be reaching towards the
intuition of the cternal, the non-born and the rest, and no idea will ever
lead to this intuition. Reflection will never yicld this truth, and yet only
this truth gives salvation. The truth cannot come {rom outside or from
within through mental effort. It quite simply springs up from the depth of
one’s being. It is the dawning of Light in the Glory of Being, arising in
the heart,

'However that is only perceived as dawning in the moment of ex-
periencing it; for, in the very experience of this dawn it becomes clear that
there never was and never will be the dawning of Being, either in the Self
or in beings. In the Self, as indeed in everything, at every point of space
and at every point of time, and equally beyond space and beyond time,
Being simply IS. The sun too only rises for those who go to meet it.

The sun has reached its zenith,

it will never again set or rise,

all alone it stands at the centre of all...
It has never set and never risen

for him who knows...
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Night is the same as day in the world of Brahman,
light unending...
Between this world and the other
the {itman is the dam,
the bridge which leads to immortality,
but nothing from this world crosses over it,
neither death nor evil nor good nor sorrow,
nor anything that is transitory...
(Chandogya Upanishad3.11;8.4)

“The direct method of realizing this is the practice of dhyana,based on
faith in the gury, in deeper and deeper silence of mind and the senses.

*I have to abandon the thought that it is “T” who experience the Self
und has the darshana of the auman.

*I have to abandon the thought that it is “1" who have the joy of secing
und possessing God.

*There is no longer a joy of his own for anyone who has come to the
vision of being and who contemplates the inner light. For there is no more
an “I" 1o enjoy and rejoice in—or equally to suffer from—anything
whatever. There is only a single joy, the Joy of Being, the joy of Being in
liself, “God all in all” in himself.'

One day Gnininanda summed all this up for Vanya in a verse of his
own:

When I entered into Thy depth,
Oh! what happened 1o me?
Oh! what happened 1o Thee?

‘When I entered into Thy depth,
there remained no longer either Thou or 1!
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ONE moming Vanya awoke about four o'clock and heard a conversation
already going strong in the main hall. This meant that people were already
speaking with Gnaniinanda. He got up al once, so as nol (0 miss the
opportunity. However, as he strained his ears and tried to calch a few
snatches of the conversation, he realized that the Swami’s voice could
rarely be heard. It did not take him long to recognize two brahmins from
Kumbakonam, disciples of the Shankaricharya of that place, who had
arrived at Tapovanam the previous evening. On the pretext of conversing
with the Swami they were simply showing off their Vedantic learning 1o
their own great satisfaction. ‘What is the use of going to hear those
chatterboxes?’ thought Vanya. He sat down again and meditated alone in
his little room,

Two hours later, after his bath, he went up 10 Gniinfinanda and made
his morning namaskaram. The guru said to him: *You did not join us this
moming? It was splendid: all the philosophy one could desire—highbrow
discussions on the dtman and brahman!"

Vanya replied, *1 was well aware of what was happening, and for that
very reason, after thinking for a moment of coming to listen, | preferred
to remain by myself and meditate in silence.’

‘How wise of you!' said the Swaimi. "All these discussions about
wisdom and the so-called knowledge of brahman are just so much hot air,
Dhyiina alone leads to the dtman which is brahman. All the rest is merely
a childish game.’

There were certainly a good many aspects of Sri Gniindinanda's style
of life which Vanya found hard to understand. His idea of the true jniini
was naturally derived from Ramana Maharshi, whose darshana he had
once or twice during the last year of his life. In those days Ramana usually
sat without moving on his couch, apparently indifferent 1o what was
happening around him, enveloped in a kind of liturgical atmosphere.
Gnaninanda, on the other hand, seemed incapable of remaining still. He
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concerned himself directly—to0 directly, in Vanya's opinion—with the
construction work that was going on at that time in the ashram. He allowed
people to chatter as much as they liked in his presence, and gave every
sign of being interested in what they said. There were aiso plenty of other
things which jarred on our European sadhu. Moreover, not all the visitors
were as favourably impressed as he was. There were some who thought
they could discern on the guru's face at least a trace of satisfaction when
a car turned in and stopped at the gate, especially if someone with a white
face got down from it. Others also criticized him for accepting without
protest the various legends about his age, his past life, and so on.

Novertheless, whatever may have been the thoughts at opportune or
inopportune moments which passed through Vanya's head, even so when
he came, moming and evening, (o pay his respects to the Master, and
above all when, alone with him, he listened 1o his words, he could not help
fecling convinced that this man was truly the guru of whom he had for so
long dreamed, the one who would enable him to clear the crest, if only he
was ready to surrender himself 1o him with unquestioning faith. It was as
if they were communicating with each other at a very deep level. The
guru’s words aroused echoes within him as no other man's words had ever
done. It was ‘as if, deep in Vanya's heant, profound secrets were then
coming into view, secrets which seemed (o be buried in hitherto undis-
covered depths. What the guru said vibrated throughout his whole being
and set off overtones which were quite wonderful.,

In addition, Gniininanda’s whole personality radiated a wonderfully
pure and tender love, a love which was totally given 1o each and yet was
the same for all. So the joy of feeling oneself loved by him carried with
it a high degree of detachment; for we all dream of being loved with a
distinct and preferential love. But his love enveloped each one at the same
time as il uniquely. You felt that for him all distinction, bheda, was
annulled and had vanished. In each disciple it was as if he directly
perceived his truest personality, the Self alone, the itman.

All this will doubtless seem pure paradox o those who do not know
the secret of the highest wisdom, jadna, and even more 1o thoso—
European and Indian alike—whose minds are cluttered up with ready-
made ideas of which they are naively proud. No philosophy indeed will
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ever succeed in explaining or understanding the continued existence of
personality at the very heart of the experience of non-duality or in the
non-reflex awareness of being and the self. Indian jnanis themselves,
being prisoners of their own mental categories, will often deny it theoreti-
cally in the expressions they use. However, their whole life, and especially
the gift of their disinterested love, clearly shows that the personality—or
whatever else it is called—has lost nothing essential in attaining (o the
absolute, Deeper than any awareness that he may have of it, the jnani
marvellously reflects in himself, as in a mirror that nothing any longer can
dull, the very mystery of being, the mystery of himself, the mystery of
God; and the Spirit, now given free play, realizes through him in the world
the secret works known to him alone.

Many times Vanya questioned Gnandinanda about the role of the guru.
But his replies always referred only to the definitive guru, the one who
appears at the moment of the darshana of the @tman, of the guru who is
the very light which shines from the Gtman when it is finally discovered.
“The guru is akhanda, indivisible, He is advaita, non-dual. It is only this
guru that can make you take the plunge; he appears and is manifested only
at the moment when you do plunge. The other kind is the guru-miirti, the
guru in a visible form, the one who can only show the way.'

And that is why disciples never got what they wanted when they asked
the guru for the kind of help that would spare them the need for personal
effort. The self is only visible 1o the self, and the true guru is only
‘yoursell” within your own self.

Vanya one day asked Gnan@nanda, to whom one could or should
communicaie this teaching on dhyana.

‘Certainly not to everyone,’ the Swiami replied. “You have to start from
the beginning: prayer, ritual worship, japa or continual repetition of the
divine name—in a word, bhakii. You can only introduce people to the
royal road of dhyi@ina when they are capable of it.

“Yesindeed,’ said Vanya: ‘but my question is just this: Who are capable
of it? What are the signs by which you can recognize those who should
be invited to commit themselves to that path?’

“The shopkeeper must be able to recognize the things he is selling. If
he cannot distinguish pepper coms from mustard seeds, or rice from
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millet, what is the use of his having a shop? Both salesman and customer
would be bound to suffer. It is the same with the guru. He must be capable
of discerning what is suitable for each disciple. If not, why does he meddle
in such things?

‘Now I am going to explain to you what a guru is,' he continued.
*Suppose you are following a road, going straight ahead beside a river.
Suddenly you find yourself face to face with a sheer cliff. No way out. On
either side the road is blocked. There is nothing for it but o start climbing.
But the cliff is so steep that you are unable to do this. You try and try, but
every time you fall back. Then you shout and call for help: appa, amma,
appa, amma, Daddy, Mummy! just like children do. That is bhakti, the
way of devotion, when you call upon the Lord who can do everything.
Then, while you are crying out and bemoaning your fate, you suddenly
realize that something has brushed past you. You look round. It is a rope,
which has been let down to you from the top of the cliff. There is someone
up above you, someone who has already reached the top. He is holding
one end of the rope. He shouts down: “Hang on to it, hold tight |" He is
the guru. All you have to do is take a good grip and, whatever happens,
not let go—sraddha, faith... But the guru must have sturdy arms and a
strong back, or else the disciple’s weight will drag him down, and both
will come a cropper,’ he added with a smile,

Vanya interrupted him, saying: ‘But, Swamiji, you are always telling
me that the guru only appears at the moment when the dtman has finally
been discerned.”

“Yes, of course; that is the jn@na-guru, the Gtma-guru, who then reveals
everything. He says, Look, see!—and then all is seen, and there no longer
remains either disciple or guru... only the one who deep down utters the
tat tvam asi, Thou art That. The other guru of whom we are speaking is
the karana-guru, the instrumental guru, in whom the real guru begins o
take shape as the disciple becomes awake.'

Another time he said: *God has four kinds of client. The first are those
who from time to time wake up from their sleep, think about him for a
moment, murmur “Lord, Lord”, and in no time forget about him and fall
asleep again.
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“The second are genuinely pious. They visit temples, offer pujas, take
part in pilgrimage after pilgrimage, sing hymns, practice japa, minister to
sadhus—but it is all done with a view to obtaining material blessings, like
health, wealth, or social position,

“The third kind are the true bhakias. They do all that the second kind do,
but they do it purely in the hope of obtaining spiritual blessings. Nothing elso
in this world is of interest o them. They only want God, and God alone.

‘Finally there are those who no longer pray or ask God for anything—
not even for God himself. They have no concern even for God himself.
These are the jnanis.’'

“But if that is so, Swami,” asked Vanya ,"then what difference is there
between the jnani and the ndstika, an atheist or materialist? He also has
no desire or need for God.'

“There is none the less a difference, and an important one,” he replied.
“The difference is that the jadni has no desire, cither for God or for
anything else at all, while the nfistika wants everything except God!

“There are the people who want everything except God, others who
want everything and also God, others who want only God, and yet others
who, having recognized themselves in God, are no longer capable of any
desire, even for God.”

Those who no longer have any desire,
who are freed from all desire,

whose every desire has been fulfilled,
whose sole desire is for the Self;

those whose hearts have been set free
from all the desires which dwell there,
who have become immortal,

who have attained (o brahman;

those in whom have been cut
all the knots of the heart here on earth!

(Brihad-aranyaka-upanishad 4 4.6,7, Katha Up.6.14,15)

The desires referred to here are by no means abstract or imaginary, but
the very concrete and particular desires which at every moment beset the
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human heart: the desire for a caress or for a good meal, the desire to meet
a friend or read a book, the desire 1o enjoy a marvellous *heaven’...

Another of Vanya's questions was whether the jn@ini is still has an
awareness of his sharira. The Indian word sharira refers 0 everything
in us which is not the fitman (at least as a preliminary definition, and 1o
avoid falling into the western distinction between the material body and
@ spiritual mind). Sharira includes both body and mind together, the
mental facultics as well as the bodily senses. As for the Tamil word,
here translated as ‘awarcness’, its precise meaning is ‘memory’,
‘recollection’.

*Yes, he does have that awareness,’ replied Gnand@nanda, “but in the
ftman, whereas other people have the recollection of themselves in their
mind, their manas. In addition, the jnani’s recollection in the tman is of
all beings. In fact his sharira is no longer peculiarly his own. Nothing
belongs to him—but at the same time there is nothing that is not his.

*“The same prana, breath of life, permeates all beings, In the same way
the Btman is everywhere, and everywhere it is uniquely itself. The jnd@ini
breathes this “*breath’, inhaling and exhaling it in each created being.
Nowhere is there any difference. Everything is felt by him as “*hisown’"."

Vanya then raised the difficult question; *"Why does the jniini always
act well?’

No sooner had he asked the question than his mind clearly told him the
answer. The reason is that in the jnani all ahamkara, all centering-on-
oneself-in-isolation, all egotism, has disappeared. And egotism is truly
the root of all sin.

However, the guru replicd with the traditional paradox: “For the jniini
there is no longer virtue or sin, good deeds or evil deeds. Sin, virwe, good,
evil, are all matters which concern the sharira, the ahamikara, the con-
sciousness of oneself-in-isolation. Differences and contradictions only
appear 1o those who see duality. Whereas the jnani is aware of things only
in the non-duality of the @tman. So in an awareness like his, on what could
the perception of good or of evil be based?’

In the course of the conversation Harold, who had returned that day,
asked: ‘Some people say that reincarnation takes place immediately afier
death. Others maintain that the discarnate soul has to remain in that
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condition for a hundred, five hundred, a thousand years, before assuming
another body. What should we belicve about this?"

This provoked an animated discussion on the subject of reincarmation. As
soon as Vanya could get a word in, he admitted o the guru that o worry
oneself about past or future births seemed 10 him a futile and indeed frivolous
occupation. He personally saw no sense in the theory of reincamation.

‘I quite agree with you about not worrying,' replied Gnandinanda; “but
even 50, how can one say that there is not a succession of births? There
has to have been a cause for our present birth. What reason can there be
apart from a previous life, which alone can explain both our retum 1o this
world and the particular circumstances of this return?"

‘Very well,’ said Vanya, “but what was the cause of that previous birth?"

“The one before it, and so on successively.'

“That is all very well, but there must have been a first coming into this
world. How can that be explained?”

"Who has ever been born?" Gnang@inanda then replied. *“There never has
been such a thing as birth and never will be—and it is the same with death.
Hands, feet, cyes, breath, all these have a beginning, and everything that
begins certainly comes to an end. But [ myself? Even when the breath
departs, does not the | remain?’

The one who knows dies not, nor is he born,
From where would he come? What would he become?—
not-bom, etemnal, primordial, for ever himself!

If the killer thinks that he kills,

if the one who is slain thinks himself slain,

nothing have they understood, either of them;

no one kills, no one is slain. (Katha Upanishad 2)

The immortal cannot become mortal,
nor can the mortal become immortal.
There is no decay, no growth,

no bondage, no setting free,

no prisoner, no candidate for release;

such is the final truth! (Gaudapada, Karikas)
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Questions and answers followed each other without a break between
the Swiimi and his visitors. Vanya was listening somewhat absent-
mindedly. His thoughts were on all that he had seen and heard in recent
days, and the problems which this was bound to raise.

All of a sudden Sri Gnandnanda began looking intently at one of the
visitors in the comer to his right near the door, and without any connection
with what was being said at that moment, addressed him sternly: *You are
busy searching in every direction—this religion, that religion, this master,
that master. Stop making such a mess of your life. Confine yourself 1o the
teaching of our rishis in the Upanishads. To them truly Reality was
revealed. It is all there. Useless to go elsewhere.’

One evening after supper Vanya sought out Gniiniinanda in order to
talk a little more freely with him, He was sitting on the big stone bench
beside the well. Facing him, seated on the ground, was a young man who
was speaking with great feeling, It scemed that he was lalking about some
people who had cheated him and had extorted money from him on the
pretext of offering pujas, reciting mantras, and other such things. Sn
Gnandinanda was trying to soothe the lad, but he repeatedly returned w0
the attack. This went on for a long ime.

When he finally departed, Vanya went up to Gnindnanda, and this is
what he said: *Hinduism is a hotch-potch of superstitions and money-
making. Everyone makes use of it to deceive his neighbour. Yet there is
in the Hindu religion something that you can search for everywhere else
in vain: the knowledge of brahman, the vision of the fitman, true wisdom!’
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THE following Thursday was ekadast, the eleventh day of the lunar month.
Tradition has made this a special day. On it many Hindus abstain from all
solid food, or at least from their normal rice meal; it is also a day when
more time should be given to prayer.

That afternoon, there was first the usual litany of the names of God,
sung by the brahmins of the Agaram. But soon, from the Agaram and from
Tirukoyilur, all the devotees of Sri Gniiniinanda who were free, began
pouring in; and from four until eight in the evening there was a marvellous
bhajan.

The brahmins began by chanting the Taittiriya Upanishad in their deep
voices 1o a very slow rhythm. The women then sang some Tamil hymns,
Next Kailfisanadar struck up his favourite verses from Miinikka Visagar.
Then Murugan Das felt that everyone should take part in the singing. He
started singing himself, and at the end of cach couplet or each invocation
in the litany he encouraged the crowd to join in. With every repetition
their fervour and devotion grew.

Some images of Shiva and Murugan had been placed on a stand in the
pandal. Before them lamps filled with oil or clarified butter were burning,
together with a large number of sweet-smelling incense sticks. Each new
arrival brought flowers, fruit, incense, which was all heaped up in front
of the images. Songs, scents, lights—it was impossible o resist the
atmosphere. From time to lime @rati was offered, a piece of buming
camphor on a metal tray which was waved in front of the image.

A good many of the brahmins who had come for the bhajan on this
ekadasi stayed at the ashram for the night. When they grew tired of
singing and talking, they lay down just as they were under the pandal and
went 10 sleep. Long after the others had fallen silent, Murugan Das
continued singing hymns and litanies. Before long, as if echoing his
invocations to Murugan, the sound of another voice broke the silence. Its

.
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rhythm and cadence strangely resembled those of Tamil Christian wor-
ship. Vanya was surprised and lisicned carefully.

It was in fact someone repeating an endless series of Our Fathers and
Hail Marys, which alternated with his neighbour's invocations of
Murugan, This went on for a long time. Gradually, however, the rhythm
slowed down, the voices became weaker, and finally only single invoca-
tions could be heard at increasing intervals: Yesuve (Jesus)! Andavare
(Lord)! Muruga Tayare (Mother)! Mariyave (Mary)!... then eventually all
was enveloped in the silence of decp sleep.

Next moming Vanya went to the well with Murugan and the others for
their obligatory momning bath. A peasant came up (o help in drawing the
waler. He was particularly concerned at Vanya's inexperience, and with
great devotion drew for him as many buckets as he could, which he then
poured over him in abundance. Round his neck he was wearing a medal.
Intrigued by this, Vanya asked him who he was. He tumed out to be a
poor villager who lived in a hamlet seven or eight kilometres away. The
day before he had been working as a labourer at Tapovanam, carrying
sand and bricks for the new buildings. As he had been tired that evening,
and in any case would have 1o return the next day for his work, he had
simply remained in the ashram to sleep. He admitted that he was the man
who had been praying aloud so late in the night. It was his custom to do
this every evening, he said, while waiting for sleep to come.

Vanya also met another Christian in the ashram. This was a local boy
who was attending the high school in Tirukoyilur, and ofien came with
his friends 1o visit the guru. Vanya had soon realized that this boy was
different from the others. He did not prostrate, and even when he greeted
anyone with the anjali, he had a way of doing it which showed that he was
not a Hindu—there was something about the way in which he joined his
hands and kept them close (o his chest... The boy clearly wanted 10 meet
Vanya, who for his part had no wish to talk to him any more than 10 anyone
else. One day at noon, however, the student found his way to the small
room where Vanya was resting. The latter made signs to show that he was
not talking. But the boy insisted, and asked him at least to be willing 1o
wrile down a few words in answer Lo his questions. Vanya made signs to
ask him if he put Shiva's three lines of ash on his forchead. The boy
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crossed himself. Vanya then asked him his name. ‘Gninapragasam,” was
the answer.

*If you are a Christian, why do you come here? Don’t you have priests
in your village?’

“Yes, but I want to learn what Hinduism is. I want to read Hindu books.
Pleasc give me some.’

‘I have absolutely nothing I can give you. Why not ask the guru?”

*I would not dare.’

*Then why come to me?”

*Alfier him you are the one here in whom 1 have most faith.*

Vanya thought it best to close the conversation at that point, and once
more, even more emphatically, referred the student to the priests in his
parish.

Two days after ekadasi came the night of Shivardtri, which was equally
unforgeuable. Every thineenth night of the waning moon is consecrated
to Shiva, but the one in the month of masi in the Tamil calendar (phalgun
in North India) which falls between mid-February and mid-March, is the
holiest of all. People say that it celebrates the appearance of Shiva in the
form of light on the summit of Arunichala. The whole night has to be
spent in pujas, singing and prayers, and on that night sleep is forbidden.
On the previous day a strict fast is observed, (o prepare body and soul for
the celebration.

It was a repetition of the evening of ekddasi, but was even more
impressive, and this time it lasted from eight in the evening until four in
the moming. Precisely at midnight, a particularly auspicious and sacred
moment, & huge oil lamp made of copper was brought in. Before placing
it on the ground they sprinkled the carth with holy water, and a young
brahmin woman drew on the ground the customary yantras. Then the lamp
was lit, and round the symbol of light dances and songs in honour of Shiva,
revealed in the glory of his light and grace, were performed without a
moment’s rest.

That night, among the guests at the ashram there was a brahmin {rom
the town who often used to come and prostrate at the feet of Gnindnanda
with his wife and elder son, Sundaram. On this occasion, however, his
wife had not had the courage 1o accompany him. Her heart was t0o heavy
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and nothing could console her, because on that very night her second son
Sanduru was o receive the solemn initiation into sanny@sa at the hands
of Swiimi Siviinanda at Rishikesh beside the Ganges.

For several years Sanduru had been in close contact with Gniiniinanda
and had served him devotedly. At that time there had been two particularly
fervent disciples, who were also very dedr to the guru. The other was from
Kumbakonam. Both of them were ready 1o leave the world for ever, if
only the master would give them permission 1o do so. One of them he told
to go and get married. The other, Sanduru, he advised to depart to
the Himalayas, in order to free his heart more completely from family
ties.

Sanduru had already been at Rishikesh for some months, and the
moment had come for him w0 receive the kiivi robe, 1o signify his
consecration for ever (o a life of poverty, solitude and silent prayer. The
night of Shivardir is often chosen for this ceremony. And so this was the
night when he would have to renounce everything that until then had been
his portion in this world, by symbolically throwing into the Ganges those
things which marked him out as a brahmin—the cord of the twice-bomn
and his tult of hair—and by reciting for the last time the g@yatri, the special
mantra of a brahmin. His name, caste and family tree would be his no
more. Insicad he would receive a new name, given by the man who
initiated him. The rishi with whom he would henceforth be linked would
no longer be the one from whom he was descended by an uninterrupted
series of human generations, but the one from whom he now traced his
spiritual descent from guru to guru through the line of successive initia-
tions. Furthermore he would have 1o recognize that the true source of his
being lay uniquely within his own heart. Whoever indeed renounces the
world before he has at least begotten one son to carry on the family line
and ensure the performance of the rites due to the ancestors, is assumed
to be doing so in response (o an inner impulse 50 strong as (o be irresistible.
He has chosen henceforth 1o live without hearth or home, without any
means of support other than the charity of the Lord"s servants, and without
recourse (o those rites which for ‘laymen’ assure their relation to God.
This can only be because he has already been engulfed in the abyss within
and has experienced at least 10 some degree the scorching flame of the
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Real, and therefore has no choice but to live outwardly also this all-con-
suming experience, now freed from every Llie.

The thought of this youth whom everyone loved was very much present
that evening, The master was delighted, and indeed a few days earlier had
sent his blessing to this dearly loved disciple, as his spiritual father. All
the devotees shared in his joy. The elder brother of the new sanny#si also
managed to do so without too much difficulty. But for the boy's father the
sacrifice was heavy. He had dreamed of a bright future for his Sanduru;
but now, would he ever see his child again? According to the strictest
tradition, the sannydsi is dead to his family, and his family is dead 10 him:
Who is my mother? Who is my brother? Even so, Sri Ranganiitha Ayyar
received most graciously the congratulations of his friends, who were
urging him to thank God for the grace bestowed on his family—for if 10
be born as a man, and above all as a brahmin, is already an incomparable
blessing, how much greater still must be this ‘sacrament” which, by cutting
every bond, is the direct way of attaining moksha, the supreme liberation,
the fulfilment and at the same time the end of all births? To Sanduru's
father, Gniininanda's gentle words and his blessing meant far more than
all his friends’ speeches of consolation or congratulation; but the poor
mother had been unable (o face the ordeal of coming that evening to
prostrate before the man who had, as it were, robbed her of her child
by revealing to him the royal road. She stayed at home, all alone, 10

The heans of fathers and mothers are the same in every clime and every
race. And likewise in every clime and every place the Lord’s demand is
identical. To those whom he wishes (o call to himself, the Lord little by
little teaches the language of the Spirit. Many and various may be the
sounds which strike the car and which God uses to make us listen,
depending on the various circumstances of our human birth—whereas
birth from God is unique, Springing from the depths God's call rises up
irresistibly, and wherever it comes, it pierces the heart.

It was just at this time that Vanya met two sannyasis at Tapovanam
who had reccived their monastic initiation at the famous ashram in
Rishikesh. One of them was full of admiration for his guru; the other,
however, spoke of him in a distinctly off-hand manner. But in any casg
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the way in which the latter came to know Gnandinanda is well worth
recording, as he told it to Vanya.

He had been living for some years at Rishikesh in the Anandakutir
ashram, when one day—later, when Vanya told the story, he could not
remember if the man had been awake or asleep at the time—he saw an
elderly sannyiisi coming up to him and inviting him to come and join him.,
The sadhu's face was totally unknown 1o him, although he had travelled
from one end of India to the other and in the course of his wanderings had
come across countless sannyasis. The experience was repeated on at least
two occasions, and Pliiminanda became more and more puzzled. And
then one day, quite by chance, he entered the cell of Sanduru, the young
novice from Tirukoyilur, and was utterly astonished to recognize in a
photohlnglng on the wall the very same face which had appeared to

*thisl]ml.?' he asked Sanduru with an emotion that can be well
understood.

‘Swiimi Gniniinanda, my revered master,’ he-at once replied.

Piirnananda naturally asked many other questions which were
answered with predictable enthusiasm; and shortly afterwards himself
came to Tapovanam in search of the guru who had such strange ways of
summoning his disciples.

The other disciple of Swiimi Siviinanda was Swiimi Giyatryiinanda,
who had recently been living in one of the temples of Tiruvann@malai and
giving lectures in different places on his master's weaching. He promoted
the sale of Siviinanda's wrilings and, wherever possible, sought o or-
ganize spiritual circles like those which under the title of ‘the Divine Life
Society' are spreading the thought and experience of the Master of
Anandakutir in many parts of India. This is why he thought of founding
a branch at Tirukoyilur. He came to Tapovanam, explained his plan to the
members of the ashram, received the guru's blessing, and set about
organizing lectures at the temple of Vishnu Perumal. Vanya heard after-
wards that he had not had much success; as his informant said, “What is
the use of all these socicties and organizations? And, in particuldr, what
is the point of seeking light and inspiration—that 100 through an inter-
mediary—{from a Swimi who may be as haoly as you like, but whom you
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do not know and who lives three thousand kilometres away, when all the
time you have right beside you a guru who is worth all the sages in India?"

Nevertheless Gayatrydnanda was an excellent man and otally sincere.
He unfortunately sulfered from acute dealness, and could only carry ona
conversation with the help of a rather complicated gadget, of which one
end was handed to the person with whom he was talking, while he held
the other to his ear. His patience was inexhaustible, and he used 1o make
people repeat their remarks again and again until at last he had grasped
what they wanted (o say.

One day it happened that the Swami was due 1o return 0 Tiruvan-
namalai, and Vanya had accompanied him on the way to the bus stop.
They were conversing to the best of their ability by means of the ear-trum-
pet and wbe. But this tme it was Vanya who had difficulty in under-
standing. Gayatryananda was speaking sbout a certain swami whom
Vanya simply could not identify. At times it scemed 10 him that he was
referring to Sn Gniininanda, but at others it was clear that it could not be
him, ‘Swami had said this, thought that, decided 10 do something or
other..." In particular, he said that *Swiimi® intended o build a hut close
o Tapovanam, because *Swami® was convinced that a given number of
days spent in solitude and meditation would automatically lead 1o the
darshana of the fiman... Afier that he spoke of *Swami® having 1o leave
immediately for Kerala. At this Vanya could not help interrupting:

‘Do you mean that Swami Gnaniinanda is going away to Kerala? No
one has yet mentioned it. When will he leave?”

‘Oh no, not Swami Gniindnanda,’ he replied at once; ‘| mean this
Swami!" And the Swami’s hand indicated himself.

Vanya had forgolten—or perhaps had not yet realized—that a wrue
sannyiisi has lost his ego and is supposed to have merged with the supreme
I—s0 how could he possibly speak of himself in the first person?

In order to safeguard the holy virtue of poverty, European nuns use—aor
used 0 use—the royal ‘we’ when speaking about their stockings or
knitting-ncedles. Sadhus also have allowed their ‘I' o float away
downstream at the time of their initiation in the Ganges, and thus arc
reduced 1o speaking about themselves in the third person. But alas, who
is it that is speaking about the ‘Swami’ in the third person?

Festivals at the Ashram 97

Whatever might have been the doubts of Pirn@inanda and the unques-
tioning devotion of the other disciple, the following story which Vanya
heard about Siviinanda in those days is well worth being told.

One evening in January, the coldest time of the year at the foot of the
Himalayas, Sivinanda was sitting in meditation in one of the rooms of the
ashram, surrounded by guests and disciples. Everyone was muffled up in
blankets, their heads covered with thick woollen scarves. Suddenly a
sharp sound broke the silence. Everyone opened their eyes and looked up.
A long knife was lodged in the picture just behind the guru's head; it had
first grazed his forchead, but had forwunately been deflected by his urban.
People rushed forward to seize the culprit, who was led off to the police
station. He was a young man from the South, whom like so many others
Siviinanda had welcomed 1o the ashram with his unfailing kindness; he
had continued to hope, against the advice of his close associates, that the
poor fellow would eventually derive at least some benefit from the
spiritual atmosphere of the ashram.

Next day Siviinanda came very early in the moming to the police
station. He asked to see the youth. As soon as he saw him, he garlanded
him and touched his feet—for beneath every form the Lord is present. He
then entrusted him to the care of one of his disciples, who accompanied
him to Delhi, put him on the train for Salem and provided for his needs

on the joumney.

On the following Monday the young brahmins of the Vedic school at
the Sri Ramana Ashram were due to come to Tapovanam and pay their
respects 1o Sri Gniindnanda. With a view 1o their visit the large pandal had
been erected, while the guru's seat had been covered with a tiger skin and
placed in front of the mats and carpets prepared for the visitors.

As the coach which was 1o bring the children was late, Vanya and the
Swiimi walked up and down in the pandal, chatting together. At the other
end of the pandal a group of (wo or three devolces were reading something
with a conspiratorial air, frequently glancing in Gniindinanda's direction.
He soon became aware of this, and asked them what was happening. At
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first they refused 1o tell him and tried to hide their paper. Gniindinanda
however insisted, and they were soon obliged 1o show him what they were
holding. It was a poem in Tamil, compased by one of them in the guru’s
honour.

‘Please read it to me," he said quietly.

This was (oo good an opportunity for Vanya to miss, and he sat down
in a place which at the same time allowed him to follow the reading and
to observe Gniindnanda's face and how he reacted. He listened 1o the
reading with his usual careful attention, but his face never showed the
slightest sign either of self-complacence or of boredom. Two or three
times he interrupted, asked for something to be repeated so that he could
mdunandilbenm,foundfnnllwilhammmummdﬁnﬂlymggeaui
one or iwo grammatical corrections—and all with as much detachment as
if it had been about a total stranger,

At last the children arrived. Sri Gniiniinanda, ignoring the throne that
had been prepared for him, sat down on the first vacant chair and then,
with his customary kindlincss and screnity, received each of the children.
These came up to him one by one, prostrated and, once more on their feet,
told him their names and family wee, meanwhile covering their ears with
the palms of their hands.

Onuﬂwhuwwﬁmwem.wmmdnwn.mweymg
brahmins began (o chant the Vedas, followed by Shankara's hymn o
Dakshinamiirti. They then recited several suktas and concluded with Sri
Ramana Maharshi's hymns in Tamil and Sanskrit.

\'{hm they had finished, Sri Gniinfinanda asked their master if they
understood the meaning of what they had just sung. ‘Oh, no," he replied,
somewhat taken aback. The fact is that it is generally thought that to study
the meaning of the texts would interfere with memorizing them. Before
anything else, and without allowing anything to distract his attention, the
Vedic pupil has to impress on his memory the words with their exact
pronunciation, their thythm and their intonation, precisely as these have
been laid down and handed on by tradition. The study of their meaning
can only come later, as the schoolmaster respectfully pointed out.

“That is of course quite correct as regards everything that concems the
Vedas,’ replied Gniininanda.* Everything about them is unalterable. They

:?_.
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are not the work of man., They are self-produced, and no one has the right
to change anything in them. They must first be leamed; understanding
will come later. However, do people pour water into a well? The water
should well up in the well itself from some underground spring. It is like
that with the hymns which we address w God. When you know and
understand what it is that you are saying, then the prayer is welling up
from your own depths. Otherwise it is like water poured in from one
bucket and drawn out with another...

Vanya only had two days left of his stay at Tapovanam. In one of his
last conversations with Sri Gnn@nanda he told him that he sometimes
experienced that condition of which the Swami had several times spoken,
which he called in Tamil a ‘slecp without sleeping’, and in English could
be called *waking sleep’. As regards the body it is a similar state to that
of ordinary sleep; the same rhythm as in sleep has taken possession of the
physical organism, but the consciousness remains amazingly lucid, a
simple ‘awareness’, asimple state of *being awake’, but without any focal
point to which this awareness is attached. If any thoughts or mental
pictures do occur at this time, they appear and disappear as objects which
have absolutely no connection with this deep and essential awareness, in
fact rather like dreams.

*That is excellent,’ replied the guru. *Butat that moment you still retain
the idea of yourself. Now that is what at all costs must go. Always
penetrate decper and deeper within, until nothing more is left excopt pure
awareness without any *‘memory " of yourself. Then the light will shine,
the @tman will appear. The idea of yoursell will be no more than a shadow.
What is a shadow? Does it have a real existence? It is the same with all
created things, the same with the world, In the light of the Gtman, all that
only appears as consisting of shadow.

*“The dtman is within you the ground of all that your body does and
perceives, of all that your mind thinks and understands. And you, who are
the tman, you are that which nothing can affect.
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*It is in the atman and not in the mind that you should be conscious of
everything. In the 3tman we should do our eating, drinking, walking,
hearing, reading, writing; all should be done in the light of the atman. In
all things the only reality is the @tman. All that exists derives its reality
from the reality of this @man. All that is seen is seen in its light. All that
is heard is heard in the pranava, the OM, which is the name of the fitman.

‘Not to know the Tiuman is the most serious of all ilinesses. Ignorance
of what is Real 15 a fever that is more dangerous for the spirit than malaria
is for the body. But there is a remedy for this fever, one that is within the
reach of everyone, It is available for everyone, 1 mean, jnana, true
knowledge, the knowledge of the self, the darshana, vision, of being. This
medicine is provided by dhyana, silent contemplation within.'

Vanya then said: ‘If the cure is so simple, how is it that so few people
make use of it?’

*Just see what children do,’ replied Gniinananda. *“When they are ill,
their mothers prepare a suitable concoction and give it them to drink. But
the children don’t like the taste, They wave their arms, kick their legs in
the air, wrn their face away and refuse to open their mouth. If the mother
manages somehow 1o get the spoon into their mouth, they just spit it all
out. Tt is the same with ignorant people who reject wisdom.

*Wisdom, true knowledge, will never find entrance into anyone against
his will. You have to want it, and 1o want it with your whole heart.

‘Suppesing one day you hear that on the other side of the river there is
a swami whom everyone praises (0 the skies. So you want at all costs to
have his darshana. You set off—but the river is in the way. There is no way
1o ford it, and swimming is too dangerous. Then beside the bank you see a
ferryman with his boat. You ask him to take you across to the other side,

“ “O.K.," he says. “But first, you must drop that bundle. I only take
men, not their luggage.”

* **Oh no, my bundle! 1 can't possibly leave it behind. How could 1
manage without my things? In it there is my food for the journey, my
bedding for the night. 1 have brought flowers and fruil to offer o the
Swiami. [ have got my holy books, which I read every day. Aller all, my
bundle is not so heavy. Look here, ferryman, be reasonable! Take me
across just as | am, with what I am carrying. T will pay the full fare.”
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* ““Whichever you prefer,” replies the ferryman. “The choice is yours.

‘Without your bundle, I take you over; with your bundle you stay here.

Which do you want?—the darshana of the Swiimi, or your old rubbish?”
*So then, when we have dropped our load, we pass over and have the
darshana of the dtman.”

Tell me, who can run
with a load on his head?

What the guru expects of you
is yourself— .

not what you bought,

as you went through the market!

Naked you were born;
only naked can you be rebomn
in the glary of the Stman!

He who loses himsell finds himself,
he who loses all finds all !

He who saves himself loses all,

and himself into the bargain!’

Finally Gnanananda repeated his favourite $loka:
‘Where there is nothing,
there indeed is everything.
Enter into this secret
and yourself vanish from your own sight;
then only, in truth, YOU ARE!"



a-dvaita
agni-hotra
agraharam
ahamkara
akasha
a-khanda
a-kshara
dnanda
anjali

arafi
Arunachala
a-sparsha
atman
avaiara

bhagavan

bhajan

Glossary

non-duality

sacrifice to (or through) fire (agni)

Brahmin village (or street)

the sense of one’s own 1, ego; egotism, self-conceit
space, the most subtle of the five elements

not divided

that which does not pass away, imperishable

Joy, blessedness

a greeting with the palms brought together, either at
chest level, or before the forehead, or above the head.
the ritual offering of light (a Name, cither circled or
waved before an image or a respected person)
Sanskrit name of the mountain at Tiruvannamalai;
aruna (the glowing colour of the rising sun), a-cala
(not moving, so mouniain)

not touched

the ‘self”, inmost ‘personality’; the principle of life
undergirding everything

descent, incarnation

Lord; also used when referring to specially venerated
people, and regularly employed by the devotees of
Sri Ramana Maharshi to refer (o him,

songs and hymns glorifying the Lord; also, prayer,
meditation

loving devotion; bhakta, devotee, worshipper
difference

religious alms

the supreme principle present in all things, the
Absolute, the Deity

the south; also, offéring given 10 a priest or gury.
Shiva giving instruction in silence (his face wrned
towards the south)
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dhotl

dhydina
diksha
gayatri

glha
hrid, hridaya
ifvara

Japa
Jniina

jné@ni
Jyoti
karana

kshetra
lita

linga
mahdaraj

moksha
mudra
miirti
naivedyam

Guru and Disciple

sight, vision (sce p.13)

the powers who preside over the cosmic order (mac-
rocosm and microcosm); personified manifestations
of the divine power at work in the universe

the garment normally worn by men, especially in the
south, consisting of a long picce of cotion cloth
wrapped round the waist and reaching Lo the ground.
meditation

ritual initiation

a mantra taken from the Rig-Veda, which is the
special prayer of brahmins

cave; used symbolically of the sanctuary of the heart
the hean

Lord; Paramesvara, the Supreme Lord; Mahesvara,
the Great God

murmured prayer; repetition of the divine name

(in Tamil, gnédna; jna- or gna- is pronounced ‘nya-,'as
in ‘barnyard’). dima-jndna is ofien translated as
*sell-realization’, ‘realization of the Self/sell”

sage, one who is ‘realized’

light

causing, effecting

(Tamil) the ochre colour of the sannydsi’s dress
holy place (originally, ficld)

play, sport; often used of the Lord’s 118, the free and
unforeseen manifestations of his love and providence.
sign, especially the cylindrical stone emblem of Shiva
literally, great king; title of respect

porch, hall with roof supported on lines of stone
columns

verse from the Vedas; set form of prayer; incantation
the indefinable state—in one sense ‘illusory’—of
the world of manifestation

salvation; final liberation which ends the cycle of
rebirth

symbolic gesture with the hand

form, image, manifestation; image in a iemple

food ritually offered



Guru and Disciple

atheist, unbelicver, one who says “na-asti”, “(God)
isnot”

(Tamil, nadar) lord

greeting, which can be full prostration

the supreme Self, God

(Tamil) title of Vishnu, the great (peru)mal.
circumambulation of a temple, shrine or holy person,
keeping them always on the right (south), i.e., clock-

wise.
light, splendour

breath (Latin, spiritus; Greek, pneuma). Pranayama,
control and retention of the breath

oM

grace, favour; a portion of the ritual offering returned
10 the faithful; any gift from a “holy man’

ritual offering and adoration

full; fullness (Greek, pleroma)

who is engaged in such exercises
ecstasy; ultimate stage of Yogic meditation; also, the
tomb of a saint

junction, meeting; the meeting points of day and
night; sandhyd-vandana, rites w be performed al
these times

sound; Sabda-brahman, the "brahman-sound”, thought
10 be immanent in every meaningful sound, especial-
ly in every word that expresses spiritual realities
divine ‘energy’ (Greek, energeia), often personified
in a feminine principle

peace

the body, including all physical and mental faculties
good, auspicious; used substantivally as a divine
name.

faith

miraculous power

verse, couplet of a hymn

Vedic hymn
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(originally) intense heat; fervour; commonly used
for ausicrities

(Tamil, vanam) forest, wood: adjective, vanya

the “end of the Vedas"; the Upanishads; the philosophy
based on these texts

Ramana Maharshi's name as a child
knowledge or wisdom

sacred design



Note

In this book Abhishiktananda described his meetings with Sri GaiinEnanda
at Tirukoilur, first in December 1955, and then during a longer stay of
two-three weeks in February-March 1956. A first account of these ex-
periences was written shortly afterwards, while they were still fresh in his
mind, and 1o them were appended his recollections of Sri Ramana Mahar-
shi and Arunachala. At this stage he realized that there was no possibility
of such a book being published. But in the early 60s friends who had seen
the manuscript encouraged him to prepare it for publication. He hesitated,
because he felt he must preserve his anonymity and also because he was
uncertain how to make the book acceptable to Christian readers. In the
two versions which he made between 1961 and 1963, he adopted a
pseudonym “Aruneya” and added an edifying preface and epilogue, a
device which failed to satisfy him. Finally in 1968 he wrote the present
version of “Gndndnanda” under the pseudonym of “Vanya™ (“forests
dweller™) and without artificial additions. When it was published in 1970,
he said in a letter: "It is different from the other books, and presents the
best of Indian experience without making comparisons or value-judg-
ments.” This is borne out by the welcome given by the Sri Gnaniinanda
Thapovanam to the English version when it appeared in 1974, In
their own Sadguru Gnandnanda (1979) they quoted extensively from
Abhishiktananda, and paid a handsome tribute to his work.

FJRESE 4/?

?

R UD GRS

(0‘;‘\ NA L’..q G(/

'S-
=5
™
A
p -y
-
Y



