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Sri Bhagavan with unknown attendant, and Lucia Osborne with

her three children, Adam, Catherine (Kitty) and Frania (Noona).
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The Quest

Chapter Two

Lucia OSBORNE

Arrival at Arunachala

ur stay in Kashmir was nearing its end in September 1941 as

Arthur’s six months leave from the Chulalongkorn University
in Bangkok was nearly up. We were getting ready to return to Siam
without having seen Ramana Maharshi because our friends maintained
that it would have been far too hot for the children to go there from
April to September. Unexpectedly we received a letter from the British
High Commissioner that women and children should not go back as
there was the likelihood of the war extending to Siam. Men holding
positions of prestige should return. One of our friends, David Mclver,
had a cottage in Tiruvannamalai and it was arranged for me and the
children to stay in it as he himself would be travelling most of the
time. I was delighted, probably because of the possibility of making a
sculpture of the Maharshi. We all left Kashmir and parted at Lahore,

Lucia Osborne was the wife of Arthur Osborne, the founder of 7he
Mountain Path. She was editor of the magazine from 1970 to 1973.
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Arthur on his way back to Bangkok, our friends on their travels and
the children and myself to Tiruvannamalai. David had already informed
the Ashram about our visit. At the station in Tiruvannamalai we
took two horse-carts (jutkas), one for the luggage and the other for
us. I did not notice much on the way not even the mountain
Arunachala as I was too preoccupied with the children, three live
wires, and seeing to it that they did not fall out of the cart and that
the street urchins hanging on to the back of the running cart did not
get hurt. There was also excitement over Frania who was nearly one
year old suddenly starting to speak for the first time and fiercely
telling the little boys “Jao, Jao” in Hindi which means “Go, Go” or
“Let go.”

Our friend’s commodious cottage was in a spacious garden full of
flowers; a riot of colours, red and yellow predominating. The first few
days I was very busy getting settled and did not go to the Ashram.
Kitty who was five years old then was the first to see him. A sadhu-
swami friend of David’s was also living in one of the rooms and he
took Kitty to the hall of the Maharshi. She was the first western child
to come to the ashram and created quite a stir with her golden locks
and appearance. She was used to being stared at and admired and blest.
There was a small table or stool before the couch on which the devotees
put their offerings but when Kitty stood with her tray of fruit, not
quite sure what to do with it, the Maharshi smilingly pointed to the
stool and so Kitty, still holding the fruit, sat herself down on it with
her back towards the Maharshi! Someone, possibly Bhagavan himself,
remarked that Kitty was making an offering of herself. I wondered
later how Marpa the Translator, the Guru of the great Milarepa, would
have interpreted it.

Before leaving Bangkok for our holiday in India Arthur showed
me a booklet, probably Who am I? or Spiritual Instruction received
from India with a picture of the Maharshi in it. The picture impressed
me greatly as a model, so caught up in sculpture was I at the time.
Perhaps this was a sort of vichara (Self-enquiry), in clay to express the
essence of the model “Who are you?” Never have [ seen a face so alive,
so serene and wise, so interesting. Even as a child I used to watch
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myself and wonder who I was and here was a book showing the way
to find out but I was not interested to read it, or simply it did not
occur to me to do so. If Arthur was disappointed he never showed it.
After arriving in Tiruvannamalai I still had the conceited attitude of
judging for myself and finding out just by seeing the Maharshi without
ever having gone deeply into his teaching.

On entering the Ashram hall for the first time, from the door I
perceived a figure reclining on a couch. Actually I did not see anything
much except his extraordinary eyes transparent like water, looking at
me. There was no more any question of judging for myself or finding
out. Genuine, so transparently genuine, was he that to doubt it would
have been like doubting the innocence of a baby; an extraordinary
combination of such innocence and great wisdom. I greeted him in
Indian fashion with the palms folded in namaskaram and sat down on
the floor among others near the couch. I closed my eyes and the thought
came to me or it had, I could almost say ‘recalled itself to me’, “There
is only God. All is one.” There was a feeling of great ease mixed with
unease. Those eyes could see through me. I sat like that for ten or
fifteen minutes. Someone told me that the Maharshi never shifted his
eyes from me and that it was very remarkable. But it was not initiation.
This happened later.

I started going to the hall mornings and evenings and concentrated
on the heart, the spiritual heart on the right side. I did not find
meditation difficult but sitting cross legged was another matter. How
painful it could be in the beginning. But I persisted.

One early morning I sat down in the hall a few yards from the
couch to meditate. Bhagavan was busy with some letters and papers
brought from the office. Suddenly it happened. What actually
happened is very hard to say. Indescribable bliss of not being weighed
down any more, waves of bliss and fear, of lightness, as if my heart
was expanding, expanding. In the midst of it I noticed Bhagavan
suddenly turning to me with a searching, almost startled look, letters
and papers forgotten. Afterwards I tried to describe this experience
and it turned out to be a poem which was surprising, as I was not
given to writing poetry and find it hard enough to express myself even
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in prose. The beginning of it I have forgotten. It was something about
my confined heart trying to free itself; like a fluttering bird flying out
of its cage into the boundless sky, into freedom void.

High, higher so near,

Over waves of bliss and fear
High, higher so near,

fly heart shrank in fear of death
Was it Life?

Actually the expression ‘high’ does not express it. It was without
dimensions or embracing all dimensions, including a bottomless
precipice or void. Nothing to hold on to in fearful blissfulness. Words
are so limited. I showed it to Bhagavan in the evening. He read it with
obvious interest, sat up from his reclining position to read it, then put
it under the pillow. A little later I saw him read it again. He did not
give it back to me. It felt very much like a near miss.

Soon afterwards the war extended to Siam, the Japanese having
invaded the country and all communications from Arthur ceased.
Not a single letter for four years. No news at all even through the
Red Cross. Prompted by me, Adam, who was about three years old,
went up to Bhagavan and asked him: “Bhagavan, please bring back
my daddy safely.” Bhagavan nodded, graciously assenting. That was
enough. It was astonishing how we did not worry on the whole.
Really strange, for someone like me who was given to anxiety and
worrying over matters of scarcely any import, watching my anxious
thoughts angrily, unable to shut them off. Yes ‘to shut them off’
like a tap, that is what I felt one should be able to do. Worrying
never helps, never changes anything, so why harbour and activate
such negative feelings?

Often the children would come into the hall, Frania still in the
crawling stage on all fours as if prostrating. Once she crawled first to
Bhagavan, then to me. He patted her saying to those around, obviously
delighted: “You see she did not go first to her mother; Bhagavan comes
first with her.” This he said in a most impersonal way. Adam would
run jumping for joy and breathing loud like a little colt up and down
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in the hall between the two rows of seated devotees, men and women
apart, occasionally stopping in his tracks to give me a brief hug.
Bhagavan looked on with a smile which Kitty described to her father
probably in the last letter to reach him from us: “Oh Daddy, I am so
happy to be here. When Bhagavan smiles everyone must be happy.”
A most amazing vital period of my life had started. P

Flawless
Ana Callam

The final vestiges of ego unthreading
themselves as he lay on his bed,
watching his flesh separate from

his breath, without flinching,

he let die what seemed dead,

and still, he watched, finding
himself perfectly endless,

the lictle i having fled,
leaving only spaciousness,
silence swimming round

in his head, and the name

of his father graven into

his chest, as he rose,

sixteen years old, and mad

for his Master, the mountain,
he took off down the road,
barefoot, just a note to his
family amidst his schoolbooks,

foodless and famished for God,
whom he thought would leap
down from a tree and besiege
him, but it had already happened,
God himself implanted in each
cell of his being, no longer boy
but divinity supreme.
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Statue of Bhagavan at Arakandanallur Temple, Tirukoilur

where He saw a jyozi (light) coming from the Siva lingam
January -

March
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Sri Ramana
Maharshi
on Self-Enquiry

CoMPILED BY D. SAMARENDER REDDY

Self-enquiry is the cornerstone of Bhagavan'’s teachings. In the following
compilation of forty short selections we present a comprehensive explanation
of the method and practice of Self-enquiry, which will be of great value
to those of us who seek to actively follow the path of jnana.

‘ x That exists in truth is the Self alone. The world, the individual
soul and God are appearances in it, like silver in mother-of-

pearl; these three appear at the same time. The Self is that where there
is absolutely no ‘T-thought. The Self itself is the world; the Self itself
is T’; the Self itself is God; all is Siva, the Self.!

Unbroken ‘I -I is the ocean infinite; the ego, ‘I’-thought, remains

only as a bubble on it and is called jiva, i.e., individual soul. The

D. Samarender Reddy has a medical degree (Gandhi Medical College,
Hyderabad) and a masters in economics (The John Hopkins University,
USA). He is currently an editor with a medical publisher in Hyderabad.
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bubble too is water; when it bursts it only mixes in the ocean. When
it remains a bubble it is still a part of the ocean.”

The mind is nothing else than the T’-thought. The mind and the
ego are one and the same. Intellect, will, ego, and individuality are
collectively the same mind. It is like a man being variously described
according to his different activities. The individual is nothing else than
the ego, which again is only the mind.?

The mind is a bundle of thoughts. But the source of all thoughts is
the I - thought. So if you try to find out who this ‘T’ is, the mind will
disappear. The mind will exist only so long as you think of external
things. But when you draw it from external things and make it think
of the mind or ‘I’ — in other words introvert it — it ceases to exist.*

Yes [the intellectual understanding of the Truth is necessary].
Otherwise why does not the person realize God or the Self at once,
i.e., as soon as he is told that God is all or the Self is all? That shows
some wavering on his part. He must argue with himself and gradually
convince himself of the Truth before his faith becomes firm.’

[The intellect is a help for realization] up to a certain stage. Even
so, realize that the Self transcends the intellect — the latter must itself
vanish to reach the Self.°

The mind, turned outwards, results in thoughts and objects. Turned
inwards, it becomes itself the Self. Such a mind is sometimes called
arupa manas or suddha manas.

Atman [Self] is realised with mruta manas [dead mind], that is,
mind devoid of thoughts and turned inward.®

Self-Enquiry is really possible only through intense introversion of
the mind.”

There is no other adequate method [for destroying the mind]
except Self-Enquiry. If the mind is lulled by other means it stays
quiet for a little [while] and then springs up again and resumes its
former activity.'
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Realisation is nothing new to be acquired. It is already there, but
obstructed by a screen of thoughts. All our attempts are directed for
lifting this screen and then Realisation is revealed."!

The ‘I-thought’ will be found to be the root cause. Go deeper;
the ‘I-thought’ disappears and there is an infinitely expanded
‘I-consciousness’.?

Without uttering the word “I”, to quest with the mind turned
inwards, as to whence the “I” rises, is alone the enquiry leading to Self-
knowledge. Other than this, can contemplation, “This I am not; That
I am,” be by itself the enquiry, though it may be an aid thereto?'?

In the quest method — which is more correctly “Whence am 1?7
and not merely “Who am I?” — we are not simply trying to eliminate
saying ‘we are not the body, not the senses and so on’, to reach what
remains as the ultimate reality, but we are trying to find whence the
‘T-thought or the ego arises within us.'*

If the mind is distracted, ask the question promptly, “To whom do
these distracting thoughts arise?” That takes you back to the ‘T’ point
promptly.”

To enquire “Who am I?’ really means trying to find out the source
of the ego or the T’-thought.'

There is no investigation into the Azman. The investigation can
only be into the non-self. Elimination of the non-self is alone possible.
The Self being always self-evident will shine forth of itself. 7

That which makes the enquiry is the ego. The “I” about which the
enquiry is made is also the ego. As a result of the enquiry the ego ceases
to exist and only the Self is found to exist.'®

There is an absolute Self from which a spark proceeds as from a fire.
The spark is called the ego. In the case of an ignorant man it identifies
itself with an object simultaneously with its rise. It cannot remain
independent of such association with objects. The association is zjnana
or ignorance and its destruction is the object of our efforts. . . . Its true
nature can be found when it is out of contact with objects or thoughts."
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The thought ‘T am this body of flesh and blood’ is the one thread

on which are strung the various other thoughts. Therefore, if we turn
inwards enquiring “Where is this I?” all thoughts (including the T’-
thought) will come to an end and Self-knowledge will then
spontaneously shine forth.?

The ‘I-thought’ is like a spirit which, although not palpable, rises
up simultaneously with the body, flourishes and disappears with it.
The body-consciousness is the wrong ‘I’. Give up this body-
consciousness. It is done by seeking the source [of] ‘T". The body does
not say ‘Tam’. It is you who say ‘I am the body!” Find out who this ‘T’
is. Seeking its source it will vanish.”!

The ego is described as having three bodies, the gross, the subtle
and the causal, but that is only for the purpose of analytical exposition.
If the enquiry were to depend on the ego’s form, you may take it that
any enquiry would become altogether impossible, because the forms
the ego may assume are legion. Therefore, for the purposes of self-
enquiry you have to proceed on the basis that ego has but one form,
namely that of aham-vritti [T -thought].**

Trace, then, the ultimate cause of ‘T’ or personality. From where
does this ‘T” arise? Seek for it within; it then vanishes. . . . When the
mind unceasingly investigates its own nature, it transpires that there is
no such thing as mind.*

Search for the source of the ‘I - thought’. That is all that one has to
do. The universe exists on account of the ‘I - thought’. If that ends
there is an end of misery also. The false ‘T’ will end only when its
source is sought.?*

You are the mind or think that you are the mind. The mind is
nothing but thoughts. Now behind every particular thought there is a
general thought which is the ‘T, that is yourself. Let us call this ‘T’ the
first thought. Stick to this T~ thought and question it to find out
what it is. When this question takes strong hold on you, you cannot
think of other thoughts.”
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What happens when you make a serious quest for the Self is that
the ‘T'-thought disappears and something else from the depths takes
hold of you and that is not the ‘I’ which commenced the quest. *

Sadhakas [seekers] rarely understand the difference between this
temporary stilling of the mind [manolaya) and permanent destruction
of thoughts [manonasal. In manolaya there is only temporary
subsidence of thought-waves, and though this temporary period may
even last for a thousand years, thoughts, which are thus temporarily
stilled, rise up as soon as the manolaya ceases. One must therefore
watch one’s spiritual progress carefully. One must not allow oneself to
be overtaken by such spells of stillness of thought. The moment one
experiences this, one must revive consciousness and enquire within as
to who it is who experiences this stillness. While not allowing any
thoughts to intrude, one must not at the same time be overtaken by
this deep sleep [yoga nidra) or selt-hypnotism.”

The very purpose of self-enquiry is to focus the entire mind at its
source. It is not, therefore, a case of one ‘I’ searching for another T’

It is not meant that you should go on asking “Who am I?’. In that
case, thought will not so easily die. . . concentrate within yourself
where the T'-thought, the root of all other thoughts arises. As the Self
is not outside but inside you, you are asked to dive within, instead of
going without.”

Some say that one should never cease to engage in hearing, reflection
and one-pointedness. These are not fulfilled by reading books, but
only by continued practice to keep the mind withdrawn.*

Disputing the nature of the Self without attempting Self-realization
merely constitutes delusion.”

Gradually one should, by all possible means, try always to be aware
of the Self. Everything is achieved if one succeeds in this. Let not the
mind be diverted to any other object. One should abide in the Self
without the sense of being the doer, even when engaged in work born
of destiny, like a madman.*
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An examination of the ephemeral nature of external phenomena
leads to vairagya. Hence enquiry (vichara) is the first and foremost
step to be taken. When vichara continues automatically, it results in a
contempt for wealth, fame, ease, pleasure, etc. The “I”’-thought
becomes clearer for inspection.??

The ego in each one must die. Let him reflect on it. Is there this
ego or is there not? By repeated reflection one becomes more and
more fit.**

The one who feels utter distaste when his mind has to move among
sense objects and who is conscious of the transitoriness of the body is
said to be a competent one for Self-Enquiry.”

Men attached to objects and having endless thoughts due to the
strength of latent tendencies find it difficult to control the mind.*

The degree of freedom from unwanted thoughts and the degree of
concentration on a single thought are the measure[s] to gauge the
progress.”’

There is Consciousness along with quietness in the mind; that is
exactly the state to be aimed at.*®

Self-Realisation will come to an earnest seeker in a trice.*

[The marks of an earnest disciple] are an intense longing for the
removal of sorrow and attainment of joy and an intense aversion for
all kinds of mundane pleasure.®
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SHORT STORY

An Invisible Force

PREMA SASTRI

e awoke to the smell of dust; acrid and all pervading. He got off
his cot, put on his slippers and went out on to the verandah of
the cottage.

Before him was a tank. People were washing clothes, raising their
hands above their heads, hitting stone with sharp slaps. Beyond them
was the sacred hill of Arunachala. Peacocks strutted down the paths,
eyes alert for grain. When not successful they screeched and tried to
fly, prevented by their long tails from rising too far. Above them crows
flew high in the sky, cawing as if in derision; yet equally alert for scraps
of food, or the untended baby squirrel.

Prema Sastri is a writer of short stories, plays and novels. Her stories
have been selected in anthologies and magazines along with works by
Doris Lessing, Isaac Singer, Paul Theroux and Woody Allen. She is the
author of four books. Prema Sastri lives in Bangalore. She is a devotee of
Bhagavan who is the ruling force in her life.
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He was in Tiruvannamalai in South India, a town famous not only
for the temple of Arunachaleswara but for the ashram of Sri Ramana
Maharishi, where he was now staying. It was a place he would never
have heard of, except for his friend, Neelakantan.

“Chander, if you are not doing anything this summer why don’t
you come with me? I'm visiting some south Indian towns, to get
material for my research on The Great Masters. It will be a change
for you.” Chandrasekhar agreed. He had not returned to India,
since he had left thirty years ago. Also, he wanted to get out of
New York.

Neelu had made an efficient itinerary. They had already seen the
Ramakrishna Ashram at Kanya Kumari, the Aurobindo Ashram at
Pondicherry, and the Narayana Guru ashram in Kerala. The next stop
was to be the ashram of Sri Sri Ravisankar, where Neelu had booked
himself for an advanced course on the Art of Living.

Neelu needed it, thought Chander. He had never seen him fully
alive. His head was generally bent over books, with peeling covers.
This was when he was not entombed in some meditation centre or
the other.

He himself believed in experiencing life. He was the vice president
of a bank, courted by many. There was talk that he would become
senator for New York. He kept company with the rich and the
powerful. There was always a beautiful girl on his arm. They did not
last long. He got tired of them, and craved for a new sensation. The
bottle was his only constant companion. He stayed awake at parties
all night, yet arrived at his office on time, turning out faultless work.
When asked how he did it he laughed. “I have an invisible force
working for me.” He did not tell them that the force that drove him
was the craving to be above all others.

He saw Neelu coming towards him. Neelu had woken up at four,
and completed circumambulation of the hill. “You must come with
me, tomorrow. You will get great spiritual benefit.”

“Not me. I like my early morning sleep.”

They bathed and went to the dining room, where iddlis and sambar
were being served on leaves. Chander was not an adept at sitting on
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the ground or scooping liquids into his palms. It was a relief to go
outside near the old well.

Neelu sensed his friend’s discomfiture. In spite of being the only
Indians in the same block of apartments in Queens they had never
been more than casual acquaintances.

Neelakantan was a professor of philosophy at New York State
University. He took his position seriously, and kept himself engaged
in research and writing. He performed Hindu rituals assiduously. His
wife, Saroja, and sons, Jagdeesh and Chidambaram, were willing
participants in the ceremonies. Saroja did not like Chander. “He is no
good,” she declared.

“We can change him,”said Neelu. Saroja’s reply was a burst of
laughter. Neelu ruminated over her reaction. He felt responsible for
Chander, and tried to include him in his religious activities, only to be
met with side stepping tactics. He was surprised that Chander had
agreed to this trip. Saroja had dropped out at the last minute. Chander
accepted Neelu’s suggestion that he take her place.

Chander was already regretting his decision .Oppressed by the heat
and dust he took refuge in the ashram book store. He bought a
biography of Bhagavan. It would help him to while away a tedious
time. During the afternoon he turned the pages, as Neelu made copious
notes.

As he read Chander was amazed. Here was a man after his own
heart. The young Venkataraman had survived a death experience. He
had left Madurai with a few rupees without informing anyone, and
made his way to Arunachala. He had followed his dream without
bothering about what people thought of him. He became the centre
of a community, which attracted people from all over the world.
Chander put the book down. It was a good story to tell at the next
cocktail party.

The afternoon was over. Above them a clear sky opened out, like a
freshly ironed bedsheet. Chander made up his mind to climb the lower
slopes of the hill. On the way was a colony of thatched huts. Women
washed vessels, goats bleated, pigs foraged in mounds of garbage. Dust
and the stench of animals clogged his nostrils. He had given up a
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weekend at a luxury farm house in New Jersey, a boat trip on the
Hudson with a Hollywood actress, and other pleasurable activities to
come here. He was revolted. He would cut short his visit and return
immediately. He turned back.

He saw a tall thin man on the edge of the slope beckoning to him.
“You need a guide.” Too dispirited to say no, Chander nodded. He
followed the guide up a flagstone path where a large boulder stood,
perched at the side of the hill. The guide waved a hand. “Where
Bhagavan used to sit.” He waved the other hand upwards. “The
Virupaksha cave.”

Chander’s reading had made him familiar with the setting. He
looked at the wooded slopes with lack of interest. Why was he here? It
hit him like a pneumatic drill. It was because of Subadra.

Subadra was the press secretary to a political candidate, who claimed
to work for various noble causes. She believed in the candidate, and in
his causes. Chander promised to help her, though he had no intention
of doing so. Subadra went out with him a few times, but eluded his
overtures. She married the candidate and dropped out of his life,
refusing to take his phone calls.

It hurt. In Subadra he had found a person he wanted, to keep with
him forever. When she left, he felt destroyed. He could not function.
Neelu’s offer promised a diversion, a road out of hell.

Except that he carried his hell with him. His parents had died when
he was a child. He was brought up by an uncle in Salem. He did his
best, but could not control his restless nephew. From Salem, Chander
found his way to America. He felt at a disadvantage, as he did not have
a degree from a leading Indian College, and was not part of an old boy’s
network. He found short-cuts to success, mostly by underhand methods.
He had no friends. He trusted nobody. He was alone. Within was an
emptiness he could not fill. He could not bear the weight of his own
thoughts. All of a sudden the torturing thoughts fluttered away from
him like pages being torn out of a book. His mind went blank. He felt
a presence near him. He faced the boulder. On it sat an old man dressed
only in a loin cloth. His eyes were fixed on Chander. They beamed with
love and approval. He felt his body being consumed by an invisible
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force which burned away the image of himself he had so carefully created.
His thoughts turned to ashes. He became unconscious.

When he recovered the old man had gone. So had the guide. He
picked himself up and found his way back. He passed the colony of
huts, feeling strangely linked to the people in them; as he did to Lakshmi
the cow and Jacky the dog, whose memorials he passed on the way.
He had thought of Neelu as an interfering bore. He now saw the
kindliness and concern which moved him.

He went to the big hall. The evening chanting had begun. He looked
up at a picture of Bhagavan. Again he saw the same gentle smile and
loving eyes. The emptiness within had become a clear space filled with
joy. He did not have to struggle for power. He was the source. All he
had to do was to receive and spread divine bliss. With this realisation
he went into the small hall and sat before the sofa where Bhagavan
had reclined for so many years. He would give up his job in New York
and move to California to work for an organisation which sheltered
sick animals. Subadra and his old associates meant no more to him
than bits of discarded toffee wrappers. Bhagavan had shown him the
way. Hell was behind him. He wept.

It was here that Neelu found him and heard his stammered
apologies for an abrupt departure. He was disappointed, but did not
object. Saroja was right. There was no use in trying to change Chander.
He was a kite without strings. For his part he was happy. He had
enough material for his articles.

They went out of the compound. A peacock took a short run and
reached a wall, from where it screamed its triumph. Crows flew
overhead in droves, returning to their nests. The two men walked back
to their cottage. A

We wish to inform the readers that the article The Ant Kissed the
Moon’ by Sri G. Kameshwar which appeared in the issue of October-
December 2009 had earlier been carried in The Direct Path, the
bi-monthly publication brought out by Ramana Kendra, Delhi.
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Maha Bhakta
Vijayam

The Pilgrimage of Vithoba

NaBAJI SIDDHA

mong the many spiritual texts on Advaita and devotion which

were kept either in the rotating book shelf beside Bhagavan’s couch
or in the small library which the ashram established, Bhagavan often
referred to Maha Bhakta Vijayam in his discussions with devotees.
There are numerous references to it in Zalks with Sri Ramana Mabarshi,
Day by Day and Letters from Sri Ramanasramam.

The Maha Bhakta Vijayam, a hagiographical treasure-trove, is bigger
in volume than either the Mahabharata or Ramayana. It was first
written in the then popular patois language of Hindustani in the year
1630 by Nabaji Siddha who was said to be an incarnation of Lord
Brahma. It related the life stories of seven hundred devotees and its
original name was Bhakta Sara. The stories were narrated by Nabaji
Siddha to Uddhava Siddha and other disciples. Later, Uddhava Siddha
wrote down the stories in a shortened form in the language of Gwalior
and renamed it Bhakta Mala.
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A certain Mahipati Bavaji from the Maratha region, in 1760,
removed the dialogues emphasising the jnana aspects and collected
the devotional stories of one hundred and nine saints in the Marathi
language, naming this collection the Bhakta Vijaya. The remaining
stories of other saints and sages were reworked in two other volumes
entitled Santa Vijaya and Santa Leelamrura.'

It was a pandit Dipdev who later added the stories of jnana in the
Bhatkta Vijaya of Mahipati Bavaji and named it Diparatnakara. Sometime
later, all these volumes were translated into Tamil by Chittoor
Venkatadasar with help of some other pundits. This translation was
eventually published by Saidapuram Umapati Mudaliar in 1864.

Maha Bhakta Vijayam relates in detail the lives, travails and triumphs
of saints particularly those from Maharashtra including Namdev,
Tukaram, Jnaneswar, his father Vithoba, Samartha Ramdas and Eknath.
The great Tulsidas, who wrote the Ramayana in Mythili, a dialect of
Hindji, also features prominently.

Bhagavan was especially fond of several sections notably Siddha-
Sadhaka Samvadam (a conversation between a siddha and a sadhaka)
which was a dialogue between Jnaneshwar and his father who sought
clarity from his enlightened son. Namdev’s encounter with a siddha
whose feet rested on a /ingam was also often cited by Bhagavan as was
Namdev’s praise for the name of the Lord.

Such was Bhagavan’s interest in the text that he carefully read it through
and proofread a small section of it. He also instructed Nagamma who
was translating parts of the Tamil Maha Bhakta Vijayam into Telugu on
how she might begin the narrative of the life of Jnaneshwar where he
goes to the forest, argues with his father (in the Siddha-Sadhaka
Samvadam) and brings him back to the city and family.

A devotee from Anand Ashram, Kanhangad, has translated into English
the principal chapters which are of interest to our readers and the Mountain
Parh will serialise this inspiring text in the foreseeable future.

! There is an English translation of Mahapati’s Bhaktavijaya by ]J.E. Abbott and
Pandit Narhar Godbole, 1933 and reprinted in 1982 by Motilal Bararsidass, Delhi.

*From the Preface to the Tamil Maha Bhakta Vijayam, preserved in the Ashram
Archives.
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Chapter One

The Pilgrimage of Vithoba
(The father of Sant Jnaneshwar)

ddhava and other mystics who play (leela) with the eight-fold

siddhis, and yet ever abide in the Self, approached the great saint
Nabhaji in the early hours, after their bath in the river Chandrabagha
and their morning ablutions. They went around him, and prostrated
to him with reverence, and said, “O blemishless jewel! Peerless teacher!
Please deign to bless us with the narration of the descent of Trimurti
and Adishakti on the Earth.”

Pleased with their request Nabhaji uttered these sweet words to
the gathered assembly, “The divine life and sport of jivanmukzas, the
liberated ones, bestows countless virtues on both the narrator and
listener, like compassion towards all beings, peacefulness, right attitude,
fruition of saguna and nirguna worship, eightfold siddhis, knowledge
of the Self, the bliss of the transcendental state and absorption in the
Absolute. There is no greater fortune than listening to their stories.
What more then can one say about the noble lives of the great devotees

of the Lord? The Bhakta Vijayam which contains the stories of these
bhaketas is indeed,

- the saviour of the world as it removes the darkness of ignorance
and bestows the effulgence of the Reality;

- the cool inferno as it quenches the fire of hatred and illumines the
heart with rays of love and peace;

- Arya, the lofty, as it bestows a guileless heart, destroying the evil
tendencies of the mind;

- Hiranyagarbha as it gives birth to Truth in place of ignorance;

- Vanamali as it prevents the fall of the jiva into the deep pit of
sinful deeds;

- Nidalaksha as it destroys the knot of ‘T’ and ‘mine’;
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- Mayesha as it casts the spell of the bliss of the Self on the jiva
(soul) who remains deluded by sense-pleasures;

- Sadasiva as it closes the trap-door of obsession with sense-pleasures
even in dreams and instead immerses the soul in the nectar of
transcendental bliss;

- Para Brahman as it removes all sense of duality and ‘otherness’
and establishes the jiva in supreme peace.

If the good fortune of both the narrator and listener of Bhakta
Vijayam itself baffles description, then how can the glory of the great
Jnaneswar be measured? Now, listen to his story with one-pointed
devotion and attention.” With these words, Nabhaji began to recount
the story of Sant Jnaneshwar by chanting the divine names of the
Lord:

O beloved friends, on the bank of river Godavari, in the village of
Apegaon, there lived a noble Brahmin by name Govindpant, who was
a Kulkarni, the revenue official of the village. His wife was Nirabai.
Govindpant had a keen intelligence, was well read in the scriptures
and adhered to the scriptural injunctions. There was no sin of miserliness
attached to him. Feeding and serving the mendicant-sadhus and noble
souls with great love was the couple’s way of life. Govindpant spent
his earnings generously and joyfully in this way, yet the lack of progeny
weighed him down.

The couple repeatedly appealed to their family deity Vithoba to
bless them with a child. In due course, a male child was born, whom
they named after their favourite deity Vithoba. The parents poured
out their love on the precious child. When Vithoba reached adolescence,
he was invested with the sacred thread. He became well versed in the
scriptures. Soon, his parents started looking for a suitable bride for
Vithoba. However, he had different plans. He begged them to permit
him to proceed on a pilgrimage.

The parents, growing apprehensive said, “Our beloved child! Our
precious one! Pilgrimage has to be necessarily undertaken by those
who are detached from worldly life, as an expiatory act on the part of
sinners who have committed unmentionable crimes, or persons who
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cannot attain a steady mind or are destitute. We are indeed surprised
that you, who have just entered the threshold of adolescence, should
choose such a course, forsaking your parents in their old age. Pray,
what kind of despondency has taken hold of you? Please enter the life
of a householder and be a sanctuary to us in our old age.”

Bowing down to them, Vithoba replied, “O beloved parents!
I have heard you often talk about the fleeting nature of life, the
transitory nature of possessions, like writing on water or whitewash
on the wall, like a ripple on the water or a cloud covering the sun. I
have also learnt that one’s youth is short-lived; that our life-span is
beyond our control, like an arrow already released from the bow; that
the life-breath is precarious and that the mind, throttling the jiva with
the rope of transmigration is ever unsteady, and that our discrimination
is as feeble as a glow worm, in the human heart. Yet, you choose to
impose the burden of a householder’s life on me. Is it possible to go
on the pilgrimage after marriage? It will be like walking on a path
surrounded by pitch darkness on a new moon night. I won't therefore
even dream of sense pleasures, let alone living with a woman.

“I cannot opt for stumbling along the rugged path of worldly
existence, losing my direction, the direction leading to Truth. Is there
a single householder who is free from troubles and travails? Trapped in
samsara, how can I dedicate my life to the guru who is the All-knowing
Witness and who leads the jiva to the Absolute? Immersed in samsara,
how can I serve the Teacher and get my doubts dispelled in the
scriptures? Even if doubts are cleared, how can I attain steadiness of
mind amidst a householder’s life? Even if mind is stilled, can I hope to
abide in the transcendental state which is beyond the three states of
wakefulness, dream and sleep? Can [ attain the rarefied state of
Satchidananda through mere scriptural knowledge? Of what avail are
expositions on this exalted state without inner experience?”

Vithoba added further, “O beloved parents, just as the quest for
the Self based merely on the scriptural studies and without dispassion,
discrimination without wisdom, beauty and youth in a widow, a
well-fed body without strength, the adornments of an unfaithful
woman, a life led without performing meritorious deeds, the austerities
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of a woman of ill-repute, worship without devotion, or meditation
while maligning the guru and japa with a distracted mind are utterly
futile; so is the life of a man who does not choose the path of liberation
in his youth. Before getting married, I would first like to visit and
worship at the holy places in the country, and learn the exalted
knowledge from noble souls. I will return to you in a couple of years
and fulfil your wish.”

His parents blessed Vithoba and said, “O darling son! Noble one
among those who follow austerities! Obstructing a person from
treading the right path or from giving charities will beget untold
sufferings. Therefore, we will not stand in your way. However gladden
our hearts by promising that you will return to us from the pilgrimage.”
Overwhelmed with joy, Vithoba made this promise and set off.

He took dips in the sacred #irthas, worshipped in holy places like
Dwaraka, Sudamapuri, Prabhasa, Somnath, Saptashringi,
Tryambakeshwar, Brahmagiri, Bhimashankar and so on. Arriving at
Alankavati, presently known as Alandi, he took a dip in the holy
river and performed japa and other practices. In that sacred village, a
respectable Brahmin, by name Siddhopant, lived. He was known
for his hospitality. He would take the Brahmin pilgrims home and
feed them with great love. One day, he was very distressed, as he
couldn’t find any guest who would honour his house. While he was
searching for pilgrims, he came upon Vithoba. Immensely pleased
and marvelling at the piety, beauty and humility of the young man,
he took him home and served him food. They spent the day
discussing scriptural topics.

Nabhaji said, “O sages, please listen carefully.” Now, Siddhopant
requested Vithoba to spend a few more days with him. He delighted
in Vithoba’s company, dwelling on the subject of the Divine. That
night the Lord appeared in the dream of Siddhopant and bade him
arrange his daughter’s marriage with Vithoba the very next day.
Awakening from the dream, Siddhopant was struck with wonder. He
thought, “My wish was to get my daughter married to such a noble
boy. Is it my heart’s wish that took the form of this dream or is it truly
the Lord’s divine will?”
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When Vithoba woke up at the auspicious time of brahmamuhurta,
Siddhopant appraised him of the dream, saying, “The Lord has
instructed me in a dream to give my daughter to you in marriage.
Please comply with the wish of the Lord and attain all felicity. Don’t
ignore the divine command.”

Vithoba was terrified. He lamented, “O what kind of fate is about
to befall me? It is like the appearance of a vampire instead of water,
while digging a well, or the death of the husband when the wife went
to pray for a child. Defying the scriptural injunction that the father’s
words are more sacred than a mantra, I got away from that situation
and went on this pilgrimage (ya#ra). But this Brahmin is trying to
entangle me in this same bondage.”

With a tumultuous heart, he spoke to Siddhopant, “Swami! You
don’t know anything about my background or the antecedents of my
family, yet you are rushing into this proposal. It is like the fate of the
rishi who left the forest for the town to get away from the advances of
two prostitutes, but was cornered into marrying the king’s two
daughters. Is it for this purpose of dragging me into the nightmare of
samsara that you brought me to your home, and fed me with sweet
puddings and delicacies? Please do not utter such words to me hereafter.”

Upon learning about the lineage, i.e. the gotra of Vithoba which
was compatible with his own, Siddhopant said, “It is guru’s grace that
has brought us together. You are the ideal match for my daughter.”
Overwhelmed with joy, he called his wife and told her everything. He
said, “O beloved woman, have you seen our prospective son-in-law?
Are you happy?”

Frightened at the turn of events, Vithoba exclaimed, “Alas! Just as
a thief who became blind when he went out to rob; or a person who
became possessed by a ghost when he went to a temple for worship,
so have I been afflicted. O Brahmin, is it fair to trap me in wedlock
when all I want is renunciation? Does it befit you to bring ruin to my
austerity? How can you thrust a bride on one who abhors marriage?
Why do you place obstacles in the way of my pilgrimage?”

“O handsome youth, one should never go against a king’s command;
one may even defy the king, but never disobey the parents; one may
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not comply with parents’ words, but should never disregard guru’s
advice; one may even pay no heed to guru’s words, but one should
never ignore the command of the Lord. Therefore, dont brush aside
my words, which reflect the Lord’s command. Without causing me
anguish, please marry my daughter this day itself and then proceed on
the pilgrimage with your wife. Please get ready for the function by
wearing the appropriate raiment and ornaments.”

Vithoba wailed in despair, “It is like smearing oneself with mud in
the river instead of taking bath; it is like getting into a quarrel with the
sadguru whom one sought to venerate. Why didn’t that same Lord
visit 7¢ in my dream?”

“He will certainly appear in your dream tonight. Therefore, you
should stay here with us for the night.”

At sunrise, they bathed in the river, and completed their japa and
prayer. Redirecting their steps towards home, they had breakfast and
spent the rest of the day in chanting and singing the praise of the Lord.
In the middle of the night, the Lord appeared to Vithoba in a dream
and urged him to marry Siddhopant’s daughter, who was a noble woman.

Becoming awake, Vithoba became distraught. He thought to
himself, “God himself is wrecking my pledge to remain an ascetic.
Further, if I marry without the knowledge of my parents, will they
not feel hurt? I will enter hell for this kind of act. Will one who has
attained heaven wish to live in hell? Will one who drinks nectar
thirst to taste poison ? Will one who has royal status wish to take to
mendicancy or a virtuous man resort to slander the preceptor? Will
one revelling in eternal bliss wish for the transitory life; or one who
knows how precious human birth is, waste his life in futile ways?
Will one who has fragrant unguents on his body smear himself with
filth? Even so, will one who yearns to abide in motionless samadhi
take to the ever-changing worldly life? Is it not said that one should
prefer to be possessed by a ghost even if it means death, rather than
by a woman?

“A bird is ruined by the call of its mate, an elephant by touch, a
moth by the glow of fire, fish by taste, bees by smell; whereas man is
ruined by all the five senses which come to him in the single form of
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woman. Our scriptures say that once a person is enmeshed in this
snare, he cannot attain release even in millions of births. O Lord,
knowing well the endless demands forced on the householder for
wealth, status, houses, relatives, children, cattle, in this perilous samsara,
am [ such a fool as to jump into this fire?”

Thus, contemplating the possible consequences, Vithoba spent a
restless night. Deciding to flee the scene, he walked out of the house
stealthily into the street like a thief. At that moment, Rukmabai,
the daughter of Siddhopant, who had been worshipping the Divine
Mother for a noble and wise husband, and was happy to hear about
her good fortune to be betrothed to Vithoba, was indulging in fanciful
thoughts about her married life. Thus she was also sleepless that
night. When she heard the soft footsteps, she realized that Vithoba
was sneaking out.

She reflected to herself, “From the moment my father decided that
he has to be my groom, I have started looking upon him as my
husband. Now he is forsaking me, being averse to marriage. It will be
sheer foolishness to lose such a noble man to deserve whom I must
have accumulated immense merits. He is trying to escape, for the Lord
must have appeared in his dream. Even if he had not had the vision of
the Lord, I have already accepted him as my husband and placed my
life at his feet. That being so, how can a faithful woman live apart
from her beloved?”

Assailed by such thoughts, Rukmabai ran after him in the street
and falling at his feet, wailed, “O my Lord, why are you sneaking out
like a thief? If you don’t want to be here, let us go and live wherever
you desire. We will get my father’s permission.”

Struck by the captivating beauty of the damsel, Vithoba questioned,
“O young lady, who are you?”

She replied, “My father has decided to marry me to you. Unaware
that you are giving us the slip, he is sleeping peacefully. I have come
here to take you back home.”

He countered, “O woman, until a girl is legitimately married, she
should look upon her parents as God and it is inappropriate for an
unmarried girl to talk to a man alone. She should live in such a way
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that even her neighbours should be unaware of her presence in the
house. That is the mark of a virtuous woman. Instead, you are acting
like a street woman, blocking the way of a wayfarer in the middle of
the night. If a man marries such an indecent woman, the door to
hell will remain wide open for him. You are too shameless to be
taken for a respectable housewife. It is a sin even to see your face. Go
away.”

Vithoba started to walk hurriedly, but Rukmabai standing in his
way pleaded with him, “My swami, master of my life, beloved of my
life, my heart has been given over to you as my all-in-all. This is the
real vow of marriage, not any formal ceremony. It is the state of mind
which is important. Is formal marriage alone real marriage? If you
depart from here without my parents’ knowledge, I will follow your
footsteps. If you reject me and push me away violently, I will give up
my life at your feet.”

Nonplussed at this course of events, Vithoba lamented, “O God,
what awful mess is this? Parents may enquire about many boys while
looking for a match for their daughter. Does it mean that the girl can
enter into wedlock with all of them? Even after betrothal, many
proposals have fallen through. Don't you know this fact or are you so
obtuse? If anyone hears this, it will bring disgrace. Go home quickly.
I am a wanderer; moreover I have no interest in matrimony. Will any
decent girl force herself on a man who wishes to become a sannyasi?
You appear to be a crazy woman!”

In reply, she said, “O my master, after accepting someone as a
husband if a woman’s mind strays towards another even in a dream,
she is worse than an ass. In such a case, surely sin will befall you even if
you see her face. How can I remain estranged from you when I look
upon you alone as my life partner? [ am not so evil minded as to think
of anyone other than you.”

Vithoba retorted, “O woman, it is evident that you want only
your own happiness; it doesn’t matter to you if it is at the cost of
another person. It is indeed strange that you prefer to run away with
a stranger, betraying your parents who have brought you up dearly
so long. It is a crime even to talk to you. Get out of my sight!”
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Rukmabai said, “O Lord, it is already destined that you and I
should become husband and wife, hence God appeared in my father’s
dream. The Lord must have appeared before you also. Can human
will supersede the Lord’s will? One who defies His will cannot remain
happy. O master of my life, wise one! You must be testing me. You
may abuse me or ill-treat me; whatever is my lot with you, I will
bear with it happily because I am yours, I belong to you. You have
the right to treat me in any way you please.”

Vithoba cried out in despair, ‘Ah..Ah..., I am surely ruined. My
fate is like that of the brahmin who went on a ya#ra only to return as
an outcaste. O God! What was my aspiration and what is my present
predicament? Now, let me speak to her in kind words and strengthen
my dispassion.” He addressed her again, “O noble woman, you are
innocent indeed. I am no match for your beauty. Our association will
be like that of the moon afflicted by the planet Rahu during the eclipse.
Are you not ashamed of desiring a commoner like me? Strikingly
beautiful maiden as you are, you should not prefer an ugly fellow like
me, even in your dreams. Your father seems dull-witted, but you are
intelligent enough to note this absurdity. If anyone happens to hear of
this, they will ridicule us.”

Rukmabai, ignoring his remarks said, “A chaste woman will not
swerve from her devotion and desire another, even if her husband is
poverty-stricken, diseased, ugly, or stupid. She will not prefer even
the god of love to her husband. Did Nalayini hate her leper husband?
Did not Amba embrace death when she was rejected by Bhishma?
Did not Damayanti choose Nala over the lords of heaven? Having
learnt about their exemplary lives, will I ever turn elsewhere? I don’t
want to suffer the agony of hell by choosing to live with another
man. O Lord of Pandarpur! Why are you causing this humiliation
to me?”

Vithoba wailed miserably, “O Lord! How shall I get out of this
sticky situation? How you have trapped me! O evil woman, falling
at my feet and shedding copious tears, you are bent upon achieving
your devious purpose. Get out of my sight! Or else, I will lay a curse
onyou.”
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Rukmabai meekly bowed to him and said, “O my Lord! Whatever
is my lot at your hands, I will cherish it as my good fortune and accept
it happily.”

Getting furious about the situation, Vithoba screamed abuses at
her. Disturbed by the noise, Siddhopant and his wife, awakening,
reached the scene. Siddhopant said, “O young man, you are well versed
in the Vedas, you know the code of right conduct. Why did you stoop
to this act of calling this girl out alone at night to talk to her? This will
bring shame on us.”

Closing both his ears and overtaken by grief Vithoba said, “God is
my witness! If | had truly desired this woman, let that dreadful destiny
befall me which awaits sinners like the miser who is heartless to the
distressed, the cruel one who betrays those relying on him, the disciple
who insults his guru, the pitiless coward who exploits the downtrodden,
the fool who is insolent to the noble, the malicious one who doesn’t
worship God, the evil one who murders his father, the depraved
adulterer, the wicked one who takes pleasure in evil deeds, the unkind
one who abuses beggars, the degenerate one who makes noble men
shudder, the mean fellow who eats without feeding the guest, the
sinful despiser of the wise, the brute who slaughters the cows. O sir,
are you not satisfied with the trouble you have already brought upon
me? Please leave me alone, let me go on my way.”

Siddhopant addressing Rukmabai said, “O crown jewel among chaste
women, you rescued me from great anguish by not letting him go. I
will convince him now; you please get back to the house.” To Vithoba,
he said, “O young man, did not the Lord appear in your dream?”

“Even if the Lord urges me, I will not become a householder! I am
even prepared to give up my life, but I will not agree to marry.”

“You will be causing me great sorrow, as my daughter will surely
die if you forsake her; I will also die of grief. After incurring the sin of
being the cause of death of a woman and a brahmin, what kind of
merit will you earn through your austerities? Will your pilgrimage
bear any fruit? Can you at all attain liberation?”

Becoming miserable at heart, Vithoba let out a loud wail, “O God!
Purest of the pure, compassion-incarnate! Look at this brahmin, how
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he is obstructing my way, how he is cursing me! O Lord of lords,
please set me free from this situation!”

At that very moment, an ethereal voice broke out, “O Vithoba, I
would like you to wed this noble man’s daughter immediately and
live happily.”

While Vithoba was stunned, Siddhopant jumped with joy saying,
“I am indeed fortunate to have this great man for my son-in-law and
my daughter is thrice blessed.”

Eventually, a marriage took place between Vithoba and Rukmabai.
On the third day, Vithoba approaching Siddhopant said, “You are
happy that you have attained your wish. My plan of pilgrimage has
been foiled, my austerities have been thwarted. Now permit me to
complete my yatra without placing any more obstacles in my way.”

As Siddhopant had no faith in Vithoba’s words, he also accompanied
him on the yatra. They travelled to several places like Pandharpur,
Ahobilam, Tirupati, Rameswaram, Chidambaram, Kandy,
Kathirkamam, Subramanya and Mahabalipuram.

On their return, Vithoba said, “It is a long time since I left my
parents. They are not aware of my marriage. I want to start for Apegaon
tomorrow.”

The next day, all of them set out together. Reaching home finally,
after a long journey through dense forests, Vithoba prostrated to his
parents and informed them about the happenings during his pilgrimage.
Siddhopant and his daughter also prostrated to them with reverence.
Govindpant and Nirabai were thrilled at being reunited with their
son. Their joy knew no bounds to learn of his marriage. Nirabai was
impressed by the comeliness and humility of her daughter-in-law. Her
delight was comparable only to that of Kousalya on meeting Vaidehi
or Kunti on seeing Panchali. Embracing Siddhopant with gratitude,
Govindpant thanked him profusely for making his son a householder.
Siddhopant felt rather more fortunate now, on meeting such gracious
souls, than when hearing the Lord’s words in his dream. -
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SWAMI KARPATRI: THE LINGA AND THE
GREAT GODDESS. Edited by Jean Louis Gabin.
Trans. by Gianni Pellegrini, Girish Chandra Tiwari
& Vimal Mehra. Indica Books,D40/18, Godowlia,
Varanasi 221001 UP. 2009. Rs875(HB), pp.634.
ISBN: 81-86569-70-7 www.indicabooks.com

This book contains a brief biography of the life of

Swami Karpatri (1907-1982) as well as recent

(re)translations of two of his long articles: one on
the significance of the /inga and the other on the nature of the Great
Goddess. He was a revered contemporary Sarasvati sannyasin in
Sankaracarya’s lineage and was a disciple of the greatly revered Swami
Brahmananda Sarasvati. In him one found a blend of social reformism,
political acumen, saintliness and learning. During his lifetime, he was a
deep and prolific scholar who wrote over forty works. Swami was an
active proponent of the traditional approach to Sanatana Dharma.
Though a sannyasin, he propounded, and practised every Hindu rule
regarding caste, food, pilgrimage, bathing in the Ganga, and fasting. In
his teachings, Karpatri expounded both Advaitic wisdom as well as
devotion to God with name and form, though he used to say that,
compared to the formless Brahman, the level of reality of manifestation
was inferior.

What makes this book intriguing is that although the noted French
artist, musician, and spiritualist, Alain Danielou, originally translated
nine of Swami’s articles into French in the 1940s and revised these
translations in 1992, the present book, providing English translations
alongside the original Sanskrit devanagari text, reveals how these French
translations are both inaccurate, incomplete, and even downright
dishonest in that they present doctrines that are in total opposition to
those contained in the original works of Karpatri. For instance, Swami
had an all-embracing attitude and repeatedly declared that all paths,
jnana, bhakti, yoga, non-dualism, Saivism, Vaishnavism, and Saktism,
are complementary, like brothers born of the same Vedic mother.
Danielou’s translations depict Swami solely as a Saivite, degrading all
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other paths. Danielou wrote that Karpatri founded the political party
Jana Sangh, when he actually founded a political party, the Ram Rajya
Parishad, which was opposed to the Jana Sangh. Danielou translated
the term /inga as a phallus, a sexual organ, an organ of urination — a
translation that not only distorts Swami’s thought, but totally
misrepresents it. Karpatri wrote, “The /inga is Siva; the unmanifested
principle of manifestation; a sign, an indicator of the Highest Reality;
the supreme God; the egg-shaped Reality as a symbol of the invisible
universal Brahman.” In other words, Karpatri’s views were traditional
and universal. Danielou wrote that Siva was a non-Aryan god, and that
the Vedas originated from outside India when, in fact, Karpatri’s views
were just the opposite. Examples are numerous. Regarding social
reformism, Karpatri fought against the government’s interference in
matters of religion. He struggled for Indian independence, world peace,
the untouchables, acknowledging the sacred cow, the harmony of all
creatures, and against the partition of India and against most of the
tenets of the Arya Samaj such as their rejection of the Puranas and funeral
rites. This book makes a fascinating read, well researched, and the two
articles by Swami are informative, deep, and most illuminating. I found
the book fascinating and unputdownable. — John Grimes

WHEN JESUS LIVED IN INDIA. The Quest for
the Aquarian Gospel: the Mystery of the Missing
Years by Alan Jacobs. Watkins Publishing, London.
2009. pp.216. £10.99. ISBN- 978-1-906787-17-2.

The story of Jesus in India has been called, “The

Tale That Won't Go Away’ because of the interest it

has generated in today’s popular imagination.The

connections between the great religions of

Christianity, Hinduism, Islam, Judaism and
Buddhism, have become more apparent and many wonder if there is
truly something to those ‘missing years’ of Jesus on which the Bible is
silent.

Did the Lord Jesus Christ ever visit India and Tibet? The question
seems bizarre and an impossible dream of wish-fulfilment rather than
an actual possibility. However, this notion has been alive and discussed
for over a thousand years. The Koran specifically states that Isa (the
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Arabic form of the name of Jesus) did not die on the cross. The Ahmadiyya
sect of Islam asserts that Jesus escaped the crucifixion as the Koran claims,
and journeyed to Kashmir to escape the Romans and dwelt among the
Jewish Lost Tribe of Manassah already known to have settled in Kashmir
after they escaped the Assyrian persecution and expulsion of the Jews.
The folk traditions of the Tibetan and Kashmiri peoples also contain
tantalising stories of an unusual person who came from the west. The
legend had been recharged by a purported discovery in the late nineteenth
century by the Russian explorer, Nicolai Notovitch. He claimed to have
found the Gospel of Isa which records the young Jesus’ visit to Hemis
monastery in Ladakh. The subject was given a new lease of life when a
German, Dr. Holger Kersten, published, in the 1990s, the result of his
extensive research in his Jesus Lived in India.

Alan Jacobs has investigated this gripping story fully using the archives
of the great British Library, which contains the whole literature on this
topic. He provides a detailed study of the scriptural and doctrinal parallels
between Christianity, Buddhism, Judaism and Hinduism to draw
conclusions about the universality of Truth and to see if the teachings of
Jesus could have been influenced by Hinduism and Buddhism.

The book is a sober sifting of the facts and myths and comes to the
conclusion that such a journey to India and Tibet is a possibility. He
leaves it to the reader to come to his own conclusion, and has presented
all the evidence for and against this “Tale That Wont Go Away’. I was
more impressed with Alan’s restrained presentation of the ‘facts’ than
the Kersten book with its somewhat wild assumptions based on skimpy
information. Kersten desperately wants us to believe while Jacobs gives
us a calm overview. — Christopher Quilkey

SRI RAMANA MAHARSHI’'S MOKSHA: A
HINDU ASTROLOGICAL PILGRIMAGE INTO
THE LIFE AND MOKSHA OF SRI RAMANA
MAHARSHI, by Sankara Bhagavadpada. Yogi
Impressions Books Pvt. Ltd. 1711, Centre 1, World
Trade Centre, Cuffe Parade, Mumbai -5, 2008.
pp254, Rs295. ISBN 978-81-88479-40-5

Sri Ramana Maharshi’s Moksha: A Hindu Astrological
Pilgrimage into the Life and Moksha of Sri Ramana Maharshi, as the long
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title suggests, takes on quite a challenge and leaves the reader wondering
about the author’s intended direction. Is this book about Sri Ramana
Maharshi’s life and liberation, about Vedic astrology, or about Hindu
dharma and a personal spiritual journey? The title suggests an in-depth
look at Sri Ramana’s life but it never seems to come. Finally, after being
repeatedly reminded that he or she is being taken on an ‘astrological
pilgrimage’, the reader longs to know what on earth an astrological
pilgrimage is and why he or she should want to be taken on one.

In fairness, it should be stated that there are moments of lucidity in
this narrative. The author is moderately persuasive when he sets out on
a particulr theme and follows it through. The section on the basics of
Vedic astrology, for example, has pedagogical merit. And the sections
containing astrological analysis are convincing. One would have liked,
however, to have had more detail as to the astrological justification for
the significant rectification to Sri Ramana’s birth time, an adjustment
of more than 40 minutes. (B.V. Raman and Bhagavans own family give
a birth time of lam, 30 December, 1879 — and thus, by most
reckonings, a tula lagna, while the author moves it back to 12.19 am,
giving a solid kanya lagna, and of course a very different navamsa). The
author may have good astrological reason for opting to make such an
amendment but any devotee familiar with Bhagavan’s accepted 7asi chart
will want some explanation. Similarly, one would have liked more
information regarding the author’s chart for the death experience. Since
the actual date is unknown, did the author arrive at the 16" July using
astrological methods? And regrading Bhagavan’s birth chart — is he
working off the B.V. Raman chart given by Chinnaswami in the 1940s?
References please.

Finally, it could be said that as we live in a time of text saturation, the
imperative for writers is to be word-economically. Regrettably, A Hindu
Astrological Pilgrimage falls short in this regard. — S.Padmanabhan

JOURNEY FROM MANY TO ONE. Essentials of Advaita Vedanta by
Swami Bhaskarananda. Viveka Press, Seattle. 2009. pp206, US$15.95.
ISBN: 978-1-884852-12-1 vivekapress@vedanta-seattle.org

Advaita is so subtle, profound and complex that it is difficult to gain a
clear grasp of its intricacies without guidance from a qualified teacher.
Because of its arcane and radical philosophy it can be easily misunderstood

122 January - March

BOOK REVIEWS

AT 7 and misused as witnessed today with the juvenile
FRDMJI?T::":E:D offs approaches, that the proponents of Neo-Advaita
s o A YESA advocate. The Ramakrishna Order is in the forefront
of efforts to make available to the world the treasures
of Hinduism and, in particular, the truths of
Vedanta. We can be sure that any publication which
comes from their press both in India and in the rest
of the world has the imprint of authority.

Swami Bhaskarananda is a distinguished senior
monk of the order and is the resident swami at the Seattle Vedanta
Society. He has travelled widely, given innumerable lectures and has
several books to his credit.

A book which seeks to present in an easily understandable form the
ancient teaching of Advaita is fraught with challenges. Only a person who
is fully conversant with its complexities and has a solid background in its
language can deliver something of its richness without compromising its
integrity. Swami Bhaskarananda is fully qualified for this task.

His presentation is a joy to read. It cuts to the core of Advaita and
elucidates its principles with apt, fresh analogies and stories. The swami
covers all the salient points helpful in understanding the nature of
Brahman: the essential aspects of time (eternity), space (infinity) and
causation (changelessness). The importance of a pure mind is
intelligently explained and the conundrum of whether the world exists
or not is convincingly presented. There is much food for reflection.

To quote an example from the swami’s book about the Advaitic claim
that the world has not really been created: “Let us suppose a magician has
cast a hypnotic spell on his audience. By hypnotic suggestion he creates
an apple tree. Under the spell of the magician’s hypnotic powers the
audience will see an apple tree. But the magician will not see it, since he
is not under the spell of his own hypnotic power. Similarly Isvara or
Saguna Brahman has created this world by His power of magic (maya).
Therefore, from Lvaras point of view, this world has no real existence. It
was never really created.”

The book has been published by Viveka Press, Seattle and is somewhat
costly for Indian readers. It is hoped that an Indian edition may become
available soon for those who not only cannot afford the American price

but find it difficult to obtain a bookshop copy. ~ — T.V. Ramamurthy
A
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ASHRAM CALENDAR 2010

Bhagavan’s 130th Jayanthi
Pongal

Chinna Swamigal Aradhana
Maha Sivaratri

Sundaram Iyer Day

Telugu New Year Day

Sri Vidya Havan

Sri Rama Navami

Tamil New Year Day
Bhagavan’s Aradhana
Maha Puja (Mother’s Aradhana)
Cow Lakshmi Day

Guru Poornima (Vyasa Puja)
Sri Bhagavan’s Advent Day
Navaratri Festival commences
Saraswati Puja

Vijayadasami

Deepavali

Karthigai Festival commences
Karthigai Deepam
Bhagavan’s 131st Jayanthi
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Friday
Thursday
Friday
Friday
Friday
Tuesday
Friday
Wednesday
Wednesday
Tuesday
Sunday
Wednesday
Sunday
Wednesday
Friday
Saturday
Sunday
Friday
Friday
Sunday
Thursday

Ist January
14th January
29th January
12th February
5th March
16th March
19th March
24th March
14th April
11th May

6th June

23rd June

25th July

Ist September
8th October
16th October
17th October
5th November
12th November
21st November

23rd December

January - March 2010
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Fifth Samvatsara (annual) Abhbishekam (consecration) of the Sri
Ramaneswara Temple (Sri Bhagavan’s samadhi-shrine) and the Sri
Matrubhuteswara Temple

A Special Puja and Homam was conducted on Sunday, the 8" of
November 2009 at Sri Ramanasramam to commemorate the Special
Kumbhabhishekam of Sri Ramaneswara and Sri Matrubhuteswara
shrines which was performed on 3* November 2004. The programme
included, among other things, Mahanyasam, Maha Ganapati Homam,
Navagraha Homam culminating in Purnahuti and Maha
Deeparadhana.

Karthikai Deepam

Aside from Bhagavan’s Jayanti,the highpoint of the year for many
devotees is Karthikai Deepam, the festival of lights which is celebrated
throughout Tamil Nadu during the month of Karthikai (November-
December) when the moon is in conjunction with the earth and the
star Krithika (the constellation of the Pleiades) is on the ascendant.
This usually occurs on a full moon day. It is said to be one of the
oldest festivals celebrated in the state, and holds a special place in the
hearts of all Tamils. Lights are lit in homes throughout the state on
the tenth day, Maha Deepam day. The lighted lamp is considered an
auspicious symbol. It is believed to ward off evil forces and usher in
prosperity and joy. The great fire lit on top of Arunachala
commemorates the appearance of the Lord Siva as a jothi sthambam,
an infinite pillar of light.

Veda Parayanam
Each year now, as part of the Kartikai Deepam celebrations, a group
of pundits who came especially for Deepam from various parts of
Tamil Nadu, chanted the Yajur Veda Ghana Parayana and the Sama
Veda Parayana at Bhagavan’s samadhi-shrine from 7.15 to 8 a.m. and
3 p.m. to 4 pm. respectively. The pundits chanted on all ten days
starting from the day of the flag-hoisting at the Sri Arunachalaeswara
temple in the town until Deepam day, the 2™ December.

Sri Bhagavan took a deep interest in Vedic chanting and the ashram
has continued this tradition and encouraged pundits to chant at the
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samadhi. Many ashramites and devotees sat for the parayanas and
enjoyed the felicity of the chanting by the accomplished pundits.

Maha Deepam

On Tuesday the 1+ of December 2009, the day of Kartikai Deepam,
ashramites and other devotees assembled in front of Sri Bhagavan’s
samadhi, and witnessed the lighting of the Holy Beacon on top of
Arunachala at 6 p.m. Sri Bhagavan's Arunachala Akshara Manamalai
was sung with great devotion.

Large numbers of pilgrims attended the festival particularly the last
three days. It was said that over two million pilgrims attended the
festival.

The Tamil Nadu State Transport Corporation organised 350 special
buses from different parts of the state to help people.

Obituaries

Smt.P.Syamala, aged 58, a long time devotee

of Bhagavan Ramana attained Arunachala

sayujya on 22" August 2009 at Tiruapti. She

was a retired lecturer teaching English at

Tirupati. She regularly visited the Ashram with

her family members since 1987. Quiet and

reserved, she would invariably do giri

pradakshina as often as possible and would

spend many hours in the old meditation hall.

She loved to spend time in Skandarsarma and Virupaksha cave and
would make fine flower garlands for Bhagavan’s picture in the Samadhi
hall.

Syamalamma served many Ramana devotees and Sri Ramakrishna
Math sadhus. Syamalamma was one of the founder members of Sri
Ramana Kendra of Tirupati and would never miss Monday evening
satsanghs of the Kendra. Deeply devoted to Bhagavan Ramana she
would constantly think of Arunachala and introduced several devotees
to the Ashram. Syamalamma is survived by her husband, a son and
daughter, all of them deeply devoted to Bhagavan Ramana.
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Sri C.R. Rajamani aged 87, passed away at this
residence in Trichy on 11th November, while
listening to Aksharamana Malai. He was in
contact with the ashram since he was 22 years
old and had been an ardent devotee of Sri
Bhagavan and Arunachala ever since. He was
an avid reader of works of and on Sri Bhagavan
and had collected every one of the ashram’s
publications. He went through these works with
such passion and thoroughness that he was able
to recite portions from memory. Talking about Sri Bhagavan’s philosophy
and comparing it with other great spiritual works was his abiding activity
during the last ten years of his life.

Sri V.S.V. Mani, aged 86, passed away suddenly in the night on the
21st November at Tirunelveli. He first came to Bhagavn as a boy of
12 in 1926 and had been a devotee for over seven decades. During his
active career in banking he was Chairman of the Bank of Tamil Nadu.
He helped many young men associated with the ashram to get a job
and he financed the publication of some of Muruganar’s books.
Mountain Path will publish sometime in 2010 the transcription of
his ‘Video Interview’ about his life with Bhagavan. P

Direct Path-Ramana Gyan

Direct Path-Ramana Gyan is a bi-monthly magazine published by
the Ramana Kendra, Delhi. It provides articles about Sri Bhagavan’s
teachings and includes experiences of devotees. It is bilingual and
carries an English and a Hindi version. The latter at present runs a
serialisation of Talks with Sri Ramana Maharshi and is intended
for the benefit Hindi speaking readers.

The cost per issue is Rs.10/. Annual subscription is Rs.60/- within
India, including postage charges.The annual international
subscription is US$25. Those interested in subscribing may please
send their payment through cheque/demand draft payable to
‘Ramana Kendra’ to: The Hony. Secretary, Ramana Kendra, No.8,
Lodhi Road, New Delhi-110 003, India.
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