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OFFERING

These days, everything | do is an Offering, my Puja, to the
Almighty God, the Indwelling Presence, the Eternal Light, whichis
the only Changel ess Reality and which pervadesall, from thetiniest
atom to the greatest planet.

My Autobiography is an Offering to all the devoted readers
who are privileged to read it, and especialy to kumari Jnaneswari,
who never thinks of herself but always of others, who has typed
half the chapters of the Autobiography and also to Sister Susana
Reynolds, an emblem of selfless service and devotion who has
completed the Autobiography by retyping and arranging the chapters
selflessly and lovingly.

May God's richest blessings of Peace that passeth all
understanding and Illumination, which isthe Divine Heritage of al
ever be upon both of them, the two chosen selfless and dedicated
Angelsof light, lifeand love, who liveliketwin sisters, loving each
other in His name; for they are one without a second, ever serving
His children selflessly without expectation of any reward. Thisis
an offering not only to the Twin Sisters but to al the loving Sisters
and Brothersin all Religions and Nations.

May God'srichest blessings ever be upon bada Rami and chota
Rami also, my faithfull and loyal companions who follow me
everywhere, even to my Jnana Guha when | meditate there; and
upon each and every tiny flower on land and to each and every
twinkling star and planet in the sky, for they have been theinspiration

of my life.
May peace be unto all !
OM OM OM
- Swami Omkar

Note : Since the writing of this offering severa years have passed away;
along with the passing of time our faithful and loyal dogs, both the Ramies, have
also passed away, but their loyal spiritshover over their samadhisand the Ashram
itself. May peace be unto our Ramies and to all beings. AUM
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FOREWORD

By God's Blessings and Prayers of all of you - the Living Images of God,
the Autobiography has come to an end with the last Chapter. The friends and
well-wishers of Sri Santi Ashram - The Mission of Peace write letters of
appreciation, after reading some of the chapters in our monthly journal Peace.

In spite of the appreciation of devotees, | fed dissatisfied with what
has comeout, for it could have been better. To meall seemsto be selfpraise.
May my loving readersin the East and the West, take all that is good and
assimilate, from the Autobiography and leave the non-essentials.

It was about three years ago | first started to write thefirst chapter of the
Autobiography unwillingly. By God's grace and with the help of our Kumari
Jnaneswari in the beginning and with the assistance of Smt. Susana Reynolds
towards the end, the Autobiography is now completed. How good is God,;
Pujya Swami Ramananda Thirthaji has already contributed his learned and
inspiring Foreword and Autobiography is blessed to have the sympathy and
blessings of many devoted friends and well-wishers of the Ashram in the East
and the West. How true are the words that not a blade of grass moves without
God's Will! | feel His presence now for it is He who has completed the
Autobiography which was started on the 14th May 1967. May all Glory be
unto Him and Homage to all the devotees and members of the Ashram for
their silent prayers for the successful completion of the Autobiography.

We are deeply grateful to Sri Tharakam Garu for his great help in
publishing not only this Autobiography but in all our publications.

Our sister Susanawho was staying for sometimein the Peace Centre
of the Nilgiriswaskind enough to type all these chapters of Autobiography.
She desired to end it with the prayers of the simple helpful Peace Prayer
not only in the different languages of India, but also in foreign languages
of the World. We have added those Peace Prayers, which are availablein
the last chapter.

May His Will be done and may this Autobiography be useful not only in
India but aso in foreign lands!

OM TAT SAT
Swami Omkar




PUBLISHER'S NOTE

H.H. Swami Omkarji'sAutobiography leavesanindelible mark
on every reader. It inspires and touches the core of the heart, as
every word comes out of the crucible of Swamiji's experience. For
a sincere seeker it is a very valuable and practical guide to lead
him/her on the spiritual path, ultimately making him/her arrive at
the cherished destination viz. liberation. The beauty of the
Autobiography - it issimple both in language and the application of
theinstructions, nay, the suggetionsthat come through directly from
Swamiji's heart. It is his angst that every one should attain Peace
that passeth al understanding, makes the true sadhaka follow his
foot steps.

Pujya Swamiji attained Mahasamadhi on 10-06-1982. But he
left his Autobiography and Pujya Sri Jnaneswari Mataji, his ideal
disciple, the spiritual daughter ashislegacy, so that both all continue
to guide us, he as the universal, all pervading spirit and she as the
Guru, a tower of spiritual strength (though in a patite, delicate
physical frame) by her physical presence.

Those who were/are previlaged to have come into personal
contact with Swamiji who radiated love and peace and also those
who feel his presence in every atom of the Ashram after his
Mahasamadhi, and those of uswho have comeinto theradius of the
magnetic spiritual field of PujyaJnaneswari Matgji, an embodiment
of simplicity, humility and love are all immencely blessed.

It was the intence desire of Polisetty Saibaba garu, Vice
President of the Ashram to reprint the two volumes of the
Autobiography of Swamiji asan offering on the auspicious occasion
of the centinary celebrations of the Ashram during the Month of
January 2017. He undertook the nobletask, personally prepared the
typed script. But unfortunately because of the pressure of work and
theresponsibilities during the centenary cel ebrationsthe book could
not be released then. Now at the sacred Gurupurnimatimeit will be
offered at the Holy Feet of Sadguru Omkarji Maharg). Sri Tulas
Satyanandam of Kakinada prepared aflawless DTP script.

We pray to God Almighty, Puja Sri Swami Omkarji Maharg)
and Pujya Sri Jnaneswari Matgji to shower their blessings on all
those who helped in this noble task directly or indirectly.

Hari Om

{ V }
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INTRODUCTION

ThisAutobiography isboth exhilarating and exciting. Itisexhilarating
because it adds to the buoyancy of the Spirit. It is exciting because it
reveals the evolution of the soul from the embryonic stage to that of a
fully grown Banyan tree which gives cooling shade to the millions who
seek shelter under it. The wayward soul of early childhood, with al its
childlike habits, undistinguished from the ordinary ones, inaswing grows
into a fast-developing sainthood. This is the exciting part of the
Autobiography of His Holiness Swami Omkarji Mahargj, the Founder of
Sri Santi Ashram, the Abode of Peace.

The beauty of this Autobiography is that it is couched in simple
words conveying deep meaning, fully saturated with ripe spiritual
experiences. These are no mere words; they are permeated with deep
meaning and soar in the highest flights. At times| wonder how inasingle
sweep Swamiji soars so high asto leavethereadersbewildered far below.

Gifted with Universal Vision from his early boyhood, step by step
he hasrealisations all his own. Thereis adistinctive featurein al of his
experiences : the way in which he expounds them is so simple, so easy
and so direct.

Cdll it apilgrimage on the way to Truth, a sojourn, or aquest of the
Universal Light, Swamy Omkarji, in his onward march has left behind a
trail of milestones for humanity to be guided by. Even a cursory perusal
of this Autobiography will make it clear that Swamiji is giving his own
experiences and not relying on quotations from any books or scriptures
whatsoever. He has realised on his own and this is revealed in this
Autobiography. So the contents of this book have a freshness all their
own, they have come spontaneously and the method of expression is so
simple and direct that they go to the heart in a moment.

The main core of the teaching of Swami Omkarji, as | have been
able to understand him, is self-reliance. He is against all Gurudom. He
does not consider himself a Guru and he makes no chelas.

‘Do not rely on me. Do not rely on anyone el se!
Depend upon your own Inner Light.
That isthereal Guru! He will never fail you'.

In spite of this unequivocal assertion many have considered
themselves as his chelas, much to his discomfiture.

| have afeeling he has glimpsed that Self-effulgent Light within. One
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may not fed it to be complete, but it is there! What the depth of that vision
isitisdifficult to say; at least | have no competence to do so. It isfor those
who have the privilege of reading this book to make their own assessment.

Swami Omkarji is a true Messenger of Peace. His one Mission in
lifeisto sow the seeds of Peace It isthe individual Peace that paves the
way to Universal Peace. This is the truth and he has persistently been
working for it. The Abode of Peace, Sri Santi Ashram is a veritable
instrument to carry out this Mission.

In the ripeness of his life Swami Omkarji has written the
Autobiography. As such it contains the sweetest fruits of his life-long
Sadhana. The garden isthere, it isfor the Seekers of Truth to gather the
fruits in this vineyard. Bit by bit, through rea Tapas, penance, swamiji
has gathered the nectar; let us have the will and the capacity to sip it !

His message is perennial. It cannot decay because humanity needs
it, at the present more than ever !

In the short space of this introduction it is not possible to give all
that Swamiji hasto say. | therefore consider it best to leave the seeker free
to find for himself the precious gems which Swamiji depictsin this most
useful instrument of the Autobiography.

Swamiji is a great Karma Yogi. From dawn to dusk he is seen working,
now helping the devotee on their onward march of spiritua progress and then
in watering the plants, feeding the dumb animals and planting trees, plants and
flowers. Work is worship he often says. 'In serving any of the least of His
creatures you are serving Him." Swamiji often repeats, 'He who does not work
has no right to eat.' He will not allow any ashramite to remain idle. Needlessto
say, his Karma Yoga s for the progress of all beings, both human and animal.

"The Beloved is within, in the stillness of your own purified heart!"
says Swamiji, the Light iswithin! Let us seek It and be aware of 1t. God,
the Inner Light, isonly awaiting your recognition.’

"The vineyward isimmensely wide, but the labourers are few." How
ture is this adage when applied to Spiritual Englightenment!

‘| need not close my eyes or meditate anymore to see God. | seeHim
inal of you, inal that is manifested and in everything and in everyone.'
Thisiswhat Swami Omkarji is.

May all homage be unto such a one!

Swami Ramananda Tirtha
Sultan Bazaar, Hyderabad
11 September 1970




SRI SANTI ASHRAM - THE MISSION OF PEACE
e

Sri Sandi Ashram O6d Main Gate
\_ J

From the Front Gate itself Santi Ashram extends a hearty
welcome to all the children of God, of all Colours, Castes,
Classes, Religions and Nations, in the East and the West who
visit or stay permanently and realise the Goal of precioushuman
birth, the Indwelling light, brahman, the One Changeless Redlity.

Godislove and loveis God
Inhale and enhal e peace.
Religion and Life are not two but one.
Livein God and help othersto livein Him.
God is One. Worship Him universally.

Om Om Om
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Chapter 1
EARLY YEARS

ol 7 PO e e ot gee
QUi qUFTEE UF da farerd
Aum Purnamadh Purnamidam
Purnat Purna mudachyate
Purnasya Purnamadaya
Purnamevava sishyate

That (Brahman) is Infinite. This (Universe) isInfinite.
Even when from That, That alone remains.

(Brihadaranyaka Upanishad)

Generally, Autobiographies begin with some legend or
other. Firgt, let it be said that | do not like to use the word my,
saying my Mother, my Father, my home and so forth, as| beginto
write this Autobiography. Yet, without the persona pronouns, |
and my it is not possible to write any Autobiography.

LEGENDS:

In my imagination | have now to go back into the dead past of
seventy-eight years ago and awaken the old forgotten memories. For
the time being | live no longer as Swami Omkar, the Founder of Sri
Santi Ashram, the Mission of Peace, which had its Golden Jubilee a
few years ago but asababy born in an obscure village, thus returning to
childhood days. | do not know even now whether | was born in
Pithapuram, East Godavary District, or in Kothapalli, a nearby village
on the beach in the same district, where my ancestors have lived since
thebeginning. Inany caseitisenough to know that | wasborn somewhere
inthe Lap of God, asall Creation, the whole Universe, isin His Lap.

It seems my parents were without children and were
engaged in the performance of special Pujas and the worship of
every kind of deity in many templesfor the purpose of begetting a
child. The elders of the family related how, on an auspicious day
a tall Sadhu mahatma came suddenly to the house, blessed my
parents and gave them consecrated water, Mantrajalam, water made
holy through prayers. My Mother took thiswater with all reverence
Autobiography of Omkar 1




and devotion. When my parents wished to worship this holy
Mahatma he was nowhere to be found. Having done his good
deed he disappeared, |eaving my parents disappointed.

After some months however, to the great joy of my parents,
relations and friends alike, ababy was born and named Venkateswara
or VenkataRao. | lovethe name Venkateswaraand wish to be associated
with the Lord of the Seven Hills, the Tirupati Venkateswara. In
any case, Venkateswara is in Venkat Rao and Venkat Rao is in
Venkateswara. It is not the name that is most important but the
awareness of the Indwelling Spirit which is most essential.

Even though | now try to pierce the veil and peer into those
early days or babyhood it is beyond my comprehension to know or
remember when and how I was born and how, in the beginning those
early days were spent. Asfar as| am able to remember, to gaze into
the past, | see myself asalittle child of three or four years, sitting in
the Puja room, cross legged in Padmasana while my father was
engaged in his early morning worship with the repetition of the
Bhagavad Gita and morning prayers. | used to sit there like a little
statue waiting morefor the Prasad, the sugar candy or fruit which was
distributed to all present at the end of the Puja. | was more anxiousto
get my share of the Prasad, the sweets, than to pay attention to the
Pujaand Worship. Thisis one of the happiest memories of my early
childhood. It gives me great joy even now when | remember it.

May homage and prai se be unto the devoted parentswho blessed
mewith afirm spiritual foundation at such an early age. Asarethe parents,
so arethechildren. Blessed arethe children. Blessed are the parentswho
lead their children towards God, the Goal of precious human birth.

OM! OM! OM!

STUDY INAVILLAGE SCHOOL:

In Pithapuram at that time, nearby to my home was avillage
school. Perhapsthe name of the old school master was Rangayyaand
| wonder if he was not alittle lame aswell. Anyway, | went to this school
with joy every day for it was near, almost opposite to my home and | went
in the company of some other children. In order to come and go to the

Autobiography of Omkar 2



school it was necessary to go through the verandah of a thatched, low-
roofed cottage. Once, returning home playfully, abamboo stick, one of the
sharp ends of the hut, stuck my head and blood began to flow profusely. |
do not remember now how | reached home and which doctor bandaged and
treated me, but the scar from this deep cut is still visible on the left side of
my head. Perhaps| wasfiveor six yearsold at thetime. | do not remember
now how long | remained in bed bandaged with this head wound. By God's
Grace | believe | was patient and forbearing, even at such an early age.

Tothisday | am amused by the memory of another incident. Itis
wonderful how, even then too, asayoung boy | was very fond of pets, the
dumb animals. | had a puppy of my own which | loved to play with.
Once the unfortunate puppy was stung by a scorpion and began to cry. It
wastoo much for meto see such suffering without rendering any assistance
to thelittle puppy. It wasweeping with pain and | too was weeping right
along withit. Asthisweeping would not help | took the puppy and went
to the homes of nearby friends and requested them to do something to
reduce the pain of the scorpion sting. | can still, see with interest how
both the puppy and | were weeping, begging for help from hometo home.
All the people who saw us both weeping laughed at us and some offered
sympathy as well. | do not remember now how relief came to my
companion, thelittle puppy. But in the end, somehow, it was free of pain
and both of us were happy and contended.

Blessed isthelife that loves plants, birds, beasts and man,
for the Lord pervadesall theworld, abiding in the hearts of all His
children, bethey intheform of atiny fragrant flower or aninnocent
puppy, aflying bird or aplayful child.

He prayeth well who loveth well
Both man and bird and beast.

He prayeth best who loveth best
All things both great and small.
For the Dear God, who loveth us
He made and loveth all.

May al Homage be unto God, Who isin the form of dumb
animals aswell as living human beings.

May Peace be unto all!

OM OM OM
Autobiography of Omkar 3




Chapter 2
SCHOOL DAYS

M IR dd TehiAl
YA o] A
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T @t 9 g g9

Shane Hrishikesa tava Prakirtya
Jagat prahrushya tyanu rajjatecha
Rakshansi bhitani diso dravanti
Sarve namasyanticha siddha sanghah

It is meet, O Hrishikesa that the world is delighted
and rejoices in your praise; Rakshasas fly in all
directionsand all the hosts of Sddhas bow to you.
(Bhagavad Gita- XI - 36)
THE RAO CHELLAYAMMA RAO HIGH SCHOOL.:

The Rao Chellayamma Rao High School in Pithapuram was
noted not just for its efficient teaching but, much morefor itsgreat and
saintly Headmaster, Sri Kuchi Narasimham Pantulu and his devoted
staff of teachers. Every day school began with the gathering of al the
boys and girls of all the classes for prayers. All the students were
made to learn by heart the Ekadasa Adhyayam, the Eleventh Chapter
of the Bhagavad Gitawhich dealswith VisvarupaDarsanaYoga, ‘ The
Yoga of the Universal Vision” and we had to repeat it each morning,
al inachorus. After Prayers the usual classes would begin. Those
who were |ate for Prayers were reprimanded. 1t was my good fortune
to begin my early school years with spiritual study under areligious
and God-loving soul. One sloka, verse thirty-six which begins with
the words sthane hrishikesa used to ring in my ears even long after |
had left the school and gone abroad.

| do not remember much about my studiesin the school for
| was more interested in gathering together the boys of my own
age and feeding them with things brought from home. Often we
would go together on excursions. A party of us some times would
go to the Railway Station to meet the drivers of the trains and we
used to give them pickles and other food. In return they would
Autobiography of Omkar 4




give us charcoal, which was quite costly in those days, or some
other articles of which | do not now remember. Our Headmaster
came to know of these visitsto trains with pickles and gave each
of us severe punishment of six cane strokes on the palms. With
this strong chastisement we gave up visiting the trains.

Later on, after several years, when we were editing the Peace
Journal in Santi Ashram, Thotapalli Hills, sometime after my return from
the West, the same Headmaster who had given me the cane strokes on the
palms wrote a nice letter of congratulations, praising my article on
‘Contacting the Masters. He was highly appreciative of the Master of
masters who is ever within, in the stillness of our own purified hearts,
who never need be sought outside, in temples or churches or in the far-off
Himalayas. Verily, the Real Master isto be contacted within, in Silence.

Ut R WA
= T T
a9 T S TEE: FarAl
AFE S I YW I9E

Pitasi |lokasya characharasya

tvamasya pujyaschagururgariyan

natvatsamo stybhyadhikah kutonyo

lokatraye pyapratima prabhavah  (B.G. XI-43)

You are the Father of this world, moving and unmoving. You are to be
adored by thisworld. You are the Greatest Guru; none there existswho isequal to
You in the Three Worlds; who then can excel You, O Being of unequalled Power?

Sincel had somerich relationswho were high Government Officids
in Waltair, some years after the ‘train incident’ | was shifted from the local
Pithapuram School to the Christian Baptist Mission High School in
Visakhapatnam. This stay with rich relations gave me the opportunity to
lead a life of luxury and freedom and also to spend some time by the
beachside listening to the roaring sound of the rising waves. Then, as a
youngster, | did not know that the waves were chanting the holy sound
OM. In those days | was interested, not in the holy sound or in the outer
beauties of Creation but only in the companionship of youngsters of my
own age. Those were unforgettable nights when, sitting by the side of the
ocean, watched over by the Moon and sparkling stars, my companions and
| would become absorbed in our Prayers and deep Meditations.

May all Glory be unto God, the Giver of al Blessings!

OM OM OM
Autobiography of Omkar 5




THE CHRISTIAN BAPTIST MISSION HIGH SCHOOL,
VISHAKHAPATNAM:

Asfar asmy general education is concerned, one can only
say that it was poor, for | was not much interested in study and
preferred to be off flying in the sky or wandering on the beach
with a bunch of boys. The Principal, Rev. Lazarus, a devoted
missionary, seemed to have a specia liking for me even though |
was shy and young. He went every day to the school with his
children in a special bullock cart and was kind enough to invite
metojointhem every day. How thoughtful it was of Rev. Lazarus
to have been so attentive to me! His house, with its large garden
and lovely bungalow was near to my own dwelling. The Rev.
Lazarus aso had atennis court where his children and nieces and
nephewsusedto play inthe evening. Hewaskind enoughtoinvite
me to play tennis with his children. Often | would go in the
evenings, nicely dressed, to hishometo play tenniswith hiscultured
children.

Moving in the circle of a pious Christian family and
studying in an ideal Christian School, | was drawn day by day
towards the saintly life of the Blessed Christ. The School began
with prayers from the Gospels and during each day there was a
period devoted to the study of the Bible. I1n Pithapuram our school
began each day with Vedic Prayers and study of the Bhagavad Gita,
whilein Vishakhapatnam the day began with the Bible study. All
thiswas by God's Specia Blessingsand my own past good Karma.

| was able to realise that the essence of the Gita and the
Bible were one and the same. Even in boyhood days | was not
interested in conversions from one religion to another. | felt that
God knows what is best for each of us and that He has planted us,
or rather made usto be born in aparticular religion because of our
tendenciesand inborn nature. My studiesin the Christian Mission
School led me to respect and pay homage to the idedl life of the
Blessed Christ, arespect which has deepened as time has passed.
How blessed it isto be pure and childlike asisthe Blessed Christ!
He is ever there, repeating to the sick and the poor, to the sinful

Autobiography of Omkar 6



and the weak, the memorable words:
Come unto me.

Verily the Kingdom of Heaven bel ongsto the childlike and
purein heart, to the ssmple and guileless children.

As | have aready mentioned, my life in Vishakhapatnam
was very luxurious, filled with al the latest fashionsin dress and
al the dluring things in the world. My father had to be both
mother and father to me, for | had lost my own mother at an early
age. He doted upon me and spared nothing for my comfort. Asl
had to walk a distance of nearly two miles from the place of my
residence to the school, my father was kind enough to buy for my
use new bicycle. Itissadthat | do not have any recollection of my
mother, who gave birth to me in her bosom, for she left the body
when | was still too young to have known her. All my friends and
relations have praised her saintly life of devotion. May her
dedicated soul of consecration live in God, in Peace, wherever it
may be now, the many years since her demise. It wasablessingto
have had a sweet and saintly little sister who loved and served me
in every way, looking after all my comforts. At the early age of
twelve God received her back into His bosom. | will tell more
about my ‘Little Sister ‘in alater chapter.

Toridethenew cyclel needed awardrobe of costly clothing.
I now went about with some of my boyhood friends and classmates
dressed in expensive garments and naturally | wore them while
riding on my cycle through the streets and by the beachside. At
thistime also, because the distance from home to school was long
in spite of the cycle, or for some other reason, | rented aroom in
the town itself, for the purpose of studying. A classmate named
Somayajulu was my room-mate. | hung al my costly coats and
other garments from hangers on the walls of my new rented room,
which faced the road.

Onenight, during my absence, while my friend wasdegping
there and no one else was around to hear, some rowdies, young
thieves, came and stole all my costly clothing. When| returnedin
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the morning and discovered the loss | felt very sad and dejected
over the theft of al the expensive garments. Even though it was
reported to the Police, nothing came of it. Infact the Police found
fault with mefor my carelessnessin leaving such valuable clothing
in an open room facing the street. Anyway, | learnt the valuable
lesson of being simpler and more careful, not to be reckless, wasting
precious money on costly garments and the like.

No one can tell anything of the uncertain, dim future. How
true are the words. Today man is, tomorrow heisnot. Ashisown
house and a so our rented room were near to the beach, Somayagjulu
went to take bath in the ocean and was drowned accidently. What
asad and shocking surprise! After the sudden demise of Somayajulu
his parents came to collect hisbelongings. Imaginetheir surprise
when they came across a Pro-note, anotarised I.O.U. stating that |
owed Somayajulu one thousand rupees. It was childish of meto
have given such alega document without having received any
money but only in expectation of it. | explained to his parents my
intense boyhood aspiration to go to Americaand how Somaygjulu,
who never had a nayapaisa (Smallest denomination like a penny)
of hisown, in hislove and eagerness to help, had promised to get
the money by borrowing it from one of his wealthy friends. His
parentslaughed at me. They reprimanded me and told me never to
do such afoolish and reckless thing again. Giving back the Pro-
note they asked me to tear it up in their presence. Thus, the note
was destroyed with sad disappointment. Fortunately his parents
realised that their son had never had any money of his own and
thus | was let off, sadder and wiser. How strange are the waysin
which God unfolds His Divine Plan!

The Rev. Lazarus and the other teachers were sorry over
my neglect of studies, for | was always flying in the air, hardly
touching the earth, with some grand ideaor other. When theresults
of the school’s final examination for Matriculation came, | being
poor in English was not passed for want of two marks but was
detained, plucked out. This naturally made me very sad, but also
more determined than ever to have a deeper study of the English
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language. | do not remember why now, but in any case | was
shifted from Christian Baptist Mission School to the Mrs. Ankitham
Venkata Narsinga Rao College, popularly known as the
Mrs. A.V.N. College, aso in Vishakhapatnam and began to pay
more attention to my studies, reading various books in English.

At that timel cameinto contact with the founder of Psychic
College in the Tinnevelly District, (Tamil Nadu) one Professor
Ramaswamy, who was extremely friendly and interested in me
and my aspirations. He wanted to teach me Hypnotism,
Mesmerism, Spiritual Healing and the like. He also introduced
me to some of hisforeign students. Thus God opened new vistas
and dreams of journeys to faraway lands, to Americal

May Peace be unto all!
oM oM oM
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Chapter 3
THE DREAMS OF YOUTH
THE ACADEMY OF RELIGIONS:

| think the name of the founder of the Psychic College
Tinnevelly, South India was Dr. Ramaswamy, M.A., Ph.D. He
was also at that timethe Editor of an occult magazine and he greatly
encouraged meto write articles and express my thoughts. When |
sent him one of my messages he not only published it in his
magazinewiththetitle* Universal Prayer’ but was al so kind enough
to print it asaseparate bookl et and to send me two hundred copies.
At such an early age this event elated me to the skies. | wrote
another message and sent it to him; this was aso published and
sent to me as a separate booklet so that | might share it with my
friends and devotees. Dr. Ramaswamy’s sympathy and
appreciation caused me to ‘puff up’ with the thought that | was
already a good writer. As he was closely connected with many
spiritual and psychic organizations both in England and America,
he was good enough to introduce meto some of theleading figures
in the Psychic movement in those days. There was one Nevada
Psychic college in the U.S.A. which offered me a four years
scholarship for a course of study in the ‘Art of Healing’. |
completely lost my head and gave up my academic studies at the
prospect of going to aforeign land to take up the study of the ‘ Art
of Healing’ diseases.

By my good fortunel camein touch, in those blessed days,
with the life and teaching of Swami Rama Tirtha, the Poet-Saint
of the Punjab. Hisworks completely influenced me and drew me
away from the mundaneto the Spiritual, from the outer to theinner.
After studying thelifeand worksof Swami Rama, my young heart
longed to live like Ram, to breathe and work like Ram and above
all to visit America as he had done. Under the guidance of
Dr. Ramaswamy, the founder and president of the Psychic
organization of Tinnevelly | had become a Master Hypnotist and
Mesmerist and was able to put people, especially my classmates,
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to sleep. | could also seethings at a distance and lift objects from
a bench or the ground a few inches into the air by the power of
auto-suggestion. Sometimes | cured minor sicknesses such as
headache, fever and the like. With these specia powers and latest
attainments| now thought that | wasfit and ready to goto America
to become a Healer of Diseases, to study at the Nevada College
such Arts as Spiritual Healing.

Atthat timel aso had asmall following of my own, consisting
of some of my cultured companions and classmates, such as
DR.C.K.Prasad Rao, theretired Dean of the Madras Genera Hospital,
Sri Tenneti Viswanatham, a former M.P in Delhi and many others
who are now eminent doctors, lawyers and successful professional
people in their respective occupations. The noted Alluri Sitarama
Raju, theterror of the British Government for several yearswas one
of the studentsin our Academy and would join our silent meditation
group by the beachsidein Vishakhapatnam for prayer and meditation,
with my spiritual instructions. It was then that the Academy of
Religionswasfounded, with the help of al these devoted and aspiring
students. Aspart of their spiritual discipline they were made to keep
aspiritual diary andtowriteinit every day, notingtheir daily progress.

| would regularly and patiently correct thediariesof all the
members of the Academy of Religions and give instructions for
their spiritual progress. Sometimes we held long moonlight
meditations as well. As we were reaching home late after these
meditations, we were found fault with and taken to task by our
guardians and parents. They thought we were playing, wasting our
precious time and perhaps doing wrong things as well.

| was happy and contented that even at such an early age
my life was helpful to several of my classmates and other student
friends, for | was giving them inspiration and high ideals for the
living of noblelivesof serviceand love, filled with self-discipline
and devotion.

May Adorations be unto the Giver of all Blessings!
OM OM OM
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LITTLESISTER:

Sad events make one sad, even to recall and remember.
Similarly, happy events make one happy. Somehow, the events of
this chapter make me sad and heavy. The late K.S.D. lyer of the
Spiritual Healing Centre, Coimbatore, published a booklet titled
Reincarnation, which gives some of the details of the consecrated
and devoted life of the Little Sister and tells of her passing with
suffering into the Great Beyond.

She was twelve when she passed away. Even though she was
very young, one could see that she was a God-loving and devoted
soul, for she spent alarge part of her timein puja, theworship of
various Gods. Ramaand Krishnawere her ideal Avatars, Saviours.
She was completely gentle, sweet and charitable; whenever our
parents or uncles gave us both some money she would give away
her shareaswell for my use, without athought of herself. | usedto
spend the money in reckless way, entertaining and feeding my
young friends, instead of looking after the comforts of the Little
Sister.

Once, when she was cleaning the glass chimney of a
hurricane lamp, it broke in her hand and made a deep cut, out of
which much blood flowed. She became sick and anaemic and then
one of her lungs was affected. As a result she was taken to
Vishakhapatnam hospital for efficient treatment but alas, she was
pronounced as incurable and brought back home to Pithapuram.
As| wasyoung and thoughtless | did not realise the seriousness of
her end, the last moments of the Little Sister who had lived for and
loved only me, considering me as her al in al. When the end
came shewas asking for me. A telegram was sent but | did not rush
there immediately and thus she passed away with my name on her
lips, awaiting my arrival at any moment. This event has made me
sad for al therest of my life. Repentance came too late.

| failed to help and serve her while shewasalive. After her
demise | longed to help her. How could | help her then or now?
Hence, | resolved to see the Little Sister in all the sisters of the
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world and to serve her in al the forms in the East and the West.
Her dedicated life of service, love and devotion reminds me of the
life of our Jnaneswari, who now livesand breathesfor my welfare.
| often wonder whether the Little Sister has reincarnated to love
and serve me as Jnaneswari. Blessed are the dedicated souls of
service and love wherever they may be, in disembodied or other
forms of the One Indivisible Spirit!

My Father also had been too kind, good and generous. He
helped me with the necessary funds for the journey to America
and he took care of me always, looking after my welfarein little
thingsaswell asin big things, concerning himself with my comforts
and progress in education and in life. After the starting of the
Ashram, theMission of Peace, he stayed for several years, spending
al his time in prayer and meditation. It has made me sad to
remember though, that in hisclosing years he had to go back to his
native place,Pithapuram.During that time he had a fall and was
sick and he had to leave the body away from the Ashram, in the
world, which | have regretted much both then and throughout the
years. For al that he did, both as a father and as a mother,
worshipping the very dust of my feet; | failed miserably in doing
my part to make him happy and comfortable in the Ashram in his
closing years. | was foolish enough to care more for the public
opinion at that time and listened to those who said that father should
be allowed to live in his native place in his closing years. Now |
consider all as my fathers. In this case also, repentance came too
late. Where is the dedicated Spirit of Father now? It must be
somewhere, in someone and my only consolation isto worship all
forms near and far, so that my Father's Spirit also will be included
in this Universal Worship.

| feel pangs of sorrow and heaviness even now, whenever |
remember how, in the rush of my mad dreamsfor going toAmerica
I completely neglected the little, sick Sister and how, in my
absorption in the activities of the Ashram | neglected, sacrificed
thewelfare of the Father who had adored me, lived and worked for
me and relied on my support and carein hisold age. Certainthings
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happen that cannot be remedied, because of Karma or Fate. Asit
is a waste of precious time to worry or cry over spilt milk, my
prayers, sincethe passing of the Little Sister and Father, have been
for their Mukti, Freedom and Peace. Inloving and serving humanity
throughout theworld they too areincluded, for my Loveor Religion
Universal includes all and excludes none.

May the devoted souls of both Sister and Father rest in
God, in Peace, eternally! In spite of my neglect, this has been my
ardent Prayer both for my consolation as well asfor their Peace.

May Peace be unto all!
oM oM oM

GETTING READY TO LEAVE FOR AMERICA:

America is such a faraway place, and | was too young,
without any experience of theworld. Yet, | wasall enthusiasm to
leavefor theU.S.A., al aloneand so unafraid. A lot of preparation
and paraphernaliawere needed for departureto aforeign land. A
Passport had to be obtained from the British Government and a
Visa extended by the American Consulate. A lot of testimonials
and letters of recommendation were needed from men of influence
inorder to obtain the Passport and Visa. ThePrincipal of theA.V.N.
College, Sri Srinivas lyyangar and other professors were kind
enough to give the necessary certificates. Even the District
Collector of Vishakhapatnam helped me get the necessary papers
and Passport. All werevery helpful and very amused for | wastoo
young, only a teenager, to be leaving India. It is wonderful to
remember how | was so bold and unafraid of thelong seavoyage.
| went to book passage by steamer. Imagine, the very name of the
steamer which wasto take meto Americawas The City of Banaras!

Many friends from near and far helped me in those days,
especially Sri KakkiralaRamaRao and M other Ratnam, hisdevoted
wife. Many of my classmates and boyhood friends, such as
Sri Kotha Suryanarayana, Sri M. Rangachary and others helped
me in a great number of ways. This Autobiography would be
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incomplete without mentioning the devotion and selfless service
of my Sister, Smt. Rednam Venkayamma, adevoted and dedi cated,
God-loving soul.

Before | was born, as my parents were without children, she
was adopted and later given in marriageto arich family in Waltair. It
was there that | received my education and it was she who took such
tender careof mein her home. Her husband wasavery strict taskmaster
and never liked my coming home at late hours, for he was always
suspecting me of some mischief. One night, when | did not return for
alongtime, hetook abig stick and started towards the beach in search
of me, to give severe punishment.

Imagine his surprise when he saw me meditating in the
moonlight on the beach with abunch of boys, al absorbed in meditation.
From that night forward his suspicion changed into great respect. He
and his devoted wife helped me agreat deal in getting ready to leave
for America. Father was really sad and heavy-hearted at the thought
of allowing meto go to such afar-off place when | was still so young,
just in my teens. However, my mind was resolute and firm and he
finally agreed to help me, even with the necessary funds.

We had some relatives in Calcutta who were in business there
and they helped me to make the steamer reservations by settling al the
preliminaries before | arrived in Calcutta. It was dl so new. All the
kalasis, servants and workmen on the steamer were Bengalis and
Muslims. They were all kind and attentive to me even though | did not
know their languages. Some of my Ayurvedic friends provided mewith
ginger pieces and digestion powders to protect me against sea-sickness.
At an auspicious hour, perhaps the midnight hour, our City of Banaras
left Calcutta harbour. There were only alimited number of passengers
aboard, for the ship was a cargo steamer. My companion in the cabin
was aBengali gentleman named Bannerji. Asthe steamer moved away
from the harbour | was deeping in Peace, chanting the Holy Word, the
sacred syllable OM and wishing the Peace of all.

L okah Samasthah Sukhino Bhavanthu!
May Peace be unto all!
oM oM OM

Autobiography of Omkar 15




Chapter 4
FIRST JOURNEY TO AMERICA

INTHE CITY OF BANARAS:

Asl begintowritethischapter | feel that | aminthecity of
Banaras and my steamer isrocking even now. How blessed it was
to have had my first voyage in the City of Banaras towards the
shores of America. It isinteresting that of all the steamersin the
world | should have travelled on that very one named ‘ The City of
Banaras. May we ever live in Banaras, the holy City of Lord
Viswanath, ever feeling His Presence! May Peacebeuntoall! This
ismy ardent prayer as| begin to write this chapter now.

Before | left India my friend and well-wisher,
Dr. Ramaswamy of Dr.Tinnevelly had given me letters of
introduction to two famous people in New York City. One was
Orison Swett Marden, a well-known author and lecturer whose
bookswere popular not only in Americabut throughout the world.
He came to see me when the steamer reached Americaand | was
detained on Ellislsland. The second letter was to Mrs. Williams,
a devoted and dedicated soul who was interested in Indiaand its
spiritua traditions. But we shall read about my visitto Ellisisland
alittle later. Let us now proceed with my voyage on The City of
Banaras.

The cabin that | was sharing with my Bengali friend had
two berths and was comfortably arranged to suit the needs of two
passengers. My new friend was a good man but unfortunately he
had the bad habit of drinking. Hetried to persuade mein so many
ways to join him, but when | kept refusing he was quite
disappointed, for the man who drinks loves to see all people
drinking. One day, when he was dead drunk he put his hand to my
throat and tried to force meto drink. Ashe was such abig, husky
fellow | felt somewhat afraid, but fortunately the electric bell used
to summon the cabin boy was near at hand. | rang the bell and
immediately the cabin boy who attended upon us came and removed
my fellow passenger to another cabin. Thus | was protected and
left done. Thisserved asablessing in disguise for | was able to

Autobiography of Omkar 16



pass the remaining journey all alonein the cabin, with prayersand
deep meditation.

How good is God always! | feel so deeply grateful to him
for al hisinnumerable blessings. The morefrail and weak we are
the more, He helps and protects, provided we trust and love Him
completely. Wherever | may be it has been my nature to share
what | have with my fellow travellers, passengers and other
companions.

The chief steward of The City of Banaraswas an educated
and enlightened Englishman. During a conversation | gave him
some of my prayersand he said roughly, ‘1 do not read such stuff’.
This made my heart sad and heavy. He was smoking and perhaps
he had adrink also. So our civilized English friend does not read
such stuff as Prayersand the Bible, yet heindulgesin reading cheap
and obscene novels, side by sidewith smoking and drinking! What
a sad world of disappointments! Isit culture and civilization to
smoke, drink and engagein the life of the senses, to shun or avoid
going to church and reading the Holy Scriptures? How impossible
it isto serve both God and Mammon!

Our City of Banaras stopped at all the important seaports
after leaving Calcutta. We touched Colombo, Aden, Port Said,
Naples, Genoa, Marseilles, Gibraltar, London and finally reached
New York City. All the passengers were required to pass through
customs and meet the Immigration Authorities. 1n the harbour of
the city is an island named Ellis Island where, in those days all
passengers entering the U.S.A. were taken for inspection.
Foreignerswere often detained for longer periods of time until the
completion of theinspection process. It took morethan forty days
to reach Americafor | was on aslow cargo ship which loaded and
unloaded cargo at every port. But being a lover of silence and
solitude | certainly enjoyed my long stay on The City of Banaras.

The enchanting hours of sunrise and sunset were simply
gloriouson the ocean, facing the horizon. | used to enjoy the sunrise
and sun set with ecstasy, with tears of blissin my eyesl May all
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Glory beunto God, the Giver of al Blessingsand to Hismanifested
world of Beauty and Silence.

OM OM OM
ELLISISLAND:

The City of Banaras reached safely the shores of America,
the port of New York and Ellislsland. Therewasno oneto receive
me, except for the Immigration Officials and the customs people.
It wasalonely hour for ayoungster, more so because | was detained
for examination to see whether | was fit for entry into the United
States of America. It was a helpless and forlorn hour, al aone,
while others, especially the American citizens were leaving Ellis
Island with bag and baggage. | was left behind al alone. Then
came the reporters from several daily newspapers, both men and
women and they were very kind to a mere teenager. They were
most interested in creating and writing some sensationa news about
my coming from faraway India. First of all, they asked meif | was
amember of aroyal family. | replied that | belonged to the Royal
Family of God and that all of us belong to Him, we are all the
children of God.

They asked me many questions about myself, Indiaand its
spiritual traditions. Somehow, they thought that everyone who
comes from India must belong to aroyal family and so, from that
day forward | was lovingly called Prince Rao. Every day in the
newspapersthey wrote about my idealsand aspirations, explaining
that | was being detained on Ellis Island, awaiting further
examination into my fitness for entry into America. Some of the
reporters from the dailies were sympathetic and they were kind
enough to bring me apples, oranges and other things. They wrote
many interesting articles in the morning and evening editions of
the newspapers regarding the details of my case. Some of my
fellow travellers would give me the newspapers so that | could
read about myself. Later on, when | became a Swami, aSannyasin
like Swami RamaTirtha, | tore up al the old newspaper clippings,
including my School Final Certificate and School Registration

Autobiography of Omkar 18



Book and threw them in the ocean.

| still remember an interesting sentence, a quotation from
one of the New York dailies which read:

When asked of hisplansif permitted to land, herepliedin
his sing-song voice, that he came as a Bearer of Light and for the
benefit of humanity.

Now, with the added experience of nearly fifty-six years|
would rather say that | came as a Seeker of Truth, not to teach but
tolearn and assimilate al that isbestin America. Astheyearsroll
on one finds that there is so much to learn in order to rise from
darknessto Light, from ignorance to Knowledge.

In those days, if one wished to enter the U.S.A. it was
essential to be in possession of, to show one Hundred and Fifty
Dollars as an Entry Fund. When asked for this entry money all
that | could produce for the Immigration Officials was a dlip of
paper from Thomas Cook & Sons. It was not abank draft but only
areceipt. When our steamer stopped in London, being in a hurry
and without any experience, instead of waiting for and the taking
the draft, | left with only the receipt paper. | thought it was the
draft and that when | presented it in New York the money would
be handed over to me. At the outset this absence of a draft or of
actual money stood intheway of my entranceinto New York City,
eventhough | later received the actual draft along with anotefrom
Cook & Sons explaining that | had forgotten it in their London
Office.

In my loneliness, while feeling somewhat depressed, |
received a visit on Ellis Island from the well-known author and
famous lecturer of the day, Mr. O. S. Marden. He was so tall and
sturdy that his very presence did me some good, imparting to me
necessary strength. Hewaskind and sympathetic and promised to
render al possible help to get me removed from Ellissland soon.
He aso said that he would send some of his books for my study.
His visit was Godsent and timely and was all due to the letter of
introduction from Dr. Ramaswamy.
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As | had travelled on a cargo steamer | was considered a
Third Class Passenger and treated accordingly by the Ellis Island
officials. The food that they fed me was very bad, mostly such
non-vegetablesas mutton and beef. | wasliving with great difficulty
on dry bread and boiled potatoes and drinking black coffee, which
| was not used to. | was famished, starving, for want of proper
food.Thus, when questioned by the newspaper reporters, | told them
that even the dogsin Indiawould not touch such food aswas given
tomeon Ellisldand. Whenthiswasprinted inthedaily newspapers
it was rather too much for the Immigration Authorities. They
decided | was creating asensation and making trouble and therefore
should be sent back to India as quickly as possible.

| had a sudden trial, an examination and on the grounds
that | was too young, without even the necessary landing money
and funds for avisit to the U.S.A. it was decreed that | should be
sent back to India. |1 remember having told the Immigration Officers
who were examining my casethat if | were allowed entry | would
not be a burden to America but would do my part by helping to
heal the sick with my mental and psychic powers. During those
remaining days of my stay | was given, as a special case, better
food, consisting mainly of vegetables. Thefruitsthat were brought
as gifts by the newspaper reporters and some devoted ladies were
also helpful in keeping me happy and healthy.

In such cases where entry was not allowed those detained
were given free passage to return home. Since | was a British
Subject | was given passage back to London, England only. But
they were kind enough to give me Second class accommodation.
Asthe steamer on which | wasto return was anchored somewhere
far off in another part of the City’sharbor | wastaken therefirst in
adouble horse buggy through the streets of New York, the City of
Skyscrapers and finally brought to the pier. 1 was all excited for
they had not told me of their decision and | wasunder theimpression
that 1 would be allowed to land in New York City. But finaly,
when | was taken onto a steamer and brought into a fine cabin |
felt shocked, more so when | discovered that the cabin door was
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locked from the outside. Thuswas| rudely awakened to find that
| was not to enter America, but would have to return from whence
| had come and locked in as well so that | might not escape from
the steamer.

Once the steamer had | eft the shores of Americamy cabin
door was opened and | was allowed to come out and also given
food and all comforts. Imagine my sad surprise, heaviness of heart
and great disappointment after all thetrouble | had taken to come
to America , with such great dreams of becoming a Healer of
Diseases, to learn so much and give forth so much for the good of
the world and to be a blessing to India, the Motherland! In my
loneliness and great, unexpected sorrow | wept with a sad and
heavy heart. In my helplessnessand loneliness| remember to have
taken the Bhagavad Gitaand found consolation and strength inits
study. The life-giving words of the noble American, Abraham
Lincoln, were also helpful. Lincoln’sgreat life of dedication and
self-sacrifice has ever served as an ideadl to all seekers of Truth.
Thus| repeated the words:

Out of the depths, fresh strength
Out of the darkness, new light
Even in the gloom we are on the way.

Certainly no one else was in greater gloom than | in that dark and
cruel hour of great disappointment and sorrow. Thus| slept, tired
and weary, in my comfortable cabin on the big steamer Mauritania.

OM OM OM

| PROMISED MY GOD | WOULD DO IT:

| have ever admired those who are full of optimism and
who when they undertake anything, will do it at any cost, even at
the cost of lifeitself, death. Thus, in the gloom of those hours of
defeat | meditated and resolved that | would returnto Americayet,
passthroughimmigrationinall glory and becomeagreat Spiritual
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Healer, serving the sick and suffering in the East and the West. In
those hours | became more determined than ever, following the
words of Abraham Lincoln, ‘I promised my God | woulddoit’. |
should like to share with my readers part of a message which was
published in Peace, November 1931, inspired by these words of
the sage Lincoln, the Patriot and Seer, which gives some good
thoughts on Promises.

| PROMISED MY GOD | WOULD DOIT

Dear Loving Readers, how many of you have given thought
to these beautiful, life-giving and uplifting words of Abraham
Lincoln? How many of you feel inspired by these soul-awakening
words?

It has been said that one word is enough for thewise. Are
you not wise, seeking Truth? Are you not striving to realise that
Peace which passeth al understanding?Aboveall, do you not have
any promises to make to God?

Dear Friends, before you read any further remember and
bear in mind that this chapter is not for surface study but for
assimilation and realisation of God’s Presence within yourselves
through your Atonement with the Universal Spirit.

‘I promised my God | would do it’ were the impressive
wordswritten by that great soul, Lincoln, in hisprivatediary. How
many of usare keeping diariesfor self-improvement? How many
of usaremaking promisesto God to risefrom weaknessto strength?
How many of us are struggling day and night to attain union with
the Highest of the high?

Facing God within himself, Lincoln promised Him that he
would liberate the slaves; make his country freefrom slavery. He
resolved to abolish slave trade, knowing that it is the greatest sin
to buy and sell human beings, God's own children, His Living
Images.

Intheface of ridicule, opposition, hardship and even death
Lincoln fulfilled his promise to God. Such is the iron will and

Autobiography of Omkar 22



determination of all great souls. By nature they are silent. They
do not undertake the common things; neither do they meddie in
the affairs of others. When they fix their minds on doing a certain
thing they succeed init evenif mountainsstandintheir way. Christ
promised His Father to realise the Kingdom of Heaven within and
to serve Hischildren with thelast drop of blood. The Father’swill
became Christ’'s Will: Not my will but Thine be done.

The Buddhapromised or resolved to attain the blessed state
of Nirvana so that he might share it with the suffering world. He
neither slept nor ate until he succeeded in seeing the Light.

Krishna, the Lord of Wisdom realised the high state of
Nirvikalpa Samadhi in order to bean Ideal for all seekersof Truth.

What about your own ideals? Have you made any promises
to God? It is not enough just to make promises. Itisvery easy to
forget them. When once we make a promise we must spend our
days and nights in doing only such things as lead us nearer to the
fulfillment of our promises. We need not be discouraged even if
we break or fail to keep our promises because of luke-warmness
or lack of fervour. Our ideal should be to rise each time we fall
until we reach such a state where there will be no failure.

What isit youwant? What isyour life'sambition and goal
and what steps are you taking to realise the same? Is it not high
time that we promise God that we will succeed in our endeavours?
Itisnot too lateto repeat with Lincoln, | promised my God | would
doit. Let uswaste no moretimein doing the so-called big things.
L et usinstead realisethe sanctity and preciousness of every moment
and attune ourselves with the Almighty, serving His children and
doing His work.

Blessus, O Lord of Loveto live in the ceaseless flow of
Thy Light of lights, recognising always our eternal oneness with
Thee. Let usrealise and stand by God at any price.

May Peace ever abide with al of you forever.
oM oM OM
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Chapter 5
HOMEWARD BOUND
S.S.CITY OF MAURITANIA:

The steamship Mauritania was considered to be one of the
largest of its day, along with the SS Oceanic. They both had a
heavy tonnage of more than fifty thousand tons. They were next
insizeto the unfortunate Titanic which had the great disaster, hitting
an iceberg in mid-Atlantic and going down with aloss of nearly
five thousand lives. Some of those who perished were eminent
people, millionaires, writers, statesmen, etc. Anything may happen
at any moment. Death comestooneand all! Blessed arethey who
areready for death whether it comes suddenly or naturally. Many
are getting ready for life but very few are they who are preparing
for death. May Peace be unto those who have departed in disasters
such as the sinking of steamers and May Peace be unto those few
survivorsin the sudden world of calamities!

It was rather aprivilege to have been allowed to travel on
such alarge and comfortable steamer, in spite of my rude shock
and terrible disappointment. Assoon asthe steamer left the shores
of America my cabin doors were opened and | was free to roam
and wander as | liked, no longer a prisoner in my cabin. The
Immigration Officials had taken such strict precautions because
therewere somewho, when refused admittance would do anything
in their desperation to escape from custody and enter the country
by any illegal means. Of al the passengers on the ship, one, a
young Jewish Law student from Columbia University named
Chester Solomon became my close friend. It isstrange how | can
remember his name and antecedents after so many years have
passed. The following facts about him and our close association
on the steamer, aswell as subsequent eventsin London will explain
why | have been able to remember his name not only then and
now, but always.

He wasvery sympathetic about my disappointment and he
criticised and found fault with the American Government and its
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unreasonable Immigration Laws. He said that when hereturned to
Americahewould do everything in his power to get me back again.
| was deeply touched by his sympathy and interest in me. | heard
that he himself was travelling without a ticket and when | asked
him he told me that his own people had also arranged passage on
the same steamer but had missed the ship. God alone knows how
true this was. Anyway, we became fast friends and shared not
only each other’s thoughts but also whatever possessions we had.

It wasalonely and forlorn time that we spent on the steamer
throughout thelong voyage. Our steamer had to continuously blow
itshorn in order to avoid collision with other ships coming in our
direction. In spite of the fog horn we were amused to see other
vessels passing very closeto our steamer. God alone protected us
and our steamer, the Mauritania.

OM OM OM
IN LONDON

Therewereno Immigration Lawsor restriction for landing
in England. Our large steamer anchored in the Port of South-
Hampton and from there we had to go to London. | think the
American Government provided mewith afreeticket from South-
Hampton to London but I’m not sure. My new friend, Mr. Chester
Solomon, would not leave me aone. For reasons of his own he
clung to me and promised to render all possible help. Because |
was so young and inexperienced | fell into histrap. We selected a
boarding house and stayed together for some days in London. |
paid for his board and lodging while he waited for his parents to
arrive on the next steamer. He promised that he would take me to
America again. But then, since his relations never arrived,
Mr. Solomon suggested another helpful idea which seemed good
for both of us under the circumstances.

He requested that | pay for his return passage to America,
buy aticket for him and he promised to send back the money by
Telegraph Money Order as soon as he reached the other shore. He
also promised to immediately make all arrangements for my own
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journey back to America and to provide for me an easier entry
through Immigration. Like afool, without the least experience, |
bought from my own meager funds a ticket for New York and
even gave him some pocket money aswell. | saw him off, wished
him Bon VVoyage and expected all kinds of help frommy new friend
out of my own helplessness and disappointment and my foolish
resolve to return to America at any cost. | waited and waited for
days, patient and trusting, but no help came, not even aword of his
safe arrival in New York City.

Therewas an Anglo-Indian Association in England at that
time which had been founded for the purpose of helping Indian
students and other nationals who were stranded and helpless in
foreign lands. | cameinto contact with them and they promised to
render me al possible help. Some of my friends wrote to their
Indian friendsin Americaabout theinjustice of not |etting me enter
the country. They went so far asto say they would fileasuit against
the American Government, to show cause why | had been expelled
so suddenly without being allowed entry. It was like atiny mouse
fighting against a big mountain.

It was my good fortune at that time to have met Sri V. V.
Giri, my life-long friend, who was studying in London to become
a Barrister. From the very beginning he was loving, devoted and
sympathetic towards me. He was very sorry for me in my
disappointment of having come all the way from India only to be
turned back, refused entry into America. One of Sri V. V. Giri’s
name is Varaha, which means gold, and so it was not surprising
that he gave mefour gold sovereignsright away to usein my great
need and hel plessnessin London. Brother Giri has been my greatest
friend since those early days of boyhood friendship in London.
His selfless service to the Motherland as L abour Minister, Member
of the Cabinet, Governor and now as President have been alwaysa
source of joy and strength to me. The words of Swami Ram,
deserve, and no need of desiring have been life-motto of Sri V. V.
Giri. And as he fully deserves, with his selfless nature, it is no
wonder that God has now chosen him to be the President of India.
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In al these fifty long years Sri V. V. Giri has kept in close touch
with me and has always appreciated my humble work in the name
of Santi Ashram, the Mission of Peace, the Common Property of
all the seekers of Truth in every religion in both the East and the
West.

A relation of mine was studying in London to become a
barrister at that time. He tried to discourage me from going back
to America or from even staying in England, instead of giving
sympathy in any form. | remember one day especialy when |
invited him to lunch at my boarding house. My English landlady
was very much interested in me, considered me as one of her own
children and did everything she could to please me. As| wanted
to surprise my rich relation with areal Indian dinner, | requested
my landlady to prepare several Indian dishes.

When my relative, Dharma Rao arrived and saw all those
rich Indian preparations he nearly fell in a swoon. He couldn’t
believe how I, newly arrived and in a strange land, had come to
haveall these deliciousfoods prepared. Neverthelesshewasquite
touchy and wouldn’t eat anything for fear of getting sick. To our
disappointment he hardly ate anything, after al the trouble my
kind landlady had taken to prepare atruly Royal Indian Dinner.

Having nothing to do | would wander all over the streets of
London, both in the daylight hours and at night and on through the
midnight hours too. Sometimes Mr. Dharma Rao used to
accompany me on these night wanderings and both of us managed
to waste our precious time. In al of my nearly two months in
London | do not think that | went even onceto the cinemaor theatre
| spent my timein going to lovely and lonely placeswherel could
remain in Peace, with prayer and meditation. Love of silenceand
solitude was my main trait or nature even in those early years and
this was remarked upon and highly appreciated by my friend and
brother, Sri V.V.Giri, even in those early days of our association.

OM OM OM
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THE CITY OF BARODA:

The President and the Secretary of the Anglo-Indian
Association were very much interested in mefor | was only aboy
is his teens and in a foreign land with no one to look after me.
They often invited meto take dinner with them and other members
of the Association. When | did not hear from my Jewish friend,
Mr. Solomon or from any of the Indian friends who had promised
to return me to America, filing a suit against the Government if
necessary, to correct the injustice of my being sent from the
American shores so suddenly, without the opportunity to
sufficiently represent my case, the Anglo-Indian Association was
kind enough to book passage for me on a steamer returning to
India, Thecity of Baroda. Those steamerswere very comfortable
for they carried only limited number of passengers and cargo. |
loved travelling in thisway because of thelovely lifeand thelong
voyage of many days on the ocean. Sometimes there were two or
three passengers, often | wasall alone. | usedtofeel that | wasthe
soleMaster or Owner of thewhol e steamer, with compl ete freedom.

Some years | ater, after | had become a Sannyasin and was
living in the Himalayas some friends in New York City contacted
Mr. Chester Solomon. He apologized for al his selfish actions
and offered to pay back the money he had taken. By then | had
renounced the world of name and fame and would not accept any
money from him. | wonder now what has become of Mr. Chester
Solomon.

AsaSwami | aso visited the beautiful City of Barodain
the North of Indiaasaguest of the Secretary to the Mahargjah and
Maharani of Baroda. | naturally remembered my sea voyage on
the steamer, The city of Baroda. The days of my sojourn on the
steamship Baroda were naturally somewhat sad and depressing
for | was being compelled to return to India without having had
entry into America. What had become of my Scholarship to the
Nevada Collegefor the study of Mental Healing? My Inner Spirit
was rebellious and unconquerable and | planned to wreak
vengeance on all those who had thwarted my plans, whether or not
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they were for my good and the good of others or not.

| resolved that someday | would go to America, not as a
young student but as a Swami, as a Bearer of Light and for the
benefit of humanity. In my depression and dejection | read again
the Bhagavad Gitafrom the first to the last chapter, as well asthe
life and writings of Swami Rama Tirtha and other spiritual books
for my consolation and strength.

My prayers and meditations, lying on a deck chair on the
spacious deck of the steamer, facing the horizon and sunrise and
sunset were very helpful and inspiring. Not only the Captain and
the Officers of the steamer but even the crew and cabin boyswere
all devoted and interested in me and always tried to help me for
they saw my silent life of devotion and dedication, even at such a
young age. Inmy ownway | tried to help and serve everyonewho
was interested in me. The seeds of service, love and help for all
withwhom | camein contact have ever been present from the very
beginning. May al Glory be unto God, in spite of my sad failure
and drastic disappointment.

The City of Baroda was a cargo ship like The City of
Banaras and it stopped at most of the important ports, such as
Marseilles, Genoa. Naples, Port Said, Aden, Etc. It was very
interesting to see al the vendors coming to the ship at every port
to sell their many goods, such as necklaces, shells, rings, picture
postcardsand so forth. It wasreally strange how they tried to dupe
the innocent passengers, claiming first the price of a necklace or
ring at Rs 50 and after bargaining, giving it away for half arupee
or for afew annas.

It was really disappointing when our steamer anchored in
Madras Harbour. It was very lonely and there was no one there.

OM OM OM
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Chapter 6
SECOND ATTEMPT TO STUDY MEDICINE
RETURNING HOME IN FAILURE, PITHAPURAM:

Strange are the ways of Providence. No one can tell what
isgoing to happen next. Likethe Prodigal Son of the Biblestory |
had squandered all my money and given charity to unworthy people.
| acted hastily for | had no experience and thus | was compelled to
return homein compl ete disappointment and depression. Although
more than fifty-five years have passed | can still see myself asa
young student, wearing a black suit asamark of mourning for my
great failure, alighting at the Pithapuram Station instead of being
in America studying the Arts of Medicine and Mental Healing.

There was no reception, no one was there to receive me,
not even my old classmates and trusted chelas. | could see only
Father, anxiously awaiting my arrival with a sad face, behind the
railing of the platformin the Pithapuram station. | wanted to change
from my suit of European clothing into the simple Indian dhoti but
somehow | could not open my big trunk in another compartment
of thetrain. Thusl had to present myself in theforeign clothing of
suit, hat and boots, as though returning as a doctor in all success.
It was a sorry and miserable spectacle.

After alittlewhile many of my old classmates, schoolmates
and some of the Members of the Academy of Religions came and
welcomed me home with love, in spite of my disappointment and
failure. In any case | was their hero for | had crossed the Seven
Seas, had been in New York and seen the ‘ City of Skyscrapers,
evenif only for afew hours. | had aso passed anumber of dayson
Ellislsland.

My friends, being mischievousyoung boys, were naturally
curious and thus, while | was taking a bath they took the keys of
my trunk from my coat pocket and began to ransack my things,
clothes, papers, etc. to see what | had brought back from the far
away America. Later on | gave each of them asouvenir and also a
prayer to repeat for the Peace of all. Inthose early daysthe ssmple,
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ingpiring and memorable Peace Prayer had not comeinto existence,
but | always had some prayer or other to share with friends and
devoteesfor | had the aspiration to live in God and help othersto
livein Him.

In spite of the utter failure and great disappointment with
regard to my plans and dreams of becoming a great Doctor and
Mental Hedler there was still the same pent-up energy within,
unused, waiting to expressitself in someform or other inthefuture.
Although I was still so young, just a teenager, | could not sit by
idly with daydreams and waste precious time, even though | had
just experienced an utter failure. Every wavethat goesdown surely
rises again. Every night is succeeded by a day of sunshine. To
overcome my sadness, depression and failure | began to read more
and more spiritual booksand | went deeper and deeper with prayers
and meditation to forget the great disappointment, the first of its
kind.

| was al so anxiousto teach and preach to my young friends
what little I then knew. The Gita and a little book called The
Essence of the Upanishads were my companions and bedside
books. TheImitation of Christ al'so gave me strength, consolation
and inspiration. By teaching others | too was being taught; thus
unconscioudly | trained myself while being ateacher to my young
friends. Thus, the old band of disciples rallied around me and
more new friends joined our old association, The Academy of
Religions. Thishad been started in Waltair when | was as student
there, before | left for America. It was my strong wish and will
then to make of my life something, even out of this very failure
itself. Since my return from America some people, especially my
young admirers considered me to be a Mental Healer and a great
Mesmerist. | wasableto help and servethesick, relievetheir iliness,
by curing headache, heartache and fevers through the use of
hypnotism and mesmerism. Whether it was through God'’ s special
Blessings and Grace or because of my simple and sincere life of
aspiration there were many cases which had relief and this gave
great joy to my friends and inner strength and satisfaction to me.
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To do any real and lasting good for othersit wasnot enough
however for mejust to imagine myself asagreat Mental Hedler. |
longed to study some kind of medicinein order to add to my mental
powersof curing disease. Inthosedaysone of my boyhood friends,
Dr. Govinda Rajulu, the well-known surgeon of Vijayawada, was
studying medicine in Cal cuttaand requested meto join him and at
least study Homoeopathy at alarge Homoeopathic College there.
The school offered afiveyear course of study and | felt very happy
at the thought of studying at a Homoeopathic College, getting a
degree and then practicing for the sake of relieving the suffering
of the sick and the poor. Father also wasvery happy with my new
venture and was kind enough to provide me again with the
necessary funds to proceed to Calcutta and enroll in the college.
My relationsin Cal cutta extended a hearty welcome and promised
to help mein all possible ways. Dr. Govinda Rajulu wasthe sole
cause and real instrument behind my entering the Homoeopathic
Collegein Calcutta. Onanauspiciousday all my friendsand chelas
gave me a hearty send-off at the Pithapuram Station, from whence
| proceeded to Calcutta to begin a new life as a Student of
Homoeopathy.

May all Blessings be unto Dr. Govind Rajulu and my family and
friendsfor al their love and help and may all Glory be unto God,
the Doctor of Doctors for giving me a second chance!

OM OM OM

INCALCUTTA:

The pent-up energy, the dormant power within, wastrying
to expressitself and was aways scheming to do something, to be
something, to make something out of life and thusbe ablessing to
home, family, town, country and to the world at large. The
aspiration and the vision have always been for the good of all, to
do great things for the benefit of all. Thus | was again given a
sendoff on an auspicious day and | left for Calcutta, the big city,
the capital of Bengal, where Sri Ramakrishna Pramahamsa,
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Chaitanya Maha Prabhu and many other spiritual souls have been
born. Their consecrated lives have been agreat blessing not only
to Indiabut to al the world.

| think it was Dr. Govinda Rajulu who received me at the
Calcutta Railway Station and took meto the home of my relations.
| was to stay with them while studying medicine at the
Homoeopathic College. Dr. Govinda Rajulu had made up his
mind to make me a doctor of something or other and so he had
made all arrangements for my entry into the College. | was
introduced to the Principal and other doctorsand teachers. It created
guite a sensation when it was announced to al of them that | had
gone to America even at such ayoung age. All the professors of
the College were very loving and paid special attention to me.

My relation'shousewasvery small and situated in anarrow
lane. | occupied what was practically the attic on the top of the
house, but | could enjoy the scenery of the surrounding tall buildings
near and far. My soul could not be content with living in an attic
however; a small room on the top of alittle building in a narrow
lane for it had high and noble aspirations. | longed to livein a
beautiful garden wheretherewere ponds of water, lakesand flowers
of various kinds. On holidays | would go to the outskirts of the
city and seek out any such places that might be available for my
residenceat alow rent. Asevery selflesswish getsfulfilled, | was
abletofind asmall room, not in palatial building but inthe servants
quarters of aDewan, a caretaker who looked after the gardens and
buildings of alarge estate. | wasgiven the privilege of roaming all
through the garden and meditating wherever | liked. At last | was
abletorest, relax and meditate. | was happy to go every day to the
Homoeopathic College on atrolley and attend my classesregularly.

After some time my mind began to incline towards lovely
places and lonely places of silence such as Dakshineswar, where
Sri Ramakrishna Paramahamsa performed Sadhanaat Belur Math.
I would spend hour after hour alonein prayer and meditation. The
Botanical Gardens of Calcutta are considered the finest in India,
with the well-kept and beautiful parks, winding paths bordered by
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fragrant flowers and many comfortable places for rest and
meditation. My mind used to wander towardsthelovely and lonely
Botanical Gardens more often than it did towards the
Homoeopathic College.

| had a Muslim friend who lived near the ‘Garden of the
Zamindars wherel wasstaying. Hewasvery kind and ofteninvited
meto hishomewherewe had prayers and the study of comparative
religions. Sometimes he would make especially for me a mixed
dish, avegetable pulao. Perhaps through Purvajanmasukrutham,
good deeds donein past births, God has blessed mewith aheart of
universality. From childhood | have seen only the Sweet Face of
God in everyone, regardless of caste, creed, colour or nationality.

The big garden with itstanks, ponds, trees and flowers had
itsdisadvantageshowever. Therewere mosquitoesand | wasbitten
and developed a malarial kind of fever. Hearing of my sickness
while al aonein afaraway place my father and friends wired me
to return home.

Theaccount of my stay in Calcuttawould beincompleteif
| did not mention with gratitude one of my boyhood friends,
Sri Rangachary, who supported mein the expensive city by sending
month after month the salary he received as a Station Master. |
was deeply touched when | heard from some of our mutual friends
that brother Rangachary used to live sometimes on rice and rice
water alone, without even milk, for want of money. Hewas sending
the major portion of hissalary for my education and maintenance
in the great city of Calcutta.

How blessed it is to have such selfless and devoted friends
who live for others, denying themselves even daily nourishment
and the comforts of life. Blessed has been my life to have had
such dedicated and consecrated friends!

May Peace be unto all.
oM oM oM
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Chapter 7
A HEALER OF DISEASE
RETURNING HOME IN SICKNESS, PITHAPURAM :

The body is but a rented house, be the inhabitant saint or
sinner. We have to pay rent every month. If we do not do so,
eventually the rent will be collected in a lumpsum. My malaria
grew worse and became chronic for | took no precautions or
medicine at the outset. Asmy father and friends had wired meto
return homeand as| had lost interest in Homoeopathy, | left all my
books, clothes and thingsin the cottage, locked theroom and giving
the key to the caretaker, left for home. | said good bye to my
Muslim friend and others at the Railway Station and promised to
return again and then, by God's Grace, reached Pithapuram safely
where all were anxiously awaiting my arrival.

| have never been in favour of taking medicines, for some
actually prove poisonous. If we want real and permanent cure
Mother Nature isthe unfailing remedy. | wasinterested in Nature
Cure and read various books by Purington and other Naturopaths.
| tried steam baths, massage, mud packs and special diet to cure
the malaria. As Nature Cure takes a long time my friends and
relations became discouraged, for | continued to have high fever
often. But God blessed me with the strength to test my convictions
despite opposition.

Day by day | grew healthier and more happy. | wasdrawn
towards the Inner Spirit and spent hoursin prayer and meditation.
Friends also would join me for long walks in the evenings and at
the midnight hours aswell. My simple and idedl life of devotion
brought joy not only to my loyal students but to many others who
had been watching my lifeall along, hoping for Service and Peace.

Often sick people would come to me uninvited for cure of
disease through prayersand mental power. Thus| becameamental
healer or spiritual doctor unknowingly. | would write the sacred
syllable OM on the water and give Mantrajalam to the sick. My
studiesin homoeopathy and Mesmerism were a so helpful for they
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teach oneto assert health and strength, facing God in all. Many of
the sick who came to me were thus finding some relief.

Strange are the ways of God! He uses His children, even
theweak, erring and ignorant onesto serve His Purpose, to glorify
HisName. Weread in the holy Bible how the Blessed Christ used
to excorcise, driveaway, thedevilsand evil spiritsfrom the bodies
of sick people. By God's Grace such signsof healing wereseenin
my own lifein those days.

By another strange coincidence, through past Karma, a
Tantrika, aMental Healer, wasliving nearby and drawing hundreds
of sick people to him not only for the cure of physical illness but
also for the obsessed as well. Hearing of my silent life of prayer
and austerity he visited my dwelling place in Pithapuram. | aso
was interested in his healing work and when he invited me to his
village about eight miles away, | accepted. Thus along with my
devoted young friends | went to the village of the Yogi to learn the
Art of Healing and the driving out of devils from this new Guru.
At last | saw being fulfilled my dream of becoming a Bearer of
Light and areal Benefactor to the world.

OM OM OM

IN CHENDURTY:

A Prophet is not honoured in his own county. It can also
be said that familiarity breeds contempt. Yet, a pure, ideal and
selflesslife commands respect, even among one's countrymen. A
selfish life harms all. A weak and negative thought will spread
and increase weakness. The passing clouds of depression should
be ignored and only good thoughts be allowed to spread, for the
good of al. What you think you become. Think only good thoughts
and forget theevil inyourself aswell asin others. How life-giving
and inspiring is the message of the Three Monkies:

Seeno evil.
Hear no evil.
Speak no evil.
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Self-praise combined with the condemnation of othersis
oneof theworst traitsfor it creates differences, misunderstandings
and distrust. Speak only when you have something good to say of
others. How blessed it is to see God in each and every one!l In
spite of the passing clouds of difference al are the living Images
of the One, Indivisible God!

Although this well known Tantric Master, the Karnam of
Chendurthy was drawing crowds of sick people, coming on foot
and in jutkas, carts, who sought relief from his magnetic touch and
Mantrajalam, the people of his own village avoided him like the
plague and went instead to nearby doctors and hospitals for cure of
their illness. At atime when the fame of the Tantric was waning |
waslured, or rather bewitched and taken to the village of Chendurthy
tolivewiththismagician. He seemed to have some power for curing
disease by his Mantrajalam and could drive away the devils or evil
spirits that had taken possession of the bodies of the innocent and
were making a havoc of their lives. Ninety-nine percent of these
cases were women, mature ladies and young girls, but never men.

Once we were taken to the home of a rich merchant in
Kakinada where one of the ladies of the house was possessed by
evil spirit and was wreaking havoc in the whole family. Although
only awitnessto the play of the spiritsand their threats | wasyoung
and felt afraid within as | sat bravely beside the Tantric, facing the
obsessed. Before him the person would become silent and obey all
his commands. When we arrived at the house in Kakinada the
possessed woman was crying and dancing around a pillar on the
verandah and creating alot of disturbance. At the approach of the
Tantric she became silent and there was satisfaction for all.

Whether it was true or not people, especially those of the
village used to say the cures were taking place because of my
presence. The Tantric took me whenever he went to drive out evil
spirits from the possessed. Once we went to the house of the
Munsiff of Kirlampudi, a wealthy man. One of the ladies of the
house was suffering with obsession. The Munsiff arranged for the
Tantric Master and myself to be carried in palaguinsto hishome, a
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distance of twelve miles. Eight servants were employed to carry
the palanquinsand | protested against thisinjusticeto human dignity
but | was finally persuaded by the Tantric to sit in the palanquin
and be carried to Kirlampudi. It wasan interesting experience and
aprivilege to help the possessed.

Weweregiven comfortablerooms, deliciousfood, coconut water
and plenty of fruits. Some of my close friends and admirers also came
aong. | was happy in my separate room where | could meditate in
silence when not needed to help with the cure of the patient. After two
or three days relief was given to the satisfaction of al and we were
carried back from Kirlampudi in the same comfortable palanquins.

Generally palanquins are used for marriages, to carry the
bride and the bridegroom. The bearers chant certain songs, perhaps
tolessen their burden. | wasableto hear and feel the sound of the
sacred syllable OM in the refrain of their song:

OM Bhai....Bha OM! OM Bhai....Bhai OM!

mile after mile. Itisacomfortablejourney for those carried in the
savari but for the eight or ten peoplewho carry it, it isa strenuous
and painful work. The only consolation for the workmen is that
they will be paid well and sumptuously fed.

Once | was taken alone to a home where a devoted and
respectable lady was possessed by an evil spirit. She was shouting and
cursing everyone. | sat inachair silently meditating. After awhilethe
suffering woman said :  ‘Please open the window. | cannot bear the
presence of the dedicated soul here. | will depart and |leave the woman
in Peace’. | glorified God for al his Blessings and said in a trembling
voice: ‘We will open the window. Please do not come again and give
trouble to the woman.” There was Peace and rejoicing in the house.

All Glory belongs to God, who can make the crippled to
walk, the dumb to speak and the blind to see. Alonethefiniteman
can do nothing. Itisby the Grace of God only that the manifested
world hasits being.

May Peace be unto all.

OM OM OM
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Chapter 8
RENUNCIATION
ALL GLORY ISVANITY:

Just as every wave which rises must fall, so | was not
satisfied with the dual state of thingsin the world, nor with all the
outer glory of name and fame. | began to think about where it
would lead. | might be taken in a palanquin to Heaven itself but
would thisbring God-realisation and true Peace? Evenif | wereto
be maderuler of al Indiaor Emperor of theworld, wouldit lead to
God-redlisation, the Goal of precious human birth?

All Glory isVanity. Thefleeting clouds of name and fame,
the outer glory, islikethe petal of atiny flower or ablade of grass.
Theflower blooms, then fades and finally disappears. Suchisthe
outer life of manintheworld. By running after shadows man can
never reach God, the Substance. Man must go back to the Source
from which he has come, retreat from the unreal to the Real, from
change to the Changeless, from the mortal to the Immortal. With
such aspiring thoughts I became more and more detached from all
the outer activitiesand more drawn towards Silence and detachment
from al names and forms.

| becameweary and tired of all Gurusand chelas. | wanted
something substantial and permanent which would give Peace to
the mind, heart and soul. | realised from various sources that the
Tantric Guru was leading me astray day by day. He had adevoted
wifewhom hewas also taking into delusion along with all the sick
patients and other followers. They were blind sheep falling into
the depths of darkness unknowingly. | felt it was time to retreat
from the outer Guru to the Light within.

It was a blessed day when | departed from Chendurthy,
leaving the Tantric Guru to his Karma and oblivion. What we
sow, wereap. After | left his name and fame began to lessen. No
longer did the blind sheep come for Mantrajalam to be cured of
their diseases or to have the demons driven out. How true are the
words of the sage Abraham Lincoln:

Autobiography of Omkar 39



You can dupe and deceive some of the people all of the time, all
of the people some of the time, but you can never deceive all of
the people, all of the time.

Thedivine Lawsareinexorable, inflexibleand unrelenting.
They operate on all equally, whether rich or poor, learned or
ignorant, healthy or sick, young or old. Inner life leads to
purification. By God'sBlessings| wasabletorediseinall intensity
that real joy, Changeless Peace for myself as well as for all my
young, trusting devoteesisonly in perfect detachment and compl ete
renunciation of the outer world of name and fame.

My mind leapt to the Holy Himalayas with the ringing
words, Renounce, Renounce! Happiness, the Changeless
Happiness lies only in complete renunciation. At an auspicious
moment | madethefinal decision, purely by His Grace, to abandon
the alluring and bewitching and to walk on the lonely and rugged
path of Dharma, the Truth.

May all praise be unto Him!
oM oM oM

PREPARATIONS FOR ASCETICISM:

It is not so easy to renounce suddenly. One should know
first whether or not heisfit for the hard life of Sannyasa, ascetism.
Thereisastory about aman who became angry with hiswife over
some argument and left home to become asannyasi. On that day
he did not get his usual good food or soft bed. He returned home
guietly, reconciled with hiswife and settled down. | alsohadleda
life of luxury with many personal attentions from rich relations
and devoted student friends. Before making the final decision to
go from the life of the world to the life of asceticism | prepared
myself in some of thedaily things of life, eating sleeping, walking
long distances and fasting concurrently.

| longed to be simple and humble and forget that | had
been to America. To kill the egoism, the Ahankara, | would go to
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the Railway Station at night and offer to carry the luggage of the
passengers. | longed to earn my keep by hard labour. But no one
would give me their baggage even after seeing my youth and
earnestness. Even though this first attempt was not successful |
had the experience of offering myself as a servant.

| gave up salt and chillies and lived on raw fruits and
vegetables such as coconuts and bananasfor many years. Asl had
been told that Aloes, kalabanda, were hel pful for Brahmacharyal
would take the jelly-like substance along with milk. | gave up
wearing shirtsand distributed my Western clothing among the sick
and the poor. Renunciation of the outer aswell astheinner ismost
essential.

Atthat timel was staying in Waltair and would spend much
of thetimein prayer and meditation with my friends by the ocean.
| tried to help my classmates as best as | could with spiritual
instructions. Some of them wanted to follow me on my pilgrimage
of asceticism but | dissuaded and discourged them for | wanted
full Self-reliance.

On an auspiciousday, inthe middle of thenight | left home
carrying neither money nor clothing but only akamandal, awater
vessel and the holy books, Bhagavad Gita, Ashtavakra Gita and
The Imitation of Christ. | was entirely relying on God, the
Indwelling Light.

May Peace be unto all!
oM oM oM
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Chapter 9
FREEDOM
TESTSAND TRIALSON THE ROAD:

When everything is God and nothing else exists besides
Him, it is He alone who writes this Autobiography. May all Glory
be unto Him!

At last, Freedom, Freedom from friends, relations, Gurus
and disciples. At last | had begun in a small way the Parivrajaka
life, walking on the lonely path of freedom towards the Goal of
life, God — realisation.

Wherever you may be, whether amidst a crowd or in
solitudeyou are never alonefor thereissomeonewith you eternally,
from birth to death and beyond.

Question: Who is He?
Answer : Heisthe Indweller of your
Heart, the Self - effulgent Light.

Blessed are they who can recognise Him even in the so - called
testsand trials of life.

Once the Prophet Mohammad and a disciple were fleeing
from his persecutors, who wanted to kill him. The disciple, in all
fear said, * O Master, the enemy ismany and we are only two. Surely
they will kill us.” Mohammad answered, ‘We are not two, but we
are three. There is someone with us al the time, protecting us
constantly. Heis God, the Third One.’

Asl walked aonein the middle of the night | listened to the
sound of al God'’s creatures, especialy to the occasiona song of a
bird. | felt that Godisalwayswithme. When | lifted my eyestowards
the heavens it was He twinkling in millions of stars. When such is
the case how can man ever feel that heis aone? God is within and
without, above, below and all around, now and always. In the past,
present and future, He is the Witness of all the manifested worlds.
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Inthedark, cold and lonely night | would pass by abullock
cart now and then; sometimes a kind - hearted driver would ask
me to sit in the cart but | preferred to walk slowly and steadily,
feeling God's Presencein every step. Once | walked behind acart,
following in the step of the patient bulls. Asayoung novicein the
life of renunciation | wore neither banian, shirt, nor shoes. | walked
barefoot feeling free, happy and contented. After walking several
miles my feet developed blisters. | stopped to rest on a pial, a
stone bench in front of a house. | was not only weary but hungry
and thirsty aswell. Someone gave me adrink of kanji, rice - water
and both hunger and thirst were satisfied. To keep the body aive
and healthy man actually needs very little food.

Lying onthestonepial inthat lonely villagein all freedom
and Peace | opened Ashtavakra Gita and read afew verses. Then |
dlept, unconscious of al, for along time. When | awoke, refreshed,
someone fed me. It was none other than He, who feedsthe birdsin
the sky and the fish in the sea. May al Glory be unto Him!

After resting, feeling happy with my first day’s experiences
| took to the open road again without any desire to know where |
would be led. | walked slowly because of my blistered feet. Asit
grew dark | passed by abungalow in asmall town. Someone called
out and asked me to stop. As | approached | saw that he was a
policeman and the bungalow a Police Station. The policeman
probably didn’t have any other work at the moment and so he began
to investigate me, asking a hundred questions.

Whereisyour home? Why are you out
alone? Where are your parents? What
does your father do? How much educa-
tion do you have? How much money do
you have with you now?

| had to answer al hisquestions one after another patiently.
When he heard that | did not have even a single naya paisa of
money with me he was quite disappointed. Gruffly he said that |
could not proceed any further until his Superior came and was
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satisfied with my case and allowed meto leave. He gave me amat
and asked meto sleep inside the Police Station. | do not remember
whether or not he gave me any food. On my second night of
Freedom | wasin jail, practically under arrest. This reminded me
of &i Krishna Janmasthanam, the birth of the Lord in aprison. In
the morning the Officer, a Sub — Inspector came and questioned
me and examined my belongings, adhoti inwhich my three books
were wrapped. As they were spiritual books he concluded | was
not up to any mischief and apol ogising for having detained me for
thenight, hesaid | wasfreeto go. He even offered me some money
but | would not accept it for it wasmy vow to travel carrying neither
food nor money. The Heavenly Father, Who looks after al His
children, even the birds which neither sow nor reap was taking
care of al my needs.

Glorifying God and thanking the Sub—Inspector, his
Constable and the Police Station for befriending me for the night,
| left to walk on the path to the Unknown, wishing the Peace of all.

OM OM OM
TOWARDS PURI, JAGANNATH:

How blessed to travel towards Puri Jagannath!_Puri isthe
Temple, the body. Jagannath is the Lord, the Light in the temple,
When | left home my intention was to proceed first to Puri and
finally to the Himalayas. | wanted to know from personal experience
if I could bear therigorous life of asceticism. | walked nearly 300
miles and had some hard and trying experiences as well as some
happy ones. This was the carefree life, fully relying on God and
not knowing from where and how the next meal would come. If
wetrust and rely on God one hundred per cent Hetakesfull care of
us. Aslong asthe baby is playing with histoys the mother is busy
with household work. But as soon as the baby throws aside his
toysand criesfor his mother, she drops all her work and rushesto
her child. Another interesting story on complete surrender tells
that Vishnu and Lakshmi were playing chess in Heaven when
suddenly Vishnu jumped up and rushed towards the earth. Going
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halfway he stopped short, returned to Heaven and continued the
chess game. Lakshmi was puzzled by this strange behavior and
asked Vishnu to explain. He said, ‘One of my devotees was in
trouble and so | rushed to earth to help him. But | saw that he was
trying to protect himself by beating back his tormentors, so | left
him to his own protection.

| proceeded steadily but very slowly for the blisters on my
feet were growing worseand | could barely walk even afew yards.
I would request people, especially those who helped me, to repeat
the Name of God and to feel His Presence always.

| reached Chatrapur safely, where | had some relations.
There were happy to see me and took good care of my blistered
feet, giving hot fomentations, rubbing them with coconut oil, etc.
They also fed me with good foods to give me strength and sent me
by train to Puri for Darshan of Lord Jagannath. Even though the
devoted relations in Chatrapur wanted me to stay with them
permanently, as soon as | was well enough | sent a wire to my
relationsin Waltair and they sent money for my early return.

My sister, Brother—in-aw and friends were all happy to
have meback fromthewanderinglife. Inal my travel sthe Chilaka
Lake, with its calm waters and small boats on its bosom was a
source of inspiration and joy for thislovely, calm lakeisone of the
most beautiful and glorious spots of enchanting Nature.

After my returnto Waltair | began to read spiritual booksmore
intensely and to spend moretimein prayer and meditation. | wasdrawn
more deeply within and longed to share my inner spiritual experiences
with my classmates and friends. My family was happy because they
thought my Parivrajaka life had ended with the first experience of
cold and hunger. But they were entirely mistaken. My wandering life
had only given mefresh stimulusfor Sanyas lifethat wasyet to come.

The ways of God are mysterious and incomprehensible.
How true are the words, Out of the depths, fresh strength.

May al Glory be unto God.

OM OM OM
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Chapter 10
INTROSPECTION
MEDITATION :

What isthat thing by knowing which everythingisknown?
Go to the Source and redlise it within, in Silence. Your persona
experience will be the greatest blessing to humanity. Never try to
teach others of God without having first a personal experience of
your Oneness with the Indwelling Light.

After my return to my sister’s homein Waltair, the Rednam
Gardens, my spiritual study and meditation grew deeper. | became
immersed in aninner world of beauty and Light as| sat beside the
ocean listening to the ceaseless chanting of the sacared syllable
OM in its waves. Another beautiful scene that gave me
indescribable joy was the setting of the Sun behind the hills with
all itslovely rays of variegated colours. Every morning the ball of
fire, the Self-effulgent Sun risesfrom the horizon andfillstheworld
with Light, Life and Love. How incomprehensible are the secrets
and glories of Nature! Every twinkling star and fragrant flower
speaks of the splendour of God. Behold the glory of God not only
within but in al of Nature, in al living beings.

Inthehillstherewasalovely garden with aperennial spring
named the Seethamma Dhara owned by one Sannyasi Chetty of
Bheemunipatnam. It was used as a public picnic place and students
with their teachers and families would often come, especially on
Sundaysto cook their food and spend apleasant holiday. My friends
and | would go there often and meditate hour after hour in Silence.
Sometimes we would climb the hill, going towards the source of
the spring. We spent days and nights also in longer vigils of
meditation. One day, returning from the hillside | heard that the
Mahargjah of Bobbili had come and asked about me. Although |
did not meet the Mahargjah that day, in later years Smt. Lakshmi
SubhadraDevi, Rani Sahebaof Bobbili and other family members
have become devoted friends of the Ashram.
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| came to the conclusion that the quest for Peace lay in the
solitude of the Himalayas where Sadhus and Mahatmas of every
kind spend their livesin meditation and Tapas on the banks of the
Holy Ganges. Forgetting my dream of going to Americal turned
my mind completely to the Himalayas and began to prepare myself
for deep Tapas there in Silence. | turned my mind, heart and soul
towards the Sublime Heights.

OM OM OM
HOROSCOPES:

Arehoroscopestrue or untrue? They may be accurateif drawn
up by men of learning and God-realisation, but how rare they are!
When Astrology is made into a business we cannot expect real
truth. My horoscope was written by avillage Purohit, a Brahman
Pandit whose name was Pulla Kavi, * Sour Poet’. He said | would
live only fifity eight years but | am amost eighty and hale and
hearty. He also predicted that as | had neeti gandamu | might die
by drowning. With this negative and fearful thought planted in my
young mind, when | travelled on steamers, especially in storms
when the ship rocked like a cradle, | used to remember his
prediction. By God's Grace, even though | have crossed many of
the oceans of the world, nothing has happened. When we cling to
God, Heistheunfailing protection of our lives. Heknowswhat is
good for usfar better than we know ourselves. How good is God!
May al Glory be unto Him!

The subject of Horoscope recalls an amusing incident. For
sometime there was a devoted elderly man living in the Ashram.
He served the visitors, attended Satsang and used to spin on the
Charkaalso. He had woven for me adhoti from what he had spun.
I loved him and he loved me. Time passed smoothly. One day he
approached me and said:

"Swamiji, | am going home. Please give me permission.”
"Why do you want to go home now, so suddenly?”
"I am going to die in twenty days and | wish to die in my
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own house, surrounded by my children and grand-children.”
"How do you know you will diein exactly twenty days?"

"My horoscope states that | will die in twenty days, giving not
only the date but also the exact hour. Furthermore my sonisan
astrologer and he has seen my horoscope and confirmed the date
and hour of my death as correct.”

| laughed at hisfoolish belief in the prediction of his death
verified even by hisown son. | smiled and said:

"You are not going to die on that day, twenty days from now. You will
live for along time to come, especially because you are doing God's
work intheAshram, serving Hischildren, selflessly looking after their needs.”

"No, no, Swamiji. It is settled that | shall die on that day. Nothing can
go against the predictions of the astrologer and my own son as well."

| could not convince him; hewas adamant. Heleft theAshram
with my prayers for his long life. Ten days passed, fifteen days
passed; nothing happened, he was not even sick. On the twentieth
day, when he expected to die, death did not come. Both he and his
son were disappointed. When | wrote aletter congratulating him on
his conquest of death he replied that on that particular day he had
had somesignsof death. Thedevoteeisstill aive, heathy and happy.

| have never had any interest in hearing about the dead past or
the astsrological predictions for the dim future for | am concerned
more with the present living moment. Let us cling to the Light in
each and every moment so that we may beready when the call comes.
My heart rejoices whenever | hear the divine song of Tukaram:

O God! Let this body go now or remain forever. What | need is
only to cling to Thy Feet and allow my mind to merge and dissolve
in Thee. Grant me the boon of never forgetting Thee.

May the essence of all Horscopes be to center ourselvesin the
Hereand Now, in God, forgetting al el seand wishing the Peace of all.

May Peace be unto all.

OM OM OM
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Chapter 11
SANNYASA
TO THE HIMALAYAS:

Sri KakkiralaRamaRao, hisLife— partner Mother Ratnam,
and their two sons were a very devoted and loving family in
Rajahmundry. When | decided to go to the Himalayas they had
special warm clothing made for me for they feared | might suffer
from cold on the Himalayan heights. They were unwilling to let
me go at al, but as | was determined they allowed me to depart
with the promise that | would come again to serve them. They
cheerfully bought me aRailway ticket to Haridwar. All those who
loved me, family and friends, were sad that | was to leave them.

To my small collection of books| added theworks of Swami
RamaTirthaand an old copy of the Avadhuta Gita.l had a pleasant
journey onthetrain and got down at Calcuttafor Darshan of Kali,
the Mother of the Universe and again at Banaras for darshan of
Kas Viswanath, the Lord of the Universe. At last | reached
Haridwar, the doorway to the Heaven of Hari, the Lord. It wasfull
of ashrams, hermitages and matts of every size and shape, from
palatial buildings to thatched huts, all occupied by Sadhus and
Mahatmas of variouskinds. | walked the distance of about fifteen
miles from Haridwar to Rishikesh.

When | reached Rishikesh | had a simple meal of roti and
dhal. Opposite to the Swami Rama Tirtha Library is the famous
Swargashram which extends for adistance of two milesat thefoot
of the Nilkant Hill and has a hundred or more kutirams for the use
of Sadhus.

| thought that | would surely be able to get a kutir by the
side of the Holy Ganges in that Holy Ashram and begin my
Sadhana, Tapas. But the Mahant, the head of the Dharma Kshetra
of Swargashram every day receives hundreds of Sadhus and when
he saw how young and inexperienced | was he refused to give me
kutir by the Gange's side. Then | appealed to him to give me any
kutir, even one far away | wanted only to be alone in Silence.
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Hearing my sincere words the Mahant relented and gave me a
dilapidated and God—forsaken kutir in a remote corner of
Swargashram which wasinfested with scorpions and where Sadhus
hesitated to go even in the daytime. But | was so glad to get any
placeat all that | gratefully thanked the Mahant, Sri Atma Prakashji
with all contentment.

Asl settled downinthat small kutir | felt | wasthe happiest
man in the world. With tears of gratitude to God for al Hislove
and protection | slept in deep Peace.

Every day abell would ringintheAshram and all the Sadhus
would go to the kshetra for their ration of roti and dhal. Some of
the Sadhus would take their food in bags of cloth or in kamandals
of coconut or brass and go to Mother Ganges and there offer a
little bread to the fish that swim to the shore to greet them. The
Holy men glorify God repeating,

OM! Hara Hara Mahadeva, Sambho Parvati Namah.

Asl wastired onthat first day | overslept and also my kutir
was along distance from the rest of the Ashram so | did not hear
the bell calling the Sadhus for meals. But although | was deprived
of food | was happy anyway for | was enjoying spiritual food, the
Manna of Heaven, alone with Him in Silence. My young heart
wasfilled with joy and contentment for at last the Bestower of all
gifts had granted my wish and it was with me now to realise Him,
forgetting all the outer world. May all Glory be unto Him!

OoM oM OM
THE SACRED DAY OF SANNYASA:

| had tested myself to see if | was ready to renounce the
bewitching world of name and form, to take Sannyasa. The Inner
Voice said that now | was ready. Although | have considered al as
my Gurus, from the mother who bore me to the father who took
such good care of meto all thefriendswho helped and encouraged
me, still the real Guru has been always the God within, the
Indwelling Light.
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Although young in age and experience | did not wish tojoin any
order of Sannyasisbut only to belong to the Sect of God, the freeand the
universal one and take Sannyas from Him alone. | was also greatly
influenced by the life and teachings of Swami Rama Tirtha and longed
to follow in hisfootsteps by feeling the Presence of the Light within.

On that blessed day in the early hours | went to the banks of
the Holy Ganges and meditated in deep Silence feeling His Presence
within and without, above and below and all around, inthehillsandin
the sound of the flowing Ganges. At such a sacred moment of ecstasy
| discarded the old clothing and put on the new ochre—coloured
garments with the promise to God that | would abide in Him forever.

It was ablessed and sacred moment of inspiration when the fish
in thewater were happily swimming towards me and the birdsin the sky
were joyoudly flying overhead singing songs of Freedom and Glory.

May al Glory be unto the Highest!
oM oM OM
THE HOLY NAME OMKAR:

OM or AUM isthefirst sound, the first manifestation from
the Infinite Void. We are born in OM, live and work in OM and
merge back into OM at the time of the dissolution of the body. The
manifested word comes from the Unmanifested. The study of the
works of Swami Rama Tirthamade merealisethefull glory of OM.
Swami Ramawas aways chanting OM with divine ecstasy and wrote
so thrillingly about the mystic syllable that | too felt inspired.

Through Purvajanma sukrutham, good Karmadonein the
past births | have been repeating OM all these years, both at work
and at rest. Everything is OM, the primal sound emanating from
the Great Void. Seeing my absorption in OM some of the Sadhus
and friends began to call me OM Swami. Later, as some of my
dearest Sadhu Bhais saw me merged in OM, feeling Its Presence
within and without, they called me Omkar Swami. The
identification was so perfect and complete that | could feel the
vibrations of the holy mantram in the very cells of my being and
flowinginthevery breath. OM dispelsall darkness and establishes
oneinthe Self —effulgent Light, the Splendour of millionsof Suns.
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May the name Omkar be a blessing to al the children of
Godinal religionsand nationsthroughout theworld, for it includes
all. May the manifested Word merge in the Unmanifested Glory of
the Sun of suns and may Peace abide in all the worlds!

May Peace be unto all.
oM oM OM
U T SRIETT
T&l e JoAd
AT
IRAG Tl 9IG
Pranavo dhanuh Sharohyatma
Brahmatallakshya muchyate
Apramattena veddhavyam sharavat
tanmayo bhavet
(Mundakopanishad 2.2.4)

The Sacred Word OM is called the bow, the arrow the Soul
and Brahman itsaim. It should be pierced by him whose attention
does not waver. Then hewill be of the same nature with Him, just
as the arrow becomes One with the mark when it is pierced.

IR 39 T 9HEd T T
9 UHRYERd g8 AEHH:
AT LA AT
@R 3 T a9
Araivaratanabhau samahata yatra nadyah
Nayesontarascharate bahuda jayamanah
Omityevam dhyayata atmanam
Svasti vah parayatamasah parastat
(Mundakopanishad 2.2.6)
Within the heart where the arteries enter as the spokes do
the nave of awheel, He moves, becoming manifold. Meditate on
Him through the word OM. Let it abide with you so that you may
cross the ocean of ignorance.
May al Glory be unto God

OM OM OM
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Chapter 12
SWARGASHRAM: |
NEW LIFE:

As | was living an idedl life alone and in a remote place
God sent other aspiring soulsto take care of me. Once the Mahant
cameto enquire after my welfare and to seeif | needed anything. |
replied with grateful thanks, ‘ The Lord has given me everything,
and above all your protection and love. What more do | need? He
replied:

"Swamiji, why don’t you keep alight in the night for
protection against scorpions and other poisonous
creatures? | will send you alamp and some oil."

"Please do not send me any Light for | am contented
with the Light within. I long to cling more and moreto
the Indwelling Light and rely no longer on the outer,
transitory lights. | would have remained at home had |
wanted the comforts of the world. Bless me, dear
Mahantji, to cling to the Inner Light always."

The Mahant, Sri Atma Prakashji was a kind — hearted and
dedicated soul. He felt highly pleased with my reply and simple
life and we were drawn to each other.

There was also a Tamilian Sadhu who loved me and
attended upon me in every way. We would go every day with the
band of Sadhus around eleven in the morning to collect our quota
of roti and dhal which | put in ajoli or bag. Then we would go to
the banks of the Gangesand partake of it there, feeling His Presence
inal Glory and Silence. | took joy in feeding the fish swimming
towards me with bits of bread.

Narayana Swami was very devoted and he rendered many
services so that | could meditate alone in Silence. One day the
Mahant requested me to take mealsin the Bhandara (feast), in the
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Kitchen with him. I thanked him for his courtesy but said it gave
mejoy to eat outside on the banks of the Ganges. Then the devoted
Narayana Swamy offered to bring me my food along with hisown
to the riverside and we could eat together in the open air. | agreed
to thisand from that day forward | would go early to the banks of
the Ganges and meditate there, gazing at the high ranges of hills
and watching the steady and rapid flow of the river with ecstasy.

Even though Narayana Swamy considered himself my chela
and would wash my clothes and drinking vessel and even sweep
the room he was more like a Guru for he would come and sing to
me the inspiring songs of Thayumanavar, Ramalinga Swamy and
other saints of the South.

How good of God to have sent such a devoted friend to
take care of thisbody so that | could have every opportunity to be
alonewith Him and meditate in Silence. | feel deeply grateful not
only to theAll-compassionate God but also to theloving and ideal
devotee, Narayana Swamy, who served me so faithfully for solong.

May Narayana bless Narayana!
oM oM oM

THE DEPUTY COLLECTOR:

It had become known among the Sadhus and visitors that
even though young | had goneto America. One day arather heavy
man with an air of importance came to my kutir and said he was
the Deputy Collector of Saharanpur District. He requested
Initiation, Upadesam from me but | said that thereal Initiation is
given by only one, the God within, in the stillness of our own
purified hearts. He gave cardamom as an offering. He began to ask
many questions, all the while looking around the room. Hewanted
to know what I had in the cloth which contained my books. Without
waiting for an answer he jumped up and began to search through
my things. Young andinexperienced | sat silently watching. Finding
nothing except a few books he apologised and we talked for a
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while longer and then he left, promising to send a basket of fruits
as Guru Dakshina.

When Sri Atma Prakashiji heard about the visit of the
Deputy Collector hewarned meto bevery careful with such people
for the Deputy Collector wasreally a Policeman from the Criminal
Investigation Bureau. Asword has spread that | had beentoAmerica
the police might have thought | belonged to some revolutionary
organisation and was learning how to make bombs and other
dangerous implements of destruction. In fact, | was interested in
making bombs, not Atom Bombs but Atomic Bombs of Love and
Compassion which embrace all. The Atomic Bomb is the only
hel pful bomb which can blesstheworld with the Peace that passeth
al understanding.

Blessed aretherare and precious souls with consciousness
of theAtman, the One, Indivisible God, the soul and goal of precious
human birth.

OM OM OM

THE RUSSIAN COUNT:

From ancient times Holy men of every kind have been
performing austerities and meditating on the sublime heights of
the majestic Himalayas, emanating Peace to the world. With awe
and veneration pilgrims from all lands, rich and poor, young and
old, cometo the sacred places of the Himalayas, seeking inspiration,
wisdom and Peace.

The pilgrimsoffer gifts of fruits, money, etc. to the various
Sadhus and Yogis. Some Sadhus, of the lowest sort will dupe the
innocent pilgrims for a few naya paisa. But the highest type of
holy man is contented to live alone in Silence, shunning the
perishablewealth and seeking only theimperishablewealth of God—
consciousness. The true Darshan is but to touch the feet of these
rare and few great souls, who livefor the Inner Light and are dead
to the outer world of name and fame.
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One day a Russian Count came to Rishikesh. Money was
nothing to him for he was so immensely rich. He had bundles of
hundred rupee notes in hand and gave two hundred rupees to the
cooliewho carried hisbags. To those Sadhus who accepted money
he was giving a one hundred rupee note each. He was brought to
my kutir at the foot of the hill. | was absorbed in reading some
verses from Avadhuta Gita and he sat silently listening for afew
minutes but then, being restless he made a move to go. But |
detained him and made him read a few verses from the Avadhuta
Gita and meditate for a little while. Then, when he was ready to
depart he offered his respects, Pranams, and said, ‘ Oh swamiji,
you belong to the Jnana type. You need nothing from me for you
have everything within you.’

The memory of his devoted and affectionate visit will
remain forever in my heart.

May Peace be unto all.

OM OM OM

Autobiography of Omkar 56



Chapter 13
SWARGASHRAM: 2
THE PRIVATE SECRETARY TO BUNDI MAHARAJA:

Itisstrange and incomprehensible how God uniteskindred
soulsin amystical way to serve His children. Though it may not
happen immediately eventually the spiritual bond will become
manifest. Sri Prabhu Daya Varman was Private Secretary to the
Mahargjaof Bundi, Ragjasthan. When the Mahargaand Maharani
decided to visit the Himalayas and see the various Ashrams and
holy men they sent him in advance to prepare the way.

In 1952 Prabhu Daya Varman, along with his brother
Deena Dayal and his son Jagadish Dayal began a branch of Santi
Ashramin Bundi and a so published aHindi version of our PEACE
under the title Visva Santi Kalyan. Sri Prabhu Dayalji was a great
student of Yoga and Vedanta and wrote several booksin Hindi. In
the 1960’ swewent to visit the devoted Sri Prabhu Dayalji and the
friendsin Rajasthan in our Peace Van. | remembered whileriding
through the deserts of Rajasthan how, in my Parivrajaka days |
walked on foot through the state and enjoyed the great hospitality
of its devoted people.

May God's richest blessings be upon Sri Prabhu Dayalji
and his devoted family and all the aspiring soulsin Rajasthan and
may Peace be unto all.

OM OM OM
MOMENTS OF JOY:

The stone rejected by the masons in the construction of a
building may becomeits cornerstonelater. Although | wasrejected
at first and given adilapidated kutir in aremote corner in the course
of time, by my smple and ideal life of renunciation | became the
life and soul of Swargashram, loved by all, from the servants to
the devoted Sadhus to the kind - hearted Mahantji himself. There
were about 200 or 250 Sadhusresiding in the ashram. One of them,
Dayal Saran Prakashji loved me deeply. He helped the Mahant by
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receiving the visitors, making them comfortable and representing
Swargashram. He would often sit on the Gaddi, the raised seat of
the Mahant and teach and preach to the pilgrims who poured in
continuously, day after day. Whenever | went to post or receive a
letter | would be embarrassed to see the Mahant or Dayal Saranji
rising and offering, even insisting that | sit on the Gaddi. Only to
please them, unwillingly | would take the elevated seat while they
sat by my side on the carpet below. | felt not only touched by their
love and veneration but also quite unworthy of it al.

They insisted on sending me sugar, ghee, amonds, grapes
and other fruits and sweets. Narayana Swamy used to bring al
these things from the Kshetra office and | would share them with
him and with the other Sadhus and visitors. As many important
people were coming to see me the Mahant gave me a two room
cottage with verandah which faced the Ganges. | was more
comfortable but missed the silence of my old kutir.

In the Ashrams and Matts of the Himalayas when it is hot
the Sadhus make a cool drink called thandayi to quench the thirst.
They also prepareit especialy for distinguished visitors. Itismade
of soaked almonds, black pepper, gasagasalu, poppy seeds and
certain other herbsall ground to a paste and mixed with cold milk.
The Mahantji used to send methisdrink through aservant whenever
it was prepared.

Once some sort of intoxicating herb was added to this
refreshing drink without my knowledge. There was no changein
thetaste of thedrink but after | had drunk it my body became light
and the mind free of all imaginations. It was something like God —
intoxication for | forgot the outer world of name and form. | was
actualy floating in space, rising above body and mind. It was a
God-given experience, a real taste of Nirvikalpa Samadhi for |
lost al consciousness and was in great ecstasy for several hours.
Even time disappeared for aday. The memory of it still haunts me
with great joy and ecstasy although almost sixty years have passed
away. | do not know what | have donein past birthsto have deserved
this glorious experience while still so young, even though it was
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induced with the help of a Himalayan herb. May that moment of
joy be made permanent in my life of renunciation!

Through introspection | came to the conclusion that
although this state was the highest, it should come naturally as
Sahaja Samadhi and not as the result of taking any herb. | have
been grateful always for this state of transcendental bliss
experienced so suddenly by His Grace.

Thereweretwo cavesor underground cellsin Swargashram
where Sadhus could meditatein seclusion. | too longed to belocked
in a guha but | was too young for the life of complete aloofness
and silence. To satisfy my desire alittle | went into the cave of a
Sadhu who had been doing Tapas, austeritiestherefor along time.
He was al so observing Mounam, Silence and was not speaking to
anyone. To my good fortune, as | continued to sit there patiently
for along timethe Mahatmaji, from the depths of the underground
cell whispered to mein Hindi, * Santu, dear son, what do you want?
I was filled with ecstasy and great joy and replied, ‘Only thy
blessing.” He said; Go now my child, | am pleased with thee.’

This was one of the most blessed and sacred moments of
my lifein Swargashram and | shall treasure it always.

Glory to God, long life to the Sadhu Mahatma in the cave
and Peace unto all!

OM OM OM
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Chapter 14
A VISIT TO DEVOTEES
DOUBLE LIFE:

Dayal Saran Prakashji belonged to the Dasanami Order of
Sannyasinsand was considered the second M ahant of Swargashram
and called Mahatmaji by all the Sadhus. He loved me dearly and
considered me his Guru. He requested me to come to his village
and meet his people. As| had been away for more than ayear the
friends in Rgjahmundry were anxious to see me and bought me a
train ticket and sent money for travelling expenses so that | might
come soon to their home. Asl longed to serve my devotees| agreed
to go to Andhrafor a short visit. | took leave of the Mahantji and
prepared to go. When Dayal Saranji heard | wasleaving for ashort
time herequested meto accompany himto Rohatain Meerut district
his native place and also volunteered to come with me to Andhra
to meet my family and friends.

Dayal Saranji was a gifted speaker and would come to
Swargashram once ayear during the rush of pilgrimsand help the
Mahant for six months. The yatrees, the devoted pilgrims would
give generous donations for the maintenance of the Ashram and
food of the Sadhus. When Dayal Saranji left the Mahant would
help him liberally to take care of the people in his native place.

Dayal Saranji confided to me that he was a married man
with children and that he wore the garb of a Sannyasin only when
he went to help the Mahant. After leaving Swargashram he would
take off the ochre - coloured robes of a Sannyasin and don the
usual white garments of a householder, a man of the world.

| was sad to hear of this double life but many Sadhus are
leading such lives to make aliving and maintain their families. At
least Dayal Saranji was sincere and had never hurt anyone. The
name Dayal Saran was assumed when he came to Swargashram
but I think hisfamily namewas Sharma, although | do not remember
now, with the passage of many years.
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During the short stay in his village he was all hospitality
and kindness and took me to meet all the people of not only his
village but the surrounding ones aswell and introduced me as one
of the greatest Mahatmas of the Age who, although still so young
had been to America and was now leading a simple idedl lifein
Swargashram. We had bhajans and | gave my message in English
and someone trandlated it into Hindi.

Blessed are they who lead, not two lives, a double life,
but only onelife of sincerity and Truth for, that aloneleadsto God.

INTHE WORLD OF DEVOTEES:

Every wave that rises must fall, and then rise again.
Unconsciously | cannot help but compare the reception | received
at Pithapuram Railway Station when | returned in failure from
Americawearing ablack suit, to that | received now, ayoung, tall
and dender Swami with fresh and beaming countenance from Tapas
in the Himalayas.

A rousing reception was given to me by many friends and
family members. God's ways are mystical. All were anxious to
hear my words of wisdom and receive Initiation, Upadesam, from
me. | wanted to help and serve them by relating my experiencesin
the spiritual world. With great joy | remember how | made them
all chant God's Name, singing in a chorous:

Hare Rama Hare Rama, Rama Rama Hare Hare
Hare Krishna Hare Krishna, Krishna Krishna Hare Hare
Si Rama Jai Rama Jai Jai Rama Om
Om nama Shivaya Om Shivaya namah
oM oM oM

Every mantram beginswith the sacred syllable OM and endswith
the repetition of OM three times.

| was taken to the homes of devoteesin single and double
bullock cartsand sometimesin procession with the chanting God's
name. In those days cars and buses were not available. When quite
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young | rode on an elephant through the streets of Pithapuramina
marriage procession. When | travelled through the Rajputana
deserts as a Sannyasin | sometimes rode on camels and when |
assisted the Tantric Master we frequently went to see patients in
palanquins. As a Sannyasin al interest in these outer comforts
dropped away.

Whenever any devoteesrequested Initiation | would never
hesitate or refuseto satisfy their spiritual wish. Just asonemedicine
alone cannot cure all diseases so according to the temperament of
the devotee | would give him a suitable mantram. A devotee of
Ramawould receive Ramnam, and so forth. | was deeply touched
when the father of this body requested Initiation from me and |
tried to serve him in asimple and direct way. At hisrequest | gave
him my wooden sandals and coconut kamandal as sacred relics of
my lifein the Himalayas.

Mr. and Mrs. K. Rama Rao of Rgjahmundry who had sent
for me, my sister and brother-in-law in Waltair, and other relations
and friends were all very happy with my silent work of spreading
Peace from village to village. Among those who received
Upadesam from me were my boyhood friends, Sri Tennety
Viswanadham, Dr. C. K. Prasada Narasimham, a noted advocate.
They were all happy to see me as a Sannyasin.

| was receiving letter after letter from the Mahant and
Swargashram friends requesting me to return soon for Mother
Ganga and Father Himalaya were extending to me a hearty
welcome. All became sad as the time of my departure drew near.
They said | was leaving them as orphans in the spiritua life. |
requested them to keep spiritual diariesof their daily progresswhich
they could send to me in the Himalayas and | would correct and
send them back. Promising to return when they had faithfully
practiced their mantrams. On an auspicious day | left Andhra for
my true spiritual home, the Holy Himalayas.

May al Glory be unto God
oM oM OM

Autobiography of Omkar 62



Chapter 15

INTENSE SADHANA IN THE SOLITUDES OF THE HIMALAYAS
JNANA:

By nature, from boyhood days| have never been avoracious
reader. It has been my habit to read very little, and that very little,
| try to assimilate and digest. Some people can memorise page
after page and sloka after sloka but it was not given to me to
memorise even the important slokas of any book. | have been
reading the Bhgavad Gita since boyhood days and | am ashamed
to confessthat | still do not recite even asingle sloka—verse, from
memory. Though I cannot memorise, yet God has blessed mewith
the knowledge of the essence of every chapter and every sloka.
For instance, whenever | write amessage, the essence of whatever
sloka | wish to quote will come right into my mind. Although | do
not take joy in giving quotations, in repeating like aparrot, verses
from the sacred scriptures of the East and the West sometimes |
liketo givereferencesto, just to emphasizethat what | say or write
coincides also with the words of the scriptures and the sayings of
Mahatmas, the God—realized souls.

Strange as it may sound, by reading too often the Ashtavakra
Gita and the Avadhuta Gita, | have unconsciously learnt to repeat only
one sloka from each book. | loveto give the essence of thesetwo here:

1. Why do you say Nenu and Vadu, | and He?
He alone is yourself. Give up this business of
differentiation, calling outer forms as He and She,
| and You. Consider all asATMAN;
Be eternally happy.

2. ¥ AEHd TR
RGN IGET |
T4 g iR
. & gdiva
3. Ayam sohamayam naham

Vibhagamiti Santyagja
Sarva matmeti nischitya
Nih sankalph sukhibhava (AshtavakraGitalV - 15)
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You are the witness of everything. You are ever free,
One without a second. Being the Light of lights and
ever free from delusion, Maya, to think that thereis
Someone else outside of you isthe only delusion.
That binds you.

The constant repetition of these two simple verses, which
contain the essence of all religions has helped me in my upward
march of spiritual life. There is another verse in Sanskrit which
has al so helped me immensely and | am never tired of repeating it
and sharing it with the aspiring children of God. Itistheilluminating

sloka:
EciceRichll
A 3@ g
REEEIERELID
|igq 9rEE @l
Deho devalaya Prokto
Jevodevah Sanatanah
Tyajedagjnananirmalyam
Soham bhavena pujayet

The body aloneisthe Temple of God; theindividual alone
is the Universal. Knowledge always destroys the ignorance of
separation and duality.

Thus, worship HIM with SOHAM Consciousness, with the
consciousness that you are the Universal Energy with each and
every breath.

In those days there was another inspiring book which
contained the illuminating experiences of all God-realized souls.
Its very name is Jivan Mukti Viveka, Liberation in Life. What is
the use of having Liberation in death or after death? | should like
to have Liberation Now and Here, while even alive. The study of
that impressive book has been verily a source of great inspiration
to me. As | have already said, | am not one of those who take a
book and read it from the first to the last page in a few hours, or
eveninaday or two. Sometimes| read only afew linesand become
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absorbed in it. | close the book and meditate in Silence on the
essence of those few words. | love to share for the benefit of my
Readers only three maxims or sayings, the essence of Jivan Mukti
Viveka which have helped me a great deal. | should like to call
these My Three Mantras, my Scared Affirmations.

GNOSIS, Wisdom: The personal knowledge that all is Brahman
and nothing else existsbesides|T; for IT isONE without asecond.

MANONASANAM, Theannihilation of the mind, root and branch.
Therestlessmind isalwaysimagining, even when we sit with eyes
closed in meditation. Thisfunctioning state must be stopped. There
must be no more Pravritti but only Nirvritti. This helps for
Liberationinlife.

VASANAKSHAYAM, the Destruction of the Vasanas, the
Impressions. The Vasanas, the impression of not only thislife but
of the lives of the past must be destroyed, burnt up in the Divine
Fire of Gnosis. Thus one becomes, Vijnani, God — Conscious.

These three Holy States of achievement must be practiced
not only constantly, but ssmultaneously, all at the same time. For
example, you do not eat rice alone at onetime, or only curry at one
time, or drink or eat dhal separately at onetime. You mix all these
three ingredients and eat them together thus satisfying your taste.
This makes for a full meal. Similarly, with Gnosis, Wisdom, as
your basis or foundation, you should practiceto annihilate the mind
and destroy the Vasanas, the latent impressions, one by one, with
the help of the splendour of millions of Suns. Thisis the Highest
Wisdom given in essence in three simple formulae, so direct and
illuminating, for those rare and precious souls who are willing to
pay the proper price of complete self—surrender to the Divine.

In those days | had very deep meditations with great
introspection and sometimes | took long walks in the hills and by
the side of the Holy Ganges. | listened to its sSlow and steady
chanting of OM in its flow and also to its loud chanting as it fell
from the boulders, covering the stones from the heights as it
descended. It was wonderful to sit by the banks of the Ganges all
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alone and chant with the Shiva Bhaktas:
Hara Hara Sambho Mahadeva.

| recall two verses from the poet Bhartruhari, who sang
with devotion, pathos and love the following:

When will those happy daysdawn, when seated in the Padma
Posture on the pure Himalayan peaks by the side of the Holy
Ganges, unmindful of the surroundings, with closed eyes | shall
contemplate the Brahman, absorbed in Yoga, while the deer shall
fearlessly come and rub its shoulders against my body to pacify its
itching sensation?

When will those happy days comewhen tired of ministering
to the whims, pleasures and enjoyments of the body, we shall be
chanting the Name of Lord Shiva, seated on the holy banks of the
Ganges, its waters glittering in the pervading brilliant moonlight
softly playing on it, with silence reigning throughout the night?

BRAHMAPURI FOREST:

Brahmapuri is athick forest lying at a distance of five or
six miles from Swargashram, on the opposite side of the Ganges.
Sadhus say that it isaplace of thick jungle wheretigers, cheethas,
wild bears and other beasts of the jungle roam freely and that one
should not go there alone. Since | had heard that Sri Swami Rama
Tirthahad lived and meditated performing his Tapasthere, | had a
great longing to see that Holy Place of Silence and to meditate
there also as Swami Rama had, in the wilderness. To satisfy my
longing, the inner urge, on one auspicious day | went towards
Brahmapuri forest. | did not see any wild beasts; but only monkeys,
who are the living Hanuman, the Lord of Devotion who helped
and served Ramaby crossing the ocean and fighting the evil forces
of Ravana, and regaining Sita, the Mother Prakriti.

The placewaslovely and peaceful. Brahmapuri means‘the
town of ‘Brahma'. Therewas no town there, but only adilapidated
thatched hut by the banks of the Ganges. Therewere many boulders
and fine rocks which tempted me to meditate in silence, as | sat
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and watched the steady flow of the Mother Ganges. Thus, several
hours passed in ecstasy. It was in one such sacred moment that
Swami Rama uttered in ecstasy: ‘Days pass away without food
and nights, without a wink of sleep.” How blessed it isto livein
that Transcendental State where there is neither food nor sleep.
Indeed, Brahman is not only above food and sleep; It is above
time, space and causation.

Memory isaqueer and interesting state. Certain thingswe
remember even though they happened along, long timeago. Again,
certain things we forget and cannot remember, even though they
happened in the preceding days or even recently. Though | go back
into my life in the Himalayas and my memorable visit to
Brahmapuri, despite my racking the brain, taxing it, | am not able
to remember whether | spent that night in the old thatched kutir in
Brahmapuri forest or not. Since | had gone to such a lonely,
charming and inspiring place | must have spent the night in any
case, in Silence, meditating on Soham Glory.

The word SOHAM reminds me of the story of a God
conscious soul who repeated Soham, Soham, Sohamwhen evenin
the mouth of atiger, for suchisthe Glory of the God — intoxicated
life of Divine Ecstasy. All fear comesonly in duality. Fearlessness
isthe outcome of the God — consciouslife. It seemsthat there was
onceagreat Mahatmameditating in the solitudes of the Himal ayas.
A tiger appeared on the scene. It was hungry. The Mahatmawasin
deep meditation, unconscious of the presence of thetiger. Hewas
repeating the holy Mantra, Shivoham, Shivoham, Shivoham, | am
Shiva, | am Shiva, | am Shiva, or SOHAM, SOHAM, SOHAM, |
amTHAT , |1 am THAT , | am THAT eveninthethroat of thetiger.
What a heart—rending lesson for al Sannyasinswho arefollowers
or worshippersof the SOHAM Cult of Meditation. Thisstory sounds
very cruel and terrible, nay shocking, like the Crucifixion of
innocent Lord Christ.

What we need is detachment from the body and
identification with the Indwelling Light, the Soul and Goal of
human birth, the only Changeless Reality in the world of changes.

Autobiography of Omkar 67



In any event during my short stay in the blessed solitudes of
Brahmapuri, God did not send to me any tiger for He knew perhaps
that | had still to go three times to America and al around the
world, and above all that | would have to write now the
Autobiography in Lakshmi Vihar, in the cool Nilgiri Hills.

When we are destined to do certain things no tiger daresto
approach us. Death has no sting and cannot touch us. As | often
repeat, not a blade of grass moves without His Will, not even a
tiny ant can bite us without the Will of God. Even though several
years have passed, the memory of my visit to Brahmapuri still
remains fresh in my mind, in memory, and gives me an ecstatic
bliss. As | write now | can still see the Holy Ganges flowing
peacefully and the boulders or stones which are like meditation
seats. Let uscloseour eyesand shift ourselvesto Brahmapuri forest
to meditate now, repeating SOHAM, SOHAM, SOHAM,; let us
merge in the Self — effulgent Light of lights:

May All Glory be unto Brahmapuri, the Destroyer of all
ignorance and darkness!

OM OM OM
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Chapter 16
BRAHMAPURI TO SWARGASHRAM

Unwillingly | retraced my steps from Brahmapuri towards
Swargashram again with Brahma Bhavana, God-consciousness.
The body waslight, themind alert and | was almost floating inthe
air and did not realisethat | reached Swargashraminnotimeat all.

Therewerehundreds of Mahatmas of varioustypes staying
in Swargashram and it had become a holy place of pilgrimage for
all the devoted seekers of Truth. Sometimes there were European
and American devotees as well and they stayed for months and
years, led simple and unostentatious lives and drew the pilgrims
towardsthem. | remember seeing an old American lady who took
wheat flour, Atta and other foodstuffs from the Kshetra once a
week for the preparation of her simple food. There were many
Sadhuswho weretakative and here and there | was happy to seea
silent one busy communing with the Indwelling Light. | do not
know how six long years passed in my stay at Swargashram.

During one of those years the most important and exciting
Kumbhamelawasheldin Haridwar. Kumbhamelaisagreat festival
of Sadhus which comes once in twelve years and is sometimes
held at the confluence of Holy Rivers, at places such asAllahabad,
Nasik, etc. That year it was held at Haridwar, the Gateway of
Hari, Heaven. At the Kumbhamela the Sadhus of every type and
stage are represented, with their different modes of worship. Some
M ahantsride upon el ephants and horses, taken in procession. Then
there are the Naga Sadhus, quite naked, with bodies smeared with
ashes. They too go in procession. Many Sadhus have their own
Holy Fires around which they sit and sometimes chant the Holy
Name of God. Sometimes they meditate too. There was no want
of Sadhus who were trying to make a little money by exhibiting
their powers and thus drawing the people towards them. Beggars
of every kind also flocked towards the Kumbhamela in hopes of
earning afew rupees.

By nature | was not curious and was aways unwilling to
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mix with crowds. Although unwilling, reluctant to visit and see
such alarge congregation of different Matts, Academies, Ashramas,
etc, my Sadhu friends pressed me and | went along with them to
this glorious feast, this Kumbhamela which consisted of not
thousands but lakhs of Sadhus and Yogins of every kind. We hear
according to the census taken by the Government, that there are
fifty-five lakhs of Sadhusin India, al of whom have renounced
theworld in order to help and serve His children. We shall leaveit
to the Sadhus themselves to know just how many of them are
genuinely pining for God.

It was Swami Ramawho said that if one man alonelivesin
God then the whole nation can be united through hisideadl life of
God-consciousness. If by theideal life of onesingle man the nation
can be united, imagine what would be done if al the fifty-five
lakhs of Sadhuslivedin God, completely forgetting the outer world
of name and form, killing the ego. Leaving aside al thefifty-five
lakhs of Sadhus, if only one single sadhu in alakh making fifty
five sadhus, one for each of the fifty-five lakhs, could live
consecrated lives of God-consciousness, the world would by this
time have become a living Heaven of Peace with no more strife,
struggles and war. But | am sorry to see that the vast majority of
all these Sadhusare mendicantswho try to get freefood and clothing
and respect from theignorant public by wearing the ochre-coloured
cloth. In the beginning, when | wanted admission into
Swargashram, | was suspected of having run away from home
because of some trouble. Indeed, there are many who renounce
the world because of quarrels with families, wives and children.
There are others who renounce the world because of failure in
business. Rare and precious are they who renounce the world for
the sake of God, who live pining for Him and would never sell
their souls for anything in the world. Such Sadhu Mahatmas are
the Himalayas of Peace and the Saviours of Humanity, for they set
an exampleto all the seekers of Truth.

Swargashram, the Holy Place of Pilgrimage of all the Saints
and sages, wasvisited by many kindsof devotees. Each day brought
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pilgrims of every kind, the followers of different religions, rich
and poor, learned and ignorant, aged and young —all cameto have
satisfaction in the Darshan of al the Mahatmas. Some were very
devoted and insisted that we should come and visit their places
and sanctify their homes. | think it was Sri Dayal Saranji, helping
the Mahant in representing Swargashram, who introduced me to
some millionaire devotees from Delhi. They were brought to my
kutir and we had Prayers and Meditations.

| do not remember now, how and when | wastaken to their
palatia home in Delhi but it was Dayal Saranji who took me.
Perhaps | visited their lovely home while on my way to Andhra
from Swargashram. But | do remember staying in their fine home
and enjoying their generous hospitality and love. The name of the
eldest brother was Ramakrishna Das and one of the other brothers
had a complete set of works of Swami Rama Tirthawhich hewas
reading. It was this which had drawn my mind towards them.

Thus, many varied contacts were made with devotees in
the North, South, East and West. Sincethose days, many devotees
from Lucknow, Benares, Delhi, Calcutta, Bombay and Rameswar
have invited me to go to their homes and bless them.

Blessed are their devoted and dedicated hearts of consecration:
May God bless them all with Peace!
oM oM oM
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Chapter 17
BADRINATH

From the time of my arrival at the Himalayas, | had been
thinking of going to Badrinath, the holy place of pilgrimagein the
Himalayas. | wanted also to go to Gangothri, the birthplace of the
holy Ganges and to Jamnothri, the birth place of the Jamunariver.
| longed also to visit Kedarnath the residence of Lord Shiva,
Pashupati, the destroyer of all ignorance and darkness. But we
cannot go everywhere to wherever our minds happen to wander.
Wherever He leads us, according to our Prarabdha, Past Karma,
there we are taken. | was blessed to go only towards Badrinath.
Although Kedarnath, Gangothri and Badrinath are al nearby to
each on those heights, branching off themain road at certain points,
| was not fortunate enough to see them. | thought that in away all
the birthplacesof holy riversand even of the holy placesthemselves
were within me. Yet somehow | longed at any cost to go to
Badrinath, the holiest place for all Hindus.

It seemsthat Puja-worship was performed in the Badrinath
temple for only six months of the year; for the rest of the time the
temple was closed, covered with ice. But let me begin now with
my journey to Badrinath and | will write about the temple itself
later. | started from Swargashram and | think that | began to walk
alone, asusual, on the path ascending to those blessed heights. At
some places, for several miles there was a plain road and there
was no strain in walking. But as| began to climb the rugged path
mounting up the steep hills, therewas great strain, with palpitation
of the heart as well. In those days there was no good road or
pathways, but only afootpath at some places; whereasnow it seems
that roads are laid and there are even buses running to carry
passengersin all comfort.

In those times people were carried in dolies-a conveyance
inwhich onesitsasif on acot, leaning forward, while four people
carry it. Generdly, only the old and sick pilgrims resort to the
dolies; sometimes rich people as well, being unable to walk and
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having plenty of money will hire dolies. But whether we go on
foot, trudging up the rugged path or whether wetravel inadoliein
all ease and comfort, the most important thing isthat we reach the
heights, the Holy Badrinath, feeling His presence all theway. How
blessed and helpful itisto feel God's Presencein every step aswe
walk!

All aong the way, the joyous exclamations, shouts, cries
and singing of His Name by the pilgrims can be heard. Thesegive
strength, joy and inspiration to all the fellow pilgrims. Listen to
the bhgjans, the holy songs and also to the chanting of the holy
words:

Badri Bisal Ki Jai
Hara Hara Hara Sambho Mahadeva
Hare Rama Hare Rama, Rama Rama Hare Hare,
Hare Krishna Hare Krishna, Krishna Krishna Hare Hare
Om Namo Narayanaya
Om Nama Shivaya Om Shivaya Namah

It was soul-lifting to listen to the Holy Mantras when all
the pilgrims sang together in chorus. Now and then it was
heartening to hear the piercing cries of:

Bolo Badri Bisal ki Jai
Bolo Pashupatinath ki Jai
Bolo Kedarnath ki Jai

Bengaliswere singing Bengali songs: Punjabisweresinging
Punjabi songs: Gujaratiswere singing Gujarati songs, Andhraswere
singing Andhra songs and TyagargjaKirtans: it wasaholy sight to
be witnessed and not described in finite words. It was al beauty,
Glory and Divine atmosphere, surcharged with the chanting of the
name of God by hundreds and thousands of devoted pilgrims, from
al parts of Indiaasthey wended their way towardstheir God, the
common God of all Hischildren. Here and there were some curious
foreignerswith their camerasin hand, taking picturesof the pilgrims
and the interesting scenary of beauty and charm.
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It is very difficult to describe the glory and beauty of the
lofty mountain ranges and the rapids of the Holy Gangesasit flows
in some places in torrents from the heights. Sometimes it was
dangerouswhen it rained, for the land on the sides of the pathway
would slide and dlip. When there are landslides along the paths,
pilgrims would sometimes be buried under the sudden falling of
boulders and earth. Some pilgrims think that if they die suddenly
whilegoing to Badrinath they will beled directly to heaven. Often,
the very old, even those who can hardly walk, undertake this
difficult and strenuous journey in the hope and belief that if they
dieontheway to the heights, in the attempt to reach Badrinath, the
abode of Narayana, they will obtain punyam, blessedness and
salvation.

From Rishikesh one goes to Dev Prayag and from Dev
Prayag to Uttar Kasi and so on, with stagesfor rest and relaxation.
Every ten or fifteen miles there are chetties, rest houses and also
small shops, where pilgrims can buy their food, mostly wheat flour
and potatoes which they cook themselves; and the necessary fuel,
firewood and pots, etc; all of which may be purchased at a high
price. To mention aword about myself, | carried neither food nor
money, nor did | cook anything; for the Heavenly Father, who
feedeth the sparrows and the birds of the air was feeding me all
along theway at every place. It waswonderful what agreat trust |
had then and have even now, in the Heavenly Father, the Indwelling
Presencein my heart. Asl would rest and relax in some thatched
hut-kutir, adevoted pilgrim, some perfect stranger would cometo
me and offer aportion of hisfood. | used to feel so deeply touched
at the Mercy and Compassion of God. Of courseinmy lifeandin
my religion there are no strangers, for al are the children of One
God, the source of all the worlds and the Goal of His children, in
the East and the West.

Having read in Swami Ramaslife and teachingsthat Rama
walked once forty miles in one day in those rugged hills, | too
longed to walk as he did, forty milesin aday. However healthy
and strong one may be one cannot walk every day forty miles.
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But, with firm determination, ever longing to walk in the blessed
footsteps of Swami Rama | walked one day forty miles and on
another day forty-four miles a great achievement and a matter of
rgjoicing for my young heart. Alas! after walking such a long
distance, straining myself to the last degree, using every ounce of
my strength, | was so weary and tired that | could not walk even
one step further. In my boyhood enthusiasm | often went to
extremes and suffered sad and bad consequences. My two feet
were raw with blisters. There was then nothing else to do but to
rest and relax and let the blistersheal. But | did not want to waste
my precious time resting, stopping on the way, when | had almost
reached the Holy Abode of Badrinath. My state was pathetic and
all due to my foolish exertions and over-walking.

Repeating His Name, relying on and trusting in God's
Omnipresence, | slowly began to crawl towards Badri Bisal, the
Compassionate One, the Knower of al our troubles. It wasamost
unbelievable how | reached His Temple, slowly, steadily and
patiently, crawling on hands and knees, ignoring all physical
suffering.

All Glory be unto Badri Bisal, the God of all Mercy and
Compassion, for His Innumerable blessings and never-failing
protection.

May Peace be unto all!
oM oM oM
IN BADRINATH:

There are certain days and moments which are
unforgettable. My stay in Badrinath, though short, remains
nevertheless memorable. | must have stayed there three or four
days. Asmany years have passed since my visit to that Holy Place
I do not now remember exactly how many days | remained there.
Generaly the pilgrims and even the Sadhus who visit Badrinath
will leave on the same day, for there are no arrangements or
accommodation for acomfortabl e stay in theintense cold on those
heights.
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Be it cold or warm, the beauty grandeur and sublime
panoramaoof that place and its surroundings are simply enchanting
and inspiring. It was surprising to see the flowers of every kind
and size which bloom all around and for many miles together. |
remember still those beautiful flowers which grew to even afoot,
in size. Becauseit is so cold, there are no trees of any kind but
there is an abundance of flowers which blossom on all sides. If
thereisany living miracleitisto seein such acold placeaperennial
spring of boiling water which flowsinto asmall tank and keeps it
filled with hot water. Who has done this and how it was done, on
the heights of the holy mountain in the intense cold isthe mystery
of mysteries. May all glory be unto God, the greatest miracle
worker!

If thereisHeaven anywhere on earth it must bein Badrinath,
the holiest place of Inspiration and Peace. But it is strange how |
consider, wherever | stay, it isthe Heaven of Peace. For instance,
I am now in Kotagiri inthe Nilgiriswhichisclaimed asthe Queen
of al hill stations. | consider this as a Paradise on earth and invite
all seekers of Truth and Peace to partake of the Peace in this
heavenly place. | long to share what | enjoy with all the aspiring
children of God. Itistruealso that what we have within, webehold
aswell without.

Besidethe holy and heavenly peace and beauty of the place,
there was another reason for my stay for afew daysin Badrinath.
The Head of the Badrinath Matt, who is called the Raval and hasa
position of hereditary ownership- agood, devoted and God-loving
soul, felt drawn towards me. He not only loved me but bestowed
all tender care upon me and looked after all my comforts. There,
in the Holy Temple where no one was allowed to enter, near the
Garbhagudi, the holy sanctuary within, | was requested not only to
enter within but also to sit side by side with the Raval himself.
How good has God ever beento me, Hisfrail and unworthy fettered
child, for He gave me respect and even honour in an unknown and
strange place. | was able to enjoy steam bathsin the small tank in
front of the Holy Temple. | was made to take food with Raval
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himself. It was no wonder thus, that | stayed for afew days and
bathed not only in the hot sulphur waters but also in the great love
of theMahant Raval. | waseven requested to stay with the Mahantji
not just for afew days but permanently.

It seemsthat it isfor only six months of the year that Puja,
worship is performed. When the snow falls the whole mountain
and the Templ e are covered with snow and ice; so the Mahant and
the worshippers must descend. Thus, during the coldest part of
the year, for six months the Mahant descends to the Joshi Matt
about forty miles below and remains in that somewhat warmer
place until summer comes and the ice melts in the warm rays of
the Sun. The most interesting and astonishing part of the holiness
of the Great Temple is that when the Temple is re-opened for
worship the Light whichwaslit in the sanctuary beforethe snowfall
beganisstill burning for it hasbeen so, throughout thewinter and
isflaming brightly when the doors are opened in summer. For this
Prathama Jyoti Darshan, the first Darshan the seeing of the Light,
many pilgrimswill rush in spite of the hardships and the cold.

I do not know how the scientists explain the phenomenon
of the Light burning throughout the winter, from the time of the
closing of the Templeuntil it isopened again in the summer. They
may offer some explanation, having to do with the Temple being
covered by ice and snow and thus sealed. Whatever may be the
cause, the phenomenon occurs and thus Science and Religion are
brought together. The devoteethinksthat itisall amiracle of God
for He can and will do anything for the sake of His devotees. The
scientist thinksthat itisall dueto Laws of Nature, the Light being
covered over by ice and snow. Anyway, we will leave this
intellectual problem to the scientists of mighty intellect. Let us
dwell now in the heart of Badrinarayan and taste the Peace that
passeth al understanding. It is needless to repeat that there are
wonders and mystical secrets that cannot be explained away by
the critical mind or the mighty intellect. What arewe but tiny ants
before God, the infinite Mountain of Sugar?

The devoted Raval was unwilling to let me go, to descend
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from him and the sacred sanctuary of the Badrinarayan. In the
short period of my stay with him he was kind enough to love me
and takeinterest in my life of devotion and dedication. Unwillingly
we parted, chanting the sacred Syllable OM and hoping someday
that we might meet again, with prayers for the peace of all.

MORE MIRACLES OF GOD’SMERCY:

(During the journey from the heights to the plains from
Badrinarayan to Swargashram.)

| have been dwaysalonely soul, loving silence and solitude.
The Tamilian Narayana Swamy wanted to follow me wherever |
went. He wanted to be my real shadow during my travelsin the
hills as well asin Swargashram. But as| wanted to rely on God
fully rather than upon human beings and human help, | insisted
that Narayana Swamy, inspite of all his devotion and love, should
stay in Swargashram and look after my Kutir and receive the
devotees and guestswho camethere. Narayana, being also asilent
soul of meditation, respected my wishes and stayed behind in
Swargashram. The distance of 180 miles or so | had to travel
alone. Yet | had never been aone, for God has been always with
me, walking before and sometimes behind me. Thereis no place
or timewhen Heisabsent. | loveto repeat always. God iswithin,
without, above, below and all around. Nay, Heisinterpenetrating
the very cellsof my being. | feel Him intherustle of the trees, in
theflutter of theleavesand inthevery wind itself andin all sound.

Sometimes, when | walk alone| ook back to seeif thereis
anyone following me, for in front there is someone leading me
always. Asthe Himalayan mountains are full of thick forests and
jungles we naturally expect to see every kind of harmful tigers
Cheetahs, etc., and aso many kinds of poisonous snakes. Hence,
the pilgrims usually travel in groups and sing God's Name, even
shouting:

Hara Hara Sambho M ahadeva
Badri Bisal Ki Jai
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and other Mantrasin the hope of scaring away animals, if any and
protecting themselvesfrom all harm and accidents. In spite of the
repetition of God’'s Name and all the precautions taken we heard
now and then of some pilgrim or Sadhu who had been eaten by a
tiger; or of someone else bitten by a snake and dying before any
help could come. Such isthefrailty of lifel

In spite of the warningswhich | had received al along the
way | walked alone and kept always ahead of the pilgrim group.
Sometimes in order to reach a certain place which was my
destination for that day, | would walk in thelight aswell asin the
darkness, to reach my goal at any cost. Often | would reach some
chetty, or halting place and spend the night there, near the groups
of pilgrims who were cooking their food and passing the night’s
halt in rest and sleep in the thatched kutirs or huts. Thus| covered
nearly half the distance to Rishikesh from the heights of Badrinath,
slowly and steadily, with faltering steps. The pilgrims, especialy
the poor ones, eat whileon their travel's, somekind of wheat powder
called satthu which they mix with good jaggery. Itisvery tasty to
eat but difficult to digest, because it is raw food. Eating it often
resultsin dysentery or diarrhoea.

Because | had been reckless and careless, had eaten and
drunk on the way all kinds of water from the hill streams, | was
now having loose motions, an attack of real diarrhoea. Here and
there along the way, about every twenty-five milesor so there was
Government Hospital, especially set up in that busy pilgrimage
season to render First Aid to thesick pilgrims. Asl wasafollower
of Nature Cure, | did not think of going to any hospital for medical
care and relief from suffering. At onetime, | remember vaguely,
as | happened to end that day’s journey in a village with such a
hospital, | slept there that night and the doctor and his staff were
kind and courteous to me.

Because of the constant walking without any rest, my feet
had once again become weary, tired and badly blistered. They
weresoraw that | could not walk any further. Fortunately | reached
achetty, ahalting placefor pilgrims. Therich occupied good kutirs
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and resting places whereas the Sadhus and the poor had no choice
but to accept the dilapidated huts that had been discarded. On a
night like that, in my sickness and suffering, with loose motions
every few minutes, any shelter, even adilapidated hut with hardly
any palm leaves for aroof, was agreat blessing.

Thus, unconscioudly | beganto think of my chelasor friend,
Sri Narayana Swami who had wanted to follow me and to serve
me through thick and thin and whom | had forbidden to come with
me, with the request that he might stay in my kutir in Swargashram
until my return. | was aso hungry and weak and without proper
food; and | had been having loose motions, diarrhoea, all the day
long. Asthe pilgrims were cooking nice food, bread, curry, dhal,
etc., the tasty and delicious smell also came towards my hut. |
stretched myself out on the ground and was able to ook up through
thetop of my hut, wheretherewas an open space, for lack of leaves
and see al the twinkling stars above. The palm |eaves had been
blown away no doubt, with the passing of time. In my sick
condition | was happy to see the stars in the sky beckoning to me
with their light. | saw in the other huts, pilgrims, tired and weary
with their walking, serving each other. Some were pressing the
feet of the tired ones, some were rubbing oil and shampooing the
feet and others were massaging the weary feet to give them relief.
Unconscioudly, in my sickness and pain | thought within myself,
how wonderful and helpful it would havebeenif | also had afriend
or chelato take care of my feet by massaging them to lessen the
pain.

Unbelievable as it may sound, lo and behold one of the
pilgrims came towards my hut with a choola, a stove filled with
burning charcoal, oil and hot water and surprised me by saying:
“Babaji you must betired from so much walking. Let me havethe
privilege of serving you.” How can | ever describe to you my
reaction, my gratitude and ecstasy at this unexpected tender care
and protection of the Ever-present and Never-failing Presence of
the Omnipresent God! | wasfilled with tearsof ecstasy! My silent
friend the great devotee, without my consent or permission, began
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to rub oil on my feet and shampoo them in a soothing way. He
also fomented the feet with a hot cloth compress. | was no longer
on earth with sickness or fatigue but in Heaven with health and
Peace, inthelap of God with nothing but tears of joy and gratitude.
In the end, the devoted soul pressed all my body from toesto head
and gave me a soothing and complete massage. | was so full that
| did not havewordsto expressmy gratitude. Thesilent friend and
helper |eft after having given me all rest, relaxation and relief and
he thanked me again for the great opportunity that | had given him
to serve me. What a great, selfless servicel How good is God!

May Hisrichest blessings ever rest upon that great, silent helper!

At some other place, in alonely hut | was hungry and still
having motions and | thought | should not eat any solid food. |
was so exhausted due to the constant motions that | could not get
evenalittledeep. After awhile, inthat lonely place aman appeared
suddenly with acharcoal fireand avessel of milk and he prepared
something which herequested meto drink. Hesaid: ‘ Babgji, please
takethisglass of Sago. It will do you good inyour sick and weak
condition.” | had no words with which to offer my thanksto him
or to the All-knowing God. | was simply overwhelmed with
gratitude and joy at all the Blessings of the Invisible God, for al
His Mercy and Protection. Verily, it was He who had been taking
such good and tender care of mein the lonely, strange and forlorn
places, coming in someform or other to render the needed service
in my great suffering. But what | wonder is how He knew that |
wanted only Sago at that lonely hour of sicknessin the night time.
It was both amystery and amiracle.

Many are such Divine Miracles, unworthy as | am. God
takes special care of Hislame and faltering sheep. Thusheled me
back to Swargashram, my spiritual home, to rest, relax and recoup
my health again.

OM OM OM
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Chapter 18
DESCENT INTO ANDHRA
CALL FROM RAJAHMUNDRY:

The devoted friends, Mr. and Mrs. Kakkirala, Father and
Mother shifted from Pithapuram to Ragjahmundry in order to do
better businessthere. 1t wasthey who had sent for me once before
to comefrom the heights of the Himalayasto the plains of Andhra-
Pithapuram-to spend a few days in serving them and the other
devotees and friends. Now, as some years had passed, they again
requested me to come and perform some services for all the
devotees in Andhra. Once again they made all the arrangements
for my return and sent the money needed for theticket, all travelling
expenses and so forth.

| do not remember when | left Swargashram and where |
stopped on the way but | do remember a stop at Herdoi at the
request of one of the professors of a college there. He was a
bachelor, lived alone and was an ardent devotee and follower of
Swami RamaTirtha. Unfortunately | became sick in hishome and
he cooked sago for me and was taking good care of me, wishing
my good health. On the way | must have also visited Buddha
Gayatheholy place of Lord Buddha' sillumination, for, | remember
sitting for long hours under the Bodhi Tree, the Holy Tree under
which Lord Buddha attained Enlightenment. Blessed are the
precious momentsthat | spent alonein Buddha Gayaand especially
the hours spent down below in the temple, which looked like an
underground cave.

Saranath was also alovely place with a holy temple and
Viharas with many relics of the Buddha. From Gaya | came to
Banaras, the holy city of al Hindus. It was inspiring to see the
holy Ganges flowing down the plains so majestically, touching the
various Ghats of Banaras. | was interested in Harischandra Ghat
wherethereisaburning ground, acrematorium. Thosewhodiein

Autobiography of Omkar 82



the holy city of Banaras are burnt there even now and sometimes
half-burnt bodies are thrown into the Ganges. Thosewho die and
all their friends and relations believe that death in Banaras will
give mukti, freedom. | sat for long hoursin that ghat and watched
the burning of the dead bodies, with the cries of

Hari Bolo, Hara hara Sambho M ahadeva

| roamed also restlessly in the streets of Banaras by night as
well asby day. Somewherein Bankura, in Bengal, | had aboyhood
friend, one Rangachary who had sent his pay-his Station master’s
salary towards my education in the Homoeopathic College in
Calcutta and thus deprived himself of the comforts of life. How
blessed it is to have even one such faithful friend who isready to
sacrificeall for our welfare. Thefew daysthat were spent with my
old friend Rangachary are among the happiest days of comfort and
Peacein my wholelife. Therel did not roam about or go anywhere
but was content to rest and meditate; and help or serve brother
Rangachary and his dear ones and friends.

Thus, viaCd cuttato Waltair | went and reached Rgjahmundry
having sown seeds of Peace and Love all along the way. In
Rajahmundry also my time was spent in teaching and reaching all
the devotees who visited me every day. Mother Ratham and Sri
Rama Rao spared no pains for my comfort and joy in their large
and lovely home at Rgjahmundry. One devoted lady named
Kamakshamma, a frequent visitor, was aways silent and serious
and never smiled. Shewas adisciple of one Parasuram Avadhuta
who lived in aburia ground on the outskirts of thetown. | heard
that when he died he left 25 or 30 thousand rupees in his name,
most of which had been given out asloansto various merchantsin
Rajahmundry for the purpose of collecting good interest. On his
last day, the day of hisdeath, | heard that the Avadhuta had three
thousand rupeesin currency notes under hispillow. No one knew
what became of that money.

It makes me sad to think of Sadhus, who are not supposed
totouch money, even livingin buria grounds, amassing and lending
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the perishable money right up until death comes and snatches
them away suddenly. When Maya, the delusion is so deep and thick
even for Sadhus who have renounced the world, what of the
householders who live with wife and children and have a number
of relatives also who rely upon their support? May God bless
them al with devotion and wisdom, especially the Sadhu Mahatmas
who have renounced the world!

When | recall another similar incident which happened in
Waltair Ashram only three or four years ago, it makes me sad. A
Sadhu came and wanted to spend some time in Peace by the side
of the Ocean, onthelovely beach of Waltair Ashram. Hewasalso
observing mounam. The authorties of the Ashram, the Manager,
etc. were happy to give him a separate cottage by the sea-side and
they helped the Mouna Sadhu in all possible waysto make hisstay
comfortable and happy. But he grumbled so much even to get
such small things as kerosene and other small articles that we all
took himto beavery poor Sadhu, one who knew not from whence
the next meal would come. He had only one small tin trunk and
everyone thought it contained his valuable books. Unfortunately
he became sick and died suddenly and left hisonly possession the
tintrunk inthe Ashram. The Ashram people were anxiousto give
him a decent burial and were trying to get together a few rupees
for this purpose, when one of the neighbours said that there was
no need to worry over money, when we could find all the money
needed by simply opening the tin trunk itself. How did the
neighbour know of this? Perhaps he had opened the trunk himself
and had seen the contents; and God alone knows if he confiscated
some of the money.

At that time | happened to be absent from the Waltair
Ashram. Perhaps | was then in the Peace Centre in Kotagiri.
Anyway, the trunk was opened easily, for it was not even locked,;
and to the amazement of the Ashram authorities, the Manager and
others, there was a bundle of currency notes amounting to more
than twenty thousand rupees! Some of the notesweretornfor they
were old and ragged. There was some gold aso it seems, in the
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form of coins. Wheredid this Sadhu Mahatmaget all thisprecious
wealth? What was he going to do with all this money? Poor and
naked we came and poor and naked we leave thisworld. The Sadhu
M ounaMahatma couldn’t take with him even asingle naya paisa.
His disciplies, who were like him, rushed in-all worry and hurry-
and took hold of the money. | do not know what they have done
with it.

Asthe Sadhu Mahatmadied in Santi Ashram by the beach-
side, observing silence and doing penance, we suggested and
requested his followers (as he had his Samadhi in the Ashram
itself) to construct abuilding, or even acottagefor the use of Sadhus
who cometo the Ashramto meditate. Thisalongwith their prayers
and meditationswould be good for the soul of the Sadhu Mahatma
himself. Our appeals fell on deaf ears however and the money
was taken away, along with the trunk. The Samadhi of their Guru
was not even respected and taken care of, but was neglected by his
own chosen disciples. Even the place of burial was forgotten and
the cattle now roam over that ground and leave their droppings
(cow-dung).

Later on, when | requested the chelas of the Mouna Guru
to do something in his memory, in memory even of his Samadhi
they said that their Guru’s money had been confiscated by the
Government. What asad ending, even the Sadhus are under great
delusion of Maya.

FROM RAJAHMUNDRY TO SAMALKOT:

Asl wasused to the solitude of the Himalayas, it wastrying
toliveintowns, with the househol ders, the family people and with
all hustleand bustle, although they were dl very devoted and |ooked
after all my comforts. Thefinite man cannot probeinto the scheme
of life and into the dim future. Yet, everything will be done in
harmony with the Divine Law; little things as well as big things
fulfilled according to Karma.

Autobiography of Omkar 85



Samalkot is at a distance of forty miles or so from
Rajahmundry. Some devotees from Samalkot were coming often
to see me and they pressed me to come to their place, to spend
some days in their town. One rich landlord had a large, vacant
place, lonely and lovely and he promised to construct agood cottage
on hisland for my comfortablestay inrest and Peace. This| thought
was a God-sent call and | readily agreed. Thus anice cottage was
built outside the town and | went there to settle for some time.
Here | was able to pay more attention to introspection and deep
meditation. | remember that inthose daysmy diet wasvery simple
and natural and consisted mainly of coconuts, bananas, milk, etc.
and | included also, kalabandha, asindispensible.

Soon, devotees of every kind not only from Samalkot but
from near and far were coming to me to listen to my words and
also obtain initiations. It has ever been my one wish never to
disappoint any of the devotees but to help them and satisfy their
wishes. As Samalkot is not too far from Rajahmundry my old
devotees, the Kakkiralas would come to see me often and spend a
day or two with their relations in Samalkot. They also brought
withthemtheir little son, Atmaram. Atmaram was becoming more
and more attached to me, day by day. Neither the young lad nor |
knew then that our destinies were going to lead us both towards
Americasoon. Thelatent seedswithin were certain to sprout some
day or other. Every inherent wish or sankalpa, impression, when
it isgood and hopeful to others, will have its day of fulfillment.

In samalkot there is a canal which runs by one side of the
town. By the canal-sideisthetemple of Lord Bhimeswar wherel
used to go sometimes to enjoy a lonely walk by the side of the
canal and ameditation inthe Temple, before Lord Bhimeswara. It
was really interesting how, seeing my life of contemplation and
silence, people never bothered and worried meto curetheir diseases
or to cometo their homesto drive out the devilsfrom the possessed.
| too was extremely happy to be left aone to pursue my spiritual
Sadhana, living in God and helping othersto live in Him.
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Onedevotee, L akshmanaswamy, who had heard about me,
came often to see me from Chintalur, a lonely place in the hills
which was to play an important part in my future life. Itisat a
distance of nearly thirty milesor so from Samalkot. Herepeatedly
requested meto go over there and start an Ashram; and he promised
to give me as much land as | needed for this purpose. | said that |
did not wish to be bound by any ties and especially not the new
responsibilities of an Ashram and | thus refused to go. He was
undaunted not at all discouraged by my refusal to go. Again he
came and this time he brought with him a bullock cart. He said
that | need not start an Ashram but that | should just go and seethat
lovely place. Helured me by saying that therewasalovely spring
there also-the Mallikarjuna Dhara: from a steep hill flowed that
perennial spring of fresh, clear water.

As| wanted just to see that lonely place and also to satisfy
L akshmanaswamy, for he had brought hisbullock cart, | agreed to
go therejust for the day. Imagine my surprise when, after seeing
that lovely place | never returned to Samalkot. That lovely place,
amidst two ranges of hills was so lonely, without any villagesin
sight and yet not far away, for it was surrounded by small villages
on all sides. It was hilly there, in a forest and it al looked so
natural, with wild beauty and silent grandeur that | was drawn
towardsthat place which was destined to become the future Santhi
Ashram, the Mission of Peace. It has grown from awild jungle
into aworld-wide, International Institution of Peace, with various
activitiesand servicesand it isalife-giving Abode of Peaceto dll
the seekers of God in the East and the West.

May al Glory be unto God, the Knower and Witness of all the
worlds!

OM OM OM
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Chapter 19
CHINTALUR
Thereisan interesting saying in Telugu:
Shala mahatmayamu, sila mahatmayamu

and it translates as ‘ the good fortune of l1and and the good fortune
of stones'. Itissaid that certain land, although it appears barren
and dry at first, if especially destined, will be converted into aholy
place of pilgrimage. Thusalso with certain stoneson theroadside
which are destined to become Shivalingas. In Kailas Ashram in
Waltair, on the top of the hill, one mason, Ranganayakulu, who
was named the man of two tongues by our Sister Sushila Devi
because of his lies and failure to keep his words, was engaged in
the chiselling of a stone. He used to keep one foot on the stone
itself for his convenience while chiselling. Later that same stone
was made into Shivalingam, an object of worship for the members
of the Ashram as well as for all the devotees who visit Kailas.
Similarly, the land nearby Chintalur which was offered to me by
the devoted Lakshmanaswamy was a thick jungle with thorny
bushes and rugged stones, where wild animals roamed freely.

There was only one tree, a Mango tree in all that land.
Because of the fear of tigers, cheetahs and other wild animals, a
hammock was fixed on this only Mango tree and | was advised to
sleepinit, especially during the night. | was happy to swinginthe
hammock in the daytime also for | felt SOHAM in every swing.

L akshmanaswamy offered me asmuch land as| wanted, to
start an Ashram. As | have always done things on a large scale |
took ten acres of land and began to clear the thorny bushes and
stonesfromit. It looked nice then when we put afence all around
it .Lakshmanaand his three brothers spared no pains or money to
make the Ashram clean and neat and they were a so helpful to the
devotees who came to visit. For the use and convenience of the
devoteesthey built asmall hut, a cottage with palm |leaves, nearby
my Mango tree. An elderly devoted lady, by name of Mother
Suramma came from Chendurthy and lived in this new cottage.
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Strange as it may seem, for the hut was in a barren place and on
cultivated land, and within the very hut itself rose a putta, a snake
pit, whichincreased in sizeday by day. Atfirst, two or threetimes
we removed the mud, but when it persisted in coming up day by
day, more and more, we allowed it to remain with the thought that
the Snake God, L ord Subrahmanyam might wish to manifest there.
By and by Mother Suramma actually worshipped there and
considered it as a sacred place of veneration.

There was a devoted cobbler named Venkatesu who was
attached to me from the very beginning and did all kinds of odd
jobs. Itisrealy astonishing and strange how hewasableto predict
the great future of the Ashram even when there was not anything
yet in the Ashram except a few thorny bushes and prickly-pears
and stones of every size. Venkatesu often used to say to me:

Dear Swamiji, by and by, in afew years | seethe
Ashram extending to the foot of the hill and the
whole place electrified ; with carsand busesrunning
to and fro with devoted pilgrims every day.

It has taken nearly fifty years to realise the fond dreams
and true prophecy of the devoted cobbler Venkatesu, who is now
nomore. | shouldliketo have aseparate chapter about him because
he was so devoted and loving and served mein al possible ways.

Although the Ashram was so still and lonely it was
surrounded on all sidesby small villages. About amileor so awvay
wasthe place of Lakshmanaswamy, Chintalur. 1t wasasmall village
with only afew huts of the cultivators, the Harijans and some other
tenants. There was also the large and impressive building of the
Zamindar who owned all the lands and was more interested in
squeezing every drop of blood from his tenants than in helping
them, considering all theryots, the poor cultivatorsashischildren.
Venkatanagaram isanother nearby villagewith afew hutsand there
are also the small villages of Potuluru, Vakapalli etc., near the
Ashram. To add to all these, there is aso the little village of
Thotapalli with only afew huts, which is near to the holy spring,
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the Mallikharjuna Dhara, the perennial spring which comes down
from the hillsand flowsforth, bathes the head of a Shivalingamin
amost natural and beautiful way. | do not know how theinspiring
and indeed perfect name of Santhi Ashram wasgivento thislovely
and lonely abode of Santhi, Peace. Perhapsit was God’swish that
the Ashram should have such afitting, loving and sweet name of
Silence and Peace to betoken its great future glory.

L akshmanaswamy was a tenant under a Mokhasadar of
Venkatanagaram. Seeing that his own tenant had given apiece of
land for starting of an Ashram the Mokhasadar too donated afew
more acres of land in his own name. When the construction work
began L akshmanaswamy and his brothers did everything possible
to help the progress of the Ashram. All the ladies of the family
were also devoted and sent food for the masons and other workers
from their own homes ungrudgingly, day after day, although they
were not richinthe goods of theworld. Later | wasabletorealize
that they were all taking such good care of me and helping the
progress of the Ashram because they had their own troubles with
the Mokhasadar and wanted some help from me, to influence the
Government officials on their side.

We started alittlelibrary too and | sent some of the books,
such asthe teachings of Swami Vivekanandato one Magistratein
Prathipadu. One of the brothers, my friend from Chintalur, instead
of just delivering the books and going on hisway, began to tell the
Magistrate, whose name was Rajan lyer, | believe, about all the
troubles the tenants were having with the Mokhasadar. The
Magistrate, believing that | and the Ashram were sending him the
books with the hope of influencing him in alegal matter, returned
the books without reading them. He thought that the Ashram had
an axe of itsown to grind. All this made me sad and taught me to
be careful in the future with the mundane affairs of the men of the
world.

As Truth aone triumphs and not untruth, let us trust in
God fully and leave the resultsto Him !

OM OM OM
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Chapter 20
NAVAKHANDA YOGA OF MASTAN SAHEB

In these days of my Silence and deep introspection in the
Kotagiri Peace Centre| do not know why acertain very interesting
and holy incident comes back from the time of my stay in Waltair
and Visakhapatnam. It may be due to the fact that | am becoming
more and more detached from the body than before. Indeed, our
real freedom, mukti, salvation lies only in detachment from the
body, mind and the world. It is easy to become attached to the
physical body wherein we reside both day and night. The average
man thinks, because of delusion and grossignorance and attachment
tothe physical, that heisthe body itself. Only theripe coconutis
detached from the shell. Blessed are they who are detached, like
the ripe, dry coconut, from the physical shell for they are truly
rare.

Mastan Saheb was considered to be a great soul, a man of
God-realisation, by a few educated and cultured people in
Visakhapatnam. He spent al his time during the day on the hill
where there was a Mosque of the Muslims, a Church of the
Christiansand aTempl e of the Hindus, all onthe samehill. When
| too saw the different symbolsof Holy Worship of theserespective
religions together it helped me to understand and apprehend the
Oneness and Universality of al religions. At such alovely place
of Universal Worship our Mastan Saheb spent his days, all alone
in Silenceand he even threw stones at the boys and people whenever
they came to disturb him. Thiswas only to chase them away for
he knew the preciousness of TIME, every moment of it!

Anyway, some people wanted his favours and blessings
and were after Mastan Saheb. We heard many interesting stories
about him. One of the gruesome stories was that Mastan Saheb
was a great Yogi, an adept in detachment from the body,
Navakhandayoga. According totextsonYogathereisonepractice
of detachment from the body where the practitioner actually
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separates the nine parts of the body from each other. Thus, the
head, hands, feet, etc., will all be seenin one place, hovering close
to each other but not connected in any way. It was said that on
certain days our Mastan Saheb would separate himself from his
body to such an extent that his head, hands and legs would be
separate, detached, from the trunk of the body. Gruesome, fearful
and unbelievable asit sounds, | heard this story with great interest
from the ardent devotees and followers of Baba Mastan. | have
now to verify thiswith the great Yogis whether there is such Yoga
of Detachment Navakhandayoga, where the members of the body,
arms, hands, legs, feet, head, etc., can be detached from the trunk
in nine parts.

ThereisaYogi now at our Peace Centre, BalaBrahmananda
Swamy aged ninety-six, who has gone all over India and to the
Himalayas and who is now called by the name of Narada of
KaliYuga. He has been doing Bhuloka Sanchara, travelling all
over theworld, especially inIndia, from Cape Comorinto the Holy
Lake Manasarovaram, by Mount Kailas in the heights of the
Himalayas. Today | wanted to know the Truth from him about this
Navakhandayoga, the Yoga of Detachment of the Nine Limbs.

Some of the practices of the Tantrics and Hatha Yogis are
very gruesome and blood-curdling, very fearful indeed. 1 am only
trying to share with my readers what | heard in my younger days
and not attesting to these, not giving my approval to the facts of
these miracles.

As | saw the educated and wealthy disciples of Sri Mastan
Saheb following him like his shadows | too felt drawn towards
him for his love and blessings. Only in the night time, after all
wasdark, would Mastan Saheb come down the hill and passthrough
the streets by the sweetmeat shops. Some devoted shopkeepers
thought it their good fortune and privilege if he accepted some of
their sweets and other preparations.
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Onenight, whilel was standing near Sri Mastanji ashe ate
some pakodas he ate half and turned to me and offered the
remaining portion to me saying,

"Beta, my child, eat this for you have a great work to do:
Cling to God ceaselessly".

| do not remember the exact words which he said in Hindi.
Even though what he gave mewasfrom hisown mouth, he himself
had already eaten thereof making it juta | considered it as
Mahaprasadam, Sacred Sacrament. | took it with great joy and
considered my life blessed by such Holy Prasad, given by Mastanji
unasked for and so unexpectedly. Such is the Grace of God.

May long life be given unto our NavakhandaYogi, the Holy
Mastanji. May Peace be unto all.

OM OM OM
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Chapter 21
IN SANTI ASHRAM -IN THE BEGINNING
ALL WORRY FORALOIN CLOTH:

These days, as| am engaged so persistently and patiently
inwriting these chapters of the Autobiography thereisonethought
that comes from within as a question:

Do you want Autobiography or Ageless SOHAM
Consciousness?
The answer comes from within.
I want Ageless SOHAM consciousness and with
Its awareness | wish to write this Autobiography.

Let me not do any work as a slave, with drudgery and
compulsion. Let mewritethe Autobiography asaMaster. Let me
writeonly when | feel the urge fromwithin. In other words, asnot
ablade of grassmoveswithout HisWill, let Him write whatever it
pleaseth Him to write. May all Glory be unto Him on every side
and at all times!

In the beginning, in starting the Ashram in such a secluded
place, my intention wasto spend my timethere alone, instead of in
any of the homes of the householders. But with the beginning of
the Ashram all worry and responsibility also began. Thisreminds
me of a well-known story, Koupeena samrakshanardham ayam
Pata topaha (Sanskrit version) the story of the Sadhu and hisloin
cloth. Just to protect the loin cloth, the solitude, | too had to
accumulate al paraphernalia and gather in all the goods of the
world.

It seems there was once a Sadhu who lived aone in the
wilderness and spent al his time meditating in Peace. He had
only two loin cloths which were all his property in the world.
Unfortunately arat used to spoil hisloin cloth by making holesin
them. Then the Sadhu would have to go to the village and ask the
devotees for a new loin cloth. Every day the rat would spoil his
loin cloth and every day the Sadhu would ask for anew one. When
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they saw that this was happening every day the villagers said:
oh! Sadhuji, why don’'t you keep a cat and it will drive away the
rats?. The Sadhu thought that this was sensible advice and he
henceforth kept acat. But acat needsmilk every day. Hethushad
to go to the village again everyday and beg for milk for the cat.
Then the devoted villagers suggested that instead of going to the
village everyday to get milk for the cat he should keep acow which
would supply him with milk, not only for the cat but for himself as
well. The Sadhuji thought that thiswasamost hel pful and sensible
suggestion and he immediately secured a cow which indeed gave
milk both for him and the cat.

But a cow needsfodder, grassand hay. Thushe had again
to go into the village and beg the people for grass for the cow
every day. Then the villagers suggested that since there was so
much barren land, vacant fields all around his Ashram, he should
at least cultivate some of the uncultivated land. Then he would
have not only plenty of grassfor the cow but paddy aswell for his
own use. The Sadhuji felt happy with this suggestion and he
engaged coolies and started cultivation, first on a small scale and
by and by on alarge scale. He had to construct sheds to keep all
his cattlein and build barnsto store hisgrains. The Sadhu slowly
and silently, without his knowledge, became a householder and
then afamous landlord with all wealth and property. All from the
simple Sadhu with only two loin cloths!

He had to gather in all hisgoods and construct many barns,
houses and other buildingsin order to storeand protect hisdifferent
grains and other properties from therain and the sun. Thisishow
Maya coverseven the Sadhus and the wise. The Sadhu didn’t even
havetimefor hisdaily prayers and ablutions. Hisone prayer was
corn, cattleand cultivation, to feed and protect al hisdumb animals.

Similarly, to keep the Ashram and its dumb animals,
workers and some devotees alive, | had to go out into the villages
and townsand go abegging to all the old and new devotees; al in
the name of keeping the Ashram alive. It was strange how the
tables were turned upside down for, 1, who had never begged or
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even touched money had now to go from house to house, begging
every beggar, all the householders, for money. All thiswas done
inthe name of the Ashram; all for amereloin cloth; al onthe plea
of being aone with God in Silence.

Certain incidents from those early days | can remember
even now. Inthose daysthere was not even aroad to the Ashram.
Bullock carts had to come in and they did so with great difficulty
in the deep and rugged paths. Sometimes a cart would tumble,
turn over and there would be a resulting accident.
L akshmanaswamy and one of his brothers, Ramamurthy, helped
meall along in the progress of Ashram and thus day by day Santhi
Ashram became more and more well-known.

Once | had to go to the nearby place, Gollaprolu to get all
the provisions for the Ashram, bags of rice and other supplies and
atin of kerosene aso, which was not sealed. | do not remember
whether it was a dark or a moonlight night but in any case our
bulls stumbled and the cart overturned, completely upside down.
The sad part is that the heavy bags fell on me but | was more
anxious about the kerosene spilling out of the unsealed tin than
about my physical body. During the tumbling and even when the
heavy bags fell upon my body | kept the hole of the kerosene tin
covered with my hand and did not allow any to be wasted to leak
or pour out. Until help came and the bagswereremoved | remained
thus, asmy onethought wasto savethe kerosene. After theaccident
| was happy and even now when | remember thisincident | feel
glad that | was ableto protect and savethe kerosenefor theAshram.
We reached the Ashram leisurely in the early hours of dawn. We
were safe and we glorified God for protecting us and the bulls
with no serious harm done to any of us. Such are the inevitable
results of Maya.

It seemsthat oncethe Almighty and All-knowing God was
pleased with Narada's devotion and asked the Bard of Music and
Spiritual Devotion to choose a boon for himself. Narada was a
free soul who roamed all over the world and could fly even into
the celestial regions. He made everyone, the people on the earth
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aswell asthosein Heaven, happy with his music and song. When
offered aboon he pondered and finally said to Lord Vishnu: ‘ Dear
God if you want to give me a boon let me have the boon of never
getting bound by your Maya which makes even the wise and the
sage blind. Delusion makes us forget Thee, the real Sun of suns
and makesusfollow after the passing cloudsof the changing world.’

Such are the subtle snares of Maya: May the God Lord
protect the Sadhusin the Ashram and the househol dersin theworld!

VENKATESU THE DEVOTED COBBLER—AND HIS
CHRISTMAS:

Venkatesu the cobbler was a devoted Christian. He had
taken Baptism from a devoted Father, a good Missionary. He
regularly celebrated the Holy Christmas. As he was not a born
Christian but had been converted in the middle of lifel asked him
why he had changed his religion and become a Christian. He
immediately replied that asall the peoplein hisvillage were getting
converted, he too took Baptism. As a Christian he now received
some respect and even honour whereas before that, he had only
been a cobbler, a mere outcaste. About the Holy Christmas and
his celebration of it every year he said that all he had to do wasto
kill agood, fat fowl and prepare afine dinner for the Missionary
on Holy Christmas Day. Sometimes, if because of sickness or
some other reason he was unableto cook, he gavethefowl directly
to the Missionary and both Venkatesu and the Missionary were
satisfied. That is all the Christmas we celebrate’ said Venkatesu,
the ideal devotee of the Ashram, the one who predicted the great
future of the Mission of Peace.

Venkatesu was so universal, with a big heart of love and
never a fanatic that it used to make me happy just to see him
singing Hare Ram Hare Ram with respect for Ramaand for al the
Gods of all religions. Through contact with the ashram he was
trying to understand true Christianity and come closer to the Christ
within. | helped Venkatesu to feel that Christ is never outside but
in hisown devoted heart. Real Christian is Christ Consciousness,

Autobiography of Omkar 97



feeling God's Presence within oneself and in one's own purified
and devoted heart. | made him feel that Christ has no other body
on earth than his body. To be good and to do good, never to kill
innocent fowlsand birdsisreal Christianity. Christmasisnot killing
ducks and fowl and making afeast over the innocent creatures. |
felt happy when Venkatesu said : ‘Now | understand what real
Christmasisand | will not kill any more fow! but will instead pray
and mediatate on Lord Christ and Mother Mary’.

Blessed are the pure in heart. Verily, the Kingdom of
Heaven is within. Heaven belongs to the innocent. Love thy
neighbour as thyself. These are some of the important tenets of
Christianity, the sayings of the Blessed Christ. | explained to
Venkatesu the Sermon on the Mount and translated it into Telugu.
He said immediately that as a Christian he had never heard of all
these helpful and holy things and that contact with the Ashram had
made him realise how blessed it wasto be a Christian, ever walking
inthefootstepsof the Blessed Christ. Verily, Christ set an example,
not only to Christians but to al devout followers of every religion
in the world.

| have always been free of caste, creed, and colour and
nationality distinction from the very beginning. The great love,
devotion and trust of Venkatesu made me realise more than ever
that thewide world isour home and that all the peopleInit are our
sisters and brothers and that to love, help and serve them must be
the only truest and highest religion.

As Venkatesu was very helpful we took him everywhere.
He was the gatekeeper at the front gate. He was entrusted with
some of the responsible dutiesand works of the Ashram. Venkatesu,
who had lived like afrog in awell was taken later on to Madras,
Bombay and other important places, when Sister SushilaDevi came
from America, Venkatesu was made the cleaner of the car. After
long yearsof faithful service Venkatesu became old and died, with
great love and devotion for the Ashram.

| wondered whether he died as a Christian or a Hindu,
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although death is the same to one and to all, to the followers of
every religion. Thedeath of Venkatesu reminds me of the death of
thegreat saint Kabir Das. TheMuslim claimed himfor their religion
and the Hindus claimed him asapakka, atrue Hindu. TheMuslims
wanted to bury him with their rituals and with the reading of the
Quoran over his dead body. The Hindus wanted to cremate him
with all the rituals of Hinduism; with the chanting of the Holy
mantras from the Vedas and Upanishads. Both wished the great
soul of Kabir Dastorestin Peacein God. Truly peopleunderstand
that Kabir Das, the great Saint, aman of God realisation is above
death and life. Such God-loving and God-intoxicated soulsdo not
belong to any finite religion but to all humanity to all the world.
Any such name and memory isagreat blessing and inspiration to
future generationsin every religion.

Thusour Venkatesu died in Peace but the Christianswanted
to put him in acasket and bury himin the ground. His sons came
to me for my advice and | said that in whatever way Venkatesu
wished hisburial should be done, it should be done, respecting his
last wishes; but no matter how it was done, al present must feel
God's Presencethen and aways and say Prayersfor the departed,
devoted soul of Venkatesu. Such isthe end of all lifel

May God bless the devoted soul of Venkatesu with Peace
and may He bless all His children in every religion with Peace!

OM OM OM

Autobiography of Omkar 99



Swamiji did Penance Under this Tree in the Earlier Years



Chapter 22
DEFENDING THE DEFENCELESS

Beit individually in the heart, nationally in the country or
universally for the Peace of the world, a spiritual foundation is
needed. Lifemust bebased on Love Universal, ontheremembrance
of thegreat Law or Truth that isloving anyonewe are only loving
God and in hurting anyone we are hurting the living Images of
God. The state or village thrives where the masters or owners
look after the interests of their subordinates or workmen and
consider them astheir own children, their own family. Butin Kali
Yuga man has become selfish and arrogant and thinks only of
himself, a Mammon-worshipper at any cost and he tries to make
money by squeezing the poor and helplesstenants, his cultivators.
In the place where | was staying and trying to establish Sri Santhi
Ashram so as to bring Peace to the people nearby and thus spread
Peace near and far, gradually, all over theworld, it made me sad to
see quarrels, fights, feuds and the police often coming to harass
the people. Money can make and unmake anything. A little bribe
to the Police can keep a man behind the bars.

Therewasacriminal suit pending at that time between the
Zamindar and the poor ryots his cultivators. This suit had been
going on for yearsand the Zamindar had spent thousands of rupees
and had succeeded in the Lower Courtsin getting all those people
sentenced to many months of imprisonment each. The case had
been carried in appeal to aHigher Court for mercy. Asl knew all
the facts, for | had been residing there from the beginning, it was
too much for me to see such gross injustice done to the poor and
helpless people.

The fina judgment day was coming on the morrow and
the sentences of imprisonment were to be pronounced on not one
but thirty people. | went that night to see the Deputy Collector in
whose hands lay the fate of these thirty innocent people. He was
very devoted and sympathetic. | tried to help him spiritualy. | can
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still seevividly both of uswe sat on the floor in Padmasanawhile
he assimilated what | taught about God. On the next day, to the
great joy of all the poor cultivators and to the dismay of the
Zamindar the case was dismissed and all the so-called cul pritswere
set free. What agreat rejoicingin al thevillagesall around! Glory
belongs to God for al thisand | am grateful to Him for using me
as an instrument to serve His helpless children in their great
suffering and hel plessness.

Then therewasthe notorious‘ Soapnut Case' . It seemsthat
the poor farmers of these lands had stored soapnutsin their fields
but the Zamindar came in the night with two Lorries and alot of
rowdies to frighten the people and do worse than mischief. Some
of the rowdies were also dressed as a Police Inspector and
constables in order to create terror in the minds and hearts of the
poor and innocent farmers. Thevery homesof the cultivatorswere
searched and ransacked and everything was touched; even some
of thefurniture such as pots, baskets and cots were thrown out and
broken as much as was possible. The whole village was in
consternation and fear. But all thiswas only cover-up for the real
activity. All the soapnutsfrom every field and homeweretakenin
bags and loaded on thelorries, al for the profit of the Zamindar at
the expense of hispoor ryots, the cultivators. | remember hearing
also that they set fire to a few of the huts in order to create red
fear, confusion and terror in the ssmple hearts of the poor people.
After theterroristsleft in the lorries with all the bags of soapnuts,
some of the villagers came to me, in the middle of the night and
narrated to meall the harassment and trouble they had just subjected
to, at the hands of the Zamindar.

Although a Sannyasin, having given up, renounced all the
outer affairsof theworld, | neverthelessbegan to think of what my
duty waswhen such grossinjustice, harassment and losswere being
inflicted upon the poor and helplessvillagersby the heartless, cruel
and so-called educated people and with the help and co-operation
of the Police officials as well. As | too was suffering from the
highhandedness and misdeeds of the cruel and therich, | went the
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next day to seethe District Collector of Kakinadaagain. Some of
the devotees of the Ashram and my friends were shocked to hear
of the sad state of affairs. Unfortunately the Zamindar wasafriend
of the Collector and a so of the big Police Officials. At my request,
an inquiry was started and a Deputy Superintendent deputed to
mete out justice. Finally he came to me and said that they were
not bags of soapnuts but bags of cement that had been carried away
in the lorries by the Zamindar and his henchmen. The case was
dismissed and the Zamindar was proclaimed as the friend of all.
But | wasglad to see at | east that the poor were not persecuted any
further but were left unmolested, due more to the fear of my
presence than to any feelings of charity and compassion. Thusthe
soapnuts were stolen and were not given back to the poor in spite
of my efforts and trials. The Zamindar and his rowdies who had
dressed as policemen in Police clothing were all |et off because of
the money and influence of therich.

Therewere many other instances such asthesein the many
years of Ashram life in the Thotapalli Hills, when | tried to help
the poor and the helpless. It would take several chaptersto narrate
all the cases, when | stood by the suffering and the hel pless and so
I will end this chapter with only one moretale. In thisinstance |
had to interveneto prevent harassment and cruelty in another village
among some respectable people. It seems there was feud between
two rich families. | do not remember how it started but in the end
each family wanted only to harass and give trouble to the other
party at any cost, by any means. The head of one family bribed a
Police Inspector with a large amount of money and requested his
help in persecuting the other family. Thusthe Inspector came with
anumber of hisconstables and began beating peopleinthevillage,
in the lanes, dragging people from their very huts and inflicting
harm and pain, beating with the cane every man or woman whom
they saw and all for no reason . When one man rebelled he was
beaten black and blue until he had many cutsand bruises. Hewas
also kicked with the heavy Police boots.
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After al the havoc and misery of the Police raid, the
suffering man was brought to the Ashram. 1t made me very sad to
see his blood oozing from the deep cuts made by cane and boots.
Thistime it was a case of Police harassment resulting from a big
bribe. Asit wastoo much for meto see such cruelty and injustice
in broad daylight | went once again to Kakinadato the Headquarters
of the Police. The District Superintendent of Police was devoted
Muslim and the terror of all crooked people. People were afraid
even to approach him. As one of my influential friends had
introduced the Ashram and my work to him, the Superintendent
received me very kindly in hisoffice. For aminutel wassilentin
his presence and then said calmly:

Tomeall isGod. AsHeisOmnipresent. | amin His
Presence. In speaking anything to anyone | am only
speaking in the Presence of God-to God Himself.

He was deeply touched by my conception of God and
wanted to know what he could do for me. | narrated the whole
story and the present situation carefully, with full details. After
having heard me patiently the Superintendent said:

“Swamiji, | am sorry for what has happened. You can
go now and | will do the needful looking into the matter
personally and immediately.”

| felt happy to have done my part and | glorified God. |
offered my thanks also to the Superintendent, the biggest official
in Kakinada and then left for the Ashram in Peace.

It was ahappy surpriseto hear that assoon as| had |eft, the
Superintendent rushed to Prathipadu in his car and inspected the
Police Station. He saw thefilesof the case and then suspended the
arrogant and cruel Police Inspector who had accepted the bribe
and done such awicked act as beating the poor and innocent. Some
otherswho had also taken part in the tragedy were al so suspended.
From there he proceeded to the Tuni Station and took with him all
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therecordsof the case. When | heard that the Police Superintendent
was camping at Tuni, | did a good thing by rushing there
immediately with the man who was suffering with all the deep
cutsand wounds all over his body, asaresult of the beatings. The
Superintendent saw the sad state of the injured and suffering man
and asked whether any Doctor’s Certificate had been taken. When
the man replied that he had not even been examined, the
Superintendent himself sent the man to nearby doctor in Tuni with
anotethat a Certificate of his cuts and bruises be given. Now the
tables were turned upside down and it had become a Police Case,
with the Superintendent of Police taking action against some of
his own subordinates for their violence and misuse of position,
law and justice.

| think that the the Inspector was dismissed and the others
were given severe warnings. Thus everything was corrected and
set right. Inthisway | became afriend of the poor and helpless
more than ever and an enemy of some of the rich evil-doers. No
one can serve both good and evil. Tothisday | am glad that | was
ableto play my part and that God gave me the opportunity to serve
His harassed and helpless children in their great trouble.

All Glory belongsto God, the Dispenser of all Justice, who
punishes the wicked and protects the good.

OM OM OM
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Chapter 23
THE IDEAL GURUKULA
THE CALL OF THE HIMALAYAS - THE SEEDS OF GURUKULA

Inseparable connection with God or Divine Energy, the
ageless SOHAM makes one strong, happy and full of the Peace
that passeth all understanding. The least disconnection with
sources, the Reality, the Almighty God, the SOHAM Energy, makes
one depressed, disgusted, miserable, lifelessand soulless. | wrote
the last chapter dealing with mundane things, ‘defending the
defenceless’, the helpless and this has made me sad and depressed.
Inthefirst place, it isawaste of timeto go back into the dead past
and contact again men of the world, the Police and Judicial
Authorities and to speak to them and appeal for their help to the
poor and helpless. Anyway, let the past be buried now and let us
live in the Living Present, filling ourselves with the Universal
SOHAM Energy. One outcome of defending the defenceless, the
helpless, was that it brought them all nearer to the Ashram and
they were able to help the progress of the Ashram in so many
ways by digging wells, constructing gates and putting up kutirams
and other buildingsfor the use of Ashram membersand the various
visitors. All Glory belongs to God and we are only His chosen
instruments. Whatever is to be done by us must be done and He
knowswhat is best for you, for me and for the Ashram nay, for the
wholeworld!

Someone once said that God did not make the world
imperfect for the finite man to mend it. So, leaving all needless
worry, let us trust in God more than ever and center ourselves
eternally in Him. Anyway, contact with the people of the world
and all the outer activitiesin the name of theAshram anditsservice
made me somewhat sad and disconnected with God, the Source.
Hencetherewasalonging to go back, at least for sometime, to the
Himalayas and forget for atimetheAshram and all its activities of
delusion. Thus| decided to obey the Inner Call and return to the
sacred Himalayas. There was also an outer call from the Holy
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Himalayas and Mother Ganges, from Sri Atma Prakashji, the
Mahant of Swargashram and from some of the Sadhus, Swamis
and Yogis and especially from the Gurukula children-Viswamitra,
Vasishtha, Kasyapa and Tara, the youngest. They were to have a
part to play in planting the seeds of Gurukula in my life, in the
very beginning.

They were al extremely happy to see me back inthe Holy
Himalayas. | felt not only the Holy Ganges and therangesof hills,
but even the trees and plants, all the birds and flowers too, were
happy to see me back in the solitude of my early meditations. While
| sat by the side of the lovely Ganges and listened to its holy song
of the sacred syllable OM in its silent, soothing and even flow
some of the fish came towards me asif extending their love and a
hearty welcometoo. How blesseditisto livein God and commune
with all Nature and feel Onenesswith the hills, rocks, stones, with
al the plants and flowers and with all thefishin the water and the
starsinthe sky. In the cool breeze and in the warm sunshineit is
al He. Verily, every being on the face of the earth is a moving
Temple of God. All homage be unto all the living Images of God
inthe East and the West, in al religionsand in all nations! Indeed,
al is God and nothing else exists besides Him, for, He alone
pervades and permeates the whole universe from the tiniest atom
to the biggest planet!

My old friend, Narayana Swami of the South had been
patiently waiting for me in Swaragashram and he was overjoyed
toseeme. Hewastruly an emblem of service and devotion without
expectation of any reward. Eventothisday I think of how hedid
so much and took such wonderful care of thisbody and its physical
needs. | feel dissatisfied with myself, for, | did practically nothing
for him. After the Ashram was established in Andhra, Narayana
came and spent a few months with me, sharing the hospitality of
the Ashram and spending his days in prayer and meditation. My
only consolation has been that Santhi Ashram served him and gave
him an opportunity to perform his Sadhana spiritual practicesin
silence and peace.
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Day by day, as| realised the preciousness of time, | spent
more of my time in the holy and lonely places of solitude for
meditation in the open air by the side of the Holy Ganges. Silent
walks by the side of the Ganges, watching the fish jump from the
water asif to say ‘Hello! How do you do? meditation onthelovely
stones and bouldersthat invite oneto sit on them and the L akshman
Jhoola Bridge, where there are several Ashrams with aspiring
Sadhus and Yogins meditating and doing Tapas. Within these are
some of the worth-while scenes, the tableaux which bring
inspiration and joy even now, when | think of those blessed days
of peace and beauty.

Often | was in the company of the learned and aspiring
Sadhus for hours together and we communed in Silence. Once |
visited the Ramakrishna Mission in Kankhal and also the famous
Gurukulathere. | remember spending a day or two watching the
hundreds of Brahmacharis and the working of the Gurukula. It
was there, in Swargashram and in the Himalayas that the seeds of
the first Gurukulawhich was to be soon started in Santhi Ashram,
(Andhra) were planted.

The four boys of Swargashram —Viswamitra, Vasishtha,
Kasyapa and Tara were becoming more and more attached to me
day by day and they expressed awish to follow meto Andhraand
stay afew years with me in order to learn English. The devoted
Mahant, Sri Atma Prakashji was also anxious to send the boys
with me, for, if they learned English they would be more useful to
the progress of Swaragashram. As there were many visitors who
came to Swaragashram from the South and knew no Hindi and as
few workers and members of the Ashram knew English, there was
often a breakdown in communications. Thus we &l thought it
would be most beneficial for the boysto learn the English language.
Asthe Mahantji had been all devotion and kindnessto me and had
taken wonderful care of me, considering me as hisown and as he
had given me the highest respect, making me sit on his Gaddi, the
Spiritual Throne, | too wanted to show my gratitude for all the
good that he had done and was doing for me and for all the love
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which he had showered upon me. Thus| took the four boys with
me to Andhra. All arrangements were made by the Mahantji for
our comfortablejourney and wevisited friends of theAshram aong
theway.

We reached Waltair safely. All were interested in seeing
the four Gurukula boys, for, they were fair and devoted. They
sang beautifully holy songs and looked verily like Rishi children.
Indeed, they were the children of Rishi for they had been bornin
the Holy Himalayas and nourished in an Ashram, in Swaragashram
itself.

May God be praised for all Hisrichest Blessings!
THE SEEDS OF GURUKULA (OUT OF THE DEPTHYS) :

As | had stayed for six long years in the Himalayas, in
Swragashram it is no wonder that | was not only drawn towards
that Ashram but wanted to start asmall Swargashramin Thotapalli
Hillson aminiature scale and a so have there asmall Gurukula of
young children. Kankhal is connected to Haridwar, the ‘ Foot of
Hari’. The Lord. Near Kankhal isaplace called Kangri and there
exist two very famous Gurukulas, one Rishikula and the other
Gurukula with nearly a thousand boys in each. One belongs to
andisrun by the AryaSamaj and the other by the Orthodox Hindus.
It was most inspiring to see all the boyswith samidhalu, dry sticks
with which they light the fire and perfome Homa, Offering to God
along with the chanting of Vedic Mantras. It wastruly aheavenly
sight, to be seen but not described by finite man with his finite
words. | considered this scene of the Gurukula boys performing
the Homa, Fire Offering as one of the glorious scenes of Paradise.
Thus the seeds of Gurukula were sown in my tender young heart
quite early, when still ayouth, perfoming Tapas in Swargashram.
| too wanted to have a Gurukula, even on a small scale in the
Thotapalli hills Ashram.

Thus God gave me the four Rishi children so that | might
start Gurukulain Andhra. It was rather a great responsibility, as
well asatrying and an uphill task. For a Gurukula, efficient and
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selfless teachers who love children are needed. Apart from the
food itself, devoted people are needed to cook for the Gurukula
children and to love them astheir own. The Gurukulawasfortunate
enough to get the services of Sri V. Narasimham, one of my old
classmates and a member of the * Academy of Religions’, our old
boy-hood organisation. His life-partner was equally helpful and
they both served the Ashram day and night, identifying themselves
completely with thework for many years. We were also blessed to
have the free services of a Headmaster, a retired experienced
teacher, adevoted and dedicated soul, who wasto train the children
and develop their spiritual faculties.

But unfortunately the second teacher wasaman of theworld
and asmoker too. It was all so new and Ashram was without funds
from the very beginning, never knowing whence the next meal
would come. Yet the Good Lord somehow took care of Hiswork
from day to day. This second teacher made friends with two of
the Rishi boys whom | had brought from Swagashram; not only
was he smoking but he silently allowed the two boys also to smoke.
He sent them to the villages to get beedies, cigarettes, etc. It was
too much for me to see such sad things. How could it be an Ideal
Gurukulalike those in the North when such things were going on?
It was very disappointing to see the boys going down just because
of the cunning of the second teacher. There were also afew more
boyswho came from the nearby villages and joined the four Rishi
boys to compose the Gurukula. If | could not give the boys the
education in English which was desired by Sri Atma Prakashyi, |
had the feeling that | was at |east spoiling them with smoking and
other corruptions and bringing them down from the heights of the
Holy Himalayas to the Depths of Andhra! How sad !

Along with thisdisappointing state of affairstherewasalso
the never-ending problem of lack of funds and every day brought
new trials. Sincethe boys, instead of receiving agood and proper
education, were being ruined by the evil influences of the second
teacher, | thought it best to send back, the Rishi children to their
own home in the lofty Himalayas. To add to all this, one of the
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boysfell sick and had high fever. | wastoo young and without any
experience, especialy in theline of education and hence, on asad
day | thought it best to discontinue the Gurukula and disband the
teachers aswell as the children to return to their own homes.

To this day, | remember with great sorrow and
disappointment how | could not even get alittle money from any
of the old and new friends and devotees of Ashram in order to pay
for the Railway farefor thefour children from Andhrato Rishikesh.
To my regret and shame | had to send a telegram to Sri Atma
Prakashji, the Mahant and ask him to send some money so that the
boys could return to him. He rushed a telegraphic Money Order
and with the help of thisl wasableto send the children safely back
to Swargashram. | feel sad even now to remember the departure
of the boys, for, one was quite sick with high fever and | should
have sent an escort with them or at least have accompanied them
myself. But | did neither and let them go all the way to Rishikesh
in the train alone. All this was the greatest disappointment, this
colossal failure of the first Gurukula, which was to be an Ideal
GurukulalikethoseintheHimalayas! | felt that | had misused the
trust and confidence of Sri Mahantji and had sunk to the very depths
in having had to ask him for money for the boy’s fare, not paying
even for the journey myself and without even sending an adult
with them, when one of the children was so ill.

Man proposes and God disposes. | had desired to do so
much for the children since | had brought them from such along
distance. It was a grievious disappointment for the children, Sri
Mahantji and for myself as well. After nearly forty years or so,
even now, my heart becomes sad and heavy when | recall this
unfortunateincident. Again, asduring thetime of my dejection at
Eillis Island, the wise and soothing words of Abraham Lincoln
gave me some consol ation:

Out of the depths, fresh Strength,
Out of the dark, new Light,
Even in the gloom, we are on the way.
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Later on, another Gurukula was started in the Waltair
Ashramwithfifty boys. Althoughitwasrun successfully for nearly
two yearsit was eventually dissolved for the same reasons as the
first one faced a worldly-minded and self-interested teacher who
was more concerned with smoking and allowing the boysto smoke,
than in educating and turning them towards the spiritua life.

All great works must have their tests and trials. Yet our
duty and ideal should be to try again and again until we succeed.
He who admits defeat is beaten. When | was refused entry into
America, although it was my first great disappointment, | was not
beaten. Slowly and silently and unconsciously God was preparing
mefor my returnto America, asaBearer of Light. Verily Heknows
what is best not only for each individual but also what is helpful
and best for the progress of each nation and for the Peace of the
world. Now, as| had never given up hope of returning toAmerica,
God brought new connection and influential organisations, aswell
asloving devoteesto help mein order that | might returnto do His
Work.

Similarly, | was not discouraged by the utter failure of the
first Gurukula. Every desire, if it isfor spiritual good, to benefit
His children must be fulfilled sooner or later and thus | hoped
someday to have an Ideal Gurukula with Ideal Teachers which
would be the greatest blessing of God to Santhi Ashram, Andhra
Pradesh and to the whole world!

OM OM OM
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Chapter 24
THE SECOND JOURNEY TO AMERICA (1923)
THE ROSICRUCIAN'S:

In America the Order of the Rosicrucian’s is one of the
largest and most famous of organisationsand it has branchesin all
the great cities of the U.S.A. Even in those days, with all their
schools, Meditation centers and publications, they were worth
millions of dollars and commanded respect al over the world. |
believethey arestill carrying onthisgreat work. They areinterested
mostly in occult subjects such as Tel epathy, thought transmission,
speaking with the dead and with the living and above all, in
awakening the hidden powers in man, the Living Image of God.

| do not remember now how they came into touch with me
and with Santhi Ashram in Thotapalli Hills but in any case the
Founder and President, who was called the ‘ Imperator’ of al the
Rosicrucian Societies started to writeto me very loving lettersand
extended an invitation to me and a hearty welcometo visit al his
Rosicrucian Centersthroughout America. How God uniteskindred
souls to glorify His Name and serve His children! Hisways are
incomprehensible for the finite man. The Imperator was kind and
generous enough to offer to pay all expensesfor atrip to America,
including First Classfare from Indiato America, around trip. He
sent me aprogrammeof all thework | would haveto doin America
inspecting al the different centers as a guest of honour in all the
great cities. You will be surprised to know that at such a young
age | was made ‘ The Holy Father’ of all the Rosicrucian Centers.

The respective Founders and Presidents of the different
centers received my name and address from the Imperator and
began to correspond directly with me from such place as
Philadelphia, Tampa, Chicago and Los Angeles and from many
other cities in California and throughout America. | became all
puffed up and elevated by all these Holy Designations which they
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bestowed upon me. | was beside myself, unable to know what to
do with the Holy Father ship. | was in tears of ecstasy at the
boundlesslove and limitless blessings and honours conferred upon
me at such ayoung age, so unexpectedly by the Merciful and All-
knowing God. Many of these new friends sent love-offerings to
the Ashram and invited me to America as a personal favour to
them all, for, I had been made the ‘Holy Father’ of all the
Rosicrucians. Some of them were among the most important
Government officials, Senators, Governors, prominent lawyersand
famous doctors of America, in those days. It all seemed like a
fairy dream. How bountiful and innumerable are the Blessings of
God, even on Hislittle children!

Therewas especiadly from Philadel phia, one Mother Mariya
Entriken and her husband Mr. Ralph Entriken who, through my
purvajanmasukrutham, past connections in past births, took a
specid liking for me and considered me astheir own child. They
wrote very affectionate letters to me and invited me to their own
home. Although they were faithful and devout Rosicrucians their
great love for me moved them to write personal |etters requesting
me indirectly not to connect myself with any organisation but to
remain afree soul wherever | might be. They werealso kind enough
to offer me all the expenses towards my passage to America and
travelling money aswell. How good and over-kind isGod ! All
this was unbelievable and like afairy dream !

Atmaram, the little boy, the son of Mr and Mrs Kakkirala
was only twelveyears of age at that time but he was becoming day
by day more drawn towards me. At such ayoung age, with great
affection for me hejoined me and spent hours of histimein prayer
and meditation. Just a passing thought came into my mind that it
would be interesting to take Atmaram to Americaand give him a
chance to travel and see the U.S.A. However it was not easy to
take young children, minors, to America without their parents.
The Immigration Laws were very strict and they did not allow
entry of children without parents. But asl had taken afancy tothis
ideal madelittle Atmaram writelettersto Mother Mariaand Brother
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Entriken. Both of them, asthey were childless, felt deeply drawn
towards Atmaram and towards me. Immediately they sent aletter
requesting me to bring Atmaram also to America along with me
and they promised to provide al the necessary papers affidavits,
etc., for our entry into that great land of civilization and freedom.

We were all so elated and elevated by the unexpected
blessings of God from every side, from perfect strangers whom
we had never even seen. | was no longer on earth but practically
flying in the sky at the unexpected and happy turn of events. Asif
by magic, by God’'s special Grace, | wasnow ableto visit America
again, for the second time, but now with al honour and respect;
no longer as a student to learn but as a Master of wisdom to teach
and preach. | recalled the wise words uttered on Ellis Island:

When asked of his plansif permitted to land he
replied in his sing-song voice that he came asa
Bearer of Light and for the benefit of humanity.

| am never weary and tired of repeating that all Glory
belongs to God and | strive to be worthy, more worthy of all His
blessings. Truly it wasHe alonewho led metowards strange lands
and new people so as to share their love and hospitality.

Atmaram’s devoted parents also were happy that their
young son was going with me at such ayoung ageto foreign lands
for, thiswasarare and great opportunity not just givento any child
in India. Although we received all the money we needed for our
passage and expenses from Mr. and Mrs. Entriken in Philadel phia
the parents of Atmaram did not spare themselvesin giving money
and all possible help towards the great, long voyage to America.
Atmaram was happy and excited at the prospect of travelling on
the high seasand visiting foreignlands, seeing al the strange people
of all nations. He did not mind leaving his parents to follow me
wherever | went. Hebusied himself with having new suitsstitched
and he even bought a European hat which suited his young head.
He looked very interesting in the little Western suit and hat.
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May God blessthe Rosicrucians and their ‘ Imperator’ who
were used by Him to pave theway and to lead mein all Glory and
Homage to Americafor the second time !

BON VOYAGE TO AMERICA:

Aswe had received all the necessary papers and affidavits
from our friendsin America, it was very easy to get our Passports
and have the Visastamped on the Passport by the American Consull
Genera in Madras. To obtain these Passports and Visas, alot of
preliminary preparations were necessary. We had had to produce
health certificates and a so certificate of fitness or worthiness for
entry into America; and that we were not going to America as
beggars or paupers but as well-to-do, wealthy people with
influential connections both in India and America. When |
approached the noted physician, our Dr. Dinaker Rao, the Head of
King George Hospital, he looked at me reverently and after a
thorough examination he wrote a testimonial, or rather, the health
certificate stating that | was the best specimen of human being
God has been too good to me in al ways, everywhere, in little
thingsaswell asin big affairs.

We had to secure several health certificates as well as
property certificates which attested to the fact that we belonged to
wealthy families and were going to America at the request of
friends, upon special invitation. Further, the devoted Mother
Mariya and Brother Entriken, besides sending all the funds that
we needed for our passage, gave aso affidavits and other papers
to the Government of the United States stating that in case we
should be without funds necessary for our return trip to India, we
would not become a public charge, for, they would be only too
happy to bear the expense of sending us back, paying for ship
passage from Americato India.

Thuswewere al happy and contented aswe got ready and
made all the necessary preparations for departure on our long
voyage. Atmaram’s parents provided uswith papads, dhal, cakes,
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pickles and chutnies, etc., for our use on the steamer aswell asin
America. The ship we took must have been one of the sister
steamersto The City of Banaras and The City of Baroda for, it had
asimilar name although | do not remember it now. Anyway, we
booked our passages and bought our tickets in the great city of
Calcutta. Atmaram, though so young, was always looking after
my comfortsand serving mein all possibleways. Because hewas
afraid of the long voyage and the rough sea weather and likely
storms, one devoted Ayurvedic Doctor provided us with special
ginger pieces and digestion powder.

It was a happy day when we left Calcutta harbour. We had
to travel on the big river for a whole day. It was interesting and
ingpiring to seethe great river merging finaly into thelimitlesswaters
of the Ocean, the Bay of Bengal. By God's Gracewe had asafe and
smooth sailing. Asthe steamer was both acargo ship and passenger
vessel there were only a limited number of passengers on board.
Thus we were happily able to spend our time in Peace and Silence.
| do not remember whether there were any other passengers on this
trip besides ourselves, except for onelady who was going to England.
She was very much interested in Atmaram, as were the crew of the
steamer. Many wondered what, at such ayoung age Atmaram was
going to do in America. Some thought he was going to read and
study at one of the great universities of America.

As our ship had to stop at every port for loading and
unloading, we sometimes spent three or four daysin port. Atmaram
and | were happy to land at these different places and have walks
in the streets. We watched the people and observed their customs.
Atmaram was darker than | and was often taken as a native, an
inhabitant of the port, where we were. All were very much
interested in this little boy with his European hat, short trousers
and little boots. He was like aLilliputian journeying towards the
giantsin America.

Some of the English stewards on the ship found fault with
me for giving Atmaram, a mere youngster, a spiritual basis of
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prayersand spiritual study rather than allowing himto play football,
badminton, tennisand other games. He certainly could play games
also but the foundations of Spiritual Life, with prayers and study
was most essential in those tender years. When they found fault |
replied that this was just the difference between the East and the
West; in the East the goal is to give spiritual food, even to little
children and thus lead man towards the Inner Life of devotion to
God, from the outer; whereas|n the West all emphasisisplaced on
outer attainments and pleasures and religion isonly considered as
one among many activities and not as the very foundation of life.
LittleAtmaramwaskeenly interested in every port: Colombo, Aden,
Port Said, Naples, Genoa, Marseilles and Gibraltar in seeing all
the vendors who came to the steamers to sell their wares.
Sometimes he would bargain with them and buy somelittle things,
all in broken English.

Throughout all our long voyage of forty four days or so, God
took wonderful care of us and there was never any sickness of any
kind, except for a little sea-sickness when the ship rocked in stormy
weather. Atlast | had darshan of Ellislsland again and thisrevivedin
me, the old, sad memories. But thistime Brother Ralph Entriken was
there on Ellis Island waiting for us and he had already informed the
Immigration Officialsthat two wonderful personageswere coming al
the way from India and that it was a privilege for Americato receive
such saintly souls. Thus, after they saw all the necessary papers, the
Immigration Authorities allowed us to go with Brother Entriken, to
land In New York City! From there we covered a distance of one
hundred miles or so to Philadel phia, the City of Brotherly Love, on a
comfortable train with cushion-seats and other amenities. Brother
Entriken made both of us happy and comfortable on the train and we
reached his home safe, all by the brotherly care of Sri Ralph.

May God bless Mother Mariya and Brother Entriken with
His Richest Blessings!

OM OM OM

Autobiography of Omkar 117



Swamiji at Young Age



CHAPTER 25
IN THE HOLY SANCTURY OF MOTHER MARIYA

Of al the blessingsin my life Mother Mariya has been the
greatest. By the time we reached her lovely home shewas not in
the hall or the front room, the reception room, to receive us but
was waiting upstairs for usin her Pujaroom, the Holy Sanctuary.
Theincensewas burning, giving out aholy fragrance and theroom
was dimly lit with a blue light. Our meeting was too sacred for
words. Mother Mariyaembraced me and thereweretears of ecstasy
in her tender eyes. | too was deeply touched with her Divine Love
and our meeting wastoo sacred to be described in thesefinitewords.
It was aholy moment of rebirth for me also and we were no longer
bound to the earth but were carried away into the regions of the
heavens. Thuswe spent along time, in complete forgetfulness of
body, mind and world, lost in Divine Ecstasy, feeling only His
Presencewithin, without and all around. Later on Brother Entriken
joined uswith Atmaram and then we had a short prayer by Mother,
glorifying God for all His richest blessings and above all for
bringing us safely from far away Indiainto the Sacred Bosom of
Mother Mariyain America.

Mother’sHoly Sanctuary wasvery edifying and it washere
that Mother Mariya spent hour after hour in fervent prayers and
deep meditations, often forgetting to take nourishment for her body.
Her devoted life had been from the very beginning unusually sacred
and mystical, for, God had been leading her step by step and had
blessed her with many spiritual signs and mystical symbols.
Usually, in her deep contemplation God would give her some
mysterious symbol and later she would write everything down on
paper and give diagrams and explanations. It wasin one of those
blessed moments that she felt from within, as if listening to an
Oracle, to the Inner Voice of God, that she had achild in far away
India who would be the comfort and consolation of her closing
years. Thus, feeling the Divine Urge from within she sent for me
and provided all the funds needed for my journey to America. |
remember Mother Mariyaasthe great, boundless M other who even
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sent warm clothing all the way to India so that | would have a
comfortable voyage across the ocean. Thus, from the very first
day that she had heard of me she had been looking forward with
great joy to my coming to America, to my entering into her great
Mother’s heart so that | might begin my real work of spreading
Peace near and far in the devoted hearts of al the people in the
East and the West.

About our first contact, at this Holy Meeting, it was too
sacred to be written in these little words. | really felt that | had a
new birth with the holy touch of the Divine Mother’s Blessings
and Love. Certain Divine things are too sacred and | feel it even
somewhat sacrilegious to put any, on paper, for, the man of the
world can never understand the Holy and I ncomprehensible Secrets
and Mysteries of the Spiritual Realm.

Mother Mariyabelieved strongly and sincerely with all her
heart and soul that | was her own child, from her own body, God,
in His Infinite Wisdom and Compassion had given to Mother
Mariyamystical signs and proofs of her spiritual connection with
mealthough | had been born, inone sense, infar away India. But it
was Swami Ram who said: ‘ Births of Breath are as many aswaves
on the Sleepless Sea’ and | felt that in all those millions of births|
must have been the child of Mother Mariya not only once but
several times. Thus haveweall been related and inter-related with
the entire humanity aswell.

If it were not for this mystical and incomprehensible
relationship whereisAmericaand Philadelphiaand whereis Santhi
Ashram in the wilderness of Thotapalli Hills? Who is the Divine
Mother Mariya? Who am | but one obscure individual, a smple
Sadhu with the great longing to live anideal life and serve all His
children in the East and the West? It istruly wonderful how | was
drawn from my boyhood days unconsciously towards someone
who waswaiting for meand how finally, though | failed in thefirst
attempt | succeeded, all by the grace of the unseen powers of God,
in returning to the bosom of the Holy Mother Mariya.
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The Mother who gave birth to this body in distant India
died when | was still too young to know her. | never knew what
Mother’s Love is. But here, now was the illuminating, heart-
touching and inspiring love, the Sacred and Divine Love of Mother
Mariya, blessing me so that | might truly know what is Mother’s
Love. As| have already said, it was the beginning of a new birth
for me, the moment | met Mother Mariya. | was actually adopted
as her own baby. | was too sacred for the world, too pure to mix
with all the people of the material world. Thus | was given the
chance to spend most of my time, hour after hour, alone in the
Holy Sanctuary of Mother Mariya. Often she would join me and
we would both have deep meditations.

Atmaram quickly became the little ‘chum’ and friend of
Brohther Ralph Entriken. They were aways together, going out
hither and thither and talking of the things of India and America.
They left Mother and meto our Prayers, Meditations and Spiritual
Communications with Divine Experiences. As| wastoo holy and
sacred to Mother Mariyano onewas allowed to see meor to disturb
my precious time except for a few select devotees and personal
friends of Mother Mariyawho were permitted to enter the Shrine
of Mother Mariyaand join usin meditation.

I, who had loved silence and solitude all my life was
transported through my good Karmato the regions of blessedness
and ecstasy by this unexpected and never-dreamt of change of
events which gave me the opportunity to spend al my time on the
Heights of Spiritual Bliss and in the Depths, bathing in the
FathomlessLove of Mother Mariya. | loved theHoly Lifeof Silence
and Solitude so much that | was most unwilling to come out of the
Sacred Sanctuary of Mother Mariya, much less go out into the
streets of Phildelphia!

May God'srichest blessings ever be upon Mother Mariya,
Brother Ralph, Little Atmaram and all the children of God, all
over the world.
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Verses of Inspiration
By Sister Saraswathi Devi

The gulf that exists between man and God is only in the
mind. If humanity could but realise this great Truth, God would
reigninfull Glory hereand now. It isman who has cast aside God,
and it is never God who has cast man aside.

Man feelsthat heisinferior to God and that God is superior
to man, instead of realising that whatever God is, man can attain
to that same perfection. Whatever man is, God has ordained. So
where can there be separation? Once humanity gets a glimpse of
the Truth, the Light of Heaven will shine in al faces, for, man
will then realise his Oneness with the Father in thought, word and
deed.

OM OM OM

Autobiography of Omkar 121



CHAPTER 26
SRI MARIYA ASHRAM

Sri Mariya Ashram was started not in the name of an
individual but in the name of Parashakti, the Mother of the World,
the Universal Power which isthe basisof all theworld and for the
good of all, to serve His children in the East and the West,
irrespective of the man-made differences of caste,creed, colour and
nationality. It was established on the Universal foundation of One
World, One Religion and One God. Brother Ralph Entriken was
an engineer, draftsman and architect and he himself drew the
diagram of the Universal Symbol of Sri Mariya Ashram which
included the symbolsof Christianity, Hinduism, Buddhism, Islam,
Zoroastrianism, Jainism etc. None of the older religions or sects
were excluded; all the religions of the East and West were
represented in the Holy Symbol of Sri Mariya Ashram. We also
included in our prayers, study of all the new religious organisations
such as the Rosicrusians. Theosophists, New Thought, Christian
Science, Bahai and others. How wonderful it is to consider the
wide world as our home and all the peoplein it as our sisters and
brothers and to love and serve them as our Highest Religion.

On an auspiciousday Sri MariyaAshram wasfounded and |
felt from within that | should bless Mother Mariya and Brother
Ralph Entriken by giving them spiritual names chosen according
totheir temperament. We performed asimple ceremony inthe Holy
Sanctuary of Mother Mariya and on this occasion even little
Atmaram was allowed to enter and be present in the Holy Temple.
God, through thisinstrument, was pleased to bless M other Mariya
with the spiritual name of Saraswathi Devi and Mr.Ralph Entriken
with the name of Brother Suryananda. Mother Mariya, Srimati
Saraswati Devi was made the President of Mariya Ashram and
Brother Suryananda agreed to beits Secretary.

There were some others who became office bearers and
membersto serve the Sri MariyaAshram and to help propagate its
sacred and high ideal of spreading Peace from heart to heart, near
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and far, having first instilled it in one’s own purified heart. The
most essential and powerful motto of the Sri MariyaAshram was:

It is the Individual Peace which paves the way towards
Universal Peace; so establish I T first in your own heart, then spread
IT in your home, radiate IT in your community and thus let IT
vibrate from heart to heart until IT pervades and permeates the
whole Universe through your pure and ideal life of PEACE.

| still remember the names of the office bearers and devoted
members who helped to find the Sri Mariya Ashram on that
auspiciousday in 1923, with hopesand prayersto create Goodwill
among nations and Peace on earth. Miss Emma Woods was a
devoted and dedi cated soul who helped by typing all my messages,
for she was both an experienced typist and a stenographer. Often
she would take notesin short hand during our meetings and make
copiesthe next morning in neat, clear and good typing. MissHelen
Patterson was another devoted and consecrated soul. She was a
teacher and had wide experience. She served the Ashram by
correcting and improving the messages, rendering them into better
English. She was a dedicated soul and she offered all her saintly
life to God and served all His children. Mrs. Freda Klauder was
another devoted soul of ripe wisdom and experience. An elderly
German lady, she had immigrated from Germany with her husband
and two lovely children. They wereall most devout and consecrated
their livesto the Sri MariyaAshram. Although they were considered
to be millionaires in wealth, in the material goods of the world,
they were more truly millionaires in devotion and wisdom, for
God always camefirst in their devoted lives.

Mrs. Giles was another lady who was full of sympathy and
along with her daughter Miss Doris, helped and served the Ashram.
Mr. and Mrs. Mallory who were numbered among the most wealthy
and aristocratic families of Philadelphia were also interested in
Sri Mariya Ashram and often attended the meetings. It was they
who werethe hosts of the noted Dhan Gopal M ukherji, thefamous
writer and lecturer and disciple of Sri Ramakrishna Paramahamsa
Deva, the world renowned Sage, whom | was soon to meet. Many
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other devoted ladies and gentlemen , brothers and sisters came to
the meetings of the Sri MariyaAshram regularly and each helped
and served the cause of Peace according to his or her capacity.
Mother Saraswati Devi and Secretary, Brother Suryanandatried to
make all the members and visitors feel that Sri Mariya Ashram
was not just the property of any oneindividua but belonged to all
the aspiring children of God in every religion.

Mother Mariya and Brother Suryananda were worried
though, to see me aways confined to the Puja room upstairs
where | would spend all my time, hour after hour in Mother’s
Sanctuary, absorbed in God. Sometimes | wrote down my inner
spiritual experiences and these were highly appreciated both by
Mother Mariyaand Brother Ral ph. For reasons of health, especially
on Saturdays and Sundays little Atmaram and | were taken out in
their comfortable car for long ridesin thewoodsor into somelovely
park where it was lonely and silent. On these occasions Mother
would prepare some good and tasty food for us to enjoy in the
open air and we had lovely and healthy picnics, side by side with
indispensible prayers and deep meditationsin silence.

Brother Suryanandataught the young Atmaram some prayers,
especialy the Common Prayer and little Atmaram’s Prayers were
highly appreciated at our weekly meetings by the devoted audience.
Thus, day by day our meetings progressed and more and more
people attended them. The hall became so full often that some of
the visitors had to stand for want of room. How Good is God!

May God'’srichest blessingsever be upon our Divine M other
Mariya lona and her devoted and dedicated husband, Sri Ralph
Entriken; on Srimati Saraswati Devi whom we used to call with
all respect and veneration, by the reverential name of MOTHER
and Brother Suryananda as also on all the dedicated Officers and
other Members, Visitors and all friends and well-wishers of the
Sri MariyaAshram.

Thisismy ardent prayer.
oM oM oM
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Chapter 27
IN MARIYA ASHRAM - FIRST YEAR
LIFE IN PHILADELPHIA:

The blessed hours that | spent in the Holy Sanctuary of
Mother Mariyawill remain precious and memorable aways, even
now after alapse of nearly forty years have passed away. Mother
Mariya and Brother Entriken however, were becoming anxious
and worried for they thought that | might become too spiritual for
| was always meditating alone in the silence of the Temple. They
were afraid that | might become unfit for the world. | hardly came
down for meals any longer. Mother would have to force me to
come down and eat my food. | was unwilling to take part in the
table conversation for | was deeply absorbed in my own intense
meditations. Sometimes | would request Mother, Brother and
Atmaram to take their meals without me and then | would take my
food later on, leisurely, aone but thiswould annoy thewholefamily.
After deliberation it was decided among themselves that this
disorder or malady of not eating proper food at regular hours might
be cured by taking me out on long tripsand excursions and thereby
| would be prevented from meditating any longer all alonein the
Holy Sanctury of Mother Mariya, inthe Temple, upstairs, for hours
and even days on end.

Thus| wassilently drawn towards sight-seeing, | was happy
toseeall thelovely places. At first wewent forth in the comfortable
car of Brother Entriken for short trips. Later we began to go on
longer journeys. Imagine going out for a ride, an outing of 200
miles and sometimes for distances of 300 and 400 miles, to and
fro. As any constant habit becomes a part of nature after awhile
the longer the distance the more | used to likeit. Little Atmaram
also liked thelong rides. When the distance was too great wewould
return around midnight, feeling weary and tired.

It is realy interesting how, after so many years, | can till
remember that the name of the car was ‘ Studebaker’. Atmaram
would help Brother Ralph Suryananda with the washing and
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cleaning of the car after our long outings. Both of them were
becoming more and more friendly and affectionate, day by day.
Thus as Mother and Brother did not have any children of their
own, Mother truly loved me as her own child, apart and parcel of
her own flesh and blood, while Brother Entriken was growing to
love Atmaram as his own son. Strange and incomprehensible are
the ways of God. How He unites kindred souls belonging to
different lands and races into one family by inseparable love and
understanding so as to do His works and serve His children!

Whilel wasin Indiapreparing to go to Americafor the second
timeasaSwamiji, | read the Lifeand Works of Swami Vivekananda
here and there. | was most interested in his long ochre robe and
turban. Hence | too got two long robes in thick khaddar and had
them dyed. A friend in Peddapuram who sold and made silk
clothing, had avaluable silk cloth made for my turban, to be used
during my stay in America. When | landed on Ellis|sland wearing
this same coloured turban on my head it some what overwhelmed
Brother Entriken. All the people werelooking, not at me but at the
turban and some of the passengers and immigrants were heard to
whisper among themselves, heisaHindu.

Especialy when passing through crowded streets, people
would turn back with curiosity to see more and more of my turban.
It was amusing to many people and especially to the children, but
Mother and Brother felt embarrassed and did not like me to be a
sight in the busy and crowded streets of Philadelphia. To avoid
crowds and strange situations, they, with great difficulty, made me
give up the wearing of aturban in public streets and made me put
on only the usual Western hat. Unwillingly | would fulfil their
request out of respect and would wear some cap or other. | aso
woreaclerical coat with the high, closed neck, so that there would
be no need of anecktie. Often, in public meetingsand in Churches
| wore my long robe with the turban aswell. By and by, later on |
did not care to belooked at with amusement, like an animal inthe
Zoological Gardens and | tried to be one with the Americans by
wearing ssimple dress. There is a saying: ‘“When in Rome do as
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Romans do’.

Thus, months rolled by and we were always busy with
devoted visitors, aspiring students and all those who came more
and more to our meetings. It made us all happy to see so many
aspiring students. Atmaram got most of his coaching from Brother
Suryanandaand | also added my suggestionsand instructions. Small
lectures were taught to him which he memorised and repeated at
all themeetings. Theselittletalkswerevery interesting to the public
for they were given by a little boy from a far away land whose
native tongue was a language different from English. Mother
Mariyaal so gave me some hintsasto how to interest and captivate
the devotees with my talks and spiritual aspiration.

Mother Mariya and Brother Ralph had talked among
themselves of how wonderful it would be if they could only
persuademetojoin, evenfor a few months, oneof the Theological
Collegesin Philadel phiafor acourse of study inthe Gospels, New
Testament, etc., so that | might qualify as a fully-equipped
Missionary. They thought then that after this course of study inthe
Missionary Collegetherewould be no one morelearned and divine
than |. Thus | was coaxed and persuaded to join the Theological
College.

It was a great college which specialised in the training of
Missionaries. | wastaken and introduced to the Reverend Fathers.
The Principal of the College was very much interested in mefor it
was the first time that a Hindu mystic, a Swami had ever joined a
Christian Missionary College to study and learn the precepts, the
teachings and the life of the blessed Christ. To satisfy Mother and
Brother and because of the love and interest that the Principal and
his staff were showing me | attended the College regularly for a
few months and took notes on the lessons every day. When |
returned from the College | would read these spiritual notes to
Mother and Brother and they would really be elated to the skies at
my great progress. One day, to my joy and surprise the Reverend
Principal approached meand said; ‘Dear Swamiji, we are pleased
with your industrious study and patience but | am sorry to let you
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know that after watching you carefully all these months, your smple
life of study and meditation, wefeel we have nothing moreto teach
you. On the contrary, you have so much to teach and give to us'.
When | told thisgood newsto M other and Brother they were happy
and satisfied and allowed me to spend more of my time in the
Holy Temple of Mother Mariya, aonein Silence. Mother Mariya
also would join me there for deep meditations.

Little Atmaram also was not allowed to beidle. He too was
madeto join aschool, aPublic School. All the teachers and students
were vey much interested in him for he was so young, and short
too. Sometimes, | remember that he used to go into the market, to
ashop and offer afew cents and ask: ‘ Please let me have acouple
of pretzels.” The shopkeepers were very amused and interested to
see this youngest of Hindu boys asking for such a food and
sometimes they would give him extra‘ pretzels'. | think they were
prepared with wheat. Anyway, Atmaram used to like to eat the
pretzels very much.

Mother and Brother were extremely happy to see the silent
and steady progress of both of us, within and without. And the
good work of the MariyaAshram was also highly appreaciated by
thosein Phildelphiaand near and far, by God' sBlessingsand Grace.

May Peace be unto All:
oM oM oM

DHAN GOPAL MUKERJI:

Each one of us is gifted with a specia favour from God.
Dhan Gopa Mukerji had the gift of oratory. When he spoke,
thousands listened with bated breath. He was not only an orator
and lecturer but a gifted writer as well. His books are interesting
and amusing and some of hisanimal stories are very entertaining
to children. Even the learned and wise become absorbed in
Mr. Mukerji’s books for he knew the art of drawing the mind into
the spiritual realm through words. Dhan Gopal Mukerji had been
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fortunate enough to have been a disciple of Sri Ramakrishna
Paramahamsa Deva, the well known sage of Bengal and he wrote
a masterly book with the captivating title, The Face of Slence.
Who else had the Face of Silence other than Bhagavan Sri
Ramakrishna Parmahamsa? As a young student Dhan Gopal had
gone to America, studied and settled there and even married an
American lady known for her love and sympathy towards M other
India.

Gradually Sri Mukerji became famous for all the inspiring
lectures which he gave regularly in al the big cities of America.
My friends told me that he had been giving lectures on Indiaand
its Culture and Philosophy for the past thirty years in the large,
spacious auditorium, the Town hall of Philadelphia, one of the
greatest cities of the U.S.A. During his visit each year he would
stay with the family of Mr. and Mrs. Mallory, the millionaires, as
their guest. While | was in Philadelphia Mr. Mukerji gave one of
hisseriesof lecturesand Mother Mariyaand Brother Entriken took
me to see all the crowds of people and aso to have an idea of the
sort of lecture that was given. The great hall was so overcrowded
that therewas hardly any room for people even to stand. Thelecture
was very interesting and full of stories from Indian Civilisation
and with illustrations from the lives of the Saints and Sages of the
East.

After the lecture | was introduced to Brother Dhan Gopal
Mukerji. We felt drawn towards each other and he promised to
come and see me at my residencein the Sri MariyaAshram. Later
on we heard from Mr. Mukerji’s hosts the following conversation.

Hosts: Dear Mukerji, we have been listening to
your interesting lectures year after year but why
have we never felt such Peace as we did last
night, in any of the lecturesin the past.

Sri Mukerji: Itisjust because of Presence of Sri
Swami Omkar at the meeting.
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| felt deeply touched when | heard these loving wordswhich
had been uttered by Brother Mukerji with his highest appreciation
of my Silence and deep respect and veneration for me. As he had
promised he came to see me with Mr. and Mrs. Malory, hishosts.

Hereguested meto chant some Vedic Prayersfor hewasvery
fond of Sanskrit verse. But | did not know then, and even now,
many Sanskrit slokasfrom memory. Anyway, | chanted the famous

doka-
AT THGEE Faay T
ZTETITY T HE9 Ta9Ee @5ay
TRy A Tae qdel ey
Ty o Eay 9eYE § AW

Brahmanandam parama sukhadam kevalam Jnanamurtim
Dvandvateetam gagana sadrusham tatvamasyadi |akshyam
Ekam nityam vimala machalam sarvadhee sakshi bhutam
Bhavateetam triguna rahitam sadgurum tam namami

and explained the meaning. We should worship the Guru of Gurus
whoisthe Indwelling Light, the one without second, and the Heart
of all the Universe. Mr. Mukerji felt deeply touched and fully
satisfied with my chanting and explanation of this one inspiring
Guru Mantram, the sloka which contains the essence of not only
Hinduism but all religions. Thenwe had alittle deep and refreshing
meditation. After the meditation Brother Mukerji gave me some
of his wise and ripe words which expressed the great love and
feelings of his devoted heart of dedication.

Swamiji, we all speak because we cannot be quite. It
is only fools who talk and talk. The wise are always
silent. What is the use of your talking in your present
advanced stage. May your great service bein Silence.

| felt deeply touched with his wise words of ripe wisdom.
Mr. Mukerji’sthoughtson that day have ever since, inall my future
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life, been asource of joy, strength and inspiration. Whenever | had
to speak much, and even now, | would recall hiswise words.

Weall speak because we arefoolsand cannot be silent.
What is the need of your speaking. Dear Swamiji ?

Thus, Sri Mukerji has been one of my silent Gurus for he
gave me the greatest lesson of all, on SILENCE.

The Hostess, Mrs. Mallory, had adevoted sister in Chicago,
Mrs.John Hayward, who had been a Turth-seeker for many long
years. Mrs. Mallory had written to her sister to comeimmediately
to Philadelphia for there was a Holy Man from India whom she
should meet and whom Dr. Mukerji highly respected and venerated.
This sister rushed to Philadel phiaand had her first interview with
me. She becamealife-long student and well-wisher of the Ashram.
Eventually she established another Peace Centre in Chicago
with the help and co-operation of her talented husband, the lawyer,
John Hayward. These two devoted and dedicated souls were the
cause, the source of the establishment of the Peace Foundation,
registered with the State of New York on the memorable day of 12
February, 1938.

Mr. Mukerji paid the highest tributeto the Sri MariyaAshram
and its silent work. He offered congratul ations to Mother Mariya,
Srimati Saraswati Devi and to Mr. Ralph Entriken, Brother
Suryananda, the Secretary of Sri MariyaAshram for bringing me
from the solitude and seclusion of Thotapalli Hills, in far away
Indiato busy Americato teach the restless Westerners of the Glory
of Silence and Peace.

Strange, shocking and sad asit sounds, Mr.Mukerji, with all
his great work of lecturing from one end of Americato the other,
for so many long yearsand | am sorry to have to mention now had
agruesome and heart-rending end to his precious life. God alone
knows whether it was due to domestic worries or to some other
troubles but anyway, Mr. Mukerji, in spite of all his culture,
education, learning and wisdom and also of his being the great
chela disciple of Sri Ramakrishna Paramahamsa, the ‘Face of
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Silence’ nevertheless hung himself in hisown apartment from one
of the beams of the ceiling which led to the roof. What agruesome
and sad experience, what a shocking death and end to the precious
life of agreat lover of Indiaand amost learned and cultured soul
who did so much to represent all that is best highest in Indiato the
restlessWest! Even now, though many years have passed, it makes
me sad and my heart becomes heavy whenever | think of the heart-
breaking end of Mr. Dhan Gopal Mukerji. The Divine law is so
incomprehensible, inexorable and yet so natural too. It operatesin
thelivesof al, thelearned and theignorant, the rich and the poor
to the exact point of a mathematical ratio.

May the great soul of Brother Mukerji rest in God in Peace,
however cruel and sad the end may have been. Hewas agreat soul
and he did much good not only for India but also to the West,
bringing harmony and understanding between the East and the
West.

May the loving Spirit of Brother Mukerji rest in God, in
Peace, eternally.

OM OM OM
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CHAPTER 28
IN MARIYA ASHRAM - SECOND YEAR

Atmaram and | had come astourists and touristswere only
allowed to stay in Americafor six months according to the rules
and regulations of the American Government. With influence and
good reasons for remaining longer, the stay may be extended for
another six months. Thus, after the first Visa Mother Mariya and
Brother Entriken obtained for usfrom the Immigration authorities
a six month extension on the grounds that Atmaram was studying
inaschool and | was preaching and teaching asa Spiritual Teacher.
During our stay in Americawe were always busy, day and night,
helping all the seekersof the Truth. Some devotees, aspiring souls
used to come long distances, hundreds of miles and they would
often spend aweek or two in Philadel phiato receive instructions
in meditation. | tried to help and serve them all according to their
needs and temperament and | made them keep spiritual diaries
alsowhich | said were compul sory, indispensablefor all sadhakas.

Strange and interesting as it may sound, even now after so
many long years of spiritual experience | still keep a spiritual
diary and writein it every day patiently and faithfully for it helps
me to grow spiritualy, inwardly by means of introspection and
self-examination. At the dawn of every day fresh resolutions are
very helpful for spiritual growth. Daily writingin adiary isvery
helpful for the diary islike alooking glass, amirror and showsall
thefaultsand weaknessnes. The Spiritual Diary may be considered
asone'sown Guru, thereal Inner Teacher who leads one, step by
step in a silent and steady way towards the Heights of God-
Realisation.

Inal mylifeintheU.S.A.andinIndianot only did | request
my students to have prayers and meditations but | also requested
that they might keep spiritual diaries of their daily progress. | set
an example by writing regularly in my own diary. Mother Mariya
and Brother Suryanandarespected my helpful suggestion and they
too began to keep spiritua diaries. It was laborious, truly hard
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work to go through all the diaries of the aspiring studentsand write
remarks and suggestionsfor their future progress. But all of thisis
practical and helpful and unless we pay the price for whatever we
want in this world, we shall never obtain it. This unfailing law
applies both to the material world aswell asto the spiritual world
of God-realisation. | should liketo add here amessage which was
written at that time, to thoroughly explain the purpose and benefits
of the Spiritual Diary.

BENEFITS OF KEEPING A SPIRITUAL DIARY

On reading the biographies and autobi ographies of the grest,
onefindsthat they faithfully kept diaries and recorded the heights
and depths of their rich experiences. As a means of careful
introspection, self-analysis and the watching of one's own soul,
self-growth there is nothing better than a faithful record of the
various experiences and adventures of life's journey homeward.
If we examine the lives of famous souls such as Lincoln, Swami
Ramananda and other illuminating souls both in the East and the
West we find that they also kept diaries to serve as a stimulus and
help in attaining the ideals of their lives.

The benefitsof keeping aspiritua diary areinvaluable. They
cannot be comprehended by those who have never kept a diary.
Through the help of adiary one cantry to purify oneself andimprove
day by day in every way. Lifewill be presented as a mirror which
portrays all the good and bad pointsin their true colours. Asusua
wewant thingswithout having to pay the pricefor them. We cannot
spare even five minutes every day for self introspection through a
diary and yet we want God-Consciousness to come by itself. If at
all we make astart, we becometired in aweek and some seemingly
important duty prevents us from continuing the diary for days and
weeks at atime and generally the effort is gradually given up.

There are others who imagine that they have realised al
that there is to be realised and that they have nothing further to
learn by keeping adiary. A perusal of the lives of the holy ones,
heroes, sagesand saintswill however reveal that the self-discipline
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attained through writing adiary regularly has paid heavy dividends
intheir uphill ascent. It leadsthem gradually from thefiniteto the
Infinite by the purging process, through keen introspection. The
diary will be aconstant companion, silent friend and inner teacher
to the seekers of Truth.

How to keep a spiritual diary? What are the points to be
noted therein? How areweto start it? To begin with, any ordinary
notebook will do. One need not wait because one cannot procure
a regular printed diary. The diary would generally cover the
following five main points daily:

1. SELF DETERMINATION

The first thought on waking from sleep should always be
of God. During sleep nothing was known. The world was
completely forgotten. You wake up to life anew. Every nerve
vibrates vitally as consciousness of the world returns. What is
causing this change? Think of God by whose power you feel so
full of life. Do you wake up with thethought of God every morning?

Why begin the day with thoughts of worry or hurry? Should
there be perforce a mundane thought, the very next one should be
one of God. A thought of the finite must give way to athought of
the Infinite God. On waking one should not leave one's bed
immediately but should remain there at least for five minutes.
Feeling His Presence one should make a determination to spend
the whole day, every single minute of it, in carrying the Presence
incessantly, helping and serving others as far as it lies in one's
power to do so, recognising God in everyone equally.

2. MORNING MEDITATION

Meditation, posture, steadiness of mind and spiritual
elevation-one should select a posture wherein one can sit for a
long time comfortably. Concentration and meditation should be
practiced not lessthan fifteen minutesat atime. One should write
in the diary whether the posture was steady or unsteady, whether
the mind wandered or remained focussed and make note of spiritual
experiences, if any. They are sure to come with progress.
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3. CONTINUOUS CONSCIOUSNES

One should note whether a continuous flow of the Divine
Presence was felt throughout the day, in al the activities of daily
life. The secret of successin spiritua lifeisonly in carrying the
same unceasing flow of God-consciousness throughout the day.
When once we feel It, we know that It is always there. It cannot
disappear. Itisever therelikethe sun behind the clouds. What we
need isonly to recognise It in every moment of our livesand dispel
al the clouds that obscure Truth, with the help of perfect God-
thought.

Oneshould betrueto the spiritual diary. Weakness should not
be ignored but triumphed over through severe self-analysis, followed
by right determination. If one forgets the Presence for a number of
hoursit hasto be confessed in the diary with an earnest resolve not to
do so again in the future. Thus one should strive day by day to keep
the sublime state, continuously aware of God's Presence.

4. EVENING MEDITATION

M editation and the progress made since morning meditation,
spiritual experiences:-

When | say spiritual experiences| do not mean allowing the
mind to fancy and see strange forms or lights or hear imaginary
sounds. | speak only of the attainment of Peace, poise and power.
As Truth is the Infinite Light there in nothing to see or hear for
Truthisal inall and it is One without a second.

Meditation is a subtle process and hardly susceptible to
regular practice without marked progress. There should be silent
and systematic growth in each and every meditation for eachisa
step forward and upward. Do not give up the posture or meditation
until even alittle progress has been made. Everything liesinthe
firmness of your determination. A sincere soul with resoluteness
will surely win laurels of success in every undertaking. What is
needed is only a correct start, unflagging determination for self-
improvement and sincere striving to reach the goal, whatever be
the cost.
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5. SELF-EXAMINATION

Closing the day with self-examination, before retiring to
bed feeling God's love pervading the whole being:-

The last thought should always be a God-thought. One
should never close one's eyesto sleep with thoughts of worry and
anxiety. One should spend at least five minutes again in self-
analysis and in surveying the days work. It should aso be seen
very strictly whether one has been true or not to the good resol ution
made in the morning. What is wanting has to be made good
penitently. The strength of a soul is not in falling down or in
forgetting the Presence but in rising and remembering God each
timethereisafall or forgetfulness, with renewed zeal.

The best time for writing a diary is just before bedtime.
However it can bewritten at any time. Itisvery helpful if arecord
IS made as soon as an occasion presents before a blurring of the
impression with regard to thoughts, words and deeds. It iswell
awaysto carry the diary about in one’s pocket or bag.

It is quite essential that meditation should be practiced at
least twice aday. There are souls who practice it thrice and four
timesaday. Thereisno harm but it would be helpful if we practice
it often. Yet, at the sametimewhy overdo it if thereisany strain?
It should come as naturally as breathing. Then only one enjoys
meditation. One should make it a point never to sleep without
meditating at |east twice aday and without writing in the diary.

Dear readers, immortal treasures are hidden within
yourselveswaiting only to be manifested. Wake up from your sweet
slumbers and try to manifest them. Simple things such aswriting a
diary with self-examination will surely lead towards perfection.
Simply becausetheinstructionsare givenin smplewords, freefrom
technicalities and elaborate mystical terms, their importance does
innoway lessen. Even asan experiment try towriteinadiary for a
month or two and you will be surprised at the marvelous results.

When once you begin the diary let not your enthusiasm
fade nor your spirit wane. | have known some peoplewho say that
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they are above time, space and causation and hence they do not
need adiary. How very easy to utter empty words! If there are
some who have reached the highest state of perfection | offer my
homageto themin all devotion. But solong aswe have not attained
the goa of life, the Kingdom within, the Nirvana or Samadhi, we
must strive and struggle on, resorting to help of every kind; not
disdaining the use of a staff or a compass in the form of simple
guidance to lead us upward.

| have known also many others who neglect to write in
their diariesevery day through laziness or pre-occupation with outer
activities and then once aweek or afortnight they struggle hard to
fill up the pages of the diaries with something or other. Diary
writing of thisnaturewill not help usin apractical way. Instead of
singing any more laudatory lays about the writing of thediary itis
better now to realise the great benefits to be derived there from.
Theory without practice is a mere burden to the intellect. Let us
therefore make a beginning and start writing the Spiritual Diary
from today forward with a firm resolution and a fervent desire to
grow silently, physically, mentally and spiritually.

It would afford me much joy to serve you, dear Truth-
seekers, by giving any other details about the writing of a diary.
So far the subject is complete in itself. Hence, let us enjoy its
benefitsfrom today forward and make an unshakabl e determination
in this new season of dedication and consecration to promise God
that we will striveto express His Light and Love in every moment
of our lives. Asthe new eraisnear at hand let thisvery day bethe
basisfor areal start in earnest, to grow inwardly and walk ever in
the footsteps of the sages and saints.

May the Spiritual Diary be acorner stonein the erection of
the imperishable structure of our spiritual lives! Thisisthe prayer
of your brother Omkar.

May Peace be unto all!
oM oM oM
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My hobby even in those early years was the collection of
spiritual books. 1n Philadel phiathere were many second-hand book
stores where books of every kind are bought and sold. One of the
biggest of the second-hand book storeswas L eary's, a shop nearly
five or six stories in height and contained all kinds of books on
every subject. Sometimes| was even able to find valuable books
in Sanskrit and there were tranglations of the Vedas, Upanishads,
Quoran, Pitikas, etc,. The ordinary bookswerethrown in heapson
the floor and in bins for there were too many to be sorted and
arranged on the shelves of the book-cases. Each book had a price
written on it for the ready reference and convenience of the
prospective buyer. On the books heaped onthefloor wasasignin
large letters. Any book 10 cents. If they were bigger and better
books the sign read: Any book 25 cents.

Whenever | was free from the students and visitorsit was
my hobby to take my mealsearly andthengofor avisitto Leary's
book store where | would ook at book after book and select some
of the valuable ones, some of which wererare and out of print, for
my collection. The owners and workers of the big book store did
not know the worth, the great value of some of the highly and
illuminating and instructive booksthere, such asthe Panchatantra,
Jivan Mukti Vivekam, Brahma Sutra, etc,. And the price marked
on these books was very reasonable. Here and there | was also
surprised to see some of the most precious books such astheworks
of Swami Vivekananda, Swami Dayanandaand Sir John woodroffe.
| wasinterested too in theinspiring booksof O.S. Marden, James
Allen, Larson and others, well known in the West.

Hour after hour would be spent in Leary's reading and
selecting many valuable books. By evening the clerk had tabul ated
the price list and | would pay the money, the total sum for all my
selected books. A big bundle would then be made which was
usually so heavy that | could not carry it even as far as the bus
stand. Somehow though, because of my great love of books the
bundlewould seem light and was easy to be carried. Mother Mariya
and Brother Ralph Entriken would be sitting at home anxiously
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awaiting my safe return and when they would see me coming home
weary tired with the weight of the heavy bundle of books they
would give me a mild scolding and tell me that | should not do
such reckless things. Sometimes some of the students would be
watching for mewith their diariesin order to get further instructions
for their study. | would patiently help themin their spiritual needs
in spite of the wearisome day in the bookshop. | was never too
weary or tired to help and serve any of my devoted flock for they
trusted me and relied upon my guidance. Thus, month after month
passed in silent service and at the expiry of our Visa extensions
Mother and Brother had to get further extensions from the
Immigration authoritieswho had been alwayskind and considerate
towards us.

The attachment to the M other Ashram was deep and intense
and even though | was in far away America my mind was busy
thinking acquiring of all the inspiring books for the library in
Thotapalli Hills. Not only did | select books but bookmarks,
Holy Pictures, illustrated books and even folding tablesand chairs,
all for theuse of theLibrary inthe Mother AshraminIndia. Mother
and Brother would laugh at some of the odd things that | would
bring home now and then in order to transport back to India.

Little Atmaram received pocket money from Mother and
Brother and from that amount hewas buyinginteresting little things.
In our meetings in the Mariya Ashram we kept a love-offering’
plate in the hall in which visitors and members often placed
donationsof dollar billsand silver coins. But all my teachingsand
lectures have ever been as free as the air one breathes and the
sunshine that one enjoys. There has never been any fixed fee for
any course of study or teachings.

One interesting incident comes into my memory as | ook
back into the life of the MariyaAshram. One of the old students
brought a new and aspiring pupil to join one of my lecture classes
in which spiritual instruction was being given individually and
collectively. The new student asked the old student whether one
had to pay any fixed feefor the course of instruction. The old student
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replied:

No. No. Swamiji never asksfor any money. All
his teachings and courses are as free as the air. But
whenyou seehimand listen to hislovely voice of Peace

you fedl like laying your pocketbook and all your
money at hisfeet.

Sometimes we were taken to the lovely homes of some of
the noted students and spiritual leaders of the various denominations
inorder to givediscoursesthere. Some of the lectureswhich were
arranged for and held in churcheswere especially illuminating and

were highly appreciated by the Church authorities as well as by
the large audiences.

All Glory belongsto God and the credit to Mother Mariya
and Brother Suryanandafor all their selfless services of Love :

May Peace Be unto All:

OM OM OM
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Chapter 29
RETURN TO INDIA
PREPARATIONSFOR THE RETURN TO THE MOTHERLAND :

There has been always only one Motherland for me and
that Motherland is the wide world. Blessed isthe life of the one
withaHeart of Universality, whois so unlike the one who confines
himself to a particular religion or nation and sits in his own self
created well of ignorance, crying at the highest pitch of hisvoice:

My well isthe biggest well in all the world! Even the
Oceanissmaller than thewell of my religion or nation.

Thusthere are many people who sit in their little wellsand
takejoy and pridein arguing that nothing is greater than their own
religion or nation. Some ‘orthodox people may not like to
appreciate my wordsof universality, for | proclaim that all theworld
ismy home and all religions belong to me and that | am not bound
to any religion or nation.

The world is my home. All the people in it are my
sisters and brothers. To love and serve them is my
highest religion.

This has aways been from the beginning, the basis and
foundation of my spiritual life. Asour mind, inner belief and love
of humanity is, so also are people from every part of the world
drawn to us. If one lives for oneself and confines oneself to the
body of flesh and blood one will not draw to oneself anyone from
either near or far. Butif thevisionisgreat and if it includes all of
humanity then all the people in al religions and nations will
naturally be drawn. Thisisan unfailing Divine Law.

A living exampleisour Santhi Ashram which wasfounded
in 1917 as an Abode of Peace for all the children of Godin all the
religions of East and the West. Becauseit belongsto all, people of
all castes, creedsand coloursflock towardsthe wide and high gates
of Santi Ashram, the Universal Home. Although it is really too
early to add here, | fedl like including the poem of Sister Sushila
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Devi for it emphasizes the Universality of Santi Ashram whichis
the Common Property of all the aspiring children of God all over
theworld. Hereis Sister Sushila sinspiring and memorable poem:

O! Cometo Santi Ashram

Abode of rest and love,

To visit, stay or meditate

And find the Peace that’s incarnate.
The gates are wide,

There'sroom for all,

We welcome folks both great and small.
Cometo your garden full of flowers
High lovely hillsto sooth the eyes

At Santi Ashram where Peace abides,
Therewild birdsfill the air with song
And learned Sadhus linger long.

They will share with you the Truths so dear
That makes mere man a Saint or Seer.
Then flock to Santi Ashram

The Universal Home.

The gates are standing now gjar

To friends from near and far.

OM OM OM

Asthere was much work to be done in the Mother Ashram
in Thotapalli Hillsand al the devotees were calling for our return
to India, Atmaram and | began to make preparationsfor thejourney
totheEast. Brother Ralph Entriken, Sri Suryanandabusied himself
with the important arrangementsfor our comfortabl e return on the
steamer. Mother Mariya, Srimati Saraswati Devi felt very sad and
heavy however and had been depressed for days at the very thought
of my leaving her all alone and going back to India. Both she and
Brother Suryanandaresolved to settlein India. 1t wasdecided that
Atmaram and | would go in advance and make everything ready
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for their coming. They would sell their home, furniture and settle
all their property and follow us, for they wanted to dedicate their
consecrated lives to the progress of Santi Ashram, the Mission of
Peace, for the welfare of the Mother land, Bharata Bhoomi, India.

BOUNDLESSLOVE OF MOTHER MARIYA:

Mother Mariya and Brother Ralph were so kind and
thoughtful that they had even opened a separate bank account in
my name and all the L ove-offerings and donationswhich were put
inthe collection platein my name after the meetings, were deposited
in this savings account. Although this money was for my own
personal expensesthey neverthelessbought the steamer ticketsand
gave us pocket money for expenses during the voyage. | do not
remember now either the name of the steamer or where we boarded,
in Philadelphiaor New York Harbour.

Even beforeweleft MariyaAshram in Philadel phiaM other
Mariyawept and wept for her heart was nearly broken. Her face
became swollen and there were constant tears in her eyes. This
made me sad and heavy too for she truly had an unparalled sacred
and Divine Love. May the Almighty Lord keep me ever fully
worthy of the boundless love and affection of Mother Mariya, in
the past, now and alwaysis my prayer.

OM OM OM

Several friends and old devotees of the Mariya Ashram
came to the steamer to see us off on the long voyage to India but
Mother Mariyawastoo sick, sad and heart-broken to allow usto
leave her and sheremained confined to her lovely, sacred and Holy
Temple, weeping all alone. Later she wrote hundreds of very
affectionate and pathetic letters out of the depths of her tender and
broken heart for she was greatly moved by this separation of the
God-given son from the Divine Mother. All her letters are two
sacred for publication, for the curious eyes of the material world
to comprehend for this was the Divine Love of Mother Mariya.
God-given Son was one of her letters which we published in
Peace.
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Truly, Divine Love is infinite, boundless. The Love of
Mother Mariya cannot be described in words, for it was not of the
earth but of Heaven, of God's Love. The taxi came to take us to
the station but | was still with Mother Mariyain her Holy Sanctuary.
She was weeping and her lovely face was swollen and wet with
tears. My heart was nearly broken and the tears gushed from my
eyestoo. | almost wanted to cancel my passage and forget India
and Santi Ashram and stay always with Mother Mariya at least to
give her comfort and consolationin her closingyears. Alas! It was
not to be so. God's ways are mysterious and incomprehensible
and work ceasel essly through the Karma of deeds donein the past
of individuals. To console and comfort the tender heart of Mother
Mariyal told her unconscioudly, repeated the following memorable
but pathetic words -

‘Mother, do not weep for | shall come back to you'!

With these life-giving words Mother allowed meto leave
her and come down from the Holy Sanctuary. | joined Brother
Ralph and little Atmaram who had been waiting for mein the taxi
with thetaxi driver. They were all anxiouslest we should missthe
train which was to take us to the steamer.

TO THE STEAMER AND AFTER:

It was all like adream how the taxi brought usto thetrain
ingreat Railway Station of Philadel phiaand how thetrain brought
us to the steamer. In the harbour of the port many old and new
friendsawaited our arrival with gifts of Bon Voyage basket, greeting
cards and other presents. | do not remember anymore the names
of all those dedicated souls who were so devoted to us. It was
time for the departure of the steamer and from the port the bell
was ringing which signalled the visitors to descend from the
steamer. Brother Suryananda was very sad, even in tears at this
separation from his little pal, Atmaram. With a fond embrace,
hugging him again and again, Brother Ralph Sri Suryananda, the
secretary of the Sri Mariya Ashram, departed from the steamer
and left Atmaram and me alone on the deck. Asthe steamer slowly
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began to leave the harbour we could see Brother Ralph waving his
handkerchief and several friends and members of the Mariya
Ashram also, waving to us, all wishing us both a Bon Voyage, a
safe journey to far away India.

The name of the steamer was the SS. Unicorn and it
belonged to the British India Navigation Company Ltd. It was
chiefly acargo transport flying between Americaand Indiaand it
accommodated alimited number of passengers, eight or ten at the
most. People who want fun and excitement never travel on these
slow cargo ships for they prefer the fast steamers which carry
hundreds of passengers and provide entertainment. Only
missionaries and those who love Silence and solitude prefer the
comfortable and lonely cargo ships so that they can spend their
time in prayer and meditation, watching the lovely sunrises and
inspiring sunsets. So many years have passed that | do not remember
any longer whether Atmaram and | had any fellow passengers or
whether we were the only travellers on that long sea voyage.
Sometimes when we were alone we used to feel as though we
were the owners of the whole steamer and the monarchs of the
whole world.

Even though we were now returning homeward to Mother
India after having spent some of the happiest days in Mother
America in selfless service, joining in friendship with so many
strange and new devoted sistersand brothersof various nationaities
our heartswere heavy at the very thought that we had left Mother
Mariyabehind in her great sorrow. Mother had been kind enough
to give us fifty Steamer Letters which she had written patiently
and thoughtfully so that our long seavoyage would be interesting
and inspiring. I had been requested by her, not to open and read all
the lettersin a single day but to open one at atime, day by day as
indicated by the date on the letter and meditate on the contents of
that letter. The letters were very inspiring and contained many
quotations from the Blessed Christ, Bhagawan Krishna or Lord
Buddha.
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Mother Mariya had aso given us many gifts of clothing
and some souvenirs for the devoted parents of Atmaram and for
the members and workers of Santhi Ashram. From the Captain of
the steamer to the crew, including all the cabin boys, all were
devoted and attentive and tried to make every day of our long
voyage happy and comfortable. The kitchen people, the Bengali
cooks, were extra kind and made for us specia vegetable dishes
and soups for we were vegetarians. We used to have some kind of
pudding every day and there were ice-creamstoo. Atmaram and |
were fond of boiled potatoes and butter, toast with jam and ice
cream. Sometimes when the sea was rough in the stormy weather
and the ship rocked like a cradle we were confined to our cabin
and sept for long hours in our berths. Atmaram was more lively
than | and would even walk on deck when it stormed and the ship
tossed up and down, rocked from side to side. In such stormy
weather the tables, chairs, etc, had to be tied down with wire so
that the plates, glasses, cups and other articles would not slip or
tumble to the floor and break, causing damage to the ship. Each
berth also had affixed to it a spittoon in case one had to vomit
because of sea sickness. Every steamer was also required to carry
aregistered doctor, aqualified physician and a trained nurse to
take care of the personnel and the crew and any passengers who
might become ill during the voyage.

Then there were the weekly compulsory life-boat drills.
All the people on the steamer, including even the ladies were
required to wear life-preserversand to attend thedrill on deck when
asiren was blown and abell rung. All had to be at their respective
posts. Each person was also assigned alife-boat and given a seat
therein. Thiswasdoneto avoid confusion intime of danger, when
the ship might meet with an accident and begin to sink in thewide
ocean. Thus, our daily life on the ocean was very interesting and
amusing, in spite of the stormy weather sometimes. Often we used
to watch the breaking waves when the seawas calm, asthey came
towards our steamer. It was also interesting to watch the fish as
they came up from the ocean and danced above the surface of the
water. The limitless waters of the vast ocean aso had their own
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moods, sometimes boisterous and sometimes waveless. It was
fearful when the ship rocked and rolled and shifted from side to
sidewith theforce of the mountain-high angry waves. It waslovely
and enchanting when the Ocean was like acalm | ake, without any
waves at al.

During our long voyage on the ocean | was requested to
give my message of Peace to the staff and crew of the steamer
when theweather was calm for all of them were devoted and loving.
| also read Mother Mariya's Steamer |etters every day, aletter a
day as had been desired by Mother Mariyain her deep love and
Adorable Presence, which followed us at every step of our long
seavoyage.

May al Homage be unto Mother Mariya and her
Boundless Divine Love.

OM TAT SAT OM

Autobiography of Omkar 148



Chapter 30
IN MADRAS HARBOUR

Blessed isthelife of the one who has many devotees who
love and serve him throughout the world. Although | had lost
when quite young the mother who gave birth to this physical form
Mother Ratnam, with her life of dedication, was areal mother to
me. From the very beginning of Ashram life she offered her little
son Atmaram for Gods work, to serve His children. Although she
had two sons, Kamaragju and Atmaram she told me that | was her
third son and that her property would be divided into three equal
shares for her three sons. The very thought of her love and
dedication, her gift of one third of her wealth, to the Ashram, the
Mission of Peace, has been a source of joy not only to me but to
everyone who has heard of Mother Ratnam’s devotion. She has
been ever a devoted and consecrated mother. Both she and her
husband, Sri RamaRao have over the years generously contributed
to Santi Ashram in Thotapalli Hills.

Mother Kamala Devi Tombat is another Spiritual Mother
who has adored mewith all her heart, mind and soul from the very
beginning. Her husband, Sri Ananda Rao was anoted advocatein
Madras. Both of their talented children have been great devotees
and | am happy to have known them since they were babies.
Manorama is the cultured and educated wife of the late
Sri Narayana Rao, thefamous Judge who passed away afew years
ago while holding apost in the Secretariat of Mysore Government.
He was simple and gentle and as devoted to Santi Ashram asishis
loving wife Srimati Manorama Devi. The second daughter is the
noted and talented musician, Sushila Rani, the life partner of
Sri Baburao Patel, the editor of the well known magazine, M other
India. SushilaRani alwayshasbeen so simple, devoted and spiritua
that her parents offered her to Santi Ashram to serve the cause of
Peace. Both she and her devoted sister have their M.A. and have
devoted their lives to the Peace of India and the world. Sushila's
life, although dedicated to God’s work has been destined to work
in another field of service, in art and music. A similar caseisthat
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of Atmaram, who was offered to Santi Ashram and the cause of
Universal Peace and even accompanied meto Americaand studied
for some time in a school there. Although he was given a firm
spiritual foundation God intended his life to be fulfilled in other
work. Although it was a great disappointment for me in the
beginning | am glad now to see Atmaram as a merchant prince
with adevoted wife and lovely children. Indeed, God's ways are
incomprehensible.

From the very beginning | was blessed to have many
spiritual mothers. Besides Mother Kamala Devi and Mother
Ratnam there was my adopted sister Venkayyammawho took care
of mewhilel attended school in Visakhapatnam and is as devoted
today to Santi Ashram as are Mother Ratnam and Mother Kamala.
Another Mother was Suramma, an old Brahmin lady who came
from Chendurthy and stayed in the first thatched hut in Santi
Ashram. There was aso Santi Mouna Devi, Mother Mariya and
many other mothersin America. But there are too many mothers
to mention here and | shall tell about them all in alater chapter,
Legacies and Bequests. Dr.Frissholm, who visited Santi Ashram
once in its early years and who wrote in the visitors book, ‘ Santi
Ashram and Svami Omkar are not two but One’, left the Ashram
alegacy upon her death in Californiamany yearslater. VidaReed
Stone, whom | named Veda Devi, was a great soul of wisdom.
Although she never met me or saw Santi Ashram | was deeply
touched when, upon her death afew yearsago sheleftin her will a
bequest to Santi Ashram. It wasthis God-given gift which helped
to build our Jnana Guha, the Cave of Wisdom. But | shall tell
more about this later.

Some people, inignorancethink that they have already done
too much for God and given enough charity and that they need
give no more or serve God and His children. Everything that we
have comes from God and as such it belongsto Him. Everything
that we have must be offered and dedicated to His Service aone,
for even thelast pie belongsto God alone. Blessed isthe amount,
beit large or small, which is offered for the good of all mankind.
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It is sad to see fanatics who believe that money should be used
only for their own church, in the East and the West and that it
should never go anywhere else in the world to serve any of the
least of His children in other religions. They are merely frogs of
ignorance who livein finite wells and consider their religion and
beliefs, the best and highest intheworld. Thus, man evolvesfrom
ignorance into knowledge, from narrow-minded views into the
broadness of Universal Understanding. Thereistruly no happiness
in selfishness. Happiness lies only in selflessness. Blessed are
they who can see the Sweet Face of God in every form, whether in
thereligions of the East or those of the West. Verily, everyoneisa
living Image of God.

It was one of the happiest moments in our lives when our
steamer reached Madras harbour and anchored at one of the piers.
Thereontheplatformwesaw thefiguresof Mr. and Mrs. Ananda
Rao and their daughters awaiting our arrival with garlands of
flowers, extending ahearty welcometo us. | think Mother Ratnam
also was there having come all the way from Rgahmundry to
receive usand see her little son Atmaram again. It was considered
to have been the greatest opportunity and blessing for ayoung lad,
especially one so young as Atmaram to have not only visited
Americabut to have studied in one of the schools of the great city
of Philadelphia. Atmaram was especially blessed for when | gave
my message upon invitation at some of the greatest churches in
America, it waslittleAtmaram who gavethe prayersform the hindu
scriptures to all the seekers of Truth assembled there. After our
long voyage we were happy to reach Madras safely and to be again
in the comfortable home of our AnandaRao and KamalaDevi, the
oldest devotees and well-wishers of the Ashram. We enjoyed
Bhajans and the music of this devoted and spiritua family and
their friends. It was strange and interesting also that after having
been on the steamer for so many weeks for a few days after
disembarking, while walking on the earth we felt a moving, a
swaying of the heart asthough wewere still on the rocking steamer
in mid ocean.
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We were taken all around the city of Madras and to all the
places of interest and made comfortable with delicious foods and
above al with the spiritual feasts of prayers and bhajans which
were held every evening in Mother Kamala's home. As are the
parents, so are the children. The two daughters have naturally
inherited themusical talents of the mother and imbibed the spiritual
qualitiesof the parents. Tothisday they areall devoted and loving
and consider Santi Ashram as their own spiritual home. During
our short stay in Madras a so, | remember that some public meetings
were held as well as the daily bhajans and satsang. What a
difference and contrast thereiswhen | comparethisgrand welcome
to the cold and indifferent welcome | received when | returned
from Americathefirst time as a helpless, poor and lonely refugee
who had been refused entrance into America and cruelly turned
back at Ellis Island and helplessly locked in a steamer bound for
IndiaviaLondon.

By the time we reached Santi Ashram great preparations
had been made to welcome us and there were welcome addresses,
garlands of flowers; and all the Ashram was decorated to greet us.
All the members, devotees and their children were waiting in the
Ashram and were very happy to seeus. Therewere also dozens of
pathetic and affectionate lettersawaiting our arrival fromtheloving
Mother Mariya. She had been writing to me from the very day
that we had | eft Philadelphia. Her thoughtful gift of steamer letters
had also given me joy and inspiration every day throughout the
long sea voyage. One of these letters, rich in ssimple love, was
published in our Peace Journal and | should liketo includeit here.

GOD-GIVEN SON
My Precious God-given Son,
Given to me without stain or blemish.
God spoke and said :

‘Son, thy calling to earth is to heal and bless the lonesome
heart of mother. Her heart is sacred since you have left her for she
has always prayed for a‘son’ and it was you who answered her
prayers.
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Then one day the hour for parting came and again there
was no son to bless the home. The lonesome heart, the empty
chair, the voice that once she heard had |eft thefireside. Inreality
it seemstheworld hascometo an end. Thereareno more beautiful
sunsets. There are no more beautiful stars in the sky overhead.
Even the rose garden has dried up and goneto weeds. Thereisno
more chanting of OM. There isno more chanting of OM.

Lifehaslost itsluster; there are no more Goodnight Prayers
for the moon and stars have been covered over by heavy clouds
and tears are dripping from the sky overhead for aheavy stormis
ontheway. Thusthedaysaregloomy, the starshave goneto sleep
and there is no light from the moon. It seems as though the sun
shall never shine again.

So the world moves on
The world moves on
Without a son
From Mother’s Heart
- Mother Mariya
God giveth and God hath taken away.
AN OFFERING TO MY SON OMKAR

Glorifying God for all His richest blessings and His
unfailing protection and feeling grateful to Mother Mariya, Mother
Ratnam and Mother Kamalaand to all the members and devotees
of the Ashram we settled in Peace, in Santhi Ashram: the Abode of
Peace, for some time to come.

OM OM OM
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Chapter 31
THE MASTER WITHIN

Although it is too early to include it here, | remember an
article which | wrote and which appeared in our Peace Journal of
February 1933. It came out of some of my experiences in India
and America and it brought hearty congratulations of the old
schoolmaster who once reprimanded me by asharp rap on the hands
for taking picklesto train drivers.

* k%

THE MASTER WITHIN

| am never tired of repeating that the Master of mastersis
ever within. | plead and beg all to love and worship the Inner
Master instead of outer masters. | pray and request one and all to
concentrate and meditate only on the Master of humanity, who is
the Indwelling Presencein every heart.

But alas! | do not know what is wrong with some of my
friends. In spite of my repeated appeals they still cling to and
worship the outer masters, imaginary masters, ethereal masters,
astral mastersand spirit masters. | do not deny the existence of all
these masters. They may exist in ether or air or atleast in one’'s
own mind. | am not here to denounce the masters. My point is,
why not worship the One Master of all masters, whoisthelifeand
soul of the very universe.

It touches my heart with sadness when | see the wrecks of
innocent livesin the name of masters. How many poor and deluded
souls are wasting their precious lives, with sleepless nights and
restless days in trying to contact some of these pitiable, finite and
illusory masters. Dear readers, you must excuse me for calling
these masters finite. Are they not finite and pitiable for they are
masters who are yet unable to attain to the Highest of the highest
and merge and dissolve in God; and instead, lead lives separate
from Him and hover over some snowy peaks and other imaginary
places.
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Our Ashram gates are open to one and all, for, the Peace
Missionisthe common property of al thechildren of God. | wonder
why some of these masters do not come to our Thotapalli Hills?
Perhaps they may not like silence and solitude and above all the
company of those who pine and worship the Highest Lord, instead
of pining for them? Nevertheless, our |ove goes outwards to one
and all, whether they are mastersor slaves, fool s or saviours, spirits
or angels, for GodisLove.

It ismy weakness to have bitterness against the very word
‘contact’. Deluded soulsrestlessly engage themselvesin contacting
masters in some form or other. Contact is possible only in
separation and duality. There is nothing to contact in Truth or
God, for Heis One without asecond. Hence contact isignorance,
delusion, weakness and childishness.

When Truth is pervading and permeating our very beings,
filling thewhole universe, instead of recognizing Truth why grope
in the mire of darkness and ignorance, contacting the masters?
Pray, give up contacting forms and names! In the Name of God
give up contacting spiritsand elements! Ceasefrom contactingin
the name of Truth, entities and other hobgoblins which have been
given the most astounding names. Assert and recognize the
Nameless One, the Formless One, the Giver of your lives and the
Soul of your dreams, the God and Ideal of your existence. | am
afraid the masters and their deluded worshippers may not relish
my thought but | have the consolation that my Sweet Beloved, the
Indweller of my heart, the Master of masterslovesand sympathises
with mefor my firm conviction of Him asthe One Presence. When
we were mere children we were happy to waste time playing with
little toys of name and forms. Shall we remain forever as mere
deluded children worshipping entities, elements, spirits and other
finite masters?

One of my devoted and earnest friends told me the other
day that he has forbidden the worship of any kind of master in his
lodge. | felt highly pleased with his words but then he ended the
sentence by saying: ‘except Lord X’. How pathetic! When we
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have given up the worship of all other masters why cling to this
Lord X ? Why sell our soulsto this particular master? Who isthe
Source of this Lord X? Why not worship the very source and
fountain-head of Master X?

In the Bible we read that our God is ajealous God. If we
make a graven image of any master, or worship any lord except
the Living presence He will visit upon usin the form of iniquities.
He will never forgive us. It is blasphemy to worship anything
other than the Highest Truth. Away with masters, lords, finite
masters, common masters. Let us have enough strength to worship
only theLord of al lordsand Master of both thevisibleandinvisble
worlds!

If wewant to taste the Peace that passeth all understanding,
to drink the Nectar of Immortality it is not in the hands of these
entites and spirit masters, but it rests with the Indweller of our
hearts, the Sweet Beloved, who is patiently awaiting us, abiding
within alone, to bless us with the highest state of Nirvanic Bliss.
Oncewhen | mentioned in the ordinary course of conversationto a
friend that | had a deep meditation that day, he immediately asked
me whether | had gone to the‘Lodge’ . What sort of a‘lodge’ ? Is
itonland, inthe sky or on water? Am | to waste my precioustime
by meditating, visiting and hovering over theselodges? My Lodge
iswithin me, inthe Sacred Sanctuary of my heart. My Lord isever
abiding in the stillness of my heart. | need not chant incantations
or passwords, invoke special spirit-aid to soar into the cold, icy
regions to meet my dear Lord who is ever with me and within me.
In the stillness | feel Him and in activity | see Him, manifest. |
live, work and breathe in Him for we are inseparably One.

This master business is flourshing well, far and near, in
both the East and West in spite of the exemplary lives of ideal
Saviours. What can be the cause of this spectacular brilliance,
empty, which lasts but for a moment, like fire-works? The cause
issimplefor, themindisever restlessand unruly and awaysstrives
to grasp contact with some master or other in the outer world. To
live in and still the mind is the work of master-mind and not the
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work of theworshippersof masters. Inward gazeisimpossiblefor
all the followers of masters and lords.

Be still and know that | am God. This stiliness can be
known and realized only by aChrist, aKrishnaor Buddha-by these
rare few who have become the Masters of all masters. Shall we
walk in the footsteps of these saviours or shall we be caught in the
guagmire of darkness and be lost in the slime of astral planes and
other spirit-worlds?

My heart’s sympathy goes out towards all those deluded
followers and second-hand worshippers; ask their worshipful lords
and masters not to lead the ignorant and undeveloped children of
God, the blind sheep, from the Center of Truth, but to help them to
rely upon their own self; and not to alow them to blindly contact
thefinite mastersand neglect the Living reality of the One Presence
inthe stillness of their own hearts. | extend my loveto all, both to
the worshipped and to the worshippersand | stretch forth my arms
to the whole of humanity with the earnest and entreating request
to be true first to the Indwelling Presence, the Lord of lords, the
Master of masters, the Highest of highest, the Sun of suns, who is
the Source and Soul of the very universe. May He, Who is the
Interpenetrating Presence, the substance and the Over soul of both
the microcosm and the macrocosm lift theveilsand open our eyes
to the true vision of the Sweet Beloved in al stillness, who is
inseparably, eternally and indivisibly One with us. May Glory be
unto Him both in the manifested and unmanifested formsin stillness
and activity. May silent adorations be unto the Great Master of
masters who is ever within us, as one without a second.

May Peace be unto All!
oM oM oM
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Chapter 32
ASHRAM WORK IN MADRAS

By God's Grace and the fervent prayers and sympathies of
all the devotees and friends Santi Ashram was progressing day by
day in every way. We started another Gurukula, amedical clinic
and arranged facilities for some aged men and women. Then, as
now, we badly needed funds aswell as selflessworkersto keep the
Ashram and its works aive and to serve al the devoted visitors
who came from near and far and even from abroad to find rest and
peacein Santi Ashram. Several friendsin Madras, knowing of the
poverty of the Ashram and its selfless works invited me to come
and visit them so that they could receive spiritual instruction and
also introduce some of their wealthy and influential friends and
acquaintances to the Mission of Peace. One friend, especially, a
veterinary surgeon, afamily friend during my days of study at the
A.V.N. College in Visakhapatnam had been happy to watch my
silent life of devotion and dedication for several years and he was
now anxious to do his part.

At that time he held an important position in a Veterinary
College as a doctor and professor and he longed to interest his
colleaguesin the selfless services of the Ashram. At his repeated
requests| went to Madraswith two of the gurukula boysto represent
Santi Ashram and to collect fundsfor the maintenance of the various
activities and to keep the Ashram lively. As the house of the
veterinary surgeon was too small to accommodate al of us we
stayed in the comfortable home of his friend, a wealthy Dubash,
manager of an English firm. Dubashes always have many
connections with rich merchants; and the merchants and business
men are usually obliged to them for many favours and hence respect
the least wishes of the Dubashes. Thus, athough some of these
merchants never cared to see our faces, much less give us any
money, they were nevertheless obliged or compelled by the mere
presence of the Dubash to contribute money to the Mission of peace.
This Dubash, one Nammalwar chetty wasvery much interested in

Autobiography of Omkar 158



our Ashram and its silent, universal work although he was not
particularly interested in spiritual things. Because our veterinarian
friend had spoken highly and represented the great work being
doneinthewildernessof Thotapalli HillsMr.Chetty felt fromwithin
that he also should do something for the good of the Ashram. Thus
God worksin mysteriousways and uses even the men of the world
to help Hiscause of peace and it wasthusthat Mr. Chetty promised
to take us to some of hisrich customers.

It was surprising to see that some of these businessmen
subscribed Rs. 500 and Rs. 250 each without any hesitation
whatsoever. Mr.Chetty himself set agood examplefor his friends
by donating, at the top of the subscription list Rs. 500 in the name
of hislate mother. We were taken to one very rich merchant with
agenerous heart of charity and when we requested himto give us
money to buy aprinting pressin his name to print our monthly
journals, Peace and Santi the goodhearted man readily agreed and
gave us Rs. 1500. Inthose days-and even now-| had hesitated to
touch money. Thus, when the devoted merchant gave me such a
large amount in the form of currency notes | requested him to
give the sum to Mr. Chetty. The merchant was kind enough to
place the currency into the hands of our Mr. Nammalwar Chetty.

Thereadersof thisAutobiography will besurprisedtolearn
that the old, inherent nature of Mr. Chetty prevailed and that he
never gave the Ashram that generous amount of Rs. 1500 or his
own donation which had been offered in the name of hislate mother.
Later on, the loss of this great sum and the crookedness and
duplicity of Mr. Chetty made mevery sad for | had trusted the man
and allowed God-given charity to be used for other purposes,
misused. Although Mr. Chetty did help the Ashram in some ways
and when he felt devoted he even visited the Ashram, but yet his
mind always wandered towards outer things and he wanted to use
the Ashram to obtain for himself alittle name, fame and esteem.
The gesture of not touching money hasits advantages and benefits,
especially for Sadhus and consecrated soulsbut | realised from his
sad, personal experience that it has its disadvantages too, for we

Autobiography of Omkar 159




lost that great sum of Rs.1500 which would have bought us a
printing press. Even to this day | feel sad when | think of this
incident and | consider the loss of the money as daylight robbery.

Asall hands belong to God Herewardsthelosersin some
form or other. What was taken from one hand was returned by
another hand. Thus He made some dedicated devotees and well
wishers of the Ashram, especially after my innocent trust had been
violated and my confidence denied, to offer a similar amount so
that the Ashram could buy aprinting press. Through awell-wisher
of the Ashram and aso a friend of a press owner we bought a
second hand press. Like fools we were again duped for a rotten
old press was given to us and in our inexperience we accepted it.
Somehow, by God's Grace we were able to have the old press
repaired and the worn type recast and thus we began our work of
publishing the journals of God’s Word, spiritual messages, simple
and inspiring poems, booklets and articles, in spite of all our
difficulties and disappointments.

During one of my later visitsto Madras| tried to get back
the stolen money by observing a fast in the home of Mr. Chetty,
the hard-hearted, Dubash. But even my fast could not soften or
touch the cruel hearted, materialistic Dubash who lived for himself;
alone and sold his soul for amess of pottage. It wasalso during a
later visit to Madras that | was taken to meet the Mahargjah of
Bobhili, to represent Santi Ashram and obtain his sympathy for
our work for he was considered as a most enlightened ruler and
also the author of books on Hinduism, etc. He listened patiently
to usand then we had alovely talk in which he asked many piercing
guestions. He was kind enough, at the time of our departure to
give a love-offering for the maintenance of the Ashram and he
promised to visit usin the future.

Although the old Maharajah Saheb never did visit the
Ashram | was happy to receive hisloving and devoted | etters, more
than forty yearsago, as| look back now. The old Maharajah could
not visit theAshram. Hisson, the successor to the throne of Bobbili
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also could not visit the Ashram. But both of them passed away
having done many good deeds. God's ways are mysterious and
incomprehensiblefor He has made the grand-children of the Bobbili
Estate the ardent devotees and well-wishers of the Ashram today.
In Santi Ashram, Thotapalli Hillsweare blessed to have the pal atial
mandir of the Bobbili family which has been named after Lord
Krishna. The present family members both women and men have
been the most loyal and devoted friends and well wishers of the
Ashram. They consider Santi Ashram astheir own spiritual home
and their devoted lives have been the greatest asset and blessing to
the Ashram, the Mission of Universal Peace.

Indoing God’'sWork, whenitisconcerned with thewelfare
of the world we face both good and bad experiences. Once in
Madras | was taken to the home of a wealthy Chettiar, a noted
contractor. On that day, whether it was the raahukalam, the hour
of ill luck or whether the Chettiar was suffering from constipation
or some other complaint, hein any case shouted angrily at us and
said that he would never see or allow beggars in his house. We
departed in silence, disappointment and shame at the unkind words
of the Chettiar. Later, feeling sad and worried over the hasty and
angry words of the Chettiar | wrote to him a loving letter and
represented the work of the Ashram for the good of all God's
children in the East and West. Readers of thisAutobiography will
be surprised and happy to read that the devoted Chettiar completely
changed and became a life-long friend of the Ashram and even
wrote aletter of apology for his hasty words. He sent Rs. 10to
the Ashram as a monthly contribution for all the rest of his life
since the time of that sad incident. After 30 years of association
with the Ashram, helping its silent work in so many ways the
devoted Chettiar passed away |leaving a dedicated son who now
follows in the footsteps of his father, the faithful Sri Numbermal
Chettiar.

It is truly glorious, or rather incomprehensible how God
haskept me still healthy, well and happy and hastaken away some
of His most noted and influential sons, the Maharajah of Bobbili,
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his son, Sri Rajah Saheb and several merchant princes, doctors,
etc, in Indiaand in foreign lands aswell. Yet, He keeps me till
alivefor reasonsbest known to God Himself. My one ardent prayer
isnot for longer life, but that | may make thislife, every moment
of it, more useful and helpful to all His children in the world.

May Peace be unto All :

OM OM OM
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Chapter 33
THIRD VOYAGE TO AMERICA

Mother Mariya, the President of the Sri MariyaAshramin
Philadelphia, with al her boundless love had been writing to me
ever since | had left her, sending letter after letter, pathetic and
heart-rending letterswith therequest that | return hometo America
Shewaskind enough to arrange my passage from Indiato America
and she sent money for expenses | might meet during my travels.
Both she and Brother Suryananda, the secretary of the Sri Mariya
Ashram were always too kind, loving and generous. All the
hundreds of inspiring and affectionate letters of Mother-Mariya
will makeinthemselvesagreat spiritua volume, ashort Ramayana
to help al the aspiring devotees, the seekers of Truth, if they are
ever published.

The Mother Ashram Thotapalli Hills was progressing day
by day in every way and my presence was needed there more than
ever to help the growth of the many new activities of selfless
service. Yet, the great call, the incessant and pathetic call from
Mother Mariya drew me back to the shores of America. Thus |
neglected the Ashram and everyone and everything in India and
prepared again to return the devoteesin Americafor thethird time.
Besidesal the constant |etters and telegrams from Mother Mariya
and Brother Suryanandawhich urged meto returnto my real home
in America there were also messages from many old and new
friends from California, New York and other states bearing the
earnest request that | come to Americato help and serve them.

The tender farewell address of the devotees of Santhi
Ashram tells all about the activities there and the welcome article
of Brother Suryanandarelatesall the details of my safe arrival and
joyous reception in America.
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FAREWELL ADDRESS

To HisHoliness Sriman Swami Omkarji Maharg) President
and Founder Sri Santi Ashram, The Mission of Peace, Thotapalli
Hills, East Godavari District, Andhra Pradesh, India.

May it please your Holiness,

We, the Members of Sri Santi Ashram and Mission beg to
offer your Holiness, on the eve of your departure from our midst
our most respectful and heartfelt salutations and appreciation in
our own humble way of al that you have been to us.

Your Holiness, when we were informed of your decision
to start for America for the third time on your apostolic mission
we were no doubt much pained at the news, yet we have had to
reconcile ourselves and feel joyful at the thought that you are only
temporarily leaving us and that you have also to share with the
Brothers and Sisters of America, in compliance with their earnest
desire and request for all that is best and brightest in the realm of
religion. We watched with much love and deep interest your many-
sided activities in Americafor nearly ayear and a half last time.
We know that you have spread, broadcast, through teachings and
publications, the fundamental ideas and idealswhich aretaught in
all the great religions and philosophies of theworld, the perception
of Truth at all anglesand through all perspectives. Verily you have
waved the banner of Toleration, Freedom, Harmony and Peace to
one and all.

Your Holiness, after your last safe and successful return
from West into our midst in 1926 you have selflessly worked with
all your might for the physical, intellectual, moral and spiritual
welfare of the entire humanity in general and for your countrymen
inparticular, asevidenced by your publication of the beautiful book,
Mother America your founding of a Medical Dispensary, an
Educational Vidyalaya, aPrinting Press, the two monthly journals
of Life, Light and Love, 'Peace’ in English and 'Santi' in Telugu,
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the Ashram Post office, Santi Ashram Road, all on a firm basis.
Sri Santi Ashram isset amidst natural scenery, with hillsand dales,
beautiful gardens and trees and is completely removed from all
the distractions, turmoil and bustle of the world. Your childlike
and peaceful personality, your sincerefostering of aSpirit of Truth
by the eterna ties of love and gratitude, in foreign people, your
inspired utterances and original way of handling religious and
philosophical problems, your invaluable work in opening foreign
branches; al those cannot but |eave agreat impression on our minds
and also in the minds and hearts of all others who have had the
privilege of association with you. We are deeply indebted to you
for al your love and labour.

Further, your numerous friends and followers, Sisters and
Brothers of America, Mother Saraswati Devi and Brother
Suryananda, (Mr. and Mrs. Entriken) of the Sri Mariya Ashram,
Philadelphia and in particular, have laid us under a deep debt of
gratitude and sincere thanks for all their innumerable token of
cordiality, greetings, gifts, help and cooperation which they have
given you in appreciation and admiration from the very bottom of
their hearts. Our words fall short in expressing our inner love for
you. We trust with every confidence that the American devotees
will evince renewed and great interest in Mission of Peace on this,
your third voyage to Americathan before.

It is the earnest and intense prayer of us all that your
Holinessshall be abundantly blessed with long lifeand sound health
so that you will be able to carry on your high and noble work in
the future, with vigour and vitality and that you will be able to
return safely and soon from the West to our midst with the Sunshine
of Joy, Love, Unity and Peace.

We beg to submit ourselves, Your Holiness.
Your respectful followersand ardent admirers, the Members
of Sri Santi Ashram. The Mission of Peace.

oM oM OM
(Peace Oct. 1928)
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SWAMI OMKAR INAMERICA

Itwill beagreat joy for al thethousandswho areinterested
in Sri Santi Ashram, Thotapalli Hills, East Godavari District, India
to learn that His Holiness, Sriman Swami Omkarji, the President
of the ingtitution has safely landed on these far distant shores of
America, making this histhird visit to our country.

It was agreat pleasure for the writer to meet His Holiness
at the steamer, the SS. City of Baroda upon its arrival in Boston,
Friday October 26, 1928. | was only a short time after the steamer
docked that we were on our way, passing through New York City,
to the Sri MariyaAshram in Philadel phia, Pa. We arrived here the
same evening by 10-30 p.m. after having travelled by train a
distance of some 300 miles from Boston. What a joy it was to
greet our beloved Swamiji once again. What ajoy it isto so many
here in Americato have him with usfor heisUniversal Love and
Peace personified !

Upon leaving the vessel at Boston the officers of the ship
and the passengers bade Swamiji farewell and wished him good
luck and Godspeed on his Mission. They had al come to love
him. No oneleaves Swamiji’s presence without feeling thelove
and super consciousness which radiate from him. This is
something not soon forgotten when once experienced.

If there is one in the world today who has reached the
highest state of spiritual realisation it is Swamiji. There are many,
many herein Americawho are waiting to meet and greet him after
patiently awaiting his return. We, here in America appreciate the
sacrificesthat Swamiji has made to come here and serve usand to
bring to usthe Universal M essage of Peace and Truth. He expresses
in his life that which he teaches and everyone who sits in his
presence can fedl theinfluence of the great soul manifesting through
hisphysical form. We wish to thank those dear souls, our Brothers
and Sistersin Indiawho in numerous ways have made it possible
for Swamiji to leave his native land and come again to America;
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thisthrough their sacrificesthat Brotherhood between the East and
the West shall be more firmly established and more solidly
cemented together in the Universal Spirit of Love and Tolerance.
Thosewho areinterested in the furtherance of thisgreat Universal
Work of Sri Santi Ashram, East Godavari District, India, whichis
reaching all parts of theworld and of which Sri MariyaAshramin
Philadelphia is a part and branch, are invited to correspond with
Brother Suryananda, Secretary, Sri MariyaAshram, 128 North 61
st Street, Philadelphia, Pa., U.SA.

- Brother Suryananda
May Peace be unto al

OM OM OM
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Chapter 34
IN MARIYA ASHRAM AGAIN

| was happy to be once again in the Sri MariyaAshram, in
the heart of Mother Mariya. Mother received me with tears of
extreme joy and ecstasy in her Shrine of silence. We had a deep
and loving meditation and gave grateful thanks to the Almighty
for safe return and reunion in His Name, with prayersfor strength
to serve His children in the West. In the statement by Brother
Suryananda printed in the previous chapter herelates how he came
to Boston, one of the large and important seaports of Americato
meet me and how we travelled in al comfort, due to the loving
careof Sri Suryananadafrom Boston to Philadelphia, totheMariya
Ashram, the heart of Mother Mariya. The empty chair was no
longer vacant; it was once again occupied. Therewasnow asweet
voice by thefireside. Theworld had begun to giveforth new life.
The beautiful starsin the sky overhead sparkled and shone again.
The sunrise and sunset were glorious. The dried up rose garden
with its weeds began to bloom anew. There was the incessant
chanting of the Holy Word; the Mystic Syllable OM reverberated
throughout the house; the atmosphere was filled with sacred
vibrations and thus Peace was spread from the home, the heart of
the MariyaAshram to the town of Philadel phia and then near and
far, all over America

| am never weary or tired of repeating that it isthe Individual
Peace which paves the way towards Universal Peace. When we
establish It in our own heartsit naturally spreads, flowsforth both
near and far like the fragrance of a sweet smelling flower or the
radiance of a self-effulgent star. For the establishment of Peace
within, in one’s own heart, the writing of a spiritual diary every
day is most essential. But the Maya of delusion is so thick and
densethat man givesall importanceto the unreal and passing things
of temporary lifeand noneto thereal and permanent, the Goal and
Soul of hisprecious human birth. What makes me sad and anxious
isthat man, because of the Maya wants things without paying the
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proper price. Hewants God, God-realisation now and here without
surrendering himself to God. How ridiculous and unreasonabl e!

Everything in the world is simple direct and scientific for
all follow the Divine Law of sowing and reaping. ThisLaw operates
in the lives of al men, the believers as well as the non-believers.
Through the good fortune of having sown spiritual seeds early,
both because of purvajanmasukrutham, karma of good deeds in
past births as well as those of this life, | had started to keep a
spiritual diary while even aboy in the teens, al by His blessings.
All those diaries which | wrote during my visits to foreign lands
are very helpful now in the writing of this Autobiography. But it
has been rather an uphill and arduous task to go through so many
pages and penetrate into the past of fifty years and dig up these
factsof daily life.

Washington D.C. is the Capital of the United States of
America. | had completely forgotten that | had ever visited this
city, that | had beeninvited thereto speak by some of the enlightened
souls, theelect of that land of civilization. Recently, whilereferring
to some of the oldest diaries | found to my happy surprise in the
spiritual diary or book for the year 1929 that | had been taken by
Mother Mariyaand Brother Suryanandato Washington D.Cto give
alectureasprearranged at the Rosicrucian Lodgethere. My subject
for the evening was ‘Meditation’, one of my favourite themes.
Mother Mariya and Brother Suryananda had been Rosicrucians
from the very beginning and it was through the Imperator of the
Order that they had cometo know of Santi Ashram and my spiritual
life. Inspired, they had started to write to me and our communion
had lasted for some time until they finally drew me towards their
devoted and dedicated hearts. 1t was because of their love that we
were ableto establish the Sri MariyaAshramin 1923 for the benefit
of al His children in the East and the West.

Hearing of my returnto the MariyaAshramin Philadelphia,
friends and devotees from near and far began to correspond with
us and some of them even came to take the course of lessons in
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meditation and other spiritual practices. A few ardent and devoted
souls, some of whom were already spiritual teacherswith students
of their own would come long distances of even thousands of miles
and stay in the hotels of Philadelphia just to attend my course of
lectures and meditations. Perhaps some of these had come from
Washington D.C. to attend my classes and had been inspired to
arrange for ameeting in the Nation’s Capital so that | might meet
and speak to al the devotees there. Although | do not remember
the exact mileage, the distance between ‘ Philadelphia and
Washington D.C. must be about 300 miles. Asitwastoo far for us
to go in the family car Mother Mariya and Brother Suryananda
arranged for usto travel to the meeting by train, in the comfortable
first class compartment.

In commemoration of my visit to the Washington
Rosicrucian Lodge, the members performed one of their secret
Rosicrucian ceremonies which was very solemn and sacred and
reminded me of the pujas of the temples of the East, with the
offering of flowers, the burning of candles and camphor which
were waved before the altar as the fragrant incense burned. After
the holy ceremony | was asked to give my spiritual discourse on,
'meditation’. | do not remember now whether it was Mother or
Brother who introduced me to the learned audience and paid the
highest tribute to my silent and life-giving work which paves the
way to Universal Peace by first establishing it in the individual
heart. The very entry in the diary for March 17, 1929 tells the
important details:

| was very much touched with the hospitality of Brother
Kinmet the President of the Rosicrucian Lodge. The
initiation was very impressive and inspiring, especialy for
beginners. | did not prepare my discourse on Meditation quite
well for want of time but God was on my side and it was a
complete success. Spoke for more than 45 minutes and
wonderfully touched the hearts of all the members of the
audience. O, the stillness was so deep that all could almost
feel His Presence. Everyonefelt inspired and uplifted.
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Mr. Edgerton, who stood asthe candidate for Presidentship
of the U.S.A. that year was al so present and he said to me after the
discourse: ‘Dear Swamiji, your talk from beginning to end was
like the Song of the Soul’. Another Sister said that she had never
known what God was until she listened to me. Many others also
paid glowing tributes to my message for | had tried to lead them
al into Silence. A few of them shed tears of ecstasy and wiped
their eyes with handkerchiefs.

My all Glory be unto God and may | striveto be more and
more worthy of all His Blessings and Mercy.

After doing our good work, Mother, Brother and | returned
home safely. We were happy and contended with the privilege of
selfless service to God's aspiring children.

Although the following message, God, was not the talk |
gave that evening, it is so apt that | should like to include it here.
(July, 1929)

GOD

That which is not spoken in speech but that whereby all
speech is spoken, that which does not think but that whereby the
mind proceedsto think, that which does not perceivewith the eye,
but that whereby the eye receives the sight, that which does not
hear with the ear but whereby the ear hears, that which does not
breathe the breath of life but whereby the lifeitself is maintained
know thou this, that is the Absolute, not this that people worship.

The knower of the Absolute explains thus the immutable.
It is neither within dimensions nor atomic, neither short nor long.
Itisnot red, not sticky, not light, not dark, neither air nor ether. It
has no relation, no taste, no smell, no eye, no ear, no speech, no
mind, no light, nolife, no mouth, no form. It enjoysnothing nor is
it enjoyed by anything.
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The eye has no access there nor has speech nor mind. We
do not know It, The Absolute, nor the method whereby we can
learn of It. It isother than the known as well as the unknown; so
indeed we hear from the sages of old who have explained it thus.

The sun does not shine there, nor the moon nor the
stars, nor even these lightnings, least of all the fire;
everything becomesenlightened in the Light, thewhole
of this shinesthrough itslustre.

These are some of the noblest and most sublime thoughts
of the sages of India, in so far as words may be taken into
consideration in expressing the Highest or Absolute Truth. Now,
coming down from the lofty heights of our Absolute State or
Incomprehensible Glory let us examine afew common statements
to understand the truth from our everyday practical life.

Aswe are now concerned with the kingdom of the World,
let us consider only a simple statement such as the king and his
kingdom. In what way is the king related to his kingdom? It is
beautiful to be aking and to live alwaysin the kingdom. Whether
we know it or not we are al kings in the kingdom of God. Itis
great, nay inspiring to feel that we are all kingsin the kingdom of
God. But thisisonly an elementary state. Thisis not the highest
state. For the king may be banished or dethroned in his kingdom
for thekingdom is separate from him. Although most of usbelong
tothisfirst state of the king and hiskingdom it isnot satisfying the
highest Truth for the Highest Truth is never two but one and it
cannot be divided or separated although the king may be separated
from his kingdom.

Let us try to rise a little higher from this dual state and
consider abetter or higher state such asthat of abright, self-shining
star. What istherel ationship of the brightnessto the star? We cannot
separate the star from its light or glory as we have separated the
king from hiskingdom. Thisexample represents more closely our
truelifefor the star can never be separated fromitsbrightness. Yet
even though this state is most appealing and uplifting, it does not
represent the Absolute Truth does not show our inseparable
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relationship with God. Indeed, itistruethat thelight or brightness
isacharacteristic of the star and cannot be separated from it even
by the mighty intellect. Still, the brightnessor light isan attribute
of the star, whereas God or Truthisbeyond all attributesor qualities.

So in order to represent our highest and most exact
relationship with God let us take thisfinal case-a snakein arope.
Once, going along on aroad adark night | saw something in the
darkness which filled me with fear. It caused a shivering all
throughout my body. In spite of the fact that | knew the holy
statements of the Vedas and the Bible. When it is a matter of life
and death and we are to bid a adieu to all our near and dear ones,
when we arein the throes of pain and suffering we need more than
statements. We need the Stillness of a Christ, the wisdom of a
Krishna and Nirvana of the Buddha.

While | wasin this state, which seemed to be the threshol d
of death a friend with a lantern fortunately happened to pass by.
Lo! to my amazement it was not asnakethat | saw in the darkness,
asight which had thrown me nearly into the jaws of death but only
a bit of rope which resembled a harmful snake. How unjust and
meaningless were my fears over the piece of rope! Yes, it isthe
mind that makes us a dlave or amaster, a devil or a God.

In asimilar way we have been always the harmless rope
and never the harmful snake. It isthe snake idea that makes one
restless and miserable. The snake never existed in the rope. It
existed only in our imagination. Hence, we have to suffer. One
has to reap what he has sown, be it recklessly or diligently. Two
things together cannot exist in our minds; we must see either the
rope or the snake. Similarly we cannot serve both God and
Mammon; nor can we place two swordsin one sheath. We cannot
serve God and the world. All this conflict and agony has been
caused only because we mistake the rope for the snake.

As long as you are sure it is a rope, the snake idea will
never come into your mind, but once you forget the Living Truth
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of the rope there immediately springs into your mind the hissing
serpent to make havoc in your whole life. Hence | love to repeat
the statement that Forgetfulness of God is death. Beit evenfor a
moment let us not die, let us not mistake the rope for the snake.

Now dear, Sacred Ones, if we understand this illustration
of the snakein the rope we will be able to understand our exact or
real relationship with God, without the need of any more statements
or words. A rope is dways arope, be it in the past, present or
future. Even when it was through ignorance mistaken for asnake
itwasonly arope. Your ignorance cannot turn arope into asnake.
Here, in this statement the snake isno longer an attribute of arope
asin the case of the bright star or the kingdom of the king. The
snakeisafalse concept. It never existed except inthemind, inthe
false imagination.

What a beautiful illustrationisthis! The snakein therope
representsour individual relationship with theAlmighty. Thisalone
represents our Absolute Consciousness. We haveawaysbeen the
loving rope and never the dreadful snake. In the past we have
been the Truth. In the present we are the Truth and in the future
we shall bethe Truth. Thuswe must be certain of the existence of
the rope; and the snake —idea can never dare come near us. We
shall stand on the firm rock of our stillness and not on the sandy
shores of vain repetition; we shall not fail to shinein thefull glory
of Absolute Consciousness. This Consciousness is beyond the
finite but it is not unconsciousness. How can words explainit? It
is something which must be realized from within.

Thisreminds me of the highest conception of God or Truth
given by the saints and sages of the East, by their very Silenceand
stillness in a great assemblage. In that great spiritual land of the
hoary-headed Himalayas, under the canopy of the star-lit heavens,
enjoying the cooling rays of the full moon sat a number of sages
by the side of the crystal waters of the Ganges. They were great
souls who had realised the Truth in the depths of their inner
consciousness. While thus assembled they tried to discover the
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solution to the mystery of the creation of the world. They also
were solving the intricate problems of life and death and thusthey
entered into the source of the all manifestation. They had cometo
the point at which they had to understand the Highest Law of God,
whereby knowing which everything will be known. ‘What is that
state by realising which everything will berealised? They tried to
expresstheinexpressible. They tried to manifest the Unmanifest.
They made efforts to enter into the incomprehensible.

At first one said that an incarnation such as Krishna or
Vishnu is God. Then the question wasraised: Who isthe source
of the incarnation, be it Krishna or Vishnu? They said that the
sourceisatman for Heisthe Eternal Principleof intelligencein all
living beings. It isaso called by the great name of mahat or the
Greatest of the great. What is beyond this mahat was the next
guestion. Onereplied: It is avyaktam, the Unmanifest. What is
beyond that great state of avyaktam or Unmanifest? Was the next
guestion. Then one great soul answered: Beyond the Avyaktamis
Purusha, the Lord of Lords, who fills all and pervades and
permeatesall space. Beyond purushathereisnothing. That isthe
end. That isthegoal.

What is this Purusha and how can one understand it? All
of theminonevoicesaid: Itisnothing but santi the Stillness, the
Glory of Perfection. One there hesitatingly asked: What is this
Santi ? Asif to answer thisgreat question of questionsall of them
entered into Samadhi, the Holy State of Stillness where there is
nothing but Santi, the inaudible and unutterabl e Peace both within
and without.

Dear Sisters and Brothers, shall we also enter into the
Blessed State of Santi or Peace for just a moment so that we can
make our livesfruitful? A glimpse of that Great Stillnessis more
than amountain of talk. Talk ison the surface and Peaceisin the
depths of one’sbeing. Let usnow forget for amoment the words
which | have spoken and rise even above listening. Let us merge
within. Make your minds waveless. It is Stillness within and
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without. It is Santi the Universal Peace. Thisisthe statewhichis
our birthright.

OM oM OM

Shall we call this Blessed State where there is neither the
one who talks nor the one who listens by the sweet name of the
Almighty God? Name cannot alter this Holy State of Universal
Peace. That which existsis One and sages have called It by various
names. We arethat ONE, we are to realize this Truth and learn to
be calm, unruffled and waveless in the lake of our minds by our
very dtillness. If we could only remain forever in this state of
Peace what ablessed life should be ours. Our lifewould bethelife
of the All; in al, no longer an individual life but a Universal life.
But adas, the delusion of the snake idea creeps into our mind at a
time when we are off our guard. Thethief enterswhen we are not
watchful, so we must be ever watchful, every moment of our lives,
giving no room for any delusion. If not, our state of God will be
reversed. Need we mention what happens when the snake idea
replacestheropeidea? A perpetual state of misery and restlessness
results and the great word of God is reversed.

God isreigning in Full Glory in the State of Selflessness.
In simple words, it is Selflessness alone which is God-
consciousness. Selfishnessisthe outcome of body-consciousness.
Two things can never exist in one state. Either be aliving God or
a dead corpse. We are told, where the ‘I’ is the Infinite is not:
wherethe Infiniteis, the‘l” isnot. Once again, going back to our
first statement, where the rope is the snake is not and where the
snake isthe ropeisnot.

May we deepen our understanding about the non-existence
of the conception of the snake in a simple rope; May the
consciousnessthat we are nothing but the Truth, in the past, present
and future help to dispel the clouds of imagination and thus make
us shine in full Glory of Stillness, with the realization of the
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nothingness of matter, mind and personality. May the Blessed
Stillness alone reveal its own Self-shining splendour to each and
every one, in the precious moments of our Peace! Thisis my
constant prayer. In conclusion | should liketo recite those beautiful
words of Stillness, Perfection and Fullness:

Om Purnamadah purnamidam purnat purnamudachyate
Purnasya purnamadya purnameva vashisyate

Thisisfull and that is Full. Full comesfrom Full.
Taking away the full from the Full, the Full remains forever.

What agreat joy it isto feel that we are ever full, in work
andinrest, throughout our, lives. May we be ever full and complete
with the Glory of God, with each and every heartbeat, in each and
every moment of our lives. May we inhal e and exhale nothing but
Fullness or Perfection with each and every breath!

OM oM OM
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Chapter 35
A TRAMPING EXCURSION IN PHILADELPHIA

Freedom belongs to the tramps, to those who follow the
Inner Voice and do as they feel from within and not to the so-
called civilised who run after the crowd and walk in the footsteps
of the slaves of fashion. Blessed are the pure, childlikeand simple.
Oneday, intheearly hours, in spite of thedrizzling | felt likegoing
out to roam in the streets and parks of Philadelphialike a tramp,
forgetting the past and ignoring the dim future. How blessed itis
to live in present moment, to forget all responsibilities and self
ordained worksand live evenif only for the time being, a carefree
life. The following message, A TRAMPING EXCURSION will
giveaglimpseinto my carefree and child-like attitude even though
| wasin the ever busy, highly civilised America. Thisisfrom the
Peace of August 1930 and gives a glimpse into my life during
those days of teaching in the West.

ATRAMPING EXCURSION IN PHILADELPHIA

It wasadark and cloudy day. Thesuninthesky washidden
by clouds and mist but the Sun in me strove to shinein full glory.
| wanted to go out and share Nature'slife. Asif the very elements
were against meit begantorainin torrents, however my soul could
not be confined to wallsand cage-likerooms, it wanted the freedom
of the open air. So, wearing my old shoes and an old hat | started
on atramping excursion. To start out onthelifeof atramp | first
filled my pockets with amonds and ground nuts and began to shell
and eat them as| walked, with childlike exuberance, enjoying the
rain. | could not help but sing as | faced the blessed rain.

It's not raining rain to me.
It'sraining daffodils.
It’snot raining rain to me,
It'sraining roses.
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O, who can describe the Glory, the Divine Recklessness of
theforlorn lovers of nature! Passing through a number of streets|
finally reached George's Hill in Fairmont Park. To make my
excursion complete | had bought little ice-cream and | ate it with
my lunch intherain. Then| climbed the steps which are near the
hill and repeated the sacred syllable OM with every step.

O Glory! My happinesswasin full swing, | was one with
al nature! Tears of ecstasy filled my eyesas| looked with love at
everything around me. Onthepathway | beheld alittieworm dowly
creeping and | thought that someone might step on it; so | helped
Brother Worm to passinto the grass from the pavement. Isnot all
life one and the same? Adorations be unto the Universal Life,
whether it is in the form of an angel, a man or aworm! It was
raining rain outside and it was raining Peace inside.

As| passed near abeautiful, tall tree | saw abench at its
foot and | felt tempted to have my lunch then and there. Even
though the rain was pouring on the bench and it was completely
wet thetemptationto sitintherain on thewet bench wasirresistible,
so, spreading a handkerchief over the bench | sat on it with all
contentment and joy. It isPeace within and without, Glory above
and below and Illumination all around!

The birdswere singing for me, the flowers were blooming
for me; and the winds were blowing for me; it was for me alone
that therainwasdrizzling with flowersof joy. Verily, | felt that the
Kingdom of Heaven was near at hand almost unconsciously |
stretched out my hands to feel the Presence in the very ether. |
could not help but watch themillions of blades of grassand compare
them to the physical life of man. All flesh, all forms and names
are no more than mere blades of grass. Alas, the glory of manis
no more than the flowers or the blade of grass. Surely the grass
shall wither and the flower fade. How a man runs after his own
shadow and forgetsthe Life Divine! | wasamost afraid to step or
walk, even on the blades of grassin the glory of my Onenesswith
all Creation. Unconscioudly | repeated the following words:
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Live on, my sweet blades of grass. Bloom on, yetiny
flowers! The God who made me has made you also.
Heisthe Creator of both of usfor HeisAll-life. Sol
will not trample on you. Live on, my precious ones.

After silently finishing the ice-cream and eating the nuts|
continued tramping along the footpathsin the park. At oneplacel
saw that the tyre of an unfortunate man’s car had burst and since
he did not have a spare tyre he stood looking into the sky with a
broken heart and a sad face. Peace be unto him.

Verily, every day hasitsown beginning and also it’sending.
How unsteady and uncertainisthelife of man, likeadrop of water
onthelotusleaf. Still, man runs headlong in mad haste and hunts
his own shadows of imagination. How few are they who run after
God and crave for the Peace which passeth all understanding!

By the time | reached Horticultural Hall 1 was a bit tired
and very wet; so | sat on one of the benches and faced the beautiful
and gigantic treeswhich arein rows on either side of the entrance.
In the middle are water ponds with flower beds. The view was
simply grand and covered avast area. Here and there were beautiful
works of art, statues surrounded by a carpet of grass.

My joy wassimply incomprehensible, for it wasasight for
angelsto envy. Still therain poured on: Here and there stray birds
flew by and sang songs of freedom. My happinesswas so compl ete
and full that even the happiness of emperors and kings could not
comparewithit. Who isthe happiest manin all theworld? It must
be |, the Universal | and not that of the individual. For | am one
withmy All inal. It was stillness within and without. From the
tiny blade of grass to the mighty tree, all Nature is at-Oneness,
without end. My body wasrelaxed. | felt for atimethat | did not
have any body. | wanted to be sure about my bodylessness. When
| looked at myself | saw the long, heavy overcoat. As | was not
conscious of the overcoat, so | was not conscious of the physical
body. Indeed, the body belongsto me as much asthe overcoat and
no more. Both arerelated to me in the same manner.
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In that great Glory | was tempted to merge within myself.
O Glory, Glory, Glory! | felt that | was none other than the living
Truth, inseparably one with the Father in Heaven. | turned to see
on my right side, on the Throne of Glory, my Blessed Christ, Lo!
Hewas not there, but | felt him in the throbbing of my silent heart.
Whereisthe Kingdom of Heavenif itisnot here, inthe stillness of
one's sacred heart?

My breathing became steady and then still. | felt in that
great stillness that every breath is anew life. What a wonderful
thought! Every breath is a new lifel How are we using these
preciouslives? Ah, let usbe careful of these Holy Breathsor Births.
Entering still deeper within myself | found that | create a world
with each and every breath. Glory! Glory! Glory! Who can
understand the splendours of Soul Consciousness! Theseareinner
secrets of the Soul which are revealed only to men of God-
Redlisation. Itisinthe Song of the Soul that one learns the great
secret that every breath is aseparate life and that every heart-beat
iSanew creation.

The Perfection was so great incomprehensiblethat therain
even ceased itsdrizzling and the sun began to shine on the horizon
of my Cosmic Consciousnessin full Glory!, bathing the manifested
and the unmanifested in His Sunshine. May All Glory be unto
God. The Presence was so intense and deep that automatically my
hands stretched out and | repeated unconsciously with Christ: *
Come unto me, ye heavy laden, ye oppressed and depressed of all
religions and nations for | am the way, the Life and the
Resurrection’.

It was getting dark and the guards were preparing to close
the doors of the Hall; so | went inside to see and enjoy again the
beautiful flowersand trees. Asl entered | greeted the statues with
love, kissed theflowersin unity, embraced the creepersin Perfection
and gazed at thetall treesin awe. | bowed my head in respect to
give greetings to the fish in the glass tank. Ah! how these
so-called inanimate and soulless things speak and breathelifeinto
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the heart of man! Eyes have they, yet they see not, ears have they
yet they hear not. Man isdead to Nature’s Life and alive to dead
matter.

Thus, while occupied in exchanging greetings of lovewith
each and every plant and object | heard the whistle blow and | had
to comeout of the Hall. Yet | wasagain tempted to sit on the same
bench and face the spacious and gloriousview in front of me. Are
not thesetall and shady treesmine? Are not these beautiful flowers
the expressions of my blooming love! The earth, sky and others
are mine alone: What is there that is not mine? Who can dare to
come and stand in the way of my blessed enjoyment? Who can
separate me from my dear and near ones? Who can prevent me
from sharing my love with my al in al? The world ismy Home
and its people are my Sisters and Brothers and to love and serve
them ismy religion.

What a glorious state it is to feel God's Presence in each
and every breath. As | watched my breath, which is birth, 1
remembered that a letter from a dear Sister, which contained a
poem was in my pocket. | opened it and read the poem:

The Breath of God

Breathe on us Breath of God

Till we arewholly Thine.

Till al this earthly part of us
Glowswith Thy Fire Divine.
Breathe on us Breath of God.

Fill uswith life anew,

That we may love that Thou dost love
And do what Thou dost do,
Breathe on us Breath of God,

So we shall never die,

But live with Thee in Perfect Life
Of Thine Eternity.
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Asl| read this soul-stirring poem | became onewith the All
Breath, the Cosmic Breath. It began to get dark and the rain
continued to pour in torrents. | wanted to sit there forever but |
had the feeling that the rain might stop and that | might miss an
adventure. Thus | made a move and walked on and on, feeling
Onenesswith all Life, recognizing the Sweet Face of my Beloved
in every face until | finaly reached home, quite wet, drenched.
Thus ended the Excursion of a Simple Tramp.

Asl changed my clothes| felt the same state of ecstasy and
Oneness. | lay down on my bed and lost myself inthefull Glory of
Millions of Suns-Splendour. How can | succeed in describing my
inexpressible Peace, the Supreme Peace!

O verily itisinexpressible Peace, Supreme Peace: It flows
frommeinriversandtorrents. It gushesout in my thoughts, words
and deeds. ItisPeaceinmy very sight and breath: May All Homage
be unto Peace which is eternal and All-embracing?

As | was called for supper | came down from my Divine
State where Heavens declare His Glory and the firmament reveals
His handiwork. | wondered whether my tramping excursion was
after all adream. Perhaps, who knows? Theworld itself isalong
dream and consists of two kinds, day and night dreams. What is
not adream in thisworld of all dreams?

Even if my excursion was adream it was anyway a most
pleasant dream.

May All Glory be unto the Dreamless One.
May Peace be unto All.

OM OM OM
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Chapter 36
HAPPY DAYS AND SOLID WORK IN SRI MARIYA ASHRAM

Sometimes one feels like seeing all the beautiful things
which are outside, glorifying Nature. Again there are timeswhen
one does not even feel like opening his eyes, for it is al within,
God is within. There are times when one feels like writing and
writing allowing the flow of words to pour forth like the torrents
of ariver or therapidsof NiagaraFalls. Sometimesthewords, the
ingpiration isdammed up and nothing will come, either fromwithin
or from without. One does not feel like touching apen. When a
lark or anightingale sings of its own accord it is so melodious, but
when abirdisforcedto singthemelody islikethat of acrow’scry.
In this world no one is free of moods. One does everything
according to mood. Blessed are they who have risen above moods
of every kind for such souls are very few, rear and precious.

Whenever | writeany of the chaptersof thisAutobiography
the question often comesto me, ‘ Isthewriting of an Autobiography
more important than thefeeling of God's Presence? Of coursethe
awareness of God's Presence must comefirst and foremost, before
the writing of athousand autobiographies. What ismore, asnot a
blade of grass moves without God’'s will and Presence it is He
Whowrites. Let Him writethen, and et ustry to be Hisinstruments.
May the instruments be pure, selfless and entirely dedicated to
God so that He can express through it the Highest in asimple and
natural way. Itisthe mind, the mood that makesall the difference,
whether one stays in the lonely caves of the hoary-headed
Himalayas or in crowded cities, the busy towns of Philadelphia,
New York, New Delhi and others. When the mind is detached
from the body and the senses and given to the Light within, it is
the samewhether oneisinthe Himalayasor inthe*bustling cities
of the East and the West. What is most important in this precious
human birthis pining after God, working, living and breathing for
Him and loving and serving all His children.

Through purvajanmasukrutham, good karmaof deedsdone
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in past births God gave me a Spiritual Mother, Mother Mariya,
who lived, worked and breathed for my welfare day and night and
considered me her all in all, her own spiritual child. Thereis not
theleast exaggeration when | writethat | spent some of the happiest
daysof my lifein Philadelphiain the Mariyaashram branch, inthe
Shrine room of Mother Mariya, where | bathed in her deep and
great Love. Shewatched not only over my health but also over my
spiritual life and progress with Mother’s love, tender care and
affection, hour after hour, as | sat absorbed in deep meditation in
her Shrine Room. Lost inintense contemplation of HisLight, with
all the outer thingsand necessities of life such aseating and sleeping
forgotten, Mother would sit downstairs and worry about my welfare.

Often she also would meditate with me hour after hour in
the Holy Room of Silence and Peace. But when it was time for
breakfast, lunch or dinner she would be anxious that |1 open my
eyes and come out of my meditation and descend from the Shrine
Room to the dining hall below so that | might eat some food for
the nourishment of the body. In her great love, Mother would
prepare tasty and healthy dishes and then sit and wait for me to
come down, worrying also that the food was getting cold. Often
we had argued, tussled over my irregular meals. Sometimes, when
| stayed upstairs too long and did not come out from the Shrine
Room, Mother Mariya, in her great compassion and love would
bring a glass of fruit juice or milk and feed me herself. | would
drink unwillingly, sometimes mechanically, for | was unconscious
of the outer world. Such where the happiest days of my blessed
lifein the Sri MariyaAshram under the holy protection of Mother
Mariya. Her Love can never be described in finite words. When |
travelled, even in the middle of the ocean Mother would send
wireless messages, radiograms with prayer for my welfare quite
often and she was kind enough to provide for a paid telegraphic
reply. How good, kind, generous, loving and considerate she was
aways! Mother Mariya wrote in an article a contribution to our
Peace Journal, some inspiring thoughtson Mother’sLove. Hereis
an excerpt.
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There is no love like Mother’s Love. It is more than the
love of a Mother cat for her kittens, a Mother hen for her little
brood, a human Mother’s love for her child, or the Love of God
for the Only Begotten Son. It is Mother's Lovejust the same even
though the manifestations are different in expression. The essence
which permeates this great force which we call and understand as
Mother'sLoveisthe samein every creature sheart. Oh, the mystery,
the unfathomabl e depths of Mother's Love! No priest or scientist
has ever been ableto describe or analyseitsgreat secret for itisan
attribute of Heaven. Itsrays spread over al creation and piercethe
vaulted minds of men, making life sweeter, nobler and more
beautiful.

There is no heart so tender as Mother’s

There is no voice so sweet as Mother’s,

Thereisno love so true as Mother’s,

Thereisno sacrifice so great as Mother’s,

There are no arms so gentle as Mother’s,

There is no heaven so dear as Mother’s,

For in her heaven all isforgiveness, love and Peace.

OM! OM! OM!

In those blessed days| lived, nay floated in a happy world
of my own, basking in Mother’s Love, filled and surrounded,
permeated and pervaded by Mother Mariya's Love. Her simple
words of affection and compassion have been thejoy, strength and
life giving inspiration of my existence. Every letter of hers has
been a source of wisdom and joy to me. Mother used to write to
me almost every day, both day and night. Some of her loving
letters became wet with her sacred tears and the words, as the ink
was moistened, were shaky and unreadable. She also collected
my inspiring thoughts from the letterswhich | wroteto her during
my absence from the Mariya Ashram. She made them into two
lovely notebookswith thetitle, Soul of Omkar and presented them
to me.
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| hope, in memory of Mother Mariya's deep and infinite
love, that someday they will be published as a book, for they are
her loving and patient work, of selfless Mother's Love.

Thus, as those happy days passed, all that | wanted was
only to be fully worthy of Mother Mariya's high expectations of
me for, she, Brother Suryananda and hundreds of devoted and
aspiring studentslooked to mefor guidance and help and considered
me asthe Living Messiah of the Age. Having heard of my arrival
in America again letters of appreciation and congratulations for
my safe arrival in the U.S.A began to pour in from friends and
devotees. Many sent requests that | visit their various towns to
give my Message of Peace, for they longed for the privilege of
hearing in the Truth Universal. There were also many invitations
from Churches, Templesand various spiritual organizationsasking
me to give my helpful message to their devoted congregations.
Thus it was my blessed privilege and a God-given opportunity to
help and serve many of the aspiring souls of America, regardless
of colour, creed or denomination by sharing the Message of Peace
at famous churches, Unity Centers, New Thought Societies, Bahal
Groups, Sufi Meetings, Rosicrucian Lodges, Theosophical
Societies and with families and friends in private homes.

It was touching also to see the many devoted aspirants,
rich and poor, young and old, the highly evolved souls who came
from near and far, from long distances of hundreds of miles, from
the states and cities of America such as New Jersey, Minisota,
Florida, California, Washington, lllinois, Hollywood, LosAngeles,
Portland, Oregon, Denver, etc., to attend the Peace Meetings. Many
of those who came to Philadelphia were teachers of Truth, heads
of spiritual organizations, religions, churchesand centres and they
came for further instructions and more meditation. In all the
meetings the practical side of the spiritual life was always
emphasized, concentration, prayer, selfless service and meditation
ontheHighest. | became known among the American devoteesas
the ‘ Peace Swami’ for, in those holy days and even now, my one
thought aim and aspiration has been to lead all who came to me
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for instruction from the unreal to the Real, from the finite to the
Infinite and from the mortal to the Immortal.

It was my wish never to disappoint any of the least of His
children who fully relied upon me, trusted me astheir ideal friend
and teacher and who depended upon me to lead them towards the
Peace that passeth all understanding. Thus, when many spiritual
teacherswith their own congregations cameto me seeking to clear
their doubts and experience deep meditation | alwaystried to help
them, generally not with finite words but by leading them into
meditation. | have ever believed that it is Meditation and Silence
which dispel all the passing clouds of weakness and ignorance for
itisthe Light which dispels all clouds, be they thick or thin.

Whenever any spiritual organisations or individual wrote
and requested me to visit their town to speak | left all the
arrangements to mother Mariya and Brother Suryanandafor they
knew better than |, the particular people, their interests and their
towns. Often they would take mein their comfortable Studebaker
Car to servethedevotees. During all our Meetings, whether in the
Sri Mariya Ashram or in homes, churches or hals Mother and
Brother sat on my right and left hand sides introduced me and
served mein many ways. | wastheir All inall, their own baby and
spiritual child and to serve the devotees by spreading Peace
throughout theworld waslife’sideal, the soul and goal of precious
human birth for both of them.

All Glory belongs to God. May Peace be unto Mother
Mariyaand Brother Suryanandgji and all.

OM oM OM
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Chapter 37
THE MESSAGE OF NIAGARA FALLS

TheLord isin HisHoly Temple
Let all the earth keep silent before Him.

Here the Lord isin His outer Temple, hence let the whole
world behold Him in activity. Glory be unto the maesty of the
Niagara Falls. Adorations be unto its self-shining and unceasing
flow of splendour!

Where am | now? | am in the Divine Presence and so my
speech is dumb, senses withdrawn inwardly, mind dissolving, the
body is becoming numb. | force myself to write something of the
Glory of thesefalls. | gazed at the Fallsin deep silence, with tears
of ecstasy in my eyes. Let me listen rather to the message of the
Fals.

THE FALLS SAY:

Dear child of God, my message to you is to pour out, to
pour out all that you have in a continuous and never ending flow
of service, never seeking any kind of reward. Pour out, not now
and then, but always. Pour out your love not only unconsciously
but also consciously. Remember that God will never beyour debtor.
The more you give the more you will have. The simple way to
have more isto give what you already have.

As an image of God, you can afford to give Infinite Love
and Eternal Peace. Peace and Love are your own birthright. Do
not withhold these precious gifts as amiser would. Share al your
perishable and Imperishable riches with the whole of humanity.

Bathe the world in Peace and Joy
Drench humanity in Health and Glory.

A giver isalwaysrespected and abeggar isalways shunned.
Look at me! | give, without seeking any reward and without any
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motive. | give because, | cannot keep. Behold how thewholeworld
gazesat mein awe and admiration! How beautiful isthe Giver! So
my sweet child beagiver of Peace, love, harmony, blissand glory.

Recognize only your true glory, your rea splendour and
shine on asthe Sun of suns, bathing the wideworld in your ssmple
love which is contended to live as love.

Pour out, pour out for you cannot keep! Give out, giveawvay
for you can afford to give. Give unceasingly. Pour out
unconsciously, for our joy is in giving and never in holding.
Accumulationismisery, sharing or givingisjoy. So, onewho gives
isaliving God and the one who keepsis dead, a mummy.

If you have nothing else to give, offer your last drop of
blood and flesh and thusbe an ideal of living sacrifice and giver of
joy blessedness. For it hasbeen said, that itismore blessed to give
than to receive. Hence, the happiness of both the receiver and the
giver isyours. For verily, you are the receiver and the giver in the
highest aspect.

So my child, go forth now into the wide world with my
message of giving, unceasingly, unconsciously. This is my
unspoken messageto you, the Message of Serviceintheout pouring
of Love.

As | assimilated this | sat still and felt Peace within and
without. | felt the stillness in the very roaring sound of the Falls.
The message was overwhelming to me; | was filled with a new
spirit. | want now to give and give not words and thoughts alone
but my very lifeand soul. All that | have physically, mentally and
spiritually belongsto the whole of humanity. Oh children of God!
Herearemy flesh, blood and bones. Here are my mind and intell ect.
Here are my heart and soul. Pray do come and share my Infinite
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Love. Pleaserender methefavour of accepting my Love. Do not
spare me, for every atom and cell in this being belongsto you. |
keep lifein thisform only for the purpose of sharing al that | have
with you. My creed can be summed up in oneword, GIVE. And
thisisthe Message of the sacred Niagara Falls.

Oh beloved, Niagara, how | loveyou! Glory be unto you
for the living message you are giving to the whole world.

I moved on, retracing my may with unwilling steps, but |
carried thetrue spirit of sharing my heart with all. No longer were
my feet on the earth. | walked on air.

| embraced the hillsand rocks caressed the plants and trees
whispered with the cool breeze; and have shonewiththelifegiving
Sun.

I smiled with children, exchanged my heart with sisters
and brothersin loving oneness as they passed by me.

| am giving and giving whenever | sing and chant the sacred
syllable OM, not to afew but to one and all in creation.

| am anew being now. The Niagara has given me a new
birth or rebirth, fromwhich | can pour out Floods of Light, Streams
of Glory, Riversof Life and Oceans of Peace!

Glory! Glory! Glory!

All Glory be unto the NiagaraFalls. | am the Child of the
Niagara, the Giver of Life, Light and Love.

NOTE: - This message was written by Sri Swami Omkar when
visiting several yearsago, theWonderful NiagaraFallsin America
where thundering grandeur brought on a state of God-
Consciousness and sacred ecstasy. Writtenintheform of amessage,
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histhoughts of inspiration at that time have been widely appreciated
both in the East and the West and many reprints have been required.
Miss Elisabeth Achelis, known as the New World Calendar Lady,
has had this message printed in the form of alarge scroll-taking it
to be document worthy of preservation and has given it to the
various Churches and Peace Endeavour Groups in and around
Buffalo, where it has been received as a truly Cosmic Message
from a great and universal soul. Our hearty thanks go forth to
Sister Elisabeth Achelis for thus sowing Seeds of Peace.

- Sister Sushila Devi
oM OoM oM
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Chapter 38
SOLID WORK ALL AROUND
SERVICE TO OTHERS:

In those blessed days of spiritual glory my onethought was
to help and serve others. My only wish and aspiration has been
never to alow anyone who has come to see me, either as a seeker
of Truth or as a critic who wished to discuss the superiority of the
religions of the East or the West, to go from me without helping
and serving them in some way or other to grow spiritually. Both
now and then | prayed with intense longing for ways in which to
help al the devotees, for, many came from faraway places and
sacrificed both time and money. | had forgotten to think of myself
long ago. Then and now my one and only thought has been of
others and how to serve them. Here is an inspiring poem which
has guided my life and | hope will be appreciated by my loving
readers:

OTHERS

Lord! Help meto live from day to day
In such a self-forgetful way

That even when | kneel and pray

My prayers shall befor OTHERS.

Help mein al thework | do

To ever be sincere and true

And know that all | would do for Y OU
Must needs be done for OTHERS.

Let self be crucified and dlain
And buried deep; and al invain
My efforts beto rise again
Unlessto livefor OTHERS.

And when the work on earth is done
And my work in heavens begin,
May | forget the the crown I’ ve won
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While thinking still of OTHERS.

OTHERS, Lord, yet OTHERS
L et this my motto be;

Help meto livefor OTHERS
That | may livelike THEE.

In this simple poem the author prays, works and lives only
for others. He asks us also to say, to destroy and to crucify the
little self and live only for others. Even in Heaven he requests us
to think of others and thus live, work, breathe and die for others.
Serviceto othersisessential in the beginning on the spiritual path,
for it leads to God-realisation slowly and steadily.

The path of Truth can be reached only through service to
others in a simple and direct way. No doubt it is rugged, steep,
thorny and narrow at first, but aswe keep on serving otherswithout
any expectation of any reward, the way leads us finally to the
Heavenly Portals of Peace, Joy and Blessedness. Serviceto others
is the Foundation. Meditation is the Structure. Cosmic Blissis
the Pinnacle. One step leads to another. But in the Glory of God,
inthe Highest State, thereisno such thing as others, for all arethe
living manifestations of the One, Indivisible God. In serving any
of the least of His children, we are only serving ourselves and
Him, the Onewithout asecond. 1nthose days my onethought, my
only thought was how to help and serve all those trusting, devoted
and aspiring souls who relied upon me with such love, trust and
confidence. For their sake, to help themin apractical and smple
way, | merged within and meditated deeply in order to find smple
and direct means to serve them. In the moments of intense
introspection, | devised and planned four helpful Initiations, that
lead step by step in amost direct and easy way, from devotion to
God-realisation.

Until their Initiation every aspirant was required to keep a
Spiritual Diary and notetheir daily practicesand spiritual progress.
This was quite essential. It was not enough however just for the
studentsto keep adaily record; the diaries had to be collected every
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week and read carefully and corrected by me. Thus| worked hard,
often till past the midnight hours, closely reading and checking
the diaries, noting the practices of the students and their spiritual
progress. | would also make suggestions and comments to help
them in their meditations and sadhana. All thisreading of diaries
was a hard and laborious work; and as | sat up late, patiently
correcting the students' records, Mother Mariyawould sit by my
side, her heart sad and heavy over my tediouswork. In spite of all
my strain or because of it, | rejoiced to see each week the silent
and steady progress of many of the students. Those who lived far
away from the town were requested to send their diaries by mail;
and after correcting them and giving further instructions and
suggestions, | would send the diaries back to them. Thus the
responsibility of theteacher isgreat and heavy if hereally wantsto
help and serve pupils.

A NEW PEACE CENTRE IN NEW YORK:
SUSHILA RATNAM AND SANTI :

It isinteresting to note that ladies are usually more devoted
than men in religious and spiritual matters, in both the East and
the West. Mother Indiahas been famousfor its saintly Mothers of
sacrifice; and selfless service of women of Godliness who have
set especially an example of chastity. The pureand dedicated lives
of Sita, Damayanthi, Maitreyi and Sarada have inspired peopleall
over theworld, not only in the past and the present; but also, for all
time to come.

Santi Mouni Devi was the spiritual guide and music teacher
of the Rani Saheba of L akshminarasapuram, aplace about 25 miles
distant from the Ashram. She was a highly spiritual and talented
lady and played beautifully upon the vina, the noted stringed
instrument of India, loved by Goddess Saraswati. Santi Mouni
Devi was also the daughter of the Dewan of Mysore, one of the
most advanced and cultured states of India. We were happy to
have her with us often at the Ashram and she and some of her lady
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students would give musical concerts for our benefit. The Rani
Saheba and her family also visited the Ashram in those days. At
that time Santi Mouni Devi was about 75 years of age, highly
cultured and a great lover of the simple life of the Ashram. She
longed to make Santhi Ashram her permanent homein the closing
years of her life. She has ever had abig place in my heart.

Ratnam, as many of the readers already know isthe Mother
of Atmaram, the little boy, whom | had taken with me to America
on my second voyage. Her family, al of its members have ever
been devoted to the Ashram from the very beginning. Sushilawas
theta ented daughter of Mr. and Mrs. AnandaRao, Mother Kamala
Devi Tambat, the oldest devotees of the Ashram. She was such a
devoted and gentle child that her parents wished to offer her to
Santhi Ashram, with her simple and dedicated life. Often young
Sushila stayed in the Ashram alone with me, after her parents had
returned to Madras. God knows what is best for each and every
individual and no one can predict the future of another’slife. We
are happy that little Sushila studied well and has become an M.A.
And alsofamousfor her classica music. Sheisasothelifepartner
of Sri Babu Rao Patel, the Editor of the well-known magazine,
Mother India.

As these three devoted ladies have been ever near and dear
to the Ashram as well asto my heart | tried to keep their memory
fresh aways by giving their names to the three devoted ladies in
America, who loved and adored me and considered me astheir all
inall. Mrs. Nivem was Sushila, the child; Miss Dayton, Ratnam,
thesster; and Santhi Devi, the Mother wasMrs. Jean Lilly, (Santhi).
Thus God blessed me with a spiritual child; adevoted sister and a
loving mother in New York City; as well as Mother Mariya in
Philadel phiaand ahost of brothersand sistersthroughout America

These three ladies of New York City were rich, educated
and very devoted. They attended my weekly lectures in
Philadel phia often; and used to come all the way from New York
inataxi, adistance of morethan ahundred miles. After the meeting
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they would returnto New York again that evening, and reach home
safe after midnight; thusthey sacrificed their time, money and sleep
for God. They were aso devoted and they kept on trying to persuade
meto cometo New York, the biggest city of skyscrapers, to start a
branch of the Peace Centrethere. Mrs. Lilly, Santhi Devi offered
her comfortable home for the Peace Meetings and agreed to bear
all theexpenses, for shewasrich not only in wealth but in devotion.
Many devotees, came to the Peace Meetings, not only from New
York but from Chicago, Denver, San Francisco and other distant
placesto listen to my simple message of Peace and love, in which
the need and innocence of establishing Peace in one’'s own heart
first, so as to pave the way towards Universal Peace was aways
emphasi zed.

| have always felt deeply grateful to Sushila, Ratnam and
Santhi Devi, the loyal and dedicated devotees, the Trinity of my
lifein New York City, for they helped to spread Peace far and
near among their devoted friends and relations and they made my
stay inthat great city, comfortable and successful. Large meetings
were arranged in the spacious parlour of Mrs. Lilly and many
famous people of the day, such as Sri Swami Bodhanandaji, the
Guru Bhai of the renowned Swami Vivekanandgi, the Reverend
Sohrab, President and Founder of the Baha Centre in New York;
and many other reverend Brothers and Sisters were kind enough
to attend. Asso many people attended the Peace Meetingsin New
York regularly, | agreed, at their requests, to start a Peace Centrein
New York.

Mr. John Hanrahan, a devoted advocate, along with his
friends was very much interested in the Message of Peace and
they were all anxious to have a permanent Peace Centre in the
City of Skyscrapers. It was the greatest wonder in those days to
see dl thetall buildings of New York City, some with 25, 30 and
even 50 stories in height. It is said that the tallest building has
nearly 150 stories. Many people, rich and poor, young and old
attended our meetings. Some were talented musicians, noted
philosophersand great scientists. Onemusician, Carmelalpholito
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of Italy wasone of the studentsand hel ped us at the Peace M eetings,
by playing beautifully on her costly violin. Shetold us, that it was,
so very rare and antique and would cost lakhs of rupees; in fact,
that it was priceless, beyond material value. Inany case her music
on the violin was divine and soul-stirring.

We made many journeysto different places and | remember
visiting the home of Mother Thea Torrison in Auburn, New York
along with many devotees. Count IliyaTolstoy, son of the famous
LateLeo Tolstoy, agreat spiritual soul attended our Peace meeting,
with Nadine Tolstoy, his wife. | remember that after the Peace
meeting and prayers the Count Iliya Tolstoy took me aside and
told methat | would never be agood orator for | *swallowed’ my
wordsin my ecstasy. He asked meto roar like alion and not chew
the words for they were all expecting big things from me. Many
years later, after the death of Gandhiji, Count Iliya wrote to me
and said that now that Gandhiji was no longer in his body, all
were looking to Santhi Ashram, the Mission of Peace, to sustain
the world spiritually in days of chaos and trouble. For years and
even now all these devotees of Americaand other lands have kept
in closetouch with Santhi Ashram and rendered the greatest, silent
help of spreading Peace in the world.

| felt grateful to all the Mothers, Brothers, Sisters and
Children, who were devoting their time and energy to the Peace
Centre in New York City, so that it might be successful. Again,
over ninety percent of the audience were women and here and
thereonly, afew men wereto be seen. Mother Mariyaand Brother
Suryanandatravelled all the way from Philadelphiato New York
and took part also in the Peace Work there, although they were sad
at heart at my separation from them. On an auspicious day the
Peace Centre was inaugurated in the greatest city of the U.S.A.
Hereisan account written by Mrs. Jean D. Lilly, our Santhi Devi
which was published in Peace, January, 1930. Truly she wasthe
real Founder and President, with her great heart of devotion.
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A NEW PEACE CENTRE IN NEW YORK
Mrs. J. D. Lilly, 420 Riverside Drive, New York City writes:

Our Beloved Swamiji, Sri Swami Omkar is doing
wonderful work here. We have established anew Peace Centrein
New York City and itisgrowing all thetime. Before heleavesfor
Indiawe shall havealarger Peace Centre. He hasendeared himself
to everyone and has brought the Message of Peace that we have
been waiting for, for so long.

Thisisthe second Peace Centre opened in America.

May All Glory be unto God!

OM OM OM
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Chapter 39
THE OCEAN’S MESSAGE

Atlantic City, New Jersey is a well known beach resort,
close to both New York City and Philadelphia. Mother Mariya
and Brother Suryananda often took me there for rest and we had
deep meditations on the white sands, facing the ocean. It wasin
Atlantic City that | first met Swami Yoganandaji and we became
life-long friends. He visited me while | was in the city of New
York and also came to me seemein Indiaat Waltair Ashram. His
beautiful and inspiring songs have alwaysgivenjoy tooneand al,
who have heard and sung them. Once just athree lines, song, has
been the inspiration of my life and has been trandlated into Telugu
by Smt. Lakshmi Subhadra Devi, the Rani Saheba of Bobbili and
her devoted sister, Smt. Saraswati Devi who plays on the vina and
sings beautifully. In English thelines are:

| will sing Thy Name
| will drink Thy Name
Until | get al drunk,
Oh! with Thy Name.

| remember one amusing incident of those daysinAtlantic
City. Swami Yoganandaji came to the beach for aday and as the
resort was crowded he could not find a place to stay. | offered to
share my room with him but as there was only one cot, both of us
had to dlegp onit. At the hour of dawn, when we arose, he asked
mesmilingly: ‘Swamiji, did | snorein my sleep? | hopethat | did
not disturb your sleep; | replied: ‘Dear Swamiji it was not like
snoring at all, but like something | have never heardin all my life,
a big sound coming from such a huge engine. | took it for some
kind of Yogic exerciseand | watched it al the night.’ In his sweet,
loving way heroared with laughter at my words. Later on he cooked
some Indian curry and other dishes and we partook of the meal in
His Name. He aways had a kind word, a loving joke and a
thoughtful suggestion to narrate to friends, students or audience,
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whether the occasion was alarge meeting or asimple meal with a
few friends.

Thus, as | sat on the beach in Atlantic City, singing His
Name, drinking Hisname, becoming all intoxicated with HisName
and listening to the ceasel ess chanting of the Mystic Syllable OM
by the waves of the mighty Ocean, the Ocean spoke to me and
gave me its message of Peace and Wisdom. Hereisthe message,
written in 1929 and published in our Peace Journal that year.

THE OCEAN’'SMESSAGE

On a bright Spring day, resting on the glistening, white
sandsin Atlantic City, surrounded by Nature's glory, the blue sky
as canopy, cool breezes caressing, my Atman, the Inner Self began
to commune with my own ageless friend, the great ocean.

| said to the Ocean: O mighty Ocean, you are in the
East and the West, the North and the South. In your
endless travels by day and night, you are expected to
meet the Lord of Love, the Creator of both you and me
and all of us. Will you ask Him, how soon | shall have
liberation from the dual life of finite consciousness?|
crave my birthright, which is beyond the senses and
incomprehensible, the Only Redlity.

The Ocean answered: My little friend, blessed is the
heart that craves Salvation, | am happy to answer your
question, for the sweet Beloved One, the Lord of
Creation isnot separate or away from me. Behold, He
Is dancing in the very waves of my bosom. Can you
not see and feel His Presence now? Listen to the
solution to your problem, here and now.

Can you count all these numberless waves that have been
rising in me day and night from time immemoria? If a man is
restless, egoistical or selfish, he must take asmany rebirthsasthere
arewavesinme. Even after passing through so many innumerable
rebirths, should he continue to cling to the ego or hislittle self, he
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shall fail to reach the heart and Soul of life which is life's only
goal. Benot discouraged by this Truth, for it hasabright side for
themanwho livesaLife of Selflessness. If amanispure, innocent,
without the consciousness of ‘I’ he can realise God at this very
moment, facing Him in al places, throughout, all time.

Draw closer to me. Take aplungeinto me. Mergein me.
Behold! in the depths of my bosom there are neither ripples nor
waves. Assimilate that wavelessness, my friend. You will attain
liberation immediately. Inthe Glory of that wavelessnessyou are
aready liberated. Recognise this great motionless state and be
silent. ‘Be still and know that | am God'.

Listening to these sacred words sinking deep within me
and becoming a part of me, | became silent, wavel ess, motionless,
and even breathless - One with the Presence of God. Adorations
be unto the Silent Glory of the Ocean.

Bowing my head once again in deep reverence, | asked
another question. O Great Ocean, what is your message to the
East, the West, to the whole world? What is your message to the
children of the Infinite?

The Ocean, facing meinitsmajestic, silent repose replied:
Dear Child, Image of God, which every being is, my message is
yours, take it and make it known to God's children everywhere.

1. Universality of Existence:

‘That which existsisone and sageshave called it by various names'.
For example, consider me. | am nothing but a mass of water and
yet | am called by many names all over the world. On one side |
am called the Pacific, on the other side, the Atlantic. In one place
| am the Indian Ocean and in another, the Arabian Sea.

There are so many names for me and yet these names
can never change me. For ‘I am' what ‘I am’. | am
water within, | am water without, | am water al around
the world.
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In the same manner God isuniversal. God cannot befound
through names and forms. Thereisno Christian God, Hindu God,
Buddhist God and so forth. God is one without a second, God is
the Peace that passeth all understanding. Peace therefore belongs
to those who recognise His manifestation in all His Creation. He
isthe OnePresencein every faith. So let thefoundation of religions
be the basic Truth of His Universal Existence.

2. Separation is Death and Unity isLife:

For example, take one of my waves; so long as the wave
feels that it is separate from me its doom is sealed; it becomes
finite, ineffectual and insignificant. When once it recognises its
inseparable Oneness with me, behold, al that | have belongs to
that wave, | am the wave and the wave is the Ocean.

With the Creator | am everything and without Him | am
nothing. If a man separates himself from the Universal Energy,
though he may be the wealthiest and the greatest man in theworld,
neverthel ess, when he projects hisempty intellect, he appearsonly
asasepulchre containing dry bones. His separateness makes him
weak, sick, finite and corruptible; he is a mortal, susceptible to
death and decay. Hence man’s freedom under all conditions lies
in his recognition of inseparable Oneness with Almighty God,
expressed in the Universal Energy of All Life.

Asthereis not atime when the wave is away or separate
from me so there is never a moment when man is separate from
God. Thewaverisesin me, remainsand dissolvesinme. Soitis
that man rises in God, remains in God, is drawn back again into
God. Thus, in hisgreatness, man becomes continuously the perfect
image of God through the decree of his Divine Heritage. Thisis
the desirefor expression, for progress, which existsin every living
human being.

3. MergeWithin:

Often men desire God constantly but they are not willing
to pay the price demanded by their desires. How oftenisthedesire
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to fulfill the needs of the Spirit, lukewarm, because it is covered
over by too much exterior activity? For the desires and longing of
the Spirit in man to be gratified, his needs must pay the pricein the
coin of sincerity, earnestness, patience and perseverance. Thisis
not difficult if he has eyes with which to see clearly and the
simplicity tofeedl intensely theliving moment that continually wraps
him within and without in beauty, power, service and love.

To see clearly, to feel the intensity, the deep meaning in
each moment, which iswhat beauty expresses-and every moment
has something new-one has to pay the price in selflessness and
thus acquire the power to exchange freely and with feeling, the
Love Divine, inherent in each and every precious moment.

Merge within and you shall feel and know the way of
sincerity. Mergewithin that you may obtain soul-stirring thoughts
in the Great Consciousness of Silence. Such thoughts are
preventives against shipwreck. Thisisonly aphase of theinfinitely
far-reaching ecstasy known only by plunging into the depths of
one’'s own being. One should not be discouraged if he does not
realise God in asingle meditation. A pearl diver plungesinto me
again and again until he succeeds in obtaining the precious shell
that contains the pearl. God isthere. Heis never dead, absent or
away. S0, let every man plungeinto hisinner consciousness, until
he knows hisown ‘ till, small voice' and realisesitstrue meaning,
which isnone other than Truth, areflection of the One Substance.
In the bliss of Silence, souls meet throughout the worlds. Time
and space are no longer an obstruction. Through this sublime
communion the ageless souls of men feel and know God. The
law, ‘like attractslike’ opensthe way to all-consciousness. Thisis
theway of Life, Light and Love. It may be carried through every
moment of activity. It isthe Law that bringsillimitable power for
joy and happiness. Merge within and ‘know thyself’ ‘then carry
the Inner Light and its mission continuously through the seconds
of existence darkness cannot withstand it. Carry the light, follow
the light, merge within and charge it again and again ceaselesdly.
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4. Forbearance:

The one doctrine of my message is summed up in that one
word: Forbearance. Look at me. Not-with-standing the eddies,
ripples, waves, | am the Ocean. In winds and gales, tempests and
storms, | bear silently, retaining my identity of infinitude. | dance
intheripplesand thewaves. | sing continuously the sacred syllable
OM in the roaring of my waves. On the surface there may be
disturbance but in the depths of my being, there is only deep
stillness. What are these disturbancesto me? Cloudsrise and clouds
disappear, only to reveal the same sunshine ceaselessly. Let the
wavesriseand fal. In my depths| am unconcerned except for my
happiness at their smilesand their wild play. For | know the glory
of the Changeless State centered within myself. | am the abundant
supply from the storehouse of God, never ceasing, ever living,
ever loving, aways ready to bear silently the changing days and
seasons.

Peaceisnot attained by fretting; it isattained only by those
who can bear to love. If | am able to bear all thingsin my bosom
how much more should you be able to bear as you are the closer
child of God, the nearer image of Truth? You, who are the so
called man, arethe Light of theworld. Canyou not bear everything?
What are the shadows of criticism or of condemnation? Is not the
Light stronger than the shadows? How can you, the Light be
offended or insulted by shadows? As all such things merge and
dissolve in me, so let al these shadows, great and small also
dissolveinyour Light.

As the Light of the world, be like the Sun. Burn on and
giveforth Life, Light and Love. Let no shadows touch or disturb
your Glory. Hide not your Light for you can afford to smile at
death. For after all, is not the whole world merely a bubble in
God'sInfinite Glory? What el se can you find in yourself but Life,
Light and Love? Think well. What else are these but the one
Eternal Truth. Mergewithin yourself. Feel your Spirit's meaning
and glory and Forbearance will be understood.
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5. The Various Aspects of the Waves:

My friend, have you not watched the innumerable waves
in me? Have you never stopped to think that each wave has a
special message of itsown? Look at the calm and peaceful waves
and compare them with the restless and roaring waves. Watch
their different aspects. Someareloving and soothing waves. Some
are boisterousand fearful waves. There arejealouswaves, envious
waves, and sorrowful waves, wicked and life-devouring waves.
These are the waves that must be controlled by conscious
intelligence before they can do harm. A dangerous wave may be
the means for taking hundreds and even thousands, of lives, if not
controlled by man’s conscious intelligence.

My friend, the waves that are in me are not so powerful
and therefore not so dangerous as the wavesthat arein man. What
are my waves compared to the waves of thoughts that inhibit the
mind of man, causing sickness, sorrow, pain and death and all the
numberless woes of the world !

Who is responsible for all the unrest and turmoil in the
world? None other than man. By thought he rises and by thought
he falls. By thought he builds and by thought alone he destroys
himself and others. As the face is reflected in a mirror, so in a
similar way, whether he knowsit or not, every thought isreflected
and carriesits energy and does itswork in asilent manner. Itisa
natural law which cannot be changed or affected whether we believe
init or not.

How can anyone expect Peace in the world so long asman
is not free from the thought-waves of selfishness, pride
possessiveness, “1” ness, egoism and other forms of ignorance ?
Thoughts that are negative can do no good and they should be
controlled by positive and constrctive thoughts which create good.
Asthe positive thought is stronger than the negative, the negative
must give way to the positive. It is by following thislaw that each
man has the power to be free. It is an actual practical law which
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dominates every iota of life and form. The positive effects the
negative and absorbs it into its own strength. Finally, in
emanci pation even the good thoughtswill mergeinto that wavel ess
state of calm, restful, ecstatic mind that asks for nothing but gets
all that the deep longingsin man have ever prompted himto desire.
Only the man who seeks no reward can ever be, verily rewarded.
To seek reward is selfish and therefore makes for separation. To
the extent, one seeksreward from on High, to that extent, hisbeing
isisolated. Loveis selfless and is unconscious of all selfishness.
Loveattractslove. Oneisloved according to hisselflessness. Love
isboundlessand doesnot exist inlimitation. It isman’s satisfaction,
it is man’s completion, it is man’s reason for being. It is man’'s
boundless Divinity. To know it, man hasfirst to become boundless,
lose all possessiveness, all egotism-which means separateness.
Then alone, he can know unity, know togetherness, know the
boundlessness of his whole nature fulfilled. The God of every
religionisthe God of Love, God isLove. Only through Love may
one sense the meaning of God, may one be emancipated. Peace
belongs not to those who fret but only to those who can bear to
love.

All of thisisonly a part of the Truth; man realisesin the
stillness. It isthe Truth for which he hunts through the shadowsin
the darkness of his ignorance. It is the Peace of selflessness, the
Peace of Love, that rises above the waves of thought into the
boundlessness, to completion.

Whether one follows the path of action through streaming
humanity or the path of knowledge or the path of devotion or the
path of yogainto union for the final liberation, it isindispensible
that the restless mind should converge within, into restfulness and
calm, concentrated wavel essness-Tranquility.

Thisisthe essence of every religion on theface of the earth.
All homage to those who have mastered their minds and gained
the Peace Profound.
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Beloved One, we have exchanged Love-1, the Ocean and
you, the Image of God. Go forth with thisLiving Message of Truth.
Go forth as master of your mind, for you are the Infinite Life,
Endless Light and All embracing Love.

Asl listend to thefive-fold message of the Ocean- Universal
Existence, Unity of life, Illimitable Being of Inner Light,
Forbearance, verily, asthe synthesi zing aspects of thewhole, there
came from within and from without the Glory of Wavelessness. In
Silence | lost myself in that Great State of Consciousness, the
common heritage of man.

At last | opened my eyes. They were filled with tears of
ecstasy and gratitude and | looked into the Soul of the Ocean and
promised to convey itsMessage in al sincerity and earnestnessto
the children of God, irrespective of the differences of religion and
nationality.

My Beloved Sistersand Brothersof all creedsand faiths, |
humbly offer this Message of the Ocean as | received it, for your
assimilation. As it inspired and strengthened me, may it do the
samefor youall. This isthe prayer of your own Brother and well-
wisher.

May Glory be unto the Ocean and its Creator, who is
inseparable, indivisibly and eternally One with the whole of
humanity.

OM OM OM
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Chapter 40
IN SANTI ASHRAM - THOTAPALLI HILLS

Although | was thousands of miles away in America the
link with the Mother Ashram in Thotapalli Hillswas never broken.
All the branches in America looked to the Mission of Peace in
India as a baby would look to its Mother. Many of the American
and other foreign students expressed awish to visit Santhi Ashram
and some even thought of leaving the west permanently to settle
in India and serve the Mission of Peace there. Many did cometo
visit but it was only Sister Sushila Devi who came and devoted
her life for serving God's children, in America, Indiaand all over
theworld, for several years.

Sri Swamy Rajeswarananda came to the Mother Ashram
from Madras and became editor of Peace in my absence. He
brought al so the young and devoted Brahmachari M ahadevan who
isnow the highly esteemed Chairman of the Philosophy Department
at the University of Madras. His translations and commentaries
ontheworksof Sankaracharyahave hel ped countless aspiring souls
to tread the narrow and rugged path of vedanta. The devoteeswho
remained in the Mother Ashram during my journey helped the
Ashram to grow and truly madeit ablessing to al God's children,
by His Grace.

It has been said that though human effort may be compared
to aman trying to cool himself on a sultry day with the help of a
tiny palmfan; Godseffort or blessingislikethe cool, lovely breeze
which blows of its own accord, profusely and fills all space with
its coolness. Thus, the great progress made by |leaps and bounds
day by day was not accomplished by human effort but by the special
blessingsof God. Santhi Ashram was established with theintention
of itsplaying animportant part in changing the history of theworld
initsspiritual life. The Mission of Peace seeks to unite man with
man, community with community and nation with nation, thus
bringing to theindividual, the great life giving and Soul-awakening
Truth of OneWorld, One Humanity and one God. The Fatherhood
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of God and the Brotherhood of Man have been the basis and
foundation of Sri Santhi Ashram, the Haven of Peace, from the
first day of its establishment in the wilderness of Thotapalli Hills.

Jungles were cleared; forests were converted into Abodes
of prayer and meditation for the benefit of all the seekers of Truth
in the East and the West. Great and learned souls from both far
and near visited the Ashram and appreciated its silent work and
they made best use of the solitude and silence of the Ashram.

His Holiness, Swami Narayan, the direct disciple of Sri
Swami Rama Tirtha Maharg wrote the following words in the
Visitors' Book :

Vigted theAshram and surveyed it most carefully
and found it to be a suitable solitude. My heart was
full of joy when | roamed about, both in the Ashram
andthehillsoutside of it. The efforts of the establisher
of Shanthi Ashram are most praiseworthy and deserve
the attention and help of every lover of solitude,
especially the sincere devotees of Swami Rama.

The Reverend Tapasvi Anagami Mynn, Principal,
Mahayana Buddhist Mission, London wrote:

The jungles have been turned into beautiful
gardenswheretruelove, joy and unbounded happiness
can be collected and felt in one’s body, soul and spirit.

Sri Velu Mudaliar, Advocate and President of the
Taluk Board, Peddapuram wrote:

The Ashram is atraining ground for the young,
abeacon of hope to the middle-aged and areal refuge
and consolation in life to the aged people.

The Reverend Arthur Scott, B.A.B.T.H.E.,
Canadian Baptist Mission of India, Tuni commented:

| hope that many who come to this place will
find true rest of soul and go forth to bring others to
find the samerest. Speaking for myself and for all the
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truefollowers of the Lord Christ | rejoiceto say that |
have found that rest and forgiveness of sins and
complete satisfaction for my soul.

These are only a few of the various and loving opinions
and impressions given by all types of men and women of depth
and understanding, from India and abroad. High appreciation of
the silent and solid work of the Ashram came after only a few
short years of itsbeginning and is due to the bountiful blessings of
God, who cares for His children and leads them ever closer to

Him.

oM OM OM
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Chapter 41
SLIPPING ON ICE
THE SADDEST ACCIDENT:

How finite and limited is the knowledge of man! He does
not know what is going to happen from one moment to the next.
Anything may happen at any moment. Perhaps it was sunday. |
was preparing to leave for our New York Peace Centre, from Sri
Mariya Ashram, for | was to give a discourse in the evening. It
had also been advertised in the newspapers and many eminent
scholarsand famous people such as Sri Swami Bodhanandgji, Head
of the Ramakrishna Misssion in New York had also been invited
to blessthe meeting with their presence. | wasthus anxiousto get
therein time, if not a little earlier, for Mother Santi Devi, Sister
Ratnam and Child Sushilawereall anxiously awaiting my arrival
and had made arrangementsfor alarge reception before the Peace
Meeting in the New York City Centre. How true are the words
that man proposes and God disposes. Usually Mother Mariyaand
Brother Suryananda took me in their car to the various Peace
Meetings, where | would deliver the Message of Peace to the
devotees, but on this occasion they were either busy, tired or
otherwise engaged and unwillingly I had been allowed to go without
them. Thus, onthat day | left Sri MariyaAshram alone, except for
the Presence of God.

In spite of the Presence of God whatever is destined to
happen will certainly happen. Even Angelsand Gods cannot violate
or escapethe law of karma. Although man isconsidered to bethe
master of hisdestiny, heiscompelled to reap what he has sown, be
it in this birth or past births, to the last particle. | was happy that
day to be going on a good mission of service and that | would be
meeting all the old and new devotees, the students. It was agreat
privilege to share the Message of Peace and Love with al the
devoted and aspiring soulsin New York City that Sunday evening.
But God or my past karma decreed it otherwise. Thetaxi cameto
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take me to the Philadel phia station. From there to New York the
distance wasonly ahundred milesor so and | wasto beinthe New
York Peace Centre by 10 am. Some of the friends and devotee
were waiting to receive me at the station in New York.

In some parts of America the cold is often so severe that
thevery water in the buckets becomesfrozeninto hardice. All the
pavements of the streets become covered with sleet, which is
halfway between snow and ice. When the temperature drops, the
sleet freezes into ice on the ground but it looks like water.
Sometimesthereis snow aswell, which fallson thissleet and ice.
The snow is very lovely, especially when it falls not only on the
pavements but on the buildings, trees and blankets, covering
everything in acrystalline whiteness.

On that day, early in the morning, as | left for the New
York Peace Centretherewas no snow but only sleet whichiseasily
mistaken for rain water. Asl cameout of the house, the Sri Mariya
Ashram, | saw that pavements were wet but | thought that it was
only rain and not thetreacherous and dippery deet. Lo and behold!
As | came down the steps and put my foot on the pavement, |
dlipped and fell down. But thinking that | had merely slipped,
misplaced my foot inapuddly of water, | got up and stepped forward
in an attempt to reach the waiting taxi. Again | fell down on the
sleety and slippery pavement. Thistime, however | was not able
even to rise up. The taxi driver rang the door bell and called the
attention of Mother Mariya to this unexpected and unfortunate
accident. Unfortunately Brother Suryananda was absent. | think
that he had gone away on some business-matter. Mother Mariya
was alone and was shocked and sad over this sudden and unhappy
accident. With the help of the taxi man and with great difficulty |
was taken, or rather carried inside and then was taken upstairs to
my room where | was stretched out on a comfortable bed.

Usually in the winter season in America, there will be
thousands of such dlipping accidents because of the sleet and ice.
To avoid such accidents, men and even ladies put on over their
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shoes a specia rubber shoe or ‘rubbers to prevent them from
slipping. Sometimes even the automobiles dslip in the cold and
stormy weather and it is necessary to cover the rubber tyres of the
cars with certain kinds of chains so that the cars will not skid on
theicy and dippery roads. Theseroadsand pavementsare specially
dangerous when they are in the steep or hilly places of the town.

Because of inexperience | did not wear the rubbers on my
shoes that day and hence | had the fall on the dlippery pavement.
Mother Mariyawas atrained, registered nurse and she knew what
to do in such emergencies. She immediately called on the phone
the family doctor, who came and examined me and said that an X-
Ray should betaken of the hip-bone, for it was probably fractured,
it was a serious accident and the doctor said that only an X-Ray
would show the nature and extent of the damage and whether |
would have to stay in ahospital for severa monthsto be relieved
of the pain and to reset the bone. | felt sorry and disappointed to
hear all the pessimistic predictions of the family physician. What
could | do? What cannot be cured or remedied must be patiently
endured.

Mother Mariyawas all attention and kindness and brought
everything to my bedside and even tried to feed me with some
nourishing food. As the hip- bone was broken there was perhaps
also some pain but | do not remember now its exact intensity. An
accident of thiskind in Americarequiresmuch expenditure. Mother
Mariyaand Brother Suryanandawere not rich enough to afford to
pay huge amounts of money for X-Rays, nurses, doctors,
hospitalization and medicine, which were necessary. Asl saw their
depression, | too became discouraged and depressed.

God knows what is best for each and every one of His
Children. He knows even thefalling of asparrow or the crawling
of atiny ant. Everything is always for the best. Perhaps | was
running after too much, in the name of outer Peace Centres, drawn
by the love and devotion of all the wealthy and dedicated ladies,
who were my ardent students. In any case, thiswas atest for my
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friendsin Americato seeif they would stand by mein my suffering
and need and take care of meuntil | could again take care of myself
and stand on my own legs. | then requested Mother Mariyato call
immediately on the phone to New York and inform Mrs. Jean D.
Lilly, the President and Founder of the New York Centre, about
the sudden and most unfortunate accident | had, when about to
enter the taxi, waiting to take me to the station.

Itisneedlessto mention that all my students were shocked
and depressed to hear of the accident and especially our Santi Devi,
Ratnam, Sushilaand other active wokersand members of the New
York Peace Centre. Verily, God alone knows what is best for the
least of His children. Not my will, but may Thy Will be done
Oh! God! always!

May Peace be unto all !

ALL THE WAY IN AN AMBULANCE TO THE NEW YORK
PEACE CENTRE :

It must have cost Mrs. Lilly agreat deal of money to have
hired an ambulance to take me all the way from Philadel phia to
New York City, to the Peace Centre in her own home. Ratnam,
Miss Dayton, Sushila and Mrs. Niven also came with our Santi
Devi, in the ambulance to take me back with them in al comfort
to New York. How very kind and good of them! Mother Mariya
was very sorry, in fact heart-broken , not only over the fracture of
the hip but also for the fact that | was going from her; and that
some strangers had come to take me away from her now, at the
time when | was sick and most needed mother’s love and care.
She was all dressed up in her nurse’s uniform for, as | have
mentioned, she was aregistered nurse. Yet, conditions were such
that | needed constant hospital care, the continued assistance of
doctors and nurses and all this costs a huge amount of money.
Redlising all this Mother Mariya resigned herself to God's will
and helped me down to the waiting ambulance in which we were
to depart for New York.
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| was unable to move, to take even single step and was
thus carried down in a stretcher and placed inside the comfortable
ambulancein areclining position. Oppositeto me sat the devoted
Santi, Ratnamand Sushila, watching mewith sad faces and heavy
hearts. With closed eyes and smiling face | meditated and gave
grateful thanks for all the comforts and blessings of God, the
Compassionate One, whoever watches and protects not only me,
but al Creation. He wastherewhen | slipped ontheice, for Heis
the Eternal Witness of all the world. Blessed are they who can
recognise Him in both pain and joy, in al the tests, trials and
tribulationsthat areinevitableinlife. Thuspassed our longjourney
of over one hundred miles, in silent prayer and devoted praise of
all Hisblessings.

Asthisaccident happened in the month of December , 1929,
over forty yearsago, | no longer remember how | was taken up to
the large apartment, whether in the electric lift or by stairs, carried
by the devotees: but anyway, | was placed on acomfortable bedin
the luxurious home of the ever devoted and motherly Santi Devi.
A few people of wide experience said that | should be taken to a
hospital for better, constant and efficient treatment. But my loving
devotees said that | wastoo holy to be kept in ahospital, evenina
specia ward, in a separate room. Furthermore, there was one of
my students, anoted Spanish doctor, Dr. Del Vallewho lived with
his devoted wife Mary, in the same apartment building as Mrs.
Lilly, onalower floor. Both heand hiswifeweretaking instructions
from me in meditation.

As they were both receiving spiritual guidance so freely,
they thought it was the greatest opportunity of their lives to be
ableto repay me, show their gratitude in someway by serving me
during thistime of pain and suffering. ThusDr. Del Vali insisted
that | should not be taken to a hospital but remainin Mrs. Lilly’s
home and he said that he alone would take full responsibility and
attend on my case. If necessary he also promised to bring in some
of his esteemed colleagues for advice and suggestions. Thus it
was decided that | should remain in thelarge apartment and in fact
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that it should be turned into a hospital for my sake, with no pains
spared, for finding money, for my comfort and welfare.

Two devoted nurses were engaged to care for me, day and
night. X-Ray apparatuswas brought in either from aprivate doctor
or from some hospital by Dr. Del Valli. Ashewasmy student he
was given full charge of my case and we all had complete
confidence in his efficiency and left everything to him. He and
some of his doctor friends examined my hip-bone and took X-
Rays. To the sad disappointment of al, it was found that | had a
doublefracture of the hip. My falling twice on the steps, perhaps,
resulted in the double fracture.

As | am one of those who believe in the Divine Plan,
knowing that nothing happens by chance, | was contented and even
tried to be happy, in spite of the pain. | tried to make the best use
of this accident and forced rest, confinement to bed, not for a day
or two but for monthsto come. There was anote of sadnessin my
heart for all thetrouble and expenditure | had caused to my friends,
devotees and well- wishers and especially to Santi Devi who was
taking tender care of me, for sheconsidered measone of her own
children. It costed every week more than a thousand rupees just
for the day and night nurses. All the ingredients for the plaster
cast were brought and the whole of my left leg, up to the abdomen
was put into complete plaster cast. | was unable to moveto either
theright or theleft. Such an ordeal! Yet,, by God's blessings and
mercy, all thewhile, | tried to be cheerful and | requested my friends
and students not to be sad and worried, but to keep on smiling and
feeling God's Presence, for, this was a great opportunity to be
alone with God, for them as well as myself.

When they heard of this sudden accident, friends, devotees
and students began to pour in both day and night to express their
sorrow and sympathy for me in my great test and trial. | wasin
bed and the constant flow of visitors was a great strain; even the
doctorsand nurses objected to it and the nursesgrumbled. Finally
visiting hourswerefixed in the afternoon. What made me sad and
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worried in all the ordeal was the conversation and gossip of some
of the people, for they would narrate details of all the accidents
they had known from personal experience or had read of, in the
daily newspapers. Asl know the preciousness of time, this sort of
negative talk and sympathy made me worried and gave me more
pain that the pain of the fracture itself. | passed through abit of
strain in those days and thus dictated some of my thoughts in the
form of suggestions for the visitors. Several copies were typed
and each visitor was given acopy before being allowed to comein
and see me stretched out on the bed in the plaster cast.

Fortunately 1 am happy now to discover one of those old
typed copiesand | should like to reproduceit here, word for word
for the use of my loving readers now, for it contains a helpful
message for all timesto come, to every aspiring devotee of God.

SUGGESTIONSFOR VISITORS

Please do not come to see me with mournful
looks and long faces; lay them aside outside the room
or inthe electric elevator.

Come bringing the best in you.
Come smiling, wearing a happy countenance.

Do not tell of the accidentsthat occurred to your
grandfather, grandmother, etc., and of all thewoesand
sorrows of your lifein the world.

Please do not repeat all the sad accidents,
aeroplane and train crashes and other wretched and
cruel things from the daily newspapers.

If you must speak, speak about God. If not, be
quite. Do not disturb His Sweet Presence by your idle
words and empty thoughts.

Beware of what you say or think in the room of
the one who needs your sympathy and love.
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Sweset Visitor, God bless you for the privilege of your visit.
May you carry from this quite room Peace that passeth all
understanding, Happinessthat knowsno change and Eternal Health,
which isyour Divine Heritage.

May Peace be unto all!
Peace Centre Swami Omkar
420 Riverside Drive 20th December 1929
New York City
oM oM oM
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Chapter 42
IN THE CAST IN SILENCE

It has been aways my nature to make the best of every
experience beit happy or sad, bad or good. Blessed are they who
can convert their stumbling blocks into stepping stones. | was
more concerned with spiritual life of the devoteesand in trying to
feel God's Presence ceaselessly, than in the pain and the heavy
cast from the toes to the navel. The passing clouds of these dlips,
fractures and casts are bound to pass away sooner or later. That
which remains is only the Indwelling Light, the goal and soul of
the Individual aswell asthe Universal.

The kind nurses, Doctor Del Valli and the devoted Mrs.
Del Vadlli, the other doctors and all the devotees were very kind
and most attentiveto me. They considered me astheir own, apart
and parcel of their lives. The devoted visitorsand faithful student,
who cameto see mefrom near and far, weretoo many and it wasa
great strain for me, for, more than half of my body wasin cast. Of
the studentsin the New York Peace Centre, Mr. John Hanrahan, a
noted advocate was one of the most loyal. He not only attended
classes regularly but came to see me aimost every day, whether
therewas aclass or not. Helived in one of the suburbs of the city
at adistance of about five milesand committed to work every day.
Our meetings used to last often until 9 or 10 p.m. and our generous
hostess, Mrs. Lilly used to invite Brother Hanrahan to stay for
supper. After hissupper, you will be surprised to know that Brother
Hanrahan would give awonderful massage to my whole body for
hewasinterested and an adept in Nature Cure treatment-M assages,
Baths and other helpful and natural ways to keep the body healthy
andwell. Thus, asl lay in bedinthe casts he gave agood massage
al over the body that was not covered by the cast and was careful
to leave untouched that portion in the cast for it was not to be
moved or touched in any ways.

Itisdifficult to believe, but true that animportant advocate
gave histime, night after night to give agood and loving massage
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to my body. He often stayed until midnight hours to render this
service and return home only around 2 or 3 am. making a long
journey to the suburbs. How very good, kind, and loving of devoted
Brother Hanrahan to have been so interested in me and the Mission
of Peace, especially during those days in the cast. His magnetic
and powerful massageswere given with the repetition of the sacred
syllable OM, hour after hour. Brother Hanrahan also helped at the
Peace Meetings and sometimes read out my Peace Messages to
theaudience. He arranged to have my messagestypedin hisoffice
and did other odd jobs, just like adevoted and faithful chela of the
East, atypical disciple. How good isGod. Truly He has been too
kind to me.

Although hours for interviews have been fixed in the
afternoons, | often had to see devoted visitors at other times al so.
When doctor friends, or ardent devotees, people from long
distances, or the old and infirm came, | could not ask them to go
away and come only at the visiting hours. As| lay in bed in the
cast, the Peace M eeting would often movefrom Mrs. Lilly’sparlor
into my room itself and a limited number of people would sit on
chairs around my bed. One of the devoted nurses, Miss Victoria
took very good care of me and considered me as her own brother,
friend and preceptor. She offered her selfless servicesto the cause
of peace and was very anxious to come to India and dedicate her
lifeto Santi Ashram, the Mission of Peace. Besidesattending upon
me as | lay on bed, she aso looked after all my correspondence,
read aloud my letters, wrote repliesto devoteesin Americaaswell
asinlIndia. Shewasblessed with the spiritual name of SevaDevi,
the Goddess of servicefor shewasall service, both day and night.
Many people in India such as Mother Ratnam, mother Kamala
Devi and Santhi Mouni Devi, the daughter of the Dewan of Mysore
who was aso a Divine Musician-all loved Seva Devi for al her
selfless service to me and because she offered her lifeto the Cause
of Peace-Sri Santi Ashram.

| tried to make the best use of my forced rest or stay in bed
in the heavy cast, for | have ever longed to make the best use of
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every precious moment of every day, by growing spiritually and
merging in Him, the Indwelling Light. | thus began aForty Days
Silence and spoke not aword in spite of the cast and all the strain
involved in it, for full forty days. During this time of silence,
whenever | wanted anything to be done, | would write on a piece
of paper, my request. For Westerners it was rather difficult to
understand thissilence, especially during sickness, when | lay ina
heavy cast. Sometimes there was strain and misunderstanding,
for my loyal and faithful nurse. But somehow, after thefirst day or
so, God made it easy and convenient not only for me but for all the
devoted visitors and my devoted nurse too.

In the night time a Spanish nurse, a plump and devoted
lady came and took care of measanight nurse. She enjoyed telling
me of her pet, alarge python which lived with her in her apartment
asacompanion. It was so big that peoplein other apartmentswere
afraid of it and protested that such a large-sized snake, a python
should not bekept inahouseat al, especially in aheavily popul ated
and highly civilized city likeNew York. But the pythonwasactualy
harmless and gentle. It was amusing to hear that the great python
also dept with thenurse, for they loved each other intensely. Verily,
where love isthere God is, whether it is expressed through dumb
animals or through human beings.

As| spokewithin mysealf, inintrospection during thoseforty
days of silence, some helpful thoughts came to my mind.

FORTY DAYSOF SILENCE

Dear child, why do you need forty days of silence to
recognize Him? Is He not present NOW in this present moment?
Art thou not ashamed of thyself for ignoring Him now ? How
faithless thou art. Hast thou no belief in the Living God who is
throbbing in thy heart now? Thou dost not need forty long days of
Silence to recognize Him for He is present with thee now and He
isnone other than Thyself, the One, Universal Self, theIndivisible
atman. Instead of forty days, why not forty hoursof Silence? Why
even forty hoursto recognize Him? Can’t thou not recognize Him
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andredlizeinforty minutes. That tooisalong period. What about
forty seconds? When the Beloved, the Self-effulgent Light is
shining in you now, how can you wait even for forty seconds?
Arise and awake from thy deep slumbers of aloofness and
Separation.

Behold, He is with thee now, with thee? Nay, in thee, in
this present living second. Let thy motto be now or never. | give
thee one second of time in which to recognize the Light, to merge
inIT, inTHAT which isTimeless, Spacelessand Causeless! Beat
Peace. THOU ART THAT: TAT TWAM ASlI.

Oom! Tat! Sat! om!
STILL IN THE CAST :

Blessed were the days that were spent in the cast, feeling
HisPresence and observing Silencetoo. | wantedtofast for | have
been always fond of fasting, but my doctors, friends and well
wishersdid not allow me even to think of fasting, for | wasin bed
inacast. Thus | satisfied myself with the silence of forty days
during the period of confinement to bed in the Cast.

Many came with sad and long faces to console me and
sympathise with me for they considered me a patient in bed with
sicknessand pain. But | wastruly the happiest and healthiest man
in all theworld, in spite of the cast. Therefore, when they saw me
cheerful, happy and contended, they soon forgot their sorrows and
depressions and became cheerful with me. When the visitors | eft
my room after alittle meditation in Silence, they had radiant faces
and happy hearts filled with Peace and Love. In the Silence |
remember that | wrote on slips of paper such helpful thoughts as
the following, according to the temperament and devotion of the
visitor and then presented him or her with that spiritual instruction.

Hearty Welcome into the Presence of God
I. Deeply greatful for your kind, thoughtful visit.
Il. What can | dofor all your Love ?
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I1l.  Please do not leave me or this room without filling your
devoted heart with Love and Peace.

IV. Let us meditate now in Silence.

V.  Kindly carry theLight with you asyou go forth into theworld
of activity.

VI. Letusmergewithin now indeep Silence and forget the body,
mind and world.

VII. YouareintheLight; TheLightisinyou; You aretheLight.

VIIl. May youfee theLight withinand without for IT ispervading
and permeating the very cells of your being.

IX. Please repeat now and always, OM ! OM ! OM ! with
every step, as you walk.

X. May God bless you and may you feel His Presence
ceaselesdly.

OM OM OM

Such were some of my thoughts and aspirations which |
shared with the devotees and visitors who came from near and far
to console and comfort me during my happy days of Lifein the
cast.

My room was alwaysfilled with bouquets of lovely flowers,
lilies, roses, chrysanthemums and a so with deliciousfruits, apples,
orangesand grapes, spiritual booksand other things. Thewesterner,
like hisbrother in India, the East, asarule will never come empty
handed but will always bring some small gift of fruits or flowers.
It has been said that one should never go with empty hands when
visiting atemple, a Sannyasin, aspiritual soul or aking. InIndia
devoteesusually bring coconuts, bananas and flowers, asofferings.
Once in America, after her initiation and meditation, a devoted
lady asked me how much she had to pay. | replied smilingly that
my teaching were *“as free as the sunshine you enjoy and the air
you breathe”. She lovingly answered, O Swamiji, we must pay
for what we receive. If not, what we receive from you freely,
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without payment will not be helpful and beneficial to us.” Thus
my friends, pupils and devotees were very generous always.

All were not however rich in the goods of the world. |
tried to help those who were poor and in need of help with alittle
money which they could take back to their homes. On some
occasions devoted people with heavy family responsibilitieswere
not even able to find money for taxi-fare or bus-fare to enable
them to come and see me. Under such sad conditions | was
privileged to help them by keeping at hand an envel ope with some
money, usually afew dollarsinit. The envelop would be sealed,
withwritten instructionson it that it was not to be opened until the
recipient reached home. In serving any of theleast of Hischildren,
we are only serving the one, Indivisible God. How blessed isthe
giver! Hereisalovely poem on dana-giving, which | should like
to share with my devoted Readers.

GIVE GIVE GIVE

That which you hold will turn to dust.

Give whileyou live; Give you must.

Else what you hold tightly in your hands
Will vanish through your fingers and be lost.

Give and there flows a mighty fountain through
the land.

Hold and thereisnothing; nor the power to Give.

Here is another inspiring poem which has
been near and dear to my heart.

Our Livesare Songs
God writes the words
And we set them to music at leisure.
And the song is sad, or the song is glad
As we choose to fashion the measure.
We must write the song
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Whatever the words,

Whatever its rhyme or meter.

Andif it issad we must makeit glad

And if it is sweet, we must make it sweeter.

As it is now the Holy Christmas Season, December, 1929,
let me close this chapter with one of theinspiring Prayers of Sister

Sushila Devi.

Saviour of the Holy Face

Fill up with Thy Love and Grace.
Comfort us, Thou Living Breath
On earth, from despair and death.
And with faithful heart, O Christ,
May we keep with Thee our Tryst,
Running well the Godly race

To Thy Goal, Thy Holy Face.
Amen

May Peace be unto All.

OM OM OM
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Chapter 43
HOLY CHRISTMAS IN THE CAST

My life has been blessed with many mothers and several
sisters not only in the East but in the far away West also. They
have considered me as their own child and brother. As we love
others so they love us. If there is one yard distance from me to
another, there is the same distance from the other to me. If | keep
a thousand miles distance between myself and others, there will
be the same thousand miles of distance between othersand myself.
The Divine Law operates scientifically, in the same way for one
and all, at all times. Love and be loved isagreat law that applies
to al the people in theworld. If we have lovein our hearts, then
wewill feel lovein all theworld. If we have hatred, bitterness or
difference in us then we will face the same wherever we go.

During those Christmas Days of the year 1929, over forty
years ago, you cannot imagine and | cannot describe to you the
great love bestowed upon me by al the pupils, students, friends
and members of the Peace Centrein New York and in all America,
as | lay in bed in the cast. Santhi Devi, Mrs. Jean Lilly did not
spare any expense or energy to make this Christmas the happiest
of my life. A large Christmas Tree was specidly arranged in my
room and decorated with electric bulbs of different colours and
sizes. A good photographer was brought in, on Christmas Eve and
a large photo was taken of the tall Christmas Tree with all the
illumination of itsbulbs. 1t wason theright side of my bed. Mother
Santi Devi and Sushila, my child sat onthe bed, nearby me. There
was a beautiful photo of Christ on the left side of the bed that
sacred night so that His memory would be fresh and ever green. It
was not exactly a photo but a famous painting of Christ which |
brought back to Indiawith me and that same painting now hangs
in the Sushila mandir in the Mother Ashram in Thotapalli Hills.
So that my readers may have a clear idea of my thoughts and
feelings on that Christmas night. It ismy wish with that picture be
printed in thisAutobiography to glorify Christ and HisHoly Birth.
The leg that was in the cast could also be seen, although it was
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covered by aquilt.

MissVictoriaFerguson, the nursewho cared for meduring
my sickness and confinement to the cast, became an ardent devotee
and disciple of Santhi Ashram, the Mission of Peace. Because of
her selfless service and dedication she had been given the name of
Seva Devi and she was preparing to go with me to India to take
part in the activities of the Mother Ashram at Thotapalli Hills.
She aso contributed several articlesof her experienceto our Peace
Journal for she was an ardent Christian. To give my readers an
ideaof my life during those blessed daysin the cast, spent in Holy
Silence | am happy to reprint here an article written by Seva Devi
which appeared in Peace, October, 1930. The very name of the
article, * Swamiji on the Bed of Roses, isinspiring. Let SevaDevi,
my nurse speak to you in her own loving words:

SWAMIJI ON THE BED OF ROSES
(Sister Seva Devi, The Peace Centre, New York)

On a beautiful day, many years ago a man with his
companionsjourneyed from Jerusalem to Damascus when suddenly
alight shone around him. Hefell to the earth, heard avoice, obeyed
and Saul of Tarsus became Paul, one of the greatest men of all
ages; but not until after he had retired to Arabia for a season and
had spent much timein meditation and being alonewith God. How
often history has repeated itself and the great saints have been
permitted to come apart, nay away for a season in order that they
might give to the world a greater message. Why are holy men
permitted to beill ? The poem of Dr. Prost answers this.

Afterward
No chastening seemeth joyous;
Nevertheless, afterward it yieldeth
The Peaceful fruit of righteousness
Rain, Rain,
Beating against the pan;
How endlesdly it pours,
Out of doors.
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From the blackened sky:

| wonder why ?

Flowers, flowers,
Upbringing after showers,
Blossoming fresh and fair
Everywhere:

Ah, God has explained
Why it rained :

Yes. God explains why these temples wherein dwelleth the
Soul must be present as aliving sacrifice, wholly acceptable unto
Him.

Nearly two thousand years ago, while shepherds watched
their flocks by night, astar appeared out of the East; the Wise Man
came: and out of the East they are all coming. Christmas Night,
1929in New York City : aWiseMan lay in bed in acast, but that
Blessed Story was given a fresh, new meaning as the doctor,
studentsand friends sat around the bed. Inthe stillness, the beauty
of His Presence, the Meditations, | feel sure that each of us felt
that Hewas being born again : that He permeates and pervades our
very beings. Holy Night : Silent Night :

During all of Swamiji'sstay inbed, he haskept up hiswork
giving Initiations, having Meditations with students and at all
meetings his spiritual messages are never to be forgotten. In the
New Testament we read where Jesus the Christ went into the
mountains for a period of Forty Days. On other occasions He
departed there to spend time in Silence and communication with
God. Forty daysin Silence in America? Impossible. Yet, such
was the case with our Swamiji. A number of great spiritual souls
came to meditate and would come from hisroom speechless, their
eyesfilled with tears. They had entered the Holy of holiesand all
desirefor speaking, except of spiritual things hasdisappeared. Only
as we burn out the dross and talk with God in Silence can we
become fit vehiclesto be used by Him.

And ever thus his silent work in America goes on. The
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world does not understand his spiritual love, yet they aredying for
it. Toliveashedoes, to speak ashe does, to give as he does, isnot
for the masses but for afew. Throughout the ages hiswork will go
on and many will rise up and call him blessed. To Indiaand our
Peace Mission we owe a debt of gratitude which can never be
paid, for giving him to us, for areason. And | say humbly, yet
reverently, that for months | was privileged to care for him and |
feel indebted to him and to India. He has given much and to him
shall be given in abundance.

A PRAYER COMESTO ME FORALL OF US

Stir me, Oh stir me, Lord. | care not how !

But stir my heart in passion for Thy Love !

Stir me to give, to go but most to pray.

Stir till with Thy Presence each soul will move.
Stir me, Oh stir me, Lord, Thy Heart was stirred,
By Love'sintensest fires, till Thou did give
Thine only Son, Thy best beloved one,

Even to the dreadful cross, that | might live;

Stir me to give myself back to Thee,

That Thou can’t give Thyself again through me.

Note:- In the above title, “Swamiji on the Bed of Roses’ the
Swamiji referred to is none other than our bel oved and blessed Sri
Swami Omkar, President and Founder of Sri Santi Ashram, the
Mission of Peace. He had a very bad fall on ice, December 2,
1929 and fractured the left hip. He feels a bit better now. We
humbly express our deep gratitude and sincere thanks for al the
innumerable tokens of cordiality, love and help which he has
received at the hands of his numerous friends and followers in
America, especially during the trying times of severe pain and
suffering.

GREATFUL THANKSTO SANTA CLAUS :

Do you know who Santa Clausis? Everybody in the West
knows Santa Claus. In India some people may know of him,
especially those children of God who belong to the religion of
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Christianity. Santa Clausisthefriend of al thelittle children and
givesgiftsand presents of every kind to children young and old on
Christmas Eve. | do not know why, when he brings the gifts he
puts them in stockings, but in any case all the little children look
forward with great joy to the visit of Santa Claus and wonder and
guess what sort of presents and precious gifts they will receive at
Christmastime. Asl wasloved by several mothersand sistersand
considered as their child, | too received many kinds of small and
big presents, gifts from Santa Claus and more than ever, because |
wasin bed in a plaster cast.

| shall ever be indebted to Mrs. Jean D Lilly, our Santhi
Devi, for the huge amounts she spent at the time of my sicknessto
make me comfortable in every way. She must have spent more
than three lakhs of rupees to take care of me, while | wasin the
cast and she paid for, both the day and night nurses : X-Rays,
medicines; shetook care of all the guests and devoteesand al the
many expensesin my name and the name of the Peace Centre.

Themost precious gift of that Holy Christmas Eve wasthe
costly movie picture cameraand projector. At sometime or other
I might have said that amovie picture camerawould be most useful
in the Mother Ashram to spread its silent work. Perhaps Santhi
Devi had heard this and in her generous love wanted to do even
morefor the cause of peace. Along with the camerashe also bought
a projector, screen and all the other odd little things which are
essential for the making and showing of moviesin the home. It
was a 16 m.m. film cameraand we still useit today in the Mother
Ashram. Our Santhi Devi was also kind enough to buy many reels
of films which were most interesting. One of the films was the
4000 feet, threereel silent film “Uncle Tom’'s Cabin”, the famous
story of davery inAmericaduring itsearly years. Another beautiful
film which she gave to Santhi Ashram was “The Fight between
the Cobraand the Mongoose’. Therewere some Indian filmstoo.
God alone knows the huge amounts of money it must have cost
Santhi Devi to buy all these generous gifts to make me happy for
Christmas besides all the expenses she bore so liberally and
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cheerfully during my illness. As she considered me as her own
child and felt it the greatest privilege to take good care of mein
every way she spared nothing to make me happy and contended.

She was too good; God has been too good to me from the
beginning to the end, in spite of all the so-called tests and trials
such as the breaking of the hip-bone by the fall on sleet, which
was actually a blessing in disguise, for it brought many friends
closer to my heart with all their deep sympathy and love. Inthe
Peace Journal of June 1930 appeared the following article of
grateful thanks to all the devoted American students, friends and
devotees.

Greatful Thanksand Acknowledgements

On behalf of our Mission of Peace, we request all our
American Sisters and Brothers to accept our heart-felt gratitude
and thanks for the great, memorable services and help they have
rendered during the period of the fall of our Swami Omkar onice
which resulted in the doublefracture of the hip bone on 2 December,
1929.

Our special thanksand deep gratitude are dueto Mrs. Jean
D. Lilly of New York who never hesitated to spare neither money
nor timein providing all comfortsand conveniencesof life, making
her home a veritable hospital for our Swamiji’s stay. Our thanks
aredueto Dr. Del Valli and his devoted wife and to Miss Victoria
Furguson, the trained nurse, who have set the bone and nursed Sri
Swamiji during the period when hewas confined to bed for several
months.

We offer our gratitude also to Mother Mariyaand Brother
Suryananda for all the care they have taken and love they have
bestowed on Sri Swamiji from the beginning.

We cannot conclude without offering our heartfelt thanks
to Sri Swami Yoganandaji Maharg), the President and Founder of
Yogoda Centersin America and the Editor of “East and West” for
his great affection and love towards our Swamiji and for all the
attention paid to him.
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In our humble way we offer our thanks to the following
friends and the several members of the Peace Centers in America
for filling our Swamiji’s room daily with flowers and for all their
loving visits and |etters of devotion :

Mrs. E. W. Niven Mrs. Dorothy Gray
Miss Ruth Dayton Miss Emma Woods
Mrs. FredaKlauder Miss Matilda Trenkphoil
Miss Helen Patterson Miss Blanchi Hosp

Mrs. E.W. Newcomer MissMary Yerkes
CountessNadaTolstoy MissM. Williams

Mr. Chauncey B.Blair Mrs. Mary Del Valli

Dr. George Ehrline Mr. and Mrs. Torrison
Dr. W. Washington Mr. Mortz Emery

Dr. Henry Gross Mrs. Otto T. Mdlory
Dr. E. H. Grove Miss Madline King
Mrs. E. B. Hogan Mr. and Mrs. Seitkin
Miss Grace Brown Miss Sarah Smith
Mother S.Burns Captain  Joe

And to the numerous other devoted friends who loved and cared
for Sri Swamiji.
Manager,
Sri Santi Ashram
(On behalf of the members of the Mission of Peace, India)

Grateful thanks to all the old and new devotees, not only in
the West, but in the East also!

May peace beunto al !
oM oM oM
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Holy Christmas in the Cast - Nurse, Mother Mariya & Swamiji

Sister Sushila, Swami Omkar with Devotees at Rangoon



Chapter 44
A NEW PEACE CENTRE IN LOS ANGELES

By ourselves we cannot move even a blade of grass but
when it is God's Will or Wish, the very mountains can be moved.
It waswonderful how the Cause of Peace spread far and near, from
East to West in those blessed daysin America. Although staying
in the East coast, | received frequent calls from the West coast to
visit and establish aPeace Centrein LosAngeles. Asmany spiritual
and eminent people urged me to visit California and give the
Message of Peace| atlast consented to undertake thelong journey
of more than three thousand milesfrom New York to LosAngeles.

Dr. E. H. Grove was one of the oldest doctors in Los
Angeles. He had known Swami Vivekananda from the very first
dayswhen he had visited America, in the famous and epic days of
Parliament of Religions. He had also known Swami RamaTirtha,
and had become an ardent follower of Swami Vivekananda and
Swami Rama Tirtha, following Vedanta. Dr. Henry Gross was
another esteemed doctor from Los Angeles who made all the
arrangementsfor establishing the new Peace Centrein California.
When the call from such devoted and eminent personages came, |
felt that | should accept the invitation for it was really God's
command. Thus, in spite of the recent accident | accepted the
invitation. Mother Mariya of the Philadelphia Peace Centre
accompanied me to West, to help in the new work of opening the
Los Angeles Centre. The Doctors Grove and Gross and other
devotees there, made all the arrangements for my journey and
comfortablestay in LosAngeles. They alsorented alarge apartment
for me near the new Centre. To give al the details or our new
work in Los Angeles, let me include here the article that was
published in Peace, December 1930.

OUR WESTERN BRANCH INAMERICA

Dr. Henry Gross, President, Peace Centre, 1111 South
Alvarado street, Los Angeles, Calif writes to us as of August 28,
1930.
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Our classhasover forty students and they are beginning to
meditate, most of them, over an hour already in this short space of
time, with the three Initiations, that we have received so far. This
is rather wonderful and very pleasing to al of us and particularly
to our beloved Swami Omkar, that so many are doing so well,
especially in keeping continued God-consciousness.

We are steadfastly reminded of this in the wonderful
demonstrations of our Beloved Swami Omkar and particularly at
the last lecture of August 24. “The Presence of God”, where he
made every student feel the Presence, as well as those who were
therefor thefirst timeonly. It was stillness and silence so perfect
that one could not hel p but reali se the presence which was peaceful
and blissful.

Another letter a so from the Doctor to the Editor, Sri Swami
Rajeswaranandaji appeared in the same issue.

Sri Swami Omkar in America
Second Centre of Sri Santhi Ashram

Dr. Henry Gross, Los Angeles, California, U.S.A. writes
to us under the date of July 22, 1930.

It iswith great pleasure that | write this|etter to you and |
have this day sent to you $ 1,000 as a goodwill Love-Offering
donated in commemoration of the arrival of our own beloved
Brother, His Holiness Sri Swami Omkar, in the West, the Golden
State of Californiaand the City of Los Angeles, July 19, 1930.

He gave his initia lecture for the opening of his Four
Initiations on July 19 and 20. These two days will aways be
celebrated in commemoration of hisarrival and the establishment
of the second centre of the Sri Santhi Ashram branchesinthe United
States of America. It is my sincere wish that someday there will
beapossibility for metovisit you all for aconsiderabletimeaswe
arenow onewith our Creator and our Initiations make uscloser in
relation than ever before, for doing the Universal Work that you
have so ably established and carry on successfully, enriching,
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ennobling and peace-creating in its mission.

And finally, what the famous Doctors Grove and Gross
wrotein Peace September & October 1930 will givefurther details
of the helpful and substantial work done in the new Peace Centre
in LosAngeles.

Sri Swami Omkar in theWestern Branch, U.SA.

Since Sri Swami Omkar has come in closer contact,
exchanged his heart and ideas as regards the work to be done in
order to establish the Western Centre in the United States of
America, you will hereby find tabulated, the entire work of the
Four Initiations and the time and dates, when given. We hope you
will avail yourselves of the opportunity to be in the continuous
Presence of God. Do not make any other engagements for the
times and dates given herewith, which will complete the work of
our beloved Brother Omkar in Los Angeles. He will return
immediately to Philadel phia and then back to India.

Asmentioned before, the lectures and initiations given by
Sri Swami Omkar are as free as the air or the sunshine. Any
goodwill love-offerings arefor the perpetuation of thework of the
Mission of Peace, which isthe common property of all seekers of
Truth, irrespective of caste, colour or nationality. So your sympathy
and co-operation are requested.

FirstLecture : “What havel toteach ? First Initiation.
Meeting of Second Group with “First Initiation
Exercises’ to join First Group.

Second Lecture: ‘Meditation’, ‘OM’, Exercisesfor Relaxation of
Body, Mind and Soul.

Third Lecture : ‘Santi Ashram-Peace Mission and its Universal
Work'.

Fourth Lecture: ‘Sacred Syllable OM’. Second Initiation.

Fifth Lecture : ‘How my FaithmeetsMan’sNeeds' . Questions
and Answers, Silent Meditation.
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Sixth Lecture : ‘How Christianity meets the Needs of Man'.
Third Initiation.

Seventh Lecture : ‘ The Presence of God'. Doubtswill be cleared,
Silent Meditation follows.

Eight Lecture : ‘Recognition of God'. Fourth Initiation
Ninth Lecture : ‘Parting Message'. Reception
May Peace be Unto All.
- Doctors Grove and Gross

For further information apply to Dr. Henry Gross, I111 South
Alvarado Street, or phone Dunkirk 5469.

OM TAT SAT oM
MOTHER JAGADAMBA—MRS. E.B. HOGAN :

As| have aready mentioned in the earlier chapters, | have
been blessed with many mothers and numerous sistersand brothers
both in the East and the West. Jagadamba is another mother from
the West who took good care of me while | wasin Californiaand
served the studentsin the new Peace Centre of LosAngeles. During
the course of lectures| stayed in a comfortable apartment nearby
thelecture hall which had been rented by Doctors Grove and Gross
for my stay. The doctors spared no pains to make me happy and
comfortable in every way, even in the outer things. But the redl
contentment and happiness which knowsno changelieonly within,
in the stillness of one's own purified heart.

Mother Mariya also was with me and she took good care
of me and helped in all possible ways the work of the new Peace
Centre, although shewas sorry to be sofar away fromthe Sri Mariya
Ashram, thefirst Peace Centrein Philadelphia. MissAnnaBlessing
was a devoted soul in Los Angeles who helped me with the
correction of the diaries and other important work. Shewasalone
with none of the commitments of family life and was thus anxious
to dedicate her life to the Mission of Peace and accompany me to
Indiato stay permanently. There were severa other brothers and
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sisters, devoted and dedicated, who offered their lives for the
progress of the cause of Peace. Their names are too numerous to
mention but my heart feels grateful for all their selfless services
and interest in the Peace Centre. My grateful thanks go out to all
of them.

Mrs. Hogan, Jagadamba, lived in Hollywood but she
attended the L os Angeles Centre meeting regularly. She wanted
alsoto establish aPeace Centrein her own home. Shehad aNegro
maid, named Grace Brown in her home. She too was very much
attracted to me and devotedly took special care of me, feeding me
with delicious dishesof every kind, prepared purposely to give me
health. She called me by the affectionate name of ‘My Boy’ to the
amusement of al the students and friends. Miss Grace Brown
was agreat psychic and predicted wonderful things of me and our
Peace Work in the U.S.A.

In New York, in the home of Mrs. Lilly there was another
‘colored maid’, aNegro lady by the name of Sarah Smith ; and she
also called me by the sweet nameof ‘My Boy ‘. | washappy to be
the boy the child of not only the white peopl e but of the black al so.
Miss Sarah, the Negro maid in the New York Peace Centre was so
devoted to the Mother Ashram, the Mission of Peace in Indiathat
when she heard that a devoted family in the Ashram died by fever
and that many people were very sick on account of it, without
money to buy clothing, medecines or food, she offered the little
money she had. She kept a Penny Bank, asmall pot with adlitin
the middle and she hoarded all thelittle penniesand small coinsin
that bank, saving them bit by bit so that she could one day buy
herself an overcoat. It getsvery cold in that region of the United
States in the winter and the temperature often falls below the
freezing point. She must have heard me telling Mrs. Lilly about
the deaths in the Manikyam family and about the sickness and
poverty in the area, but she surprised me when she approached me
with her Penny Bank and said:

My Little Boy, | am sorry to hear of the fundlessness of the
Ashram in far away India. It will give mejoy if you will kindly
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accept thislittle money that | have been hoarding for along time.
It will make me more happy to feed some of your starving children
in your Mission in India than to buy for myself a new overcoat
herein America

| was deeply touched by her love-offering and accepted it
with grateful thanks. When we counted all the pennies and silver
coins it amounted to almost ten dollars, enough to buy thirty
thousand quinine pillsfor all the sick and poor in the ashram and
neighbouring villages. She was so happy to hear this that she
promised to send ten dollars every year. It isneedlessto mention
how deeply touched | was at her loving words of sympathy and her
great and generous sacrifice. The money wasrushed to the Mother
Ashram in India in the name of Mrs. Sarah Smith, the maid of
Mrs. Hean D. Lilly, one of the wealthiest women in America.
When the ladies heard of Sarah’s noble sacrifice they were deeply
moved and Mrs. Hayward gave Sarah one of her costly fur-coats
as a present. Thus,if we give to others, God himself will provide
for us. Thuswere made some of the sacrifices of love and selfless
service by even the servants and poor people in America, who
appreciated our silent work and wanted to aid their brothers and
sistersin India. All Glory belongsto God !

As | saw the great heart of universality in Mrs. Hogan, |
thought she should be blessed with the spiritual name of Jagadamba,
the mother of the world, to the great joy of both herself and her
numerous, devoted friends. Hence, on an auspicious day, a small
ceremony was held and Mrs. Hogan became M other Jagadamba.
She had adaughter named Virginiaand ason named Leeland. Both
loved meliketheir own brother and served mein every way, often
taking me in their car to the beach or to some other lovely and
lonely place. Master Leeland, although young was a good
mechanic. Inthose days, while yet aboy he had bought a second
hand car for five dollars which he repaired himself and then used
for outings. Imagine buying a car for five dollars in those times,
less than fifteen rupees ! He often invited me to come out with
him in hislittle car but Mother Jagadambaforbade metorideinit
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and take any chances with my life.

Many children became my friends, my little ‘pals’ ; they
flocked around me and were drawn towards me, in every Peace
Centreinthe U.S.A. In aphoto taken in the Peace Centrein Los
Angelesthereisalittle boy sitting on my lap. It isinteresting that
| can still remember his name. It is Bobby. His parents were
insurance agents and sold land. They became my students at the
Peace Centre. Later on | had a sad experience with the parents of
thelittle boy Bobby.

Jagadamba lived in Hollywood, the heart of the movie
centre. Asmany of you know, Hollywood is the centre and home
of some of the biggest and most famous movie stars. Itisinteresting
that God chose such a noted place and made me a His instrument,
to open Peace Centre there at the desire of M other Jagadamba and
all her cultured friends. She was one of the ardent students at the
Los Angeles Peace Centre who attended al the classes regularly
and assimilated all the messages. Sheinsisted that | should start a
Hollywood Peace Centre in her comfortable home, on a lovely
hillock. God'sways are mysterious and incomprehensible.

In those days | had a craze-mania to start Peace Centers
wherever there were devotees who requested my help in making
their homes, communities and cities, into Peace Centers. In
Reading, Pennsylvania, Minnesota, Minneapolis, Chicago, Seattle
and many other places, Peace Centerswere started in the homes of
faithful and loving devotees on asmall scale and they have been a
temporary blessing to many aspiring, spiritual souls.

All glory belongsto the All-knowing and All-wise Creator
of theworlds, the One Who is the source of all the Peace Centers
in the East and the West:

May Peace be Unto All:
oM oM oM
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Chapter 45
SILENT WORK IN CALIFORNIA
A NEW PEACE CENTRE IN HOLLYWOOD:

Hollywood, the famous city of the cinema industries with
all its beautiful buildings and homes of noted cinema starslieson
sloping hills, only afew milesfrom LosAngeles. Infact itisnot
disconnected with, or separate from LosAngeles; but rather stands
away from the lovely homes of the millionaires and the ‘stars
scattered over some distance dotting the hills. There was no need
to establish another Peace Centre in Hollywood, for, we had one
already in nearby LosAngeles, under the guidance of the eminent
doctors Grove and Gross who were most kind, attentive and
efficient too in their great work of spreading Peace near and far.

As | write now, there is before me a beautiful and costly
book the Holy Bible, called the Red Letter Testament with the name
Swami Omkar in gold lettersonit. Thiswas a precious gift from
Dr. Henry Gross, the President of the Los Angeles Peace Centre,
with the loving words given below, typed on a piece of paper and
pasted inside the Holy Book, to signify his devotion. Although
thirty seven years have passed, the typed words look as fresh as
though they were typed but yesterday and the Bible itself looks
new. In highest homage to the loyalty and devotion of Dr. Gross,
| am happy to reproduce herewhat hewrotein the book so sincerely
and artistically too.

OM PEACE PEACE PEACE

To My own beloved brother;
Aswe continuously breathe, live, think, move and have our
being
IN THE PRESENCE OF GOD
We ask this day, Your, Birthday
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OUR FATHER
In the Name of Our Lord Jesus Christ for perpetual

LIFE ——LOVE LIGHT
To ShineinAll
The New Peace Centers of your Creation.
GLORY GLORY GLORY

Accept my hearty congratul ations, sincere best wishes and
continue to perpetuate Peace with greater ability to establish
New Peace Centres everywhere, Your Noble Work.

With billows of LOVE to echo and re-echo in your
consciousness forever.

OM SHANTHI OM SHANTHI OM SHANTHI
LosAngeles Peace Centre Your Brother
October 10, 1930 Dr. Henry Gross

Some of the readers of this Autobiography, especially the
old devotees may be anxious and curious now to know why the
birthday was celebrated in October instead of January which we
observe these days with pujas, prayers and meditations. | have
always been one of those who consider every day as my birthday
and | pay no attention to the particular day of thisbirth; | always
try tolivein the present moment, burying the dead past and ignoring
the dim future. Thus, the years passed away with the observance
of October 10" as the birthday. Then one day a copy of the old
horoscope was found by someone at home and it was sent to me.
It wasdiscovered that the birthday was not in October but on twenty
first of January. Sincethen twenty first January hasbeen observed
with ekaham repetition of God's hame ceaselessly and with
kotipatri and lakshapatri pujas, the worship of Lord Shivawith a
crore and a lakh of bilva leaves which are sacred for puja to the
Lord. Imagine the joy of worshipping God with a million holy
names.
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My readerswill be surprised to learn that although | stayed
in Hollywood and Los Angeles for more than ayear | never went
even onceto see any of thewell known, the world famous movies,
for | was fully absorbed in the creation of Peace Centers in the
hearts of aspiring devotees. Tothisday | remember with heaviness
of heart, how | disappointed and made sad Mother Mariyain not
going with her to see afamous movie, a Holy Play of the Life of
Chrigt, even after she had made all the arrangements and bought
ticketsin advance. Onthat day | preferred instead, to go onalong
ride of a hundred miles or so with Mother Jagadamba and her
children. But many times since then, | have felt sad for having
disappointed Mother Mariya over such asmall thing and after al
that she had done for me.

On an auspicious day the new Peace Centre in Hollywood
was inaugurated and many learned and important people of both
Hollywood and Los Angles took part in the opening ceremonies,
along with doctors Grove and Gross, Mother Mariya and all the
students of the Los Angles Peace Centre. It was a great success
and agreat joy to everyone who was privileged to take part in the
function. Mrs. Hogan's social acquaintances including many
relatives and friends who did charitable deeds - al graced the
occasion and partook of the Feast of Peace. After my usual simple
and direct Message of Peace, several eminent scholars, scientists
and movie stars also spoke with appreciation of the Peace-Work
and of the great need for spreading Peace from heart to heart for
the Peace of all, so that permanent Peace might be established in
theworld. It wasahappy day of rgoicing for all thosewho attended
the opening ceremony of the Peace Centre in Hollywood. After
the Prayers and Meditation, Mrs. Hogan entertained all with
delicious refreshments such as coffee, teaand ice cream. We had
weekly meetings and many new and old devotees, as well as
aspiring souls from far off places attended our classes at the new
Hollywood Centre and derived great benefit.

Dr. Grovewas agreat, successful and noted Naturopath in
Los Angles and he had alarge sanatorium of his own. Although
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morethan eighty yearsin age he was as energetic and bouyant asa
young man. His sanatorium had a solarium which had been
constructed in anovel way, on wheels, so that it could be moved
all around during the day, to allow the direct rays of the sun to fall
on the patients. He also had other moving buildings, shower baths,
sun baths and aroom for massage which was next to his office. It
wasall something to be seen and not described inwords. Dr. Grove
used to treat and cure chronic cases which had been given up as
hopeless and incurable by the Allopathic doctors. For every
treatment Dr. Grove received twenty-five or thirty rupees but he
was generous enough to give a concession to poor and deserving
people.

As for me, since Dr. Grove had been one of the oldest
students of the renowned Swami Vivekananda and was now an
active member and organiser of the LosAngele' s Peace Centre, he
offered all his services and the full use of the global sanatorium to
me free of any charges. As| had afall onice and had broken my
hip-bone, the wonderful sun baths, massages and other nature cure
treatments of Dr. Grove did me immense good. | have ever felt
deeply grateful to Dr. Grove and Dr. Gross and to Mother
Jagadamba of the Hollywood Peace Centre, for all their tender
care and affection for me.

May Peace be Unto All.
IN THE SANTA SUSANNA HILLS:

The Santa Susanna Hills consisted of asmall and beautiful
valley surrounded by hills and it lay at a distance of about forty
milesfrom Hollywood. Whereis Santi Ashram of Thotapalli Hills
in Indiaand where are the Santa Susanna Hills of Californiain the
United States? It is interesting how Santi in India and Santa in
America sound so much alike and how they both played an
important partin my spiritual life. A lover of Silenceawayslongs
for solitude. Although | ever tried to do my part and serve all the
old and new friends and students of both Peace Centres in Los
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Angeles and Hollywood, Jagadamba saw that | was becoming
weary and tired and even yearning for Silence, my life's soul and
goal.

In ahappy moment she remembered that shehad acabin, a
small home in the lovely valley of the Santa Susanna Hills; and
shetold methat shewould like to take mein her car just to seethe
place; and if | liked it, | could stay there and enjoy all silence and
great solitude. She aso told me that it was not too comfortable
and convenient therefor it was not provided with the amenities of
life such asflush toilets and refrigerators. | do not remember now
whether it had an electric connection or whether | had to use a
kerosene light during my stay there. Anyway, | spent some of the
happiest days of my life there, all alonein silence. Food was not
easily availableand so | lived on araw diet of fruitsand vegetables
which were provided by Mother Jagadamba. Usually on alternate
days she would come in her car and bring food and all that |
needed for the care and nourishment of the body.

As | had had a double fracture of the hip it was most
uncomfortable to sit on the floor and bend the legs. To attend to
the callsof nature during those days of conval escence and recovery
| had to use a raised commode. | needed the constant care of
someone or other even while staying in a modern home, to say
nothing of this small and remote wooden cabin. Jagadamba
provided mewith agood commode and it was placed in one corner
of the cabin. | wasnot ableto walk about easily but had to usetwo
walking sticks, with which, | walked about in the cabin and outside
tolook at the beautiful rangesof hills. Jagadambawas so motherly
that she used to come almost everyday to bring me food and
especialy to clean the commode. She used a strong disinfectant
(lotion) to avoid smell, so that the commode could be used often
until she came. Who else would do so cheerfully and lovingly
such menia work as cleaning acommode? Rudyard Kipling once
said that East is East and West is West and “ the twain would never
meet” or be united. But in the great, selfless service of Mother
Jagadambawhere is East or West? Where love isthereisno work
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in the world which is lowly or menial. Mahatma Gandhi had set
for al of usaliving example when he began to clean latrines and
considered it his greatest privilege. Anyway, | feel my life has
been blessed, for | have had dedicated mothers such as Mother
Mariya, Mother Jean D. Lilly and Mother Jagadamba as well as
the other mothers and consecrated souls of the East and the West.

The distance from Hollywood to the Santa Susanna Hills
waslong and | wasfortunateto havevery few visitors. Thusl was
able to spend my days and nights in perfect silence and solitude.
Since | was blessed to be alone with God, | made the best use of
my precioustime by having constant prayers and deep meditations.
| wrote some inspiring messages while there in the lovely Santa
Susanna Hills. The illuminating Peace Prayer was conceived of,
in the Holy Himalayas and it took full shape in the Santa Susanna
Hills. Later, Mother Jagadamba published it as a separate bookl et
on behalf of the Hollywood Peace Centre and it was and has since
been a source of great inspiration and strength to thousands of
aspiring devotees, to the devoted children of Godin all the old and
new religions of the East and the West. The Peace Prayer has now
been reprinted many times and has been trandlated into many
languages, all over the world.

Another helpful and inspiring message which paves the
way to World Peace, Universal Peace and which was highly
appreciated by many devoted souls in the East and West is the
simple Message of Peace. Mother Jagadamba published it also
from the Hollywood Peace Centre. The autobiography would be
incompl ete without this message; so it isincluded here. It begins
with Peace Prayer which may be repeated any number of timesfor
the Peace of theindividual aswell asfor the Peace of the Universe.
Thevery repetition of the Prayer helpsoneto feel God's Presence.

PEACE PRAYER

Adorable Presence, Thou who art within and without, above
and below and all around; Thou who art interpenetrating the very
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cells of our beings;, Thou who art the Eye of our eyes, the Ear of
our ears, the Heart of our hearts, the Mind of our minds, the Breath
of our breaths, the Life of our livesand Soul of our souls, Blessus,
dear God, to be aware of Thy Presence Now and Here. Thisisall
that we ask of Thee. May all be aware of Thy Presencein the East
and theWest, in the North and the South. May Peace and Goodwiil
abideamong individualsaswell ascommunitiesand nations. This
isour earnest prayer, May Peace be Unto All.

OM OM OM

THE MESSAGE OF PEACE
(For the establishment of Peace on earth)

Dear Friend, | love you because God is Love. My soul
cravesto help and serveyou, for in serving you | am serving God.
Peace is needed for the establishment of the Kingdom of Heaven
on earth. What isyour contribution to World Peace? If our hearts
are devoid of Peace, our lectures and sermonsfor the Peace of the
world are amockery in the face of God.

In spite of daily sermons and prayers in churches and
temples there is unrest everywhere. In many a nation there are
signs of bitterness, hatred and war instead of Harmony, Love and
Peace.

The Golden Rule “Whomsoever ye would that men should
do unto ye, even so do ye unto them’, is to be practiced in our
relationship with individual sand with the sister nations of theworld
and should not remain merely a myth or motto.

Religion should not be acloak used asagarment on special
occasions, but should be lived in our daily lives, each and every
moment. We are to manifest it in all our thoughts, words and
deeds, whether we are in church or home, for religion is the
realisation of God’s Presencein us.
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Theharvest isgreat and the labourersarefew. Inthename
of God, in the name of Truth or Love will you not help the world,
by establishing Peace in your own heart first?

Please do not fail to give your help and sympathy saying:
‘| am neither a statesman nor a member of the United Nations'.
Yes, you are a Statesman in the Garden of Peace. You areaMember
in the Kingdom of God. Your Birthright is Peace. Your Divine
Heritage is Universal Love. Hence, it is your duty to work for
Peace with an al-embracing heart of Love.

Pray! Comeforward now with all the strength of your heart
and soul to prevent war and establish Peace on earth. ‘United we
stand, divided wefall.” Remember that unity islife and separation
isdeath. Hencel plead and beg you for your cooperation.

Irrespective of differencesin nationsor religions, whether
you are President or Peasant, Emperor or Labourer, Priest or
Layman, | request you now to contribute your quota by first
establishing Peacein your own heart, for It istheindividual peace
which paves the way towards universal peace.

Our Peace must be based upon the understanding of God,
the universal energy, the basic principle of creation and not on
meretreatiessigned by politiciansto servetheir individual purposes
or national needs.

Whereis Peace that passeth all understandingif itisnotin
unity with God, who isour all in al? Recognise the presence of
God withinyourself. IsHenot throbbing inyour heart? Lo, Heis
here; merge within and feel, feel, feel. By recognizing God in
your heart, you can behold Him in everyone, irrespective of creed,;
colour or nationality, for everyoneisachild of God.

Beloved one, will you not render alittle servicefor me? If
you will, please feel the presence of God, not tomorrow or when
you go home or to church, but right now in this moment, at this
place and you read this message.
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Behold: Heisshininginyour eyes. Canyou not see Him?
‘Having eyes seeyou not? Pray, utilise your eyesto behold Him,
your ears to listen to His still, small voice, your hands to serve
Him, your wordsto glorify Him, your heart to express Him, your
mind to merge in Him, and your soul to recognise Him.

Thisisall that | ask of you, my fellow —worker, to make
thewholeworld, God's creation, an Abode of Peace, remembering
always the great Truth that The service of man is the service of
God. Thisisthe Highest Worship of God.

May floodsof Harmony, riversof Peace and oceansof Love
flow from you towards the whole of God's creation the whole of
humanity for the good of the world; and may theindweller of your
heart blessyou with peace and long life. Thisisthe prayer of your
own Brother Omkar!

OM OM OM
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Chapter 46
THE VISIT OF THE MAHARAJAH OF PITHAPURAM

One day, as | was spending my time in the lovely Santa
Susanna Hills al alone in silence and seclusion, enjoying Peace
within and writing some inspired messages, Mother Jagadamba
came to my cabin excited and happy with a newspaper, the Los
Angeles Herald which contained a photo of the Maharagjah of
Pithapuram.

Pithapuram isthe place where thisbody was most probably
born. In those days a Maharajah meant some great and
unapproachable deity. At the time of the coronation of the
Mahargah of Pithapuram, | wasalittle boy of nine or ten years, or
perhaps even less, for | no longer remember the exact date of the
coronation. The one thing that | do remember is that the whole
town was in ‘gala’ appearance, fully decorated with arches and
flags and there were processions going about the town with music.
The palace of the Mahargjah is in the very town itself and
surrounded by alarge mound of earth which actsasawall to prevent
outsiders from entering the precincts of the palace. Aslittle boys
were not allowed within the big gate, | remember clearly how |
and some other little boys climbed the great mound of earth and
looked eagerly at the procession which passed through the palace
grounds, with its bright colours, music, dancing and other
entertainments. We were oblivious to the hot sun.

I marvel how much things change with the passing of time!
How M ahargjahs become beggars and beggars become the richest
people, even Mahargjahs, with the passing of time. | who as a
little boy could not enter the pal ace or its groundsto see coronation
of the Maharajah but had to seeit by climbing alarge parapet wall,
had come to Hollywood, California to render spiritual service
meditating in Santa Susanna Hills and establishing Peace Centres
in Los Angeles and Hollywood with many ardent American
devotees. And now, the very Maharajah of Pithapuram had come
with the Maharani and all the members of hisfamily on aforeign
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tour to Hollywood. Itisimpossibleto foreseethedestiny of people;
and the way in which events change istruly incomprehensible. It
is remarkable how | can still vision myself to this day, after the
passing of more than sixty years, as alittle boy peeping over the
parapet wall of the palace, so inquisitively to see the grand
procession and coronation; and now, so strange to see myself asa
Swami living in silence in the cabin of Mother Jagadamba in the
Santa Susanna Hills. She came excitedly to see me, waving the
newspaper and telling me the details of the visit of the Mahargjah.

As Jagadamba was anxious to see the Mahargjah and
Maharani and their children, | wrote to the Maharagjah and invited
him and his party to our Peace Centre in Hollywood. He was
lonely in the far of Hollywood, far from his palace in Pithapuram;
and hethusreadily accepted my invitation and aday wasfixed for
hisvisit. He came one evening to the Peace Centre with some of
his family members and they all felt pleased with our silent work
in America. Jagadamba was kind enough to invite the Maharajah
and hisfamily for dinner in her home. A date was fixed and they
came, nearly twenty in all and the dinner was a grand success. |
can still see the Mahargjah and Maharani, their two sons and five
daughters and other distinguished guests, Jagadamba’sfamily and
friends, all enjoying the rich repast which she so generously
provided. She arranged also to have some Indian dishes such as
curries, papads, vadiyams, prepared; and it was araretreat for the
Mahargjah and his party to have such a fine dinner so far away
from home. As she had heard that Mahargjah was a mesat-eater,
Jagadamba had got prepared by Grace Brown, her good Negro
cook, and one of my students at the Hollywood Peace Centre, some
non vegetarian dishes also for the Mahargjah.

Then we had aspiritual meeting; some messageswereread
out and meditation followed. Later onin the evening Jagadamba
took us al in a number of cars of her friend to the Hollywood
Bowl where wonderful musical concerts are given; thousands of
people gather in the open ground to listen to the famous music of
celebrated musicians, on all kinds of musical instruments. With
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Jagadamba’sinfluence special ticketswere bought and comfortable
arrangements were made to seat the whole group near the large
music stage. It wasamemorable night that shall not be forgotten.
I think the Maharajah and his children visited usonce again, for to
thisday therearetwo small photosin our Ashram abum, of myself
with the Maharajah and another with his two talented sons,
Sri Yuvargjah Rama Rao Bahadur and Sri Raja Kumar Surya Rao
Bahadur.

It wasthe good fortune of the Sri Santi Ashram that in later
years Sri Surya Rao, the Raja Kumar became a part and parcel of
the Ashram. An idea devotee, he took great interest in and care
for the silent work of the Mission of Peace. He was aso the
President of the Ashram for three years and helped to spread the
cause of peace near and far. Hisfather, the Maharg ah himself was
agreat Brahmo. Although he did many charitable actsfor severad
institutionsand in spite of all hisgreat interest in and appreciation
of our universal work of Peace and also his visit to the foreign
branch in Hollywood, Santi Ashram was not included in his
charitieswith al his generocity.

The Mahargah was blessed with a spiritual, devoted and
God loving wife who had great respect and veneration for the
Ashram. After their returnto Indiawewereinvited to their palace
for a visit. Sister Sushila Devi was also in the Ashram. The
Mahargjah sent us a special and most comfortable car and when
we reached Pithapuram they all received us with great respect and
honour. After prayers with the Mahargjah, Maharani and the
children and after having adinner we all went to Uppada, abeautiful
searesort about twenty milesdistant from Pithapuram. Pithapuram
itself is also about twenty miles from the Ashram. When we left
them all, the Mahargjah gave the manager of the Ashram
Rs.100/- as a donation. After my return to the Ashram | became
sick and had high fever for more than two months. Some orthodox
people said it was due to evil eyes of people.
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In any case we had a pleasant time with the Maharajah and
Maharani and their party in Hollywood. Many interesting accounts
of the Maharg ah were published inthe news-papersof LosAngeles
relating to his devoted life of charity and public service to the
deserving. But the Maharajah was so orthodox that he never
allowed any photographer to take pictures of any of the ladies of
this party. Thus ended in all success the visit of the Maharajah,
whom thelittle boy of eight had to see, by climbing ahigh parapet
wall on the day of his coronation. Through the mystery of God,
events were changed and the Maharajah himself had to come to
Hollywood, U.S.A. to see the Swami, the founder of the
Peace Centres.

Asalready mentioned the Maharani wasasaintly lady who
was well-known for her great devotion to God and for her service
to women and children. She loved our sister Sushila Devi very
much. She spent most of her timein performing puja, the worship
of God and she used to have many candleslighted before her deity
and also the waving of camphor and the burning of incense. One
day the saddest thing happened. Asshewas having her puja, with
many lights, her sari caught fire and she was burnt to death. What
a shocking calamity, a sad end for such a saintly and God-loving
lady, to die worshipping God! Inexplicable and intricate are the
laws of Karma. May the devoted and dedicated soul of
Chinnamamba, Rani Saheba of Pithapuram rest in God, in Peace.
This has been the prayer of all the members of Santi Ashram as
well as of her friends, relatives and admirers of her saintly life.

OUR THAMMU:

| have aready mentioned that Sri Surya Rao Bahadur, the
Raja Kumar, became afriend of the Ashram and helped the cause
of peace in so many ways. He was also President of the Ashram
for threeyears. Theworkingsof karma are strange and mysterious,
for who would have ever expected that we would meet in
Hollywood, U.S.A. when we both had grown up in Pithapuram,
India? Inany case, our Thammu was an ardent devotee and it was
asad and great shock when heleft the body. * Our Thammu’ wasa

Autobiography of Omkar 253



message | wrote at the time of hisdemise and it was later printed
as a booklet with a picture of us together and many beautiful
guotations on death and its meaning, were given in thisbooklet on
him. In memory of Thammu | would like to include herein some
passages from that message, with silent prayers for the peace of
Thammu and for his devoted wife and children who ever revere
his consecrated life of serviceto others.

The Passing Away of Our Beloved Thammu

Thammu isthe Rgjakumar of Pithapuram. HeisaThammu,
brother not only to me but also to you and to everyonein theworld.
| had the joy of meeting him when he was ayoung boy. He came
tothe U.S.A. with hisparents, Sri RamaRao Bahadur, theyuvargjah
and all the family members while | was there. He has been dear
and near to my heart always because he has been areal Thammu to
me morethan to anyone else. Thename of hisresidenceis Omkar.
Hekeepsasmall photo of Omkar in hisring which hewearsaways.
He keeps a photo of Omkar on the atar in his puja room. In his
devoted and dedicated heart also he hasinstalled Omkar.

He has always been a healthy and strong person with good
and simple habits, even though he was born in aroyal family asa
prince. Recently | heard that he had been sick and atelegram was
sent by his devoted life-partner, Srimati Padmavathi Devi asking
for my prayers and then there was another informing us happily
that he had begun to improve by God's Grace. But this morning
two telegrams were received, one from Madras and another from
Bobjee, an ardent devotee of the Ashram informing us of the
shocking news of the passing away of our beloved Thammu. Itis
really unbelievable. | feel Thammu’s presence now closer and
nearer, morethan ever. Heisstanding by my sidewith folded arms
in al devotion. Heis there, waving in the fragrant flowers as if
saying: | amwith you always, Thammuisalive. Hisspiritisinus.
He can never die. The four statues of Gandhiji, Buddha, Christ
and Sri Krishnain front of my Nirvana Mandir console me with
the following message:
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Gandhi : Thammu isthere, still serving the sick and poor through
so many welfare organisations.

Buddha: Thammu has annihilated the ego and hence he is here
enjoying Nirvana.

Chrisrt : Thammu is childlike and the Kingdom of Heaven
belongs to children. He has come to me now.

Krishna: Thammu isin me and | am in Thammu. Thammu is
immortal. My devoteeis never lost.

Thammu was like aHanuman to mefor he helped the Cause
of Peacein all possibleways. The scripturesteach usthat Anjaneya
or Hanuman is a Chiranjivi. Chiranjivi is the one who is above
death and lives eternally. Thus | feel that Hanuman—Thammu
also iseternal and livesfor ever.

Verily, there are two kinds of peoplein thisworld.

I. Those who are dead even though they are dlive, for
they haveforgotten God, the Light within and liveonly
for the little self, as a burden to Mother Earth.

[1. Those who are aive even though dead, for their
dedicated lives of selfless service are the greatest
blessing to al the world.

| cannot believe that Thammu is dead. The very thought
hurts me. The thought that Thammu is alive, that he is now with
me more than ever in the Ashram, which has been dearest and
nearest to his heart, gives mejoy, strength and consolation. Is not
our blessed Sister SushilaDevi’sspirit with us, working and hel ping
in al the Ashram activities now? Similarly, our Thammu also is
with us, helping his Ashram now, more than ever. By the way,
Thammu had the highest regard for SushilaDevi. Hencel feel his
spirit hasjoined theloving spirit of SushilaDevi and both of them
are helping the cause of peace now for the good of the world.

TomeThammuisalive now morethan ever. May all those
who really love Thammu, continue to love him, finding Thammu
in the sick, the poor and the helpless, for our dear Thammu has
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entered into the hearts of al theseformsand requestsour love, service
and sympathy for thegood of all. Aboveall, our simple Peace Prayer,
which has been dear and near to the heart of Thammu unites the
dead, the so-called departed with the living. 1t makes us feel the
presence of God aswerepeat it; so let usrepeat it asoften aspossible
and wish the peace of our beloved Thammu. Let usinvoke God's
richest blessings on his compassionate and all loving spirit.

It was our dear Thammu who had the Peace Prayer printed
as a book mark at the time of the marriage of his dear daughter
Chy. Chinnamamba and distributed it to his royal friends and to
the citizens of Madras. What athoughtful, memorable and lasting
gift is the Peace Prayer, as an inspiring and helpful book mark:
strange aretheways of maya, thethick delusionintheever changing
world. We do not seem to realise fully the great love of our dear
ones while they are with us, aive. Itisonly when they leave us
physically, that werealise and regret their great lossand deep love,
alas, when it istoo late.

The great future of Santi Ashram, the Mission of Peace
had been always foremost in the heart of Thammu. Whenever we
passed through Madras we were his guests and he arranged
Peace-Meetings in his lovely home and invited all his relations
and friends for the meetings. Thammu’s close friends, the Rajah
Saheb and the Rani Saheba of Siva Ganga were once introduced
to us and they were kind enough to take our entire Peace Party to
their home. It was Thammu who made the Maharajah of
Pudukkotah, alife patron of Sri Santi Ashram. Thammu has done
much for the Ashram and wanted to do much more for the Cause
of Peace. Busy ashewas, he attended Waltair Ashram Committee
Meetings and had time to spend with me in Kailas, on the top of
thehill, during my daysof Silence. Hetreated the Ashram children
ashisown children and took them for outings, gavethemice cream,
biscuitsand sweets. Chy. Jnaneswari has been hisfavourite child.
Thammu was also a good athelete and fond of dumb animals too
for he loved al God's children.
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Even on the letter heads and envelopes of our Thammu,
one finds the sacred syllable OM in Sanskrit and the inspiring
words, God is Love. He was fond of music and animals. On his
letter head was the picture of the Goddess Saraswati with her vina
and a so the holy cow withits calf and the lovely Lotus. Thammu
was always considerate about and thoughtful of my welfare. It
wastouching to see him telling our Chy. Jnaneswari and Chy. Santi
and other members, in the following loving work:

As| amfar away in Madras | am not fortunate
to serve our Swamiji personaly and look after his
needs; but asyou are privileged to be near him, | request
you on my behalf also, to serve our Master in every
possible way.

He always addressed me by the precious and sweet name
of Master.

I long to forget my sorrow in doing something worthwhile
and helpful to keep the memory of our beloved Thammu ever fresh
and lasting in Santi Ashram. May God blessall thefriends, relations
and well wishers of our dear Thammu with His richest blessings
of peace in their great sorrow. May His Blessings comfort and
strengthen the members of the family and the children especially
of our Sri Surya Rao Bahadur, the Rgjahkumar of Pithapuram, in
their irreparable loss and great bereavement. Above all, may the
compassionate and loving spirit of our dear Thammu, evenin his
disembodied state, ever abide in Peace with God.

May Peace be Unto All!
Loka Samasthah Sukhino Bhavanthu.

OM OM OM
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Chapter 47
STILL IN HOLLYWOOD

| am unable to remember the names of the two devotees
who played an important part in my life in the Hollywood Peace
Centre. They werein the group photo taken of al the students of
the Los Angeles Centre. The life and activities of both centers
were never two but one. All that | can tell my readersisthat they
were the parents of the little boy Bob, who sat in my lap in that
photo. Both thefather and mother werein thereal estate business.
This means that they act as agents for people who wish to sell
property such asland and houses. When the agent is successful,
he often gets a commission from both the seller and the buyer.
Thus, there are many ways of making aliving of keeping the wolf
of hunger at bay, asthey say in the West.

Perhaps in those days, during the Great Depression,
business was not too good for them, for one day my two friends,
my own students fixed their eyes on me and said:

‘Dear Swamiji, why don’t you start another
Peace Centre, alittle Ashram of our ownin thelovely
Santa Susanna Hills. It will be for the good of all the
devotees near and far in America and we will show
you al thelovely placesof silence and solitude, where
you can meditate and forget the world'.

Theidea, the very proposal was most alluring to mefor in
those days | was land-crazy, fond of getting more and more land
for the Ashram and eager to start as many Peace Centersaspossible
everywhere in the world, in the East and the West. Now as
experience and wisdom have grown alittle, | am no longer anxious
to start branches or Peace Centers on land but rather | wanted to
see them established in the devoted hearts of all the children of
God, known and unknown. Verily, it is from the individual heart
alonethat Peace must flow ceaselessly towards all creation. What
agrand and noble aspiration. Yet, not my will but may Hiswill be
done. Anyway, in my advanced years, or old age as some cal it,
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thisiswhat | aspire to do both day and night and especially when
devotees cometo seeme. | do not wish to allow anyoneto go from
me, after seeing me, without starting a Peace Centrein his or her
devoted heart.

My sole aspiration these daysisthat whoever comesto the
Ashram, whoever takes some of my time, must fill hisor her heart
with Health, Peace and L ove; and with added strength carry Light,
Life and Love with them to share not only with their dear ones at
home but with all the people with whom they comeinto contact, at
work or inrest. The smpleideal or motto of Santi Ashram from
its beginning over fifty-four year ago has ever been the same.

LIVEIN GOD AND HELPOTHERSTO LIVEINHIM :

How blessed and peaceful the world would be if al the
children of God could live in God and help others to feel God's
Presence. The ideal is very lofty and grand but it is rather trying
and difficult to achieve for ‘Narrow and rugged is the way that
leads to Heaven and broad and smooth is the way that leads to
Hell’. Thus, many are called but few are chosen.

Earlier | mentioned the expression “land-crazy’; and |
should like to make it clearer by recounting the illuminating and
simple story, told by Count Leo Tolstoy, ‘How much Land Does a
Man Need? There was once a man like me who was land-crazy.
In my case also | started first with ten acres and then acquired a
few more and then more and more until now Santi Ashram spreads
out over 200 acres of land. The difference between me and the
man in the story is that | have been getting more and more land,
not for myself but for the Ashram, for all the devotees of the Peace
Centersthroughout the world, whereasthe man in the story wanted
more and more land only for himself.

Hereisthe essence of the story:

It seems a certain man was not content with the land, God
had given him. He was fond of getting more and more land. He
would sell the land he had at a profit and go some-where else and
buy more land at alow price. Someone came and told him there
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was a place where he could have as much land as he could have
ever dreamt of, without paying a cent, a paisa or a kopek. The
man became so excited, so enamoured of the ideathat he sold all
hisland and proceeded to the place where he could get al the land
he had ever wanted. But the man who owned the vast,
immeasurable tracts of land, gave to our land-crazy man, on one
condition:

You can have all the land that you can
circumscribe from morning to evening, all the way
walking. Theimportant conditionisthat you must return
to the place from where you started before the sun goes
down below the horizon.

The man was happy with this simple condition and he
readily agreed, at sunrise hebegantowak. Hewalked and walked
in the hot sun without rest, for he wanted to cover agreat distance
before returning to his starting place. His insatiable desire for
land kept him walking and walking, further and further eventhough
weary. Then when he turned to look around he saw the sun setting
behind him. He began to walk in great haste to return, in time to
the place where he had started early in the morning. He walked
and walked and then began to run and his heart began to pal pitate.
The goal of his pursuit wasin view, but aas, the sun was setting.
Heran and ran with all hismight and reached at |ast hisdestination,
where he fell aas, dead. He covered several hundred ‘acres’ of
land but in the end he lost his land, money, family and children
having lost life itself.

Intheend, after al, how much land did theland-crazy man
want? Not hundreds of acres of land but only six feet of land to
cover hisbody, when they buried himintheground for hissamadhi.
Such isthe fate and end of all.

Asl dsowas'land-crazy’ | allowed my two real estatefriends
to takemein their car to look at silent and beautiful places which
might become future Peace Centers. We went so far that the car
had to travel onarugged road. Then we had towalk still further to
see the land, the silent lovely and inspiring spot which was to
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become the future Peace Centre, the real Abode of Peace for all
the devotees in California and the U.S.A. The whole area was
lovely, and in fact Californiaisnoted not only for its scenic places
but for its healthy climate as well.

Because of the accident, the fall on ice in Philadelphia, |
was unable to walk about freely but had to use two hand sticks,
one in each hand. Thus, with the help of the two canes and
sometimes with my friends holding or supporting me, | was able
to go about. Even now from thisdistanceto Thotapalli Hills| can
still see myself hobbling about in the Santa Susanna Hills, as |
tried to select a suitable site. The view from the top of the hills
wasglorious, thus surroundings enchanting and | longed to establish
areal Abode of Peace for the benefit of all the seekers of Peacein
America and in Canada too, for some Canadians also had been
coming to our Peace Mestings.

Some aspiring devotees from Canada had requested me to
gothereto start aPeace Centreand | did go asfar asthe border and
amost entered the country. But at the last minute, for some
technical reason | was not allowed to enter Canada. The
Immigration authorities said that my passport allowed meto enter
Canadabut if 1 did so, | would not be allowed to re-enter America.
Strange Immigration Laws; Hence, to the disappointment of my
Canadian friends, | was refused entry to Canada.

Now, returning to the heights of our Santa Susanna Hills,
where the scenery was gorgeous, | was enamoured of the place
and responded to the help and sympathy of my real estate friends,
who requested meto select asmuch land as| wanted. | went around
the land, hobbling with the help of my two canes and selected a
good placefor Abode of Peace. There were natural stone benches
and deep cut tubs, so that one could take a bath when it rained.
There were lovely open places with a panoramic view where one
could have sunbath and meditate. | simply loved the place. The
second timewewent, wetook asurveyor and theland was measured
and surveyed. Some sort of registration-deed, apattawasgivento
me and they took from me the price of the land.
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In those days, during my stay in America, whatever my
students, friends and well-wishers of the Ashram would give as
love-offerings for the help they received in classes; and from the
meditations and initiations would be divided in half. Half would
be deposited in the bank account which Mother Mariyahad opened
inabank in Philadel phiaand the other half of the money would be
sent to India to keep the Mother Ashram alive. Thus, with the
money saved carefully in the bank account | was able to buy the
land in the Santa Susanna Hills. Jagadamba also encouraged me
in this new undertaking, for the new place-Abode of Peaceis near
her little cabin in the Santa Susanna Hills. This project a'so was
sponsored by her ‘real estate’ friends. Imagine my sad surprise
and disappointment when | heard, some years later that the land
selected and bought for the Abode of Peace had never belonged to
my friends, who so easily sold it to me. Asthey had been in need
of money, they had simply showed the land, bel onging to someone
else and encouraged meto buy it. How man always disappoints!

But in the long run no one ever repents for having done
good. Truth aonefinally triumphs. Later on, | came into contact
with the prominent lawyer, Mr.John Hayward of New York, who
waswell knownin Americaand had friendsin every state. When
he heard of the sad affair and duplicity, he wrote to some of his
friends, important lawyers in Los Angeles and requested them to
straighten the matter. They scolded the two real estate agents, my
friends and students and arranged for the return of amost all the
money that | had paid them with completetrust. Mother Jagadamba
was silent, kept mum, throughout this whole transaction.

Later onwhilel was observing mounamin Kailas she came
to India and was the guest of prominent leaders, from the Prime
Minister to the Collector; and she stayed for aweek inKailas. The
glory and enchanting beauty of that Ashram on the top of the hill
was greatly appreciated by her and she helped in the silent work of
the Ashram. Although it was not the will of providence that Santi
Ashram should have an Abode of Peace in the West, in Santa
SusannaHills, ; still God gave us, out of the fullness of His grace,
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aglorious Abode of Peace in India, in the form of Lovely Kailas
Ashram, facing the ocean on three sidesand arange of lovely hills
on the fourth side, welcoming all the seekers of Peace in the East
and the West to share its Silence and Peace.

May Peace be Unto All !
oM oM oM
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Chapter 48
ADIEU TO CALIFORNIA

The silent life in Californiawas a great blessing to many
an aspirant, to the seekers of Peace. Peace Centresin LosAngeles
and Hollywood helped many to meditate and find Peace. | was
also ofteninvited to give discourses and exercisesin meditationin
different homes and in Churches too. | always paid attention to
individual s and hel ped aspirants to meditate regularly and to keep
aspiritual diary. Every week | corrected the diaries and patiently
gave the students practical hints and wise suggestions for their
spiritual progress. My stay in the Santa Susanna Hills was
wonderful, except for the mistake in buying land for an Abode of
Peace for al the seekers of Peace in the world, from people who
did not actually own any land, in those lovely hills.

Asmy two students, who weretrying to support themselves
by selling real estate had no other work, they got meinterested and
then sold to me some land that never belonged to them. As money
spent or rather given for God’swork, buying land for an American
Ashram, really belongs to Him, it was He alone who, after | was
led into asnare, finally helped me out by getting back most of the
origina amount after afew years had elapsed. God takes care of
His children when they trust Him completely, in spite of all the
pitfalls and tribulations.

| will ever bedeeply grateful to all thefriendsand devotees
inthe U.S.A. for all their sympathy and high appreciation of my
silent work there. Hereisapoem or rather atribute sent to me by
one of the American admirers.

To Swami Omkar
The highest comes out of the East.
It has ever been and shall forever be so.
The highest rolls silently, billowing West.
It has ever been and shall be ever so.
The highest comes illuminatingly, benignly.
It has ever been and shall ever be so.
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The highest comes exhaling divinity,

It has ever been and shall ever be so.

The highest comes, it breaksin quite joy.

The highest comes gloriously, scattering gems,
The highest comes as healing balm.

To my awaiting soul, chanting Requiems.

So comes the Sun of suns, to all and to me
Blessing, Amen, with Peace and Divinity

- An American Admirer
(Peace 1930)

Hereisanother tribute by one of the noted citizen of America, one
of the ardent student of the Los Angeles Peace Centre.

MOTHER INDIA

O Mother India, though outraged

And trampled upon by ignorance

Your gentle heart will never ceaseto love
Misguided spiritsin their false concepts.

A land where Silence, Sacrifice and Peace

Have Holy Temples made roofless huts

Can never lose its place in minds of men
Whose spirits dwell on planes of higher thought.
A land where worldly wealth islooked upon
With wild reproof, for hate is not thy way.

Forever will remain beloved by all

That seeks not splendor’s gaiety and play.
Dream on, O Mother India, the mists

Will clear, revealing there ahigher trance
That God has placed upon Hisfickle earth
To safeguard it from evil’s deadly lance.

With Love to Swami Omkar
- Anatole Robbins
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And finally, here is a short and helpful message written
whilein the Santa SusannaHills. It wasgreatly appreciated by all
the students, for it isapractical experience and leads, onestep at a
timeinto Silence.

Thelnner Voice

Hush, hush, hear thy Soul’sInner Voice! Dear Beloved, so
long as you are busy with the outer things you can never hear thy
inner voice. Dear One, are you not tired of those outer things?
Will you not try to hear thy Inner Voice? Do you want to hear thy
Inner Voice with all thy heart and strength? If so, pray do come
and stay with me for a while. Make thy body comfortable and
steady. Think no more of thy plans and duties. Pray do sit for a
while calmly to hear thy Inner Voice. By hearing this Inner Voice
alonethy heart’sthirst will be quenched but never by running hither
and thither with feverish haste after shadows and hobgoblins. Thy
Inner Voice is ever ready to commune with thee. But it is a pity
that thou art not responding to the voicethat iswithin, ever busying
thyself instead with the various voices of the world.

O dear tiny senses, pray draw your activities within, even
for the time being, O dear mind of mine, pray stop thy worthless
wanderings even for a while and hear thy Soul’s Inner Voice-O
little ego, pray dissolve thyself in thine own inner consciousness
to hear thy Inner Voice.

When every sound is hushed and everything is dissolved,
there speaks the Soul’s Inner Voicein al its Divine Glory, in the
depth, of the innermost recesses of the Omnipresent Self. O dear
ones merge more and more within, there to hear thy Soul’s Inner
Voice, for thisalone isthy own dear Divine Birthright.

Hush, hush, hear thy Soul’s Inner Voice, hearing which one
raises above birth and death. May all be blessed with theinaudible
and inexpressible Voice of the Divine Self the Atman.

OM OM OM
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Let this chapter, my ‘adieu’ or goodbye to the California Peace
Center be concluded now with the parting messages which | gave
at our last meeting.

Parting M essage

My Own Indivisible Atman, in the form of, Sisters and
Brothers:

On thisday of parting, | stretch my arms and take you all
into the fold of my Infinite Love, which expects not any reward
but is contented to live as Love ; that Love which knows neither
parting nor meeting, wherein abides the peace that passeth all
understanding and the glory that shinesin the splendour of millions
of Suns.

| am the Sun of suns!
OM | OoM! OoMm!
O GLORY ! GLORY ! GLORY !

ItisLight withinand without. Itisillumination above and
below and it is splendour al around. Let us feel, feel, feel and
dissolve in thisinexpressible peace.

My blessed ones, you havereceived thekey of Self-Reliance
in your First Initiation; the key of Speechlessness in the Second
Initiation; and the Key of Dissolution of mind, or control of thought
in the Third Initiation; and you have obtained the Divine Key,
Sohamwhich has opened all sealsawakened all centersand finally
led you into the Kingdom of Heaven, where you are face to face
with God or Truth.

Behold hisGlory!
OM! OM! OM!

Herethereisneither seeking nor striving; all searchisended
all doubts are cleared, al questions answered; all speeches ended;
all sermonscompleted, all talksfinished and al egoism destroyed.
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In supreme silence, the eye hath seen the full Glory.
oMm! oMm! om!

O Sacred Birds of Freedom, soar on thewings of Sohamin
the skies of glory, breathing the sacred syllable OM, the life and
soul of your existence. Fly my Birds of Freedom, over hills and
dales, over hamletsand towns, carrying your message of Life, Light
and Love. Spread your wings of Sohamfar and near. Give shelter
unto all the weary seekers of Truth, scatter flowers of joy, hope
and peace everywhere.

Deny not your blessings either to the poor or suffering or
to the so-called sinful, for al are your own. Stretch your hand
alwaysto bless but never to hurt or strikein thought, word or deed.
Gather the manifested into the unmanifested. Draw thewholeworld
with asingle breath of your Divine Soham Glory, Godspeed, my
Divine Birds of Freedom;

Lo; I am with you always until the end!
om! om! OoMm!

My friends, | am privileged to share with you my three
sacred flowers from the Tree of Divine Life. You areinhaling the
fragrance of that sweet flower, UNIVERSAL LOVE. Inhae the
same fragrance in all your trying conditions of outer life. The
second flower is ETERNAL PEACE. May we be filled and

saturated with the fragrance of Peace and share it with the whole
of humanity; Let usrepeat with our Lord:

MY PEACE | GIVEUNTO YOU

The third precious flower is SUPREME SILENCE,
allowing the manifested world to dissolve into the Unmanifested.

May this Blessed Day of Parting ever remain as the Great
Day of our Resurrection, wherein we are united never to be
separated again in the Silent Glory of Supreme Silence.

May Peace be Unto All!
Glory! Glory! Glory !
om! om! OoMm!
Soham'!
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Chapter 49
THE PEACE CENTRES

This simple message on the importance of Peace Centers
speaksfor itself and so | love to include it now in the midst of all
the work done in Americato establish Peace Centers; and before
my return to Indiawith Sister SushilaDevi where we continued to
establish more branches of Santi Ashram, more Peace Centersin
the devoted hearts of the Eastern devotees.

PEACE CENTRES

Blessed is the one who is free from all longings. Peace
profound belongsto the one who hasrisen aboveall longings. Yet
so long as we have a body and live in the world there is some
longing or other in the name of service or God! It has been my
longing since my boyhood daysto start '‘Peace Centers' not on land
but in the hearts of the aspiring individuals in the East and the
West. | am one of those who firmly believe sooner or later that it
isthelndividual Peacethat Pavesthe Way to World Peace. Hence,
theideal of Sri Santi Ashram has been :

ItistheIndividual Peacethat pavestheway to
Universal Peace; so establishit firstin your own heart,
then share it in your home, radiate IT in your
community and thus let it vibrate from heart to heart,
till IT pervades and permeates the whole universe
through your pure and ideal life of peace.

This is one of the happiest moments of my life, for God
has afforded me the opportunity of establishing Peace Centresin
all of your devoted and dedicated hearts. If thereis anything that
makesmesad, itisonly when | fail to enter into the aspiring hearts
of devoted souls such as you, to establish Centers of Peace.

How blessed it isto convert our dedicated heartsinto Peace
Centers and to allow Peace and Love to flow ceaselessly inrivers
and torrents, not only towards our dear and near ones but also
towards the whole of humanity.
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Infinite Peace covers everything.
It does not exclude anyone.
Love Universal includesall.

Do not love but live aslove has adeeper significance. Itis
easy to love but to Live as Loveisthe grandest thing. It isamost
sublime state. Inloving, we may love afew people who are dear
and near to our hearts and neglect or forget others. But when we
liveasLove, Lovebeing Universal, Onewithout asecond, thereis
not the least possibility of forgetting or excluding anyone.

Love universal excludes none.

It coversalll

Words create confusion, relativity-duality.

Silence creates Souls-Souls of Cosmic Consciousness.

In the first place isthere anything like ‘ others’ in One Self
effulgent Light? The man who thinks that he is serving othersis
ignorant. Othersexist for theignorant, inignorance. When all is
God, the One Supreme, Indivisible brahman, where are othersin
it? In serving anyone we are serving the One Self.

In helping you | am helping Myself.
Inloving you al | am loving Myself.

Adoration be unto the One Indivisible Atman, which is
shining in all of you, sparkling in your very eyes. How close, nay
inseparably oneisGod. HeistheBreath of our very breath. If you
could only recognise Him in the stiliness of your aspiring hearts
and feel Him in your very breath, inhaling and exhaling Peace
with each and every breath, thereisno need for any of you to come
to me or to this Peace Centre, for the real Peace Centre is within
you, awaiting your recognition now.

| long to help you to help yourselves.
I long to serve you so that you may learn to stand on your own feet.

The essence of my life’'s teaching has been summed up in
the following three short sentences:
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I. Donotrely on me.

[1. Do not rely on any others.

I1l. Rely on the Indwelling Light which is awaiting your
recognition, pervading and permeating the very cells of your
being, Now and Here.

Aswe think, we become. What we sow, wereap. Manis
the master of his destiny. As thoughts are things, let us raise our
thoughts to God, who is never aloof or separate from us.

How blessed it isto consider the wide world as
one's own home and al the peoplein it as sisters and
brothersand to loveand servethem asone'sred religion.

Inmy world, thereare neither chelasnor gurus. All arethe
living images of the loving God, the One Indivisible Light. Itis
needless to report, that | am not trying to make disciples out of
you. | amonly longing to help you all, each and every one of you
to express and manifest theinherent Light whichisever presentin
all theimages of God.

When | speak of God | am not speaking of the God, whois
far away in the heavensor confined to areligion or nation. When
I mention the name of God it means to me the God, who is
interpenetrating the very cells of your beings, who is sparkling in
your very eyes now and here and Who isthe Mind of your minds,
Heart of your hearts, Breath of your breathsand Life of your lives
and the Soul of your souls.

Betrueto the Self-Effulgent Light within yourselves, which
isyour Divine Heritage and the True Birthright. If you are untrue
toyourselves, if you cannot rely on or recognizethelight whichis
nearest and dearest to you, how can you be true to others or to all
the outside names and forms, even to the biggest personalities and
avatars? Self-Relianceisthebeginning, middleand end of religion,
| bow in adoration to the souls of Self-reliance. Self-reliance gives
Pence, Poise and Power. Self-reliance givesHealth, Longevity and
Bliss. Thereis nothing in this world that a man of self reliance
cannot do. All things are possible for him, for self covers
everything. Heisthe Lion of Vedanta-the end of Knowledge.
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Dependence, be it on any big form or name, is weakness
slavery and ignorance. The Man of Self-relianceroarslikealion.
The man of outer dependence bleats like a sheep. It is my one
aspiration to see you all roaring like lions, pouring out your love
on one and all, sharing your peace with the whole of humanity.
Peace belongs to the giver and never to the beggar. Be givers of
Life Eternal, Light Infinite and Love Universal !

In spite of all the Philosophy and Religion, if man is still
miserable, heisthe cause of hisown misery. If heishappy heisthe
cause of his own happiness. Are you happy or miserable? If you
want to be miserable think of yourself. If you want to be happy
think of others. The way to be happy is to make others happy.

L et the happiness of others be our happiness.
Let the health of others be our headlth.
Let the Peace of others be our Peace.

May | be allowed now to end my message by entering into your
consecrated hearts with the chanting of the Vedic Prayer, the Peace Chant:
3 o o SraRet
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(7995 36.17)

May there be Peace in Heaven,

Peace in the Sky,

Peace across the Waters!

May there be Peace on Earth.

May Peace flow from the herbs, plants and trees!
May al the Celestial Beings radiate Peace !

May Peace pervade all quarters!

May Peace be Unto All !
oM oM oM
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Chapter 50
RETURN TO INDIA - THIRD TIME
SISTER SUSHILADEVI, THE IDEAL DEVOTEE:

It is high time that | introduced Sister Sushila Devi, Miss
Ellen Saint Clair Nowald to the loving readers of this
Autobiography for she was a part and parcel of Santi Ashram for
over twenty-fiveyears. At thetime of my third journey toAmerica
shelived in the state of New Jersey, which is between New York
City and Philadelphia, at some distance from both and thus she
did not at first hear of our Peace Centers and their silent work.
L ater, when she did cometo know of our Peace work she attended
meetings regularly and came from along distance without feeling
inconvenience to do so. From the very first meeting, as soon as
she heard my message, the message of establishing peace in the
individual heart and thus spreading it far and near, all over the
world, she was drawn to the great and silent work of the Ashram
and she dedicated her life to the Cause of Peace.

Fromthevery first meeting shebeganto help silently inall
possible ways, the Peace Work both in Americaand in the Mother
AshraminIndia. Inthose daysmany aspiring souls cameinto my
life and promised to dedicate their lives to the Mission of Peace.
They offered to come al theway to Indiato serve al the Brothers
and Sisters of the East and the West. Of all these devoted souls
Sister Sushila Devi was the only one who was able to make the
sacrifice, leavedl her kith and kin and earthly possessionsto follow
meto the far away India, in spite of the remonstrances of her aged
parents and sister and brother who all loved her, adored her, for
she was the youngest child of the family. They belonged to the
church of the Seventh Day Adventists, a well-known Christian
church and among the members of their community; they were
highly respected for their good works, devotion and disciplined
lives. But our Saint Clair Nowald was aboveall sectarian missions,
for she had been blessed with a heart of universality and great
compassion for all.
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| was happy to seethat in her very name wasthe holy word
Saint. Saint Clair dedicated her life to God and followed in the
footsteps of Mother Mary. As she also was dedicated to God and
His children it isno wonder that her parents had also given to our
SushilaDevi the holy name of Saint Clair at her birth. When | met
her, fromthevery first, | felt from within that she should be blessed
with the sweet name of Sushila Devi for it has been of all names
the nearest and dearest to my heart. Thevery meaning of the name
Sushila is one who is blessed with purity, compassion and love
and all the good qualities of a holy and dedicated life. On an
auspicious day Miss Saint Clair Nowald, amidst prayers and
meditationswas given the spiritua name, the holy name of Sushila
Devi with the invocation of God's richest blessings upon her, so
that in her devoted life she might bring Love and Light to all the
children of God in the East and the West.

As | have mentioned many other students wanted to come
to India to serve the Ashram but by the time we actually started,
one by one, they had dwindled in number, with some plea or other
and promisses to come later on to join the Ashram in Thotapalli
Hills. Two other aspiring souls, truth teachers did try though to
comewithus. OnewasMissOliphant, atall elderly lady, by birth,
an English woman. She had been for many years a teacher and
although she had then retired and was living in seclusion the
spiritua life, she neverthel esstried to boss everyone, to teach them.
Shewasan ardent follower of the RamakrishnaMissioninAmerica
and having become drawn to the high ideals of the Mission of
Peace and its selfless services she decided to dedicate the remaining
years of her lifeto Mother India

Miss Oliphant and Sister Sushila had many differences
between themselves and Sushila resented being bossed or always
treated likeayoung girl, amere student of MissOliphant’s. Anyway
Miss Oliphant booked her passage with usasfar as Japan, because
we could not find accommodations on a steamer directly to India.
Another elderly lady, also a Truth seeker and one of my students
came along with us to Japan, as a companion to Miss Oliphant.
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She also, like Miss Oliphant wanted to dedicate her life to God
and the service of Hischildren. Unfortunately shefell sick in Japan
and she and Miss Oliphant eventually returned to America.

We boarded in San Francisco one of the large and well-
known asteamers of the Dollar Line. The busy and restlesslife of
the ship was not however conducive to my silent life of prayers
and meditation and Sushila Devi also was not too happy with al
the activity of the life on the steamer. Somehow we adapted
ourselves to our environment and made many fellow passengers
friends and well-wishers of Santi Ashram, the abode of Peace in
India. Some of the passengers even expressed adesire to cometo
India and spend some time in our lovely place of Peace.

OM OM OM

IN THE LAND OF CHERRY BLOSSOM S -JAPAN

Japan is often called by the lovely name of the ‘Land of
Cherry Blossoms'. The trees were in full bloom and gave us joy
and inspiration. For want of agood steamer connection directly to
India, to land in Madras we had to stay in Japan for some time,
nearly a month. | do not remember now the name of the large
town where we stayed for such along time but it was a health
resort, popular with large numbers of tourists. We engaged these
rooms large and comfortable in a noted and luxurious hotel. It
must have cost Sister Sushila Devi a great amount of money for
she generoudly paid all the expenses during our long sojourn in
Japan. Miss Oliphant, the elderly, tall English teacher, having
been a teacher al her life was busy most of the time in teaching
something or other to everyone whom she met.

Aswe had no work to do, for we were strangers and know
very few people, Sister Sushila hired ataxi by the hour and we
took long drives through the countryside of Japan. Although we
did not hold any large public meetings in Japan, we did meet with
small groups of individualsand we shared our thoughtsand prayers
with all aspiring devotees. There is one incident which | still
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remember even now. | never took coffee but at the urging and
repeated requests of Sister Sushila Devi, | finally agreed to try it
for thefirst time. Asthe stomach was sensitive to coffee, | began
to vomit. Sushilafelt very sorry then and arranged a long, long
drivethrough thelovely hillsand fields of Japan. It wasinteresting
to see al the Japanese women, men and children working in the
ricefieldssoindustriously. Japanisalso called the‘Land of Rice
for their main food then and now has always been rice. The long
journey, the drive in the Taxi on the picturesgue mountain roads
was very refreshing and we returned safely, with feelings of joy.

After wereached the hotel | went to my room. As| opened
the locked door with my key, which | had taken with me, it was a
sad surprise to see aman aready inside the room, ransacking one
of my trunks and looking into all the books, papers and especially
theletters. When | asked him, why he had opened the door of my
locked room and why he was searching through my things, he
replied that thinking it to be his room he had mistakenly entered
my room. As he had been caught, so to say, red-handed, searching
oneof my trunks, hefelt confused and |eft theroom in haste. When
| complained to the proprietor of the hotel about this audacious
and crooked act by one of the citizens of Japan, aliving disgrace
to the honour of that noble land, the proprietor was not very
concerned and merely smiled and said that the intruder had most
probably been a CID agent-the Criminal Investigation Branch of
the Police Department. He added that as long as we were not
connected with politics and subversive parties we need not worry
in the least. Neverthless the proprietor did say he was sorry and
would investigate into the matter and take action if necessary. He
also promised that such athing would not be repeated.

By God' s Blessings and our good kar ma we spent some of
the happiest days in Japan in rest and meditation as if to prepare
ourselves for the great work ahead in the future. We were never
tired of watching the Cherry Blossoms or the other lovely flower
trees. Sister Sushila Devi also wrote some beautiful thoughts on
Cherry Blossoms. How blessed it is to be in harmony with al

Autobiography of Omkar 276



nature. To the God-loving souls who are blessed to see Him, not
only inman but alsoin bird, beast, plant and flower, lifeisglorious
and full of joy and peace. Saints such as Saint Francis were in
constant communion with God and saw Himin the birdsand beasts
which used to flock around him without any fear. How blessed it
istoloveadl creation and to be loved in return by even the animal
and birds.

Our stay in Japan shall ever remain fresh and alive. The
citizens of Japan also were kind and loving to us. They areahard
working and God-loving people and their land is filled with
beautiful Pagodas, Temples and lovely statues of Lord Buddhain
sitting and standing poses. Japan brought us nearer to the Buddha's
life and to his great compassion.

May al glory be unto the Buddha, the Lord of Compassion.
May Peace be Unto All !
oM oM oM
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Chapter 51
WELCOME HOME TO MOTHER INDIA
LANDING IN MADRASHARBOUR:

‘For everything thetimemust come’ isawell known saying.
| also often repeat that not a blade of grass moves without God's
will. There hasbeen astandstill or delay and asilenceinthewriting
of thisAutobiography inthelast month. Nearly amonth has passed
without my writing even a single chapter but there is an ardent
wish that this body should not go, or that death should not come,
until the Autobiography gets completed. As no one else in the
world knows the ins and outs or details of my life and inner
thoughts. God has given me alease of life so that | may complete
the Autobiography. Then the passing thought sometimes comes:
‘What if the Autobiography isnot completed? Isit essential to the
world? Are there not already enough Autobiographies? All is
vanity, vanity and vanity’. Itisvery difficult to rise above vanity
of every kind and become completely centered in God, forgetting
the outer world of name and fame. Not my will, but May Thy will
be done, O Lord!

Pujya Ramananda Tirtha Swamiji also, while he was in
the Ashram requested me, to compl ete the Autobiography. He has
even written from Hyderabad and reminded meto continuewriting
the Autobiography. Thusby HisGracel have started towrite again
now, inthe early hours of dawn at the beginning of the holy month
of December. | have always considered December holy because
of thebirth of the blessed Jesus Christ. May the Christ spirit express
itself in all of us. Whenever | look at the picture of Christ
unconsciously | hear hisholy words, * Comeunto me’. Blessed are
they who rush into his hands to be freed of all sins, worries and
anxieties of every kind. It ishelpful to consider every day asthe
last day of one'slife and every moment the last moment of one's
life. Inthisway one can makethe best use of every moment of the
day. May every moment of thislife beuseful and helpful to all His
childrenin al the East and the West.
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Returning now to thelanding in Madras Harbour | can still
see that vision of the many devotees, friends and well-wishers of
the Ashram greeting me, asthe steamer reached the dock. Mother
KamalaDevi and her threetalented daughters, Manorama, Sushila
and Sumati were waiting for my arrival, anxiously looking at the
steamer and waving their handkerchiefs. The pilot slowly steered
the steamer into the harbor and finally it was anchored at the end
of one of the docks. The friends of the passengers rushed to the
ship and climbed the ladders. 1t was all astate of excitement with
all the reunions, medical examinations, customs, etc. | no longer
remember the name of the cargo steamer which | travelled on,
from Japan to Madras; but it had a limited number of passengers
and voyaged on it slowly so that | might have as many days of rest
and rel axation as possible on the steamer. The sunrisesand sunsets
were glorious and inspiring.

My fellow passengers came and bid me adieu, said their
farewells and promised to come to the Ashram at their earliest
convenience. Asusual, ason every steamer on which | travelled,
there had been spiritua discourses and meditations to help the
passengers and all the crew, from the captain to the cabin boy.
Whether | travel on steamer or on atrain, whether on the ocean or
land, | have always remembered one hel pful and inspiring motto;

Scatter roses of love asyou go by
For you may not tread this path again.

Thus, ontheway from Japan to Madras| knew that | might
never travel on this steamer again with these passengers and so |
tried to do my part by sharing my Message of Peace and Lovewith
everyone with whom | came in contact, both on the steamer and
during the stay in Madras, with Mr. and Mrs. T. Ananda Rao and
the many old and new friends and devotees of the Ashram. Thus,
both on ship and on land there were daily prayers, bhajans and
meditations. At theend of every satsanginthe eveningswewished
for Peace for all the children of God in the world repeating Loka
Samastha Sukhino Bhavantu — May Peace be unto all !

OM TAT SAT OM
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SRI SWAM| OMKAR’SRETURN TO INDIA

As it is rather difficult to dig into the dead past and
remember thelife of morethanforty yearsago, | was happy tofind
in Peace, August 1931 an article entitled, ‘Sri Swami Omkar’s
Returnto India and | should liketo reprint it here, for it gives all
thedetail s of the name of steamers, dates and recountsthe meetings
with devoteeswherein the M essage of Peace and Lovewas shared
with all.

Sri Swami Omkar’s Return to India

Sriman Swami Omkarji Maharg) |eft the American shores
on the 19" of March 1931 and travelled from Californiato Japan
onthe SSRio de Janerio of the O.S.K. Line, after astay of nearly
three yearsin the U.S.A. on the third trip of hisVedantic Mission
to Western countries. Though he was very much handicapped by
the unfortunate circumstances of the fall on ice, which resulted in
the double fracture of the hip bone and confined him to bed for
nearly six months he, was, by the divine spirit able to open this
time, four new Peace Centresin different placesinAmerica. Along
with him have come five of his American devotees and admirers.
Four will follow shortly and the fifth, Sister Sushila Devi is
presently in Japan awaiting steamer accommodation to India so
that she may join the Ashram. On board the ship Swamiji Maharg
delivered lectures on ‘ The Inner Life of Christ’ and the * Soul of
India aswell aslively talks on Vedanta. Several passengers and
in particular the first class passengers too showed much interest.
Peace and other literature and copies of ‘Mother America were
distributed freely. After ashort stay in Japan heleft for Singapore
by the SS.Cormorin. Here he attended by invitatioin the services
of the Salvation Army. Finally heleft Singaporefor Madras by the
S S Rohna where aso he conducted lectureson * Aid to Humanity’
and other Vedantic subjects. Almost the whole of the crew and
passengers took much interest in the teachings and out of their
own enthusiasm incense was burnt and prasad distributed. Onthe
morning of 6 of June, 1931 at 6 am. several devoteesand members
of the Ashram and Mission of Peace waited at the M adras harbour
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to receive Swamiji Maharg. The ship touched the wharf at
7 am. All the eager expectants, after seeing Swamiji Maharg felt
as if the Rohna had hidden him in her womb of Peace all these
three long years and just delivered him to sooth their wounded
feelings. A wave of overwhelming joy passed through all and the
intoxication of love of faced completely the pangs of long
separation. Thus, through his radiant looks and heavenly smile
fresh Life, Light and Love were infused into al. After having
spent a few days in Madras Swamiji Maharg reached Sri Santi
Ashram on the 10" June, 1931. Theweather was pleasant and the
climate soothing on that memorable day and theinnumerabl e flower
and fruit trees of the entire 30 acres of garden, having drunk deep
the nectar of the monsoon, dressed themselvesin lovely garb and
greeted the newcomer. The members and inmates expressed their
great joy and presented welcome addresses. About fifty people
werefed in honour of the safereturn to the Ashram of Sri Swamiji.
The whole gathering chanted hymns in praise of the Lord. May
Peace ever reign in its splendour in the hearts of humanity.

OoM oM OM
WELCOME ADDRESS

To His Holiness Swami Omkarji Maharg
Founder and President, Sri Santi Ashram
The Mission of Peace, Thotapalli Hills, E.G.Dt.

May it please your Holiness,

We beg to offer Your Holiness our most cordial welcome
on this occasion of your safe return into our midst after a sojourn
of nearly threeyearsin Americafor thethird time. Our deep sense
of gratitude for the lofty way in which you have carried out your
apostolic mission in America and for the many laurels which you
have won cannot be adequately expressed in words. We have
watched with great admiration your selfless activitiesin America,
spreading Peace and broadcasting through the pressand pul pit and
most of all through spiritual insight, the eternal and universal ideals
of the religion of peace. By your Mission of Peace and Love you
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have cemented the East and the West together, thus falsifying the
poet’slay:

East is East and West is West
And never the twain shall meet.

The sweet charm of your person the divine beauty of your
soul and the unique power of your inspired talks, all of these have
made you dear and near to the hearts of the people of both West
and East.

Your Holiness, the news of thefall which you sustained on
ice, which resulted in the double fracture of your hipbone on
December 2, 1929 made us all very anxious and crushed all our
hopes, marred al thejoysof life. The deepest prayersof our hearts
went forth to the Almighty, imploring Him to restore your health.
It was agreat matter of relief to uswhen we heard of your gradual
recovery through the kind help and loving care of our American
Sistersand Brothersin general and Mrs. Jean D.Lilly in particular
which has placed us under a deep debt of gratitude to them.

With thejoy of Allnessand the bliss of Onenesswe delight
ourselves to offer our warmest welcome to Sister Saint Clair
Nowald, Sushila Devi who has followed you to India. We wish
her well in every way and we thank her sincerely for her intense
love and ardent desire to serve our Mission of Peace. We trust
more than ever now, she will fedl the whole universe as her home
and the inhabitants as her very Self.

Itistheearnest and intense prayer of usall that your holiness
shall be abundantly blessed with long-life and sound health to
enableyou to carry on your high and noble work in the future with
renewed vigour and redoubled vitality.

We beg to remain
Your ardent admirers and dear devotees
The members and inmates of Sri Santi Ashram

OM OM OM
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Chapter 52
SISTER SUSHILA DEVI’'S ARRIVAL IN COLOMBO, CEYLON

| should like to begin this chapter with a Prayer, perhaps the
first one that she wrote upon her arrival in India.

Prayer

Immortal Vien whence life doth spring
Teach us now our heartsto bring

To that state which knows no fears
Where we shed ecstatic tears.

Grant that we, that realms behold

In our loving hearts unfold

Of which saints and sages sing,

‘How stupendousisthisthing'.

Om Ta Sat Om

It was a happy day when we received the telegram that our
Sister Sushila Devi had booked passage on a Japanese steamer
and would land in Ceylon. Santi Ashram was blessed to have a
comfortable Willis Car, agift of some American devoteeswhich |
had brought back to India the second time. We wanted to make
the best use of the car, the Peace Car by going in it to receive
SushilaDevi. Mother Ratnam and Atmaram joined me in the car
along with another ashramite and the devoted and faithful driver,
Balaram. Asit wasinconvenient to take the car across the waters
that separate India from Ceylon we |eft the Peace Car in Madras
with some of our oldest devotees of the Ashram.

We left Madras on the train and travelled as far as Cape
Comorin and then boarded a steamer bound for Colombo. Sister
Sushila Devi was extremely happy to see us all. After a stay of
three days, during which we showed everything that was to be
seen to Sushila Devi in Colombo, including its beautiful pagodas
and lovely beach, we started for Madras where our Peace Car and
devoted friends waited anxiously. We must have stayed nearly a
week in Madras, enjoying the hospitality of the Ashram devotees
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and visiting al the sacred placesin and around Madras, such as
the holy temple of the Goddess Minakshi at Madurai. This great
temple is known for its artistic sculpture and grandeur, with its
hundreds of stone pillars and fine craftsmanship. They say that
the great and holy temple was not built by human beings but by
devas, celestial beings. In any case, by whom so ever the temple
was built, Sushila Devi enjoyed her visit immensely. The food
was new, the language was new and even the dress and customs
were new to her. She tried to adjust and acclimatize herself by
eating only smple and natural food such as salads, raw vegetables,
and fruits and milk and by wearing the sari, the dress of Indian
ladies. She wanted to be a part and parcel of Mother India not
only in thought but in appearance also, appearing likeatrue Hindu
lady in asari.

The Welcome Address given to Sister Sushila Devi and her
own lovely reply are so complete that they speak for themselves;
far better than my own finite account of her arrival which occurred
more than forty years ago.

Welcome Address

To Our Noble Sister Ellen Saint Clair Nowald
Sister Sushila Devi
May it please our Blessed Sister,

We, the sistersand brothersof Sri- Santi Ashram, theMission
of Peace earnestly offer youwith all joy, ahearty welcomeinto our
midst from the far away land of your American home.

We cannot adequately express our joy at the happy news of
your starting with His Holiness Swami Omkarji Mahargj, to the
holy Ashram and with great interest and devotion, to take up the
divine work at the command of the Almighty in the Mission of
Peace, Sister Sushila, we observe in you the high ideals of
saintliness mingled with love, extending and animating the whole
universe. May your noble and holy ideals reign unceasingly in
your infinite heart and drench all beings so that they may bear the
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work of youth and spirituality, which is already on your forehead
and join with the smile of heaven which ison your lips.

We take this opportunity to express our deep sense of
gratitude and sincere thanks for the innumerable tokens of
cordiality, help and cooperation you have extended to Swamiji
Mahargj, ever since you came into contact with his unfathomable
DivineLove. In particular our thanks are due for all the help you
have rendered His Holiness on the long voyage to India.

We pray earnestly and intensely that the Divine Lord may
bestow upon you abundant energy combined with sound health
and long life so that you may carry on the high and noble work of
thisAbode of Peace.

We beg to remain
Your sisters and brothers
of Sri Santi Ashram, the Mission of Peace

Thischapter would beincomplete without thereply of Sister
SushilaDevi, whichisfull of sympathy and appreciation of M other
India.

Reply
By Sister SushilaDevi MissEllen Saint Clair Nowald

to the welcome address presented to her at Sri Santi
Ashram on 18 June, 1931

Beloved Sisters and Brothers of India, | am deeply moved
by the great goodness of God and your own loving kindness that
my heart is so full that there is small space for words. However,
are not words ever poor and few and totally inadequate to express
sentiments profound as mine at this lovely welcome celebration!
From the very hour of my landing in Ceylon, your hands have
been warmly extended to greet me. How surprised and glad | was
to see Swami Omkarji, Mother Ratnam, that emblem of sweet
womanhood and Atmaram, her dear son, who came forth with
garlands of jasmine and camphor to meet me at Colombo and
later, in Madras. Mr. Anada Rao, Mother Kamala Devi and their
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three swest little girlswho entertained uswith unstinting hospitality,
giving me a rare insight into the ideality of a charming Indian
household. Other friends from Sri Santi Ashram who came to
Madras made the remaining part of the journey happy and
comfortable in every way, for which | am grateful indeed. At the
home of Mr. Rama Rao and mother Ratnam in Rgjahmundry ,
where we were lovingly received and spent several happy days it
was an unforgetable sight to see the devotees stream in the wide
open doors, day and night, to see our Swamiji, bringing offerings
to his feet. And here again at this beautiful Peace Mission you
benevol ently assure me of being welcomein India and even express
gratitude at my accompanying Swamiji fromAmerica. Let metell
you, dear ones, it is| who am grateful beyond expression and never
ceaseto marvel at, why | was so blessed to accompany so sublime
asoul as our Swamiji to such a sacred place and to find these
gathered so many hearts devoted to the service of one another,
God and humanity. Itisindeed aprivilege.

From the moment of my contacting Swamiji at aNew York
gathering, deep within | realised that | had found a God-conscious
being; such a one | had long sought to guide me in the difficult
way known as‘ The Path’. Here is one who with tears of ecstasy
told of the God who dwells within and the possibility for the pure
in heart to attain His Kingdom, the Pearl of Great Price for which
Jesushid ussdll dl; the Samadhi of Krishna; the Nirvanaof Buddha;
where all is Peace, Light and Bliss. This Heaven, Samadhi,
Nirvana, our Swamiji having tasted, he desires to share with the
whole world. | am full of gratitude to be therein included. Oh!
What moreisthereto be said, than that | am happy to be herewith
you, for the opportunity to grow spiritually and perhaps be of some
service to humanity and that | love and again thank you, each and
every one.

oM oM oM
(Peace July 1931)
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Chapter 53
IN SANTI ASHRAM - WITH SWAMIES AND YOGINIS

What had once been the thickest of jungles, where wild
beasts roamed and people were afraid to walk alonein the dark of
night had been converted now, all by God's grace and special
blessings into a Garden of Angels. Now instead of wild besasts,
mahatmas of varioustypesand angelsof every kind walk inlovely
avenueslined with treesand fragrant flowersand residein peaceful
kutirams, meditate in silence on hillocks and give prayersfor the
Peace of all in the East and the West. It is amost unbelievable,
how the early predictions of the old, uneducated cobbler, the
devoted Venkatesu have come true. He used to say often:

Swamiji, | see the whole Ashram filled
with kutirams and palatial buildings and cars
going to and fro on the lovely avenues of the
Ashram. Bus loads of pilgrims come regularly
from distant places too.

Thus, we often have school children on excursions come
tojoin usin bhajansand prayers. The school children and teachers
comewith large groupsfrom various schools and collegestolisten
to the Message of Peace of Santi Ashram and benefit themselves,
familiesand communities by prayersand meditations. Sometimes
even hundreds of pilgrims, onAll-IndiaPilgrim Toursinclude Santi
Ashramintheir spiritual pilgrimage, for they consider the Ashram
a holy place, where dwells the Peace that cannot be bought for
any amount of wealth in the market place.

Distinguished personages such as His Holiness Sri Swami
Narayan, the direct disciple of Bhagavan Swami Rama Tirthaji,
Mahargj, the Gurudeva of our Pujya Swami Ramananda Tirthaji
also have visited the Ashram and blessed it by staying for a few
days in appreciation of its silent work. Sri Swamiji came once,
while | was away in America and again came for a longer stay
while Sister Sushila Devi wasin the Ashram. He had the highest
appreciation for her dedicated life of service to God's children.
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Sri Swamiji loved the Ashram so much that he took joy in giving
wise suggestions for its progress in the wilderness of Thotapalli
Hills. Once during my absence, while | was away he came and
delighted in taking long walks, especially towards the perennial
spring, the Mallikarjuna Dhara. Even now, at that sacred place
one can hear the songs of the lovely peacock and other beautiful
birds of plumage. In those lovely hills of silence even now one
can aso hear theroar of awild beast now and then. Sometimesit
makes one sad to hear that a cheetah has attacked a cow or agoat.

Thus, the wild jungle, infested with wild beasts was
converted into aHeavenly Place of Prayer, Meditation and Peace,
all through God’'s Boundless Grace and Incomprehensible
Blessings. God alone knows what is best for every individual as
well asfor every place. What can afinite man, with al hisfinite
knowledge of finite sciencein thefiniteworld truly know? Blessed
arethey who can trust in the all-knowing wisdom and infinite love
of God and allow their tiny minds to merge and dissolve in His
Omnipresence, Omnipotence and Omniscience.

HisHoliness, Sri Swami Sivanandaji Mahargj, the founder
of the Divine Life Society, Rishikesh, Himalayaswas another great
soul, who not only blessed the Ashram with his presence but also
stayed for some time and kept in close touch with Santi Ashram
until hisvery demise, his, Mahasamadhi. Itisthe good fortune of
Santi Ashram that Swamiji did his Tapas, austerities and prayed
and meditated here even before he established the Divine Life
Society which has branches al over the world. Yet he was ever
simple, child-like and loving and he loved me as a part and parcel
of himself. Once, like a little child, during his stay, as a baby
would ask its mother he said:

Swamiji, let ushave someidleestoday; Please
ask the workersin the kitchen to prepare them.

| was always deeply touched with his great overwhelming
love. Hewasagreat musician, nay aDivine Musician and always
gave Soul-awakening bhajans, at the requests of devoteesin the
area, both rich and poor, to give many inspiring talks, prayers,
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music and meditations in the towns and also the gardens of the
zamindars and other hospitable and devoted souls. During these
congregational meetings Swamiji would draw hundreds of people
by his holy and inspired bhajans and he was so generous that
whenever any of our hosts or other devotees gave him any love-
offerings, he would immediately give the money to Santi Ashram
for its use and progress. Santi Ashram was truly blessed to have
been considered his spiritual home from the very beginning. Here
isan article from one of the old Peace Journals which givesafull
account of our activitiesin his name in those days.

Our PeaceActivities:

With the happy New Year Sri Swami Sivananda, doctor,
author, orator, poet and philosopher of SwargaAshram, Himalayas,
visited us. He was accompanied by Swami Swarupanandaji and
Swami Atmanandaji, who joined him in spreading vedanta, all
along the way to Santi Ashram through a series of philosophic and
unique song services.

Sincetheir auspiciousarriva the neighbouring villageshave
been vibrating anew with their chantings followed by Sri Swami
Omkarji’s beautiful, soul-stirring peace messages. Swami Pranav
Anandaji, Kumari Sushila Devi, Sister Broenniman, Brother
Sarangapani, our devoted manager and Brother Purna Chaitanya
Narayana and Suryarao also accompanied them and helped in a
silent way.

Attention to the spiritual needs of these villagers was
accompanied by medical care and the free distribution of required
medicines. Sri Swami Sivanandgji invited all sufferers to avail
themselves of the free medical attention ever offered at Sri Santi
Ashram.

We aregrateful to the respective zamindarsof thesevillages
for their hearty welcome and all the arrangements so whole
heartedly carried out. Her Highness, the Rani of
L akshminarasapuram and the members of her household are most
gratefully remembered for their gracious invitation and help in
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arranging alarge meeting, offering their lovely garden for thisholy
purpose and aiding our peace cause in SO many practical ways.
Srimathi Santananda Mouni Devi also charmed and inspired us
thereafter at her unique Girl’s School, where the children exhibited
their useful arts and talents.

Brother D.Seshagiri Rao Pantulu, another benefactor and
friend of Sri Santi Ashram invited, entertained and arranged a
meeting at K akinada Satyalingam Charity Boy’s School. Theboys
listened attentively and devoutly to Sri Swami Sivanandaji’s Rama
mantras and to Sri Swami Omkarji’s peace message, for they
recognised in the Swamijis two dear big brothers. We inspected
the school and wereimpressed with the happy, orderly atmosphere
and the various arts of the boys. In several Kakinada homes also
meetings were held and Brother Kotha Venkataratham and Sri
Pydah Ramakrishnayya are greatfully remembered for their
hospitality.

Kothapalli village also invited us to give our message of
Peace and Love. The people listened in a receptive and kindly
attitude to the high philosophical truths of the singers and speakers.
After this another meeting was held in Uppada beach under the
open sky asthewavessangOM OM OM Along with us.

May God be praised for His loving kindness through all
our loyal friends who have helped so faithfully the dear cause of
Peace.

OM TAT SAT OM
(Peace Feb 1933)

During Swami Sivanandgji’sstay inthe Ashram one scene
would often come to my mind and gives great joy, apart from the
memoriesof hislonely walks, lovely silent meditationsand inspired
bhajanswith music and ecstatic dancing. Whilel wasin America
someyearsearlier, | wrotealong article named the ‘ Philosophy of
Pain’ and several copiesof it weretyped by the devoted MissEmma
Woods. | am sorry, thismessagewhichishelpful and eveninspiring
has never been printed; but in those days and now | have been
more anxious to express my thoughtsin words for rarely devoted
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souls to read, than in having many copies printed and distributed
to many. There are quite afew manuscripts which are, if they are
ever to see the light of day, in print which will prove beneficial
and soul-awakening to spiritual aspirants. | am sorry to add here,
through the neglect and carel essness of some of the lazy peoplein
the Ashram, some of these valuable papers have been eaten away
by white ants.

Books may be attacked by white ants, valuable writings
may be eaten away and destroyed; but there is something that can
never be touched by all the white ants or bookwormsin the entire
world, nor can it berusted or stolen. That thing is the Atman, the
Indwelling Light, the Oversoul, the Soham Glory. May al Glory
and Homage be unto That Incomprehensible Light of lights, the
Self-effulgent Splendour of Millions of Suns!

To return to Swami Sivanandaji, the scene which |
remember so clearly occurred once, when hewasfeeling indisposed
and | gave him acopy of ‘ The Philosophy of Pain’: in three parts.
Later on | went to hissmall kutir, hisdwelling placein theAshram.
He was lying on amat on the floor, hislegs stretched out, deeply
absorbed in studying the copy of my manuscript. Hewasso inspired
that he was taking notes and helpful hints from * The Philosophy
of Pain, that he never even noticed my presencein the kutir. When
helifted hiseyesand saw me he got up with great joy and embraced
me with ecstasy. Thus we lived together in great understanding
and bliss, not as two but as one mind, heart and soul. To me Sri
Sivanandaji Maharg is still aive. 1t was my good fortune and
privilege to have listened and to listen still to his divine and
spontaneous songs of inspiration and God-consciousness. Indeed,
such great souls of God-realisation and divine ecstasy are never
dead, even with the passing of the body, for they are eternally alive
and immortal.

During all the past fifty-four years of Ashram life many
saints and sages have visited Santi Ashram, Thotapalli Hills and
also our Waltair Branch. The other day from the latent memory
arose of the visit of one Yogini who came two or three times to
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visit the Ashram with her disciples and blessed us al with her
wisdom and love. She was a middle-aged woman and the only
clothing she wore was an old blanket wrapped around her body.

Once the Yogini Chinnamma and | were sitting under the
cool shade of the Mango tree. | was writing something with my
finger in the sandy earth, perhaps the sacred syllable OM. The
Yogini said: What is it? Why do you write? This was a great
lesson to me, that one should be motionless. It is only in that
compl ete, motionlessness silence that onemergesin samadhi aone.

Another outstanding incident of those days occurred during
another visit of this Yogini. | used to spend a great deal of time,
hour after hour, alonein silence, lying on the ground in meditation
in the guha. Once, of her own accord the Yogini came and was
lying beside me. After some time she rose and left. Later on |
heard that shetold one of her disciples*“Hehasmastered all that is
to be mastered”. It gave me great joy to hear her kind words
although | felt it was her great love for me which made her speak
so highly of this humble instrument of God.

And finaly, of al the memories of Swamis, Sadhus and
Yoginisthereisone more Sadhu Mahatma, aHindi speaking Swami
from the Punjab, Swami Brahmanandawho came onceto visit the
Ashram and stay to meditate in one of the small kutiram. He can
never be forgotten. He had spent many yearsin tapasin the Holy
Himalayas and was a saintly soul. He will never be forgotten by
me or any of the ashramites, for he brought to our attention the
song of acertaindivinebird that seeksitsbeloved with the piercing
and heart-rending cry of “Piu Kaha? Piu Kaha? Where is the
beloved? Where is the beloved ? This holy cry of the bird filled
and reverberated al over the Ashram and the surrounding hills
and can be especially heard to makeits plaintive and beautiful cry,
“Whereisthebeloved ? WhereisGod?*“ during the mango season.

From somewhere, from the distant hillswherethe holy bird
cries and repeats, ‘ Piu Kaha' , whereis the beloved? The answer
comesin silence:
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The beloved is within, in the stillness of your own
purified heart.

A second reply comes from another bird, perhaps its soul
companion:

Eyes have they, yet they see not.
Ears have they, yet they hear not.

Until this holy Swamiji opened our eyes and attuned our
ears to this Holy Song of these divine birds, the little Pipiha, we
were, both deaf and blind to the sacred music of the divine birds.

May all Homage be unto the Holy Swamijis, Mahatmas,
Yoginisand other Saintly Souls, who have blessed Santhi Ashram;
and to all the aspiring children of God throughout the world; and
to the holy birds and creatures of the earth, sea and sky!

May peace be unto all!
oM oM oM
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Chapter 54
SISTER SUSHILA DEVI

Thelives of Great Men all remind us
We can make our lives sublime

And departing leave behind us
Footprints on the sands of time.

- Longfellow

‘Great Men' refers not only to men with grey hair but also
to theyoung, devoted and child-like soulssuch asour Sister Sushila
Devi. | have known grey-haired people who were superstitious,
domineering and selfish and what is more, they would kill you,
not with swords but with words. They are talking —machines and
waste our time and are also very orthodox in their fixed views and
beliefs. Some of them are the outcastes of the outcastes for they
follow blindly the philosophy of aoofness and ‘don’t touchism’.
To be great isnot to be old with grey hair. One can be great while
still young if one possesses atender and compassionate heart, with
a fervent craving to serve the Lord in all His manifested forms
from atiny insect to agreat saint.

My purpose now is not to eulogise Sushila Devi but only
to share with all my loving readers of Peace and now with his
readersof thisAutobiography what | have gained and learnt through
my close association with her of several yearsbothin Americaand
India.

We will begin with the subject of the dogs and cats of the
Ashram asour sister isvery fond of them. Even before her arrival
wenever illtreated them. Wefed them often, especially when there
was surplus food. But we never actually entered into their lives,
never felt their sorrows and joys as ours. Since Sushila's advent,
with her infiniteloveandidedl life of selflessness, thedumb animals
have become near and dear to us. We too can see God shining in
their tender eyes, throbbing in their innocent hearts and expressing
Himself in al their movements for He is the soul of every being
that lives and breathes.
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Having eyes, seeyenot? Having ears, hear yenot? People
who are caught in the mire of worldly activities and whosetimeis
occupied by life's duties are not expected to see in a cow or dog
anything more than mere flesh and blood. But it isnot so with our
Sister Sushila. Strange as it may seem, these dumb animals used
to talk and express all their joys and sorrows to our Sushila Devi.
Understanding their troubles she took care of them in accordance
with their particular needs. Sometimes it was washing the sore
eyes or cleaning the puss and dressing the wounds, or washing
them with carbolic soap and warm water. When they werethirsty,
hungry sick or even healthy all these animals used to wend their
way towards our Sushila, to get relief and treatment. SushilaDevi
worked hard, slaved and served all these helpless creatures both
day and night, always with a smile, for she recognised the One
Divine Presence in al of them!

| shall never forget one of the most touching instances of
her selflesslabour and infinitelove. Thosewerethedaysof sickness
and death for the cattle, for some disease attacked their hoofs and
they were dying in great numbers in the Ashram and all the
surrounding villages. How patiently and faithfully our Sushila
served all those hel pless cattle all through that season of pestilence.
It was nearly midnight when one of the little calves that had been
attacked by the terrible disease began to walk with painful and
faltering steps towards Sushila’'s cottage. Asit could not walk, it
fell down at a distance from the cottage and our Sushila was
awakened by its moaning cry and suffering. At such a dark hour
Sushila prepared hot water and went to the calf. She sat by its
side, consoled it, put its head in her lap and caressed it. There,
alone under the stars she washed the hoofs and removed the worms
and then bandaged the wounds. Then she took the calf inside her
place and made it rest and sleep, arranging for it asoft bed. Only
the Almighty, the Indweller of every beingisthewitnessof similar
touching scenesasthis. May SushilaDevi livelong tolove, serve
and glorify Him!

Sushila always avoided sitting in a horse carriage or a
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bullock cart. When it was unavoidable she used to sit asif on pins
and needles and requested the driver not to drive fast and hurt the
animal. Such is her tenderness towards life as a whole. Many
times, while going through towns, whenever she saw acart driver
whip an animal unsparingly, Sushilawould tremble with fear and
cry with pain as if she herself had received the lashes. Often it
reminded me of Buddha'smercy and compassiontowardsall dumb
animals.

Once Sushilabecamethe mother of four littlemice. While
| sat one day in front of my kutir the mice came towards me one
after another, al four of them. | searched for their mother but in
vain. So | gave them to Suhshila, the Mother of all helpless
creatures and dumb animals. She took tender care of the little
ones, putting them in a cardboard box and feeding them
affectionately.

Many times at night, while doing work, she would put out
the light for fear of killing moths and grasshoppers for the lizards
alwayslaid in wait for them. Shewas never tired of catching one
after another of these insects and putting them outside her roomin
the dark night.

Once, when Rammy, the dog was attacked by a cheetah
our Sushilanot only snatched the frightened animal from the very
mouth of that terrible creature but also tenderly nursed Rammy to
lifeagain. When| saw it on the night of the accident . Rammy was
amass of flesh, bathed in apool of blood. Sushilawatched over
and took care of the dog, the whole night until the doctor came to
stitch the wounds the next day. Even to thisday | remember with
shame how | was supposed to help Sushila attend on the dog, but
like Peter | denied Him thrice or even more times before the cock
crew, for | wasover powered with sleep. Eachtimel awoke | saw
with shame and remorse Sushila Devi consoling and caressing the
dying Rammy. But she forgave me for she knew that | had
overworked the day before.

AsRammy’slifewas uncertain because of its bad wounds,
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the Ashram doctor took it to the hospital. By the blessings of God
and the special care of our doctor aided by the silent prayers of
Sushila, thedog got better. Sushilawent onceto seeit. Thereunion
of Sushilaand the faithful Rammy was the most touching sight to
be glorified but not described in finite words. Sushila shed tears
of ecstasy and Rammy clung to her embrace with and expression
of love and gratitude. There was neither Sushilanor Rammy but
only a conflagration of undying flame of selfless love. It was a
memorable sight to witness. May al homage be unto the selfless
love that seeks not the least reward, where one finds joy not in
loving alone but in living as love itself.

Sushila sserviceswere not confined to theanimal kingdom
alone, for she extended her love and sympathy to al the sick and
suffering of the Ashram and to the village poor. For want of space
| cannot give even the outstanding instances of her labours of love.
When one of the gardeners of the Ashram waswounded she served
him for more than a month, regularly she went to his hut morning
and evening to clean and dress hiswounds. People of all classes,
rich and poor, old and young, healthy and sick, flocked around her
for advice and relief. Like aministering angel, even in moments
of utter exhaustion she was patient, sweet, loving and ever ready
to help and serve one and all.

Once, around midnight a poor farmer came running to the
Ashramintears, for hisdaughter wasdangeroudly ill. Immediately
our Sushilarushed with her small bag of medicines. She washed
the patient with warm water, changed the dirty clothes and gave
her some of her own, which she had taken for that purpose. She
gave hope to the parents and then returned to the Ashram in the
early hoursof dawn. Itisnowonder that the villagers|ooked upon
Sushila as a Goddess of Love, Mercy and Compassion.

But Sushilawas not only aloving nurse with abig heart,
who took care of animals and sick people. Her activities not just
confined to sick beds and the physical plane but also to other work
of theMission of Peace. Shewasall inall intheAshram. Shewas
the clerk and stenographer and answered the heavy inland and
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foreign correspondence. When visitors came from America and
Europe she would cook and wait on them like aservant. She was
the Secretary of the Ashram and received the visitors and
represented the silent work of the Mission of Peace. She was the
discipleof all liberated souls and a convincing teacher for seekers
of Truth. Thus, our Sushila's days were spent in selfless service,
physically, mentally and spiritually.

When we were invited to the various towns to convey our
message of Peace and to represent the Ashram, Sushila took the
lead as an outstanding figure and drew all hearts towards the one
centre of Truth through her selflesslife of infinitelove. Onceina
gathering of highly cultured and spiritual souls, she made everyone
forget their forms and names. One and all began to shed tears of
ecstasy for they forgot their little selves in the name of God, the
living embodiment of Universal Love.

Sushila's message of love and gratitude which camein the
form of her everflowing ecstatic tears makes one remember the
beautiful words of Washington Irving.

There is sacredness in tears. They are
not the mark of weakness but of power. They
speak more eloquently than thousand tongues.
They arethe messages of the overwhelming grief
of deep contrition and of unspeakable love.

It was an hour of stupendous hush and infinite tranquility,
where only Immortal Silence reigned. No one was able to speak
or move for along time. It became dark and everyone departed
without even the usual saluting words. There was an enshrouding
Silence. It wasamost sanctified day of sacred memory, not only
to me but everyone present in that meeting, for all had, had atouch
of Hislovein stillness.

What the Missionaries could not do with all their toils of
many long years of hard life in India our Sister Sushila Devi
succeeded in doing with her unostentatious, unassuming, simple
lifeof love, ever walking inthefootsteps of the blessed Lord Christ.
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Even the most orthodox Hindus of the highest caste adored and
worshipped her and even took her into their Sanctum of sanctums,
the highly consecrated puja rooms. It touched my heart to see in
some homes that the spiritual people realised and recognised in
Sushila the presence of their ideal deity, the Goddess of their
worship. Can there be anything more touching than to recognise
Truth, the Impersonal God, through Universal Love, forgetting all
castes, creeds, colours and nations? Verily, where Love is, there
Godis.

Great and respected souls such as His Holiness Narayana
Swamiji Maharg], the chief disciple of Sri Swami Rama Tirthgji
and many other venerable Swamies and Yogies of the Himalayas,
the Guru of the Mahargjah of Kashmir and ahost of other spiritual
people not only loved our Sushila Devi but paid glowing tributes
of deep respect and adoration for her silent, selfless, smple and
ideal life. She has the highest place in the homes and hearts of
many devoted souls and worshippers of God whom she visited
throughout India.

It is needlessto write here how we miss our Sister, thelife
and soul of the Ashram, | miss our Sushila Devi. Everyone and
everything inthe Ashram missed her. All thefriendsof theAshram
al over Indiamiss her. It touched my heart to see a dog now and
then going to the cave where Sushila used to stay and moaning for
her return. Even the little boys loved and adored her with all the
strength of their innocent hearts. Whenever they see me writing
they ask: ‘ Swamiji, are you writing to SushilaDevi ? If so please
convey our pranams.” Oneday alittleboy cameand said, ‘ Swamiji,
| am learning geography.’ | asked him why and he said, ‘Only to
follow Sushila's route and to know where she is now.” Can there
be any more glorious tribute paid than the deep love of these
children for our Sushila’slife of service to the Ashram?

Since her departure from the Ashram heavy clouds have
been hanging over us and it has rained ceaselesdly, as if the very
heavens have been shedding tears. Oftenthereisnothingtoeatin
the Ashram for the workers and for the cattle. Anyway, we are all
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devoid of hunger, for our hearts are sad and heavy. After all, man
does not live by bread alone, but by the bread of life, which is
Love Universal. We havethe consolation that the dark cloudswill
be dispelled again by the early return of our Sushilato the Abode
of Peace with the sunshine of her love. Then wewill al be happy
and He will surely provide us enough to eat for the workersin His
Vineyard. On behalf of the members and workers of Sri Santi
Ashram | want to express my deepest gratitude to our Sister Sushila
Devi through the Peace Journal for al the manifold services she
rendered in every field of work and above all for filling the whole
Ashram with thefragrance of her Universal Loveand SelflessLife.

America, the land of wealth is blessed to have given birth
to such asimple, spiritual soul of renunciation and love. Indiais
blessed to share her humblelife of infinite love and the Ashramis
blessed to have the privilege of her selfless services. You, my
loving readersare blessed to read of thelife of this God-consecrated
souls. In conclusion, it is needless to say how richly | too am
blessed to be her humble brother and spiritual companion, to have
the privilege of walking handinhand , climbing the stepsto Heaven
with Sushila, towards the Sacred Throne of Peace, Glory and
[lumination.

OM OM OM

To concludethis chapter of tributeto Sister SushilaDevi, |
should liketo add here areview of her book, “Mystic Prayers and
Poems which was published and reviewed by the Swargjya, a
leading daily news paper in Madras in the same year, 1933.

Mystic Prayersand Poems
By Sushila Devi
(Ellen Saint Clair Nowald )

Thisbook isacollection of Sister Sushila Devi’s beautiful
song and mystic poems which she has poured forth into the pages
of Peace while staying in Santi Ashram, Thotapalli Hills. Sister
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SushilaDevi belongsto that rare band of young spiritual aspirants
who are not bound by race or nationality, in whom divinity the one
primary urge in human beings to selfless service expresses itself
in boundless love for al beings. Born in America, she came to
Indiafascinated by oriental spiritual wealth and stayed for several
years. Her writings are not new to readers of Peace. Living in
seclusion and silencein the hills she has devoted her entiretimeto
spiritual development. We earnestly wish that in the flux of time
she shall prove a Besant, in establishing a strong link between
India and America and promoting greater understanding between
these two nations.

The present book, containing acollection of her rarest gems
of composition is her first contribution to spiritual literature. It
may well be said to be her first gift to theworld. It isgiven only to
afew to enjoy divine ecstasy; it isgiven to fewer still to expressit
in song and poem. Sister Sushila possesses these two giftsto an
extraordinary degree. Her experience of perpetual ecstasy of divine
peace and joy finds outlet in these pages; each line mirrors her
purest and most innocent nature. The songs are aptly compared to
a garland of flowers, each flower is very fragrant, very vibrant
with love and life. Where can the beauty of suchlinesas:

Alas! | have no gift to lay at Thy lotus feet of Light,
Only alittle white rose of undying faith.
Wilt Thou accept it Lord of my love!

to be found except in the pages of Tagore's Gitanjali? Her
songsare not mere outburstsin moments of ecstasy but are pregnant
with deep thought and rich spiritual experience.

They read like a page from the Viedas and may well serve
for adaily morning prayer and worship. SushilaDevi isAmerica’s
present to India; may we hope shewill be India sgift to theworld.

oM oM oM
(Peace 1933)
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Chapter 55
HAPPY TO BE IN THE MOTHER ASHRAM

My heart longs to share with the loving readers of this
Autobiography one of my favourite meditations with a wish for
Peace, the goal of precious human birth, for all.

M editation
(An easy exercisefor all earnest souls)

L et us meditate on the great thought, which isaliving fact
or truth that forgetfulness of God isdeath. Eachtimethat weforget
God we are in the hands of death.

Contrary to what most peoplethink, death isnot merely an
extinction of physical life and the burial or burning of the body.
Real death is forgetfulness in the living truth which is the only
reality.

What else can be death but to forget the Life of our lives,
Breath of our breaths, Soul of our souls and the Sun of suns, who
isthe Interpenetrating Presence of every atom of the vast Cosmos?

If forgetfulnessisdeath, then the awareness of God or Truth
must be Life, the Life that never changes and which is the same
from eternity to eternity.

S0 let us meditate now on this Living Presence which is
throbbing in our hearts aswell asin the burning hearts of the great
planets. Let usrecognise Him now and never forget or deny Him
in the name of passing shadows of name, fame and earthly riches
or glory.

May all homage and glory be unto this unseen but ever-
present and all-embracing Presence.

Hari Om Ta Sat
(Peace June 1935)

In those blessed days many visitors and devotees came to
Santi Ashram to pray and meditate. Not only did we have many
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aspiring souls from India but also from Europe and America.
Whether from the East or the West, Santi Ashram has ever been
the Spiritual Home of all seekers of Truth. | should like to share
here some articles and poems of our Brothers and Sisters from
foreign landswho came and hel ped the Ashram with their devotion
and silent prayers.
From the Himalayasto Sri Santi Ashram
Brother A. Holmes

There is no shrine that man hath built
Can € er compare with these majestic hills.
Here Thou dost sit unbounded,
Here Thou dost shine unhindered
Day and night !
- Swami Paramananda

Thosewho have gazed upon the beauty of the eternal snows
and pine-clad slopes of the Himalayas, those who have seen the
snow glow red in therays of the setting sun and who have watched
with approaching darkness, specks of light spring up from the
distant hamlets, those who have tramped the valleys and roamed
the deep forests, where even shy nature has her sanctuaries, those
whose eyes have feasted upon the mystic hues at daybreak, who
have felt the lure of the ever-beckoning heights, who have drunk
deep, utterly abandoning themselves to the ravishing beauty of
Himalayas must ever feel adlight sadness when the time comesto
part to bid adieu.

It was with deep gratitude and bowed head that | caught
the last glimpse of the ranges from my carriage window as the
train sped on its eastward journey, carrying me to an adventurous
future and on to my destination, Sri Santi Ashram, to which His
Holiness Sri Swami Omkarji had invited me somethree years ago.

As| am avagabond at heart and wander to many placesit
would require too much space in these valuable pages to narrate
al that | have encountered on theway. So | must ask the reader to
skip adistance of two thousand miles and come with me directly
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to Sri Santi Ashram.

Reaching the Ashram in the nocturnal hours| was not able
to see much; however, after what seemed but a buried interval
daylight came and with it, my first real glimpse of the Ashram. |
breathed the words, what arelief as the whole surroundings sunk
into my thirsty soul, where trees and quietness told me that here |
could rest and live in Peace.

It did not take long until | had a pleasure of meeting Dear
Sri Swamiji whom | had first met some three years ago. It wasa
happy moment to feel his spontaneous love and affection and he
greeted mewith words of homely welcome. | felt that deep gratitude
which all must feel, for those whose lives are dedicated to the
universal helping and uplift of others. During these happy moments
| also had the pleasure of renewing acquai ntance with Sister Sushila
Devi, ano lessnoble soul, awriter of mystic verse and one whose
whole life is a poem of meditation.

After this happy meeting | returned to my kutir to find my
humble needs being more than amply catered to. After the
conclusion of these trivialities | found myself wandering round
the Ashram with appreciation for its beauty, the worship hall, the
free dispensary, the press, library and finaly the many beautiful
spots, hemmed in by trees and flowers of every description. Asl
glanced around | thought of all thisbeauty tucked away inavalley
surrounded by glorious hills and was again reminded of the lines
by Swami Paramananda:

Thou dost dwell

In the hearts of the forest deep
Where flowerstry to hide Thee

In their perfumed breath.

Thou dost abide in trees and shrubs
Where raindrops bathe

With their rhythmic fall.

| hopeinthat one solitary ramble round the Ashram | made up
for al those who do not know of its existence. | thanked every tree.
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Since having, in my own humbleway, become apart of the
Ashram | am afforded the opportunity of seeing more of dear
Swamiji’s life. | see more and more the depths of his spiritual
nature, the great humility he bears at heart and the flame that
consumes him in that one great desire to share his Peace with one
and all.

As | listen to his quiet voice, | sense the spirit of the past
carried into the present and with deep mystical conviction know
that this sacred soil ever whispersthe eternal message of itsburied
sages on, on to the greater realisation!

Gratitudewellsup in the heart asdays passin this beautiful
Ashram, where Peace and quietness speak of something different
and where every day lived, seems a day set aside in the soul’s
calendar, set aside for the beloved in one's own heart.

OM OM OM

(Peace 1936)
Nicolas Roerich:

Wergjoicegreatly at the beautiful |etters and messagesthat
this noble and great companion of humanity sendsto our Swamiji
and Sister Sushila Devi which they keep in heart and mind with
reverent love. Hisfiery mystical poemsand messageswill continue
to grace the pages of Peace. Thevery thought of thisbeloved rishi
has ever been a source of inspiration and deep- rooted joy to all,
who silently striveand march under the‘ Heavenly Banner of Peace’
to the new age.

Ashram News. Peace 1935, September
New linksin the Universal Garland of Peace
Brother Holmes:

We are very happy to welcome to our Abode of Peace our
Brother Holmes who is living the life of a sadhu with keen
understanding of all its sacred principles of self-denial and self-
conguest; sharing our smplevegetarian fare and wearing asadhu’s
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plain attire, in loving meditation, peace, silence and service. We
feel that he is a great blessing not only to our Ashram but to the
universe at large.

Sri Venkata Rao, B.A. and Family:

Another happy and auspicious event for Santi Ashram is
the consecration to the Cause of Peace of Brother V.Venkata Rao,
pundit and exponent of theTulsidas Ramayana, the proficient and
inspired reading of which has earned him the name of the* Andhra
Tulsidas'. Vistors spending a season of rest within these gates will
enjoy the discourses, bhajans and hospitality of Brother Venkata
Rao, who is an emblem of service, devotion and universal
brotherhood. May God bless him!

Rev. Arthur E.Massey:

We are happy to announce that Brother Arthur E.Massey,
author poet and elect Brother of the Cause of Peaceis aso to be
welcomed soon into our own Abode of Peace. He has long been
serving the great cause in England and now wishesto offer hislife
to devotion and service in Mother India which has need of such
universal and God-imbued souls, who bear a message of brother-
hood and loveintheir very lives, just asthe west has need of Indian
saints who live as well as preach the high vedic truths. A warm
welcome awaits Brother Massey in his new chosen home in the
East, Sri Santi Ashram.

Welcometo Dr. Balsey and Party:

The contemplated visit of a group of fifteen American
visitors escorted by Brother Balsey, M.D. is awaited with glad
expectancy in November. Dr. Balsey and many of these dear ones
are devotees and friends of our Swamiji whom he contacted on his
Apostolic Mission to America. May these precious souls find in
Indiafull realisation of the great Truth which they have glimpsed
through the silent effort and faithrful work of the messengersfrom
India. A hearty welcome awaits Brother Balsey and party to Santi
Ashram.
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Visitorsfrom America;

We are happy to have visitors from far away America to
share our Christmas Peace and Joy. Blessed Swamiji’s beautiful
message of Christmas morn was much appreciated by al and made
the new born Christ stir in every listening heart. It always gives
our Swamiji a deep and nameless happiness when loving souls
realise the sweetness of PeaceintheAshram, for thisisthe purpose
towhich his sacred life has ever been devoted. He feels hislabour
rewarded in the peace and joy of others.

Thus our prayers go forth for our dear visitors who have
expressed such heartfelt gratitude in their short stay with us. May
they ever continue to feel Infinite Peace as they journey through
India, which ever holds forth a beautiful light to those who come
seeking the priceless treasure called Peace Profound.

oM
A Visit to the Abode of Peace
Beloved Brother Swami Omkariji,
Beloved Sister Sushila Devi,

In Sri Santi Ashram, the blessed Abode of Peace, within
and without, though we have been with you but a short week we
have experienced the Peace of God, the Peace that passeth all
understanding. Timeless, Spacel ess Causel ess Peace, the Peace of
Absolute Unity inaLove Divinely Perfect, of al that ismanifested
within.

Your hospitality has overwhelmed us, you have given
beyond our capacity to receive and utilize. And the memory of
thesefew days, now passed, shall bewith usforever asabeautiful,
perfect picture of divinely humble bliss. We have seen with our
own eyes the pure, white spiritua light emanating from you and
illuminating the whole room with its glorius effulgence. This, to
usisactual evidence of Redlity of theindwelling and all-penetrating
spirit that you are.
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We redlise that the whole world is constantly blessed by
you with thismarvelous spiritual treasure, in silence, for in yourself
you have realised that the individual, the cosmic and the infinite
are one and inseparable.

You have given to us the greatest initiation of your own
free will and accord. You have made the Silence a living, ever-
present and Omnipotent Reality. What more could anyone ask,
seek or demand here or hereafter?

Our lovewe cannot expressinwords, likeleaveson atree,
though they bethe very lungs of thetree, only in the preciousfruit
inwhich isthe seed of the wholetree, so isthat seed the word, the
word that was, isand shall forever be, God, theinfinite of all power,
substance, all intelligence and al love.

More power to you both in doing the great work of heaven
here on earth, whereit is so much needed. Our blessingsand prayers
shall be ever with you and this blessed Abode of Peace, Sri Santi
Ashram.

Very truly yoursin every good endeavour

Santi Ashram Dr.JA.Basey, M.D.
December 25, 1935 Mrs.Grace C.Spahn Hahn
Mr.Baird T.Spalding and Party

INDIA

By John A.Balsey, M.D

To the Land of the Rising Sun | come,
OM MANI PADME HUM !

My refugeisin Thy Holy Word OM.
My refugeisin Thy Kingdom OM,
My refugeisin Thy Omnipresent Good,
In Thy Universal Brotherhood.

OM OM OM
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To Wisdom’s Height and Life | come,
OM MANI PADME HUM!

The Jewel isin the Lotus, Rise Mighty Onel
Rise and Shine, for thy Light has come,
On earth asin Heaven, Thy Will isdone.

OM MANI PADME HUM!

Below as bove,
The Dewdrop meltsinto Thy Seaof Love.

OM SANTHI SANTHI SANTHI OM.
Om TAT  SAT OM
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Chapter 56
DESIRELESSNESS

| bow down my head with deep devotion to the lotus feet
of those sacred souls who have attained that perfect state of
desirelessness, who have passed through the fiery process of
renunciation and discrimination. Somewhere | remember having
written that angels wait with bated breath and reverence for the
privilege of serving desireless souls. And what about the majority
of peoplewho arefilled with manifold desires of every kind? Itis
said that the devils turn around such people and laugh at their
numberless desires. How pathetic is the pitiable condition of the
slaves of desires. Now dear readers, please tell me whether the
angels are waiting on you or whether the devils are laughing and
turning around you? Areyou amaster or aslave of impulses and
desires?

Divine recklessness, great poise and infinite peace, which
are the outcome of desirel essness, can never be understood by the
slavesof desires. Onewho iswithout desiresis perpetually happy
regardlessof the circumstances of life, the conditions of profit and
loss and climatic changes. How blessed and perfectly happy and
contended are they who are desirel ess!

Thisreminds me of the beautiful story of "Thesimple Sadhu
and the mighty Emperor'. The Sadhu sat basking in the sunshine
on aslab of stone, almost naked. The Emperor, who was bedecked
with jewels and diamonds happened to pass by and was struck
with the simple life and contended ook on the happy face of the
man of God. Briefly, the Emperor requested the Saint to accompany
him to his native land and promised him jewels, wealth, power,
etc., but the saint refused and with a laugh said that everything
waswithin him. The Emperor’spridewas hurt heraised hissword
in anger and said he would kill the Saint. At these threatening
wordsthe Sadhu laughed heartily and said, * You never uttered such
alie as that, O King. How can the sword cut, the fire burn, the
waterswet or thewind dry me? Even desath cannot touch me’: As
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he said these words he continued to laugh. The Emperor felt
ashamed of his haughtiness and greed and prostrated at the feet of
the Sadhu and begged forgiveness.

This short story illustrates not only the full glory of
desirelessness but also the wonderful achievements of those who
are masters of their sensesand minds. Who isthe greatest manin
al thisworld? Not he who is the mightiest or who possesses the
greatest wealth but only he alonewho iscompletely liberated from
the mire of subtle desires. Theonewhoistheleast inthe kingdom
of the world isthefirst and greatest in the kingdom of God.

Desires are so subtle and invisible that they draw even the
minds of consecrated and dedicated souls towards the seemingly
bright state of darkness and delusion. It will not be out of placeto
narrate here another interesting tale of a Sadhu. Although I have
mentioned thisstory before, asit so beautifully illustratesthe subject
of desirelessness and how it reaches even Sadhus the men of God
that | should like again to relate it here.

Therewas once a Sadhuji, the picture of renunciation, who
lived asareclusedone, outside of atown. All hisworldly prosperity
consisted of two loin cloths, koupeenams, and each day wearing
one and washing the other by turns. These loin cloths were the
misfortune of our Sadhuji as thistale of the Loincloth shall show.
It soon happened that the rats discovered the extraloin cloth and
made holesinit. Hewent immediately to the villagers and asked
them for a new loin cloth. This happened several times and the
villagers soon requested the Sadhuji to keep a cat which would
chase away therat. The calamity of the rat was removed with the
advent of the cat, but the little pussy cried and needed milk every
day; so the Sadhuji soon returned to the village begging for milk
for the cat. Then the people advised him to get and keep a cow
and even gave him one cow for hisuse. Thiswas sensible. Now
he had milk not only for the cat but for himself aswell. But every
day he had to go thevillage and get hay or fodder for the cow. His
friendsfelt displeased at seeing him so often and having to supply
himwith quantitiesof hay daily and they said, ‘ Look Sadhuiji, there
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are many lands laying waste around you, why don’t you cultivate
some land and then you will have not only fodder for your cow but
also grains for your own use? Who could say that this was not a
wholesome and sound advice?

So the Sadhuji began to cultivate the lands and soon
engaged a number of coolies and servants. He worked hard both
day and night and had flourishing crops every year. He had to
construct buildings, sheds for people and cattle and other animals
and barnsfor storing thecropsof hay, grain, etc. Slowly and steadily
silently the barren and uncultivated spot on which the austere Sadhu
used to perform his tapas, meditation in Peace, became awealthy
estate with many fields, labourers, animals, buildings and all the
other things needed for successful life in the world of form and
name.

After a number of years the Guru of the Sadhu, who had
left him in that wild spot many years before, came to see what
spiritual progress his disciple had made. But the Guru could not
recognisethe place. Hewondered whether hiseyesweredeceiving
him. Instead of a barren and wild spot he found a luxurious and
cultivated estate. Finally, to make sure hewasintheright place he
enquired of someone with the question: ‘Sir there used to be a
Sadhu herewith aloin cloth. Whereishenow? They replied that
the Sadhu Mahatmaji was in his palatial home with his wife and
steward, in the inner sanctum, busily engaged in the management
of his estate. The Guruiji applied for an interview and at last was
led inside the pal ace and admitted into the presence of his chelas,
the disciple. Behold! The master recognised the disciple and the
disciple saw the master; and al in a flash felt his former life of
freedom, when hewasonly theowner of loin cloth. Hefelt ashamed
of himself and prostrated at hismaster’s sacred feet, saying * Father,
forgive me, | have come to a complicated state through delusion.
It was only to save my loin cloth from therat that | have acquired
all this paraphernalia’

Thisstory hasever reminded me of the state of the Ashram.
But at |east we have the consol ation that our Ashram isthe common
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property of all Hischildreninthe East and the West. What ismore,
we have neither hay for the cattle nor barns for hoarding fodder
and food for the workers. We do not have even a single pie of
funds. The point to be emphasised in this story of the Sadhu and
hisLoin Clothisthe subtlety of desiresand how onething leadsto
another unconsciously until one finds himself like a spider caught
in its own web. Desires are all important and most essential to
those who lack deep perception and the keen discrimination to
realisetheterriblegrip they arein. They thusdigtheir own graves
with their own hands.

If | have ever had a desire in this life it is only to be
desireless. All desires are fulfilled sooner or later for those who
are sincere. Asevery bud is bound to blossom in the fullness of
time so every desire, selfish or selflessisbound to blossom or bear
fruit sooner or later. The Peace work that we were engaged in
made it impossible to be free from begging and thus | had to write
personal lettersto friends, requesting them to support the Ashram
and help spread its Message of Peace. Often | found myself in
tears. When and how soon shall | be freed from this despicable
state of begging has been my only prayer.’

This recalls aso the well-known story of the Sadhu who
cameto agreat king and requested ams. Theking asked the Sadhu
to sit, wait until his puja had been attended to. As the Sadhu sat
and waited in the king's chambers he heard the king praying: ‘O
Lord, give me more lands. Give me more wealth, Give me more
children.” The Sadhu quietly got up and left the palace. When the
king finished the puja he went to meet the Sadhu’s requests. But
when he saw that the Sadhu had |eft, he was quite surprised. He
sent messengersto find the Sadhu and bring him back. When the
humble Sadhu returned the king asked him, *O Sadhuji, why did
you not wait? The Sadhu replied: O King, | could not help but
overhear your prayers. When you are begging the Lord for so
many things, how can | beg of you, who are only abeggar yourself.
Therefore | left and decided to petition to the Lord directly to beg
of Him rather than from you.’
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O Lord, if Thou art listening to our prayers, pray listen
now to our hearts’ only prayer and lift usfromthemire of delusive
begging. Even for the sake of illusive public works and
humanitarian activities make us never again to stretch our hands
to the miserly rich, who would rather lose their lives, than part
with their perishable wealth. Bless us to understand that
desirelessnessis another word for completeness, or perfection. It
isonly when one is perfect and full, purna then he is completely
desireless. HelpusO Lord, to be perfect even as Thou art perfect!
Thisisall that we ask of Thee!

HARI OM TAT SAT OM
SELF SURRENDER

(While glancing through the old Peace Journal sthis message
was found. Asitis so apt and perfect here | should like to add it
now for the help of my loving readers.)

A mendicant Sadhu was born in the lovely regions of the
Holy Himalayaswhere Sadhus, M ahatmas and Sages of every kind
and stageliveand meditateto reach thegod of life, Self-realisation.
Hewason avisit to our Santi Ashram last month. In hisbahudaka
or wandering state travelling by foot all over sacred India he
happened to pass by our Ashram and cameto stay for aday or two.
The Ashram’s natural beauty and grandeur made him prolong his
stay. Hislifeissimple and free from all wordly possessions and
he can carry all his material property on his own back: a dhoti, a
thin blanket and a book or two.

He doesnot accept or keep money, yet thegood Lord provides
him with all the necessities of life as he wanders from place to
place. Hehassurrendered himself to the All-Knowing Providence
of God. Asthe Master Christ admonished his disciples:

Get yeano gold nor silver nor brassin your purses,
no wallet for your journey, neither two coats, nor shoes
nor staff; for the labourer isworthy of his hire.

Nobody knowshow long hewill stay inany one place. When
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anyone asks him, ‘How long are you staying here. Swamiji? he
smiles and says that he does not know his plans for the future for
only the Lord knows. He himself does not know what he will do
onthemorrow, for he hasfully resigned himself to the L ord, without
caring or worrying over the uncertain future.

The carefree life of this Mahatma reminds one of the
blessedness of self-surrender. It is only a man of self-surrender
who can readily forget the past and ignore the dim future and live
in the living present, the precious moment. Now ishisonly time.

A man of self-surrender is compared in the scriptures to a
dry leaf. It doesnot haveawill of itsown. It does not know which
way it will be blown. The grace of God blows in the form of the
life-giving breezeand it followsor rather isblown about according
to the direction and velocity of the wind. Such is the life of a
devotee who has compl etely surrendered hislittle self to the holy
will of God. Hedoesnot careto know each and every thing. Lord
knows what is best for him and that same Omniscient God alone
looks after all his needs.

We read in the lives of the sages and saints of India how,
when devoteeswere absorbed in doing God' s highest work, namely
contemplation, God would comein some form and do the material
work of hisdevotees. Such aone was Kabir, the great saint and a
weaver by caste. He was supposed to make hisliving by weaving
acloth every day. While at work he used to forget himself in the
contemplation of the Lord and by evening, by a mysterious
intervention his particular cloth would be completed and ready for
sae.

Such isthe Infinite Love of God towards His children who
completely trust and surrender to Him. If there is happiness
anywhere, the happiness that knows no change, it isonly in Self-
surrender. One who has surrendered himself to God aloneisfree
from worry, suffering and the restlessness of life. Itisonly a Soul
of Self-surrender who can take joy in repeating:

O Lord! Let others be great and famous, let me
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remain humble and insignificant, innocent; let me
forget al else and love Thee and Thee aone.

Dear Friend, areyou sad and heavy, worried and depressed?
Do you have any difficult problem to solve? Isyour life, like a
heavy cross, hard for you to bear? Do you want to befreefrom all
your physical, mental, financial and even spiritual worries and
struggles? If so, thereisonly one way of al the saints and sages.
Itsdoor isever openfor youandfor oneandal. ItisSelf - surrender.
Through the lovely portals you will be lead into the Presence of
God, whereit isAll Light.

Surrender yourself for your Individual Peace. Let the
nations surrender themselves for the Universal Peace. Aboveall,
the Lord knows what is best for you, for the Eastern and Western
World, so let, us have the strength to fully surrender ourselves to
HisAll Knowing, Wise, Will or Providence. The placeto surrender
ourselvesiswhere we are, Now and Here.

It isthetenacious self which istheroot cause of all trouble
and disturbances, within and without, individually and universally.
It is not so easy to annihilate it, so let us offer it to His Services.
Let the little self be completely surrendered Now and Here!

May Self-surrender and Peace abide among individual sand
Harmony and Goodwill among nations.

On Ta Sa Om

Thispresent themerecallsto my mind the beautiful thoughts
expressed by a great soul of renunciation about the glory and
blessedness of possessing only a piece of loincloth.

The Five worthy Stanzas:

1. Blessed are they who are contended, wearing a loincloth,
contempl ating always the essence of the Upanisads, satisfied
with the food they get by begging, being free from sorrow
and desire and ever enjoying the Indwelling Presence.

Autobiography of Omkar 316



2. Blessed are they who are contended with aloincloth taking
shelter under tree, without stretching their hands even for
food, never desiring not only wealth but even asimple cloth
to cover their bodies with.

3. Blessed are they who are contended with aloincloth, rising
above body consciousness, ever beholding the Infinitein the
finite, recognising nothing but God within or without, above
or below, or all around.

4. Blessed are they who are contented with a mere loincloth,
enjoying the Inner Bliss, feeling joy as a result of perfect
control of their senses, thus meditating incessantly day and
night on Brahman.

5. Blessed are they who are contended with a mere loincloth,
chanting ever the sacred syllable OM and who go begging
for amsfor their maintenance.

OM oM OM
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Chapter 57
WORK IN THE VINEYARD
FRUITFUL DAYSIN ELURU AND AROUND:

Arriving at Eluru at the request of Brother Anjaneyulu for
theanniversary celebrations of abeautiful Temple and Dharmasala
which he had built and endowed, the Ashram party was lovingly
received. Swamiji was garlanded and entreated to |eave the auto
and ride in a carriage drawn by white horses. The eager throng
anxiously awaited his Darshan.

The Hindu people always long to behold even the face of
one of the elect brothren, for they feel a state of elevation at the
very sight of a sweet and God-imbued Presence. It took great
persuation to induce our self-effacing Sri Omkarji to drive thus
publicly through a main street, accompanied by a band of bhaktas
and musicians to the waiting assembly of nearly one thousand
devotees at the Dharmasala.

The keen attention of the huge throng of people at the
various meetings at Eluru was very heartening. It showed that the
Lord was preparing souls as never before, to receive the Message
of Peace and Self-reliance, when given out from the heart in a
simple, direct and unique manner such as Sri Swamiji has. It gives
hope and promise of afuture of Peace Centres all over the world,
where groups will dedicate themselves to the great work of
spreading the gospel of Peace which they have first realised in
their own hearts. The friends in Eluru were very eager to have
such aCentreto work from, at an early date. May their Prayersbe
fulfilled in the near future!

From toil-worn and down-trodden harijans to princes of
luxury, theinspired word calling to self-reliance hasawondrously
appealing note and beckons to the hidden divinity in each soul to
express itself. Very briefly, the seed-thoughts of our Swamiji’s
talks at the various gatherings arranged for the purpose are here
given. Each one counted as the Cosmic Cry of every Bible and
Sacred Scripture, namely the Call of the Universal toitsown. Truth-
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seekerswill find in them food for deep contemplation.

May the dear readers of Peace now feel very near to the
Indweller of their Heart of hearts as did the spell-bound audience
when Swamiji spoke personally, for his Prayersand Blessingsever
go forth in boundless love to each one of you and to the whole
world. OM OM OM

CRAVING FOR GOD

Man can never be called ahuman being until he manifests
his Divinity. The great need of the day is the sincere craving for
God, with whole hearted self-surrender. It isnot those who respect
the name of God but those who do the will of God, by serving man
who alone can enter into the Blessedness of Heaven.

PRAYER

Prayer isthefirst step and meditation isthe next step, hence
they are inseparable. Prayer isa connecting link that unites man
and God. We should deserve what we pray for. Think of the boy
who prays hard to God without touching his books, to make him
succeed in hisexamination. ‘Not only should we pray for what we
are worthy of but also for the Highest Truth”, said he patting the
heads of the little ones who flocked around him. When | was
presented to him, showered on me his kindness. As| led him to
Swamiji’s cave | enquired about hiswants. They werethe ssimple
ones of atrue ascetic.

We exchanged spiritual experiences and the two Swamis
related interesting adventures of their years of wandering in the
Himalayas and the roof of the world. Then he blessed Swamiji
and me. We dll felt profoundly moved and sensed an electric
presence sweeping the cave, all Silence.

Thefollowing evening stands out among the rare treasures
of memory. A gorgeous Indian sunset spread midway over the
heavens. The hallowed Peace that pervades Peace Valley seemed
intensified and was only rippled by alonely peacock cry from the
green jungle hills. Under a great spreading tree sat the blessed
twain Sri Narayanji and Omkarji and around them gathered their
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many devotees and Chelas. Their orange robes and faces were
luminous in the fading light.

Fragrant petals kept dropping from the flowery arbour
above, likeasilent benediction. The discoursewason the meaning
of the sacred syllable OM. Sri Omkarji asked the elder sannyas
how Sri Swami Rama Tirtha used to chant OM and Sri Narayanji
began to chant and echo reverberated from the mountain-side. He
asked everyone present to take up the irresitible note till wave on
wave of the mystic sound rolled and fell in a blended chorus of
voices. A subtle presence of glory seemed to enfold us. A
Brahmachari in the temple garden, farther away answered by
blowing the same sound from a conch shell. This seemed to bea
sign for Great Heart to tell us the wonderful allegorical Vedic
Creation Story. How far back on the dim stories of time the first
primeval life inhabited a right-coiled conch shell and how that
little life perished and the empty shell washed up on those pre-
historic shores, was breathed into by the wind and thus produced
thefirst sound, OM. That iswhy the conch shell blowing isapart
of hindu temple worship and even in the Song Celestial; the
Bhagavad Gita we read that the heroes of Kurukshetra blew the
conch shells to cheer them in battle.

With allegories and enchanting stories, the gifted narrator
held us all spell-bound. After praying together we went on our
various ways and a full moon led our path. Let us not try to fool
ourselves or God anymore with words, praises and prayers. Let us
purify ourselves from all the dross of selfishness and enter into
our own world where God is waiting for us patiently from time
immemorial.

Meditation isthe key that opens or unlocksthe secret doors
of thevery Kingdom of Heaven, Nirvana, Samadhi or Peace. Hence
let us begin our meditation with four periods a day and end them
in a ceaseless flow of unbroken consciousness by recognizing the
Presence all through the day and night.

L et us chant the sacred syllale OM to dispel al weakness,
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selfishness and ignorance in every form and ingtill the divinity
both within and without, as we meditate now on the Indwelling
Presence.

May Peace be unto all
oM oM OM
SOWING SEEDSALONG INDIAN ROADS
- Sister Sushila Devi

Reaching Swargashram we were made very welcome and
given a comfortable house on a hill which gave wonderful views
on al sidesfrom the windows and verandahs. Our Swamiji’s heart
glowed with happy and tender memories, filling hisfacewith great
Light as he beheld old, familiar surroundings. After sporting in
the waters and sunning oursel ves on the smooth rockswe dined on
chapaties, dhal-soup and big plantains. Fruit and vegetables are
raritiesin these far retreats and it must surely be heavenly manna
bestowed by the Grace of God that keeps the hundreds of holy
men aliveandfairly well onthevitamin-scarcefarewhichisfreely
doled out at the various Ashrams by the kindness of certain rich
merchants and princes.

Soon various Sadhus and Yogis began to call on Swamiji,
some of whom had known him and loved him as ayouth when he
was there among them for six fruitful years of close communion
with the great beloved of his hearts. It thrilled one’s soul to hear
these gentle Himalayan priests paint vivid beautiful word pictures
of those past memories woven with many an anecdote of the holy
youth's God-imbued life there. Once, a Yogi who had about him
the atmosphere of heaven itself spoke very rarely but told of Sri
Omkarji’sinner radiance which soon caused him to be known and
honoured through the region by his brother sadhus as well as by
thevisitorswho werelucky enough to find himin hisforest haunts,
sitting at the Feet of the divine one, in rapt meditation.

He spoke of one Russian nobleman who had passed that
way and who was so rich that he rewarded all who did the slightest
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service with hundred rupee notes. Hearing of the youthful Sadhu
Omkarji, he sought out in acave, high in the silent mountains, the
soul who retired there for long periods al unafraid of the forest
denizenswho roam in such placein search of prey. Finding him at
last, rapt in meditation, the Russian brother tarried with him, waiting
for recognition. Swamiji soon spoke with him and answered his
questions. The nobleman was so charmed and found so much
peace from his hour with Swamiji that he left in great ecstasy,
relating his happy experience to all whom he met.

Many other friends spoke of Swamiji with reverent love
and said it was wonderful what he had accomplished in these few
brief years since he had left them in creating so fair a garden of
silence as Santhi Ashram in Thotapalli Hills for seekers of Peace
from any nation, of any creed or colour, offering them pleasant
retreat in which to commune with the indweller of their hearts, be
He Tao, God, Brahman, Jehovah, Allah, Buddha or Ahur Mazda,
In al We are al One and the basic principles of al religions are
the same.

By kind arrangement of Sri Swami Sivanandaji and the
good interpreting of Swami Swarupanandaji, on one memorable
day our Swamiji spoke to the hermits, monks and yogis of the
adjoining country who flocked in large numbersto hear him, from
their various retreats.

Itisno easy talk to address souls of thiskind, saints, sages
and philosophersof various schools. Our Swamiji met the occasion
with poise and calm and God touched histongue asit were with a
holy flame and God'sMighty Spirit wasfelt by all for the message
cameforthin stirring wordsthat vibrated the cords of the hearts of
the elect company. Thethemewas'Let onemanaonelivein God
and thewholeworld may beregenerated’ . Every heart was stirred
when he said: “Here we are, the world calls us saints, sages and
mahatmas. If wearereally such, then why doestheworldgoonin
such darkness, cruelty and pain? What are we doing? Whereis
our light shining? The World isathirst and hungry for the nectar of
Truth and the bread of life. We are His avowed priests and the
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trusted keepers of the ancient flame. Let us then redly fedl it
burning within, recognise it in our hearts and beings and give it
forth to the whole of creation. The countless children of man, the
supplicating multitudes are looking up to usto give them onetouch
of truelove, onecrumb of thebread of life, onedrop of that Brahmic
Bliss that endows the mortal with an eternal Godhood, glorious
beyond all word or thought.

O! Let us then awake and arise from our slumbers and
lethargies, throw aside our little differencesof cult and sect, rivalries
and jealousies. If they yet abide in the hearts and beings we have
long since offered to God alone and to His all-consuming love
fire, let us purge ourselves wholly.

Asserting and manifesting our divinity here and now let us
renew our sacred vows and be entirely worthy of our sun-garments
of orange and other outward signs of our priesthood. Let usindeed
be living Beacon Lamps and set the world aflame with sweeping
lights of Love, Peace and Unity.

oM oM OM
(Peace Oct. & Nov. 1935)

MEMORIES OF A GREAT HEART
- Sister Sushila Devi

One auspiciousday, when my life had already blended with
that of India, Santi Ashram and the lives of many Indian sisters
and brothers the glad tidings came that Sri Swami Narayanji was
soon to arrivein our little Eden of Peace, Santi Ashram. Asit was
dedicated by Swami Omkarji to the memory of Sri Swami Narayan,
the great heart naturally took warm interest in its progress and felt
thislovely corner of God’sVineyard to be a part of his own work.
He also was very fond of Sri Omkarji. His letters of advice and
inspiration came regularly.

Soon, through the wide white gates, with their universal
symbols strode our beloved great heart amid the glad clamor of
the welcoming crowd. He was atall, majestic figure in a rough
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robe of golden-red and he walked with a firm, and erect carriage
which accentuated his height. Void of outer beauty one could not
help on seeing Sri Narayan Swamiji but be aware of his beauty of
soul, which shone forth from amind deeply immersed in Nam.
(Peace March-April 1938)

SELF RELIANCE

No more reliance on forms and names, on teachers and
masters, on books and shrines. Learn to walk on your own feet.
Rely on the interpenetrating Truth which is pervading and
permeating the cells of your beings. Be true to the Indwelling
Presence. The essence of al religions can be summed up in one
word, Self-Reliance. To be true to the God of our hearts is the
only real responsibility and thus we shall be ablessing to Mother
Earth and not a burden.

PRACTICE OF THE PRESENCE

Practice of the Presence of God, not now and then but
always is the only simple, natural and direct method of feeling
God’'s Presence and Love Now and Here.

Let us practice to feel His Presence not only when we
meditate but even when we work, not only when alone but even
when in crowds and not only when all iswell but evenwhen all is
ill. His Presence is the only reality and the sooner we recognise
thisthe better it isfor us and others.

HARIJANS

Hari isthe God of the Universe, hence we are all harijans.
Our joy and freedom lies not in calling certain people harijans, but
in considering ourselves as harijans. Those aone are the red
outcastes who are selfish and cling to form and name, separating
themselves from God's common children. Those who are selfless,
simple humble and loving are all of high caste, thefair children of
God.
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MEDITATION ISTHE KEY

Itisnot body consciousness but God Consciousness, which
isthe key for the Highest.

Godisfeltfirst in the heart, then in the Ashram and finally
in the whole world. What we have within we behold without.
How wonderful it isto consider the whole world as our Ashram,
Abode of Peace. The real Abode of Peace, Ashram is in every
heart. First establish the Ashram within and let Peace flow in
torrentsand riverstowards humanity, for itisthe Individual Peace
that paves the way to Universal Peace.

When the body is healthy the mind isrestful and when the
mindisrestful the Soul isrealised in stillness. Health playsagreat
part in therealisation of God. However busy we may be whosoever
we may be, one and all should set apart a portion of the day,
especially the early hours, for physical exercise.

There is nothing new to be thought. If you could only
practice what you have, what you have will grow. The God for
whom you have been searching and seeking here and there is
abiding in your hearts now and sparkling in your very eyes. Pray
recognise Him Now and Here and take Him with you into the
activities of your lives and express Him. Thus, His Love, Peace
and Presence will be multiplied.

Godislivinginal of usbut Heisexpressing Himself only
in humble ssimple and devoted hearts. Verily, where Loveis, there
Godis! Asweareall the manifestations of the one God, let usfill
our hearts with Love and recognise Him in each other, knowing
that in serving any of the least of His children we are serving only
God.

OM OM OM
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Chapter 58
OUR TUNI BRANCH

Dr and Mrs. G Apparao have been among the oldest
devotees and well-wishers of the Ashram. They lived in those days
inTuni, atown about twenty miles distant from the Ashram, where
we have many merchant devotees. The children of Dr. and Mrs.
Appa Rao were very devoted and they clung to me whenever |
went to their home. One of them, little Hannu followed me to the
Ashram and remained for nearly two years and even now returns
to the Ashram now and then. His parents offered him to me to
servethe Ashram and do God’s Work as aMessenger of Peace, for
he is a spiritual child. But after about two years in the Ashram,
living a highly devoted life the parents became afraid that their
son might become a sadhu and so they took him back to the town
and joined him in aschool there. Now little Hannu is Hanumantha
Rao, an important engineer with great wealth but heis nevertheless
as devoted as he was as a child.

His brother GNarasimha Rao is the noted architect of the
Krishna Bridge and of the famous Nagarjunasagar Dam works.
Now heisin Americaas a specia advisor to the United Nations.
Thus, asthe parents are, so arethe children. One of the daughters,
Raghava aso clung to me so that the family predicted she would
never marry but would dedicate her life to the Ashram and God.
They used to call her Yogini. Such are the dreams of childhood
days. Now Raghava is a wealthy lady with much property and
many children and grand children. But sheisstill devoted and has
an Ashram of her own in her village, the Sri Viswanath Ashram.

The eldest daughter, Nanaji and her husband are also
devoted. The youngest daughter, Jaya is a wonderful musician
and | am especially fond of two of her songs:

Shantamu leka, saukhyam ledu (Without peace thereis no solace)

Manasu swadhinamaina, manujunaku (whose mind is under
control)
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How true are the words of the first song! Without Peace
thereisno happiness. The other song also contains the essence of
Vedanta, the end of Knowledge:

For the wise man who has controlled his
mind, what need isthere for the repetition of al
these mantras and tantras?

Verily, heisshining in the full Glory of God, rising above
all rituals, pujas and worship of outer forms. May all homage be
unto such sthitapragnas, the God realised souls. OM !

| remember that during my stay in Tuni during one of our
visits to the branch ashram | had a sad and unfortunate accident.
Wewent oneday tovisit anold saintly lady, mother Suramma.she
was eighty years old then and she had been thefirst lady to stay in
the Mother Ashram living in a ssmple hut in which rose the holy
putta asnake pit of Subrahmanyam, the snake God and performing
tapas with prayer and meditation. Now she wasinfirm, no longer
able to walk or see and | went to visit her to make her happy.
Whilewewerein her home some people saw abig scorpion onthe
wall. They were frightened and wanted to kill it. To save the
scorpion from death, even from harm before my very eyes| told
them not to do such a thing, not to harmit in any way for | would
get rid of it in agentle way. | tried to take hold of the tail of the
scorpion and takeit outside, whereit would be safe. Unfortunately
however | did not hold its tail firmly and it gave me a nasty sting
which gave severe pain. Certain little incidents can never be
forgotten; they are remembered until the end of one's life. The
severe pain lasted more than twenty four hours in spite of all the
hot and cold fomentati ons and other measuresto relieve the agony
of the scorpion sting. We had acar outside and so several timesthe
current of the battery was applied to my aching hand, but with no
result. The severe pain continued all day. What cannot be cured
must be endured patiently. Sometimeswhen wetry to do good, to
help and protect, it is strange that what results is pain and
disappointment.
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The Headmaster of the Tuni High School was a very
devoted friend who visited the Ashram often. It had been his
continued request that | give a lecture in his school for all his
colleagues and devoted students. The public was aso invited and
alargemeeting washeld. When | spoke, therewas pin drop silence.
It wasaday of rejoicing for me and for the founders and members
of the Tuni branch, for | had been able, by the Grace of God, to
enter into the hearts of the devoted young students as well asinto
those of their loving teachers with my simple message of Peace
and Love.

oM oM OM
May all Glory be unto God! May Peace be unto All!
Harijan Seva at the Tuni Branch:

‘Outcaste’ was a message which later was published as a
booklet by the Mission of Peace, Sri Santi Ashram, during those
days of the renaissance of the outcastesin India by Jaati Pitha, the
father of Bharata, Sri Mahatma Gandhiji. Huge funds, crores of
rupees were collected by Mahatmaji in the name of the Harijan
Fund for the education and progress of the depressed people of
India. Inthose daysMahatmgji lifted the outcaste up and into the
very image of God by giving them the name of Harijan, the man
born of Hari, God.

In the booklet "outcaste", the essence of vedanta, the
Highest Truth was brought out in the statement that truly the only
outcaste isthe one, who recognises caste, who thus erects a prison
wall around himself and calls himself superior and othersinferior.
Such a one aone is the most pitiable creature, the real and only
outcaste.

In Tuni at our branch ashram we had some devotees who
camefrom the outcaste or rather the harijan families. They attended
all the meetings and bhajans regularly and gave up eating of meat,
fish and other non-vegetarian foods and vowed never to drink
intoxicating beverages. Thusthey set an exampleto al their families
and castes. They were very clean and neat and like high caste
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Brahminsthey bathed every day at dawn and wore the caste mark
of the high born, of the worshippers of the Avataras Rama, Krishna
and others, according to their own choice and by their own freedom.
Verily, all names lead only to the one goal, the goal of
satchidananda swar upa the one Existence, Knowledge and Bliss
Absolute.

It was a touching and memorable sight when one day a
band of sixty devotees from the outcaste, the Harijan Community
walked all the way to the Mother Ashramin Thotapalli Hillsfrom
thevillage of Tuni. Asthey walked all theforty milesby foot, they
sang spiritual songs, doing bhajans and repeated the name of God.
| still remember this incident with great joy athough more than
thirty-five years have now passed away, how all these devotees
spent a happy day of bliss, doing bhajans and making al the
membersand visitors of the Ashram very happy with their spiritual
love and dedication.

Now | shall leaveto my loving readersthe Ashram news of
April 1935 Peace Journal for the knowledge of all the good news
and details of the founding of the Tuni Branch and the harijan
seva. As| sit now on the heights of Kailas with my inseparable
companion Rami by my side, it seems that thirty-five long years
have passed away like aflash of lightening. Blessed arethey who
canlivein eternity moment by moment. Whereistime, past, present
or future unto such, who see eternity centered in God, the Unknown
Beyond, the Incomprehensible, the Creator of all Creation.

Now to the Peace Journal, Ashram News;
Our Tuni Branch:

In memory of the Centenary Celebration of Bhagavan
Sri Ramakrishna Paramahamsa we are happy to have opened on
Sunday the 10" March, 1935 a branch of our Santhi Ashram at
Tuni and to have commenced work on an organized basisforthwith.
Its present activities are as follows:

1. Daily Prayer, worship and meditation in the branch home
morning and evening.
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2. Weekly meetingswith inspiring public lectures by our Swamiji
or other great and learned souls.

3. Ladies Association for the diffusion of Light and Knowledge
among women.

4. FreeDispensary Servicefor the poor narayanasby Dr. GV.Appa
Rao, L.M.P.

5. Harijan work through weekly meetings with lectures on
sanitation, devotion, etc., with bhajana and worship.

We are grateful to Mr. and Mrs. GV.Appa Rao, who form
the life and soul of our Ashram Branch. We are also grateful to
Mr. D.V.S.Ross, Advocate, Mr. V.Venkata Rao, Mr.Pydah
Sri Ramakrishnayya, Zamindar, Kakinada, and Mr. T.Venkaji Rao
of Paper Mills, Mr. and Mrs. Rama Rao and to al the devoted
teachers of the Tuni High School for their active co-operation and
sympathy in the promotion of our infant work at Tuni.

Harijansto Sri Santhi Ashram :

A band of sixty people, both young and old started in a
Bhajana Pilgrim Party from Tuni and came all the distance on foot
on Monday, the 25" March 1935 and spent the day and night in a
most useful and uplifting way, under the experienced leadership
of Brother T.Venkaji Rao. They took vows never to drink, never
to eat flesh and never to kill animals but to try to be clean and
gentleaways.

Wearea so grateful to Mr. Papa Rao, the devoted merchant
of Tuni for sumptuously feeding this selfless band of harijans.

L et us conclude this chapter with the following interesting
article by the Headmaster of the Tuni High School:

Sri Swami Omkar at Tuni:
By Sri M.VeerabhadraRao, B.A.L.T

Sri Swami Omkar, who has visited America several times
and has established the Sri Santhi Ashram near Thotapalli Hills,
about ten milesfrom Durgada Station in the East Godavary District
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was here last Sunday, 10" March by special request and presided
over the celebrations of the Hundredth Anniversary of Ramakrishna
Paramahamsa. The Swamiji and party were guests of Dr and Mrs.
AppaRao Naidu garu. After the said function wasduly celebrated
the Swamiji and party were prevailed upon to stay for aweek and
every evening thoughtful and inspiring sermons on ‘Bhakti and
Jnana’, both in English and Telugu were delivered.

Every morning there was a well-attended meditation and
prayer gathering also at the doctor’ s quarters and then Sri Swamiji
would give a quiet talk in Telugu. While here, at the desire and
request of friends Swamiji opened a Branch of Santhi Ashram for
Tuni and neighbourhood in the spacious quarters of Dr. AppaRao.
Theband of devoted friends of the Ashram here have beeninspired
by Swamiji to direct, organise activitiesto the social and spiritual
uplift of the so-called ‘untouchable classes’. He personally
conducted some night meetings at the Panchamavillage. Presiding
over aspecia meeting at the Rgjah’s High School Hall he gave a
lucid addresson * OM and Peace’ and gave away prizesto students
who had scored the highest marks in the recent Ramakrishna
Paramahamsa Competitive Examination held for the two districts
of Godavary. ChallaViswanadham, FormV secured thefirst prize
from boys and B.Rgjaratnam, Form IV, the first prize for girls.

May the Swamiji’s commendable endeavours to diffuse
spiritua light and knowledge with peace, in the hearts of the people
at large be attended with success more and more.

Om Namo Namahal

Om Tat Sat Om
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Chapter 59
IN THE EAST AGAIN
Our Swamiji:

Before leaving for America our revered Swamiji was
advised by his physician friends to have an X-ray taken of hiship
which was injured by the fall while last abroad and which has
again, begun to give discomfort. An X-ray showed that the bone
had never been properly set. On examination and consultation the
devoted and renowned Doctors Kini, Dinakar Rao advised an
immediate operation. They all marvelled how Swamiji has been

happily running about on a bone only supported by muscle tissue
for the joint has been completely out of the socket.

We were all deeply affected by the news and by our
beloved Swamiji’s philosophic attitude in the face of this ordeal.
His article, 'In the Cast’ gives a full account of his hospital
experiences and operation which we are truly thankful to record,
promises to be a complete success. Sister SushilaDevi ever ready
to silently minister, wherethereismost need, ministered to Swamiji
with her healing care and loving presence.

We all feel that the Omnipotent has chosen to work
through the scientific skill of our good Dr. Kini and his colleagues
to restore our Swamiji so that he may go about freely and firmly
on his Mission of Peace and Compassion. May all his friends,
admirersand devoteesin the East and the West join usin affirmative
thoughts and ardent prayersfor hiswelfare!

oM oM OM
(Peace March-April 1936)

Our Distinguished Visitors:

It was with great pleasure that Swamiji and Sister Sushila
received the visit of Swami Yoganandaji, the well known lecturer
and philosopher who has been active both in India and abroad
spreading Yoga. L oving thoughtswereinterchanged, prayerswere
offered and the great savants of humanity parted with mutual
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benedictions and good wishes. We were happy also to meet his
loving brother and devoted American chela, Mr. Wright.

Om! Ta! Sat! Oom!
(Peace May-June 1936)

In The Cast

It isastroke of luck or a dispensation from the hands of the
Goddess Fortune that has brought me to the special ward of the
King George Hospital, Vishakhapatnam to enjoy aperiod of blessed
peace and rest. | feel unworthy of all the rich blessings heaven is
pouring down upon me in golden showers day by day. | can even
keep my tryst with Mother Nature from my bed for | lie facing a
window that looks out to a picture of great beauty. The big open
windows gives a lovely patch of blue sky and a range of hills
picturesque with tropical trees and shrubs. At dawn the sun comes
with agolden smile of bright rays, dancing over my bedspread and
in the evening the sun sets just where | can see it over arim of
hills, while not far off the Bay of Bengal boomsout OM, OM, OM
in its dashing waves, sending a salt tang in its passing breezes
whichislike agreeting to me. | am overwhelmed with feelings of
gratitude and love at the overflowing kindness and the attention of
al the many good doctors and devoted nurses and their selfless
and never, tiring services.

It was on thefifth of March, when | wastaken after four days
of grooming and preparation of all sorts to the Operation Thesater
and given anesthesia. | started to Inhale and Exhale Peace. | became
formless and the last thought was of the glorious Light of lights,
one stupendous wave of Infinite Light enfolded me till | became
one withit.

When | opened my eyesstill in astate of indescribabl e ecstasy
Sister Sushila Devi, the great blessing of my life aswell as of the
Mission of Peace was bending over me smiling, congratulating
me on the success of this experience and the operation. It seems
that | was given anesthesia for forty-five minutes. A long cut as
made and a part of the bone chipped with a chisel and hammer.
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The bone was properly set again and the flesh sewn up. Thewhole
leg was then encased in plaster from toe to the heart. Thus ended
my formidabl e sounding operation, the Subtrocanaric Oesteotomy.

Herel am now with the new addition of my cast likeatortoise
initsshell, enjoying Peace and longing to greet all my friendsand
loving readers of Peace in the East and the West. Full twelve
pleasant days have passed away and you will hardly believe me,
when | tell you that my re-set bone, the deep cut and the stitches
have not given metheleast painin any form, at any timein the so-
called anxious days of this ordeal. When God is with us what can
be against us? May all Glory be unto the Indivisible and Infinite
Lord of mercy and compassion!

To me there has always been but one kind of real pain, the
pain of separation from the beloved, the Indweller of the Heart,
and the Great I nterpenetrating Presence of thewhole universe. What
can be more painful than to deny and forget the very life and soul
of existence? All other temporary pains when compared to the
death-like anguish brought on by aloofnessfrom God or separation
from Truth are mere passing clouds.

Evenif therewereto bealittle discomfort it would be nothing
but meanness on my part to complain or grumble, when there are
nearly four hundred patients, sick people lying around in this
hospital. Some of them are suffering from the most excruciating
agonies. What wonderful work these big-hearted and spiritually-
minded doctors are engaged in, day and night, ceaselessly serving
the Lord in the form of the sick, the deaf, the lame, and the blind.

Facing this great mass of human misery and the mortal
suffering all around, marking well the scientific and immediate
help al these sufferersarereceiving, | feel likeamere babe or tiny
child before these selfless, energetic and life-giving doctors’
speciaistsin every form of medical science. Speculative religion
with parrot-like platitudes and affirmations will not knit displaced
or broken bones. It needs great competence, study and intelligent
diagnosis of a surgeon. Is not a dedicated doctor divinity’s finest
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instrument for good in thisvale of tears? Does not God a so perform
His miracles of healing through such a one?

How very blessed are these priceless moments that one
spendsobliviousof not only the plaster cast but also of the physical
cast, the body ! It is unspeakably glorious to rise far above al
sheaths. Freedom and health belong only to those rare souls who
are free from the imprisoning restraint of every kind of cast or
sheath.

The very word cast brings relative thoughts of the synonym
casteand itsfar-reaching problemsaswell. The davesof caste, those
who suffer from the soul hampering weight of caste prejudices and
class restrictions are really more to be pitied than those who are
temporarily confined to a plaster cast for a brief time. The one is
constructive while the other is destructive and detrimental. Do not
become an Outcaste by recognizing Castes. Do not be endaved by
circumstances and self-pity, by the mind dwelling unduly on either
aplaster cast, if fate decrees one, or even on the body, cast of flesh
and bones. Both have only their temporary utility, serving an end.

| was taken down from my sanctum of peace today for a
ride on a stretcher once again to the Operating Theatre. The kind
and good surgeon made a door in the cast just where the stitches
were. The cut was clean and the healing perfect and the stitches
were soon deftly removed. | was then wheeled into the X-ray
Department; here the newly set hip bonewas again X-rayed. Soon
and to our great joy the good newswe had breathlessly anticipated,
the result, of the photo came. The Radiologist, a loving and the
devoted soul the Head of the X-ray Department announced with
the ecstasy, to the great joy of al that the setting is splendid! Just
what the surgeon had wished to accomplish had taken place. The
good doctor was beside himself with joy and Sister Sushila was
overwhelmed with deep feelings of the ecstasy, for one of her
dearest dreams and ardent hopes was taking shape. | had tears of
gratitudein my eyesas| lay there on my back witnessing all. The
tears that did not come when | went through all the ordeal of the
operation and when the stitches had been removed came now to
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givevent to my heartfelt, irrepressible gratitudefor all the bountiful
blessings of the Almighty asthe complete success of the operation
was announced. My soul burst into a magnificent crying: ‘ Glory
be unto God!" When our surgeon came to me with abeaming face
and contented heart | murmured softly, ‘ Hearty congratulationsto
you dear doctor.” He was quite modest and unaffected and had
lovingly, trustfully left the results to God.

Herel am once again in my specia ward, my Sanctum of
sanctums, enjoying the benediction of the cool sea-breeze,
accelerated by a big ever-revolving fan and the life giving rays of
the Sun. Every day | watch the glorious sunset from my ‘bed of
roses asl liein great comfort on asoft mattress, asthe golden ball
sinks behind the purple hillsbringing a sense of unutterabl e Peace.
Ah! Thus | want the little self to sink and fade into oblivion.

The surgeon said when leaving me, ‘ Dear Swamiji, | am
proud of you. My job is finished and your job now begins. You
must remain quietly in the plaster cast for another thirty days and
then sixty days more in asplint.” Thus| must lie flat on my back
without moving to the left or the right, even in my dreams.

Now, as| have many leisure hours, | write these innermost
thoughts of my heart and send them forth to vibrate asmy love and
Peace to all my dear friends in the North, South, East and West
and on all planes. Dear readers of Peace, | long to stretch forth my
hand and touch your heart and say ‘ Peace be unto you’. Help your
country and help the whole of humanity by feeling His Presence,
not only now and then but always!

| and several thousands, nay millions of sick and suffering
patientsin thisand other hospitalsthe world over need your loving
and affirmative thoughts and silent prayers. Pray ceaselessly for
the recovery of the sick and for the redemption of the fallen, for
the succour of the poor and needy and for the general Peace and
welfare of the whole of creation and thus establish Peace on earth
and good-will among nations.

| am grateful to dear Dr. Lillian Daniel for having invited
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Sister Sushila Devi and myself to America and for having made
all arrangements for the journey and sojourn there. The day is not
far when | shall be in America, no longer limping but walking
erect and straight and sharing my love and Peace with all thelovers
of Peace.

My message would be incompleteif | failed to express my
appreciation to al the staff of the King George Hospital and the
most gracious Mother Superior Anastasia, Sister SushilaDevi, R.
N., the selfless, the patient and silent hel per, to the nurses deft and
friendly and to all the other obedient and devoted attendantsin the
hospital.

In the conclusion my heart craves to express my deep
gratitude to the indweller of my heart, the silent witness of all the
passing phenomena, the great Divine Hedler of healers, who is
never absent and is ever-present, throbbing in the heart, beating in
the pulse and flowing in the breath and shining in the Soul.

Dear Friends, join mein this silent prayer asyou read this
message wherever you may be, even if only for aminute.

Prayer

Thou theinfinite light burning in the little mortal heart as
well asintheimmense Sun's heart, Bless usto feel Thy Presence
now inthestillness of the Sacred Sanctuary of our innermost being,
so that we may be a blessing unto Thee and Thy children, and not
go on day after day in a state of living death as encumbrance to
Mother Earth.

Bless us with the continuous vision of Universal Love and
dedication to salfless service. Thisis all that we ask of Thee.

May Peace abide in the North, South, East and West.
May Peace be unto All !
oM oM OM
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Chapter 60
IN WALTAIR ASHRAM

How true are the words that not a blade of grass moves
without God's will. The last chapter of this Autobiography was
written in Kotagiri Peace Centre on the last day before we | eft that
lovely placeto return to the Mother Ashram in Thotapalli Hills. In
spite of my longing to write and the pressure from friends and
devoteesto continue my work, | have not been able so far to write
even afew words and a full twenty days have passed away. It is
now Saturday, July 22 and we are to |leave the Waltair Ashram,
wherewe had come on ashort visit to return to Thotapalli. Although
I brought my note book and for reference, thefirst copy of Peace,
1928, it is not until, now that | feel the urge from within to sit
down and write a chapter of this Autobiography. And tomorrow
we shall leave.

| like at times, often to meditate on the lovely thought:
Work kills none but worry kills multitudes.

Lethargy makes one dull and sad, activity brings life and
enthusiasm. | sit now facing the rising Sun as it comes up above
the horizon of the ocean with my Autobiography notebook and
pen in hand. Little Rami sits with me and we watch the Sun as it
risesand floodsthe world withitslight. The beauty glory and light
al around above and below, the chanting of the sacred syllable
OM by the waves and the music of the birds, the melody of lifeall
make merather silent with awe and admiration and | don’t want to
waste precious time, scribbling these finite thoughts. In the
greatness of chanting the immortal Gita-the Song Celestial in its
Mahatmyamrit is that one feels most inspired by a certain verse
which glorifies God's greatness and mercy. Its essenceis:

| meditate on the glory of the Lord, the life, Soul and
Goal of all creation; He who can make the dumb speak
and the crippled to climb mountains.
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This verse has been ringing in my ears since the last few
days, for as| look towards the glorious view of the ocean therein
front of the Sushila Mandhir, obstructing its view is the building
of bathrooms and | atrines constructed by the Municipality. Itisthe
greatest handicap, disappointment and even failure to my life's
work inthe Waltair Ashram to seelatrinesin the place, wherethere
should be a Temple of Silence with a Shrine, room of meditation.
The citizens of Vishakapatnam, the Municipa Council Members
and the Municipal Commission run after the fleeting clouds of
name and fame and prefer to have bath roomsto Silence and God.

Man always disappoints and it is only God, who never
disappoints but fulfillsthe selfless desires of Hisinnocent children
for the good of theworld. Thus, asimilar building which had been
constructed several years before to the left of the Ashram was
washed away by angry wavesof acyclonefromitsvery foundations.
It is too much for any of us to request the Chairman of the
Municipality, who has afriend and well-wisher of the Ashram as
well asone of the Committee Members of the Mission of Peace, to
prevent the building of bathroomsin front of the Ashram. We ought
to have objected to the very idea of bathrooms and changing rooms
anywhere near the Ashram for thisland has been sanctified by the
holy presence of Sri Pujya Vinobgji, who was kind enough by
himself to lay the foundation stonefor a Temple of Service, Prayer
and Meditation. | feel sad to think that our Sri Viswanatham, the
friend of all, blessed to be the President of the Mission of Peace,
has allowed such athing to be donein front of the SushilaMandir,
one of the oldest, in fact the first building in the Waltair Ashram.,
In my absence and while Sri Vishwanathji was also away, it was
al doneinahurry, overnight at theinstigation of somelow-minded
people who are not able to see the progress and great work of the
Waltair Ashram. To set it right the things that have been donein
spite and thoughtlessness, cannot be done now by the finite man.
Itlooksasif it isamost impossible and yet, for God, all thingsare
possible.

As He removed the first building that was constructed
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severa years ago, caused it to crumble and wash away from its
very foundations, so God will now see that this second building
alsoiswashed away. The second building was subsequently washed
away in the Cyclone of 1970. Although it takestime, my boyhood
dream of giving to theworld an Abode of Peace, aShrineof Silence
for all devotees of every religion in the East and West, instead of
latrines and changing rooms shall someday be realised. May His
Will be done and may we be fully worthy of al His blessings,
more than ever trusting Him with complete self-surrender. Not our
will be done but may His Will be done, now and always, on earth
and in Heaven, forever and ever.

The lovely hill Kailas has become holy but it has been so
long neglected that it looks almost God-forsaken withitsdilapidated
buildingsand ever-growing shrubs. It isreally unfortunate that none
of the members of the Ashram, from the President to the Committee
Members are ableto take any interest in the upkeep or progress of
Kailas, the most lovely, lonely and charming place of inspiration
for all the seekers of Peace in the world. Still, it has been my one
ardent desire to make this wonderful, holy place of prayer and
meditation into aWorld Abode of Peace. The story of how Kailas,
during World War |1 a Radar Station and war base-was saved after
the war and obtained from the Government and how it was
converted into a Peace base shall be told later in another chapter.

| should like to mention herethat out of all the 55 Lakhs of
sadhus, sanyasisand yogisthere has not been found even onesingle
sadhu who longsto spend histimein rest and Peacein the glorious
Silence of the God-given Kailas so that the goal of precious human
birth may be realised. All are anxiousto visit Kailas but no oneis
anxiousto stay and meditate there or to work for its progress. How
fickle and restless are the minds of even the sadhus who prefer to
wander here, there and everywhere, instead of sitting in Peace in
one place and feeling God's Presence in a simple and direct way.
Kailasis so glorious and heavenly that | often exclaim in ecstasy
that one need not offer prayers or even meditate there for oneis
already in the presence of God. Oneisblessed to feel Hispresence
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inasimpleand natural way, for God isthere, on Kailas, pervading
and permeating the whole place even though He is certainly
everywhere else, for Heis Omnipresent.

Dr. C. V. Ramani, the talented daughter of Dr. C. K. Prasad
Rao, my boyhood friend and classmate and well-wisher of the
Ashram from the very beginning even from the daysin Chendurty
isagreat devotee of the Ashram and ever walksin the footsteps of
her beloved father. Whenever we go to Kailas Dr. Ramani and
Sri B. G M. A. Narasingha Rao, a well known lover of workers
and labour unions, provided us with two jeeps for the journey to
Kailas. The road up the hillsis narrow and rugged, full of thorns
and stones. How true are the words, ‘Narrow and rugged is the
way that leads to Heaven,”

On the 20th of July we went in two jeeps to the lovely
Kailas. We were blessed to have our Pujya Swami Ramananda
Tirthgji also with us. Sri Narasingha Rao, who is a good reader,
read to us the inspiring message of ‘ Ageless Soham'. Sri M. Appa
Rao, a devotee of the Ashram provided us with tiffin, prasadam.
Our Santhi as usual broke a coconut at the Shivalingam and
distributed Prasadam to all the devotees present and to the two
gardeners who are in charge of Kailas but who have neglected to
do their part in keeping Kailas neat and clean. Our Rama Tirtha
Swamiji of Yagnavalkya Ashram was aso visiting Kailas with us
that day and he humorously remarked that the two gardeners,
instead of doing their work to beautify Kailas were like two lazy
rishiswho liewith their backsto thewall and eyesclosed to all the
outer work. Thus God took us safely to Kailas and brought us back
safely down the hill to the Waltair Ashram again.

There is aso a place caled the Nirvana Ashram, on the
beach side, about five miles distant from Kailas on the Northern
side. It is another lovely place for meditation and silence where
one can listen ceaselessly to the holy chant of the sacred syllable
OM by the great ocean. Our peace van took us there yesterday
(31st July) and we had awalk of about amilethrough thefieldsin
the hot sun and then a picnic with rest and Peace at the lovely
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Ashram. By Hisgrace we were ableto set mattersright at Nirvana
Ashram and the return safely to Waltair Ashram, where many
devotees patiently awaited our arrival.

Glorifying God for al His richest blessings we had prayers
and bhajans with the devotees and gurukula children, and we
wished Peace for al.

OM OM OM
WALTAIR ASHRAM, BY THE BEACHSIDE (17-12-1967)

It gives me joy now, as| listen to the sacred music of the
ocean to write some of the chapterson Waltair, Ashram established
over thirty-fiveyearsago. One of the hel pful mottoesintheAshram
is:

The Ocean is praying,
Why don’t you pray, 0 Man!
Another inspiring and helpful mottois:
Every waveisaPrayer

How blessed it is to make every thought of ours a prayer.
As| sit now by the side of the ocean and hear its sacred music of
OM inthe sound of therising wavesit reminds me of theinspiring
poem, ‘ Sagar Sangit’, the Song of the Ocean which was composed
by two great patriots and spiritual leaders of India, Sri C. R. Das
and Sri Aurobindo. With the fond hope that my readers will enjoy
it, | shall includeit here.

Sagar Sangit
Voiceless are the great heavens:
Thereis stillness everywhere.
Evening sheds on all thy body
A vast Peace and an infinite quietness.
A Shoreless Sea.
Wordless art Thou today -
A sea of peace and purity.
Thy silent anthem in this peaceful evening
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Keepsliving and glowing in Thy soul,

Itslight and its ecstasy:

And all Thy body in that bliss dwells,

And all thelittleness of joy and grief sinks within.

Death and time have paused, arrested at thy feet:

Deep, unbreathing, with eyes fixed motionless

AYogin hasindeed formed hismystic seat within thy breast.
| have seized only aglimpse but | could not reach;

With folded hands | wait.

Make me one with Thee.

OM OM OM

Waltair is considered a health resort, for it has one of the
finest beaches in the South. As we had relations in Waltair, the
Rednam family, | came and stayed here for several years during
thetime of schooal, in Visakhapatnam. Many happy dayswere spent
on the beach in Waltair, meditating in Silence. Then, when Sister
Sushila Devi came to India we used to come with some of the
ashramites and gurukula children to the beach especially during
the summer monthsto avoid the severe heat of the Thotapalli Hills.
During that time our devoted host was Sri .Purushottham Naidu, a
wealthy and philanthropic man who had a palatial home in the
large and lovely Rednam Gardens. Hewasalso askilled Ayurvedic
Doctor and he prepared himself many valuable medicines from
herbs and plants which he distributed freely among the poor. He
would try also to obtain from sadhus and wandering monks all the
secrets of Ayurveda and his simple medicines helped and served
many of the sick and suffering. His home used to be filled with
people waiting to see him and have his devoted treatment.

By God'sgrace| had earlier beenled away fromall healing,
physical, mental and spiritual. My mind was no longer interested
in treating the sick with medical preparations but in going inward
with prayer and meditation. In those days- and - | now | felt more
than ever, that He is the Doctor of doctors, the Only Changeless
Redlity. It is vanity and awaste of time to dwell on the mundane
things of the world. God alone knows what is best for each soul.
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Let uspray to Him and Hewill cureusof all our illsand sufferings.

While we stayed with Dr. Purushottham Naidu,
Mr. Purushottham Pantulu, one of his patients was drawn towards
my silent life and the ideal work of Sister Sushila Devi and he
offered his selfless servicesto the cause of peace. On an auspicious
day he said:

Dear Swamiji, | long to offer you a piece of
land by the Ocean. Why don’'t you start an Ashram
Branch there for the benefit of all and especialy the
foreign devotees?

| was pleased with his hel pful suggestion and Sister Sushila
Devi and | went to see hisland on the beach. We werethrilled with
thelovely spot with the bay of Bengal on one side, the Rishikonda
and KailasHillson another side and along range of hillsextending
back. | felt that thiswas a God-sent gift and command and | agreed.
Mr. Purushottham Pantulu gave us the land, nearly two acres, asa
gift and it wasregistered in my name. Thuswe started the famous
Waltair Ashram.

| do not remember now how | camein touch with thefamous
surgeon Dr. M. G. Kini, the bone specialist. Hewasdrawn towards
me and | was drawn towards him. He felt deeply touched by the
great spirit of compassion and service of Sister Sushila Devi who
had come from far away America to serve the children of India
The Maharani of Vizianagaram was one of hispatientsand friends
and thus we were introduced to her. We were taken to Srimati
Vidyavathi Devi’s palace, where we had prayers and meditations.
It was a happy surprise the next day when Dr. Kini came with a
bank draft for Rs. 300/ from the Maharani Saheba, so that we could
begin our work in Waltair Ashram. How incomprehensible are
God's ways! How He unites kindred souls from strange lands, in
His Infinite Wisdom so that they may do His work of serving the
children of East and West is beyond man’s limited knowledge.
Thuswe began our humblework in Waltair Ashram, asif by God's
command, in asilent way. Let me close now with the following
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appeal to all the seekers of Peace in the world:

Everyonethat thirsteth, comeyeto the waters of Peace and
drink deep the Nectar Divine. What shall it profit amanif hegains
the whole world and loses his own Immortal Soul ?

May Peace be unto All!

OM oM OM
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