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Ode to Sri Ramana Maharshi

Eternity has worn a human face,
Contracted to a little human span,
Lo, the Immortal has become a man,
A self-imprisoned thing in time and space.

Harindranath Chattopadhyaya
pp. 63-4




FACE TO FACE WITH
SRI RAMANA MAHARSHI

Enchanting and Uplifting Reminiscences of
202 persons

Compiled and Edited by

Professor L axmi Narain

Chief Editor, Sri Ramana Jyothi
(Monthly Journal of Sri Ramana Kendram, Hyderabad)

(Formerly Dean, Faculty of Commerce,
Founding Head and Professor,
Department of Business Management,
Osmania University, Hyderabad.)

Foreword by

Padma Vibhushan Dr. T. N. Chaturvedi
Formerly Governor of Karnataka

2009

Sri Ramana Kendram, Hyderabad




@ Sri Ramana Kendram, Hyderabad

Published by:

Sri Ramana Kendram

2-2-1109/A Batkammakunta
Sivam Road, Hyderabad - 500 013.
Phone: (040) 2742 4092

First edition: 2005
Reprint, with extended index: 2007
Second edition: 2009

Price: Rs. 250

The material contained in this book can be
freely used in any form, including translation,
provided President, Sri Ramana Kendram,

Hyderabad, isinformed about it.

ISBN: 81-903538-0-2

Distributed by:
Jaico Publishing House E-mail: hyderabad.sal es@jai cobooks.com
Motilal Banarsidass Publishers E-mail: mlbd@vsnl.com

Also available at Sri Ramana Kendram,
a the above address, after satsangs
from 9 to 10.30 am. on Sundays.

Cover picture (1948):
Sri Ramana Maharshi — Overflowing Joy and Eternal Peace

Printed by: Sai Security Printers Pvt. Ltd.

152, DLF, Industrial Area, Faridabad - 121 003 (Haryana)
Phone: 0129-2272277 Fax : 0129-2256239

E-mail: sspdel @saiprinters.com




PREFACE TO FIRST EDITION

The pages that follow contain first-hand experiences of a hun-
dred and sixty (160) individuals, including twenty eight foreigners from
across the globe, who visited / interacted with Sri Ramana Maharshi
(1879-1950). Some of these persons aso had an opportunity to serve /
livewith him. Thebook providesacomprehensive, not exhaustive, record
of such experiences. The figure 160 is the extent to which we could go!

The number of beneficiaries of the Maharshi’s grace while he
wasin the mortal frameisvery large, but the limitation as usual was lack
of inclination and inspiration of the individuals to record the event. We
are indeed grateful to the chroniclers for leaving behind a record of ex-
periences of their visits / stay at the Ashram.

The reminiscences tell us about the Maharshi’s philosophy, his
teachingsand hislovefor al living beings, including animals and plants.
They reveal how sincere aspirants felt the impact of the irresistible light
of the Maharshi’s eyes which penetrated their inner being, and also how
the peace and bliss got transmitted through celestial vibrations released
by the Maharshi’s presence.

Many write-upsin the book bring out the Maharshi as a perfect
being, notwithstanding the overpowering and debilitating vrittis (tenden-
cies) inherent in human beings. Thisisindeed unique, as even our ava-
tars could not always transcend the constraints of their physical form.
Many descriptions in the text make us fedl that the jivanmukta (eman-
cipated while yet in the physical body) and the sthitaprajna (a person of
steadfast wisdom) as envisoned in our scriptures, are not mere concepts
but the reality authenticated by the Maharshi.

The encomiums showered upon the Maharshi by the contibutors
make the reader recall Einstein’s historic tribute to Mahatma Gandhi:
“Generations to come will scarce believe that such a one as thisever in
flesh and blood walked upon this earth.”

The reader of these pages will discover that spirituaity is not
something vague and uncertain but substantial and proven as got mani-
fested in the Maharshi.

The text offers an insight into the myriad dimensions of the life
at the Maharshi’s ashrams on the Arunachala hill and in its vicinity. It
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also helpsusto understand the Maharshi’ s philosophy, whichisto achieve
Self-realisation through persistent and intensive introspection on the ba-
sic question —Who am 1?1t is essentially the same approach as enunci-
ated by celebrated Greek philosopher Socrates (469-399 B.C.) — “Man
know thyself. The unexamined life is not worth living.”

The reminiscences presented here have no particular order and
are independent of each other. They begin with the chronicler’s brief
biographical sketch, which sounds limited in many cases due to lack of
information. Thisis because many devotees have chosen the tradition of
underplaying the self.

The views and experiences of the chroniclers have at places
been edited to make the presentation incisive and precise.

Some sentences in the text signifying the exalted state of
the Maharshi arein bold face, at our instance. The word * Ashram’
when it refers to Sri Ramanasramam, is with capital ‘A’.

Many chroniclers have reverently referred to Sri Ramana as
Bhagavan, the title by which he was widely known during his life time.
Some authors have also used capita letters, e.g., He or His, while refer-
ring to the Maharshi.

Thetext isalmost wholly based on the publications of Sri Rama-
nasramam, Tiruvannamalai; Ramana Maharshi Centre for Learning,
Bangalore; and David Godman'’s three-part The Power Of The Pres-
ence — Transforming Encounters with Sri Ramana Maharshi. We
feel deeply indebted to these sources for their permission to use the
material.

Glossary at the end isintended to explain non-English, italicised
words. It aso contains brief notes on important Sanskrit and Tamil works
referred to in the text. References of the Sources of Material Used
furnish details of source in each case. Thisis followed by Alphabetical
List of Contributors.

Index is preceded by a collection of Accolades Showered upon
i Ramana, which seem to defy all laudations and extolments.

| am grateful to Padma Vibhushan awardee Dr. T.N. Chaturvedi,
Governor of Karnataka and formerly Comptroller and Auditor-General
of India, for acceding to my request to write the Foreword.

| am thankful to Dr. V. Ramadas Murthy for his meticul ous proof
reading, and to Smt. Lalitha Krithivasan, Sri V. Krithivasan, Sri N.S.
Ramamohan, Sri P.S. Sundaram, Sri C.R.P. Setty, Prof. Shiv K. Kumar,
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Prof. M. Sivaramakrishna, Sri David Godman, Sri J. Jayaraman, Dr.
Sushma Narayan and othersfor their help in the preparation of this book.

| sincerely thank Sri N.S. Ramamohan and Smt. Uma Sudhakar
Rayilla— self-effacing and sincere devotees of our Kendram, Sri
Nrupender Rao, Chairman, Pennar Industries Ltd., Hyderabad, and my
daughter Dr. Sushma Narayan, a paediatrician in Delhi, for funding the
production cost of the book. Thanks are due to them all the more be-
cause they would not have liked to be identified.

The printing cost of the book isan offering to Sri Ramanaby my
former student Sri Vijay R. Raghavan of Sai Security PrintersLtd., New
Delhi, who deserves my sincere thanks.

The photographsin the book are an offering to Sri Ramanafrom
my son-in-law Sri Sanjiv Narayan, for which | am thankful to him.

Thisbook isahumbleoffering at thefeet of Sri Ramana
Mahar shi on his 125th jayanti, which is also the Silver Jubilee
Year of Sri RamanaKendram, Hyder abad.

Laxmi Narain
(narainprof @yahoo.com)

Notes:

1. Chinnaswami alias Niranjananandaswami was sarvadhikari (chief manager)
of Sri Ramanasramam, Tiruvannamalai from 1928 to 1953. At present, the chief
of the Ashram is called ‘President’. Sri Ramana Maharshi, who attained
mahanirvana in April 1950, continues to be the sole spiritual head.

2. The Mountain Path isbeing published quarterly by Sri Ramanasramam, since
1964. Thejournal The Call Divine, devoted to Sri RamanaM aharshi, published
from Bombay, first appearedin 1952 and ceased publicationin 1975.

3. David Godman, a Britisher who made Tiruvannamalai hishomein 1976, has
made substantial and valuable contribution to Sri Ramana literature.

TheAshram’sweb siteis: www.sriramanamahar shi.org




PREFACE TO SECOND EDITION

The addition of 42 reminiscencestakesthetotal to 202 (101+101).
The effort is to have a comprehensive collection of the impressions,
feelings, and experiences of those who had the privilege of being in the
vicinity of Sri Ramana— the Maharshi.

The chroniclers added in this edition include Sri C.
Rajagopal achari (n0.192) and Sri ApaB. Pant (n0.199). They later served
as Governor-General of India, and India’'s High Commissioner in U.K.,
respectively. Sri Shankarla Banker (n0.167), acloseassociate of Mahatma
Gandhi, regularly communicated his elevating experiences to the
Mahatma. Of the five foreigners — one each was from U.K. (no.173),
France (no.175) and Poland (no.194). The two from U.S.A. (hos. 163
& 198), stayed at the Ashram for three years, and one of them (Sri
Robert Adams) devoted himself to preach Sri Ramana's philosophy back
home.

The reminiscences provide an insight into the spiritual height of
the twentieth century maharshi, who was self-obliteration personified,
and who spoke through silence. A British journalist records, “I like him
greatly because he is so smple and modest, when an atmosphere of
authentic greatness lies so palpably around him.” (P. 18) One can easily
count up the number of words he usesin asingle day.” (P. 17)

As before, the reminiscences have no particular order and are
independent of each other. Whileretaining the original contents, the matter
has been edited as necessary.

My thanks are due to many for their willing help and support. In
particular, | amindebtedto Smt. LalithaKrithivasan, Sri V. Krithivasan,
Sri PS. Sundaram, Prof. M. Sivaramakrishna, Sri T.V. Chandramouli,
Sri David Godman, Sri G. Srihari Rao, Sri Ramamani, Sri J. Jayaraman,
Sri N.S. Ramamohan and Sri V.S. Ramanan.

I am beholden to my former student Sri Vijay R. Raghavan whose
Sai Security Printers at Faridabad, has been considering the printing cost
as an offering to the Maharshi.

Laxmi Narain
(narainprof @yahoo.com)




GOVERNOR RAJ BHAVAN
KARNATAKA BANGALORE

FOREWORD

Sri Ramana Maharshi is one of the unique shining stars on the
spiritual firmament of our country which islegitimately proud of itsrich
and variegated heritage as well as of its saints, seers and sages from
timesimmemorial.

As ayoung boy in quest of self-realisation Ramana Maharshi
arrived in Tiruvannamalai (Tamil Nadu) and lived on or near the sacred
hill —Arunachala, for acontiunous period of 54 years, till heleft the body.
He mostly kept silence but his silence was eloquent in that it attracted
seekersfrom far and wide. Hewaslooked upon by many asanincarnation
of Lord Sivain the form of Dakshinamurthi. [ See annexure-V, p. 415.]

The Maharshi’s message is the summation and essence of the
teachings of our ancient scriptures.

The Maharshi’s luminous personality radiated serenity and
provided solaceto those who approached him. The doubtsand skepticism
of many would just vanish by the glow of hiseyes. Alwaysresting in the
depths of hisown inner self, hisvery glance will many times answer and
resolve the questions that the visitors and devotees would have liked to
ask.

The Maharshi was neither a philosopher nor a preacher but a
realised soul. People of great distinction and knowledge have testified to
it. Histeachings, focused on the query “Who am I”, are both simple and
profound. They are largely contained in his pithy repliesto the questions
put before him or doubts expressed by the seekers.

Over the years Ramana literature, both biographical and
philosophical, has grown and isgrowing. The present book Faceto Face
with Si Ramana Maharshi belongs to both categories. It contains the
living testimony of those who camein touch with or had the good fortune
to have the Maharshi’s darshan and could feel the elevating and enlight-
ening impact of hismagnetic presence. The compilation contains extracts
from their writings, bearing witness to what the Maharshi meant to them
and how they got illumined in their spiritual quest.
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Thebook representing the extensive and deep study of the compiler-
editor, Prof. Laxmi Narainisnot merely scholastic but imbued with shraddha
(reverential faith). Wherever deemed necessary, apart from providing
biographica information, he has given annotations which facilitate better
comprehension of the significance of Ramana Maharshi to the common
reader. This book is certainly a companion to one seeking the path. It is
indeed a valuable addition to the growing corpus of Ramana literature.

Prof. Laxmi Narain is presently the Chief Editor of S'i Ramana
Jyothi, monthly journal of Sri Ramana Kendram, Hyderabad, as alabour
of love. He is a highly reputed economist and his pioneering and path-
breaking books on public sector or state undertakings and their different
aspects brought him great renown in the country and abroad. Decades
back I met him and got to know himin that capacity. It came asapleasant
surprise when he asked meto write aforeword to the present compilation
which he has so labouriously and imaginatively prepared. | feel deeply
touched by thisunmerited honour and would like to express my thanksto
my learned friend, Prof. Laxmi Narain.

| believethat the book will havethewel comethat it richly deserves
by itsdiscerning readers and devotees. With thisearnest hope | commend
this work of Prof. Laxmi Narain which seems to me to be the sublime,
symbolic and subtle vehicle of the Grace of Ramana Maharshi which
may always abide with him and with us al.

June 26, 2005 T.N. CHATURVEDI

Padma Vibhushan awardee Dr. Triloki Nath Chaturvedi isarare blend of administrative,
academic, political, accounting, spiritual and governing distinctions. He was Secretary,
Ministry of Education and Culture and thereafter Secretary, Ministry of Home Affairs,
Government of India. Heis Chairman of the premier research and training institute of the
country in the area of public administration — Indian Institute of Public Administration,
New Delhi, and was the editor of its prestigious journal for 28 years. Doctorates honoris
causa have been conferred upon him by Punjab University, Chandigarh, and by Lal
Bahadur Shastri Sanskrit Vidyapeeth, New Delhi, a deemed university. He was
Comptroller and Auditor-General of India for six years. Elected to the Rajya Sabhain
1992 and reelected in 1998, he was amember of the panel to preside as vice-chairman of
the Rajya Sabha. He was Chairman of Parliament’s Standing Committee on Industry. He
was amember of the Executive Board of the UNESCO, and was President, Shri Ramana
Kendra, New Delhi, for more than a decade.
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SRI RAMANA MAHARSHI —
A LIFE SKETCH

Birth and Early Years

Venkataraman (later Sri Ramana Maharshi) was born on
December 30, 1879 at Tiruchuzhi, a small village in Tamil Nadu, some
thirty milesoff Madurai and eighteen milesfrom Virudhunagar, the nearest
railway station. Venkataraman’s mother Alagammawas a pious, devoted
person and his father Sundaram Ayyar was a pleader, who practised
mostly before the local magistrate. Venkataraman had a brother, two
years his senior. His other brother and his sister were both younger to
him by afew years. It was a happy, well-to-do middle class family.

When Venkataraman was twelve, Sundaram Ayyar died and the
family was broken up. He and his elder brother were sent to live with
their paternal uncle, Subbier, who had a house in Madurai. Here,
Venkataraman first attended the Scott’s Middle School and then joined
the American Mission High School for his ninth standard. At school, his
one asset was an amazingly retentive memory, which enabled him to
repeat a lesson after hearing it just once.

Endowed with astronger constitution than most of his classmates
and with aspirit of independencethat marked him off from other students,
Venkatraman found school games and outdoor life more congenial than
studies and reading books.

In his boyhood years Venkataraman was prone to abnormally
deep sleep. Speaking about it in later years he said: “The boys didn’'t
dare to touch me when | was awake, but if they had any grudge against
me they would come when | was asleep, carry me wherever they liked,
beat me, paint my face with charcoa and then put me back, and | would
know nothing how it happened until they told me next morning.”

The Origin of his Awakening

In November 1895, an elderly relation spoke to Venkataraman
about his visit to Arunachala, the sacred hill in Tiruvannamalai,
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Tamil Nadu. The word ‘ Arunachala® somehow had evoked in him since
childhood an inexplicable awe and love. He enquired from the relative
thewhereabouts of Arunachalaand ever afterwardsfound himself haunted
by its thoughts.

A little later, a copy of the Periapuranam fell into Venkata-
raman’s hands. This purana contains stories of sixty-three Tamil saints
who could secure Lord Siva's grace by their exemplary devotion. As
Venkataraman read the book, he was overwhel med with ecstatic wonder
that such faith, such love and such divinefervour was at all possible. The
tales of renunciation leading to Divine union filled him with awe and
admiration. Something greater than al dream lands, was proclaimed real
and possiblein the book.2

From that time onwards, the spiritual current of awarenessbegan
to waken up in the young boy. This grew ever stronger with the passage
of time and after a few months, sometime in the middle of July 1896,
when he was just sixteen and a half years old, Venkataraman realised
the Self inamiraculousmanner. Yearslater, he described the event himself
inthefollowing words:

About six weeks before | left Madurai for good, a great change
took placein my life. It was quite sudden. | wassitting aloneinaroomin
my uncle's house, when a sudden fear of death overtook me. There was
nothing in my state of health to account for it. | just felt, ‘| am going to
die’ and began thinking about it. Thefear of death drove my mind inwards
and | said to myself mentally, ‘Now that death has come; what does it
mean? What is it that is dying? Only this body dies.’ And at once |
dramatised the occurrence of death. | held my breath and kept my lips
tightly closed and said to myself, ‘ This body is dead. It will be carried to
the cremation ground and reduced to ashes. But with the death of this
body am | dead? Isthis body ‘I’? | am the spirit transcending the body.
That means | am the deathless atman.’

What happened next is difficult to comprehend, though easy to
describe. Venkataraman seemed to fall into a profound conscious trance
wherein he became merged into the very source of selfhood, the very
essence of Being. He quite clearly perceived and imbibed the truth that
the body was a thing apart from the atman that remained untouched by
death.

Venkataraman emerged from this amazing experience an utterly
changed person. Helost interest in studies, sports, friends and so on. His
chief interest now centered in the sublime consciousness of the true Self,
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which he had found so unexpectedly. He enjoyed an inward serenity and
a spiritual strength, which never left him.

The new mode of consciousness transformed Venkataraman's
sense of values and his habits. Things he esteemed earlier had now lost
their appeal. In hiswords: “ Another change that came over me was that
I no longer had any likes or dislikes with regard to food. Whatever was
given to me, tasty or insipid, | would swallow with total indifference.”

Leaving the House for Arunachala

Venkataraman's uncle and elder brother became critical of his
changed mode of life, which seemed to them utterly impractical. Then
came the tangible crisis on August 29, 1896. Venkataraman was then
studying in tenth standard, preparing for his public examination. His
teacher had given him an exercise in English grammar to be written
three times. He copied it out twice and was about to do so for the third
time when the futility of it struck him so forcibly that he pushed the
papers away and, sitting cross-legged, abandoned himself to meditation.
Hiselder brother who was watching this, scolded him for behaving likea
yogi whilestill stayinginthefamily and pretending to study. Such remarks
had been made constantly during the last few weeks, and had gone
unnoticed. But thistime they went home. “Yes’, thought Venkataraman,
“What business have | here?” And immediately came the thought of
Arunachala that had caused such a thrill in him a few months ago. He
decided then and thereto discover thefabulousand legendary Arunachala
of his dreams.

Venkataraman knew that it was necessary to use some guile
because his family would never otherwise let him go. So he told his
brother that he had to attend a special class at the school. Unintentionally
providing him with funds for the journey, his brother said, “Take five
rupees from the box and pay my college fees.” Venkataraman took only
three rupees, no more than what he thought was necessary for reaching
Tiruvannamalai. In the note he left (which fortunately is preserved), he
wrotein Tamil:

“1 have set out in quest of my Father in accordance with His
command. Itisonavirtuousenterprisethat ‘ this hasembarked, therefore
let none grieve over this act and let no money be spent in search of
‘this’. Your college fees have not been paid. Two rupees are enclosed.”
The note ended with the word ‘Thus', and a dash — in place of
his signature.
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It issignificant that the opening sentence in the note began with
‘1", but later Venkataraman used ‘this' in reference to himself. Thus, what
left Madurai for Tiruvannamalai was not the spirit, which had already got
absorbed in the Lord, but the body, now viewed as distinct from the
spirit. The personality which beganwith‘I’, got mergedinto ‘this', and at
the end there was no person left to sign; hence the note remained
unsigned.® The note made it clear that the writer was driven by a Divine
command, which had to be obeyed.

Reaching Tiruvannamalai on the early morning of September 1,
1896, after aseries of trials and tribulations, Venkataraman went straight
to the great Arunachaleswara temple® and stood before his Father. His
cup of bliss was now full to the brim. It was the journey’s end, and his
homecoming. [For a view of the temple, see photograph no. 2 in the
book.]

Tranced Years and Fresh Moorings

Coming out of the temple, the youth got his head shaven and
threw away all his belongings and clothes except for a strip he tore off
his dhoti to serve as a loincloth. Thus renouncing everything, he went
back to the temple complex and got immersed in the Bliss of Being,
sitting motionless, day after day, night after night.

One Seshadri Swami, a learned ascetic of high spiritual attain-
ment, took it upon himself to look after Brahmana Swami, as Venkata-
raman began to be called. Some schoolboys started throwing stones at
him asthey wereintrigued to see someone not much ol der than themselves
sitting like astatue. And as one of them put it later, he wanted to find out
whether he was rea or not. To avoid the situation, Brahmana Swami
took shelter in the PatalaLingam, an underground small Sivashrinewithin
the enormous temple complex, where ants and vermin fed on his flesh
during the weeks he spent there. But the young Swami, absorbed in bliss,
remained unmoved.

When some devotees discovered the Swami in thevault, oblivious
of the dreadful condition he was in, with worm-infested wounds and
oozing pus, they removed him to a nearby shrine within the temple
complex. From then on, he continued to move within the complex to
various other shrines and groves away from curious onlookers. In all
these places, he was looked after by mendicants, devotees from the
town, temple functionaries and others. He continued to remain absorbed
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in the Self and was virtually dead to the world: he had to be shaken by
the shoulders before he would accept water or food, which some
devotees brought for him.

Years later, the Maharshi recalled how he had been forcibly
administered a bath by a motherly devotee, the first in four months after
his arrival in Tiruvannamalai. It was twelve months later that another
such devotee gave him a second bath. Likewise, his hair remained uncut
and hisface unshaven for some eighteen months. Hetold Suri Nagamma
(no. 39): “The hair had got matted and woven like abasket. Small stones
and dust had settled in it and the head used to feel heavy. | had long nails
and a frightful appearance. When some people pressed me to have a
shave, | yielded. When my head was shaven clean, | began to wonder
whether | had a head or not, | felt so light.”

In February 1897, the young Swami was removed to the
Gurumurtam — a math, some distance away from the town, where he
lived for about nineteen months. He continued to remain Self-absorbed
and was looked after mainly by a sadhu named Uddandi Nayanar and
hisfriend Annamalai Thambiran. Pilgrimsand sightseersbegan to throng
the math and many would prostrate themselves before the Swami, some
with prayers for boons and some out of pure reverence.

As the crowd became large, a bamboo fence was put around the
Swami’ssest to prevent the public from touching him. Therewasno difficulty
about food, as severa devotees wished to supply it regularly; the more
pressing need was to keep away the crowd of sightseers and visitors.

About thistime, a Malayalee sadhu named Palaniswami, living
in great austerity, was devoting hislife to the worship of Lord Vinayaka.
Oneday hisfriend Srinivasalyer told him, “Why do you spend your life
with this stone swami? Thereis ayoung swami in flesh and blood at the
Gurumurtam. He is steeped in tapas like the young Dhruva. If you go
there and attach yourself to him, your life will attain its purpose.” When
Palaniswami went to the math, he was stirred to his depths at the very
sight of the Swami and felt that he had discovered his saviour. He devoted
the remaining twenty-one years of his life serving the Maharshi as his
attendant.

As the Swami’s body was utterly neglected, it got weakened to
the limits of endurance. When he needed to go out, he had barely the
strength to rise. Many times it so happened that he would raise himself
by afew inches and then sink back again.
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One Venkatarama lyer, head accountant in a government office
in the town, used to visit the Swami everyday before going to his work.
Oneday, he placed before him asheet of paper and apencil and besought
him to write his name and place of origin. When the Swami made no
response to his pleading, he declared that he would neither eat nor go to
officetill hereceived the desired information. Then Sri Ramanawrotein
English * Venkataraman, Tiruchuzhi’. His knowledge of English came as
a surprise.

Search for the Lost Boy and Mother’s Visit

In the meantime, Venkataraman'’ srel atives were making anxious
enquiries and searches at various places, but he could not be traced.
Annamalai Thambiran (mentioned in the second para of the previous
page), who had learnt the young Swami’s name and native place at the
math, happened to visit Madurai. He spoke to one of Venkataraman's
family friends about the well-known young saint at Tiruvannamalai who
belonged to Tiruchuzhi. Immediately after getting this information,
Venkataraman’s uncle set off for Tiruvannamalai. He pleaded in vain for
the Swami’s return and left for Madurai empty-handed.

After sometime, the young Swami began to reside at the
Pavalakunru shrine on the Arunachala hill, where also he would sit as
before, immersedin the Blissof Being. It was herethat mother Alagamma
came to take back her son, whom she recognised despite his wasted
body and matted hair. With a mother’s love and concern, she lamented
over hiscondition and pressed him to go back with her, but he sat unmoved
despite her repeated entreaties. One day, pouring out her grief to the
devotees around him, she beseeched them to intervene. Seized by the
mother’s plight, one of them told the Swami, “Your mother is weeping
and praying; at least give her an answer. The Swami need not break his
vow of silence, but he could certainly write what he has to say.”

Venkataraman took a pencil and wrote in Tamil: “The Ordainer
controls the fate of souls in accordance with their prarabdha-karma.®
Whatever is destined not to happen will not happen, try hard asyou may.
Whatever is destined to happen will happen, do what you may to prevent
it.Thisis certain. The best course, therefore, is to remain silent.”

The last sentence applied to the mother, who was asking what
could not be granted. It appliesto peoplein genera inthe sensethat ‘itis
no use kicking against the pricks,’” opposing the destiny that cannot be
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altered. But it does not mean that utmost sincere efforts to succeed are
not made. The man who says, “Everything is predestined, therefore |
need make no effort”, is indulging in the wrong and tricky assumption
that he knows what is predestined. The mother returned home and the
Swami remained absorbed in the Self, as before.

The Swami Moves to Virupaksha Cave

Early in 1899, the young ascetic, accompanied by his attendant
Palaniswami took up his residence in the Virupaksha Cave, named after
the thirteenth century saint Virupakshadeva, whose remains lie buried
there.The cave is curiously shaped to resemble the sacred monosyllable
OM, the tomb being in the inner recess. He stayed in this cave for about
seventeen years. [ See photograph nos. 3 (i) & (ii) and 4 (i) in the book.]

Here also the young Swami maintained silence for the first few
years. His radiance had already drawn a group of devotees around him
and an ashram had comeinto being. He occasionally wrote out instructions
and explanations for his disciples, but his silence did not impede their
training because his most effective way of imparting instruction was
through the unspoken word. The penetrating silence became the hallmark
of the young sage, as indicated on pages mentioned under the head
‘Silence of M’ in Index.

Some Early Visitors

Sivaprakasam Pillai (no. 45), an officer in the Revenue
Department and an intellectual, heard of the young Swami residing on
the hill. At hisvery first visit in 1902, he was captivated by the Swami’s
aura and became his life-long devotee. As the Swami was maintaining
silence he answered fourteen questions of Pillai by writing on a date.
These were later expanded and arranged in a book form Who am [?
This is perhaps the most widely appreciated prose exposition of the
Maharshi’s philosophy.

Ganapati Muni (no. 91), a renowned Sanskrit scholar and poet,
was another devotee who visited the Swami from 1903 onwards and
accepted him as his guru in 1907. It was the grateful Muni who named
the Swami as Bhagavan Sri Ramana Maharshi, and sang of him as an
incarnation of Subrahmanya, son of Lord Siva. The Maharishi’s answers
to the questions put by the Muni and his disciples, largely congtitute the
well-known work Ramana Gita. The most quoted sloka of this book
(I1. 2) tells us: In the interior of the Heart-Cave [right hand side of the
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chest, not left] Brahman aone shines in the form of atman. Enter deep
into the Heart with aquestioning mind, or by diving deep within, or with
breath under check, and abide in the atman.

The earliest Western seeker to come under the Swami’sinfluence
(in 1911) was F.H. Humphreys (no. 92). When he asked how he could
help theworld, Sri Ramanareplied, “Help yourself, and you will help the
world. You are not different from the world, nor is the world different
from you.”

The number of devoteesincreased greatly over a period of time.
The text provides a record of experiences of alarge number of such of
those devotees who felt inclined to write or communicate through others.

Consideration for the Down-trodden and Lowly

The text contains many instances of Sri Ramana’'s concern for
theunderprivileged. One such incident was narrated by Sri Ramanahimself
many years after the event to Suri Nagamma: When we were on the hill,
at midday some women of the lowest caste, who carried heavy |oads of
grass on their heads, would frantically search for water to quench thirst
and relieve exhaustion. But as they were not permitted to go near the
well, I would wait near the well and pour water in the cup of their hands,
which they drank with gresat satisfaction. They had to reach home quickly
to look after their children, and used to come to us with hope and
expectation. (Pp. 93-4.)

For more incidents of the Maharshi’s consideration for the
depressed, see Index — ‘M’s concern for the underprivileged.’

Skandasram and Sri Ramanasramam

In 1916, as the number of resident devotees increased, Sri
Ramana shifted to the more commodious Skandasram, named so as it
was built through Herculean efforts of his staunch devotee Kandaswami.
[See photograph no. 4 (i) in the book.]

After the death of his mother in 1922 (who had come to stay
with her ascetic son six years before and had got nirvana in his hands),
her body was laid to rest at the foot of the Arunachala hill. The present
Ashram, named Sri Ramanasramam, has developed around the mother’s
samadhi called Matrubhuteswara, God in the form of Mother. [See
photograph nos.14 & 16 in the book.]

The Ashram, which began with a single thatched shed over the
mother’ssamadhi, has devel oped into afairly large complex of buildings,
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the most important of which, according to many sadhakas, is the Old
Hall where Sri Ramana spent most of his living time for over twenty
yearson acouch gifted by adevotee. [ See photograph no.7 of Sri Ramana
on the couch in the hall.] The shrine over Sri Ramana's samadhi, which
hasalarge, bright, and airy meditation hall attached toit, regularly draws
a large number of devotees and visitors throughout the year. [See
photograph no. 15 in the book.]

After Sri Ramana came down to live in the Ashram at the foot
of thehill, hemadeit clear, though not explicitly, that giving darshan and
communicating with people through silence or brief messages of
deliverancewashissolegoal inlife. A large number of seekersin various
stages of spiritual evolution came to him and found peace, clarity and
strength of mind in his presence, as detailed in the text.

Some Characteristics and Approach of Sri Ramana

Among the qualities that endeared Sri Ramana to thousands,
was his soulabhya — easy accessiblility. He sacrificed all privacy of
time and sat in the hall day in and day out, and even slept in the presence
of all. He did everything possible to make himself available to the
devotees. With advancing age, the Ashram management thought of some
rest for him after lunch by closing the doors of the hall for two hours.
When Sri Ramana learnt about it, he sat outside the hall after lunch
saying: “ To see me, people come from different parts of the world. They
may have some other urgent work. The management is welcome to
closethe doorsbut | am free to meet the visitors outside.” It took alot of
persuasion to make him relent.”

Equally charming was his sahajata — the utter normality of
behaviour. His manners were so natural that the newcomer immediately
felt at ease with him. By asingle glance, anod of the head or by asimple
enquiry from him, the visitor felt that Sri Ramanawas his very own and
that he cared for him. He was extremely humble and unassuming. There
was no pontifical solemnity in hisexpositions; onthe contrary, his speech
was lively. When a devotee asked why his prayers were not being
answered, Sri Ramana laughingly said, “If they were, you might stop
praying.”

Much could be written about the way Sri Ramana practised
samatva — equality. In his presence all were aike: high or low, rich or
poor, man or woman, child or adult, human or animal. He would never
tolerate any consideration or attention being shown to him more than to
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any other in the Ashram. Last two paras at p. 74 show how Sri Ramana
opposed any physical concession to himself. If some little excess was
served to him of any dish or any delicacy above the quantity served to
others, he would chide whoever was responsible. Refer Index under the
head ‘ Samatva’ for some incidents.

Sri Ramana had compassion for all species of life. His love for
plantsgetsillustrated at pp.179 and 291. Thetext contains many episodes
of hislove for animals. Reference to these can be found in Index under
the head ‘ Animals and birds, M’s attitude towards .

Sri Ramana taught the Ashram inmates more by example than
precept. This gets illustrated in the last para at p. 204.

Sri Ramana stressed that the path to peace is through service,
and he himsalf set an example in the daily life at the Ashram. He would
diligently correct manuscripts and proofs, cut vegetables, clean grain,
shell nuts, stitch leaf-plates and assist in cooking, thus exemplifying the
dignity of labour and charm of simplicity. Karmawas, for him, not some
special ritudistic action, but the daily tasks that are our common lot.
(Refer last two paras at page 368.)

Sri Ramana's teachings were mirrored to perfection in his life.
He declared that to abide in the Self was the highest attainment, and it
was in this State Transcendent that one found him at al times. He had
the characteristics of a jivanmukta — emancipated, while yet in the
physical body. According to the Yoga Vasistha, to such a person:
“Pleasures do not delight, pains do not distress. He does not work to get
anything for himself. Thereis nothing which he hasto achieve. Heisfull
of mercy and magnanimity. He rests unagitated in Supreme Bliss.”

Sri Ramana aways laid stress on maunam — the silence, which
is not meant to be negation of activity. It is something very positive. It is
Supreme Peace, immutable like a rock that supports al activities, al
movements. Answering the puzzlement of her Western friends about the
‘inactivity’ of Sri Ramana, EllaMaillart writes: Having identified ourselves
with our bodies, we are convinced that one has got to be visibly active.
We forget that inactivity is the basis of its corollary activity; that the
useful whesel could not exist or move without a motionless base. (P. 40.)

Sri Ramana never consciously did anything to make an impact
or to carve out aniche for himself in the annals of history. He shunned
al publicity and image building. He had successfully effaced himself.
Paul Brunton, aBritish journalist, who lived near Sri Ramanafor afew
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weeks in 1930, writes: “I like him greatly because he is so simple and
modest, when an atmosphere of authentic greatness lies so palpably
around him; and also because he is so totally without any traces of
pretension and he strongly resists every effort to canonize him during
hislifetime.” (P. 18.)

Sri Ramana never gave discourses, much less went on lecture-
tours. After leaving home, helived continuoudly for fifty-four yearson or
near the Arunachala hill. When people went to him and put questions, he
answered them in his own simple way, devoid of solemn discourses.

Sri Ramana was much against miracles. He once said, “A
magician deludes others by histricks, but he himself is never deluded. A
siddha who manifests his siddhis is inferior to the magician as he is
deceiving others as much as himself.” The ‘miracles’, which used to
happen from time to time looked like coincidences, and if brought to Sri
Ramana's attention he would just laugh them away. Sri Ramana would
use the term ‘ Automatic Divine Action’ for the ‘miracles and he made
the devotee believe that he had no part to play in the matter. For alist of
‘miracles, refer Index under the head ‘Miracles of M — Episodes'.

Sri Ramanadid not found anew cult or religion. Hedid not insist
on compliance with any established religiousmode, ritual or lineof conduct.
He emphasized the unity of Being and its accessibility through one’sown
efforts. According to him, the practical path torealizationisatma-vichara,
the search for the Self, through constant and deep meditation on the
question Who am |? The approach is neither areligion nor a philosophy.
It entails no belief, no scholarship and no psychological doctrine.

In Sri Ramana’s view the trouble afflicts us due to the mistake
of limiting ourselves to the body. Constant self-questioning helps us to
understand and imbibe the true knowledge about our identity, which is
our Higher Self (atman), residing in the body.

Sri Ramana clarified that Who am 1? is not a mantra to be
repeated. The purpose of asking the question is to withdraw the mind
from going outward and diving deep within one’sown Self. The monkey-
mind whichisonly abundle of thoughts, would eventually vanish through
persistent and serious meditation on the question Who am ?

Sri Ramana maintained that we become unhappy because we
have failed to appreciate our true nature, which is happiness and which
isinborninthe True Self. The constant urge of all of usto secure happiness
in life is an unconscious search for our True Self.
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The Last Days

Towardsthe end of 1948, asmall nodul e appeared above the left
elbow of Sri Ramana. Operations were performed but the malignant
tumour appeared again. The disease did not yield to any treatment.The
sage was quite unconcerned and remained supremely indifferent to his
suffering. Entriesat no. 98, pp. 253-6 and no.122, pp. 297-8 by thedoctors
who attended on Sri Ramana are significant in this regard.

Sri Ramanaallowed himself to be operated to satisfy hisdevotees.
Major Chadwick (no. 42) writes. “The night before the last operation |
went to see Bhagavan and on my knees begged him not to haveit. It was
obviousthat it could do no good. Each time the tumour had grown bigger
and bigger. | prayed that this extra suffering was useless and that he
would let us be spared of the strain. But he refused, for, as he said, the
doctors had taken so much trouble, it would be shame to disappoint them
now. Bhagavan's attitude had all along been to let everybody have a
chance; no one should be disappointed.”8

Sri Ramana had compassion for those who grieved over his
‘suffering’ and he sought to comfort them by referring to the basic truth,
the core of his message, that we are not the body. In his unique way he
would ask whether we ever retained the leaf-plate after the meal was
over.

Theend cameonApril 14, 1950 at 8.47 p.m. At that very moment
a bright comet moved sowly across the sky, reached the summit of hill
Arunachala and disappeared high in the sky. The super soul reached its
source.

1 Refer annexure-1, p. 410 regarding Arunachal a.
2 An abbreviated version of one of the famous stories from this book is at
annexure-I11, p. 412.

3. Incidentally, after leaving Madurai, throughout his life Sri Ramana never
put hissignature or name anywhere, not even on hiswill which was executed
in1938.

. Iswara manifested asArunachala. Refer annexure-1, p. 410.

. Destiny to be worked out in this life, resulting from the balance sheet of
actions in past lives.

. Refer p.116, footnote no. 1 for the story of the couch.

. Refer Index - * Soulabhya’ for episodes of accessibility.

8. A Sadhu’s Reminiscences of Ramana Maharshi by Sadhu Arunachala (A.W.

Chadwick ), Sri Ramanasramam, p. 78.

[S20F >N

~N O



REMINISCENCES

The following provides a first-hand account of the
per ceptions, experiences and feelings of persons who
had an opportunity of living, serving, interacting, or
just being in the presence of Sri Ramana Maharshi. In
the write-ups below, many speak of the Maharshi in
awed tones, which stir and overwhelm the reader. The
text also provides glimpses of the Mahar shi’s divinity
and a peep into his philosophy.

1

Dr. Paul Brunton (1898-1981), a British journalist, attracted by
Indian mysticism first visited India in 1930. Author of eleven
books, he has emphasized the value and importance of the Self
within us. He is generally considered as having introduced
meditation to the West. Heoncewrote: “ Sri Ramanawasa spiritual
torch carried to the waiting souls in the West. | was only the
unimportant ‘link-boy’, the humble carrier.” The Paul Brunton
Philosophic Foundation, New York, has posthumously published
his post-1952 writings (the year when his last book The Spiritual
Crisis of Man was published), in 16 volumes. He was awarded a
doctorate in philosophy by the Roosevelt College, USA.

During his first visit, among many saints and yogis, Brunton
also met Sri Ramana. He stayed for a few weeks in an impro-
vised shelter very close to Sri Ramana’s Ashram.The number
of full-time devotees being limited at that time, Brunton had
ample opportunity of observing the Maharshi at close quarters
and interacting with him. He provides a dispassionate, illumi-
nating and intimate account of the Maharshi’s divinity and its
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impact in his A Search in Secret India published from London in
1934. In his inimitable way he says:

Thereis something in this man which holds my attention as steel
filings are held by a magnet. | cannot turn my gaze away from him. |
become aware of a silent, resistless change, which is taking place within
my mind. One by one, the questionswhich | prepared with such meticulous
accuracy drop away. | know only that a steady river of quietness seems
to be flowing near me; that a great peace is penetrating the inner reaches
of my being, and that my thought-tortured brain is beginning to arrive at
some rest. | perceive with sudden clarity that intellect creates its own
problems and then makes itself miserable trying to solve them. Thisis
indeed anovel concept to enter the mind of one who has hitherto placed
such high value upon intellect.

| surrender myself to the steadily deepening sense of restfulness.
The passage of time now provokes no irritation, because the chains of
mind-made problems are being broken and thrown away. And then, little
by little, a question takes the field of consciousness. Does this man, the
Maharshi, emanate the perfume of spiritual peace asthe flower emanates
fragrancefromits petals? | begin to wonder whether by someradioactivity
of the soul, some unknown tel epathic process, the stillnesswhich invades
the troubled water of my soul really comes from him.The peace
overwhelms me.

The Maharshi turns and looks down into my face; I, in turn, gaze
expectantly up at him. | become aware of a mysterious change taking
place with great rapidity in my heart and mind. The old motives which
have lured me on begin to desert me. The urgent desires which have sent
my feet hither and thither vanish with incredible swiftness. The didlikes,
misunderstandings, col dnessand sdlfishnesswhich have marked my dedlings
with many of my fellows collapse into the abyss of nothingness. An
untellable peace falls upon me and | know that there is nothing
further that | shall ask from life.

The Sage seems to carry something of great moment to me, yet |
cannot easily determine its precise nature. It is intangible, imponderable,
perhaps spiritua. Each time| think of him apeculiar sensation pierces me
and causes my heart to throb with vague but lofty expectations.

I look at the Sage. He sitsthere on Olympian heights and watches
the panorama of life as one apart. There is a mysterious property in this
man which differentiates him from all others | have met.

He remains mysterioudly aoof even when surrounded by hisown
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devotees, menwho haveloved himand lived near himfor years. Sometimes
| catch mysalf wishing that he would be a little more human, alittle more
susceptible to what seems so norma to us.

Why isit that under his strange glance | invariably experience a
peculiar expectancy, as though some stupendous revelation will soon be
made to me? This man has freed himsaf from all problems, and no
woe can touch him.

The Sage seemsto speak not as a philosopher, not as a pandit
trying to explain his own doctrine, but rather out of the depth of his
own heart.

I am not religious but | can no moreresist thefeeling of increasing
awe which begins to grip my mind than a bee can resist aflower in dl its
lusciousbloom. The[Maharshi’s] hall isbecoming pervaded with asubtle,
intangible and indefinable power which affects me deeply. | fedl, without
doubt and without hesitation, that the centre of this mysterious power isno
other than the Maharshi himself.

Hiseyesshinewith astonishing brilliance. Strange sensation begins
to arise in me. Those lustrous orbs seem to be peering into the inmost
recesses of my soul. In apeculiar way, | feel aware of everything he can
seeinmy heart. Hismysterious glance penetrates my thoughts, my emotions
and my desires; | am helpless before it.

At firdt, his disconcerting gaze troubles me; | become vaguely
uneasy. | feel he has perceived pages that belong to a past, which | have
forgotten. Heknowsit al, | am certain. | am powerlessto escape; somehow,
| do not want to, either.

| become aware that he is definitely linking my own mind with
his, that he is provoking my heart into that state of starry calm, which he
seems perpetually to enjoy. I n thisextraordinary peace, | find a sense
of exaltation and lightness. Time seems to stand still. My heart is
released fromitsburden of care. Never again, | feel, shall the bitterness
of anger and the melancholy of unsatisfied desire afflict me. My mind is
submerged in that of the Maharshi and wisdom is now at its perihelion.
What isthis man’s gaze but a thaumaturgic wand, which evokes a hidden
world of unexpected splendour before my profane eyes?

I have sometimes asked myself why these disciples have been
staying around the Sage for yearswith few conversations, fewer comforts
and no externa activities to attract them. Now | begin to understand —
not by thought but by lightning like illuminations—that through all those
years they have been receiving a deep and silent reward.
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Hitherto, everyone in the hall has been hushed to a desth-like
stillness. At length, someone quietly rises and passes out. He is followed
by another, and then another, until al have gone. | am aone with the
Maharshi! Never before has this happened. His eyes begin to change;
they narrow down to pinpoints. The effect is curioudy like the *stopping
down’ in the focus of a cameralens. There comes a tremendous increase
in the intense gleam which shines between the lids, now almost closed.
Suddenly, my body seems to disappear, and we are both out in space! Itis
acrucial moment. | hesitate — and decide to bresk the enchanter’s spell.
Decision brings power and once again | am back in the flesh, back in the
hall. No word passes from him to me. | collect my faculties, look at the
clock, and rise quietly. The hour of departure has arrived. | bow my head
in farewell and depart.

The following relates to Brunton’s second visit and stay near Sri
Ramana, a few months later:

Whatever | am doing | never fail to become gradually aware of
the mysterious atmosphere of the place, of the benign radiation which
steadily percolatesinto my brain. | enjoy an ineffabletranquility merely
by sitting for a while in the neighbourhood of the Maharshi. By
careful observation and frequent anaysis, | arrive in time at the complete
certitude that reciprocal inter-influence arises whenever our presences
neighbour each other. Thethingismost suitable. But itisquiteunmistakable.
A force greater than my rationalistic mind awes me until it ends by
overwhelming me.

The realisation forces itself through my wonderment that all
my questions are movesin an endless game, the play of thoughts which
possess no limit to their extent; that somewhere within me there is a
well of certitude which can provide me all waters of truth | require;
and that it will be better to cease my questioning and attempt to realise
the tremendous potencies of my own spiritual nature. So | remain silent
and wait.

| am perfectly aware that the sublime realisation which has
suddenly fallen upon meisnothing e sethan aspreading ripple of telepathic
radiation from this mysterious and imperturbable man.

The Maharshi once told me, “The greatest error of a man is to
think that he is weak by nature, evil by nature. Every man is divine and
strong in hisreal nature. What are weak and evil are his habits, his desires
and thoughts, but not himself.” His words came as an invigorating tonic.
They refresh and inspire me. From another man’s lips, from some lesser



Paul Brunton 17

and feeble soul, | would refuse to accept them at such worth and would
persist in refuting them. But an inward monitor assures me that the Sage
speaks out of the depth of a great and authentic spiritual experience and
not as some theorizing philosopher on the thin stilts of speculation.

Not afew Western mindswill inevitably consider that the life of
the Maharshi isawasted one. But perhaps it may be good for usto have
afew menwho are apart from our world of unending activity, and survey
it for us from afar. It may also be that a jungle Sage, with self lying
conquered at hisfeet, isnot inferior to aworldly fool who isblown hither
and thither by every circumstance.

Day after day brings fresh indications of the greatness of
this man. His silence and reserve are habitual. One can easily count
up the number of words he usesin a single day.

| am learning to see that the Maharshi’s way of helping othersis
through unobstrusive, silent and steady outpouring of healing vibrations
into troubled souls. Science will one day be required to account for this
mysterious telepathic process.

It is clear that his mere presence provides many with
spiritual assurance, emotional felicity and, most paradoxical of all,
renewed faithintheir creed. For the Sagetreatsall creedsalike, and honours
Jesus no less than Krishna

During daily meditation inthe potent neighbourhood of the Sage, |
have learnt how to carry my thoughts inwards to an ever-deepening point.
Again and again, | become conscious that heis drawing my mind into his
own atmosphere during these periods of quiet repose. And it is at such
times that one begins to understand why the silences of this man are more
significant than his utterances.

There are moments when | fedl this power of his so greatly
that | know that he has only to issue the most disturbing command
and | will readily obey it. But the Mahar shi is the last person in the
world to place his followers in the chain of servile obedience, and
allows everyone the utmost freedom of action. In this respect he is
quite refreshingly different from most of the teachers and yogis |
have met in India.

The gist of his message is. “Pursue the enquiry, ‘Who am 1?7
relentlesdy. Analyse your entire personality. Try to find out where the ‘I’
thought begins. Go on with your meditations. Keep turning your attention
within. One day the wheel of thought will slow down and an intuition will
mysterioudly arise. Follow that intuition, let your thinking stop and it will
eventualy lead you to the goa.”
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| struggle daily with my thoughts and cut away dowly into the
inner recesses of the mind. In the helpful proximity of the Maharshi, my
meditations and self-soliloquies become increasingly less tiring and more
effective. A strong expectancy and a sense of being guided inspire my
constantly repeated efforts. There are strange hours when | am clearly
conscious of the unseen power of the Sage being powerfully impacted on
my mentality, with the result that | penetrate a little deeper till into the
shrouded border land of being, which surrounds the human mind.

| study himintently and gradually cometo seein himthe child of a
remote past when the discovery of spiritual truth was reckoned of no less
value than is the discovery of a gold mine today. It dawns upon me with
increasing force that, in this quiet and obscure corner of South India, |
have been led to one of the last of India’s spiritual supermen.

Theserenefigure of thisliving Sage bringsthelegendary figure of
this country’s ancient rishis nearer to me. One senses that the most
wonderful part of this man is withheld. His deepest soul, which one
instinctively recognises as being loaded with rich wisdom, eludes one. At
timeshedtill remainscurioudy aoof, and at other timesthekindly benediction
of hisinterior grace binds me to him with hoops of stedl. | learn to submit
to the enigma of his personality, and to accept him as| find him.

| like him greatly because he is so smple and modest, when
an atmosphere of authentic greatness lies so palpably around him;
because he makes no claim to occult powers and hierophantic knowledge
to impress the mystery-loving nature of his countrymen, and aso because
he is so totally without any traces of pretension and he strongly resists
every effort to canonize him during hislifetime.

It seemsto me that the presence of men like the Maharshi ensures
the continuity down history of a divine message from regions not easily
accessbleto us al. It seems to me, further, that one must accept the fact
that such a sage comes to reveal something to us, not to argue anything
with us. At any rate, his teachings make a strong appeal to me.

He brings no supernatural power and demands no blind faith. He
avoids the dark and debatable waters of wizardry, in which so many
promising voyages have ended in shipwreck. He simply puts forward a
way of self-analysis which can be practised irrepective of any ancient or
modern theories and beliefs which one may hold, away that will finally
lead man to true self-understanding.

Againand again, | amawarethat the Maharshi’smindisimparting
something to my own, though no words may be passing between us.
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Spiritualy my lifeisnearing its peak.

| enter the hall and straight away assume my regular meditation
posture. Anintenseinteriorization of consciousness comeswith theclosing
of eyes. The Maharshi’s seated form floats in a vivid manner before my
mind’seye. Then the picture disappears|eaving mewith nothing more than
astrongly felt sense of hisintimate presence.

Tonight | flash swiftly to a pin-point of concentration. Some new
and powerful force comesinto dynamic action within my inner world and
bears me inwards with resistless speed. In the next stage, | stand apart
from the intellect, conscious that it is thinking, and watch thoughts with a
weird detachment. The power to think, which has hitherto been a matter
for merely ordinary pride, now becomes a thing from which to escape, for
| perceive with startling clarity that | have been its unconscious captive.

It is strange enough to be able to stand aside and watch the very
action of thebrain asthough it were someone el se' sand to see how thoughts
take their rise and then die, but it is stranger still to redlise intuitively that
one is about to penetrate into the mysteries which hide in the innermost
recesses of man's soul. | fed like some Columbus about to land on an
uncharted continent.

Finally it happens. Thought is extinguished like a snuffed candle.
Themind takes its rise in a transcendental source. | remain perfectly calm
and fully aware of who | am and what is occurring.Yet my sense of
awareness has been drawn out of the narrow confines of the separate
personality; it has turned into something sublimely al embracing. Seif still
exists, but it is a changed, radiant self. With it arrives an amazing new
sense of absolute freedom, for thought is like aloom-shuttle which always
isgoing to and fro, and to be freed from its tyrannical motion isto step out
of prison into the open air.

| find mysalf outside the rim of world consciousness. The planet,
which has so far harboured me, disappears. | am in the midst of an ocean
of blazing light. Thelatter, | fedl rather than think, isthe primeval stuff out
of which worlds are created, thefirst state of matter. It stretches away into
untellableinfinite space, incredibly alive.

[, the new |, rest in the lap of holy bliss. | have drunk the Platonic
Cup of Lethe, so that yesterday’s bitter memories and tomorrow’s anxious
cares have disappeared completely. | have attained a divine liberty and an
amost indescribable felicity. My arms embrace al creation with profound
sympathy, for | understand in the deepest possible way that to know al is
not merely to pardon all, but to love al. My heart isremoulded in rapture.
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With the fall of dusk | take my farewells of everyone except
the Maharshi. | feel quietly content because my battle for spiritual
certitude has been won, and because | have won it without sacrificing
my dearly held rationalism for ablind credulity. Yet when the Maharshi
comes to the courtyard with me alittle later, my contentment suddenly
deserts me.

This man has strangely conquered me and it deeply affects my
feelings to leave him. He has grappled me to his own soul with unseen
hooks that are harder than steel, although he has sought only to restore a
man to himself, to set him free and not to enslave him. He has taken me
into the benign presence of my spiritual self and helped me, dull Westerner
that | am, to translate a meaningless term into a living and blissful
experience. My adventure in self-metamorphosis is now over.

The following are a few of the many anecdotes recorded in A Search
in Secret India:

(i) Among the strangely diversified company of human beings
who pass through the hermitage, a pariah stumblesinto the hall in some
great agony of soul or circumstances and pours out histribulation at the
Maharshi’s feet. The Sage does not reply, for his silence and reserve are
habitual. Instead he gazes quietly at the suffering man, whose cries
gradually diminish until he leavesthe hall two hours later a more serene
and stronger man.

(i) A cultured Brahmin, college-bred, arriveswith questions. One
can never be certain whether the Sage will make a verbal response or
not, for often he is eloquent enough without opening his lips. But
today he is in a communicative mood and a few of his terse phrases,
packed with profound meanings asthey usually are, open many vistas of
thought for the visitor.

(iii) A peasant and his family have travelled over some hundred
milesto pay asilent homageto the Sege. Heistotally illiterate, knowslittle
beyond hisdaily work, hisreligiousritesand ancestral superstitions. Hesits
onthefloor quietly after having prostrated himself threetimes. The family
stays for a few hours, hardly speaking, and gaze in reverence at the
Maharshi. It is clear that the Maharshi’s mere presence provides
them with spiritual assurance and emotional felicity.

(iv) A large group of visitors and devotees are in the hall when
someonearriveswith the newsthat acertain man, whose criminal reputation
is a byword in the town, is dead. Immediately, there is some discussion
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about him, and asisthewont of human nature, various people get engaged
in recalling some of his crimes and the more dastardly phases of his
character. When the discussion appears to have ended, the Maharshi opens
his mouth for thefirst time and quietly observes, “ Yes, but he kept himsel f
very clean, for he bathed two or three times a day!”

Brunton records in his second book The Secret Path:

In the Maharshi | discovered the last remnants of that ‘Mystic
East’ about which most of us often hear, but which few of us ever find. |
met an unusua man who quickly earned my humbleveneration. For athough
he belonged by tradition to the class of Wise Men of the East, a class
which haslargely disappeared from the modern world, heavoided al record
of hisexistence and disdained effortsto give him publicity.

The world wants its great men to measure their lives by its puny
foot-rule. But no rule has yet been devised which will take their full height,
for such men, if they are redlly worth their name, derive their greatness, not
from themselves but from another source. And that source stretches far
away into the Infinite. Such sages dwell outwardly apart, keeping dive the
divine secrets, which life and fate have conspired to confide in their care.

TheMaharshi interested me much despite thefact that hiswisdom
was not of akind which is easily apparent and despite the strong reserve
whichencircled him. Hebroke hishabitual silenceonly to answer questions
upon such recondite topics as the nature of man’'s soul, the mystery of
God, the strange powers which lie unused in the human mind, and so on,
but when he did venture to speak | used to it enthralled as| listened to his
soft voice and inspiration gleamed in those luminous eyes. Each phrase
that fell from his lips seemed to contain some precious fragment of
essential truth.

In the presence of the Mahar shi one felt security and inward
peace. The spiritual radiations that emanated from him were all-
penetrating. | learnt to recognise in his person the sublime truths which
he taught, while | was no less hushed into reverence by his incredibly
sainted atmosphere. He possessed a deific personality which defies
description. | might have taken shorthand notes of the discourse of the
Sage, | might even print the record of his speech; but the most important
part of his utterances, the subtle and silent flavour of spirituality which
emanated from him, can never be reported.

One could not forget that wonderful pregnant smileof his, withits
hint of wisdom and peace won from suffering and experience. He was



22 Face to Face with S'i Ramana Maharshi

the most understanding man | have ever known; you could be
sure always of some word from him that would smooth your way a
little, and that word always verified what your deepest feeling told
you already.

The words of the Maharshi flame out in my memory like
beacon lights. “I pluck golden fruits from rare meetings with wise men”,
wrote trans-Atlantic Emerson in his diary, and it is certain that | plucked
whole basketfuls during my talks with this man. Our best philosophers of
Europe could not hold acandle to him.

Brunton writes in his fourth book A Message from Arunachala:

| found my own good fortune and needed no other, for |
discovered one of the last of India’'s spiritual supermen, the
[luminated Sage of Tiruvannamalai. | ‘sat at hisfeet’, astheancient Indian
phrase of pupilship poeticaly terms it, and thereby learned, through a
dynamic experience, of what divine and deathless stuff manisreally made.
Wheat higher fortune than that can we, pitiful mortals, require?

He sat as immobile as a rock in the ocean, cross-legged in
meditation. We foolishly imagine that such aman hasfailed to put up with
the bustling procession of life; it never occurs to us that he may have far
out-stepped it.

The Maharshi said, “ Suffering turns men towards their creator.”
Such smple words — yet what a whole philosophy is congealed within
the phrase. You may think them to be platitudinous, and they would be,
did they not derive from a man who knew what he was talking about
because he ascended to spiritual regions beyond our ken, to
regions where God is.

The following is from The Note Books of Paul Brunton (vol.10):

Ramana Maharshi was one of those few men who make their
appearance on this earth from timeto time and who are unique, themselves
alone — not copies of anyone else. Face to face with the Maharshi,
sometimes one felt in the presence of a visitor from another planet, at
other times with a being of another species.

Gazing upon this man, whose viewless eyes are gazing upon
infinity, | thought of Aristotle’s daring advice, “Let us live asif we were
immortal.” Here was one who might not have heard of Aristotle, but who
was following this counsel to the last | etter.

The following is from The Silent Power: 1



Paul Brunton 23

(i) A Pure Channel for a Higher Power: Forty years have
passed since | walked into his abode and saw the Maharshi half-reclining,
half-sitting on acouch. After such along period most memories of the past
become somewhat faded, if they do not lose their existence atogether. But
| can truthfully declare that in this case nothing of the kind has happened.
On the contrary, hisface, expression, figure and surroundings are as vivid
now as they were then.What is even more important to me is that — at
least during my daily periods of meditation — the feeling of his radiant
presence is as actual and as immediate today as it was on that first day.

So powerful animpression could not have been made, nor continued
through the numerous vicissitudes of an incarnation which has taken me
around the world, if the Maharshi has been an ordinary yogi. | have met
dozensof yogis, intheir Eastern and Western varieties, and many exceptional
persons. Whatever statusis assigned to the Maharshi by hisfollowers, my
own positionisindependent and unbiased. It isbased upon our privatetalks
inthoseearly dayswhen such thingswerestill possible, beforefamebrought
crowds, upon observationsof, and conversation with thosewho were around
him; upon his historical record; and finally upon my own personal
experiences. Upon all the evidence one fact is incontrovertibly clear
that he was a pure channel for a Higher Power.

No physical phenomenon of an occult kind was ever witnessed
then; nothing at al happened outwardly. But those who were not steeped
too far in materialism to recognise what was happening within him and
within themselves at the time, or those who were not congealed too stiffly
insuspicion or criticismto be passiveand sengitiveintuitively, felt adistinct
change in the mental atmosphere. It was uplifting and inspiring: for the
time being it pushed them out of their little selves, eveniif only partialy.

(ii) A Spiritual Torch: Since the day when | first found him,
absorbed in the mysterious trance of samadhi, | have travelled in many
lands but always my thoughts turned towards Tiruvannamalai as the
Muhammedan turns his face during prayer towards Mecca. | knew that
somewhere in the wilderness of this world there was a sacred place for
me.

At the Sage's feet, | picked up a spiritua torch and carried it to
waiting souls in the lands of the West. They welcomed the light with
eagerness. There should be no virtue to be accredited to me for that, for
whatsoever benefit has accrued to Western seekers comes from the torch
whichwaslit by theMaharshi himsdlf. | wasonly theunimportant ‘ link boy’
the humble carrier. [ See Paul Brunton in photograph no.13 in the book.]
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1. Ananthology published by Sri Ramanasramam.

2

Sadhu Ekarasa (Dr. GH. Mees, M.A., LL.D.) was a Dutch scholar
who came to the Maharshi in 1936. For him it was a case of deep
devotion from the very first meeting.

When Kon-Fu-Tse met Wen-Poh-Hsuche-Tse, he did not speak a
word. Then hiscompanion, Tse-Lu, said, “ Master, for along timeyou have
wished to see Wen-Poh-Hsuche-Tse. Why is it that you don't speak, now
that you see him?’" Kon-Fu-Tse answered, “One only needs to look at
someone like him. There is no need for speaking. One must see asagein
order to experience him.”

In the presence of the Maharshi, the same thing happened to me
when | saw him for thefirst time, and during the many yearsthat | visited
him again and again, especialy during the three years that | stayed near
him almost without interruption. It is for this same reason | find it ever
difficult to speak or write about the Maharshi, as | am often asked to do.
For a sage who always lives in the redlisation, St Dionysius's words hold
good: “All that you may say about God isuntrue, for God isbeyond speech
and thereforewhat you say about God relatesto something else.” Therefore,
if in India someone asks me to speak or to write about the Maharshi, | am
inclined to answer that the questioner ought to visit the Maharshi and see
for himsalf.

Westerners have often asked me, “What exactly does the
Maharshi do?’ One should in fact answer, “ The daily occupation of the
Sage is to be himself.” Because he really succeeds in doing so, the
Maharshi makes such a great impression on many of his visitors.The
Maharshi effects drastic changes in the lives of many like me. That's
what he does, and he does so by doing nothing at all. Often *the great of
thisearth’ feel like small schoolboyswhile standing before him. Thelate
Maharaja of Mysore kneeled humbly before him and stood motionless
for along timewith tearsin his eyes. He kneeled once more and departed
without a word.

If aman were to do the greatest deed in the world and come and
sit in the presence of RamanaMaharshi hewould realise that his deed was
nothing compared to the perpetual deed of Self-redlisation of the Sage.
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If a man were to write the greatest book in the world and come
and lay it as an offering before the Sage he would redlise that the Sage
was agreater Book, whichiswritten from day to day, not with the medium
of pen, ink and paper, without intermediation, and even without any
conscious effort, in the inner being of al who care to come and read it.

In the case of other personalities it is dways possible to make a
distinction between theory and practice, or between spirituality and intellect
on the one hand and action on the other hand. With the Maharshi no such
digtinctionexists.

The Maharshi is above the spirit of time. His immortality
stands out from his every word and look. It livesin the inner heart
of all who have had the great privilege to come and sit in his
presence. It is reflected only poorly in the books and articles that have
been written about him. How could it be otherwise? No one can truly
describe God or Truth. Even s0, ho one can truly describe a Son of God
and an embodiment of Truth.

After having studied the lives and ways of teachings of saints and
sages of the world, it strikes one that Sri Ramana falls into a class of his
own. No one has achieved God-Realisation merely by hearing a name of
God. Sri Ramana received ‘initiation’ by merely hearing the name of
Arunachala, pronounced only for the purpose of conveying information
about ajourney.

Sri Ramanaclaimed hisspiritual heritagewithout even having been
told there was a heritage to claim. He is a Guru in the true sense of the
word —the word means ‘ dispeller of darkness'. The Maharshi’sway isas
direct as it is simple. But it is so profound that it fails to reach the
consciousness of many. Many come to him for something definite, or, in
other words, finite. They do not understand that they stand in between the
true Initiation into the Mystery of Being and themselves.

Many times it has happened that visitors and resident disciples
have asked the Maharshi to vouchsafe them initiation, grace, blessings or
spiritual experience, and that he replied, “I am aways giving it. If you
cannot comprehend it, what am | to do?’

In contradiction to gurus of aless exated level, who are inclined
to be aware of their spiritual superiority, Ramana Maharshi considers all
beingsto be potential jnaniswith God-Reality shining withinthem, even if
they are not aware of it. Some of his utterances run parall€l to that of the
eighth century mystic Hui Neng who said: “ The only difference between a
Buddha and the average man is that one realises what the other discards.”
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Sri Ramana proclaimsthat the Divine Heritageis ever there, waiting to be
received; God-Redlity is ever present within the Heart of al.

The average man isinclined to pity the Sage, whom he regards as
having foregone the pleasure of life.The Sage, however, pities his
sympathizing fellow human beings, because the latter do not know what
rea happinessis.

From the point of view of therestlessworldly mind, which delights
in movement and change, an unbroken stay of fifty years in one place
seems to be atremendous achievement. It isindeed unique. But surely Sri
Ramana has never looked upon it asbeing in any way remarkable. He has
attained the Great Magnet of theworld, the centre of the Heart, and became
asimmovable as his Father, Lord Arunachala

Extracts from his poem:
Heart's Homage to Sri Ramana

To that incomparable Maharshi, the father and mother of al,
In whom Siva and the Goddess are ever united in Bliss,
To that Sage, whose presence delights the heart,

And whose ledla is the wonder of al —

To him be offered mind, heart, body, — all creation!

If future generations will ask what was
The special note of Ramana the Sage,
| shall reply: If any, it is certainty;

The certain safety of a Rock, unmoved,
Unchallenged in a storm-swept sea,
Theimmovable solidity of amountain
In an ever-wavering world of doctrines and philosophies,
Yea, truly art thou the Sage of ‘Arunachaa’!
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Prof. Banning Richardson, M.A. (Hons)) (Cantab.), A.B. (Princeton),
came to teach English literature at . Stephens College, Delhi, in
the 1930s. He felt ‘ravished’ by the description of the Maharshi in
A Search in Secret India (no. 1).

In the presence of Sri Ramana Maharshi | felt an inward joy,
which suffused my consciousness, and made thinking seem superfluous.
| had come into touch with spiritualism of the finest type. When |
was in the presence of the Master | was so filled with joy and peace that
the desire to ask questions disappeared.This happened throughout the
brief three days [In May 1937] | stayed at Sri Ramanasramam.

When one comes into the presence of a man who is ‘good’ not
merely because he shuns‘evil’ but because hisloveisuniversal and falls
alike on the just and unjust, then one experiences immediate recognition
of asoul that is not great as the world values greatness, but great when
compared to an absol ute standard of values—aprecious stone, an emerald
without flaw. It is a difference not merely of quality, but of kind. What
Jesus the Christ taught 2000 years ago that “1 am in my Father
and my Father isin me. My Father and | are one’ isthe same as
He who teaches today at Tiruvannamalai.

4

Justice K. Sundaram Chettiar, B.A., B.L., of Madras High Court
wrote a foreword to the first well-known biography of Sri Ramana
by B.V. Narasmha Swami entitled Self Realization (1931).

The years 1909 and ' 10 and the earlier part of 1911, when | was
the Digtrict Munsif of Tiruvannamadai, | deemit to beauspiciousinmy life
for the only reason that | had the privilege of sitting at the feet of Sri
Bhagavan.The more | came in contact with him, the greater was my
devotion to him. Sri Bhagavan isamine of Wisdom. Questions on abstruse
subjects have been answered with clarity and directness, which would not
be possible except for a realized soul or jivanmukta. He sees everything
in himself and himself in everything. Whatever seemsto happen in the
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world isincapable of affecting his peace, which passeth under sanding.
He has gone beyond the pair of opposites and looks at eventsin the
light of the Absolute. At no time the Sage has done anything on his own
initiative as if he has a particular desire for something, nor he has directed
othersto doanythinginfulfilment of any purpose. Hehasall thecharacterigtics
of a sthitaprajna described in the Gita.

His very presence generates an atmosphere of peace which
isfelt by devoteesvisiting him with sincerity and faith. Some of those who
approached him with afew questions in their mind found that the answers
were given anticipating their questions. Some find their doubts cleared
while sitting silently within hisaura, without any speech by him.

5

Manu Subedar was a member of the Central Legidative Assembly
in pre-Independence era.

| wasdoneinthe car from Katpadi to Tiruvannamalai and wanted
to go over my questions and revise them, if necessary. As | formulated
each question, | found | knew the answer! So when | went and had the
darshan of the Maharshi, | had really no question to ask.

| presented to the Maharshi the Avadhoota Gita and the
Ashtavakra Gita published by the Sastu Sahitya Mudranalaya Trust,
Ahemadabad, of which | am the chairman, and drew his attention to the
first verse of the Avadhoota Gita, which says: “It is only through the
Grace of God that in men with knowledge is born a desire to experience
cosmic unity, a desire which protects them from the great dangers of
samsara.”

With infinite compassion in his eyes the Maharshi looked at me
and instructed one of the followers to bring a book. This was the Maha
Bhakta ijayam of Nabhaji. Bhagavan opened the book and began to
read. (I noted with awe that the book opened exactly at the page where he
intended to read.) The Maharshi seemed to relish reading the discourse.

There are teachers who mystify in order to impressthe pupil. The
Maharshi, on the contrary, has the direct method. He discloses the truth
and thewholetruthin thesmplest forminwhich hehasnot only formul ated
it asathought, but lived it as an experience.

The look, which the Maharshi givesyou, is a question. At least |
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felt it so. The question is: “I see a unity, but you keep grasping at the
variety. Why don't you know yourself properly and realise your true self?
You can then march on to the redlisation of the unity of self with the Self.”
Nothing isso helpful asthe august presence of the Maharshi for those who
serioudly intend to progress on the spiritual path.

Thereis spiritual communication and kindlinessin hislooks,
eliciting what is best in a person. His presence during the silent
hour acts as a catalyst, enabling us to secure our spiritual yearning.
There is grace and benignity in the way he looks at the devotees as
a mother looks at her children.

6

William S. Spaulding (Jr.) of New York City visited Sri Ramana in
the 1930s.

As | sat in His Presence for the first time, the most powerful
impression was that of what | can only call an almost palpable ‘ golden
radiance’, the visual effect of a tremendous spiritua force. There was
an intense and subtle radiation that seemsto flow from Him continually —
and once having sensed this, words, questions, techniques of meditation,
etc., seemed to dissolve immediately. The Maharshi also possessed
to a high degree of that quality which is described as ‘divine
indifference’, attributed to certain saints of the Christian Church.
This must not be taken to mean what is generally associated with the
term ‘indifference’, but rather as a beneficent, unfettered out-pouring of
healing radiations of a Realised Being.

v

Grant Duff (Douglas Aindlie), a scholar and a senior government
official in Madras Presidency in the 1930s, was nephew of Sir
Mountstaurt Grant Duff, Governor of Madras in the 1880s.

| do not know what happened when | saw the Maharshi for the
first time, but the moment he looked at me, | felt he was the Truth
and the Light. There could be no doubt about it, and al the doubts and
speculations | had accumulated during the past many years disappeared in
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the Radiance of the Holy One. Though my visitsto the Ashram were brief,
| felt that every moment | was there | was building up within me what
could never be destroyed.

There it did not take me long to see that | was in direct
contact with one who has passed beyond the boundaries of the
senses and was indeed already merged in the Absolute of his true
Sdlf, though manifesting here for our benefit for afew brief years. [When
asked how he got such an impression, he frankly confessed] | cannot
reply; as| should to onewho asked me how | saw the sun on looking out of
thewindow, by saying that | did so by the use of my eyesand incidentally
of all other senses collaborating. | do not need any algebraic or other proof
of the existence of the sun. | do not need any other proof of the divinity of
Ramana Maharshi.

Should those who haveit in their power to visit the Ashram delay,
they will have only themselvesto blamein futurelives. Never perhapsin
world history was the Supreme Truth — Reality, Sat — placed within
such easy reach of so vast a multitude. Here and now through no
gpecial merit of our own, we may approach Redlity. The sole difficulty is
that of paying for the journey® but the reward is Knowledge of the Self.

The Maharshi has extraordinary insight into other beings. He sees
and knowseverything about al those who come before him. The M ahar shi
has particularly appealed to me because of his extreme politeness
and gentleness. He is gentle to a degree that surpasses gentleness.
My visit to the Sage of Arunachaa has been the greatest event in my life.

Extracts from his poem:

With Sri Ramana of Arunachala

I’ve wandered far: Yes | have been
Fromlandtolandtoland:
Sages I’ ve seen, great kings and queens
Thelovely, wise and grand.
But only there — at the Asramam

By Arunachaam —

Have | known that joy without aloy,
[ am! | am! | am!

L
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1 Thiswaswritten from Londonin 1935. Refer ‘ Introduction’ to Si Ramana Gita
published by Sri Ramanasramam.

8

Dilip Kumar Roy of Sri Aurobindo Ashram was a well-known
personality of his time and has authored many books. He was a
bhakta and a musician. Sri Ramana’s famous quote, “Bhakti is
jnanamata” (the mother of jnana) was in reply to his query
whether Sri Ramana advocated jnana and disparaged bhakti.

| first heard of Ramana Maharshi when | was a member of the
Ashram of Sri Aurobindo. | asked Sri Aurobindo about the Maharshi and
he wrote back that he was ayogi of remarkable strength and attainments
and that his tapasya had won ‘glory for India’ On ancther occasion he
characterised him as a ‘Her cules among the yogis.” So | longed to pay
avigt to Sri Ramanasramam.

When | arrived at the Ashram, | felt a deep malaise. How could |
hopeto get peace and inspiration from the Maharshi if | had failed to get it
at the feet of my own Guru, who was surely no less great? Yet | felt
sincerely that | had done well in coming to seek inspiration from the great
yogi who was venerated by spiritua aspirants of every category.

| entered the hall of the great sage, where he has been living a
singular life, blessing al, but belonging to none, interested in everything but
attached to nothing. He gave the impression of Siva, the great God of
compassion, living a blissful, free and open life, with no walls of ego to
cabin the summit vision. What | saw impressed me deeply, though | find it
far from easy to portray what | saw or rather experienced. Here was a
man who lived like a god, supremely indifferent to al that we worldlings
clamour for without cease. Dressed in abare koupin (loincloth) he yet sat
ensconced in grandeur of plenary peace and egoless bliss which we could
but speculate upon, yet never fathom.

| touched his feet and then, without a word, sat down near him
on the floor and meditated, my heart heaving with a strange exaltation
which deepened by and by into an ineffable peace and bliss which lasted
for hours and hours. Words seem utterly pale and banal the moment you
want to describe an authentic spiritual experience, whichisvivid, throbbing
and intense.
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Later, as | reclined, bathed in peace, in an easy chair under the
stars at which | gazed in an ecstasy of tears, | felt deeply grateful towards
the Maharshi. | recalled a pregnant saying of his: “Just be. All isin you,
only aveil standsin between. You have only to rend the veil and then, well
just be.” | had found thisfavourite remark of hisrather cryptictill now. But
at thismoment | understood for the first time and wrote apoem in homage
to the Maharshi.

The Maharshi’s self-obliviousness was enchanting for me.
Greatness sat easily on him as beauty on a sunset cloud, but with a
devastating effect. All our idess as to how the grest should act seem to
be dismissed by him with asmile of smple disavowal. | saw with my own
eyes day after day during my five-day stay at the Ashram of this unique
sage, the like of whom | am sure is not to be met within this vast world.

| have never in my life of varied experience and wide
travelling met a man so utterly indescribable and yet so profoundly
moving. | cannot say why he moved meto my depths with eyes where no
soft light of emotion presided, and yet it bathed me when | met his gaze
with a peace that | find as unaccountable as it was delectable.

The Maharshi has not the dightest use for pretentiousness
and self-importance. He is for no trappings either of speech or
learning.

| saw indeed aman, whoin hisexterior wasanything but distinguished,
far less handsome or captivating, and yet — how shall | put it — he was so
compelling and so disarming! | shall never forget how deeply stirred | was
when | saw hisaugtere yet kind facein the light of electric lamps. The peace
| felt reminded me of the startled, though unvoiced query, of Paul Brunton
[No. 1]: “Does this man, the Maharshi, emanate the perfume of spiritual
peace as the flower emanates fragrance from its petas?’

| sang songs more than once in his presence. And everytime |
was ravished by his kind glance and bewitching smile. | realised for the
first time what is really meant by the word ‘sacred’.

Extracts from his poem:
To Sri Ramana Maharshi

O Son of Dawn! Who only knowest the Sun,
And through His eyes of Light see'st all that lies
Revealed — a flawless Plentitude which none
But Sun’s own children ever might surmise!
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For only the chosen few so far have won
The Truth that shines beyond world’s wounds and cries;
Who see Thee, throned in the high dominion
Of Sdf’sinvulnerable Verities,
Enjoy aglimpse of Bliss of the Beyond.
Thou singest: ‘Nay, ‘tis here’ —yet without Thy
Compassion’s pledge — how few would understand?
Homage to Thee, O minstrel of Clarity!

* Ok ¥
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B. Sanjiva Rao, B.A. (Cantab.), belonged to the pre-Independence
Indian Educational Service.

Bhagavan Sri Ramana Maharshi is a strange figure — one of the
strangest and yet one of the most fascinating and striking personalities of
al times. As a matter of fact he belongs not to any age, but to all
ages, not to time but to eternity.

The Maharshi has renounced as valueless all that the
modern world values most. He has no use for money; he is no
respecter of rank and position. His detachment is as complete as it
is perfect. Nothing seems to possess the power to disturb his
superpoise, his marvellous tranquility and peace. Tragedy does not
move him in a persona way. Pilgrims who come to witness the yearly
festival of lighting of the Beacon on the top of the Hill [Refer annexure -
I1, p.355.] and worship it asthe symbol of Siva, instinctively recognisethe
presence of that same power in the Sage and giveto him the sameworship.
Thereislittle doubt that an ageless Wisdom, as old as the Heart of the Hill
shinesthrough thosewonderful eyeswhich ook with such perfect tranquility
and yet such deep compassion upon the suffering world.

The Maharshi is aliving proof of the ancient advaitic thought.
He demonstrates the reality of Self-transcendence. He states that the
Ego-less state is the natural, the real state, that the Ego-state is the
unnatural and the false state. In the Ego-less condition, thetrue ‘I’ stands
apart from the apparent reaction of the mind. The Sage watches the
movements of the mind with the same objective detachment and
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impartiality as the scientific investigator of a physical phenomenon. The
immediate effect of such self-scrutiny isquietening and stilling of themind.

The Maharshi represents a very perfect instance of the
Ego-less state. He speaks little and only when he finds it necessary
to do so. Silence is to him the most powerful expression of Being,
which speech only hinders. He uses the Power of this Silencein a
most effective fashion. When any visitor presents him with a problem
for solution, he vouchsafes no answer but retiresin the depths of hisown
being. He becomes the embodiment of the very essence of Silence, and
inthat tranquil quietness, the visitor finds hismind becoming still under an
overpowering radiation from the sage. In that stiliness, the problem
dissolves and the visitor leaves the august presence marvelling what
mysterious power has come to hisaid.

The Ego is the atom of the psychic world. If the disintegration of
the atom has given us so much power, what may not be accomplished by
the annihilation of this ego-self? The Sage of Tiruvannamalai can answer
this question. He himself isthe living answer.

10

Justice N. Chandrasekhara Aiyar was High Court Judge at Madras.

| paid my homage to the sage only twice, and was struck by his
large luminous eyes, through which the very soul pepsinto us, asit were.

When he fixes his keen gaze on us, it looks as though he is
seeing the inner clockwork of a mechanism in a transparent case;
and you get the fedling that a mild current of grace is flowing into
you from him.

Heis a veritable storehouse of spiritual energy and wisdom.
He radiates shanti or Peace, and those who come into contact with him
fed asubtle, pervasive and godly influence greatly spreading over them.
Such men belong to a superlative category of their own. He speaks
very little, but when he does speak hiswordsroll out dowly, with deliberate
and telling effect. His silence is however more eloguent than his
speech. The tremor of his head is suggestive of the famous Upanishadic
teaching — not this, not this.

Perfect detachment, indifference to pain and pleasure, absolute
renunciation, true mental equipoise are hallmarks of the Indian rishis. Sri
Ramana belongs to this great hierarchy of Seers.
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To be in his presence is by itself a stirring experience in
the elevation of the soul; to receive a few words of counsel from
him isarare blessing; to be the recipient of his benediction isto be
assured of a special fortune.

1. Refer Paul Brunton (no. 1): ‘In so far as the human eyes can mirror divine
power, it is a fact that the Sage's do that.” A Search in Secret India.
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Eleanor Pauline Noye of California visited the Ashram twice in 1940
and stayed for about ten months.

My heart throbbed with expectation as | was taken to the
hall. As | entered, | felt the atmosphere filled with Sri Bhagavan's
Purity and Blessedness. One feels a breath of the Divinein the Sage's
presence. When He smiled it was as though the gates of Heaven
were thrown open. | have never seen eyes more alight with
Divine lllumination — they shine like stars. His look of Love and
Compassion was a benediction that went straight to my heart. | was
immediately drawn to Him. One feels such an uplifting influence in
His saintly presence and cannot help but sense His extraordinary
spirituality.

It isnot necessary for Him to talk, His silent influence of love and
light ismore potent than words could ever be. | do not think thereisanother
like Him on earth today. To see Him isto love Him. As | looked upon Sri
Bhagavan's serene face and into His eyes which beamed with mercy, my
soul was stirred. He knew how much | needed Him, while He looked
straight into my heart. Everyone who comes to Him is blessed; the inner
peace which isHisisradiated to all.

| had not slept well for years, although | had been taking medicine.
| said nothing to Sri Bhagavan about this. The amazing thing was that |
slept soundly the first night and thereafter without taking any medicine. |
received ‘the Medicine of all medicines', the unfailing grace of the Lord.
| arose next morning, feeling refreshed, as though | were born anew.
Soon after, as | was standing by the gate one afternoon, Sri Bhagavan
stopped while on Hisway to the hill and asked me, “If | had more peace.”
His loving solicitude made me feel quite at home; and when He smiled
my joy knew no bounds.
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When | left America, | longed for peace. Here at the feet of the
Lord of Love, peace and happiness garlanded me and enriched my
being. | know that Bhagavan led me to this heaven of rest. Mere words
can never express the peace and joy felt in His Presence; it must be
experienced. There one truly has a glimpse of the Eternal. The most
Blessed experience of my life was my stay at the feet of Bhagavan
Sri Ramana M ahar shi.

TheAshramisso primitive, but thereinliesitscharm. Itistruly the
Holy-land. The air is permeated with His peace and love. On full moon
night it is especially inspiring to go round the hill. In this deep silence and
quietude one readily hears the voice of God.

I reluctantly made plansto leave the place. | had grown to loveit
and was very sad during those last days. Sri Bhagavan said, “1 will always
be with you, wherever you go.”

When the last day arrived, | could not stop crying. In the
afternoon when | sat before Sri Bhagavan He smiled and said, “ She
has been crying all day; she does not want to leave me!” Later | went
to Him for His blessings. The pain of parting was aimost more than |
could bear; with tears in my eyes | knelt with deepest reverence and
devotion before my beloved Master. May He always be my Father,
Mother and God; and may | aways be His child, and whatever | do,
may it bein His name.

She wrate the following after the Maharshi’s mahanirvana:

What tribute can a candle pay to the sun? What we best conceive,
we fail to speak. Words cannot express the infinite love and tenderness
we experienced during those days beside him. He seemed to clasp us to
his bosom as amother clasps her child. Aswe beheld his utter submission,
one could not help but think of Lord Jesus before the crucifixion. Sri
Bhagavan treated his body as something apart from him. As the body
grew weaker hisface became more radiant, his eyes shone like two stars.
He was ever abiding in the Self. A few days before he passed away, he
remarked, “They say | am dying, but | shall be more alive than before.”
Now heisal pervading.

Internationally renowned psychologist Dr. C.G. Jung of Zurich
has said, “What we find in the life and teachings of Sri Ramana is the
purest of Indiawithits breadth of world liberated and liberating humanity,
itisachant of the millenniums.”



K.S. Venkataramani / C. Kunhan Raja 37

12

K.S.Venkataramani, M.A., B.L., was Adviser to the former
Alwar State (Rajasthan).

Truth or Redlity is indescribable, and words obscure more and
reveal less. Words take us nowhere in Self-realisation. Therefore, nothing
like an immersion in Sri Bhagavan's immediate presence.

His presence kindles your swanubhava and sets you on the
immortal path of Self-enquiry. His silence ambushes your hundred doubts
of themind in his presence.

Sri Bhagavan is an ocean of tranquility. There is Peace in
his presence that passeth all comprehension. He greets you and
clasps you not by the monkey-hand of the mind, but by the invisible
divine feelers of his heart. He touches you by a fourth-dimensional
touch: the touch of the Master that detaches the mind from the
fetters of its own dear ego-world.

How infiniteisthe Grace of Sri Bhagavan, but how littlewe profit
by it! He rolls on sublimely like a deep river in flood, unmindful of the
wastefulness and theignorance of the human dwellers on the banks. There
isan elemental sublimity about Sri Bhagavan likethat of thewindsand the
waves, the sun and the stars.

Sri Bhagavan's sovereign sadhana for Self-redlisation is ‘ Self-
enquiry’. It requiresno asana or yogic ritua, but astrenuousturning of the
mind inward. It is the shortest though the most rugged short cut to attain
the sublimation of themind. Itisaprocessthat makesthe mind first fatigued,
annoyed and churlish. It may set free at first only dense smoke and no
spark, like green fuel on fire. But if you persist long enough, you will be
surely rewarded with the flame of illumination, smokeless and glowing.

13

Dr. C. Kunhan Raja was Director of Adyar Library, Theosophical
Society, Madras.

While | wasin the Hal during the one day | wasin the Ashram, |
took my seat along with others. | sat for hourstogether bothintheforenoon
and in the afternoon. Except for the first few words of greetings and my
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reply thereto, | did not talk at all. Though there was no actud talk between
us, there was an unbroken communion.

What produced on me a great impression is the repose,
the unruffled calmness that prevailed in the place as a result of the
presence of the Maharshi. He seldom spoke. There was always a
look of serene joy in his face; sometimes it glowed up into a lustre
of bliss; at times | noticed that he rose into a state of samadhi or
trance. But that look of blissful peace was always there. | cannot say
he was unaware of his surroundings; indeed, he was alwaysin the fullness
of unbroken awareness, but the surroundings made no fluctuationsin him.
When people prostrated themselves before him or when they offered
presents, there was the same look on his face. The mode of salutation and
the mode of approach made no difference to him. To him, it was one,
continuous state of serene peace and joy — ananda.

While he appears quite unconcerned with things around him, he
was not only attentive but also aert in correcting pronunciation in the
recitation of Tamil verses.

Thevery fact that the Maharshi makes enquiries about thevisitors,
looksinto hiscorrespondence, paysattention to the cleanlinessand tidiness
of hisenvironment, keeps certain programmesin hisdaily routineand sticks
to themwith punctuality, showsthat to him this physical worldisanintegral
part of the Redlity.

TheMaharshi isalinguist, knowing, besideshisTamil inwhich he
is agreat author and poet, English, Sanskrit, Telugu and Maayalam. He
spoke the three South Indian languages with perfect ease.

It was a great privilege for me to visit the Ashram. Till now | had
only read about the Maharshis in the puranas. The presence of a Maharshi
inthisworld at atimewhen thereis utter anarchy in science, must bean eye-
opener for the scientists, in that they will think of expanding the scope of
science so asto include thetruth of the scientist himsalf, instead of confining
science to what the scientist is aware of as external, objective redity.

1. Refer Paul Brunton: “The most astounding discoveries will come when our
scientiststurn away for awhile from metal and stone and el ectricity to examine
and explore the nature of sdlf within the laboratory of man. Scientists already
know that thereal seeing agent in sight is not the eye but the mind that usesthat
organ. They haveyet to discover what it isthat works the mind. And when they
do that they will come into contact with the real Self of man, the being out of
whom both mind and body derive their existence and maintain their lives.” A
Message from Arunachala (1936).
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Madan Mohan Var ma, Registrar, University of Rajputanawas later
Chairman, Rajasthan Public Service Commission, Jaipur.

For fifty years the Purusha [God] has chosen for the benefit of
humanity, to keep the mortal frame known as Ramana, radiating through
it to al who can see, hear and ‘feel’ the LIFE sustaining the frame.
Humanity reaches its high watermark in such alife, so indeed such a
life is a blessing to humanity.

Shaken by a persona bereavement, the reaction of which at
once laid bare the hollowness of the writer's previous religious studies
and pretensions spanning over 25 years, and epitomised his deluded
intellect, the writer dragged himself over a distance of 2,000 miles to
Tiruvannamalai.Five daysat the Sage’ sAshram, but no miracle. Thewriter
came back somewhat soothed but also somewhat disappointed. He had
hurled scores of ‘questions' on religious matters at the Maharshi. But he
was indifferent. Only when the writer sought the permission to leave —
with sorrow still darkening his heart —he smiled agracious blessing which
is gtill fresh in the writer’s memory, a blessing which seemed to arise
from the secret recesses of the Heart, and the like of which he had never
received before from any mortal.

The writer had occasion to meet many a great man in the
past, to listen to their orations, to read their teachings and to follow
their instructions. Often he was inspired and uplifted. But like the sea
wave it all appeared to recede as time passed. But this time, O
Maharshi! What ‘Time Bomb’ you stole into my being which has
since, as if from beneath, been mining many a fond castle of ego.
Even though the outer life remains the same as ever, a plaything of
gunas, the ship of life finds its course changed, all unknown. And
while all the old bonds are visible in their majesty as before, the gold
fetters somehow seem to be losing their ‘gold’. From ‘outside’ you
pushed me ‘inside’. You have blessed me with your contact and
removed many a cobweb of the deluded intellect, and pulled me
from the ‘circumference’ to the ‘center’. A tribute? You need no
tribute from me. And what tribute can a poor candle pay to the
sun?
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Ella Maillart, a Swiss travel writer and photographer, met the
Mahar shi in the 1940s. Two captivating photographs of Sri Ramana
shot by her arein the photo-album Radiance of the Self, published
by the Ramana Maharshi Centre, Bangalore.

| don’ t think it iswithin my power to depict the subtle atmosphere
which renders the place [the Ashram] unique in its setting of dry and
hard beauty.

Westerners who come to know the Maharshi feel constrained
to say how puzzled they are by the inactivity of the Sage. We having
identified ourselves with our bodies are convinced that one has to be
visibly active. Weforget that inactivity isthe basisof itscorollary activity;
that the useful wheel could not exist or move without a motionless
center.

| felt strongly at Tiruvannamalai that such great ones as the
Maharshi are the sdt of the earth. Something intangible emanates from
these realised men; they sanctify the land through their presence. The
Sage has attained a certitude which makes him free from restlessness,
free from fear, desire and doubt — he can do things none of us can do,
because heisegoless. Those who live near him have the conviction that he
knew what he was talking about, who knew the ‘why and how’ of what
had been harassing them. They stopped worrying continually about problems
they were never meant to solve.

Heis a link between what we call the concrete world and the
Unmanifest. He is a living symbol of that knowledge without which
the humanity of today isbut a pitiful joke. He implants a lasting peace
in the centre of every man’s heart.

What do we see in the West of today? Every moment adding to
the despair of men lost in fruitless researches. Hopelessness gaining
ground, each one being obliged to seek a solution aong alleys most of
which become blind.

The Sage of the Vedanta symbolises a link between the
unknowable ultimate and man. The Sage relies on actionless activity
and carries on wordless teaching.
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Swami Siddheswar ananda, an erudite scholar of Vedanta was Head,
Ramakrishna Mission, Paris.

In an article, Prof. M.Lacombe of the University of Paris wrote
about the Maharshi as follows: “His person sheds a force consisting of
intelligenceand mastery of the Saif. A flashing eye, intenseand fixed without
hardness, Olympian softness of gesture, dender and delicatein animmobile
body, he is considered by excellent judges to be a very authentic yogi to
have reached the highest Reslisation.”

Sri RamanaMaharshi expoundsasystem of thought and phil osophy
of life which incarnates the essence of Vedantic teachings. The Maharshi
discovered Truth; hefound it of hisown accord, without any exterior help.
He had the direct experience of the Sdlf. It is called aparokshanubhuti.
Itisdistinct fromall knowledge obtained by intellectua effort. Hewho has
this direct experience of the Self is considered to be liberated even while
he is still alive. He is called jivanmukta.The existence of such
individuals, who are living incarnations of the Truth, renders the
Truth demonstrable. The Vedantic realisation of these great beingsgives
in effect the possibility of apractical application, and their realisationsraise
the level of human consciousness.

The Maharshi is a tattva jnani and the field of his search and
experience is much greater than that of a mystic. The Sage transcends the
limits of the three gunas.

Whoever has occasi onto examineat first-hand the Maharshi, knows
full well that he is neither an ‘extrovert’ nor an ‘introvert’. He is the most
norma human that one can ever find. He is in effect a sthitaprajna, the
manwhoseintelligenceissolidly founded. | have seen him gpparently plunged
in himsdf, but when someone &t the end of the hall made a mistake in the
recitation of certain Tamil verses, the Maharshi opened his eyes, corrected
the mistake, then again closed his eyes and returned to his former state.

When | saw him | found in him the perfect example of the
description which Sri Sankaracharya gives in his Vivekachudamani,
when he explains what char acterises a jivanmukta. According to verse
429: He who even when his mind is merged in Brahman, is nevertheless
entirely awake, but is a the same time free from the characterigtics of the



42 Face to Face with S'i Ramana Maharshi

waking state and whose redlisation is free from all desires, should be
considered aman liberated while still aive.

At my request, the Maharshi recited certain lines from the
composition of the Saint Manikyavachakar where the author spoke of the
condition of the soul melted inlove; hardly had the M aharshi pronounced a
few lineswhen there was a brilliance in hisface. He who rarely expresses
hisinner emotion inany outward form, could not restrain afew silent tears.
A danting ray of the morning sun from the hillside made the scene still
more vivid. A peace that passeth al understanding pervaded the whole
atmosphere. For more than an hour there was perfect silence. It looked as
if one of the fresco paintings of Ajanta had cometo life.

The Maharshi can be best described in the words of the Gita:
Onewho is satisfied in the Self by the Self (11. 55); the self-controlled one
(XI1. 14); one with firm determination (X11. 14); the desireless one (XII.
16); one who has renounced all enterprise (X11.16); content with anything
(XI1.19); stting like one unconcerned (XI1V. 23). Further, he is the man
who revels here and now in the Self alone, and in the Self aloneis content
—for him there is no work which he must do (111. 17); hewho isinwardly
happy, revelswithin, and who likewise becomesthe Light within, that yogi
becomes the Brahman and realises the transcendental Bliss of the
Brahman (V. 24).

Based on the commentary of Sankara on the 89" Karika of the
4 chapter of Mandukya Karikas, the Maharshi is Mahadhi, or the
man of the highest intellect, as he has understood that which
transcends all human experiences. His omniscience is constant
and remains undiminished.

He is the person with no tendency at al to proselytise. He has
no mission to achieve. According to Sankara in the Nirvanashtaka, he
alone can say, “| have no death nor fear, no distinction of rank or class.
| have no father, no mother, no friend, no master, no disciple; | am
Absolute Knowledge and Bliss. | am the al-pervading Self, | am the
all-pervading Self.”

Like the great fire which burns on the Hill Arunachala,! the
Maharshi is a veritable lighthouse for those who wish to find in
modern India the revivifying effects of the teachings of Upanishads
consecrated by time.

1. Refer annexure-ll, p. 411.
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T.M. Krishnaswami Aiyar, B.A., B.L., was Chief Justice of the
former Travancore State (Kerala).

| first saw the dim figure of ayogi who seemed to be the flame of
acandle. The candle has now grown into Sri Ramanasramam. The flame
is dtill there asit was. The paradox is that the flame feeds the candle and
not the candle the flame.

Bhagavan Ramana is a remarkable personality. He has now
become an expanding atmosphere. The Ashram cannot interest those who
have not learnt to seek the treasures of man’s inner consciousness, or to
catch themessage of silence. For himwho yearnsto look without, Bhagavan
Ramanawill show theworld within.

Bhagavan Ramana has frequently told the seekers after truth that
if one learns about oneself as every being the ‘I' of itself, one knows
onesalf aswell astheworld. It must mean theillumination of the spirit and
itsupheaval.

The message of peace and love, of meditation and reglisation, and
of service and universalism has a great value in setting humanity on a
higher plane. Sri Ramanasramam is an oasis in the desert of the
modern world. It isthe life-gpring of love and life.

18

K.S. Ramaswami Sastri, B.A., B.L., was Chief Justice of the
former Pudukottah State (Tamil Nadu).

| have gone to the Maharshi often during these forty years and
more [written in 1946]. | have seen him when he was in a small cave up
the hillside absorbed in mysterious and unbroken silence. | have also seen
himwhen he camedown the hillside. | used to ply him with questions about
the soul and heused to smileand givebrief, bright, blessed repliesdispelling
doubt.The world-intoxicated mind became subdued, calm and
purified in the holy atmosphere of the Sage.

When we sat before him, time rolled on while we were oblivious
of its course. Each felt a sense of inner release and was happy as a bird
sailing through the vast expanse of the blue sky. The inner Fullmoon of
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Divine Rapture rose in the sky of the hearts of al. Then came to my
mind the great passage in Oscar Wilde's De Profundis about Christ:
“Indeed, that is the charm about Christ; when all issaid, Heisjust like a
work of art. He does not really teach one anything, but by being brought
into His presence one becomes something.” | felt that | was predestined
to the Sage's presence and went into the stillness of the night, moving
away from him physically but feeling drawn nearer to himin spirit likea
steamer borne against the wind.

The Maharshi lived in unbroken communion with the Self and
became sthitaprajna (the man of steadfast wisdom). The Maharshi’s
religion is the most universal of all faiths: Change your mentality,
why change the environment and run into a forest? Attain self-control,
self-knowledge and self-reverence. Atma-siddhi isthe highest siddhi. The
Maharshi’s Gospel of Self-enquiry isthe Upanishadic gospel. It sublimates
and merges the mind or ego in the Self.

19

Dr. K.C.Varadachari, M.A., Ph.D., was a scholar based inTirupati.

Sri Ramana Maharshi opens up a dawn in the spiritual under-
standing of the modern day. We enjoy the perfume of his presence, but
we cannot obviously know to whichinfinite stretches of spacethe perfume
isbeing carried.

InApril 1937, | had the good fortune of beholding him faceto
face. This darshan of the Sage is an experience in itself. It is not
capable of being described. So very casual yet pregnant, so very
unobstrusive yet deeply significant, pleasant, deeply penetrating
and inspiring somewhere in the depth.

Sri Ramana’s consciousness illumined with tremendous power of
discrimination proceedsto find out the nature of the Self, that which al of
us cal the ‘I’, its origin, so to speak. “Who am 1? is the fundamental
question posed by Sri Ramana. This question is comparable to Kant'st
famous question: ‘How is experience possible? Instead of walking down
the corridor to the ‘ phenomenal’ being like Kant, Sri Ramana ascended up
the “noumenal’ being [which in Kantian philosophy is a thing in itsalf,
independent of sensory or intellectual perception.]
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Sri Ramana brings back to mankind the Reality of the ancient
seers, rishis. Hereved sthe Himalayan possibilities of peace — soul-peace,
that annihilates al strife, and of the perennia life that tolerates no distrust
or disruption.

Thelife of Sri Ramanabearswitnessto the ever-abiding reality of
the teachings of the Vedic seers, and continues uninterrupted the spiritual
tradition of the sanatana philosophy. May Sri Ramana be with us forever
and ever more!

1. A well-known German philosopher.
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Giridhari Lal was a resident of Sri Aurobindo Ashram, Pondi-
cherry in the 1940s.

Day by Day with Bhagavan by Devaraja Mudaliar (no. 35) has the
following entry dated March 18, 1946:

In response to Giridhari La’s question, “When the kali yuga,
which consists of so many thousand years, would end?’ Bhagavan said: |
don’'t consider time real. So | take no interest in such matters. We know
nothing about the past or the yugas which were in the past. Nor do we
know about the future. But we know the present exists. Let us know about
it first. Then doubtswill cease. Time and space always change, but thereis
something which is eternal and changeless. For example, the world and
time, past or future, nothing exists for usin deep. But we exist. Let ustry
to find out that which is changeless and which always exists. How will it
benefit us to know that the kali yuga started in such and such year and
that it would end so many years from now?

Regarding the devotee's query as to why the puranas give the
exact duration of each yuga, Bhagavan replied: The immensity of the
periods of time assigned to each yuga may be a mere device to draw
man’s attention to the fact that even if helived upto hundred years, hislife
issuch atrifling, insignificant fraction of ayuga. Therefore, he should take
aproper view of his humble place in the entire scheme and not go about
with a swollen head, deeming himself as of great importance. Instead of
saying, What is man’s life compared to eternity? They have taught him
to consider how short his spanis.
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Extracts from his poem:

Sri Maharshi — The Alchemist

What Maharshi knew at seventeen, we don’t know at seventy. Why?
Ah! We lack the fire; our hearts are cold and our heads are hard.
Alasl What shall we do?

Go to Maharshi? Yea; He'll lend us fire, warm our hearts — now cold —
And turn the stones in usinto Gold.

That is Maharshi, the Alchemist.

L
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Prof. B.L.Atreya, M.A., D.Litt., was Head, Dept. of Philosophy
and Psychology, Benaras Hindu University.

| had the privilege of being at the Ashram of Ramana Maharshi
for ashort timein March 1940. He made a deep impression on my mind, a
mind that has been moulded by astudy of scientific and philosophic writings
of the East as well as of the West. The greatest peculiarity of Ramana
Maharshi’slifeisthat although he has moulded and perfected hispersonality
onthelinesof Advaita Vedanta, apurely Indian way of Self-redlization, he
is highly appreciated and resorted to by the Western seekers and by those
Indians who have been educated on Western lines.

Ramana Maharshi’s greatness is deeply founded. It is based on
his actual living by the creed of the Advaita Vedanta, which holds that the
reality is one without a second, that everything in this universeis but one
Reality, which is Existence-Consciousness-Bliss. True to his creed, he
regards nothing alien, none as other, no event as undesirable. For him the
ideal isthereal and theredl istheideal. He has no other relation with any
body but that of love. Love, affection, kindness, mercy etc., which are
expressions of one and the same thing, and the feeling of unity with all,
ever flow from him. Jnana is like akasha [the sky]. The supreme Self
whichisto beknown through sadhanaislikethe ether. The various objects
we see in the world as well as the souls are aso like the ether. Therefore,
who is to know which? What is to be known by what? The supreme
redlizationisthat thereisno plurality. Trueknowledgeis’ distinction-less'.
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That knowledge is the Self, the light divine. That knowledge is Bhagavan
Ramana.This is the secret of the Maharshi’s unique greatness and
consequent popularity. The whole of humanity owes its homage to
this great Sage amidst us.
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Oliver Lacombe was L’Attache Culturel, Consulat General de
France, Calcutta.

The visit | had the honour to pay in May 1936 to Tiruvannamalai
wasonly ashort one. It waslong enough, anyhow, to impresswith astrong
feding that | had met there, for a few moments, with a genuine vidvan,
an exceptionally true representative of Hindu spirituality.

Sri Ramana Maharshi has gone through a series of psycho-
spiritual experiences that are as old as the Upanishads. The teaching
of the Sage Ramana, by its aphoristic character, as well as because
of the intense personality of its author, enhances to the highest pitch
the whole Advaitic tradition. The Maharshi’s method is comprised
within the simple interrogation: ‘Who am 1?° With him, three words
only are enough to sum up the long traditional description of the way
of liberation. As mentioned by the Brihadaranyaka Upanishad, “Lo,
verily, it is the self that should be seen, that should be harkened to,
that should be thought on, that should be pondered on ...”

Ulladu Narpadu's! startling simile of the diver expresses most
vividly his method: As one who dives, seeking to find something that has
falen into water.

1. Reality in Forty Verses written by Sri Ramana.
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Prof. Syed M. Hafiz, M.A., Ph.D., D.Litt., was Head, Dept. of
Philosophy, Allahabad University.

Unlike all the saints, sages and prophets, the Maharshi isthe only
sage who has realised the Truth Eterna that keeps the flame of spiritual
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wisdom alive. Heisthe perennid source of inspiration to the earnest aspirant
onthe path of spiritual development. Without him theworld would not have
had the light of the spirit to dispel the darkness of material existence. Sri
Ramana embodies in him the Truth that is beyond time and space. He
stands supreme in the realm of spiritual attainment and is the true
benefactor of the whole of the human race. In him we see that glorious
realisation which at onceincludesand transcendsall religions. Histeachings
givethe clearest expression to that one — inexpressible, universal, spiritual
experience, seeking which every earnest aspirant treads the path of inward
spiritual development.

The Maharshi never dogmatised, he never sermonized, never
gave any mantra, or expected peopleto follow any set mode of worship.

What the Maharshi does for us cannot be conveyed by word of
mouth. Hisinvisible gaze, silently, unobstrusively transforms the lives of
the men and women who, by virtue of their past good deeds, are gathered
around him, waiting for hisbenign attention and paternal guidance. All his
great work for theimprovement and betterment of mankindisdoneinvisibly
and silently. His silence is more eloquent, more effective, more far-
reaching than the sermons of any number of teachers put together.
Hisgraceisever ready for us. All that we have to doisto qualify ourselves
by our sdf-effort and self-purification to make ourselves worthy of his
attention.

InMarch 1935, | read A Searchin Secret India by Brunton [No.1],
and visited the Ashram in December of that year. | visited the Maharshi
again in 1936. Theyear 1937 was the most momentousin my life. | had to
stay in one of the rooms of the Ashram for over amonth dueto my serious
illness. It was during those days that | realised vividly his greatness as
adivinemaster endowed with all spiritual and human qualities. While
I waslyingill with high fever the Maharshi was considerate enough to visit
me three times and prepare upma for me with his own hands.

My eyesight was affected by high fever. When parting from him
I took hold of histoes and touched my eyeswith them. That was sufficient
guarantee of the fact in my heart that my eyesight would not fail me. So it
has not. | shal never forget his grace that he gave me during my serious
illness. | had noideaof what it wastill | returned to my placein North India
and felt its purifying effect on my life. From 1943 onwards, | never missed
ayear when | did not visit him. His sense of humanity was as great as
his sense of spirituality. The mere sight or tale of human suffering
touched his heart.
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All he expected of us was to closely and criticaly analyse the
content of our own being, to discover what we really were, to seeif there
was anything in us which survived the decay of our bodily frame. His
words went straight into our heart because he lived what he taught.

Contact with Ramana Maharshi can change our outlook and
convince usnot only of thereality but also of theimmense utility of spiritua
values. He does not believe in propaganda of any kind, nor does he lecture
to any of his numerous admirers and devotees. Most of the time he sits
silently transforming the hearts and minds of those who are
privileged to be near him. By the living example of his intensely
methodical and practical life hehelpsand reformsus. Hisplain, smpleand
unsophisticated philosophy vividly reflectedin hisday-do-day conduct serves
asakey to unlock the mystery of life and solvesin apractical way some of
the complicated social, political and economic problems that confront us
today.

He enjoins on us that there is only One Sdlf, One Life which is
vibrant in every atom, One Light which is vibrant in every creature, One
Love that embraces dl in Oneness. According to Sri Ramana, unless you
realise purity and goodnessin yourself, you cannot do anything really good
to ‘others'.

The Sage of Arunachala is really a spiritual scientist, who
hasadopted the scientific method of approach to Truth by investigating
the realm of the Unknown with the aid of his intuitive genius, which has
assimilated reason. He has attained self-redisation through his own self-
effort and intensive introspection. He is the greatest of modern Sages
of India.l

1 For an interesting episode of Prof. Syed’'s wife being insistent about Sri
Ramanato have dinner at her place, refer pp.181-2.
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| was first attracted to the great Sage Ramana by reading his
book Who Am 1? | liked immensely his clear exposition of the matter
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whichwasonly thetypical Hindu exposition, viz., that therea ‘I” isnot the
gunny-bag of the body, or the Decca mudlin of the mind, or the spider’s
web of the ego, but something above and beyond dl this, viz., the atman.
He said to oneand all, “Look within. Don’t look around”

Just asaskilled financier isrequired to direct the nation’sfinances,
and create surpluses to pay off the debts and secure redemption, so too,
individuas will require a man of God, like Ramana Maharshi, to guide
them, to enable them to increase their merit and decrease their demerit,
and secure redemption. No wonder then, that men of diversetemperaments
have been flocking to Sri Ramanasramam to see the Sage and profit by his
presence and his instruction.

The Maharshi’s life is ‘sacrifice of knowledge', by dissemi-
nating it to all and sundry. Anyone can go and Sit near him, invited or
uninvited. Anyone can partake of the homely meal in the Ashram, whether
native or foreigner, high caste or outcast. The Maharshi has not the least
tinge in him of caste, creed, colour, race, class, sex or country. He has not
only sacrificed all ideas of private possession in his supreme attempt
of possessing the soul, he has sacrificed even the privacy of time. He
gts, day inand day out, inthat littlehall of his, and even degpsinthe presence
of al. He is a sublime example of what a sage ought to be. He has
never known the hold of lust for woman or money — kamini or kanchanam,
to use the expressive words of Sri Ramakrishna, and is a perfect
brahmachari. He is an embodiment of the Hindu truth that karma, jnana
and bhakti areall one, and that man can attain God even in thislife. He does
not believe in disciples, though many claim to be his disciples. He does not
advise practice of yoga, or even silence, though he has practised both.
Concentrating on silence as a muni, he has begun to teach as arishi.

To aman who stated that he could not understand the world at all,
Sri Ramanareplied, “Asyou are, so is thisworld. Without understanding
yoursdlf, what is the use of trying to understand the world?’ To another
individual, who asked the Maharshi persistently, “Why is God so unjust?’
The Maharshi’s cool retort was, “Why ask me? Go and ask Him?” On
being told that he could not go to Him to ask Him, the swift retort was,
“When you cannot reach Him, how can you question Him?’

We are indeed lucky in having the Maharshi in our mid<t. It
will beathousand pitiesif aspiritua dynamo likethat of Sri Ramanaisnot
utilised to its fullest extent. He requires no permission; he charges no feg;
he does not require conformity to any dogma. He is like the rivers and
mountains, the common property of mankind.
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We hear of Shuka and Yajnavalkya;, and we read of Gaudapada
and Sankara. But here we have before our eyes a contemporary witness
to the Eternal Truth of the Vedanta, an eloquent commentary on the
Upanishads. We for the most part seem to be so small in his presence,
bound as we are in the coils of time.

The Maharshi tellsthat we will never get at Reality if wetakethe
appearanceto be rea: the dream world appearsal too real to usso long as
we arein it; but as soon as we are awake, we redlise its unsubstantiality.

TheMaharshi seldom talks. He believesthat the Self isbest taught
in silence. He says, “Silence is ever speaking, it is the perennia flow of
language.” For the benefit of those who cannot understand the language
of Silence, the Maharshi sometimes talks, but he warns at the same time
that questions and answerslie within theregion of avidya. Till the dawn of
wisdom, doubts will necessarily arise. Once the Sdlf is realised there will
be no problem to be solved.

The Maharshi’s method of Self-enquiry ends in menta suicide; it
providesan instrument whereby the mind destroysitself, thusrevealing the
Sdf. The Maharshi directs us to put ourselves the question, ‘Who am |?
But thisisnot an empty formulaor abarren mantrato be muttered. Patient,
intelligent and unsparing effort is required before progress could be
registered on this arduous journey.

The Maharshi teaches that the Heart, on the right side of the
chest, isthe seat of the Self. He makes it very clear that any reference to
the physical body isonly fromtheempirical point of view. Fromthe absolute
standpoint it is impossible to locate the Heart or Self in any place either
inside the body or outside. So, when any particular part of the body is
spoken of as the seat of the Sdif, it is so described only as an aid to the
layman’s understanding.

It would not be possibleto redisethe Sdif, if thereisattachment to
the objects of senses. The Maharshi told a grihastha (who was tormented
by the thought that this was a despicable position, unhelpful to spiritual
achievement): “Whether you continue in the household or renounceit and
gototheforest, your mind hauntsyou. The obstacleisthe mind; it must be



52 Face to Face with S'i Ramana Maharshi

got over whether in the home or in the forest.” These words, however,
should be interpreted with great care. They were given in an answer to a
grihastha who was trying to assess the relative value of his own asrama
and sannyasa. If he was redlly keen on renunciation, he would not have
argued or hesitated. One who feels the burning hest of ared-hot iron rod
does not take even the space of amoment to let go his hold of it.

When | first saw the Master, his head had begun to nod. The
shaking head seemed to me saying ‘neti’, ‘neti’, (not this, not this). Many
who came with long list of questions used to depart in silence after Sitting
for awhilein the Master’s presence. When he chose to answer questions,
each sentence was like a text from the Upanishad, so full of meaning that
it required calm, silent pondering over in order to be understood fully.

Having been astudent of the Gita sincechildhood | saw in Bhagavan
avivid and living commentary on that great scripture. In 1948-49, during my
lecture tour of the United States, | often said that if there was anyone living
in India answering to the truth of the Vedanta, it was Ramana Maharshi.

The critics of advaita usualy say that the advaitin is an austere
intellectua inwhom thewells of feeling haveal dried up. Thosewho have
seen the Master will know how unfounded such acriticismis. Sri Ramana
was ever brimming with the milk of divine kindness. Even members of the
subhuman species had their share of the unbounded love of the Master.
Hewasa consummateartist in life. Anything that he touched became
orderly and pleasant.

1. The write-up, except the last three paras, was written in collaboration with
Swami Rajeswarananda, no. 97.
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Duncan Greenlees, M.A. (Oxon.), a scholar and a Theosophist,
visited India on a teaching assignment in the 1930s.

The writer who first felt repelled after reading about the greatness of
Sri Ramana in A Search in Secret India by British journalist Brunton
(no.1), says:

The book struck me somehow as a piece of journalism of the
lower kind. For a few days it aimost dissuaded me from going to
Tiruvannamalai. Had the Maharshi stooped to alow this kind of vulgar
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advertisement for himself, almost like aquack doctor seeking testimonial s?
Of course, | soon threw this foolishness off my mind, and went to see for
myself.

| saw the Maharshi. It did not take long for me to be sure that |
was in front of one who had, in that very body, solved life's problem for
himself. The radiant peace around him proved it beyond al cavil. The
calm, like that of the midnight sky, was something too real to
guestion for a moment. The part of my search thus was over, even
at the first glimpse. In aflash | had seen a ‘Magter’. | knew he was
what the books call a jivanmukta. Please don't ask me how | knew for |
cannot answer that. It was just as one knows that water iswet and the sky
isblue. It could not be denied — self-evident is the word.

I had brought the usual list of questionsto be asked. Shyness kept
me silent while sitting in the Hall during those first days. And before |
broke that silence, the unspoken questions had solved themselvesin their
ownirrelevance. It wasacommon experience; | only add my own testimony
to that of many others. Before | |eft that hallowed spot, | did put questions
to the Maharshi, which were answered in a wonderful way that was new
to me. | waswholly satisfied and filled with joy.

The four days | had planned were soon over. But | could not tear
myself away before the last date of the vacation [of the educational
institution where hewasteaching], and stayed on, delighted, enthralled and
pacified. That stillness of eterna depths had somehow seeped itsalf into
my heart. | had met a Master who could quell the waves with a silent
word, ‘ Peace, bedtill!” | knew mysdlf to beabsolutely onewith that incarnate
Peace on the sofa, and therefore to be one equally with the Unmanifest in
whose stillness he was so obvioudly poised.

God'sgraceissuch that He givesat Hiswill what Helikesto give
to any soul. We cannot earn His grace, even by crores of years of effort.
One can never beworthy of His blessings, but receivesit purely out of His
mercy. His darshan can never be the fruit of sakama tapasya, whatever
certain books may say. It is only the overflowing love of the Lord that
bringsHim to us.

The peace that Bhagavan had put upon me remained in my heart,
likeashining cloud of transparency throughwhich dl things passed dreamlike
for about three weeks. The mind was caught and held in that peacein
a blissfulness it had never known before. It is a pity | cannot bring
about thismood at my own will: it can come only from the touch of
the real Teacher of souls, as | have found.
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One day in the Hall | was browsing a notebook of extracts on
yoga. Bhagavan hardly ever spoke to mefirst (indeed there was very little
actual talking between us during the years; it did not seem necessary,
somehow), but that day he spoke to me in English: “What is that book?” |
answered him. Hesaid quietly, “ Read Milarepa’ .1 | read the book; it thrilled
and stirred deep places in my heart. Somehow, | feel Bhagavan had seen
that it would be so and therefore gave me the only order of the sort he had
ever given me.

| havetaken dl the descriptions of the jivanmukta | could find in any
scripture — Hindu, Buddhist, Confucian, Chrigtian, Mudim, Jain etc. | have
watched Bhagavan under al kinds of circumstances, and checked up whét |
have seen with those descriptions. | have not the smalest doubt that he aone,
of themen | have seen, dwellsawaysin sahaja samadhi. Of course, | am not
quaified to judge, for none but the saint can know the saint.

| have seen him in a humorous mood. | have seen him play the
host with delicate grace that seemed almost awkward at times. | have
seen him quickly, motionlessly, challenging and defeating injustice or
unkindness. | have seen him cutting vegetables for the Ashramites long
before the dawn. | have seen again and again how he solved the doubts,
the agonies, theloss of faith of people of many types — often with aword,
often with his healing silence and a soft distance in his unmoving gaze. |
havelooked at hisperfect handwriting in many scripts, all amodel of beauty
and care. | have heard him correcting the singers of hymns in his own
glory, with an absolute impersonality that was obvious.

I havewatched hisreactionsto the noisy devotee, thelazy worker,
the mischievous monkey, the crazed adorer, the over-bold flatterer, the one
who would exploit hisname. | have seen how totally impervioushewasto
al consderationsof power, place, prestige, and how hisgrace shined equaly
on prince and peasant. Then, can | doubt that here indeed we have, if
not God Himself — for He is omnipresent — at least Greatness
incarnate, the majesty of the ancient hills blending with the
sweetness of the evening star?

Sit before him, as we used to sit those summer evenings, and we
knew that we were not that foolish excited little person sitting there, but the
eternal Self out of whom this world has spun its cobweb yarn of forms.

I know no other man whose mere presence has thus enabled
me to make the personality drop down in the abyss of nothingness,
whereit belongs. | have found no other human being who so emanates
his grace that it can catch away the ordinary man from his sillness
and plunge him deep in the ecstasy of timeless omnipresent being.
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His grace, which of course is the grace of God whose
representative and messenger heis, has been enoughto give brief glimpses
even to me of that infinity, wherein he always seemed to live.

Hewill brush away all this nonsense of my talk with awave of
hand and asmile, while saying asheoncedid, It isthe samein thisand
in another place. That blissyou feel isin the Self, and you superimpose
it upon the place or environment in which you are bodily set.” But,
Bhagavan, we say what we like about you and the blessings we have
received fromyou; we shall not let you interrupt our foolish words. It is
our chance to publicly proclaim our debt to the silent Teacher of
Tiruvannamalai.

Those who are in the Ashram are very gentle, considerate and
kindly. The generous services were given by a friend who used to
trandate for me the Tamil answers to my English questions and got
tranglations approved by Bhagavan himself before giving them to me.
Even the human hospitality of Bhagavan himself, though sometimes a
little embarrassing to my innate shyness perhaps, was aways adelightful
thing.

His very presence among us is a benediction. His attaining
aclear and unflickering vision of the Self has raised the whole world
a little nearer to the Truth. His words have been an unfathomed ocean
of comfort and inspiration to thousands. His s lent peacefulnesshasrevea ed
the Eternal in human form, as mountains, seas and skies above can usually
reved It.

The following was written after the Maharshi’s mahanirvana:

Can we say heis dead? Bhagavan dead? The word could have
no meaning. How can he who lives in the entire universe ever taste of
death? “You think | am going away? But where am | to go? | shall
remain here with you.” That was his promise while he was preparing
us for separation. And those of us who lived in Tiruvannamalai hold
firmly to the faith, which we feel confirmed by continual experience,
that he has kept that promise and is still to be contacted here in the
Ashram as of old.

Like Surdas? darkening the physical sight so that he might see
clearly the light within, he has dimmed our outer sight so that the inner
vision might befilled with hiseternal light. Hehasveiled the outer formwe
loved sowell, that its beauty might no longer draw our gaze away from the
everlasting presence enthroned in our inmost Heart. His Light shines, with
the everlasting clarity of God's own Light.
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Extracts from his poem:

Sri Arunachala Ramana

Crowds gather aways at His flower-feet,
The fragrant blossom does not seek the bee,
Its essence floats upon the waiting air,
And fainting crestures hasten to the Source,
To lose themselves within the sweetness hid
Deep in its resting Heart, and there to swoon
Away in al-transcending endless bliss.

L

O Siva-Yogi, Mighty God, to Thee,
Incarnate in this Silent One, whose gaze
Can shrivel at a glance dark Passion, and
The clouds of ignorance that swirl around.
The ever-blissful and all-seeing Self,
To Thee we offer flowers of our desire.
Inspire within our hearts the soaring Flame
That burns each Kartik on this Glory-hill.

* ok ¥

Oh Arunachala, Revedl the one
The only Being Immanent, the Self
Within the dreaming self. Strike down our fears,
And in our eager soulsdrop quietly
The fragrant dews of the One Guru's grace,
Till a their magic touch al bonds decay, —
Sivatma reigning, Sea of motionless Peace,
Still asthe rocks of Arunagiri.

L

Stayed in Heart of Arunachaa
IsLord of Silence and Self of all.

* ok ¥

1. Dr. Evans-Wentz’'s book Tibet’s Great Yogi Milarepa.
2. Famous Hindi poet who is reputed to have made himself blind.
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When | first had the good fortune of being introduced to the Great
Sage of Arunachala, my imagination was struck by the austerity and
simplicity of hissublime countenance. Thisausterity isindelibly marked on
his face and cannot escape the attention of even a casua observer. One
great outcome of this austere simplicity is humbleness of the mind.

We are enjoined by the Maharshi to forsake, once and forever,
our petty selves and to approach our divine self. The noblest pursuit,
according to the Maharshi, is the pursuit of our Overself. The joys are
perennial and the pursuit eternal.

Sri Bhagavan is not a mere mystic. He does not ook into some
future world, but gazesintently on what isreal and eternal in him. Heaven
to himisnot afar-off place: herein your heart and nowhere, the soul of all
things is to be found. Only those who have put away al selfish longings
may see clearly the radiance of happiness. Something of this happinessthe
worst sinners among us will fed in the presence of this exalted and self-
illumined Sage of Arunachala.

Many devotees go to Sri Bhagavan for a miraculous cure of their
physical ailments or for a wondrous change in their worldly destiny. Sri
Bhagavan rightly warns us against the allurements of miracles or
clairvoyance or prophetic powers. But if anyoneinvokes Himin aspirit of
absolute trust, his prayers will be answered.

In al humility | confess that | am the least competent to write
about Sri Bhagavan. Thefinite can never know thelnfiniteandthelllimitable.
A dlent look or an encouraging word from Him will do much more
good than all the sermonic literature of the world.
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Sri Bhagavan's existence and operations being mysteries, their
explanationscan have nofindity. Inexplaining one mystery we straightaway
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land ourselves in others equaly, if not more perplexing. It is easy to
remember but impossible to know Sri Bhagavan.

Every man judges Sri Bhagavan by the measure of his own saif.
But no judgement of him can be right unless the judge transcends himself.
Sri Bhagavan is the Immutable Law. His greatness is in preserving the
Law and not in playing juggler’stricks of turning cocksinto bullsand vice
versa. Every adjective we employ in describing Him does more
justice to our own sentiments with regard to Him than His with
regard to Himsdf. He is not the duality we are. But this is certain:
whether indifferent or sympathetic, in either case the world gains
by Him as it does from skies whether they are sulky or sunny.

Mysteriousare Hiswayswith men. Though nothing unusua happens
at the time of darshan to a curious pilgrim, a mild surprise overtakes him
later when he begins to note subtle proclivities in his mode of living and
thinking — nay, perhaps in externa affairs too. Sins of whole lives are
forgiven by one act of His Grace. Faith and hope are the only price
the sinner pays for His forgiveness.

Sri Bhagavan's lifeis a demonstration of the great potentials that
lie hidden in the most ordinary and unpromising souls. We learn from Him
what self-deceived shadowswe are al, entombed in toiling body-minds—
mere fantasies of anarrow dream called life. Thewary of uswill question
themsalves, ‘ Isthislifeatoilsome deluson? Who isto blame? Should we
not rather blame oursel veswho take the delusion seriously, when our better
judgement asks us to wake up?

‘Know thyself’ is the burden of Sri Bhagavan's teaching asit is
the breath of His being. As a process it is the persistent inquiry into the
uninquiring self. Thequestion‘Who Am " isarazor’sedge and cutsthrough
all other questions that earthly imagination may conceive. All questions
resolve themselves into it. Who Am 17 is the question of questions and
goes directly to the root of every problem and sums up the entire spirit of
quest.

The mind seems to conspire against itself. The limpid stream of
pureconsciousnesscalled ‘I’ iscontaminated by throwing intoit therubbish
of not-'I’ We are a stranger to ourself by claiming everything ours except
ourself.

We surrender our judgement to Sri Bhagavan whose life has been
to us a reassurance againgt gloom and despair. May His pleasure be our
am in what we think and talk, and His remembrance in what we do. He
knowsall our errors and sins. We err even to ask for deliverance. May His
Grace be everywhere!
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One word more. Whatever may be written about Sri
Bhagavan, thereis no such thing as knowing Him. Remembrance
isall. May He be in the remembrance of all who seek the Truth about
themsleves!

An extract from his poem:

The Leonine Power

Ohflaming Lion, Stern, Majestic, Holy,
Who can approach, yet who escape Thy Paws?
Oh Sovereign Lord, to be Thy sportisjolly,
For after Sport | dine in Nectarine Jaws!
Yet spare me not my Lord, destroy meal,
Lest dipping Thee | suffer shameful fall!
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When | read A Search in Secret India by Brunton [No. 1], a
passion grew in me to see the Maharshi. On reaching Tiruvannamalai,
when led to the presence of the Sage, | was surprised not to find at first
sight anything particularly remarkable about him.

Before visiting the Ashram, | had carefully formulated many
guestions to be put to the Sage. However, when | listened to what the
Maharshi said in reply to questions put to him by others, | could not help
fedling that all my questions ceased to have any particular significance. |
found out later that many a visitor had similar experience.There must be
something in the personality of the Sageto explain al this. But | was till
very skeptical. | even abstained from prostrating at his feet.

Asl hadtoleave Tiruvannamalai thesameday, | thought of visiting
the great Siva Temple,! and asked the Maharshi’s permission to go there.
My guide took meto theinterior of the temple, which was rather dark. As
he shouted “Arunachala’ al my attention was directed to the lingam in
the sanctum sanctorum.
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But, strange to say, instead of the lingam | saw the image of the
Maharshi, his smiling countenance, his brilliant eyes looking at me. And
what is more strange, it is not one Maharshi that | see, nor two, nor three
—in hundreds | see the same smiling countenance, those lustrous eyes, |
see them wherever | may look in the sanctum sanctorum. My eyes did not
catch the full figure of the Maharshi, but only the smiling face above the
chin. I amin raptures, and beside mysalf with inexpressiblejoy. That bliss
and calmness of mind | then felt, how could words describe? Tears of joy
flowed down my cheeks. | would never forget the deep i ntimate experience
| had in the ancient temple.

| hurried back to the Ashram. A swami presented me to the
Sage and told him in Tamil that | wasto leaveto bein time at the station.
The Maharshi looked at me and smiled. | felt as if he was enquiring
whether | felt satisfied with what | saw in the temple. Satisfied! Sri
Bhagavan’'s Grace has captivated my heart. My gratitude to him knew
no bounds. | lovingly cherish the sublime experience | had.

People may call thevision | had in the temple, ahallucination, but
that bliss, that peace, that depth of feeling which melted my very being and
made it over to the care of the Lord, the joy and deep sense of gratitude |
now feel whilel recollect the past —these certainly are no optical illusions.
The Lord in my heart ismy eterna witness, | meekly put myself under his
careand | am hisforever. Thus ended my first visit to Sri Ramanasramam.

Based on his study of Sri Ramana literature and second visit to the
Ashram after sometime, he wrote:

We want to draw a circle without caring to decide or even to
consider in thefirst instance as to where the center should be. And having
drawn hardly afraction of the circumference, we go on shifting the center.
What wonder then that in the end we do not at all complete the figure of a
circle?To beableto achieve anything commensurate with man’sintellectual
capacity, he must seek in the first instance the center of his being and be
firmly established therein. To achieve this end atma-vichara is the means
par excellence.

Sri Ramana does not consider the question of reality or otherwise
of theworld as of firstimportance. According to him, it isboth undesirable
andfoolishto disputetheredlity or unreality of theworld, when onehas not
the right knowledge of oneself. Sri Ramana shifts the emphasis from the
“What isthe nature of theworld?’ to the much more vital question, “Who
am [?7’Thisin my view is the most substantial contribution the Maharshi
makes to the world thought.
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My earnest conviction is that both believers and skeptics will
benefit immensely by a little close association with the Sage. How
skeptics become believersin the light-radiating presence of the “Light of
Arunachal@’ — Bhagavan Sri Ramana Maharshi, is quite an ordinary
occurrence of Sri Ramanasramam. My own experience may be adduced
in proof of the point. To quote Grant Duff [No. 7]:*Should those who
have it in their power to visit the Ashram delay, they will have only
themselves to blame in future lives.”2

1 Refer annexure-l, p. 410.
2 Thequoteisfrom the preface of Sri Ramana Gita, Sri Ramanasramam. It
waswrittenin London in 1935.
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| had heard previously much about the spiritual pre-eminence of
Sri Maharshi; itisonly recently that | had the good fortune of cominginto
direct contact with him. One of the most remarkable features about Sri
Maharshi is that his teachings are mirrored to perfection in his life.
Abidance in the Self, declares the Sage, is the highest attainment, and it
isin this State Transcendent does one find him at all times. It is a still
more remarkabl e fact that this harmony we now find between the Sage's
precept and practice had commenced with his boyhood life at the Hill of
Arunachala.

Sri Maharshi does not preach a complicated code of sadhana.
The simplicity of his teaching may be explained by the fact that the
Sage himself had his realisation in its pristine purity and without the
prop of scholastic learning. Histeachings have astrong rational appeal,
evidently because his own realisation, being based entirely on his own
experience, is independent of all extraneous authority. It is due to this
rational appeal that we find today men of all castes and creeds, of all
races and religions and from distant parts of the globe paying their
homage to the venerable Sage.

Perhaps thereis no instance in history where a sage, who, during
hislifetime, had so influenced the thoughtful aspirantsin his own country
aswell asin foreign lands, while he himself did not stir for more than fifty
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years from the place he chose for his abode. What has appealed to me
mogt is the divinity and grace that radiates from the countenance of
the Sage, who has captivated the heart of the educated and illiterate, of
the young and old, the prince and pauper, men, women and children, nay,
even animals and birds.
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Chinta Dikshitulu, B.A., L.T., was a distinguished Telugu author.

When you, the unseen Bhagavan, appear beforeme, | get perplexed,
not knowing what | should do. | long to see you without awink of the eye. |
gaze a you with the deep desire to imprint Your image on my heart.

In ever so many ways and poses of beauty, in ever and ever so
many ways | see You bestowing Your grace on the devotees. But, why
isit, O Bhagavan that Y ou vanish from my heart after staying but for a
moment?

That beauty of Yoursin the mgjesty of being seated, that supreme
serenity and grace in Your charming gaze while You recline on the pillow,
that lordship of Maheswara that marks the beauty of Your form while You
are standing; that majesty, that self-awareness, that love and beauty that is
expressed by your slow gait; that lion-like majesty, that mercy and
condescension revealed in your glance bestowed on the devotees while
You turn back and look at them — why isit, O Bhagavan! That all these
charming views and Your Presence | took in through my eyes to retain
themwithin mysdlf, al these are dipping away, on my return home, why is
it so, Bhagavan?

Do You say that if my heart isto be Your abode, it should be made
fit for the purpose? Can | do it, O Bhagavan? Can’t You, O Bhagavan,
dispd those shades of darkness with the Light of Your Form? Won't You
wipe out the impurity through Your mercy, O Bhagavan?

I recallect the verses which devotees have composed on You. |
tally those descriptions with You, and with the aid of those expressions|
take hold of Your Form and try to establish You in my heart. But you
escape those expressions. What to do, O Bhagavan?

Live in my heart, O Bhagavan, that by itself will do for me, O
Bhagavan ! Won't You, O Bhagavan, won't You?
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Harindranath Chattopadhyaya, poet and artistewasyounger brother
of Sargjini Naidu, the Nightingale of India.

The entry in Devaraja Mudaliar’s Day by Day with
Bhagavan dated June 5, 1945 refers to a remark by Prof. Subba-
ramayya (no.41) in the hall that he came across a copy of Chatto-
padhyaya’s verses at Sri Aurobindo Ashram, with Sri Aurobindo’s
notes at the margin highly commending some verses. There upon,
Chattopadhyaya told Bhagavan that while at Sri Aurobindo Ashram
for two years he composed about 4,000 sonnets and a poem of 5,000
lines. He gave a recitation of two of his poems before Bhagavan
and acted a piece from his play in which a dock-labourer groaning
under his work bursts out into a complaint. These were greatly
appreciated.

Extracts from his poems:
The Thrice Marvellous Master — Sri Ramana

Eternity has worn a human face,
Contracted to alittle human span,
Lo, the Immortal has become a man,
A sdf-imprisoned thing in time and space.
*o% %
Upon a narrow couch you see him sit,
Vision of tenderness and grace and calm;

Upon the finite compass of His Pam
He holds the secrets of the Infinite.

L

Thrice marvellous pure Master on the height,
Towards whom we dumbly yearn, each one apart,
Striving to hold Thy imagein the heart,

O cleave our darkness with your searching light !

L
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A Lyric to Sri Ramana

You are the light that never pales,

The beacon-light that never fails,

Nor flickersin the ruddiest gales
Blowing across life's darkened dope.

L

You are the comfort which endures,
The congtant kindly touch that cures,
The voice that ever re-assures
The heart when it islosing hope.

* ok ¥

You are a huge horizon bent
Over aworld of discontent.
Even in storm you strike a note
Of safety while our floundering boat
Gives up all hope of reaching shore.

* ok ¥

O human body thrice divine!
How very silently you shine
Lamp-like upon the borderline
Of al our struggle, al our dtrife.

L

Giveusthehigh-illumined grace
To make the heart your dwelling place,
And may we evermore contain
Your presence in each passing pain.

L

Increase our silence and our power,
Be with us every fleeting hour.

L
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Dr. K. Subrahmanian (Dr.K.S.) (1928-98), the founder of Sri Ramana
Kendram, Hyderabad, was Professor of English at the Central
Institute of English and Foreign Languages, Hyderabad. The
following is extracted from what he wrote about himself in 1992,

My father who worked as a teacher in Municipa High Schooal,
Tiruvannamalai, met the Maharshi in 1927 and asked aquestion for which
he was very sorry in thelater years of hislife: “ There are so many sadhus
wandering around, how am | to know whoisagenuineone?’ The Maharshi
most gracioudly said, “He is a real sadhu in whose presence you get an
indescribable peace without making any effort.”

From 1928 to 1961 my father taught at a convent school in
Kodaikanal. During this period, for seven yearshewastutor to the princess
of Nabha (a princely state in the Punjab), whose Maharajawas brought to
Kodaikanal as a punishment by the British. The Maharaja and Maharani
were deeply impressed with the life and teachings of the Maharshi, about
whom my father talked to them.

In 1944, when the Mahargja was not too well, he asked my father
to go and seek the blessings of Bhagavan.When my father spoke to
Bhagavan about the Mahargja’s condition, he listened with great attention
but kept silent. The Ashram authorities gave prasad for the Maharagja.
After opening the cover containing the prasad, the Mahargja told my
father, “Krishnaswami, the Maharshi has intimated that | am not going to
live long. You see in this envelope there is no kumkum. There is only
vibhuti.” The Mahargja passed away four months later.

Hearing from my father and uncle that Bhagavan used to read
letterswritten to him by devotees, | used to write to him occasionally from
thehostel of the high school at Tirukattupally, wherel studied from 1941 to
1945. Once | went to Bhagavan with my uncle and was looking at him.
Bhagavan asked my uncle about me. On being told that | was his nephew,
he said, “So you are the person writing letters to me.” This gave me a
strange feding of awe, coupled with great joy, and | said in alow voice,
“Yes.” Bhagavan remarked, “ Does your father send money to you so that
you can write these letters?’ and laughed. | wasn't quite sure whether
Bhagavan was being sarcastic or madetheremark inalight vein. | sweated
for awhile, continuing to look at Bhagavan.
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After completing my SSLCin 1945, | appplied for admission to
American College, Madurai. On the day | was to leave for Madurai, |
went to Bhagavan, prostrated to him and took |eave of him. On enquiry,
| told him that | was going to Madurai for admission to college.
Bhagavan asked, “Which College?’ | wanted to say American College
but instead said Madura College. Bhagavan smiled and said, sari [All
right]. | could not get admission to American College, but got admission
in Madura College, Madurai.

In 1949, | attended the kumbhabhishekam of Mathrubhuteswara
temple, which was an elaborate solemn affair. In the evening, after arati
was offered to the deity in the temple, it was brought to Bhagavan. | was
sitting very close to him in the hall attached to the temple. It was a
moving sight when Bhagavan extended his hands and touched the arati
with great reverence, closing his eyes.

Soon after every operation was performed on Bhagavan's arm,
| used tovisit him. Sometimes| cried uncontrollably looking at Bhagavan
from a distance. As far as Bhagavan was concerned, he was ever the
same serene, blissful self. He behaved as if the disease belonged to
somebody else.

Oncein 1946, when | was an 18-year old student, | was walking
towardsthe old meditation hall with my head down, thinking of something.
When | looked up, | saw Bhagavan talking to a devotee near the well,
adjacent to the hall. | did not expect Bhagavan to be there. When he
looked at me sideways | stood still, as| did not want to disturb him. | felt a
powerful light penetrate and engulf me. The bliss that | experienced was
unique. | wasin that state for about 20 days.

Sometime in 1949, | sat at the entrance of the new hall, outside
the Mother’s temple, looking at Bhagavan. Then | thought to myself, “I
have been coming to the Ashram so often, but have had no experience of
real meditation. Bhagavan has not granted methisexperience.” Thinking
along theselines, | kept looking at Bhagavan for aconsiderable time and
then closed my eyes. | do not know how long | wasin that state.When |
opened my eyes | found the meditation hall empty. Bhagavan and the
devotees must have gone past me as | was sitting at the entrance. When
| realised that | had been sitting when Bhagavan went past me, | was
horrified. But suddenly | realized that Bhagavan, out of his unbounded
grace had granted me an experience whereby | was completely oblivious
of my surroundings.

In August 1949, | visited the Ashram from Madras, where | was
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studying. After his second operation, Bhagavan was sitting in the new
hall. People were not allowed to sit inside the hall. They could enter,
prostrate and leave the hal. On August 16, | planned to leave for Madras. |
went tothehal, prostrated, and went closeto Bhagavantosay, ‘| amleaving'.
Normally he would say ‘sari,’ but that day he turned his face to the other
sde. | cameout, sat outside for sometime and went in again. | prostrated and
said that | was leaving. Again he turned his face to the other sde. Once
again | cameout and sat for sometime. For thethird time | entered, prostrated
and said ‘1 wasleaving', yet, again he turned hisface. | was puzzled.

As| wasgetting latefor thetrain, | decided to leavefor the station.
Hardly had | gone some distance, | felt it difficult to proceed. | came back
and decided to leave only after Bhagavan's consent. When the next day |
went to the hall, prostrated and said that | was leaving, to my joy and
surprise, Bhagavan said, ‘sari’. Till today | do not know why Bhagavan
did not give me permission to leave the previous day.

My final year examinations for B.A.(Hons.) were in March
1950. In February, T.V. Krishnaswami lyer, my sister’s father-in-
law, a great devotee of Bhagavan, gave me a copy of Muruganar’s
commentary on Aksharamanamalai, which ran over one hundred
pages. Deeply impressed with the manuscript, | copieditinitsentirety
in afew days, without worrying for the examination. | felt this was
more important than the examination. The first paper, Old English,
contained passages for transl ation from old English to modern English.
I had not prepared well. The day before the examination | opened the
book at random and translated the passage that | found on that page
and went to sleep. In the examination hall, | was astonished to find
the same passage which | had translated the previous night.

Bhagavan treated animals and birds with great affection and
concern. Sometimes acouple of monkeyswould walk into the meditation
hall. Some devotees used to get agitated. Bhagavan would gently call the
monkeys and give them cashewnuts or groundnuts. They would go away
screeching with delight. Sometimes a squirrel would scramble up the
couch. Bhagavan would fondleit and give it whatever was available and
it would leave without disturbing anybody. Similarly, a peacock would
come and get some puffed rice from his hand.

Once an Ashram deer was attacked by some animals and the
wounds turned from bad to worse. Bhagavan sat near the deer, held its
facein hishand, looking at itstearful eyes. The sarvadhikari of theAshram
asked my uncle who was standing close, to ook after the deer and relieve
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Bhagavan. Bhagavan heard this but did not make any response, and sat
there till the deer bresthed its last. There is a samadhi for the deer near
that of the cow Lakshmi.l

My uncle, when young, asked Bhagavan, “Is it true that Ravana
had ten heads?’ Bhagavan replied, “ How doesit help you to know whether
he had ten heads or not?’

When the Mathrubhuteswara Temple was being constructed,
Bhagavan used to lift the bricks and offer them to the mason. He told my
uncle, “1 am helping construction work.”

On one occasion a large number of people came to the Ashram
unexpectedly and they had to be provided lunch. One of the cooks went to
Bhagavan and said, “We are worried because there isn't enough food.”
Bhagavan said, “ Don't worry. Therewill beenough.” My unclewas present
inthedining hall along with others. Bhagavan looked at almost every one
before he started eating. My uncle said that even before eating most of the
people felt full. So each one ate very little and what had been prepared
was more than enough.

Viswanatha Swami (no. 57), a scholar and author of the famous
Ramana Ashtothra, told the following to Dr. K.S.:

Once someone enquired of Bhagavan asto what hewould request
if Lord Siva appeared before him on His bull prompting him to ask for a
boon. Bhagavan is reported to have said, “Do not try to deceive me. He
hasno form. | don’t want to betempted by your question. Heistheformless
Sdfinal.”

When Bhagavan had blisters on his hands due to grinding chutney
everyday and did not heed to the request of Viswanatha Swami not to
undertake the job, Swami went to the kitchen early and did al the work
Bhagavan used to do. Bhagavan asked him why he had done hiswork in
the morning. When Swami said that he could not bear to see Bhagavan
grinding chutney with blisters on his hands, Bhagavan said, “In the early
days | used to go for bhiksha. Now | am getting free food in the Ashram.
That iswhy | do some work or the other in the kitchen. Today you have
done my work. Please give me your dhoti. | will wash it for you.” When
Swami heard this he was moved to tears.

1. Refer annexure-1V, p. 414.
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N. Balarama Reddy, M.A. (1908-95), was brought up in spiritually-
oriented surroundings in a village in Andhra Pradesh. He switched
over to Sri Ramana in 1937 from Sri Aurobindo ashram, where he
had gonein 1931. My Reminiscences details hislong year s of spiritual
life and sadhana at Sri Ramanasramam.

Sri Bhagavan was a being whose advent into this world would
bless the earth goddess. There is a line in the Bhagvatam which says:
“They put their feet on the earth and the earth feels blessed.” To my mind,
Bhagavan was one of the most glorious beings that have ever visited this
earth. The more you live with him, the more you fed that you had
done something in the past, something great which entitled you to
deserve association with Bhagavan. Being with him is being
elevated. You need not talk with him; you need not try to learn from him
through speech. He was pouring out his grace like the rays of the sun—no
stopping ever. Even now hewill answer your call provided you are sincere
— utterly sincere.

It is hard to describe and a wonder to see how Bhagavan bound
all with hislove. Wordswould never pass between Bhagavan and hislong-
standing devotees. Nevertheless, these devotees — whether men, women
or children — knew that Bhagavan's love and grace were being showered
on them. By a single glance, a nod of the head, or perhaps by a smple
enquiry from Bhagavan, sometimes not even directly but through asecond
person — the devotee knew that he was Bhagavan's very own and that he
caredfor him. Inhispresenceal digtinctionsand differenceswere resolved.

Bhagavan was the most considerate and kind-hearted. Even if he
appeared indifferent to onlookers, hestill took akeeninterestinthe progress
of the seekers. | was helped many times by Bhagavan. For instance, due
to acrisgsin my family, | wasinformed that my continuous presencein the
village was required. It meant | would have to leave Bhagavan for good.

When | received the news | went and explained it to Bhagavan
who listened and then simply nodded hishead. | understood the meaning of
this nod only upon receiving a letter from my mother, who wrote that |
need not leave the presence of Bhagavan and that she would attend to all
the affairsin the village. Thiswasaturning point in my worldly lifeand it
was due, no doubt, to the direct intervention of Bhagavan's grace.
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Inthefirst year of my settling down in Tiruvannamalai [where he
had shifted for good in 1937], | was sitting in the hall and Bhagavan was
explaining aparticular spiritual point to me. During thediscussions he asked
me to bring a book from the amirah in the hall. Not finding the book, |
returned to Bhagavan and sat down again facing him. Then Bhagavan
dowly and mgjestically walked over to the dmirah and immediately pulled
out the book he had asked me to find. He closed the amirah and, to my
surprise, instead of walking back to the couch, came and sat on the floor
right next to me.

He opened the book and holding it before my face, asked me to
read the particular passage. Bhagavan's attendants used to tell me that his
body was like a furnace. Only then, when he sat so close to me, did |
understand what they meant. | felt spiritual power emanating from his
body like an electric dynamo. | wasthrilled to the core of my being.

In Bhagavan we found a being that was so surcharged with
Reality that coming into his presence would effect a dynamic change
in us. The Divine Power of his presence was something remarkable,
entirely outstanding.

| alwaysfelt there was something tangibly distinct in Bhagavan's
hall. When we walked into the hall and sat down, we immediately
felt that we had entered a different plane of existence. It was as if
the world we knew did not exist — Bhagavan’s presence, his other-
wor ldliness, would envelop the atmosphere. When we walked out
of the hall we were again confronted with the old world we knew all
too well.

Usually, we could not tell if Bhagavan was ad eep or awake, though
in reglity he was aways awake — awake to the Self. How he managed to
remain in that unbroken state of universal awarenessand still functioned in
a limited, physical form remains a mystery. We cannot understand that
state. In spite of his exalted dtate, he interacted with us at our level. He
took considerable interest in the functioning of the Ashram and the
accommodation of visitors.

His actions were spontaneous and natural, and by watching him
we learnt how to livein theworld. His example was the greatest teaching,
and his divine presence far outweighted a lifetime of strenuous sadhana.
Just to think of him or sit in his presence used to raise us to higher
levels of blessedness.

He understood human frailty and was determined to teach us how
to transcend it, not dwell upon it.
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Bhagavan's whole life was simply an offering to the world.
Everything he did was for others only. He wanted to liberate us from the
mistaken belief that we are this body, mind and ego. For this he gave the
method of Self-enquiry and showed us how to practise it. He effectively
aided seekers by his powerful presence and grace.

Oneday, when hewasstill convalescing in the Ashram dispensary,
| stood at his bedside and ssmply rested my eyes on him. No words passed
between us, but | can never forget those cool, compassionate eyes that
opened and bathed me in peace and love. This small event may seem
insgnificant to theonlooker. Yet, by that onelook, soaked withimmessurable
peace and grace, | felt complete security and confidence that his blessings
would aways be with me. Even now, more than forty years after he left
hisbody, | feel that the same graceisflowing, enveloping and guiding me.
How can it be described in words?

Once the private secretary to the Governor of Pondicherry came
totheAshramwith along list of questionswritten in an elaborate, complex
styleof French. Handing over the paper to Bhagavan, he sat on the window
sl opposite the couch. Finding the questions in French, Bhagavan asked
me to trandate them.!

Asl wasstruggling with word-by-word trand ation and wasfinding
the French difficult to trandate, Bhagavan said, “ That's not necessary, just
tell methegist.” | scanned the questions and told Bhagavan that he redlly
didn’t want ora answers but rather in the form of an experience.

Bhagavan paused for a moment, and then slowly turned his face
in the direction of the questioner and rested eyes on him. After about 30
seconds, | noticed the man’s body trembling and shaking all over. Then he
blurted out, “Oh no, Bhagavan, not now! Please, Bhagavan, not now!” |
was standing at the side of Bhagavan, watching this extraordinary scene
and wondering what a being this Bhagavan was. He was a storehouse of
power, yet so kind, gentle and compassionate.

In early 1950, Sitarama Reddy, aminister in Madras government
arrived at the Ashram. | was asked by the management to take him to
Bhagavan in the Nirvana Room. When we walked into Bhagavan's
presence | noticed a peculiar radiance or a strange kind of soft splendour,
pervading the room. | thought | was seeing this because of my devotion to
Bhagavan. As soon as we came out of the room the minister turned to me
and asked, “What was that radiance, pervading the Maharshi’s room?”’
When he said this without any probing from me, | remembered Ganapati
Muni’s [no.91] second verse from Chatvarimsat —“Who is the repository
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of al the highest virtues, whose bestific effulgence is hidden by the sheath
of the gross body, like the blazing sun hidden behind the clouds.”

Many incidentsinmy lifehaveingtilled faithintheguiding presence
of the Maharshi. | also felt assured that surrendering to him as my Guru
was the best decision | had ever made.

1 Before coming to stay at Sri Ramanasramam, Balarama Reddy was for many
yearsat Sri Aurobindo’sashramin the French territory of Pondicherry, and had
acquired aworking knowledge of French.
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A. Devaraja Mudaliar, a lawyer, used to address Sri Ramana as
‘my father and mother’ and sign as Ramana’s child — Ramana
Sei. He authored the famous Day by Day with Bhagavan and
My Recollections of Bhagavan Sri Ramana.

From about 1936, | used to go to Bhagavan regularly, once almost
every month, and stay at the Ashram for three to five days each time. In
1937, | had aremarkable proof of Bhagavan's grace —my office (i.e, the
Official Receiver’s Office, Chittoor) was audited, and as a result of a
stupid mistake of my clerk therewas adeficit of Rs.70 in the cash balance.
| paid the amount as soon as | was told it was missing. If the authorities
had taken a strict legal view they could have called the mistake temporary
misappropriation. | was terribly upset because | aways had a great name
for integrity and was afraid it would be damaged. That night Bhagavan
appeared in my dream as ayoung Brahmin, very handsome and vaiant in
appearance, and easily, without any effort, picked up abig snake that was
approaching me and put it aside. The audit report did not cause me any
harm and my explanation of its being the clerk’s mistake was accepted
without any further remark.

| gave up my legal practice in 1939 and decided to live in the
Ashram, where| wasallowed to build aone-room cottage. Such permission
wasrarely given, and had been given only to Major Chadwick [No.42] and
Yogi Ramaiah.

One day, a piece of grit got into my eye. Dr. G S. Melkote, a
devotee from Hyderabad, examined the eye and said that the grit had got
fixed and he would have to take me to the hospital at Tiruvannamalai, and
if that failed, to Madras, or the eye would be permanently damaged.
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| wasthoroughly upset and wastelling Bhagavan mentaly, “1 came
here to have a quiet time and enjoy the peace and happiness of your
company. Isit your will that al thisshould happen?’ Then| told Dr. Melkote,
“Let meput adrop of castor oil and seeif thelubrication will dischargethe
grit.” He agreed. We went to Bhagavan's hall. | prostrated before him,
without telling himanything. Then | took alittle castor oil from Bhagavan's
attendant and left for my room along with the doctor. By the time we
reached the corner, | felt a distinct relief. When we got to the room he
examined the eye and found nothing there. Hethen said, “1 cannot explain
how the grit disappeared. It is clearly the work of your Bhagavan.”

After a stay of one or two days at the Ashram | found that the
food theredid not suit me. Thisapart, | generally took avery small quantity
of rice. Once Bhagavan observing my leaf-plate, asked, “How do you
manage with so little food?’ | replied, “Even when | take so little my
stomach givestroubl e after one or two days. | cannot properly digest even
this quantity.” Bhagavan kept quiet, but thereafter | had no more trouble
with my stomach even when | stayed continuously in the Ashram and took
al the mesls.

Because of the poor health of my daughter and of the interval of
about ten years since her previous confinement, | was extremely anxious
about her delivery. Themedical assistance available at her husband's place
wasminimal. | communicated al thisanxiety to Bhagavan through aletter.
| got areply from the Ashram that | need not be anxious and that my
daughter would have a safe delivery.! This was not the sort of reply that
was usually sent from the Ashram. What was usua was something like
thefollowing: * We hopethat by Bhagavan's Grace the confinement will be
safe’ | came back to the Ashram telling my son-in-law that | would be of
no particular use there and to wire me if there was need. After | had been
with Bhagavan for two or three days, | got a letter from my son-in-law
stating that my daughter’s delivery was safe and smooth.

About the end of 1946, | got acall from my brother to help himin
acertain case between him and another close relation of oursin acourt at
Madras. | earnestly prayed to Bhagavan that the case should end without
any trid. | wrote to Bhagavan that it was humiliating for me when close
relations have proceedings in the court and our domestic concerns get
exposed. | was mentally very anxious that the case should not come up for
trial. But both parties were stubborn and cantankerous and a compromise
was very improbable. Still Bhagavan's grace did not fail; the case ended
without any trial, but on account of a circumstance which | could never
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have dreamt of : the party who had complained against my brother and his
advocate were both absent when the case was called, and so the complaint
was dismissed.

A whole volume could be written describing how Bhagavan
practised samatva (equality) and taught us constantly by his example. In
his presence al were alike, high or low, rich or poor, man or woman, child
or adult, human or animal. Just as he himsalf treated dl aike, he would
never tolerate any special consideration or attention being shown to him
more than to any other in the Ashram.

Many atimeit happened that if he observed even alittle excessin
what was served to him of any dish or any delicacy above the quantity
served to others, he would flare up with indignation and rebuke whoever
wasresponsible. He used to say, “ By doing such athing you are disgracing
me. There cannot be a greater disgrace than this.”2

Once avisiting European lady was sitting opposite to Bhagavan
inthehall. Being unaccustomed to squatting on thefloor with legs crossed,
she stretched out her legs in front. One of the attendants considered this
disrespectful to Bhagavan and asked her to fold her legs. The poor lady
felt that whereas she came to show respect she had done something
disrespectful, and | had the impression that she almost wept with chagrin.
Bhagavan who reads the hearts and not acts, felt unhappy for the distress
caused to the lady. He told her there was no harm in sitting as was most
comfortable to her, however she could not be persuaded again to do so.

Bhagavan himself was stretching out his legs on the couch, since
the rheumatism in his knees had made it painful to sit cross-legged for
more than a short time. However, he now sat up cross-legged and could
not be persuaded to relax again the whole day. He said, “If it isarule for
her, itisarulefor dl. | too should not stretch out my legs.” However much
we begged Bhagavan not to take notice of afoolish act on the part of an
attendant, he could not be dissuaded at all. It was only the next day that we
succeeded in getting him to stretch out his legs as usua whenever he felt
likeit.

1 Sri Ramananever wrote any letter or signed any paper. Theletters addressed to
him were read out to him and the replies were sent by the Ashram office as
desired by him.

2 Refer reminiscences of the cooks at the Ashram at p.190, last para; and
p.195, paras 1-3.
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Maurice Frydman (1900-76), a Polish Jew, was working as a
resear ch engineer in France when the then Diwan of Mysore, struck
by his originality and drive, brought him to Mysore. He effected
improvementsin the charkhal and earned the name ‘Bhar atananda’
from Mahatma Gandhi in recognition of his intense love for India.
He first met Sri Ramana around 1935.

Just six months after | came to India, | was left alone and had no
friends. The person whom | loved died and | had nothing to attract mein
life. Quite accidentally, just for fun, | dropped in at Tiruvannamalai. | went
direct to the Swami and remained there for two hours. Then | understood
that | had met someone, the like of whom | had never met before. | did not
then know what was meant by words like the Maharshi and Bhagavan. |
had no preconceived ideas and yet | felt that there was something
extraordinary in that man. | wastold about histeachings but they were far
too high for me. | did not understand what they meant but | felt a strong
affection for him, just as a dog would have towards his master.

Afterwards, whenever | felt worried, | used to go to the Ashram,
and sit in his presence. In the early days | would be asking questions, but
later when | began to visit him more and more, discussionswith him grew
less and less. Then | began to visit him amost every month. | knew no
sadhana or dhyana. | would simply sit in his presence. To my questions,
the Maharshi would say, “Find out who you are.” | could not make out
anything, but all the same | felt happy. Slowly, some change camein me.

Just as the egg grows and hatches only with the aid of the
warmth of the mother, | was getting into shape sowly and steadily
in his presence. My mind became quieter than before. Previoudly it was
unhappy and dissatisfied, now akind of security and peace began to befelt
spontaneoudly. | felt that the Maharshi was coming nearer and nearer as
time passed. Afterwards | used to think of him whenever | felt unhappy.
His affection was aways there and as fire meltsice so his affection made
my worriesmelt and my strugglefor lifegot transformed into ablissful life.

It was the immense privilege of the writer to meet a few
gigantic spiritual men, but nobody ever produced on him a deeper
impresson than Ramana Maharshi. In him the sublime majesty of
the divine life stood and moved in all smplicity. The ultimate had
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revealed itself as the immediate, and the undreamt had become
the actual.

The burning regret, which many probably share with me, is that
full advantage was not taken of those happy and precious days when he
waswith usphysically a so—eating, talking, laughing, welcoming al, open
to dl. The redlity was there — in abundance for taking, but we enclosed
oursalvesin timidity, in false humility, in self-deception and fal se excuses.
We took a cupful when the ocean was at our feet.

In one of his letters to Sri Ramanasramam Frydman wrote:

“The Maharshi is with me not only when | think of him but also
when | am not thinking of him. Otherwise, how do | live?’ 2

A.R. Natarajan records in his book Timelessin Time:

Frydmanwaschildlikein natureand would put frank questionswith
freedom. Once he asked with dramatic gestures, “Why should not the ego
be cut down with one stroke and destroyed so asto give supreme blissto the
devotees?’ Then Sri Ramana broke out into laughter and asked Frydman to
hold out hisego so that he could strikeit down. Everyoneincluding Frydman
joined in the laugher. “Yes, now | understand”, said Frydman.

S.Bhanu Sharma writes in Ramana Smrti:

In 1935, | happened to work in Bangal ore under a Polish engineer,
Maurice Frydman, who was afrequent visitor to the Ashram. In 1937, one
of his Dutch friends Dr.GH.Mees [No.2], a scholar, told him that he was
not ableto get clarification on certain points on Indian philosophy, despite
all efforts. Frydman suggested to him to go to Tiruvannamala and meet Sri
Bhagavan, and | was to accompany him in the mission. Dr.Mees noted
down all his questions. We arrived at about 8.30 am. and sat down in the
hall in front of Bhagavan. Severa devotees were putting questions and
Bhagavan was answering them. Dr.Mees kept silent. At 10.45 am. |
reminded him about his questions. He said that he no longer had any doubt
on any of hispoints.

G.V. Subbaramayya records in his book Sri Ramana Reminiscences:

Many Western visitors came for the jayanti celebrations of 1936.
One of them, Maurice Frydman, a Polish Jew of subtle intellect, plied
Bhagavan with ingenious pleas for practical guidance for self-realisation.
Bhagavan followed his arguments with keen interest but kept silent all the
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time. When pressed to say something, Bhagavan quoted from the Bible,
“Be still and know that | am God”, and added arider that the Lord said,
“‘know’ and not ‘think’ that | am God.”

Extracts from Frydman's poems:

| am at the end of the tether and can’t break the cord
All my going ahead is a deceitful dream,
All my thinking not true, al my feeling not pure,
All my doing not right, all my living not clear.
| am tied to myself by myself through myself,
The knot out of reach, | am in your hands.
Thereis aHeart and amind, and a body and soul
Waiting for you. You will come when you choose,
And whatever you like you are welcome to do.

Heavy with the mud of many lands | was flowing lazily,
Making obstacles of mysalf out of my unholy accumulations.
Suddenly | awakened to the freshness of endless beauty,

And felt the eternal environment of endless peace.

My beloved | have found you, and yet never were we separated,
Every drop of my being isyou and yoursis the force of my flow,
Never are we apart and yet | aways strive after you.
Theflow of creation will go on with me or without me,

Only do not make me forget that | am none and that you only exist and
create in ever-changing mobility.

1 Reference hereis to the spinning wheel used by Mahatma Gandhi, and at
his instance by millions of othersin Indiato counter the use of imported
cloth.

2 Entry no.74, Talkswith Sri Ramana Mahar shi, Sri Ramanasramam.
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37

S. (Suleman) S. (Samuel) Cohen, an Iraqi Jew, was a qualified
accountant. He came to India in 1927 in search of the key to the
mystery of life. He worked in Bombay for a few years before
joining the Theosophical Society at Madras, where he heard of
the Maharshi and read some of his books. This worked as magic
and he adopted Sri Ramanasramam as his home in 1936. He died
in 1980, and lies buried in the Ashram campus. He is the author
of Guru Ramana, Reflections on Talks with Sri Ramana Maharshi
and Residual Reminiscences of Ramana.

It was then the Ashram’s custom to honour the newcomer by
giving him his first meal in aline directly opposite the Maharshi’s seat.
After food, someone announced that the Maharshi was coming to the hall.
| rushed there. Behind me calmly walked in the tall, impressive figure of
the Maharshi with leisurely though firm steps. | was alone in the hall with
him. Joy and peace suffused my being, never before had | such a
delightful feeling of purity and well-being at the mere proximity of
aman. After awhile, | saw himlooking a me with large penetrating eyes,
rendered divinely soothing by their child-like innocence. | became
absorbed in the entrancing personality of this magnificent human
magnet — Sri Ramana Bhagavan. It is needlessto say that from that day
Sri Ramanasramam became my permanent home.

A few daysafter my arrival, | sat inthe hall amost alone after the
Maharshi’s return from breakfast. He saw a leather-bound book by my
sideand asked me, “What book isthat?’ takingit, | guessed, for ascriptural
manual. | answered that it was a notebook. He chuckled and said to the
interpreter: “Vellai karan (the white man) does not move about without a
notebook.” This opening encouraged me to broach the subject of sex. |
sad, “Last night Mr.Brunton and myself had a heated discussion on the
guestion of sex and marriage, especidly asit affectsthe spiritua life. What
does the Maharshi think about it?’ The Maharshi kept silent for amoment
and remarked, “As far as sadhana is concerned, brahmacharya means
dwelling in Brahman,” leaving meto takeit as| willed.

| congtructed a hut for my residence near the Ashram in March
1936. | hardly stayed init in the daytime: my mind waswholly fixed onthe
Master. So | spent my days and a part of my nights in the hal, where the
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Maharshi lived and dept. There | quietly sat and listened to the visitors
talks with him and to his answers, which were sometimes trandated into
English, particularly if the questioner was a foreigner or a North Indian.
His answers were fresh and sweet. His influence was dl-pervasive in his
silence not less than in his speech.

To the serious-minded, Bhagavan was a beacon light in an
otherwise impenetrable darkness, and a haven of peace.

Bhagavan wasthe most liberal of gurus. At notimedid he consider
the need to frame rules and regulations to control the lives of hisdisciples,
nor did he believe in a common, enforced discipline, for he himself had
attained the highest without them. He left his disciples completely free to
mould their livesas best asthey could. Thisphysical freedom considerably
helped me to tide over thefirst few difficult months of my new existence.

The years 1936-38 were very blissful indeed. We could gather
around Bhagavan’'s couch, speak to him intimately as to a beloved father,
tell him our troubleswithout let or hindrance. Bhagavan rel ated to us stories
yielding to transportation of emotions when he depicted a scene of great
bhakti, or great human tragedies to which he was sensitive to the extreme.
Then he shed tears, which he vainly attempted to concedl.

Some stories are memorable like that of Kabir! who had siddhis
yet he earned his livelihood by weaving, which was his profession. One
day, when Kabir was working on his loom, a disciple entered in great
excitement and said, “ Sir, there isajuggler outside who is attracting large
crowds by making hisstick standintheair.” Thereupon Kabir, who likedll
true saints, discouraged the display of jugglery, wanting to shame the man,
rushed out with abig ball of thread in his hand and threw it in the air. The
ball went up and up unwinding till the whole thread stood <tiff in mid air.
The people including the juggler were stunned in amazement, and
Bhagavan's eyes acted the amazement, while his hand stood high above
his head in the position that of Kabir when he threw up the ball.

On another occasion, Bhagavan recited from memory a poem of
aVaishnava saint, in which occurred the words ‘ Fold me in thy embrace,
O Lord', when the arms of Bhagavan joined in a circle round the vacant
air beforehim, hiseyes shonewith devotional ardour, while hisvoice shook
with stifled sobswhich did not escape our notice. It was fascinating to see
him acting the parts he related, and be in such exhilarated moods as these.

The naotion that the guru always watched his disciples continued
lurkinginmy mind. But as| discovered later, Bhagavan was doing nothing
of the kind. He was Supreme Detachment incarnate. The strict
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aloofness which appeared to me at first as sheer callousness on the part of
the Maharshi, turned out across the years to be more potent in its action to
purify, guide, reform and maturethedisciples consciousnessthantheguru’'s
consciousinterference. Without this detachment, the guru isbound to grow
partial and discriminative.

Renunciation and surrender is the cornerstone of sadhana,
and with the Mahar shi it was the ‘completest.” There were a number
of deluded deovtees who tried to ingratiate themselves with him, but
Bhagavan never deviated from the neutrality in hisspiritual attitudetowards
them. Answering spiritual questions he awaysdid, but he never attempted
conscioudy to give Self-redlisation to any in all the 14 years of my contact
with him, either by touch or mental projection or any other means.

Early mornings | went aone for Giri pradakshina — an eight-
mile trek around Arunachala hill, which took me almost three hours to
accomplish. Thishad itsown specia benefis. At that early hour | generally
wasin awalking meditation mood, particularly as| expresdy made ahabit
of it. Another factor to a successful pradakshina and, to me, the greatest,
was the determination at the very start not to retrospect — not to look back
upon the past — throughout the walk. | would never alow memory to ruin
my calmness. Each time | caught memory snesking in, | immediately
brought my attention to the rhythm of my footfallstill the mind regained its
restful state. The partial fatigue experienced inthelatter half of thejourney
automatically induced this mental rest without much effort.

Spesking of retrospection, sadhakas must be warned against the
tricks of memory. It cannot be too often recommended to them to forbear
looking into the past with its trials and errors, acts of omission and
commission, regrets, fears, passion, love and hatred, persona tragedies etc.
Everythingisdug, everything trangitory, including the seemingly indissoluble
human ties, more so wedlth and fame, are thus not worth a moment’s
regret. Nothing ischangeless and lasting but the natural state of Pure Being.

Three yearsrolled by. The Master used to pass by my hut amost
everyday. Often he took shelter from the midday sun on my verandah for
two or three minutes, during which | made myself scarce, in order not to
inconvenience him, till oneday | foolishly placed achair for hisuse on the
dy, which made him once and for all boycott the verandah. Despite hisfull
knowledge of our adoration for him, he was extremely sensitive to the
dightest trouble which might ensue from him to us, or, for that matter, to
any one: thusplacing achair for him, or expecting him everyday at afixed
hour, he interpreted as interfering with my rest, hence the boycott.?
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After threeyears stay at the Ashram, | got Bhagavan's permission
to go on ayatra to the South. He smiled approva and enquired about the
date and time of my starting, and whether | had made arrangements for
my stay in the various places of my visit. Extremely touched by his
solicitude, | answered that | was going as a sadhu, trusting to chance for
accommodation.

During my leisurely tour in south India, | visited templesand stayed
in holy places for long or short durations, as the spiritual mood took me.
Everywhere | was well received. Wherever | went Bhagavan's name
acted like acharm, particularly as | had adopted the Indian dress from the
beginning (1936), lived in Brahmin streets, and ate Brahmin food. | even
for the time discarded the wearing of footwear, bathed in Hindu bathing
tanks and attended evening temple worship with the smearings on my
arms and forehead.

During my yatra | used to plunge in reflections on Bhagavan's
blissful silence and calm repose. The stillness of his mind haunted me
wherever | went. | felt hisinfluence in the depth of my soul and | cried:
“ O Bhagavan, how mighty you are and how sublime and all-pervasiveis
the immaculate purity of your mind! With what tender emotions do we,
your disciples, think of your incomparable qualities, your gentleness; your
serene, adorable countenance; your cool, refreshing smiles; the sweetness
of the words that come out of your mouth; the radiance of your all
embracing love; your equal vision towards one and al, even towards
stray animals!”

The influence of the Maharshi on genuine seekers, who leave the
world behind and turn pilgrims on the path of the Absol ute, isindeed great;
for such aspirants touch a sympathetic chord in his soul, evoking spiritual
responses of great magnitude. A close friend of mine once related to me
his experiencewhen abrief talk with the Master made him stop hisfruitless
pursuit of the occult and take to the path of knowledge (jnana). In the
words of my friend:

“1 was convinced that the Maharshi spokefrom direct, valid expe-
rience and | made up my mind to speak alone with him, before the hall got
filled with devotees. It waseight in the morning. Bhagavan had just entered
and had hardly settled in his usual place, when | drew near his sofa and
sguatted on the bare floor. Nothing, | knew, gave greater pleasure to the
Maharshi thanto listen attentively to hisdevotees' spiritua difficultiesand
give his advice. This knowledge encouraged me to explain to him dowly
and briefly in clear, smple Englishtheagitationsof my mind. After | finished,
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he remained pensive for afew seconds and then, in the same language but
with considerable deliberation, said, ‘ Yes, you areright; al preconceptions
must go, practice aonewill show you wherethetruth lies.” Apart from the
wordswhich he uttered, | was suddenly gripped by an overwhelming urge
to surrender unreservedly to him to guide me in my spiritual hunger. My
fate and al that | was, passed from that moment into the sacred hands of
Bhagavan forever.”

The constant influx of visitorswas of somehelpinthat it afforded
themuch-needed rel axation to an otherwisetenselife. Secondly, the peculiar
problems which visitors brought with them were a useful study — study of
the human mind and the endlessillsto which it is subjected. The problems
of the mind and conditions which give rise to them are infinitely more
numerous than the variety which the physical universe presents to the
human sense. Moreover, watching the masterly way Bhagavan tackled
these problems was sadhana in itself. Rationality was the very essence of
his arguments whilst the ultimate answer to all the questions was always
the same, namely, ‘Find out who you are’. He first met every questioner
on his own ground, and then slowly steered him round to the source of &l
problems — the Self — the redlisation of which he held to be the universal
panacea.

Psychologistsdeal only with theworking of themind, but Bhagavan
goesto the source, the Self itself. It wasawonder that all visitorswere
agreeably impressed by him, sometimes even without comp-
rehending the drift of hisideas.

People take siddhis as the sure sign of Perfection, but few
understand the subtle influence of the truly Perfect person, who without
the deliberate use of miracles, works out the transformation of the people
who come into contact with him, more so the genuine disciples, whom he
actually turns into muktas, or well on the way of mukti, something which
externa siddhis are totally incapable of.

Many of those who have had the inestimable privilege of a
long stay with Bhagavan bear witness to the blessedness which his
mere presence conferred upon them.

The following brief extracts are from Cohen’s notes of Bhagavan's
replies to questions in the 1930s and 40s. He says: Bhagavan always
spoke in Tamil, except when the questions were put in Telugu or
Malayalam, which he answered in the same language. The visitors
who knew none of these languages received answers through an
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interpreter in English.Although the Maharshi could read and
understand English well, he did not prefer to speak it.

The Real is ever-present, like the screen on which the
cinematographic picturesmove. Whilethe picture appearsonit, the screen
remains invisible. Stop the picture and the screen will become clear. All
thoughts and events are merely pictures moving on the screen of Pure
Consciousness, which aoneisreal.

In acinema-show you can see picturesonly in avery dim light or
in darkness. When al lights are switched on, picturesdisappear. Soalsoin
the floodlight of the Supreme atman all objects disappear.

Think of God, attachmentswill gradually drop away. If you wait
till all desires disappear before starting your devotion and prayer, you will
have to wait for avery long time indeed.

It is every intelligent man’s experience that evil doing recoils on
the doer sooner or later. ‘Love thy neighbour as thyself * means that you
should love him, because heis your Seif.

That which comes and goes, rises and sets, isborn and diesisthe
ego. That which always abides, never changes and isdevoid of qualitiesis
the Self.

Pain and pleasure are to the ego, which isitself imagined. When
the ego disappearsthrough aconstant enquiry into its nature, theillusion of
pleasure and pain a so disappears, and the Self aone remains.

Habitscreatethefal senotion that thinking isapermanent institution,
withwhichitisimpossibleto dispense, but enquiry and discrimination will
blast this fallacy. None succeeds without effort and the successful few
owe their victory to perseverance.

We are so accustomed to objectivity that we have lost the
knowledge of ourself smply because the Self cannot be objectified. We
are the Sdif, yet we ask how to know the Self.

| have never said that thereis no need for a guru. All depends on
what you call guru. He need not be in a human form. Dattatreya had 24
gurus. The Upanishads say that none but a guru can take a man out of the
jungleof intellect and sense perceptions. Did | not Sing hymnsto Arunachala?
Guru is God or the Self. First aman prays to God to fulfill his desires. A
time comeswhen hewill no morepray for thefulfilment of material desires
but for God itself. God then appears to him in some form or other, human
or non-human, to guide himto Himself in answer to hisprayer and according
to his needs.
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Meditation includes mind control, the subtle watchfulness against
intruding thoughts. In the beginning, efforts for control are greater than
for actual meditation, but in due course, meditation wins and becomes
effortless.

Heart isthe seat of jnanam. It is represented in the physical body
by a hole smaller than the smallest pinpoint, which is always shut. When
the mind drops down in kevala-nirvikalpa2 it opens but shuts again after
it. When sahaja® is attained it opens for good. The former is like the
mental bucket under the water, which can be pulled out any moment. The
latter isliketheriver that haslinked up with the ocean from which thereis
no return.

1. A great saint and top-ranking Hindi poet of 14th century who lived in Benaras.

2. MgorA.W. Chadwick writes: Intheearly daysof my stay (1935-36), | wasliving
in abig room adjoining the Ashram storeroom. Here Bhagavan often used to
visit me. On cominginto my room unexpectedly hewould tell menot to disturb
myself but to go on with whatever | was occupied at thetime. | would remain
seated, carrying onwith whatever | wasdoing at thetime. | realize now that this
was looked upon as terrible disrespect by the Indian devotees, but it had its
reward. If one put oneself out for Bhagavan or appeared in any way disturbed
hejust would not comein future; hewould disturb no body, so considerate was
he. But if one carried on with what one was doing then hewould himself takea
seat and talk quite naturally without the formality, which usually surrounded
himinthehall. | had noideahow lucky | wasand how privileged, but certainly
appreciated the visits. A Sadhu’s Reminiscences of Ramana Maharshi, p.23.

3. A high-level state of samadhi.

4. The highest level of samadhi.

38

K.K. Nambiar was Chief Engineer, Highways, Madras
Presidency. The Guiding Presence of Sri Ramana contains his
reminiscences.

In 1932, when | was an engineer at Salem, a friend of mine left
with me the booklet *Who am |?" in Maayalam. There was a mention of
a‘living Maharshi’ in the book. | had heard of the Maharshis in puranas
and doubted there could be onein flesh and blood living these days. A few
days|ater, when | mentioned about the booklet to Chettiar, President of the
Salem Didtrict Board, he confirmed the existence of the Maharshi, and a
trip was arranged to Tiruvannamalai.
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We went to Sri Ramanasramam. On entering the hal | prostrated
before the Maharshi. Though no words passed between us, | felt an
indescribable influence and a sense of calmness settling over me. |
sat transfixed to the spot. Chettiar got up after about an hour and signalled
that it was time to go. We took leave of Bhagavan who nodded assent.

While leaving the Ashram, | felt that my heart was being
irresigtibly attracted, asthough by a mighty spiritual magnet towar ds
that Divinity in human form seated on the couch. My fedling at that
time can be best expressed in the words of poet Kalidasa: “ The body goes
forward, but the restless heart runs backward like the cloth of a banner
whichisbeing carried against thewind.” | prayed fervently that | might be
granted more opportunities to be with him. My prayer was answered. |
was posted as District Board Engineer of North Arcot with headquarters
at Tiruvannamalai.

During oneof my tripsto theAshram, | made acontribution toward
a bhiksha.This meant feeding all Ashramites and visitors sumptuously.
Bhagavan also partook of themeal a ongwith others. People started queuing
into the dining hall and | chanced to sit right in front of Bhagavan, who
gave me agracious smile. | can still recall the ecstasy | felt while taking
meal right infront of Bhagavan, lessthan ayard separating our leaf-plates.
That was the happiest meal in my life.

By now my scepticism about aliving Maharshi had vanished like
mist before the rising sun. My attitude towards work and play was
undergoing a beneficial change. | gave up shikar, vowing that | would not
kill any animal. The sudden change came when | shot a spotted deer and
brought it to the travellers' bungal ow of Hoganekal forest. In the adjacent
suite a swami was staying. Seeing the carcass, he spoke to mein avoice
choked with emotion, “L ook at the eyes of the deer. How pathetic! Do not
kill suchinnocent creatures.” | took thisintervention asan instruction from
Bhagavan himsalf.

By 1936, | had picked up courage to tak to Bhagavan now and
then. One of the first things | did was to place on record my complete
surrender to him, looking up to him as my sole protector and refuge. |
wrote a Sanskrit doka on a piece of paper and after prostrating as usual,
placed the dip near his feet. The doka meant: “I have no other refuge;
you are my only support Oh Ramaneshwaral Therefore have mercy on
me and protect me.” Bhagavan read it and gave it back commenting upon
the parody | had made of the well-known sloka. When | resumed my sest,
Bhagavan was steadily looking at me. The gracious ook directed at me set
my mind completely at rest.
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Not a day passed at the Ashram without some incident or other
depicting the mysterious ways in which Bhagavan was consoling and
comforting his devotees, clearing their doubts, imparting knowledge and
generally aiding them towardsthe goa of Self-redlisation. Needlessto say,
my faith in Bhagavan got intensified day by day. | looked up to him as God
in human formand surrendered all my caresto him. Gradudly | lost interest
in visits to temples and alied rituals. More time was spent in meditation
while at the Ashram and also at home, when not preoccupied with other
pressing domestic or officia matters.

One day, while sitting with eyes closed in meditationin the Hall |
had a sensation of numbness creeping all over my body and | saw my own
skeleton as in an x-ray picture. | spoke to Bhagavan about this. He said
that | should not give any attention to such things, but should intensely
continue the meditation without getting distracted.

During one of my visits, the Ashram authorities asked me to keep
company with Grant Duff [No. 7], nephew of aformer Governor of Madras,
aphilosopher and diplomat of high rank. He was sitting alone on a chair
outside Matrubhuteswara Samadhi shed. When | introduced myself as an
engineer in Government service, he congratulated me on having an
opportunity to be in Bhagavan's presence frequently. He said that people
inthispart of Indiaand those born in this century wereindeed lucky to be
able to meet Bhagavan — Divinity in human form. He said that he had
made a thorough comparative study of religions and had come to the
conclusion that the philosophy of Bhagavan alone could stand scrutiny in
the modern scientific age. In fact this was the thesis of his paper for the
International Philosophical Congress.

One day, some devotees were discussing the lure of siddhis
(supernatural powers) to asadhaka. | asked Bhagavan, “Nowadays people
are so materialistically minded that they do not believein any phenomenon
that cannot be explained in the light of scientific knowledge. The non-
believers could be easily converted and turned towards the spiritua path if
those possessing psychic powers exhibit some supernatural phenomenon
before their eyes. The miracles performed by Christ form the backbone of
the Christian faith. Why not modern saints do miracles likewise for the
savation of mankind?’ Bhagavan replied by putting a counter question,
“Did those saints of yore, referred to as having performed miracles, know
and act as though they were performing those miracles?’

Although Bhagavan was averse to the use and exhibition of any
mystical powers and had several times warned the devotees that craving
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for or indulging inthemwill sidetrack them fromtheir goal of Self-redisation,
miracles of some kind or other did happen at the Ashram or elsewhere.
When such things were pointed out to Bhagavan, hisreply in general was
that such things happen due to Automatic Divine Action. | myself have
been a part of one such incident, which is asfollows:

In 1944, | with my family went to Tiruvannamala for Bhagavan's
darshan and stayed with my friend, who was a Sub-divisional Magistrate.
When | wastalking about my faith in Bhagavan and how he looks after his
devotees, my friend said, “Let us see about your journey back to Madras.
Getting accommodation in the connecting train at Villupuram is always a
gamble.” | said | had no worry, as Bhagavan would take good care of us.
Atthisheinterjected, “Let ushaveabet onthis.” Wealighted at Villupuram
and waited for the connecting train. When the train arrived, | went past al
the upper classcompartments, but could find only two berthsfor my family
of five. | was all the while praying to Bhagavan. Musing to myself, | felt
like walking up to the front end of the train and found afirst class bogie,
completely shuttered, being towed to Madras. | ran back along the platform
and spoke to the Ticket Examiner. When the railway official opened the
bogie, we found a compartment with al the six seats at our disposd. |
repeated ‘Om Namo Bhagavate Sri Ramanaya’. Later, my friend did
acknowledge that he lost the bet.

| helped the Ashram for procuring materials for construction
purposes, and also paper etc. for the bookshop. Bhagavan was aware of
and was watching the details of the construction work at the Ashram. For
example, once he asked me why | had arranged for a barrel of asphalt for
expansion joints. He also kept awatch on my officia career and the nature
of the work | had to do. When | was recalled to the PW.D. Highway
Department as Superintending Engineer, on the retirement of the then
European incumbent, Bhagavan asked whether | would be aloser interms
of my emoluments. | replied that there could not be any reduction as per
rules. But despite all rules, | suffered reduction in my sdary till | was
promoted as Chief Engineer.

OnApril 2,1950, | dreamt Bhagavan lying onthebedinthenirvana
room talking to two persons. He could see me standing outside and told
those persons, “Nambiar is waiting outside, call him in.” On my entering
theroom, Bhagavan got down from the bed and leaning on awalking stick,
walked outside followed by three of us. Hetook usto aspot paralel tothe
Matrubhuteswara Shrine and drew a rectangle on the ground with his
walking stick, as though to indicate the place of his samadhi.
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After Bhagavan's mahanirvana on the night of April 14, a
large number of persons led by the sarvadhikari protested vehemently
against the idea of locating Bhagavan's samadhi as a subsidiary to the
Mother’s shrine. They wanted a bigger shrine for Bhagavan. The
sarvadhikari told me, “You please keep these dreams and visions to
yourself.” Only after much argument and under heavy pressure he
had to give up.!

People who visited Bhagavan during his lifetime could not have
failed to observe the characteristic pose in which he reclined on the sofa
with eyes closed and his head supported with his left arm, particularly at
the time of Veda parayana. Some of us devotees sitting around used to
watch him intently during such periods.

On severd occasions| used to pray mentally to him that on opening
his eyes, he should bestow a look at me and | must say | was never
disappointed. So, it was crystal clear to methat prayersto Bhagavan need
not be vocal, and he felt, knew and answered the inner prayer of al his
devotees.

There were also occasions when | sat at the feet of Bhagavan
and intently meditated on his form with closed eyes, and most often when
| opened my eyes, Bhagavan appeared to be watching me. It is a great
comfort even now to recall the experience of those exquisite moments
that stand out so vividly in my memory.

Bhagavan's physical absence has been no handicap, for he
continues to guide me in dream visions, and in so many other ways.

1 Eventually, Bhagavan's samadhi came up at the place he himself had indicated.
(See photograph no.15 of Sri Ramana'sshrine.)
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Suri Nagamma (1902-80) is known for her 273 letters in Telugu,
written during 1945-50, at the behest of her elder brother, who
was an executive in a commercial bank and a devotee of Sri
Ramana. These letters faithfully record discussions the devotees
and visitors had with the M ahar shi and happenings at the Ashram.
In addition to Letters from Sri Ramanasramam, her two other
books are: My Life at Sri Ramanasramam and Letters from and
Recallections of Sri Ramanasramam. Nagamma in a way acted as
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Sri Ramana’s secretary in regard to copying from scriptures,
writings etc., where Telugu language was involved.

My father passed away when | wasfour yearsold, and my mother,
when | was ten. When hardly eeven years, | was married. Only a year
later my husband passed away. As years rolled by, | began to understand
the ways of the world. Religious discourses, devotional songs and similar
matters began to attract me.

Being born in a village not having even an elementary schoal, |
looked after my education by learning to read and write with the help of
elders. | read Pothana's Bhagavatam over and over again. One day |
prayed with al sincerity that | should have a siddha pursha like Kapila
Mahamuni® for a guru. | wept and wept and getting tired, fell asleep.
During the deep, | had the darshan of a sage seated in a padmasana
pose on a pedestal three feet high facing south with a mouna mudra like
Lord Dakshinamurthi.2 There was a holy aura around him. When | saw
that brilliant figure athrill went down my spine. | tried to get up to offer my
salutations to him and so involuntarily opened my eyes. The vision
disappeared. That wasin 1913. Sincethen | have had that vision imprinted
inmy mind. Whenever | wasreminded of that vision, | used to pray to God
that | should have the privilege of serving such asagein my lifetime.

In 1941, my elder brother went on a pilgrimage to the South. He
happened to go to Tiruvannamalai also and have Bhagavan's darshan.
Luckily for me, it occurred to him that | too would be greatly benefited by
going there. As the daughter of one of our uncles was at the Ashram after
her husband’s death, my brother agreed to send me there.

| entered the hall full of nervousness, bowed before Bhagavan
and sat with bent head in the place reserved for ladies. After about ten
minutes| lifted my head and found Bhagavan looking at meintensely. His
compassionatelook calmed my mind, but as| could not withstand itsintensity,
| involuntarily bent my head again. Though for the next ten days Bhagavan
had not spoken to me, | was deeply impressed by him. | found in him a
resemblance to the siddha purusha who had once came into my dream,
and also saw in him al the attributes of a jivanmukta as described in the
Vasistham and other vedantic books.

He seemed unattached to anything like water on a lotus leaf,
sparklinginthesun. As| observed Bhagavan from day today, | felt convinced
that he was the person who could dispel my ignorance and that | should
surrender myself into his care. However, | could not summon enough
courage to say so.
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One day, | took courage and wrote eight verses on saranagati
and, being afraid to handover them to Bhagavan personally, gave them to
his attendant Madhavaswami. The Master read the verses and said to
Madhavaswami, “Look, her name is Nagamma. These are verses on
saranagati, paste them in the book.”3 | felt very happy. | intuitively felt
that | have found my haven and decided to stay on at the Ashram
permanently.

After | received the grace of Bhagavan, like Ahalyagetting rid of
her past ignorance by the touch of the dust of the holy feet of Sri Rama,
the darkness got dispelled from my mind. Bhagavan's grace began to flow
towards me steadily like water flowing through a parched field, making it
blossom. | started my sadhana by enquiring into the origin of al thoughts.
Bhagavan gave me peace of mind and contentment.

It is natural for any devotee to sing praise of the guru after
receiving hisgrace. Thetendency to write poems, which had been dormant
inme, beganto comeout. In 1943, | composed songsdescribing Bhagavan's
life, which were sung before him. While going on the hill one afternoon, it
seems Bhagavan said to his attendant Rangaswami, “L ook, people write
saying that | am this avatar and that. Do you know what Nagamma has
written? Heis the omnipresent, omnipotent Self, and isborn to show usthe
path for realisation of the Self. Where is Vijayawada and where is
Arunachaa? She has come from there and is staying here all alone. What
can we say about it? The nature of the people reveals itself according to
their samskaras. Her samskaras are like that.”

A few days later, | wrote four verses under the title * Prarthana’
and placed them before Bhagavan. Seeing them he began to laugh to
himself. Noticing this, Bhagavan’sanother attendant Rejagopalalyer asked
what had been written. With asmile hesaid, “ Thesefour versesare written
asaprayer. The second verseis amusing. It seems, after | left the hill and
settled down here, | have no monkeys to serve me. So, ‘why not accept
my mind which is a monkey for service? This monkey is after material
things. Tie it down or chastise it; but see that it does service to you.” Adi
Sankara in Svananda Lahari has written a doka approximating to the
idea, wherein he says: “O, Lord Sankaral You are a bhikshu. Why not tie
down my mind, known as monkey, to your stick and go about begging?
You will then get almsin abundance.”

INn 1943, | got aletter from my brother in Vijayawadaasking meto
visit him. While Bhagavan was returning from the goshala, | approached
him saying that my relatives want me to visit them and | am afraid of
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faling againin thevortex of their family affairs. Smilingly Bhagavan said,
“When everyoneisfalling into us, whereisthe question of our faling into
others?” Andwalked away. | did not at that time understand the significance
of what Bhagavan had said till | reached Madras on my way to
Vijayawada. When | reached Madras, | found a message for me asking
me to wait till the arrival of my brother so that | may accompany them to
the Ashram, which they wanted to visit. | was grestly surprised.

Between 1943 and 1945, | wrote several verses such as
Nakshatramala, Arpana, Balakrishna Geetavali and Ramana Satakam.
| aso commenced writing letters to my elder brother, as was desired by
him, about the happenings at the Ashram.

A lady from Andhra at the Ashram could sing melodioudy. She
began singing devotional songs composed by reputable Andhra pandits
substituting the word Rama with Ramana. As the songs were pregnant
with meaning and she was an accomplished singer, everyone felt happy.
When asked, she said she herself had written the songs.

Some devotees asked her to write down the songs for trandation
into English. She showed the songs to Bhagavan and requested him to get
them translated. Bhagavan merely handed them over to Munagala
Venkataramiah [author of the famous book Talks with Si Ramana
Maharshi], who happened to be there at the time. Venkataramiah asked
me to explain the meanings of some difficult Telugu words. | agreed to do
so, and also told him that some el ders wrote these songs about Ramalong
ago. He straight went to Bhagavan, who smilingly said , “Oh! Is that so?
When | noticed the language and the gresat ideas behind them | thought
that ancient scholars must have composed them. What does it matter?
When people come herethey fedl like writing or singing something. Poets
write on their own; others copy the writings of someone el seand substitute
Ramana for Rama. The words Rama and Ramana are one and the same.
So what do you say? Will you carry on with the trandation?’ Asked
Bhagavan. All kept quiet.

Servers in the kitchen usually devoted special attention to
Bhagavan. One night, milk pudding was prepared and a little more than
usua was served to Bhagavan. He burst out instantly: Again the same
nonsense. When it comesto serving Bhagavan, theladleisimmersed fully,
whileitisimmersed only half for others. How often have | told you not to
do so? Whentheladleisin hishand, the server thinks heis powerful asthe
District Collector and can do anything without fear. And Bhagavan went
on talking in that strain rebuking all concerned.*
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One day in 1945-46, | went to the Ashram late in the afternoon.
Devotees were munching some ripe coconuts which had fallen on the
ground. As soon as Bhagavan saw me he said, “ There she is, Nagamma
hascome. Giveher dsoaportion.” “Ayyo! Itisall exhausted,” exclaimed
those nearby. Then Bhagavan called me near him and gave me all he
had in his hand. On my protest he said, “1 have already eaten. Your share
only isleftover.” | accepted it as a mahaprasadam and ate it with relish.
To me it appeared like nectar. My joy was indescribable.

Once a devotee asked Bhagavan the significance of fasting. With
a benevolent look, he said, “If all activities of indriyas are given up, the
mind becomes single pointed. When such amind gets concentrated upon
God, it is real upavasam. ‘Upa’ means near and ‘vasam’ means living.
Whereishegoing to live? Hewill livein his Self. Desires are the food of
mind. Giving them up isthe upavasam. Onewho can ‘fast’ the mind, need
not fast the body. For those who cannot fast the mind, fasting the body has
been suggested so as to purify the mind.”

A lady devotee from Andhra staying at the Ashram, began to
conceive Bhagavan as Lord Krishna and herself as a gopika. She even
wrote to Bhagavan accordingly and started publicising about it. Bhagavan
remained untouched by such trivialities but | could not keep quiet after
seeing atrocious writings of her, which Bhagavan handed over to me. |
rebuked the lady. She flared up and began writing al sorts of nasty things
about me. On seeing them, Bhagavan said laughingly, “ Here arethe papers
fromher. All about you only.” Oneday with tearsinmy eyes| told Bhagavan,
“I cannot read such letters. Please do not give me her letters,” and he
stopped doing so. Some days later the lady went berserk and her husband
had to be caled to take her away.

Sometime in November 1949, | received a letter from her
enquiring about Bhagavan's health as she had received reports about
his declining health. She had also apologised for what she had done to
me earlier, and requested for an early reply. | informed Bhagavan about
the letter. He simply said, “Is it so?’ and kept quiet for about three
days.

During those days the usual graciousness in his look was absent
whenever | prostrated before him; instead he used to turn his face avay
from me. It then occurred to me that the cause was my ill will towards that
lady, and not replying to her. | thereforeimmediately wrote back to her and
came to Bhagavan. When | got up after the usua prostration he looked at
me gracioudly. When | told him that | was coming after posting the letter,
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he told his attendants who were there, “L ook, Nagamma has sent areply
to that Telugu lady who had written to her that she had abused her sometime
back but now she realised her mistake and wanted to be excused and
know about Bhagavan's health.” He thereafter turned to me with abenign
and benevolent look.

Narrating thisincident | told someonethat renunciation could never
bered if anger and resentment remained in the mind. Though the lady had
behaved senselesdy, Bhagavan aways had compassion for her. He aso
made me understand in hisinimitable way that | should not harbour any ill
will towards her.

When the summer set in, Bhagavan started staying dl thetimein
the Jubilee Hall.> At midday, when it was hot, the attendants shifted
Bhagavan's sofa to the north where there was a bower with crotons on
either side and water was sprinkled on khas-khas tatties © that were tied
around.

One afternoon | happened to go there. Bhagavan was seated with
acloth over his body and the head. There was no one except his attendant
Krishnaswami. He was standing behind Bhagavan with a sprinkler in his
hand, which appeared to be full of rose water. He opened the screw cap to
sprinkle the rose water on Bhagavan like a light shower of rain. When
Bhagavan saw me, he said, “Look! They are doing abhishekam to me.
They have covered mewith thiswet cloth. They havetied tattiesall around
and are sprinkling water thereon. Thisplaceisnow cooal like Ootacamund.”
After awhile, Bhagavan in areminiscent mood began to talk:

When | was in the Virupaksha Cave, we used to change over to
the Mango Cave during summer, as there was no water at the former. At
the Mango Cave, at midday, some women of the lower castes, with heavy
loads of grass on their heads and very tired, used to come in search of
water. Poor people, they start from their homes after taking alittle gruel,
go up the hill and secure ahead load of grass. As soon asthey cameto the
cave they would throw down their bundles, bend down and say, “ Swami,
Swami, first throw a vesselful of water down our spines.” | would throw
water on them as desired, to make them recover from their exhaustion.
Then, making a cup of both the hands they would drink stomach-full of
water, wash their faces, take some rest and depart. They aone could
experience the happiness of it all.

When | enquired whether it was Bhagavan who poured the water,
he answered in the affirmative and added, “| knew they would be coming
at that hour and so | used to wait with the water. What could they do?
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Being of low caste, they were not allowed to go near the tank and there
was no water anywhere else. The heat was unbearable. They could not
havefood unlessthey sold thegrassand got somemoney. They had children
at home. They must reach home quickly to look after them. What could
they do, poor people! They used to come to the cave in the hope that the
Swami will supply water. We were not cooking at that time. If any day we
did cook, we poured alot of water into the rice while cooking and made
gruel by adding salt and ginger, if available. By the time they came, the
gruel water would be quite cool. When a tumbler of it was poured into
their hands, they drank it like nectar. They alone could know the taste of
that gruel and the happiness which followed the drink.” After saying this,
Bhagavan got filled with emotion and assumed silence.

Mentioned in the Bhagavatam.

Refer annexure-V on Dakshinamurthi, p. 415.

Big bound volume in the Ashram kegpt for this purpose.

Refer p.74 also for Sri Ramana' s displeasurein thisregard.

The pandal erected outside the meditation hall at thetime of the Golden Jubilee
celebrationsin 1946.

Khas-khas is the grass obtained from the roots of a plant. It releases fragrance
and makestheair cool whenwater ispoured onit. Tattiesarelike mesh made by
thin bamboo sticks in which the khas-khas is woven.
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Arthur Osborne (1907-1970), an Oxford-educated Britisher,
had a high level of spiritual inclination since his university days.
He was the founder-editor of The Mountain Path. He edited
Collected Works of Ramana Maharshi and authored Ramana
Maharshi and the Path of Self-Knowledge; Ramana-Arunachala;
My Life and Quest; Be Still, It Is The Wind That Sings; and The
Teachings of Bhagavan Sri Ramana Maharshi in His Own Words.
He was greatly influenced by French philosopher Rene
Guenon, whose book La Crise du Monde Moderne was trans-
lated by him as The Crisis of the Modern World.

Osbornewas a lecturer in English at a university in Bangkok.
In 1941 he came to India on long leave. While in Bangkok, Osborne
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had heard of the Maharshi and had received some of his writings
and photographs, which had ‘made a tremendous impact’ on him.
But as one of his Guenon group! members, who had a house at
Tiruvannamalai reported to him that the Maharshi was not a guru
and did not giveinitiation, which he was looking for, he along with his
family went to other places in India for holidaying during his leave
period. When Osborne had to go back to Bangkok alone due to the
war condition, he left hiswife and three children with hisfriend, David
Maclver? at Tiruvannamalai. Osborne came to Tiruvannamalai in
1945. Regarding the meetings his wife and he had with the Maharshi,
Osborne writes:

My wife entered the hall and sat down. Immediately, Bhagavan
turned his luminous eyes on her in a gaze so concentrated that there
was a vibration she could actually hear. She returned the gaze, losing dl
sense of time, the mind gilled, fedling likeabird caught by asnake, yet glad
to be caught. Shewroteto methat al her doubtshad vanished; her objections
no longer mattered. She had complete faith. The most beautiful face, she
told me, looked commonplace beside him, even though his features
were not good. His eyes had the innocence of a small child, together
with unfathomable wisdom and immense love.

She felt Bhagavan's power and guidance constantly. During the
years of our separation —most of those years with no news of one another
— she did not worry, although by temperament prone to worrying. When
offered a job she did not accept it: the time to go into the world would
come later; this was the time to be with Bhagavan.

Bhagavan was very gracious during these years both to her and
the children. They would come and show himtheir toysand tell their secrets.
In general, Bhagavan avoided touching people or being touched by them.
But each cool season when my wife brought the children back from the
hills, he touched Frania, the youngest, a some time or other, and once he
picked her up and carried her.

While communicationswerestill open, | had received aletter from
my wife telling me that my eldest daughter Catherine and my son Adam
had gone to Bhagavan and asked him to bring me back safely and that he
had smiled and nodded. From then on, she said that she never doubted that
| should comeout of it dive. Therewasaso aletter from Catherine (seven
years), one of themost moving | have ever received. “ Daddy, you will love
Bhagavan. When he smiles everybody must be so happy.”
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Of al those | had known in the camp at Bangkok3 only Louis
Hartz, a Dutch, was drawn to Bhagavan and came to Tiruvannamalai.
Bhagavanwasvery graciousto him. Hereceivedinitiation by look. Although
he was told by the devotees that this was Bhagavan's mode of initiation,
he wanted to make quite sure and therefore said, “1 want Bhagavan's
initiation.” Bhagavan replied, “ You haveit aready.”

Thisistheonly occasion of which | know when Bhagavan explicitly
confirmed having given initiation. Hartz also desired an assurance from
Bhagavan. He perhaps feared that when he got back into life of the world
withal itsdistractions, hissteadfastness might weaken. He asked Bhagavan
for some guarantee and was given the tremendous assurance: “Even if
you let go of Bhagavan, Bhagavan will never let go of you.” 4

Bhagavan did not immediately reveal himself to me. | felt far less
from hisbodily presencethan | had from hisinvisible support in the camp.
His photograph had been more real and vivid to me than any person, and
yet now that | saw him face to face | felt his presence much less.

| entered the hall before Bhagavan had returned from his daily
walk onthenhill. I had expected something grander and lessintimate. When
he entered, there was no great impression; certainly far less than his
photographs had made. Just a white-haired, very gracious man, walking a
little stiffly from rheumatism with adight stoop. Assoon asheeased himself
on the couch he smiled a me and then turned to those around and to my
young son and said, “ So Adam'’s prayers have been answered; his Daddy
has come back safely.” | felt hiskindness but no more. | appreciated that it
was for my sake that he had spoken English, since Adam knew Tamil.

The change came afew weeks later at one of the yearly festivals.
Therewere huge crowdsfor thefetival and weweresittingin thecourtyard
outside the hall. Bhagavan was reclining on his couch and | was sitting in
the front row. He sat up, facing me, and his narrowed eyes pierced into me
with an intensity | cannot describe. It was as though they said, “You have
been told; why have you not realised?” And then | felt quietness, a depth
of peace, an indescribable lightness and happiness.

Theregfter, love for Bhagavan began to grow in my heart and |
felt his power and beauty. Next morning for the first time, sitting before
himinthehall, | tried to follow histeaching by using vichara, ‘Whoam1?
I thought it was | who had decided. | did not realisethat it wastheinitiation
by look that had vitalised me and changed my attitude of mind. Indeed, |
had only heard vaguely of thisinitiation and paid little heed to what | had
heard. Only later did | learn that other devoteesal so had such an experience,
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and that with them also it had marked the beginning of the active sadhana
(quest) and Bhagavan's guidance.

Then, for the first time in my life, | began to understand
what the grace and blessings of a guru could mean. My love and
devotion to Bhagavan deepened. | went about with alilt of happinessin my
heart, feeling the blessing and mystery of the guru, repeating, like alove
song, that he was the Guru, the link between heaven and earth, between
God and me, between the Formless Being and my heart. | became aware
of the enormous grace of his presence. Even outwardly he was gracious
to me, smiling when | enteredthe hall, signalling to meto sit where hecould
watch mein meditation.

And then one day avivid reminder awoke in me: “The link with
the Formless Being? But he is the Formless Being.” And | began to
understand why devotees address him simply as ‘ Bhagavan'. So he began
to provein me what he declared in histeaching that the outer guru seems
to awaken the guru in the heart. The constant ‘Who am |7 vichara began
to evoke an awareness of the Self as Bhagavan outwardly, and also
simultaneoudy of the Self within.

The specious theory that Bhagavan was not a guru had smply
evaporated in the radiance of his Grace. Moreover, | now perceived that,
far from histeaching not being practical guidance, it was exclusively that.
| observed that he shunned theoretical explanations and kept turning the
guestioner to practical considerationsof sadhana, of the path to befollowed.
It was that and only that he was here to teach.

Bhagavan was the most smple, natural, unassuming of men; he
waswhat aman should be, quite without affectation, likeachild; and at the
same time with an indescribable beauty and wisdom and with such power
that many trembled in his presence and feared to spesk to him. To address
him in the third person as ‘Bhagavan’, seemed appropriate than saying
‘you’ to one who was leading us beyond the duality of ‘you and ‘I’. In
smpledaily affairshewould play the part of anindividual, just asan actor
could play Lear’sfrenzy without himself being frenzied, without supposing
hewas L ear.> Unfortunately, few in the West understand the possibility of
this supreme state.

There was an air of modesty, of utter smplicity, a childlike
defencelessness in Bhagavan. The mere sight of him walking across
the Ashram ground was enough to grip the heart.

Hismanner of lifewasthemost normal. Thelovethat shonein his
eyes, theluminous understanding, cannot be described. Someone hascome
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to the Ashram broken down with the hopeless grief of bereavement, and
Bhagavan, after hearing the story simply looked, no word spoken, and
peace flooded the soul.

He called nothing as his. He never asked for anything. He refused
to have any specid consideration shown to him. He refused to have an
electric table fan because the devotees would not benefit equally. Later,
ceiling fanswereinstaled and al benefited alike. He never asked anyoneto
come or told any to go. He never pressed any to stay. And yet he watched
over each one with the loving solicitude of a mother for her only child.

Hewasaffableand courteousto all comers. Therewasno pontifical
solemnity in his expositions; on the contrary, his speech was vivacious. A
devotee asked why his prayers were not answered and Bhagavan replied
laughing, “If they were, you might stop praying.”

Bhagavan Sri Ramanawas meticuloudly exact. Hisdaily life was
conducted with a punctiliousness that Indians today would have to call
pure Western. In everything he was precise and orderly. The books were
awaysintheir places. Theloincloth, which wasall hewore, was gleaming
white. The two clocks in the hall were adjusted daily to radio time. The
calendar was never alowed to fal behind the date.

He was Divine Grace in human form.While fully human, he
was fully in samadhi, fully divine, alike when talking and when sitting
slent. Hemerely responded according to the need of thosewho approached
him. He was al love, and yet for weeks together he might not favour a
devotee with asingle look or smile.

Bhagavan was a jivanmukta, emancipated while yet in the
physical body. He was indeed the universal Divine Guru.

One who has attained the supreme state is above all forms of
religion. They are the paths leading up to the peak, but he is the peak
itself, and everything else. He came to answer the need of our age,
proclaiming a path which, with his grace and support, can be followed
by aspirants of any religion, and indeed whether they observed any
formal religion or not.

Bhagavan's initiation was not given freely and openly; it was
concealed. Had it been open, the constant stream of visitors from India
and abroad would have demanded it, putting Bhagavan under the necessity
of accepting one and rejecting another; for ordinarily many seek initiation
without pledging themselvesto the quest, merely asasort of spiritual tonic.
If asked, Bhagavan would never deny that he gave initiation, but he would
also not openly affirmit.
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Being theuniversa Guru, Bhagavan proclaimed histeaching openly.
It has been usua for aguru to maintain secrecy about methods of training.
Under Bhagavan's guidance, however, understanding and aspiration were
the only qualifications, and their absence the only barriers.

Man hasthreefunctions: thought, actionand being. ‘Being’ underlies
the other two and is the necessary substratum for them, and yet is amost
completely overshadowed by them. The simile Bhagavan made use of
was of a cinema screen on which film is shown. The spectators become
aware of the picture, which are only shadows on the screen, which is
unaffected by them. A fire in the picture does not burn the screen nor a
flood makes it wet. Sometimes he gave the example of the actor on a
stage playing a certain part, although knowing that he is not really that
person; sometimes of a bank cashier who pays out thousands coolly and
efficiently, knowing that it isnot hismoney that heis paying.

After two or three years at Tiruvannamalai, when it became
necessary to earn an income, | took up a job as an assistant editor of a
newspaper in Madras. Thus, aperiod of intensive training was followed by
the practice of Self-enquiry in thelife of the world. | took with me alife-
sized reproduction of the photograph painted over in oils, a gift from a
devotee, and showed it to Bhagavan beforeleaving. Hetook it in hishands
and then gaveit back to me saying, “Heistaking Swami with him.” Since
then it has looked at me with the love and compassion of a Guru and
spoken more profoundly than al other portraits.

Thereafter | went to Tiruvannamalai only for weekends and
holidays, and each visit wasrevitdizing. Thegraciousnessof Bhagavan's
reception melted the heart and awoke a feeling of guilt as to how
great was the reward for so little effort made. | was there on that
fateful April night of the body’s death. Since that day his presence in the
heart has been more vital, the outpouring of the grace more abundant, his
support more powerful.

After bringing out some books on Bhagavan, Osborne shifted to
Calcutta in 1952 as a school headmaster. He narrates the post-
mahanirvana experiences of himself and his family:

OneJunemorning in 1956, thefirst awakening to Reality occurred.
| was donein the room when | woke up and sat up in bed. | just was—my
Sdlf, thebeginningless, immutable Self. | had thought ‘ nothingischanged'.
Therewas no excitement, nojoy or ecstasy, animmeasurable contentment,
the natural state, the wholeness of simple being. There wasthe thought: ‘It
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isimpossible ever to be bored.” The mind seemed like a dark screen that
had shut our true consciousness and was now rolled up and pushed away.
It is the mind that craves activity and feels bored when it does not get it;
the Self is untouched by activity and abides in its pristine state of simple
happiness.

From the window of my room in Calcutta | saw the roofs of
houses with crows wheeling between them. Again there was a paradox,
the feeling that all this was at the same time both real and unreal. Thisis
a paradox that has been much commented on, because it is stressed in
Zen teachings. It is what Tennyson was trying to express in the line of
‘The Princess' where he says: ‘And all things were and were not’.

| do nat know how long the experience lasted. In any case, while
it lasted it wastimel essand therefore eternal . Imperceptibly the mind closed
over again, but less opague, for a radiant happiness continued. | had my
bath, dressed and went into the sitting room, where | sat down and held the
newspaper up in front of me as though | was reading it. | was too vibrant
with happinessredlly to read. The after glow continued for several weeks,
only gradually fading out.

At about the sametime my wife also had aglimpse of Realisation.
It was a great help and support to be together on the path and often our
experiences tdlied. My daughter Frania (24 years) also had a glimpse
some eighteen months later. A Tamilian devotee living in Cacutta had
invited us to a celebration of Bhagavan's jayanti. There was singing of
religious songs. | could see from the beauty and serenity of Frania's face
that she was enjoying an exceptionaly good meditation. Later | learned
that it was even more than that; when she wrote it down; “I am not the
mind nor the body — found myself in the heart; the me that lives after
death. There was a breath-taking joy in the feding ‘| am’, the greatest
possible joy, and the full enjoyment of existence. No way to describe it.
Gradually — rapidly — my body seemed to be expanding from the heart. It
engulfed the whole universe. | couldn’t identify mysdlf as any speck in
that vastness, there was only God, nothing but God. The word ‘I’ had no
meaning any more; it meant the whole universe — everything is God, the
only redlity.”

Osborne left Calcutta for Tiruvannamalai in 1958, where he settled
for good. He wrote many books and was the founder-editor of The
Mountain Path from 1964 till his death in 1970, when his wife Lucia
succeeded him as editor till the end of 1973. Osborne wrote a large
number of poems on Bhagavan and Arunachala. A representative
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piece out of these is given below:

Heart of my being, seen outwardly as one
In human form, to draw my human love,
Lord Ramana, Guru, the risen Sun,
Self Manifest, the Guide of al who rove
Lost and aone
Intangled thought and vain misgivings.

* ok ¥

Such have | known,

Him of lustrous eyes, Him whose sole look
Pierced to the heart, wherein the seed was sown
Of wisdom deeper than in holy books
Of Truth done
Not to be learned but lived.

L

Thou art the Sun of suns,
Dispel my darkness,
Grant me wisdom, | beseech Thee
Shake me out of this torpor
| beseech Thee, Bhagavan.

L

A prey to my unsteady mind
I lack patience, | lack constancy, | lack purity.
Forgive the grievous wrong of that poor saif,
And do as Thou wilt, Thou who knowest best.
But grant me only ever increasing love
For Thy Feset.

L

1. Followersof French philosopher Guenon, who said: ‘ Beingisone, and therefore
by redlising your true Self you realise your identity with Divine, the Universal
Being.

2 No.126 relatesto Mrs.Maclver.

3. The Japanese had put him and many foreigners in a concentration camp.



102 Face to Face with S'i Ramana Maharshi

4. Sri Ramana never used any personal pronoun while referring to
himself. He mostly used the word as employed by the party addressing
him, which usually was ‘Bhagavan'.

5. Reference is to Shakespeare’'s play King Lear.

41

Prof. G.V. Subbaramayya who taught English at a College in
Nellore, Andhra Pradesh, was also a scholar of Telugu. He was
oneof the privileged few who moved with Sri Ramanawith childlike
familiarity. His writings include rendering of Kalidasa's Megha-
Doota into Telugu verse and collection of his English poems in
two volumes. His Sri Ramana Reminiscences was originally written
in Telugu. He translated Sri Ramana Gita into Telugu.

My first visit to Sri Ramanasramam was in June 1933. In the
previous December | had suffered bereavement when my two-year-old
son died suddenly. | had been reading the works of Sri Ramana and was
struck with wonder at the style of Telugu Upadesa Saaram, which in its
simplicity, felicity and classic finish could equal that of the grestest Telugu
poet Tikkana. | had felt convinced that a Tamilian who could compose
such Telugu verse must be divinely inspired, and | wanted to see Him.

But my immediate quest at the time was for peace and solace. |
had darshan of Sri Bhagavan in the Hall. As our eyes met, therewas a
miraculous effect on my mind. | felt asif | had plunged into a pool of
peace, and with eyes shut, sat in a state of ecstasy for nearly an
hour. When | came to normal consciousness, | made bold to ask Him a
question: “The Gita says that mortals cast off their worn-out bodies and
acquire new bodies, just as one casts away the worn-out clothes and wears
new garments. How does this apply to the death of infants whose bodies
are new and fresh?’ Bhagavan prompitly replied, “How do you know that
the body of the dead child was not worn-out? It may not be apparent; but
unlessitisworn-out it will not die.”

After agap of threeyears, | went again to the Ashram with anote
of introduction. Bhagavan gave me aknowing nod and gracious smile and
said, “Why theintroduction? You have come before. You are not new.” To
add to my wonderment, | now fet as though my dead father had come
back alive; the resemblance was so striking. That settled my relationship
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to Sri Ramanafor all time. My approach to Him has ever since been that
of achild to its parents, quite fearless, free and familiar.

After returning home, | wrote to the Ashram offering my literary
services. In reply | was asked to attempt a Telugu verse-trandation of i
Ramana Gita. In Dasarah vacation, | offered the completed trandation
at thefeet of Bhagavan, who at my request scrutinized the manuscript and
made the necessary corrections. On the eve of my departure, | told
Bhagavan the suffering of my wife who was grief-striken by the
bereavement.“ Has she no male child afterwards?’ enquired He. | replied
“No”. Bhagavan sighed and said, “Alas! What apity!” Thistook place on
October 18, 1936. My wife delivered amale child on August 1, 1937.

Later, seeing me busy with S'i Ramana Gita, Bhagavan jokingly
observed, “For your collegework you draw asalary. What isyour payment
for thislabour?’ | replied that | sought amuch higher reward than monetary
remuneration. Curioudly, | received a surprise offer next month of Chief
Examinership. It was so unexpected that in the circumstances | regarded
it as amiracle of His grace.

V.Ananthachari took immense painsin the printing of the Telugu
Si Ramana Gita.When his services were appreciatively referred to in
the preface, he pleaded hard with Bhagavan that his name should not be
mentioned. Bhagavantold him, “Why do youworry?To ask for theomission
of nameisas much egotism asto desireitsinclusion. After al, who knows
who is Ananthachari?’

One morning, M.V.Ramaswami lyer [No.94], who was sitting
besidemeintheHall, happened to go through my notebook which contained
my free verse compositions in English. He was so pleased that he at once
showed them to Bhagavan, who read aloud the piece“| and Thou”, and as
He reached the last words: “1 without me am Thou. Thou without Thee art
I. Indeed | and Thou are one.” He burst into laughter. | casually quoted
Tagore's song: “I run like the musk-deer, mad with my own perfume. |
seek what | cannot get, | get what | do not seek.” Bhagavan liked it so
much that He explained its meaning to His devoteesin Tamil.

| enquired whether Poetry and other Fine Arts could be used as
a sadhana (means) for Self-realisation. Bhagavan said, “Anything that
makes for concentration of mind isahelp. But in the cultivation of every
Art, there comes a stage when you feel that you have had enough of it,
and you would then transcend it.” When | pointed out that some learned
persons consider rasa (aesthetic pleasure) as Brahmananda sahodaram
(akin to the Bliss of the Absolute), Bhagavan said, “Why sahodaram



104 Face to Face with S'i Ramana Maharshi

(akin)? It is Brahmananda itself. For have not the scriptures proclaimed
raso wai sah (He is rasa)? Indeed Brahmananda is the rea rasa.All
other rasas are only its shadows.”

The morning before | |eft, Dr. Syed, Professor of Philosophy,
Allahabad University [N0.23], asked Bhagavan, “What is the purpose
of creation?’ Usually Bhagavan gave replies in Tamil, Telugu or
Malayalam. This time He spoke directly in English, and asked, “Can
the eye see itself?” Dr. Syed replied, “Of course not. It can see
everything else, but not itself.” To Bhagavan's question that “if it wants
to see itself”, he said, “It can see itself only in a mirror.” Bhagavan
then commented, “That is it. Creation is the mirror for the ‘I’ to see
itself.”

At Bhagavan’'s instance | translated into Telugu verse His
sdlections from Yoga Vasistham. In the last verse which says, ‘whatever
part you have taken in life, play it well,” | added in Telugu rendering the
phrase saisava lila (the sport of childhood). Bhagavan appreciated it by
saying, “It was a happy phrase and correctly portrays the attitude of mind
oneshould cultivate according to the d okas. Hasnot the Christ said,  Unless
thou be as children, thou shalt not enter the Kingdom of God?”

Having learnt that Dr.Rgjendra Prasad [Later President of Indial
and Jamana La Bajgj [Treasurer, Indian National Congress] were coming
for Bhagavan's darshan, | wrote and sent two verses in Telugu saying
that their visit to theAshram wasin keeping with theancient Indian tradition
of rulers being entertained in the rishi ashramas. The Ashram in their
reply of August 16, 1938 wrote: “ Sri Rgjendra Babu was entering the Hall
when Bhagavan was reading your |etter. How happy it would have been if
the whole country had but one language! Two stanzas were much
appreciated and have gone into the record.”

One morning Bhagavan quoted from a journal the following
sentence, “Where psychology ends, philosophy begins’, and added His
own remark, “Where philosophy ends spirituality begins.” When someone
asked how the sensuous, intellectual and spiritual joys are correlated,
Bhagavan said, “ All other joys are like the foam and bubbles to the ocean
of Brahmananda (the joy of the Absolute).”

Bhagavan obeyed every Ashram rule scrupulously. When, for
instance, the dinner bell rang in the middle of some singing or parayana,
He would immediately get up saying jocularly, “The Ashram is giving
bhiksha out of grace. If we delay, they will be justified in refusing to
serve us food. So let us hasten!”
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Bhagavan spoke commending the practice of going round the
Hill. He said, “Other sacred hills are described as the abodes of some
deity. But Arunachalais God Himsdlf in the shape of a Hill. So specid
sanctity attaches to going round Arunachala.”

One Somasundaraswami approached Bhagavan with a new
notebook and requested him to write one aksharam (letter) in it first.
Aksharam aso means the indestructible (Self). So Bhagavan wrote in
Tamil, “ One aksharam shines aways of Itsdlf in the Heart. How could it
be written?’

Once Bhagavan narrated in amost dramatic and thrilling manner
the story of King Janaka and Sage Ashtavakrato show how salf-surrender
automatically brings about Self-realisation. Having read in the scriptures
that the Salf could be redlised in the interval between arider putting one
foot inthe stirrup and raising the other foot for mounting the horse, theking
summoned al pandits in his kingdom, who having failed to answer him
satisfactorily brought Sage Ashtavakra to save themselves.

The Sage asked the king to follow him aone with ahorse outside
the city, where he asked Janaka to place one foot in the stirrup and raise
the other foot, and then said, “Now comes the supreme condition, you
must surrender yourself. Are you willing?’ Janaka said, “Yes.” From that
moment Janaka stood transfixed with one foot in the stirrup and the other
dangling in the air, apparently like a statue. (Here Bhagavan imitated the
posture of Janaka). King's people seeing him in that state begged the Sage
to show grace. Then, as the Sage said, “Janaka, why are you like this?
Ride homeonthehorse,” he rode home and obeyed the Sagein everything
like abonded dave.

One day, while going up the Hill, Bhagavan referred to the
misunderstanding between two prominent devotees and wanted me to
convey to them the following message: “Whoever condemns us is our
friend. For he condemns only our body, whichis our enemy. The enemy’s
enemy is the best friend. We should really beware of those who praise
us.” The next morning | met the two devotees to convey Bhagavan's
message. Even before | opened my mouth, they both expressed their
eagerness to make up their quarrel.

One morning at breakfast, Bhagavan asked me, “Do you know
this chutney?’ | replied, “No. It tastes excellent though.” He smiled and
said, “It is bitter-gourd.” It could hardly be believed but for Bhagavan
saying it, because it had no trace of bitterness. On the other hand, it was
very paatable. Then | composed a Telugu verse expressing wonder how
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Bhagavan could remove hitterness so completely from raw bitter-gourd,
and praying that He might likewise wipe out the bitterness of ego from
within us. Assoon as hereturned from his usual walk on the Hill, | showed
him the piece. He explained that sour mango and coconut were mixed to
counteract and suppress the bitter taste in the chutney, and added, “ Bitter-
gourd isgood for digestion and it also acts as alaxative.”

In the evening Bhagavan referred to the description of the Self as
“the smallest of atoms, the biggest of big things.” He said, “ The hailstone
fallsin the ocean. At onceit melts and becomes the ocean itself. Likewise,
the source of the Self isapinpoint. When it is searched for, it disappesars,
and only the fullnessremains.”

The next day Bhagavan casually narrated the story of MiraBai's
visit to a well-known swami in Mathura, whose disciples refused her
permission for darshan on the ground that their guru did not meet women.
MiraBai observed: “I thought that thereis only one Purusha [her Girdhar
Gopal] and all the rest of us are women.” When these words were
communicated by the disciples to the guru, he at once realised that Mira
Bai was a jnani, and he came out and saluted her.

At the time of Bhagavan’s shashtipurti in December 1939, when
| reached the Ashram, | was suffering from severe partial headache, which
was the aftereffect of afever. A devotee friend noticing signs of suffering
on my face, enquired about my allment in aloud tone. | came out of the
Hall and told him about my trouble. As soon as | returned to my seat, Sri
Bhagavan enquired what the matter was and got details of my disease and
treatment. Unable to sit on account of pain, | went and lay behind a shelf
in the bookstall. At about 10 am. an Ashram worker brought coffee for
someone and missing him, pressed me to take it. The moment | drank it,
the pain suddenly subsided and never recurred afterwards.

One day in December 1939, Devargja Mudaiar [No.35], an
intimate devotee, asked how Bhagavan could observe distinction among
His devotees. “For instance’, he added, “ Shall we bewrong if we say that
Subbaramayya is shown a little more favour than others?’ Bhagavan
smilingly replied, “To methereisno distinction. Graceisflowing like the
ocean ever full. Every one draws from it according to capacity. How can
onewho bringsonly atumbler complain that heisnot ableto take asmuch
as another who brought ajar?” Once Bhagavan quoted two Tamil verses
of poet Muruganar [No.53], and explained them asfollows: (i) That which
issaid to be beyond the beyond and which is at the sametimeinside of the
inside and shineswithinthe Heart itself, the Real Self isverily Sri Ramana,
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do adore Him. (ii) Likethe cock that throws aside the diamond taking it to
be apebble, you may also belittle thisArunachala Ramanamistaking Him
for acommon fellow man, whileHeisreally the Supreme Self. So beware!

In June 1940, | was blessed with the rare good fortune of working
with Bhagavan in the kitchen, where He would come punctualy at 2.30
am. and spend some time in cutting vegetables with the workers and
devotees. Then He would prepare sambhar or chutney for breakfast, and
occasionally some extra dishes aso. As | saw Bhagavan perspiring
profusely near the oven, | tried to fan Him, but He objected. He would not
allow any special attention to be shown to Him. | stopped, but as He got
engrossed in work, | gently repeated fanning. He turned to me, laughed
and said, “You want to do it on the dy. But do not even know how to do it
effectively; let me teach you.” So saying He held me by the hand and
taught me the proper way of waving the fan. Oh! How | was thrilled at
Histouch and thanked my ignorance! From the kitchen Hewould adjourn
to another room for grinding the mixture. | did not know at first how to hold
the pestle and grind. Bhagavan placed His hand upon mine and turned the
pestle in the proper way. Again, what a thrill! How blessed was my
ignorance! After the work was finished, He would take out a bit from the
dish, taste a little and give us the remainder to taste, and sometimes when
our hands were unwashed, He would Himself throw it into our mouths.
That would be the climax of our happiness.

One day, at about 3 am. when we were with Bhagavan, | was
caled and told that a party of women and children from my area wanted
Bhagavan's darshan and blessings, before starting to go round the Hill.
When | went inside after curtly telling them that it was impossible to see
Him at that time, Bhagavan asked me what the matter was, and said,
“Poor people! Why should they go away disappointed? Tell them to come
to the back door and | shall meet them there.” When informed, they ran
there. The whole party fell at His feet, touched them, kissed them and
bathed them with tears. | envied the good luck of the party and realised the
full force of calling Him karunapurna sudhabdhi (the nectareous ocean
of grace).

It was June 10, 1940. Bhagavan, Narayana lyer [No.100] and
myself were at work in the grinding room. When the radio announced the
fal of Paris to Germany, Narayana lyer observed, “France, a first-rate
power has fallen in three days. Then do you think our Britain could hold
out longer than three weeks at the most?’ Upon this, Bhagavan observed,
“Um! But Russia.” Abruptly, He cut short His speech and resumed silence.
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Neither of us had the courage to ask Him what Russia was going to do,
though it appeared strange that He should mention Russiawho was at that
timefriendly to Germany. It will be remembered that war broke out between
Germany and Russia only one year afterwards, and it was Germany’s
attack on Russiathat turned the tide of fortunein favour of theAllies. This
incident affords a peep into the omniscience of Bhagavan.

As kitchen workers failed to carry out certain directions of
Bhagavan to avoid wastage, He discontinued going to the kitchen. When
no amount of apologies and entreaties made Him change His decision, |
wrote a Telugu poem Pakasala Vilapam! which He read out dramatically,
enacting the sceneinthe poem, but did not change Hisdecision. Helaughed
and told me, “ Things happen asthey must. Itisal for good. These people
must not alwayshang upon me. They must learnto do things by themselves.
So don’t you worry about it.”

Once, after my wife's death in 1942, | complained to Bhagavan
saying, “Nowadays she does not even gppear to me in dream. So even
that comfort isdenied to me.” At this Bhagavan said, “What! Do you find
comfort in adream vison?’ “Yes! Bhagavan, | should be a hypocriteif |
hid my real feeling.” On hearing this, He sighed and kept silent.

That night when | lay opposite where Bhagavan was seeping, |
dreamt a big choultry. The door was gjar. A group of elderly Brahmins
blocked the entrance and were peeping in. | heard my old uncle of Benaras
saying, “Look there. Sheisthe eldest daughter-in-law of the house. Sheis
not an ordinary woman. She is all gold.” On hearing this, | too was
impelled by curiosity to stand tiptoe behind the Brahmins and beheld my
dear, departed wife. She was seated on the floor, and | must confess that
never when shewasalivedid | have such aclear and vivid vision of her as
now. A flood of bliss engulfed me for how long | knew not, until there
suddenly rushed upon me the consciousness that it was al dream.This
thought let loose on me such overpowering sorrow that | started sobbing.

It was then 5 am. Bhagavan noticed me and asked “What, why
areyou like that? Did you have the dream?’ Then He said, “Why do you
grieve now? You wanted the dream vision and you had it. You thought it
would bring comfort, instead it has proved acrushing grief.” Asif to divert
my mind, He enquired, “ Did you observe anything beside the choultry?’

On hearing this query, | recollected that there was a big river
flowing nearby and | told Him so. Then He remarked that the river might
be the Ganges and the place Benaras. His words somehow had a soothing
effect on my nerves, and lifted the load of sorrow from my heart. That
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morning | got a letter from the same uncle of Benaras reminding of the
date for my wife's monthly ceremony and asking me to return home in
time. When | showed the letter to Bhagavan, He said, “This is really
wonderful. This uncle of yours pointed out your wife early this morning,
and again now heis pointing to her in this|etter.”

The whole incident was a grand mystery and made me recollect
the famous lines of Shakespeare in his play Hamlet: “There are more
thingsin heaven and earth, than are dreamt of in your philosophy.”

On April 19, 1950, a devotee returning from the Ashram
informed me that on account of the vast crowds that flocked for
Bhagavan’s darshan during his last days, the Ashram provisions were
utterly depleted and the Ashram was badly in need of rice. He urged
that we both should approach somerich friends. As| wasthen connected
with the University Examinations, | was unwilling to go to anyone for
any obligation. He then suggested that | might approach at least
N.Venkata Reddy, a philanthropist, who was my old student. But | was
reluctant even for that.

Early the next morning what was my wonder to see Venkata
Reddy himself drive to my house for the first time since he had been
a student many years ago. He said that he came to consult me
regarding the scheme for a poor students’ scholarship fund that he
wanted to institute. He casually noticed the picture of Bhagavan
hanging in front and referring to His recent mahasamadhi he enquired
whether | would go to the Ashram to attend the ceremonies performed
after death. | replied in the affirmative and asked whether he would
be willing to contribute rice needed for the occasion. He at once
replied, “Yes Sir. What greater good can | do than that? | shall carry
out whatever you suggest.” And as suggested, he sent 1200 kgs of
rice to the Ashram. A few days later, another friend volunteered to
contribute 600 kgs.

This incident was a godsend to me. For, after the demise of
Bhagavan | was passing through the worst depression of mind and
spirits. | was feeling like the Pandavas after the passing away of Sri
Krishna. | thought that | was now utterly helplessand that the usefulness
of my life was at an end. This incident came as an eye opener:
Bhagavan was still as powerful as when in flesh and blood and,
moreover, was pleased to use me still as His instrument.

1 ‘Theagony of the kitchen on being deserted by Sri Ramana.’
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Major A.W. Chadwick O.B.E. (1890-1962) was in the British army
serving in South America. After getting captivated by Brunton's
A Search in Secret India (no.1), he resigned his post, came to Sri
Ramanasramam in November 1935, and remained there for good.
He became Sadhu Arunachala and lies buried in the Ashram
campus. He rendered into English all the original works of Sri
Ramana, which were perused by the Maharshi himself. He
authored A Sadhu’s Reminiscences of Ramana Maharshi (1961).

When | firgt entered the Hall, he greeted me with hislovely smile
and asked if | had my breakfast, and then told me to sit down. Bhagavan
talked to methe whole morning and asked me many questionsabout my life
and mysdf. All this seemed quite natural. He was very interested to hear
about Brunton whom | had met in London. | felt the tremendous peace of
his presence, his graciousness. It was not as though | was meeting him for
the first time. It seemed that | had always known him. In spite of being
entirely new to Indiaand its customs, nothing that happened in thefirst days
of my stay a the Ashram seemed strange to me; it was dl quite natural.

Whenever people came to Bhagavan with their family stories he
would laugh with the happy, and at times shed tears with the
bereaved. He never raised his voice. He would never touch money
because he never had need of it and was not interested in it. He
preferred every sort of smplicity and liked to sit on the floor, but a
couch had been forced upon him and this became his home for most of the
twenty four hours of the day.> He would never, if he could help it, allow
any preference to be shown to him. If any attachment to anything on earth
could be said of him, it was surely to the Hill.2 He loved it and said it was
Goditself.

Bhagavanwasinvariably kindto al animals. Snakesand scorpions
were never allowed to be killed. For dogs he aways had atender spot. At
one time a small puppy would aways relieve itself near the office The
sarvadhikari got furious and tried to drive it out of the Ashram. Bhagavan
came to its rescue saying that if some child did the same thing nobody
would be angry, and the puppy was only a child and knew no better. He
seemed specialy to love monkeys and often said that in many ways they
were better than human beings. He would often give directions that they
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should befed, and encouraged them in many waysto the annoyance of the
management to whom they were a great nuisance. He also told us how, at
times, people would reincarnate in the body of some animd just for a
chanceto benear him. Thereis, of course, the famous example of Lakshmi,
the Ashram cow.3

Bhagavan was a very beautiful person; he shone with a
visible light or aura. He had the most delicate hands | have ever seen
with which alone he could express himself, one might almost say talk. His
feastureswereregular and thewonder of hiseyeswasfamous. Hisforehead
was high and the dome of his head the highest | have ever seen. His body
was well-formed and of only medium height, but this was not apparent as
his personality was so dominant that one looked upon him astall. Hewas
always scrupuloudly clean and his body gave off a faint perfume,
though he never used any scented soap.

Bhagavan always radiated tremendous peace, but on those
occasions when crowds were attracted to the Ashram such as Jayanti
and Deepam,? this increased to an extraordinary degree. The numbers
seemtocall up somereserve of ahiddenforce, andit wasagreat experience
to sit with him at such times.®

Bhagavan had a great sense of humour, and when talking asmile
was never far from hisface. He had many jokesin his repertoire and was
a magnificent actor; he would aways dramatize the protagonist of any
story he related. When the recital was very pathetic he would be filled
with emotion and could not proceed.®

On the question of attaining Self-redlisation, Bhagavan told me
that in the early stagesaperson who wasregularly meditating would usualy
at first go into atrance which would probably last for some thirty minutes,
and if he continued with his tapas properly, such samadhi would become
more frequent. A person can il carry on with the ordinary day-to-day
business but he no longer identifies himsalf with the activities, but watches
them like a dreamer watching a dream.

Whileknowing Bhagavan’steaching, that all isonly an appearance
and acreation of mind, | found histeaching on dreams hard to understand
and would often question him on the subject. The waking state seemed to
me continuous, going on from day-to-day. | awoke into the same world
each day whereas my dreams were aways different, they were distinct.
However, Bhagavan never accepted this distinction and repeated that the
criticism only arose in the waking state and never in that of dreams. Then
| myself had a dream:
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| was having an argument with somebody on the subject of dreams
and in the course of this| said, “Whatever you say, Bishop Berkeley was
right, thingsare only in the mind, thereisno reality outside that. Thingsdo
not exist; so dream and waking experience must be exactly the same.
They are only mental concepts.” “You say that now”, the other replied,
“but you would not talk like that in a dream.” And then | woke up. The
wholething wasintensdly vivid.

Some people would fail to see how this applies to the above. But
the point is that the dream was so red that | never questioned it to be
anything but the waking state. The two were exactly the same.

Bhagavan said that the mind was like amonkey, never still for one
second, it was an amost hopeless task to try and quieten it; the best thing
to do wasto give it a productive employment and never allow it to fritter
itself away. Let it concentrate on ‘Who am I’ ? And then there will be no
room for any other thought.

Many people identified Bhagavan with Dakshinamurthi, the
silent Guru,” who gave the instruction to four Kumaras in silence;
because no word can express that which is beyond all words and no
mind can grasp that which is beyond mind. How eloquent silence could
be for the seeker can be illustrated by the following episode, which |
witnessed personaly.

A gentleman from Kashmir came to the Ashram with his assistant
who could not speak a word of any other language except his native
Kashmiri. One night when the Hall was amost dark except for the pale
glimmer of asingle hurricane lantern, the assistant came into the Hall and
stood before Bhagavan in arespectful manner jabbering something rapidly
in hislanguage. Bhagavan said nothing but lay quietly gazing at him. After
awhile, the assistant saluted and Ieft the Hall. Next morning his master
came to Bhagavan and complained: Bhagavan, you never told me you
could speak Kashmiri, wasit fair? When Bhagavan asked how he thought
s0, hesaid: Last night my assistant cameto you and asked severd questions
in his language. He tells me that you answered him in the same language
and cleared all his doubts. “But | never opened my mouth”, replied
Bhagavan.

Bhagavan never initiated by touch. He dways refused to place his
hands on aperson’shead though very many besought himto do so. However,
in one case he made an exception. An old sannyasi, who was an ex-
stationmaster, came from Mysore. Bhagavan seemed from the first very
sympathetic and unusudly kind towardshim. When hewasleavingtheAshram,
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he entered the Hall, which happened to be empty at the time. The sannyas
prayed to Bhagavan to place his hands on his head and knelt quite close to
the couch, resting his head againgt it. Bhagavan turned towards him and
placed both hishands on hishead for afew minuteswithout saying anything.
Then the sannyas rose and |eft the Hall showing great emation.

The Taylors, an American couple, came to the Ashram. Taylor
was aretired postmaster. They became much attached to Bhagavan. One
day, Mrs.Taylor suddenly said in the Hall, “Bhagavan, | want Self-
redisation.” “Wait”, replied Bhagavan, “it will come in duetime.” “No”,
she answered, “that isno good. | want it here and now.” Bhagavan tried to
explain to her that when she was ready everything would work out dl
right. But sheinsisted: she must have it here and now and it was up to him
to giveit to her. Bhagavan said nothing but gazed at her steadily inthe eyes
for some minutes or so. She suddenly burst into tears and rushed out of the
Hall, but would never tell anybody what had happened.®

One evening | asked permission to go to Pondicherry. Bhagavan
asked, “Why?’ | replied that | was having trouble with one of my teeth and
wanted to consult the dentist. As he kept quiet, | did nothing. Later he
asked me, “1 thought you were going to Pondicherry, you are still here.”
“But you never gave me leave’, | replied. Bhagavan kept quiet. It turned
out that my trouble righted itself; something that had jammed against the
gum became loose and there was no need for adentist. A few months | ater
| again had trouble, thistime with another tooth. On asking permission and
telling Bhagavan the reason why | wanted to go, he immediately said,
“Yes, go.” Thistime the journey did prove necessary.

Bhagavan said that the principal sadhanas we should practise
were to eat only sattvic food and observe satsanga. He laid no other
rules. He said that the mind was entirely created by the food we ate.

Bhagavan never taught morals, and had no specia abhorrenceto
sex. Heonce said in answer to troubled disciplesin my hearing, “ It isbetter
to do it than to be always thinking about it.” This reminds one of the Gita,
“Thoughts are acts in their infancy.”

Oneday Bhagavan said, “Why do you think that you arethe doer?
Itisabsurd, asitisobviousthat ‘I' doesnothing. ‘I" isawaysthe withess.
Concentrate on being the witness and | et things take their course, they will
go on anyhow, you cannot prevent them.”

Bhagavan was insistent on ‘means’ and taught that we should
leave the ‘ends’ to look after themselves.

Bhagavan said, “Don’'t worry about what other people are doing
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or saying, you have quite enough to do in worrying about yourself. First
reform yourself and then it will be time enough to think about the world.
How can you help theworld until you have helped yourself?’

If asked about Self-redlisation, what it waslike, or what would be
our statein future, hewould alwaysreply, “Why worry about something in
future? It is here and now which are important. You are always Self-
realised, but only ignorant of the fact.”

Bhagavan was deeply interested in the construction of the shrine
built on hismother’s samadhi. He attended every function connected with
it. At night, when no one was about, he would walk round and round the
construction consecrating it. That he should take such a demonstrative
part in anything has a very deep significance. It was extremely rare and
has been doubted by many, but | myself was an eyewitnessto these things
and can vouch for their truth.

The philosophy of this greatest sage can be summed up in just
threewords, “Thereisnothing.” So simpleyet so supremely difficult. This
entire world that we see, this mad rush of people after money and
‘existence’ is just a fabricless thought. We are like the shadow of a lesf
cast by the moonlight, intangible and unsubstantial. You may justly turn to
me and ask, “Who wantsthis purely negative state?’ | canonly reply, “Itis
just aquestion of taste.” @ But this being nothing, there must obviously bea
state which is something. That state is Self-realisation. Not only it is
something but it is everything.

An Audtralian journalist in the course of his visit to the Ashram,
came to my room. It was obvious from the first moment that | was a
tremendous problem to him. Why a European should shut himself away in
aplacelike thiswas beyond his comprehension! He asked many questions
but none of my replies satisfied him. At length he could not contain himsel f
and bluntly asked me what | was doing here. | just said that here | found
peace of mind. | know it was an inadequate answer but hoped it would
stave off further enquiries. He looked at me serioudly for a few minutes
and then said pityingly, “Oh, | see, | have never been troubled in that way
myself.” All | had succeeded in doing was confirming his conviction that |
was insane.

But let us return to the question and admit straightaway that even
now | am unable to reply satisfactorily. | can only say, | came because |
wanted to. And why do | stay? Because | want to. To my metal Bhagavan
was a magnet and as yet his magnetism has lost none of its forces. | am
helpless.
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| seehimgittinginthe Hall completely detached, entirely unmoved
by the happenings which seem so momentous to me, his face wreathed
in the most lovely of smiles, and an expression of serenity and
beauty on it which isimpossible to describe, or even believe unless
you have seen it yourself. No books written in the past, no stories of
former saints can convey the same message: after al there is dways the
chance that they may have been frauds. But this is absolutely genuine and
| am unable to doubt any longer even if | want to. Here we are on the
bedrock of certainty in an ever-changing and uncertain world.

| doubt if we realise how lucky we are. One is inclined to
get used to things and take them for granted. But thereis no taking
Bhagavan for granted, he is always surprisingly different, and that
is one of the greatest wonders of his presence.

Extracts from his poems:
Surrender

| say that | have surrendered
But what have | given up?

It's easy to talk in thisfashion
Though it’s nothing but empty words,
Which came from the tongue too glibly
In a sentimenta way.

L

Itisdl just show and pretending,
Prostrating and that sort of thing.
Quoting of texts and of shastras,
Perfect in word not in deed.
|’am sick, sick, sick of this business,
| want to start fresh but | can’t.

L

Transmute me until | am blended

With you so that both are as One.
When there's no longer the talk of surrender

Then aone has surrender begun.

L
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Will You Not Let Me Go?

Will you not let me go?

Here, inan alien land | pass my hours,
Far from my country and all former ties.
A restlesslonging dowly me devours
That me al wordly happiness denies.
And so, will you not let me go?

* ok ¥

Will you not let me go?
| am afool that | should try to fleg;
For here, thereis apeace I'll never find
When | the least am separate from Thee,
Then I'll be but adave to caitiff mind.
And so, | do not wish to go.

L
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David Godman says: Sometimein 1928-29, Rangaswami Gounder brought a
sofa and asked Bhagavan to sit on it. When Bhagavan refused, he started
crying. For three successive days he was crying in the hall, begging
Bhagavan to accept the gift. Finally, on the night of the third day, Bhagavan
got off the bench (on which he had been sitting till then), and occupied the
sofa. Living By The Words Of Bhagavan, p. 40.

Refer annexure-1, Mountain Arunachala, p. 410.

Refer annexure-1V, The Cow Lakshmi, p. 414.

Refer annexure-11 for Deepamfestival, p. 411.

Annamalai Swami also says: “Many devotees, including myself, felt that he
radiated more than the usual amount of power and grace on jayanti days.”
Living By The Words Of Bhagavan, David Godman, p.77.

. This, for example, happened when Sri Ramana was narrating a story from

the Periapuranam to the devotees in the hall. Refer last three paras, p. 286.

. Refer annexure-V, p. 415.

Refer paras3to5at p. 71 for asimilar incident.

. ‘Itisaquestion of taste’, reminds us of aHindi couplet, according to which:

The lust and attachment to the world, renounced by saints and hugely
sought after by fools, is the same as the dog eating with relish what a
human being vomits.
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Prof. K. Swaminathan (1896-1994) taught English at the Presidency
College, Madras. He was the Chief Editor of the monumental 100-
volume Collected Works of Mahatma Gandhi, and for some time
edited The Mountain Path. He authored Sri Ramana — The Self
Supreme, and for the National Book Trust he authored Ramana
Maharshi. He translated into English verse Muruganar’s 1282
stanzas of Guruvachaka-Kovai and 1851 verses of Ramana Sannidhi
Murai. In his letters to the Ashram, he would address Sri Ramana
as Ammaiappa — one who combines the attributes of mother and
father, and sign as ‘Ramana s&’ — Ramana’s child. He was awar ded
the Padma Bhushan in 1972.

| was told about Bhagavan in 1927, but then | was not interested
in someone sitting still and doing nothing when so much was needed to be
done to change this mad, bad world, and Mahatma Gandhi strode the land
doing so many things ‘socidly relevant’. In 1940, | had many baffling
problems and mental conflicts. Sr PS.Sivaswami lyer, my pater familias
after my father’s death, advised me to take a series of lessons on the
Brahma SQutras from a great Sanskrit pandit in Bangalore. Then | could
see that behind this apparent laziness of Bhagavan there was something
very profound. And, that man said, this is not mere theory, you go to
Tiruvannamalai and see for yoursalf.

As one deeply interested in poetry, | have read the poems of
Muruganar [No.53] and said to myself, good heavens, the man who could
inspire this kind of poetry isdivine. It moved me completely; Muruganar
completely converted me. Then, when Grant Duff [No.7] came to my
college, | took him around. After | spent a week with him, he casually
asked me, “Have you seen Ramana Maharshi?’ | said to mysdlf, here is
an Englishman steeped in Italian philosophy telling me about the Maharshi.
| felt ashamed, and | wasashamed. All these events convinced the obstinate
camel that the oasis he badly needed was near and easy to reach.

When | told Sir Sivaswami about my decision to visit the Ashram,
he said, you are ayoung man with many responsibilities; when you go to
Bhagavan you will be swept off your feet and fall into an abyss. Don’'t go
alone, tieyoursalf in many bonds; take somebody you like, you are attached
to, to hold you. So | took my wife and two of my students with me.
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The Maharshi deprived me of none of the persons or pleasures
that were dear to me. He left them al with me enriched and sanctified.
Shakespeare, Keats, Wordsworth and the Bible meant much more for me
when illuminated by the light he shed on al he saw. From the Bible he
often cited the key passages like: Be till and know that | am God; the
kingdom of God iswithin you; my Father and | are one.

My firgt darshan of the Maharshi on September 29, 1940, was
themost memorable event of my life. Thelast darshan occurred afortnight
before his mahanirvana on April 14, 1950. In between, during many
weekends and college vacations, repeated visits to the Ashram kept me
(asspells of sound deep keep one) in health, happiness and taut efficiency.
The pure happiness| enjoyed wasthat of a child when it sits securely
in its mother’s lap.

Bhagavan was a perfect |mpersonality, like the sun in the
sky or like unnaticed daylight in an inner chamber. Thisimpersonal
being would suddenly become a Person full of sattvic power, highly
human, charming, mother-like, who could communicate with sharp
precision his own Awareness Bliss to other persons according to
their needs and moods. The sun now came down and played with
us as the light of the moon to illuminate the mind, or as thefirein
the home to cook our food.

Bhagavan listened like a child to passages from Shakespeare's
playsand Keats' |ettersand quickly and convincingly revealed theuniversal
truth in each flower uniqueinits own beauty. On Keats' |etter on ‘ negative
capahility’ hispassing comment was. “ So there are Upanishadsin English
as in Sanskrit.” After a passage from Shakespeare was read, discussed
and duly praised, Bhagavan said, “ Shakespeare the Self enjoyed writing
this, so that, born again aswe, he might enjoy readingit.” No wonder then
that Bhagavan not only permitted and encouraged Muruganar in hiscopious
outpourings but also oftenjoined himin playing the grand game of rhyming
and chiming in words that double a common joy. Was he not the sole
begetter of thousands of marvellous poems by Muruganar and so many
others?

Bhagavan often equated Gandhi with Hanuman, the humble and
heoric servant of Sri Rama. He once said: We say that Hanuman is
chiranjivi (immortal). It does not mean that a certain monkey goes on
living forever and ever. It only means that there will aways be on earth
someone who serves Rama as your Gandhi does now.

Once Rangachari, a Telugu teacher in aVellore college, asked the
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Maharshi to explain nishkama karma (desireless action). There was no
reply. After atime, the Maharshi went up the hill followed by afew devotees
and Rangachari. There wasathick, strong, thorny branch lying on the way
which the Maharshi picked up and began working on. The spikeswere cut
off, the knots made smooth and the surface polished with a rough ledf.
Hours of hard and careful work resulted in a nice stick that Maharshi
presented to a passing shepherd boy who appeared dejected because he
had logt his stick. Rangachari confessed that he had learnt anew lessonin
the art of teaching, for this silent practica demonstration was the Sage's
perfect answer to his earnest question.

In one articlethe famous Swiss psychologist Carl Jung contrasted Sri
Ramakrishna and Sri Bhagavan and saw in this succession the progressive
advance from bhakti to jnana. On hearing this, Bhagavan promptly sat erect
and protested againgt the comparison, saying: When one has reached the
mountain-top, no matter from which sde and by which path, one knows and
undergandsdl other peths. What istherethat Sri Ramakrishnadid not know?

In a like manner he deprecated comparison by some devotees
between himsdf as a jnani and Mahatma Gandhi as a karma-yogi. The
eye that sees and the hand that works are like organs of one and the same
Eternal Goodness. Bhagavan saw only adhyatma sakti (the Supreme
power) working everywhere. Different personsperform different functions;
arranging them in an order of merit is ‘the mischief of the ego’.

Sri Bhagavan preferred to speak in Tamil, Telugu or Mdayaam.
But he corrected mistrand ationsin English. He used the phrase, * automatic
divine activity’ while explaining prarabdha through the analogy of the
electric fan which goes on getting slow before it finaly stops. And he
added smilingly, “But you can stop it straightaway with astick if youwant.”

Despite the Maharshi’'s profound reverence for and frequent
referenceto the gods, his predominant concern waswith impersonal jnana.
He also maintained strict silence on irrelevant, speculative issues like the
nature of God. This brings him close to the Buddha. I n his technique of
self-enquiry, the exploration of consciousness, which gives energy
and meaning to the whole human life and breaks down the barriers
between sacred and secular, he resembles the scientist.

The experience of the peace conferred by the Maharshi’s
presence, testified to by so many devotees, accords with his reply to a
visitor who asked which of the many spiritual teachers he should follow:
“Choose that guru from whom you get santi (peace).” The Maharshi was
fond of the story of Tattvaraya who composed a bharani in honour of his
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guru and invited an assembly of learned men to hear him.The pandits
raised the objection that a bharani could be sung only in honour of a
warrior who had killed athousand el ephants and certainly not in honour of
amere ascetic. Then the poet said, “Let usall go to my guru and settle the
matter in his presence.” They went to the guru and the poet reported the
pandits objection. The guru sat silent and so did al others. Thus days
passed, with no thought at all occuring to any of them. At the end of the
long, silent session the guru made a dight movement of his mind and the
assembly declared with one voice: “Vanquishing a thousand elephantsis
nothing before thisman’spower to quell the rutting el ephants of our egos.”
And they called upon Tattvaraya to proceed to read his bharani.

Bhagavan's special mission was to convince al and sundry that
by self-enquiry, ‘Who am 7 (his brahmastra), and self-surrender, anyone
of uscan and should live securely, comfortably and happily in both worlds,
the Timeless and time.

Bhagavan succeeded in being a friend of every one — saint or
sinner, prince or peasant, learned or ignorant, cow, dog or monkey.
J.C.Molony, I.C.S. (adistrict collector) has noted how hishound preferred
the hermit’'s company to his own. He records: After visiting the sage on
the hill, when | reached my camp, one of my dogs was missing. In the
evening arrived the holy man leading the truant on astring. The sage said,
“He came back to me, and | should have liked to keep him. But why
should | steal him from you?’

Women and harijanswere no lesswelcometo his charmed circle.
Bhagavan gavefreedomto dl to enjoy hissaameepya (proximity, nearness),
and his soulabhya (easy accessihility).

Onceinthe1940s, | wassitting outside the hall with many devotees.
Bhagavan was reclining on a couch. A group of learned pandits was
discussing passages from the Upanishads with great enthusiasm and
profundity. All, including Bhagavan, appeared to be attentively listening to
the interesting discussion when, all of a sudden, Bhagavan rose from the
couch, walked some distance and stood before avillager who was standing
looking lowly with pamsjoined. All eyesturned to Bhagavan and thevillager
who was standing at a distance. They appeared to be conversing. Soon
Bhagavan returned to his couch and the discussion was resumed.

Being curious to know why Bhagavan had to go out to meet a
villager, | dipped away from the discussion and caught up with thevillager
before he |eft the Ashram. He told me that Bhagavan was asking why |
was standing so far and also asked my name, about my village, what | did,
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and about my family etc. | enquired, “Did you ask him anything?’ The
villager replied, “When | asked him how | could earn his blessings, he
asked whether there was a temple in my village and the name of the
templedeity. When| told himthe deity’ sname, he said, go on repesting the
name of the deity and you would receive al the blessings needed.”

| came back to Bhagavan's presence, but lost adl interest in the
discussons. | fet that thesmplehumility and devotion of apeasant had evoked
afar greater response from our Master than any amount of learning. | then
decided that though ascholar by profession, | should dwaysremain ahumble,
ignorant peasant at heart and pray for Bhagavan's grace and blessings.

Extracts from his poems:
Sri Ramana — the Self Supreme

You are the Perfect, One praised of old
The Gita's Jnani, the Jivanmukta
of ‘The Crest Jewel of Discrimination’
Inactive Doer of al deeds done
Wishing no wish and taking no side
Contemplative witness of things that pass
Steadily established in Satchidananda
Nothing topical, temporal, novel
No noise, no struggle and no change
The pole star, Truth, forever the same.

* ok ¥

Steep uphill isthe way You have taken
To the shining mountain-top of truth
Steep, yet short and straight and clear
Free from darkness, confusion and peril.

* ok ¥

Rock of faith, O Dawn of Hope,
Child of Charity, Holy Sage,
O Silent Presence on the Mount,
O Tiger bright with burning eyes!
You sought us, and you have caught us;
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Forsake us not; consume us quite;
Sri Ramana of Aruna.

* ok ¥

44

Rangan (Veacheri Ranga lyer) was a classmate of Sri Ramana.

In June 1907, | saw Bhagavan for the first time since we were at
school together. | asked, “Do you recognise me?’ Bhagavan uttered
‘Rangan’ with difficulty. In those days he spokelittle and found it difficult
to use hisvoice. My mother had already told me about her first visit inthe
late 1890s when Bhagavan was residing in atemple on a mound near the
main Arunachaleswara Temple,! Tiruvannamalai.

Many yearslater, talking to meabout my mother’svisit, Bhagavan
said, “When your mother came to see me, she was frightened by my
ascetic appearance and attire. My hair was all matted and my body was
completely covered with dust.” He added that at that time he was never
aware of the passage of time. Sometimes, when he tried to stand up, his
head would redl and he would lose his balance. When this happened he
concluded that he must have spent many days in a state in which he had
not been conscious of the world. Apart from these periodic bouts of
weakness he had no other way of detecting the passage of time. When
asked whether he had any food in those days, he replied, “ When thereis
no consciousness of the body, the bodily functions are also suspended.”

At the time of my departure after the first visit, | told Bhagavan,
“You have reached great heights.” Hisreply was, “ The far off mountains
look even and smooth.” | felt that he wastelling methat one could become
ajnani even while living an ordinary householder’s life. He seemed to be
telling me that there was nothing specia or great in physical renunciation.

The next time | met Bhagavan, | was on my way to Madras in
search of ajob. My financial circumstances were in a bad state at the
time. Bhagavan seemed to know this even though | never mentioned the
subject. My attempts for a job being unsuccessful, | returned home via
Tiruvannamalai. As soon as | saw Bhagavan, he brought up the subject of
my financial problems. That night when | was lying, Bhagavan came and
sat next to me. | got up and sat by hisside. “Rangan”, he asked, “Areyou
worried about thefinancial difficulties? Will ten thousand rupeesbe enough
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for you?’ Eventualy, | got ajob in an automobile company, selling buses.
Sincel got acommission on each bussold, | wasabletoraisethe Rs.10,000
that Bhagavan had spoken about. This money was enough to pay off my
debts and to perform marriages of two of my daughters.

Living with Bhagavan induced a spirit of renunciation in many,
including myself, but Bhagavan always discouraged his devotees from
taking the final steps of physical renunciation. My urge to take sannyasa
subsided and eventually disappeared.

There were many occasions when | needed help and | soon got
into the habit of telling Bhagavan all about my family troubleson my visits
to the Skandasram. On one occasion he turned to me and said, “You think
that your own troubles are very great. What do you know of my troubles?
Let metell you about oneincident.

Once, while climbing a steep part of the mountain, | was holding
on to arock to keep my balance. The rock was loose and would not take
my weight. | fell back and was partly buried by a small avalanche of
stones. | managed to remove them but found my left thumb dislocated. It
washanging loosaly near thefinger. | pushed back thethumbinto itssocket.”
Bhagavan's mother told me that she could not bear to recall that accident.
He came home bleeding al over.

| got on very well with Bhagavan’s mother because we had known
each other when shelived in Madurai. On one occasion shetold me, “One
day when | waslooking steedily at Bhagavan, hisbody gradually disappeared
and inits place | saw the lingam. The lingam was very bright. | could not
believe my eyes. | rubbed my eyesbut | still saw the same, bright lingam.
| was frightened because | thought my son was leaving us forever.
Fortunately, thelingamgradualy transformed itself into Bhagavan'sbody.”
After hearing her account | looked at Bhagavan for confirmation or
comment, but he just smiled and said nothing.

When my son was writing abook called Bhagavan Parinayam
(The marriage of Bhagavan) in which Bhagavan marries jnana kanya
(the bride jnana), | had told him about the incident and he incorporated
it in his manuscript. A few months|ater, when my son read out hisbook
before Bhagavan, he was asked how he knew about the incident. “My
father told me”, replied my son. ‘Oh!’ Said Bhagavan, “Did he really
tell you all about that?’ The other devotees were curious to know
more about the incident because none of them had heard about it, but
Bhagavan said, “It was nothing,” and diverted their attention to
something else.
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Once, | went out of the Skandasram for a short period of time,
leaving Bhagavan deepinginsde. When | returned, | saw himsitting outside
on a bed. | thought nothing of it until | went inside the ashram and saw
Bhagavan was deeping inside, in the position | had seen him when | left
the ashram. When | told Bhagavan about this later, he smiled and said,
“Why did you not tell me then itself? | could have caught the thief!”

This was typica of Bhagavan's response to the supernaturd. If
such events were reported to him, he would either ignore them or pass
them off asajoke. Thiswas because he didn’t want any of his devoteesto
be sidetracked fromtheir main goa of redising the Sif into an unproductive
interest in miraculous phenomena.

Although Bhagavan preferred to keep his exdted state a secret
from the public, he would occasionally show usglimpses of hispower and
knowledge. Once, for example, a devotee, who was sitting at a distance
from Bhagavan, copying some Sanskrit verses, had a doubt about what he
should write. Bhagavan, without even being asked, called over to him and
cleared his doubt; but he rarely showed his omniscience so openly.

| witnessed another manifestation of Bhagavan's power on one
of my vigits to the Skandasram. Two men came from a village and asked
Bhagavan to give them vibhuti with his own hand. They refused to collect
the vibhuti from the place where it was kept, even when told by Bhagavan
to do so, and eventually left disappointed. | followed them and asked, “Why
did you want the vibhuti from Bhagavan's own hands? Why were you so
insistent?’ One of them told me, “I used to have leprosy. | once came to
see Bhagavan and he gave me some vibhuti with his own hand. | applied
it to my body and soon there were no signs of the disease. This is my
friend. He also hasleprosy. That iswhy | ask for vibhuti from Bhagavan's
hands.” Bhagavan must have known that he had inadvertently cured the
leper of his disease. He probably refused to repest it because he didn't
want to acquire reputation as a ‘ miracle man’.

Because my brothers and | had received so much benefit from
being in Bhagavan's presence, we made it a point to encourage other
peopleto go to Tiruvannamalai and have Bhagavan's darshan. A friend
of ours, who went to see Bhagavan at our behest, on hisreturn told us,
“What a useless swami you sent me to! On an ekadasi day he was
cutting onions.”

Once Bhagavan told me, “You and your brothers have broadcast
the newsthat thereisaMaharshi here. Some people believe you until they
come here and see me gitting in a corner. Then they think, oh, is this the
man? They get disappointed and go away cursing you.”
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Although Bhagavan managed to maintain afacade of ordinariness,
he was able to see the spiritua worth of everyone who came to see him,
and would not let himself be understood by the undeserving.

Bhagavan could recognisespiritua meturity inthe peoplearound him.
He could dso discern it in the anima sthat cameto him. One day, Bhagavan's
mother asked, “Why doesthat dog dwaysliketo stay inyour [gp?” Bhagavan
turned to me and said, “This dog is dways in unwavering samadhi. A great
soul has comein the form of adog. Mother does not know this”

That Bhagavan had ceased to identify with his body was clear to
me when he and | were walking on the forest path around the mountain.
Having stepped on athorn, | waslagging behind. Bhagavan stopped, came
back to me and removed the thorn. Later, Bhagavan stepped on a big
thorn. Lifting hisfoot, | was astonished to find many thorns sticking out of
it; some were old and some were new. | lifted the other foot and found the
same. “Which thorns will you remove?’ asked Bhagavan with a laugh.
Then hecrushed the protruding thorn with thefoot in which it wasembedded
and happily continued to walk.

| felt that | was not making much spiritual progress, so | once
asked Bhagavan, “How many timeswill | have to be born to get jnana?’
Bhagavan answered, “There are no factors like time and distance. In one
hour we dream that many days and years have passed by. Don’t you see
inacinemafilm mere shadowsbeing transformed into great seas, mountains
and buildings. The world is not outside you. The small world that isin the
mind appearsasabigworld outside. The annihilation of themindisjnana.”

1. Refer annexure-1, p.410.
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M. Sivaprakasam Pillai (1875-1948), a graduate in philosophy, an
officer in the Revenue Dept. of the South Arcot Collectorate, first
met Sri Ramana in 1902. He is best remembered for hisrole in
getting Sri Ramana write down his teachings on Self-enquiry, later
published as Who am |? Pillai’s experiences and feelings about the
Maharshi in his verse biography Sri Ramana Charita Ahaval,
published in 1923, are sampled below in prose form.

Even though the people who approach you with restless and tired
minds are sinners without devotion, like amother who comforts her child
on seeingitssuffering, you melt with love, comfort their disconsolate minds
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with eyes full of compassion.You become the father and mother of all
those who approach you. You givethem food, generate knowledgein them
and in thisway destroy their misery.

With kind wordsyou said, “ The meaning of theword ‘I’ istheone
redlity that exists as supreme bliss, as knowledge. It isindestructible, and
athoughitiswithinthisfleshly body, it istill different fromit. If you desire
to know this supreme essence, you must first get rid of the attachment that
takesthe body as ‘I’ and then enquire, Who am 1? If one repestedly dives
within [like the pearl diver searching for the pearl] one can know oneself.
This Self-knowledgeisliberation.”

| had avisonwhilesditting beforeyou[onMay 5, 1913]. All around
you | saw an incomparable effulgence like the splendour of many full
moons. Your divine body shonewith light of the sun, belittling the lustre of
shining gold. Your beautiful eyes were shedding divine grace. In you was
themajesty of theL ord of Lords, aong with the power of giving bountifully.
A little later | saw your whole body smeared with white, bright, sacred
ash. My stone-like heart melted and becamelike water. | saw thesevisions,
but those near me did not see them. | did not ask you about them, nor did
you speak to me about them. From the day | realised that you aremy Lord,
and al the dangers and difficulties | encountered disappeared by your
grace like mist disappearing before the sun.

The Supreme Lord has assumed a human body as an act of
grace and resdesat Arunachala under the name Ramana. Ramanadeva,
if people in the world say that you too are a human being like us, that is the
same as describing dense, rain-filled dlouds as mere smoke cloud.

Isit possiblefor my one mouth to describeyour glories?No oneis
capableof describing your gloriesunlessyou yourself reveal them through
your grace. You have raised me as your devotee. Somehow, please do not
throw meaway on account of my unworthiness. Ramanadeva, kindly make
me submissive to you.

Ramana Sadguru, Supreme Self! Like a deer trapped in a net,
not knowing the way to escape, | fall at your feet again, saying, “ Your feet
alone are my refuge.” By answering, “There is no need to get agitated,”
you freed me from fear and saved me. In thisway you became my Lord,
my father and my mother.

About Pillai, Michad James (www.happiness of being.com) says:

In his poems he repestedly prays for the Grace of Bhagavan
expressing his own inability to follow the upadesa given by Him. When a
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devotee asked Sri Bhagavan, “ Sivaprakasam Pillai, who is such an ardent
devotee and along-standing disciple, haswritten that Bhagavan'singtructions
could not be carried out by him effectively in practice, what would be the
lot of others then?’

Bhagavan replied, “Adi Sankara also says similar things when he
COMpOoSeS songs in praise of any deity. How else can they praise God? If
one adopts the jivabhava (the attitude of being an individua soul) and
praises God, one cannot but sing of the limitations and shortcomings of
one's individual existence.”2 This can be seen from the hymns sung by
Bhagavan himsdlf in praise of Arunachala.3

On PFillai’s death, atelegram was sent to Bhagavan conveying the
news. After seeing the telegram Bhagavan said in Tamil, “ Siva prakasam
Sivaprakasamanar”, that is, Sivaprakasam has become Siva-Prakasam,
thelight of Siva.

1 Arain cloud and smoke cloud may look similar, but only the rain cloud can
giverain.

2 Talkswith i Ramana Maharshi, Talk no. 630.

3. A 108-verse poem addressed to the mountain Arunachala. For details refer
Glossary / Books, p. 425.
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Akhilandamma, born in 1887, was ‘married’ at the age of five.
Her husband died two years later. As per the then social custom,
‘remarriage not being possible, she decided to devote her life to
serving sadhus. In 1903, she visited Sri Ramana on the hill and
felt his power. She served food to him for four decades.

In 1903, while wandering near the hill for gathering flowers, |
saw many people walking towards the Sadguru Swami Cave. A person
from the crowd told me, “There is one Brahmana Swami there who
sits motionless.” These words kindled in me a desire to see him. |
bought a little sugar candy as a token offering and went to see him.
What a sight he was! For the first time | saw the magnetic Lord who
draws towards him the minds of those who see him. Even though he
was unwashed and covered with dust, his body glowed like gold.
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When | went for darshan again, Bhagavan was sitting inside the
Virupaksha Cave. On seeing Bhagavan my mind flowed towards him with
uninterrupted, boundlesslove, but along with thisemotion therewasasort
of inexpressible regard and fear. It isonly natura for peopleto feel asense
of awe and reverence while they are near Bhagavan. It is also natural
for the individual self to subside in his presence. There was a
gracious power that prevailed in that holy place. It numbed the
mind, the power of speech and the body so effectively that the
visitorswer e automatically silenced. There were no rules about silence,
but in that holy presence casual visitorswho had come for darshan would
automatically remain calm and quiet.

When Bhagavan first moved to the Skandasram, no cooking was
done there. Bhagavan and the devotees depended upon the food offerings
brought everyday. Kamakshi Ammal and myself often used to take food
to the ashram. One day, five or six heads of various maths came
unexpectedly to the ashram to have Bhagavan's darshan. Since we had
not known about thisin advance, the food was falling short. When it was
timeto eat, adevotee approached Bhagavan and said, “ They areall waiting,
may we take food?’ Bhagavan who knew about the shortage, replied,
“Let us wait awhile” Sometime later, a group of people unexpectedly
came, bringing with them big vesselsfull of food. Bhagavan asked themto
first serve the food to everyone who was present. Only then did he stand
up to indicate that he was ready to eat.

Once | went to the Skandasram with fruits and milk. But
Bhagavan's mother was unwilling to have the stuff brought by a non-
Brahmin. Bhagavan who understood his mother’s mind said to her, “All
right, it is better that you go back to your house in Madurai.” He then ate
some of the offering and gave some to his attendant, who returned what
remained to me as Bhagavan's prasad.

One day when | went up the hill with all the required foodstuff to
serve a bhiksha, a swami told me, since it was a full moon day, it was an
auspicious time to receive upadesa from great souls. | approached
Bhagavan, bowed, ood upand said, “ Bhagavan, kindly tell mesomething.”
Bhagavan stared at me and asked, “About what am | to tell you?’l was
both puzzled and nonplussed. A mixture of fear and devotion along with an
eagerness to hear Bhagavan's gracious words welled up within me,
rendering meincapable of speech. | just stood mutely. Bhagavan understood
my predicament. No one can hide anything from him. He can understand
the state of mind of anyone who approaches him, merely by looking at
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him. He looked at me gracioudy and said, ‘unnai vidamal iru’, that is,
‘Bewithout leaving yourself.’

I could not comprehend the meaning of this high-level upadesa,
but as soon as the words came from Bhagavan’s mouth | felt animmense
satisfaction and wonderful effulgencein my mind. These graciouswords
welled up in my mind again and again like therising of tides. The feeling
they produced gave meanindescribable happiness. | stood theredelighting
myself in the feelings produced by thisone phrase. Even today, the sound
of that upadesa rings in my ears and bestows immense peace on me.

Though | didn’t understand what Bhagavan had told, | immediately
experienced the state that the words were indicating without ever really
understanding what they meant. | came to understand through this exper-
ience that in Bhagavan's benign presence a single gracious utterance can
producethefruit and thefulfilment of al spiritual practicessuch assravana
[hearing], manana [thinking or reflection] and nididhyasa [contemplation
or abidance].

In Bhagavan'slast days, whilel was staying at my village, | was
frequently thinking and worrying about his health. | went to the Ashram
but was prevented from entering the gate as thousands were waiting to
have his darshan. By Bhagavan’'s grace an inmate of the Ashram who
knew me somehow came to the place and informed Bhagavan that | had
arrived. | was given permission to have darshan.

| tried to suppress my emotion but the feeling that | would soon
belosing my one and only God completely destroyed my self-restraint.
| cried out to him: “Bhagavan! Bhagavan has decided to give up this
body. What can | do?’ After | left the room, Bhagavan sent me the
following message via the devotee who had opened the door for me:
“Why do you feel sorry for this mortal body?’ It occurred to me that
Bhagavan was consoling me by saying: Don't feel worry about this
body, | am always your saviour!
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Sadhu Natanananda (Natesa Mudaliar) (1898-1981) was a scholar.
His dialogues with Sri Ramana are contained in Upadesa Manjari
(Tamil). He authored Sri Ramana Darsanam.

In 1917-18, | was a schoolmaster. Being of a pious disposition, |
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used to go about from place to place frequently to have darshan of the
deities in temples. A noble soul who saw this brought to me, of his own
accord, two books in Tamil, namely, S'i Ramakrishna Vijayam and
Vivekananda Vijayam. After reading them, | was seized with an intense
longing for getting God'svision and for finding aguru to show metheway.
At this juncture, | heard about the extraordinary greatness of Bhagavan,
whom | met in May 1918 for the first time at the Skandasram.

| beseeched him fervently saying, “It is my great desire that |
should actually experienceyour graciouswisdom. Kindly fulfil my desire.”
In those days Sri Ramana was not speaking much. Still he spoke kindly
asfollows, “Isit the body in front of me that desiresto obtain my grace?
Or is it the awareness within it? If it is the awareness, is it not now
looking upon itself as the body and making this request? If so, let the
awareness first of al know its real nature. It will then automatically
know God and my grace. All that you have to do heresfter isthat you do
not identify yourself with the body, the senses and the mind. You have to
convert the state of ignorant deep sleep in which one becomes formless
and unattached, into conscious deep sleep.You should never forget that
this experience will come only through long practice. This experience
will makeit clear that your real nature isnot different from the nature of
God.”

Bhagavan never used to prescribe discipline for any one. His
nature was to instruct by following himself the discipline of conduct
enjoined upon spiritual aspirants. When someone complained that
Bhagavan was not censuring the conduct of some devotees, he said,
“Who isto correct whom? Isit not the Lord al one who has the authority
to correct everyone? All we can do is to correct ourselves. That itself is
correcting others.”

Although Sri Ramana was adored by his devotees as Bhagavan,
the Maharshi, and by some as a divine incarnation, to others he showed
himself as an ordinary person. However, to see his external form was
itself adequate to experience the bliss of peace. Not only was he aware of
his own redl nature, he clearly knew the truth of others. Even when he
was in the midst of thousands of devotees, he dways remained steadfast
in the awareness of the Supreme Self, without swerving in the least from
his state.

Even though Sri Ramanaindicated thetruth by ever abidinginthe
Sdf, he has, at the same time appeared to many in their visions as God
incarnate. The story of aPolish lady who came al theway for Bhagavan's
darshan should serve as an example:
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Thelady once went alone to see the Skandasram. On her return
she started feeling very thirsty. Not finding any way of quenching her
thirst, she began to think, “If it is true that Bhagavan is the omnipotent,
universal Self, why can’'t he appear here and remove my thirst?” The
next moment Sri Bhagavan appeared with water in his water pot and
satisfied her thirst. When this took place Bhagavan was sitting in the
Ashram in his usua place, completely unaware of the drama that was
unfolding onthehill.

ThePolishlady, who had both purelove and devotion, wasadevout
Chrigtian who had the tendency of only believing that aperson was Christ-
like if he exhibited supernatural powers. The supremely compassionate
Bhagavan, caught by devotion, appeared before her in conformity with her
belief and fulfilled her wish.

Although incidents like these are a great help in increasing and
intensifying the devotion and faith of devotees, Bhagavan aways dis-
couraged people from deliberately trying to produce such phenomena.

Bhagavan used to say, just asair, whichisblemishlessby itsnature,
has foul or good odour by virtue of what it associates with, association
with the wise is the means for effecting transformation. Realising this
truth, some devotees used to tell Bhagavan that the tranquility of mood
experienced effortlesdy in his presence could not be obtained elsewhere
even by great effort. Bhagavan would say: Yes, Yes, just as the mother of
pearl converts the raindrop it receives into pearl, the mature ones are
redeemed by the divinelook of the sadguru ashisgrace. But theimmature
ones, despite staying in guru’s presence even for along time, do not reslise
anything. They are like a donkey that carries precious camphor without
being aware of its value. The impure minds are not able to obtain the
benefit of the guru’s grace.

Bhagavan took special interest in the spiritual welfare of the
devotees spending their time serving him with the belief that service to
Guru isthe best form of tapas. Bhagavan would exhort devoteesto try to
attend to the Self dl thetime. He told a gentleman from the West who was
sweeping up the leaf-plates that were lying near the dining room: “Is
sweeping the used leaf-plates the means to get salvation? Isit to perform
this tapas that you came here all the way? Go inside. The service of
purifying your heart is the highest service. That alone can redeem you.”

A certain lady would prostrate to Bhagavan, touch his feet and
then put the hands that had touched Bhagavan's feet on her eyes. After
noticing that she did this daily, Bhagavan told her one day, “The pure
awareness, which is shining as the inward illumination is guru’s gracious
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feet. The contact with these [inner holy feet] done can give you true
redemption.”

Some of those who came for the Maharshi’s darshan used to
perform ashtanga namaskaram. Bhagavan, addressing one such devotee
said, “ Thebenefit of performing namaskaramto theguruisonly theremoval
of the ego. Sdlf realisation cannot be attained by bowing of the body, but
only by bowing of the ego”.

In August 1938, Rajendra Prasad (later first President of India)
along with Jamana L al Bgjgj,! visited the Ashram. [ See photograph no. 17
in the book.] When taking leave of Bhagavan, the latter said, “Mahatmgji
has sent me here. |s there any message that | can take to him?’ Bhagavan
replied, “What message is needed when heart speaks to heart? The same
sakti (Superpower) that is working here is also working there.”

Sarojini Naidu? after having darshan of Bhagavan said, “ There
aretwo great personsliving in our midst today. One of them never permits
anyoneto keep quiet even for aminute. The other does not alow anyone
to raise one's ‘I’ even for amoment.” This concise statement indicates
the Mahatma'slife of self-sacrifice devoid of ‘mine’ and the Maharshi’'s
life of jnana devoid of ‘I’ (ego).

Almost everyone who approached Bhagavan wanted to get some
specia upadesa from him. To one such seeker, Bhagavan said, “Jnana is
given neither from outside nor from another person. It can be redised by
everyone in his own heart. Since the meaning of the word upadesa
(upa+desam) is only ‘being in the Self’ or ‘being asthe Self’, so long as
oneis seeking the Self from outside, Self realisation cannot be attained.”

Although thiswasthenormal stance adopted most of thetime, as
an exception, Bhagavan once imparted a mantra to a harijan devotee,
who was worshipping Bhagavan with great devaotion and used to have his
darshan everyday from adistance in conformity with the prevailing social
custom. Bhagavan, who had noticed this for many days asked him one
day to come near. Melting with great compassion because of hiswonderful
devotion, Bhagavan gave him agraciouslook and told him, “ Always keep
meditating Siva, Siva. Never forget this even in your dreams. This itself
will make you blessed.”

Once Bhagavan was putting together the proof pagesof an Ashram
publication to make them into a book. A rich devotee fdt that the effort
was unnecessary and said, “When | come next week | shal bring a new
bound copy of the book.” Bhagavan replied with a smile, “Why is that
necessary? What we need is only the contents, which will be the samein
the book and these pages.”
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On one occasion, a maharaja came for Bhagavan's darshan.
When he was leaving, a resident devotee followed him in the hope of
getting adonation for the Ashram. Bhagavan did not approve of thisand
said, “To a sannyas even a king is mere straw,” and illustrated it by
recounting a story : A Mudlim saint, learning that Emperor Akbar very
much liked to associate with sadhus, went to the palace to obtain a
favour for his devotees. He saw Akbar in prayer, asking favours from
God. Immediately he left the palace When Akbar heard of the saint’'s
visit, he called him and asked why he left without seeing him.The saint
replied, “ To fulfil asmall need of my devotees | thought of approaching
you. But | found that you yourself have needs and were praying to God
for their fulfilment. As the scene reminded me the truth that God alone
can fulfil everyone's needs, | left the palace.”

One night in 1924, some thieves came to the Ashram and were
breaking windowsto get inside. Bhagavan told them: Why are you taking
trouble to enter the room, we will open the door for you to take whatever
you want. And he then had the door opened. Despite this, the thieves
physically abused Bhagavan. A devotee who could not bear this wanted
to retaliate. Bhagavan intervened and said, “Patience! Patience! What
kind of action is this? They are thieves. They have taken theft as their
profession. To achieve their end, they are prepared to do whatever is
necessary. If we sadhus also repeat the evil acts of those who do not
pay attention to right and wrong, what then is the difference between
them and us?’ By such judicious advice he pacified the devotee, and
said that sadhus should under no circumstance dip from their sannyasa
dharma.3

Towards the end of Bhagavan's life, a devotee who firmly
believed in the omnipotence of the great ones, could not bear to see the
Maharshi weak because of the disease. He appealed to the Maharshi
with great feeling that he should transfer the disease to him and stay in
the body for some more time to save many other helpless devotees.
Wondering at the devotee's childlikeinnocence, Bhagavan looked at him
with compassion and replied graciously, “Who created this disease? Isit
not He aone who has the freedom to change it? Is it not enough that |
have bornetill today all by myself thisload of flesh that [onceit is dead]
must be carried by four persons? Should | continue bearing it henceforth?’
Through these words he made it clear that in the physical world the law
of destiny was inexorable. The jnani merely remains as a witness
established in his natural state.
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Bhagavan was never tired of telling the devotees that he was not
the body and that they should not identify him with aphysical form. A well-
known incident illustrates this. A devotee came for Bhagavan's darshan
for the first time. Bhagavan was not in his usua seat and was engaged in
some activity. Not knowing that he was Bhagavan, the devotee asked,
“Where is Ramana?’ Immediately, Sri Ramana replied with a smile,
“Ramana? See, heis here’, and pointed out to a brass vessal on which the
name Ramanahad been engraved. When Bhagavan saw that the newcomer
was puzzled by the remark, he pointed respectively to his body and the
vessal and explained, “Thisisaso aform like the vessel. At least the name
Ramanais on that. Even that is not here.” Then he resumed his activity.

Bhagavan's non-identification with the body was witnessed by
thosewho saw himin thelast few months of hislife, when hewas affected
by cancer. He remained indifferent to the treatment arranged by devotees
and alowed the doctorsto do their job aswished by the devotees. He said,
“Our jobisto remain awitnessto al that happens,” and added, “ Thinking
thisbody aloneto be Bhagavan, they are grieved that Bhagavan issuffering
because of illness. What to do? They are worried that Swami is going to
leave. Where to go? How to go?’

1 He was treasurer of the Indian National Congress. Gandhiji shifted his
ashram from Sabarmati to Wardha at his instance. He once mentioned to a
close relation of the Compiler-Editor that all questions formulated by him
somehow got answered even before they were put to the Maharshi.

2. Shewasdeeply involved in the freedom struggle of Indiaand was amember
of the CongressWorking Committee. A well-known poetess, shewasreferred
to asthe Nightingale of india.

3. The duty of a person who has renounced the world.
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Prof. N.R. Krishnamurti Aiyer (1898-1994) taught physics for 33
years at the American College, Madurai. He was a regular visitor
to the Ashram in the 1920s, 30s and 40s. He authored The Essence
of Ribhu Gita.

In April 1914, on their way to Tirupati my parents went to see
Bhagavan at the Virupaksha Cave. When | made my obeisance to
Bhagavan aong with everyone else, his benign and divine gaze was fixed
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upon me, but | paid little attention to himas| ran about the placealongwith
other boys. After my return home a great change came over me. Till then
| had never cared to go to any temple, but now | felt dragged, as it were,
by some mysterious fascination to the huge and magnificent Mathrubhu-
teswaraLingam in therock templein my town Tiruchirapali. Onceinside
the temple, a great peace overwhelmed me and the joy | felt was
indescribable.

In January 1919, when | had an occasionto visit my sister’shouse
in Tiruvannamalal, | had Bhagavan's darshan at the Skandasram. This
time aso, Bhagavan's gracious look was impressed upon me. Reaching
home, when | dept after breakfast, for over two hours| wasfully conscious,
but at the same time totally unconscious of my body and surroundings.
Even after being roused for lunch, | felt that everything around me was
like a dream. The people who saw my puzzled expression made fun of
me.

In 1923, at the end of thefirst year of my teaching career, | again
visited my sister in Tiruvannamala and went to the Ashram. At that time |
was very sympathetic towards people like Ganapati Muni [N0.91], who
were working for the political uplift of India | also felt anger towards
peoplelike Bhagavan who werenct lifting afinger for thecountry’sliberation.
| was then an agnostic. | said nature could take care of itself. Where isthe
need for a creator?

At that time, there were no buildings in the Ashram except for a
shed covering the mother’s samadhi. | saw Bhagavan seated on a bench
under atree, stroking adog near him. Among us Brahmins, the dog is an
animal whichwill defile purity. A good part of my respect for the Maharshi
wasgone. | asked him, Sir, you are sitting like this, what isyour next sthiti
(move)?

My ideawas to dicit from him the reply that there is a soul that
survives the dissolution of the body, which later gets unified with God. |
wanted to have averbal fight with him so that | could prove that thiswas
not so. Minutes passed but no reply was forthcoming. | said to myself, “Is
thisman taking shelter under his dumb-indifferent silence from answering
an inconvenient question?’ Just then Bhagavan's ringing voi ce exploded,
“Shiti, what do you mean by sthiti?’

| was not prepared for the question. | said to myself, “Oho, this
man is very dangerous, he is dangeroudy dive. | have to answer with
proper care.” | began to think: If | ask him about the body, it is a useless
question; the body will be buried or burnt. Now, if | say that the questionis
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about the state of mind, he will naturally ask meto define mind, for which
no answer was forthcoming within me. | landed in avoid, and was like a
helpless mute. There was a fierce glow in Bhagavan's eyes that held my
own eyesin atight grip. | lost awareness of both the body and the world.
I do not know how long it continued. When | cameto mysdlf, | wasterribly
afraid of theMaharshi. In spite of mysdlf, | prostrated and made aheadlong
flight.

At my next visit, the sarvadhikari of the Ashram invited me to
lunch and told me that a few weeks prior to my arrival, my father and
mother had come to the Ashram and had given a bhiksha to Bhagavan
and the Ashramites. After lunch, he presented me a photo of Bhagavan
and two small books — Arunachala Suti Panchakam and Ramana Suti
Panchakam. When | approached Bhagavan with these gifts, he corrected
some printing errors in the two books with his fountain pen, passed his
palm over them and gave back to me with his blessed hands.

After the evening meal was over, | followed Bhagavan on his
short stroll and asked, “ Bhagavan, | am doing Rama mantra japa. s not
Arunachala mantra japa superior to this?” “No! No!” said Bhagavan
vehemently, “Bothareidentical. ‘ Ra means‘thatis and‘ma means*thou’ .
‘A’ in Arunachala means ‘that’, ‘ru’ means ‘thou’ and ‘na’ means
‘art’.” Then he added, “ Using your mind asyour mouth, let the name Rama
revolve continuoudly like the Vishnu's chakra (discus) within your mind.
Let no other know that you are doing japa.”

Before leaving the Ashram, the sarvadhikari asked me to send
him a photograph of Natargja, the majestic idol in the Meenakshi Temple,
in front of whom the boy Ramana stood for long spells of time, shedding
copious tears of ecstasy, before he left Madurai for good. He aso wanted
a photograph of the house where Ramana was born in Tiruchuzhi and of
some other places there. These were meant to be placed in the Tamil
biography S'i Ramana Vijayam by SuddhanandaBharati [No.101]. | could
succeed in implementing the request with the help of PR.S.Mani, my
student and an expert photographer.

Towardsthe end of 1930, | was bedridden. My pain and suffering
was o great that | was seriously contemplating suicide, smply because |
could not stand the pain any more. My wife wired to her parents that my
lifewasin danger. Thefollowing day | told my wifethat | might not livefor
more than a couple of days.

Scarcely had | spoken thesewords, Vilachi Mani Aiyer, aboyhood
friend of Sri Ramana, who had just returned from Tiruvannamalai and
happened to be there, took out Bhagavan's vibhuti and kumkum prasad.
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He placed adot of kumkum on my forehead and rubbed the vibhuti on my
eyebrows. Immediately, athrill of joy shook my frame, infusing mewith a
feeling of good hedlth. | sat up in my bed and told my wife, “1 am quite
well, I will not die. Don't fear.”

The same night my wife's parents arrived with my cousin Dr.
Rajagopal, who took us to his home in Karur and treated me for a month,
by which time | was fully restored to health. | then recollected the song |
heard at Trichy: ‘Jai Sri Ramana! Victory unto my Lord Ramana, Sival’
My soul sang the same song.

My sixty-six year old father was suffering from both hernia and
asthma. These troubles got aggravated due to frequent trips between
Madurai and Tiruchuzhi, which were necessary for negotiations needed to
acquirethe house where Bhagavan was born. After the deal was concluded
and the property acquired for Rs.3000, my father along with othersinvolved
in the negotiation, returned to Tiruvannamalai, where he got struck with
strangulated hernia.

The attack was sudden and severe. It was not possible to take
him by car tothe Vellore hospital. Theresident Ashram doctor Kuppuswami
Aiyer, a staunch devotee of Bhagavan, took courage in both hands and
improvised an operation tablein theloca hospital.

Before taking up the operation he came to Bhagavan and prayed
to him for success. My father survived the operation which the specialist
in Madurai had said earlier would be fatal at that age and condition of
health.

When it became clear that the life of my father had been spared,
| prostrated before Bhagavan and said, “This one time Bhagavan has
worked a miracle and saved my father’s life!” Bhagavan interjected
and said, “Why are you saying ‘one time' ? Why are you not saying
‘three times' 7" How Bhagavan could remember or know about those
two earlier occasions when his grace was sought and secured years
ago to save my father’'slifein similar situations, will always remain a
mystery to me.

Prof. Aiyer who in his old age stayed with his son at Tiruvannamalai
told the following to V. Ganesan:

In Bhagavan'sdaily life one noticed personal cleanliness, tidiness
of dress, habitual wearing of vibhuti and kumkum on the forehead; equal
sharing of all enjoyment with those around him; strict adherence to a
time schedule; performing useful work however ‘low’ it may be; never
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leaving a work unfinished; the pursuit of perfection in every action;
incessant activity except while sleeping or resting after a spell of hard
work; never considering oneself superior to others; speaking the truth
always, or gtrict silenceif the expression of truth would hurt or lower the
reputation of others; perfect self-help; never asking another to do apiece
of work which can be done by onesdlf; taking full responsibility for failure,
if any, without shifting the blame on others; accepting success or failure
with equanimity; never disturbing the peace of others; leaving the leaf-
plate clean after eating; complete non-interferencein the affairsof others;
never worrying about the future. These are the lessons Sri Ramana taught
by example to his devotees.
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Chalam (Gudipati Venkatachalam) (1894-1979) was a famous Telugu
author. When hefirst met Sri Ramanain 1936, he was a radical and
militant social campaigner. He worked as an Inspector of Schoals.
He moved to Arunachala in 1950 and spent the remaining years of
his life there. He compiled reminiscences of nineteen Sri Ramana
devotees, including his own and of his daughter, in Bhagavan
Smritulu (Telugu).

| was avery orthodox Hindu when studying in high school, even
moreso than my elders. Later, when | began my career | found my personal
lifein amess. | could not see any connection between the idea of an all-
merciful God and aworld filled with grief, flaws and difficulties. | lost my
faith and began to doubt the very existence of God. | had come to a dead-
end after having experimented with various thingsin my life.

At thisstage afriend of mine, Dikshitulu [No.31] took meto Sri
Ramanasramam in 1936, on a casual visit. On the way, he asked me to
buy some fruits for Bhagavan, but since | had no faith in swamis, |
refused. | aso refused to prostrate before Bhagavan until Dikshitulu
forced me to do so.

On thisfirst vigit | found it insufferable to Sit silently among the
people who had come to see Bhagavan. From the moment of our arrival |
was pestering Dikshitulu to take me away from the Ashram. The more |
watched the devotees, themorewas my didikefor the peopleintheAshram.
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| asked Dikshitulu, “You say that this Maharshi is a great man who can
transform people. But why isit that people who have attached themselves
to himfor yearstill look likethis?’

On the afternoon of the second day, | saw Bhagavan coming
down the hill. Devotees were standing around in groups, talking to each
other. As Bhagavan came near, everyone except for me stepped aside to
give him more room. | stayed where | was because | thought there was
more than enough space for him.

As Bhagavan came nearer, Dikshitulu pulled me to one side.
Bhagavan waked past me and then suddenly stopped. He turned back,
looked at me, gave me agreat smile and went on hisway. At thetime | did
not have any particular feeling for him, but when | recollected the incident
later, | felt that Bhagavan won my heart in that one brief moment.

When the time came for us to return, Dikshitulu asked me to go
along with him to take leave of Bhagavan. | refused saying, “What
relationship is between him and me? Why should | ask for his permission
to leave? | do not follow these old traditions.” He said, “You were a guest
of theAshramfor threedays. Won't you at |east show the minimum courtesy
and say goodbye to him?’ | reluctantly accepted the suggestion and went
with him. After Dikshitulu had asked Bhagavan for permission to go, |
murmured feebly, “I am also going.” Bhagavan looked back at me and
smiled. That smile caused an unexpected change in me. | don’'t know
what happened to me except that | suddenly felt Bhagavan was saying to
me, ‘If you go away, how can | carry on living here? How lonely | will
fee!” My feet refused to move as | considered the idea of staying alittle
longer. But when | remembered the people, the hall and the silence that
had offended me so much, | felt | could not stay on.

| left the Ashram, reached the station and there ordered hot toast,
poached eggs, teaand cigarettes. | did so inamood of vengeance, as | had
been kept away from thesethingsfor al thedays| had been at the Ashram.

When | reached Vijayawada, my children asked me about the
Maharshi. | told them what | had seen and tried to explain Bhagavan's
philosophy to them. My words made a strong impression on my elder
daughter Souris [next entry].

Out of curiosity, | began to practise the enquiry, ‘Who am 1?7
Souris also took up the practice after | had explained to her how to doit. |
continued to sit for meditation and soon started getting very good results.
Often, without any effort on my part, the meditation caught hold of me,
made me sit and took over for awhile. At such times my mind used to stop
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completely. When it became clear to me that it was Bhagavan who was
causing this improvement, my faith in him increased and spiritual hopes
werekindled.

In those days | did not know that Bhagavan was just giving me a
taste of the experience of the Self in order to increase my faithin him. | did
not have much faith in Bhagavan's philosophy, but | still felt that he was
leading me somewhere. My attitude was to let him lead me.

My path to Bhagavan was a long and arduous one. Having a
strong atheist background, | had to undergo many years of doubts and
sufferings before | could generate enough faith to accept implicitly that
Bhagavan was guiding me and protecting me al the time. Other luckier
devotees had faith right from the beginning of their association with
Bhagavan.

| remember in particular one devotee who had both faith and the
intellectual smplicity that | lacked. Hewasan old Telugu man living in the
Draupadi Temple about 300 meters from Sri Ramanasramam. His only
possessions were an iron pot and an axe that he used to cut firewood for
cooking. He would beg food in the town and cook it in his pot. Each day,
for hourstogether, he could be seen standing and looking at Bhagavan. He
would spend the night in the Templ e, which wasthen dil api dated, abandoned
and surrounded by jungle.

| once found him standing alone in front of the Temple. When |
asked him what he was doing in such a remote spot, he told me that he
dept there. | exclaimed, “You deep here al aone. Are you not afraid?’
“Afraid of what?’ retorted the old man: “ Bhagavan throws hislight on me.
All night I am surrounded by a blue radiance. So long as hislight is with
me, how can | be afraid?’

This encounter made me deeply humble. Bhagavan's love and
light are given in full measure to a poor old beggar, but there are many in
the Ashram like myself, who called themselves his devotees but who had
failed to receive such grace because we were too busy attending to the
contents of our mind.

| used to spend alot of timewatching Bhagavan inthe hall, taking
note of different ways in which he responded to the events that were
going on around him. He was aways something of an enigmato me. This
is not really surprising since mere devotees cannot comprehend the state
of realised souls. There is no set standard for a jnani, no yardstick to
judge him by. Jnanis cannot be understood because their minds have been
destroyed. Sometimes we may feel that their actions have no rational
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explanation. But itissheer ignoranceto search for an explanation in apparent
contradictions in the behaviour of a jnani. Bhagavan used to spesk and
behave according to the need, the state and Situation of each person. Not
being aware of these factors, we are in no position to pass judgement on
him.

Theevents, activitiesand dialoguesin the hall sometimes seemed,
to uninformed observers, to have abizarre or irrational character because
they were not aware that the power of Bhagavan orchestrated the scene
insuch away that everything that needed to happen happened automaticaly.
Oneinexplicable incident might be a message only for one devotee in the
hall. That devotee might understand the import of the message. The rest
of us, not knowing the full circumstances, would merely be bewildered.
Or, in another case, Bhagavan might notice that the ego of a devotee
sitting before him was rising, and he may rebuke him in some way. The
othersin the hal might interpret this as an unprovoked attack.

| relate an incident that produced areaction in Bhagavan, which |
alone could understand. A friend of mine, who had no faith in swamis,
came to the Ashram. Having decided in advance not to prostrate to
Bhagavan, he spent thetimeof hisbrief visit wandering around the Ashram.
In the evening, as it was summer, Bhagavan's chair was placed outside
near the well. Bhagavan sat on it, surrounded by the devotees. My friend,
wandering in the area a that time, felt an irrepressible desire to prostrate
and hefdl full length at Bhagavan'sfeet. Bhagavan laughed loudly. None
of the devotees, except for me, knew why Bhagavan had suddenly laughed.
Everyone else was looking around, trying to ascertain the cause of
Bhagavan's laughter.

Bhagavan was never impressed by the achievements, reputation
or pedigree of the people who visited him. They might have done alot of
sadhana, but it made no difference when they appeared before him. When
many such people came, hewould not even raise his eyesto look at them.
Sometimeshewould laugh and show great lovetowards particular devotees,
but at other times he would be totally indifferent to the same persons. For
some visitors, he would come down to their level and answer each of their
guestionswith great patience, but he would not even open hismouth if the
same questions were put by someone else.

Though Bhagavan would make no adverse remarks about
traditiond practices, hedid not support hisdevoteesif they did so. Echammal
[No. 60], one of his greatest devotees, told him with grest pride about her
puja with one lakh leaves. Bhagavan remarked, “Instead of pinching the
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plant, could you not pinch your own skin one lakh times and perform puja
that way?’

Sometimes Bhagavan would be indifferent to al the events that
were going on around him, but at other timeshewould show akeen interest
inthetriviaof everyday life. Once hetook great care of an sparrow’s egg,
which had fallen down from the nest, until the baby sparrow emerged.
Afterwards he showed the baby sparrow to everyone. But the next moment,
he might reply uninterestedly, “Oh, isthat S0?” if it wasreported to him that
someone who was considered to be a known devotee had passed away.

Bhagavan was a great champion of the oppressed, and he had a
natural tendency to sidewiththe socia underdog inany dispute. Heinsisted
that he would not eat in the dining room until al the poor at the Ashram
gate that were awaiting food, had been fed. If the Ashram prepared diluted
sambhar for the poor, Bhagavan would get angry and insist that he be fed
with the same. Even when hewasill, hewould insist that the fruit and milk
that were given to him for medicinal reasons should be distributed among
all those present in the hall.

Bhagavan frequently made it clear that he did not want devotees
to be prevented from seeing him. Inview of hisdeclining health, Bhagavan
needed rest. Guards were placed outside hisroom with strict instructions
to avoid any disturbance from the visitors. A sadhu who happened to
arrive at the Ashram, wanted to see Bhagavan. But the guards and the
office staff turned down hisrequest firmly. The disappointed sadhu started
walking sadly towards the gate. Bhagavan might have overheard his
request, for when the sadhu passed Bhagavan’'s room, he was astonished
to find Bhagavan standing outside, waiting for him. They gazed at each
other for sometime. The sadhu went on his way and Bhagavan returned
to hisroom.

A significant number of Bhagavan's devotees were orthodox
Brahmins. They ate in a separate enclosure in the dining room. Bhagavan
never objected to thisarrangement. But he did show hisdisapprova if any of
the Brahmins looked down on members of the lower castes. A Brahmin
woman in the Ashram avoided al non-Brahmins because she felt that any
contact with them would pollute her. If she were ever touched by a non-
Brahmin, she would go up to Bhagavan and touch him to purify her. Once,
on ajayanti day, someone touched her accidentaly. She went to Bhagavan
and said, Bhagavan, aSudrahasjust touched me; pleasetouch meto remove
theimpurity. “Go away, | will not obligeyou!” said Bhagavan angrily.
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Bhagavan’smother wasavery orthodox lady, full of caste prejudices
and superstitions. Bhagavan did not tolerate any of her ideas. He criticised
her many times and was quite ruthless in destroying al that stood in the
way of her emancipation from ignorance and fear. When she refused to
cook onions, which are taboo to aBrahmin widow, Bhagavan would show
her oneand say, “How mighty isthislittlebulb! It can stop my mother from
going to heaven.”

Although Bhagavan was half-naked and lived in a very
unostentatious way, most people were afraid to approach him to
speak with him. Important men such as senior army officials, or
highly placed persons who held important positionsin various fields
trembled and were afraid to go up to that decrepit old form that had
neither temporal power nor even a significant following.

Bhagavan'sappearance changed periodically. When hesat looking
out beyond horizon, hewould remind usof L ord Dakshinamurthi in dhyana
posture. When he sat in hismajestic unmoving posture, which he often did,
there was unspeakable beauty and grace in his figure.Wearing only a
loincloth he would bring to our minds an emperor wearing magnificant
robes, sitting on adiamond-studded throne, with al the paraphernaiaof his
estate. But then, when somebody called ‘ Bhagavan’, hewould come down
from some unknown region to this earth to attend to the call.

Gurus like Bhagavan are manifestations of God in human
form. To relieve and redeem the suffering of mankind, the Lord
occasionally comes down to earth and manifestsin a physical form.

[The Mountain Path records. When Chalam complained to Sri
Ramana that he felt deepy during the sadhana, the sharp answer was,
‘Then go to deep’ ]
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Souris, daughter of Chalam (preceding entry), bore a Westernised
nameand her family’sway of living was also Wester nised. Her father
had rejected Indian systems and traditions.

When | saw Bhagavan's photo for the first time in The Sunday
Times, | wondered who that ugly person could be. | thought, ‘ not only does
he get himself photographed half-naked, he also getsthe picture printed in
newspapers . At the same time | loathed him and what he stood for. |



144 Face to Face with S'i Ramana Maharshi

discovered that hisname was Bhagavan Ramana M aharshi, which sounded
harsh and artificial to my ears. Bhagavan, Ramanaand Maharshi: | did not
see any relation between these names. | felt that he had added these titles
merely for the sake of self-advertisement, to show himself off.

My aesthetic fedlingswere so hurt that if | ever saw theMaharshi’s
photo in a newspaper | used to turn the page as quickly as possible. At
that time, when | was fourteen years old, | couldn’t stand the sight
of him. But now, today, | know no other beauty is comparable to
the beauty of the Maharshi. It is not merely a feeling; it is a
conviction, a sure knowledge. His enchanting smile, his melodious
voice, the nod of his head, his wonderful look that splits through
the maya of the world, these are found nowhere else in the world.

When my father returned from his first visit to the Ashram in
1936, | was lying down with a headache. Everyone except me crowded
round father to listen to hisaccount of thevisit. | initialy ignored him, but
when | heard him say the name of Arunachalamy heart got filled with joy.
I got up from my bed and sat near father because his story had begun to
fascinateme. As| joined him, father was describing Bhagavan's philosophy
of Self-knowledge. He was explaining that Bhagavan teaches that the
mind, the intellect, the five sensory organs and the body are not real, and
we should know theredl “I’.

Everyonewaslistening, but except for me, none of us could grasp
or understand theideasthat father wastrying to explain. Sincemy childhood
I had wondered: Is the world redl or is it a dream? | had known since
childhood that behind my mind thereisan ‘I’ that has no connection with
themind. | had tried unsuccessfully to reach and know this‘I” many times.
I knew that the mind was a barrier that prevented the goal from being
reached, but | had no idea how to bypass it. When | heard Bhagavan's
teachings, | felt that they were pointing me in the direction of the truth |
was seeking.

| went to bed and stretched myself out. Father came and sat near
me. He applied some vibhuti he had brought from the Ashram to my
forehead and uttered Bhagavan's name twice. | felt acool power flowing
from my father’s fingers into my forehead. Immediately my headache
disappeared. Later | read the booklet Who am 1? and started to practise
the technique.

At the beginning, each time | tried to banish thoughts one by one,
ten thoughts would arise in place of each one | banished. This made me
feel depressed. But about ten days after | started my practice, the figure
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of Bhagavan appeared before me. Till then | had never seen him, except in
photos. Immediately al the thoughts in my mind subsided of their own
accord, filling my heart with joy and love. | would have stopped such a
difficult sadhana on account of my young age, but | soon discovered that
the headache that had troubled me since childhood vanished if | meditated.

Ever since | read Brunton's A Search in Secret India [No.1], the
desire to see Bhagavan became intense. His name constantly filled my
mind. | spent a whole year yearning to go to Bhagavan before | got a
chance to see him. | went along with my parents. We entered Bhagavan's
hall at 8 am. As soon as he saw me, Bhagavan smiled asif | were an old
acquaintance. It seemed to me that he had been expecting me for along
time. | sat before him and almost immediately fell into atrance. It was so
natural; it was like afish being put into water.

| went to see Bhagavan again with my father in the late 1930s.
Though | was often in ecstasy in Bhagavan's presence, | could not escape
from some difficulties. The behaviour, traditions and methods of worship
at the Ashram continually grated on me. One evening, while | was sitting
in atrance, the person distributing prasad came up to me and said loudly,
“Takeit.” | stretched out my left-hand because by birth | am left-handed.
He responded by rebuking me. | was unhappy since | did not like being
shouted at by the attendants.

| did not see meaning in many of therituals. Whenever the priest
brought arati after puja, Bhagavan would stretch out his hand to the flame
and then apply vibhuti and kumkum to the forehead. | never understood
why Bhagavan behaved inthisway like an orthodox Brahmin. | thought that
since hewasajnani who aways saw the whole world as afoolish game, he
should not behave like this. There were many other occasions when | saw
him behaving in a way that seemed opposite to his teachings, as | then
understood them. | was confused. This confusion was so grest that | felt my
love for himwould diminish. But then | began to correct my attitude.

| said to mysdlf, “What are we before him? If Bhagavan takes
arati very devoutly, why should | have any objection?’ Because of al
these thoughts about Bhagavan and arati, my meditation used to get
disturbed. Then, one day, | saw Major Chadwick [N0.42] take arati very
devoutly and apply vibhuti and kumkum to his forehead. It moved me
very much. If, for a Hindu by birth like me, there does not appear much
meaning or rationalein the arati, it should appear even more meaningless
to a foreigner such as him. From that day on | saw beauty in whatever
Bhagavan did.
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For me, being in Bhagavan's presence was like being in
heaven. If | am to write how Bhagavan has impressed me, all the
vocabulary | can command in the three languages | know would not
auffice. When aword issued forth from his lips — generaly he did not spesk
much a al —it wasjust as astonishing asit would beif words had comeforth
fromaninanimateidol. Aboveadl esel noticed hissparkling eyes, eveninthe
dark one could see them sparkle. And when helooked at us, hissight, likean
arrow, pierced right into the deepest recesses of the heart.

At the Ashram | felt that apart from this place the entire world is
non-existent. | didn’t like to go away, leaving Bhagavan. | only wanted to
stay there When | came back from the Ashram in 1939, home seemed like
ajail tome. But whenever | thought strongly of going back to Arunachala,
Bhagavan would appear in adream and counsel me, “Why do you worry?
| am always with you.”

In one of my dreams Bhagavan appeared and asked me, “Will you
choose a writing career or Sdf-redisation?’ | replied in the dream that |
would choose Sdlf-redlisation. After this dream, people who had read my
published stories used to ask, “What are you writing nowadays?” When |
answered, “Bhagavan told meto stop,” they would look at mein disbelief.

| continued my sadhana at home. If Bhagavan had not guided
me through my dreams during that long period (before I moved to
Arunachaa permanently in 1950), | would have gone astray many times
and would have been deceived by many.

In January 1950, when Bhagavan wasin the last stages of hislife,
I, along with my father, packed up all our belongings and moved to
Arunachala, our only refuge, to take up permanent residence there. Within
afew weeks of our arrival, Bhagavan gave up the body. We had come to
diein his presence, but instead he passed away before our very eyes. We
stayed on near his samadhi. For us, there was nowhere else to go.

o1

Swami Madhavatirtha (1895-1960) was a prolific writer on a wide
variety of spiritual topics. He had studied Vedanta and found himself
increasingly attracted to the teachings of Sri Aurobindo, which failed
to satisfy him. Hisfirst and only visit to the Ashram for two weeks
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took placein 1944. In his book The Life and Teachings of Ramana
Maharshi (original in Gujarati), he wrote that the visit substantially
changed the course of his life.

| should like to refer to a somewhat mystical experience | had
during my visit. It israther difficult to describe such an experience but |
shall try to convey someideaabout it by borrowing an analogy from the
Bhagavatam. Sometime before the birth of Lord Krishna, it is said, the
Lord entered the heart of Vasudeva, who then shined like the sun. Later,
that light passed into Devaki through a mere look of Vasudeva, after
which she shined like the moon.

Onthevery first day of my darshan of the Maharshi in the dining
hall, | found in thelook of the sage the dazzling brilliance of the sun. Ona
subsequent day, while in the presence of the Maharshi in the hall, |
recognised the same brilliance in the look of the sage. It seemed
to pierce me to the core of my being, even as the light of the Lord
passed into Devaki through thelook of Vasudeva. My breath seemed
to stop for a while and my mind was elevated into some spiritual
realm of unutterable peace and happiness.

| had authored asmall book entitled Mayainwhich | had attempted
to relate certain ideas on the redlity of the world to those propounded by
Einstein in his theory of relativity. | had sent the Maharshi a copy of my
book prior to my visit. It was a revelation to me that the Maharshi could
judge offhand, as it were, such modern theories as that of relativity,
proceeding entirely on the basis of his own experience of the Absolute.

While sitting in the hall, | observed the Maharshi resting on his
couch wholly unconcerned with what was taking place in his presence.
From the constant flow of visitorswho prostrated before him and moved
one after the other, | could easily discern in him the attitude of oneness
with all. I can confidently say that it was through his abhinnabhava
(feeling of parity for all) that he touched the inner being of visitors, who
were then able to feel within themselves the presence of the universa
spirit, transcending thought.

Having realised that the Maharshi was radiating the power of the
Self in this way, | decided to ask how | could best prepare myself to
receive the transmission of grace while stting in his presence. He said,
“You will get spiritual help sitting inthishall if you keep yoursalf till. The
amisto give up all practices. When the mind becomes till, the power of
Self will be experienced. The waves of Self will be experienced. The
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waves of the Self are pervading everywhere. If the mind is at peace, one
begins to experience them.”

The reciprocal relationship between the Maharshi and his
abhinnabhava and the aspirant sitting in his presence is analogous to that
of aradio transmitter and areceiver. If the visitor is anxious to receive the
fullest benefit of the benign influence radiating from the silent presence of
the sage, he must attune his mind, which according to the analogy will be
the receiving set tuned to proper wavelength.

Thesdlence of the sageis constant and exercises uninterruptedly its
benign influence, whether the sage appears to be outwardly aware of the
world or not. Reverting to the analogy of the transmitter, | may say that so
far asthe sageisconcerned, hisspiritua influenceistransmitting unceasingly.
But from the point of view of the seeker, who is still subject to the veiling
power of maya, the continued beneficent influence exercised by the sage
will have no apparent effect unless the seeker is ready to receiveit.

When | enquired whether | should gaze at his eyes or hisface, or
should close my eyes and concentrate on a particular object, he replied,
“Gaze at your own real nature. Everywhere there is one, so it is dl the
same whether you keep your eyes open or closed. If you wish to meditate,
dosoonthe‘l’ that iswithin you. It is atman.”

When asked about the required sitting posture, the sage's view
wasthat stability in Self wasthe real posture. The compulsion of having a
particular kind of posture could make the mind agitated.

Regarding the swaadhyaya (persona study) he said, “Self is the
real book. You can glance anywherein that book; nobody can takeit away
from you.Whenever you are free turn towards Self. Thereafter you may
read whatever you like.”

About the problem of weariness, fear and anxiety, he said, “Find
out to whom the problem occurs. By conducting this inquiry these things
will disappear. If you direct your mind towards Self, fear and anxiety will
go away.”

The Maharshi told me that ‘I’ (ahamkara) feeling is the root of
all thoughts. If you destroy the root, the leaves and branches will wither
away. Having put the question ‘Who am I’ ? before the mind, one should
search for the root of the ‘1" and make very sincere and persistent efforts
to stop other thoughts. In al sadhanas the mind has to be kept quiet.
Further, to get the experience one should not rely on buddhi aone, but
should combine it with afirm conviction (bhavana) about one's success
through continued effort against al odds.
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The Maharshi said that when camphor burns nothing remains
afterwards. In the same way, while searching the Self dl efforts must be
made to ensure that the mind is burnt out. So long as the world is not
realised to befa se, thoughts of theworld will keep on coming. Without the
mind there isno world. In sleep, since there is no mind, thereis no world.
The world existsin relation to the mind. It is not a thing independent and
existing by itsdlf.

Onceavisitor asked, why does God allow so much injusticeto go
on and why thereisso muchinsufficiency among us?The Maharshi replied,
“Go to God and ask Him about it. If you cannot go to Him as you are
admitting, how to ask the question?Weak people do not get liberation.” In
answer to another question, the Maharshi said, “So long as the body is
there, some activity is bound to happen. Only the attitude ‘| am the doer’
has to be given up. The activities do not obstruct. It is the attitude ‘| did’
that isthe obstruction. Further, solong asan external object isrequired [for
happiness], incompletenessisfelt. When it isfelt that atman aloneisthere,
permanent happiness stays.”

The Maharshi disagreed with Sri Aurobindo’s view that getting
established in the Self in aperfect manner isnot possible through anormal
human body. For this, according to Sri Aurobindo, it was necessary to have
a vignanamaya sarira, that is, a body which will not be attacked by
disease and not die without one's desire.

The Maharshi’s replies were always very cogent. Every word
seemed to have aforce that made disputation entirely out of place.

Although the Maharshi gave forthright answers to questions, at
no point of time did heinsist that he alone wasright.

During one conversation that | noted down, he pointed out that the
evangelical fervour that can befound in many religious zeaotsismerely a
manifestation of their egos.

The Maharshi never wanted to impose Hindu ideas on those who
would not gppreciate them. If Chrigtians, Mudims and others came to him
for advice, he would propound the essential mystical teachings of their own
religion and ask themto strivefor unionwith their own particular chosen God.

The Maharshi never encouraged worship of his form. He refused
to let himsdlf be garlanded and would not permit any oneto do pujato him.

Whether the Maharshi spoke in order to clear the doubts of an
earnest aspirant, or whether he sat in perfect silence, one received afresh
illumination, a new angle of vision and sometimes a very inspiring
reorientation of one'sspiritual outlook.
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Embodying the Advaitic truth, the one universa spirit transcending
the bounds of time and space, the M ahar shi truly representsin himsalf
the University of Spiritual Education.
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Kunju Swami served as one of the Mahar shi’s attendants from 1920
till 1932. In 1977, he wrote his reminiscences.! He says that his
guru Kuppandi Swami told him about the greatness of the M ahar shi,
whom he had visited. Sometime in 1920, he left his home in Kerala
with great eagerness to have Sri Ramana’s darshan.

As| sat in the railway station my mind was dwelling so intensely
on my desire to see Bhagavan that hunger and thirst were forgotten. After
waiting for more than 12 hoursfor the train to Tiruvannamalai, | wastold
that tickets were not being issued to that town; instead they issued aticket
to Katpadi, about 50 miles north of Tiruvannamalai. | reached Katpadi at 4
am. and waited for the train to Tiruvannamalai, which was to leave at
6.30 am. When | went to the counter at 6 am. for getting the ticket, | was
told that the train came early and had left at 5.30 am. The next train was
to leave at 6 p.m. This news disoriented me for sometime.

| waited patiently and went to the ticket office at 5.30 p.m. to be
told that ticketswere not being issued for Tiruvannamalai. | wasbewildered
because, yet again, no reason was given. While wondering what to do, an
elderly gentleman called out to me and after learning about my destination
toldme, “ Dueto an outbresak of plague, Tiruvannamalal hasbeen quarantined.
If you buy aticket to Tirukoilur (a station further down the line) you can
get down at Tiruvannamalai inthedark whenthetrain stopsthereto deliver
the mail.”

As suggested, | asked for aticket to Tirukoilur and handed over
all themoney | had. Theticket clerk counted it and told me that the ticket
would cost a quarter rupee more than the amount | had. Extremely
disappointed | wandered out of the booking office and stood on the edge of
the platform. Therel thought of Bhagavan and felt very sad that my sincere
attempt to see him had apparently been frustrated.

A few minutes before the arrival of the train, | noticed at some
distancefromwhere| wasstanding, aglittering quarter rupee coin between
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thetworails. | ran, jumped down, took it and managed to purchase aticket
just as the train was entering the station.

When the train entered Tiruvannamala station, | saw the person
sitting opposite me disembarking in the dark. | too got down and followed
him. 1t was Bhagavan’swill that | had missed the morning train at Katpadi
station. Had | taken that train, it would have been impossible to get off at
Tiruvannamadai.

| followed my fellow passenger without knowing where he was
going. He walked for sometime, stopped at a mandapam, lay down and
went to deep. | joined him onthefloor and immediately went to deep, tired
but very happy. Next morning, | could not find the manwho had guided me
to the mandapam, but | could see Arunachala before me. | reached
Bhagavan's abode, based on the instructions got before leaving home.

When | reached the Skandasram, | felt athrill on seeing Bhagavan.
| told himin Maayalam all about my boyhood, how | had been doing japa
and giving spiritua discourses. Bhagavan listened to everything with a
smile. Inreply to my question astowhat | should doto get over my confusion
and gain clarity, Bhagavan said, “First know who you are. See from where
thoughts arise. Turn your mind inwards and see in the Heart.”[ The point
on the right side of the chest meant for focussing attention.]

As we sat silently, Bhagavan's gracious look was fixed on
me. At that very moment all my confusions ceased and | experienced
a peace and bliss | had never experienced before.

While we were together Bhagavan would often look at me; and
as he did so, | became aware that his eyes had a strange brilliance and
fascination in them. Whenever | looked into his eyes for any length
of time, | saw bright effulgence. | was also filled with a strange
peace and bliss. After each experience | would come back to my
normal physical state with a shudder. This occurred on each of the
eighteen days | stayed with Bhagavan. | was like someone intoxicated.

Back home, the meditative state experienced in Bhagavan's
presence steadily declined. | dowly became my old restless sdlf. While |
was dwelling on my disappointment, my friend Ramakrishna Swami, who
also had been to Bhagavan, came to my place and revealed that his
experience had been the same as mine. Fedling that it would be pointless
to stay at home, we both decided to take refuge in Bhagavan and reached
Tiruvannamalai. To help us out of our problem that it was asin to eat at
Guru's place without performing any service in return, both of us were
assigned responsihility to serve Bhagavan and his ashram.



152 Face to Face with S'i Ramana Maharshi

One day when | asked Bhagavan why the experiences | had felt in
his presence did not continue after my return, he referred to verses 83 to
93 of the first section of Kaivalya Navaneeta. He then summarised the
verses and said, “The experience of the Self can occur in the presence of
theguru, but it may not last. Thedisciple hasto continueto study, think and
practise until the distinction between knower, known and knowing no longer
exists.”

In the early days of my stay at the Skandasram, | found that |
could get al my doubtscleared merely by listening to theanswersto questions
put by other devotees. Moreover, by listening to the answers | was ableto
learn many new aspects of Bhagavan's teachings.

On severa occasions Bhagavan's body would disappear in aflash
and disperse into its component atoms. A little later a smoke-like form
would appear and the atomswould cometogether in aform that resembled
particles of dust. Finally, the body would reappear in its normal form.2

Bhagavan wrotethe Upadesa Saaramin four different languages.
The Telugu and Sanskrit versions are in couplets, the Tamil in three-line
stanzas, and the Malayalaminfour-lineverses. When | took the Malayalam
versesto awell-known Malayalam professor for hisopinion, he marvelled
at the purity of diction achieved by awriter whose mother tongue was not
Malayalam.3

In his Arunachala Ashtakam (1913), Bhagavan gives the analogy
of film projection by saying that a series of subtle thoughts that appear
within us as shadowy spectacles of the world, appear without asthe world
perceived by the five senses like a film projected through alens.4

One of the earliest persons to recognise Bhagavan's greatness
was Achyutadasa, a famous poet and a scholar. When Bhagavan was
staying at the Gurumurtam in the late 1890s, he went for Bhagavan's
darshan. After performing bhajans for sometime, he sat near Bhagavan,
caught hold of his feet and hands and immediately went into a state of
ecstasy. When Achyutadasa’s disciples also wanted to hold Bhagavan's
feet, he stopped them by saying, “ Thisisahuge fire, and none of you can
get closeto it.”

At the Skandasram we never saw Bhagavan lying on the bed
fully stretched out on his back or hisside. Nor did we ever see himwith a
pillow under his head. He never used to lie down and deep like other
people. Instead, he would deep sitting down in a semi-reclining position,
with afew pillows supporting his back. Sometimes, he would support his
head with his hand while sleeping.®
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Bhagavan’s head would shake continuously and without the stick to
support he could not walk or even stand upright. These were not symptoms
of old age. Both the shaking of the head and his holding on to astick date
back to very early days. Thesewerethe marks|eft on him by the stupendous
experience of atmanubhuti in Madurai! When asked about this condition,
Bhagavan remarked, “What do you think would happen to asmall thatched
hut inside which a big elephant is kept tied up? Wouldn't it be shattered?
Same is the case herel”®

An old woman living near Arunachaleswara Temple’ and some
other elderly people in the town had decided that they would eat morning
food only after Bhagavan's darshan at the Skandasram. One day the lady
devotee could not come. Bhagavan asked her the next day as to why she
had missed aday. Sheanswered, “ Redising my infirmity you gavedarshan
from near my house, while you were sitting on the rock near the ashram,
brushing your teeth.” She added, “1 am not ableto climb the hill everyday,
| would now have your darshan from my house.” From that day onwards,
even when the weather was bad, Bhagavan brushed his teeth sitting on
that rock. This proved convenient to many other elderly devotees who
wanted to have his darshan but were unable to climb the hill.8

IntheAshram kitchen only Brahminswerealowed to cook, because
Brahminswill not eat food cooked by non-Brahmins. Bhagavan approved
of this not because he favoured religious orthodoxy but because he didn't
want to cause offence to the many Brahmins who stayed at the Ashram.

Once it became necessary for me to go to my place in Kerala. |
had just enough money to buy the train ticket and no extra money to buy
food on the way. That afternoon a devotee unexpectedly brought alot of
pooris and served them to Bhagavan and others in the Ashram. We were
surprised to see that Bhagavan, who normally did not take more than two
pooris, happily accepted six from the devotee When the serving was over,
he ate only one of the six and neatly packed and tied the remaining five
with his own hands and gave the packet to me. Everyone was deeply
touched by Bhagavan's compassion.

We had the benefit of regularly receiving persona instructions
from Bhagavan. One of them was that we should get into a meditative
state before going to sleep. We were a so advised to go into meditation for
sometime, immediately after getting out of bed.

In 1932, after spending about twelve yearsin persona attendance
on Bhagavan, | fdt the urge to devote myself entirely to sadhana. | had
been debating the matter for some dayswhen the answer camein astrange
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way. As| entered the hall one day, | heard Bhagavan saying to otherswho
weretherethat thereal serviceto himdid not mean attending to hisphysical
needs, it meant following the essence of histeachings, that is, concentrating
on realising the Self. This cleared my doubts and | shifted to aroom in
Palakottu® to continue with my tapas, and at the same time remain in
close and regular contact with Bhagavan.

1

© 00N

Theseweretranslated into English by Dr. K.Subrahmanian (no. 33), and got
printed by himfor Sri Ramanasramam with the help of devoteesof Sri Ramana
Kendram, Hyderabad.

David Godman says that when he spoke to Kunju Swami about this
phenomenon, the latter conceded that he had never personally seen
Bhagavan enter that state, but added that the story was a matter of common
knowledge when he was staying at the Skandasram. (Refer Godman’s book
The Power Of The Presence, part-I1, p. 17.)

Refer no. 41, p. 102, where Telugu trandlation of Upadesa Saaram has been
extolled.

. David Godman asked Kunju Swami how Bhagavan managed to acquire the

knowledge of the film projection system during the very early years of the
twentieth century. Sri Ramana used this analogy in Salf-Enquiry as early as
1902. Kunju Swami’sanswer was. “| don’t know. We always used to wonder
where he got his practical knowledge. He lived a very unworldly life, yet
somehow he amassed a vast repertoire of practical skills. He just seemed,
quite naturally, to know them.” (Source: The Power Of The Presence, op. cit.,
pp.28-9.)

Refer no.88, where Sri Ramanatells Dr. M. Anantanarayana Rao that “ he had
not slept flat on the ground or on the couch ever since he came to
Tiruvannamalai,” p. 233.

Moments Remembered by V. Ganesan, Sri Ramanasramam, p.7.

Refer annexure-1, p. 410.

The Skandasram islocated on the hill facing Tiruvannamalai town.

Sadhus' colony abutting on the Ashram.
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Muruganar (C.K.Subramania lyer) (1893-1973), an outstanding
devotee of Sri Ramana and a great poet, composed thousands of
poems praising Sri Ramana, or recording his teachings, or
expressing gratitude to him for having established him in the Self.
His poems are an ocean of devotion and veneration for the Mahar shi.
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Muruganar was a well-respected Tamil scholar before visiting Sri
Ramana. His father-in-law Dandapani Swami, an ardent devotee of
Sri Ramana, once gave him a copy of Aksharamanamalai,! a reading
of which prompted him to go to Tiruvannamalai in 1923. He
immediately recognised that the Maharshi was the Guru he had
been actively seeking. He has described his visit and the
background that led up to it in his poetical compositions trandated
below:

| heard from devotees who have redeemed themselves by the
grace of one at Tiruvannamalai, who is the embodiment of true jnana
and who shines as the flame of true tapas... Hearing them | was lost in
admiration and unceasing joy... Like one suffering from thirst comes
across a Ganges of cold water, | went to Ramana Maharshi with eleven
verses? and met the ocean of mauna, the bestower of jnana...On seeing
him my mind dissolved in the same way as wax melts on encountering
fire. The hair on my body stood on end. Devotion surged in me like an
ocean that has seen the full moon.

| read the eleven verses with an unsteady and quivering voice. At
that very moment he graciously looked a me with his lotus eyes. From
that day on, the praises given out by my impartial tongue belonged only to
him... Fromtheway he bestowed hisgrace becoming my Lord and Master,
| was completely convinced that he was Sivahimsalf. Asmy new ‘owner’
hemademy ‘I’ and ‘mine’ hisown.

In the succeeding months | came to visit him on many occasions.
I was gradualy influenced by him and my outlook on life was getting
altered. Sometime after my mother’sdeath, | left my jobin 1926 and came
to Tiruvannamalai, making it my permanent residence.

The following extracts are from Muruganar’s Sri Ramana Anubhuti
first published in 1948, more than twenty years after he had the
experiences described below:

| was alearned fool. My flawed mind knew nothing till | cameto
dwell with him whose glancefilled my heart with the light of awareness. |
entered into union with the deathless state of knowledge of the Reality.

As the deadly delusion of a body-bound ego faded, a flower of
pure light unfolded at his holy feet. That radiance grew ever brighter with
my love until | realised the flawless knowledge of the Self, manifesting as
the unbroken awareness ‘|-’ within my heart.
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| waswandering deluded in the mind’ slabyrinth of dreams, rushing
hither and thither, desiring one thing then another until thejoy of unionwith
the Lord welled up within me. My body merged into the infinite light of
divine wisdom and my heart wasfilled with a deep inner tranquility.

Heisthe teacher of the eternal law through whose glance the truth
unfolded, filling my heart with the dazzling radiance of blissful consummate
grace, S0 that the body, ego and intellect were al no more. | became merged
inthedivine silence, whichisabiding knowledge of Lord Siva

A noblelion, hefixed the victorious gaze of true knowledge upon
the rutting elephant of my ego, which was drunk with self-conceit, filling
me with the sweet nectar of union with Lord Siva, so that the inner
experience of divine wisdom became my whole existence.

My poor helpless mind was swept along in the swirling torrent of
objective phenomenauntil my Lord guided my del uded understandinginto
the broad calm of hisholy silence so that the light of hismajesty shined in
my heart.

| read the scripturesbut my mind could not grasp their meaning. It
wasonly through the graciousintervention of my wiseteacher and Master,
working inwardly, that his own state of unbroken meditation became
permanent within me and my heart was penetrated and held in Reality’s
eternal grasp.

Languishing in the dough of my soul’s defilement, | knew not a
singlemoment of clear understanding until my Lord revealed to memyself
as Brahman. Transporting me into arealm of pure bliss, the vision of the
authentic Self expanded within my heart and | attained the state of grace
whose essence is love.

I, poor sinner, gripped by the bonds of excessive desire, | was
deluded by my ruinous attachment to the pleasures of the senses. But
when he conferred upon me the bliss of his true knowledge, al delusion
was dispelled. Dwelling thus as one with Sri Ramana is nothing less than
unionwith Lord Siva.

Setting me on the straight path of true knowledge heled meto the
gloriousgoal of unionwith himinthe one-pointed state of holy silence. My
heart’s gracious jewel, true wisdom'’s sun, he dissipated the dark clouds of
the senses’ illusory world.

And now within my heart full of joy | madefor him ahome| can
receive no other. Only he remains, the Supreme Self, manifesting as
consciousness, pure light, empty and yet repl ete.

Gaining anew life, | spent it Singing praisesto the lofty truth of his
glorious name, albeit in feeble words of little worth. But my Lord did not
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deem my hymnsunworthy. Embracing mein the outpouring of hisaffection,
with more than mother’s love, he banished my deadly delusion and made
me his servant.

Beneath my Guru’'s gaze my heart was emptied of guile so that
thefalse understanding that has usurped my heart disappeared completely,
and there, in the silence of his holy feet, the pure ocean of the Self, swept
me into the deep bliss of the absolute Godhead.

Surrounded by desiresthat led me astray, my heart was hardened
and my understanding wastricked by theillusion of apersona self. Hail to
the Lord who through hislove refreshed my heart, banishing my deluded
attachment to land ownership, wealth and women.

In the late 1920s Muruganar recorded the teachings of Sri Ramana
in 1,254 Tamil verses. The Maharshi himself went through them,
making innumerable changes and corrections, and also composed
28 new verses which were added at appropriate places in the text.
These were published as Guruvachaka-Kovai (A collection of the
Guru’s sayings). Sri Ramana Sannidhi Murai of 1851 verses gives
further details of the circumstances that brought Muruganar to Sri
Ramana and the later events. A few extracts from the latter collection
are:

The Supreme Being Siva, abides as the real nature of one's own
Self. It cannot be reached by those indulging in fallacious arguments.
Tolerating my immature conduct and treating me as if | have attained
freedom from impurities, [Siva] considered admitting me to the group of
hiscompanions.

He became the incomparable sage at Arunachala, which is
praised even by the gods. Like the worm that becomes awasp on being
stung by a wasp, through his mere presence and glance my ‘I’ and
‘mine’ were destroyed. Seeing me as his own Self, he enabled me to
experience Myself asenduring, pure being consciousness.With my body
and mind absent, | became full of Self. This is how he bestowed his
grace on this pitiable one.

You are the unmoving one; you are the compassionate one; you
arethe skillful Lord of true knowledge. To poor me, who was totally lost
by not seeking consciousness, you arelikethe storelaid downto beusedin
times of adversity. You are the god who saved me from the mouth of the
crocodile, my past karma.

Human beings wallow in samsara regarding themselves as forms,
without realising the rarity of the grace-embodied form of the sadguru.
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Through this form he has manifested to destroy the mass of their dark
vasanas. Those who are under the spell of the ‘I am the body’ delusion,
through their s mple-minded view, which isprompted by ignorance, extend
the same notion ['he is a body’] to the sadguru.

The Lord of Arunachala, which is solidified consciousness, is
Ramana, adelight to my mind. It is difficult to say whether he hasaform
or isformless, whether he is masculine, feminine or neuter, one or many,
atomic or cosmic, Self or non-Self, joy or misery. Soitisextremely difficult
to define his nature, his actions, his ways and their propriety. In essence,
Ramana s real nature defies definition.

T.R. Kanakammal in her book Cherished Memories records:

Muruganar used to perform the ritualistic ceremonies prescribed
for the death anniversaries of his parents. Once, on the day of hismother’s
anniversary, he came to the Ashram kitchen very early in the morning. He
washed his dhoti and hung it up to dry. Then, with awet towel around his
waist, he set about getting the vegetables ready. Having understood the
purpose of Muruganar being in the kitchen so early, Bhagavan, who
happened to be in the kitchen, said to Muruganar, “It is your mother’s
annua ceremony today, who are the Brahmins?’

Sri Ramana, who did not consider these rituals important, added
after tapping himsalf on the chest, “1 could be one of the Brahmins.” Hearing
this, Muruganar felt so moved that he could hardly keep himsalf from
breaking down completely. Hefelt that at the very instancewhen Bhagavan
tapped his chest and said, “| shall be one the Brahminsfor the ceremony,”
not only his parents but also several generations of his ancestors would
haveattained liberation. Muruganar never againfelt it necessary to perform
the annual ceremony of his parents.

However, on the next death ceremony of his mother he brought a
largejackfruit to theAshram, with theintention of distributing it among the
devotees, in memory of his mother. Bhagavan saw Murganar with the
jackfruit and said, “Itisyour mother’sanniversary, isit not? | seeyou have
not yet managed to get rid of these sentimental attachments!” Hearing
this, Murganar exclaimed, “| will never do such athing again.”

Even belief in rituals can bind one, and Bhagavan was very
particular about breaking every one of the ties binding hisdisciples.

[The poet refused to live with his wife Meenakshi, after he had
surrendered to Sri Ramana — see no. 127, p.304.]
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1 Refer Glossary / Booksat p. 425.
2 These were written by the poet as his offerings to Sri Ramana at the first
meeting he had with him.
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T.P. Ramachandra lyer was a native of Tiruvannamalai. His
interest in religion and philosophy led him to Sri Ramana in
the 1920s. As a lawyer in Madras, he handled much of the
Ashram’s legal work. He also served as an interpreter and as
an attendant in the Maharshi’s hall.

| entered Sri Bhagavan's hall and looked at him. | fell flat on my
face in progtration to him with an experience as totally consuming as it
was convincing. A discovery that ‘He', whom | was hankering for all
these years, who could sway my entire being and guide my energies, was
here. He was so0 great yet so smple. | rose up. Bhagavan smiled and
bade me to be seated. All the emotions, thoughts and surging doubts were
nowhere! | felt | had found my refuge, and the greatest fortune of my life.

A lot of people are under the impression that Bhagavan talked
Advaitic philosophy al the time and prescribed self-enquiry to everyone
who asked for his advice. Thisis smply not so: Bhagavan's advice could
differ according to the need of the situation.!

When the Ashram Post Office was opened, a high official of the
postal department, whose only son had died, came with his wife to the
Ashram. He said, “We loved the boy very much. After his death we have
known neither peace nor happiness. We have only one desire left. Can we
see our son in our next birth?” He wanted an assurance for this. After
some persuasion that did not prove effective, Bhagavan leaned forward,
raised his hand asif to assure them, and said, “Yes, in your next birth you
will see your son as clearly as you saw him in this birth.” This made the
man extremely happy. He touched Bhagavan's feet many times and went
away in avery contented mood.

After heleft, | said, “Bhagavan, why did you speak like this? How
isit possible?’ Bhagavan replied, “What can | do? If | had not spokenin
thisway, hisfaith would have been shattered to its foundations.” As | was
still sceptical, Bhagavan asked me to read a verse from the Gita which
meant: Knowledge should be given according to one’ s ability to graspit. If
weteach philosophy to thosewho are not ready to receiveit, their faith will
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be destroyed.

In 1945, Bhagavan told Dilip Kumar Roy [No0.8] that bhakti isthe
mother of jnana. When a follower of the bhakti marga declares that
bhakti is the best, he really means by the word bhakti what the jnana
marga man callsjnana. Thereisno differencein the state, or itsdescription
by attributes or transcendence of attributes. Only, different thinkers have
used different words.

A few days later, Roy asked Bhagavan, “What is the best way of
killing theego?’ Bhagavanreplied, “To ask themind tokill themind islike
making the thief the policeman. He will go with you and pretend to catch
the thief but nothing would be gained. So you must turn inward and see
from where does the mind arise and then it will cease to exist.”

When the mother’s temple was being built, there was an acute
shortage of funds.The sarvadhikari wanted meand Chhaganlal Yogi [Next
entry] to visit Jamana La Bajagj2in Bombay for a donation of Rs.50,000.
Thisneeded Bhagavan'sclearance, for which he had no courage. | collected
some devotees and went to Bhagavan to get his permission. We stood
before him for some time, but he did not even bother to look at us. Each
one of us wanted the others to speak. When we asked, he made no reply
for along time. At last, he turned to us and said, “| have aready told you
not to beg in my name. Now | am telling you again. Be satisfied with what
you have. Did all these buildingsin the Ashram come up as aresult of my
begging? It all happened in the way it had to happen. Nothing happens
purely as aresult of personal efforts.”

We were al worried about Bhagavan's health, particularly in the
last few years of his life, but Bhagavan himsalf was indifferent to the
various pains and problems that his body had attracted. If he had any
concern at all, it was that his assorted body problems might be an
inconvenience to the devotees who came to see him.

In The Mountain Path of October 1966, T.P. Ramachandra |yer
records as follows:

My specia subject in collegewas philosophy. Once, when | entered
the hall a discussion was going on about the nature of Self. Book learning
being fresh to my mind, | began to express what | had read about the
various grades of consciousness in the Western system. | particularly
mentioned the terms superconscious and subconscious. Bhagavan listened
and reactedly sharply: It is only with reference to something that you can
postulate a ‘super’ or ‘sub’ state to it. Consciousness being Truth, any
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postulations of it are the creation of ignorance, clouding the mind but
appealingtotheintellect. Truthissimpleand direct, it knowsno variations.
What existsis Consciousness, cal it by any name, Self, Atman, Brahman.

I not only heard thewords of Bhagavan but experienced something
else also. | felt and experienced my nature, dived deep into my
consciousness and swam in the ocean of bliss. | fell prostrate before
Bhagavan and cried aloud within myself: “O Bhagavan! My Master!
Disgpeller of my darkness! Obeisance to you! Accept me asyour servant!”

1 Refer last two parasat p.120.
2. The promoter of the Bajgj Group of companiesin India. A rich businessman
who devoted hislife to the service of Mahatma Gandhi.
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Chhaganlal V. Yogi was a businessman of Bombay who authored Sri
Ramana Mahima. He first visted Sri Ramana in 1939.

When | was eighteen, | read a lot of books by Swami
Vivekananda and Swami Ramtirtha. These implanted in me the ideal of
plain living, high thinking and life dedicated to spiritual matters. At the
age of twenty | had the good fortune of contacting Mahatma Gandhi.
His ideals won my heart and for severa years | faithfully tried to put
them into practice. At the age of thirty eight scepticism began to assail
meand | began to doubt theideal s of Gandhiji. It wasin thisperiod of my
life that | heard of Ramana Maharshi.

One day, while travelling as usual on the train to the office, |
happened to meet a friend who told me that he recently had been to Sri
Ramanasramam. | said, “| have an utter contempt for these so-called
saints.” My friend refused to give up. Heinsisted on impressing on methat
RamanaMaharshi wasnot a‘so-caled’ saint, but agenuine and authentic
sage. He gave me a book entitled Si Maharshi written by Kamath,
editor of The Sunday Times in Madras.

| must confess, despite my prejudices, the book evoked in me
an interest in the Maharshi and | was sufficiently curiousto borrow from a
friend his biography Self-Realization by B.V Narasimha Swami. My
interest in Sri Ramana began to grow without my being aware of it. Later,
| felt compelled to writeto Sri Ramanasramam and got al the literature on
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the Maharshi that was availablein English.

On my firgt visit to the Ashram, | found Sri Ramana seated on a
couch, as quiet and unmoving as a statue. His presence did not seem to
emanate anything unusual and | was very disappointed to discover that he
displayed no interest in me. | had expected warmth and intimacy, but
unfortunately | seemed to be in the presence of someone who lacked both.
From morning till evening | sat waiting to catch a glimpse of his grace, of
hisinterest in me, astranger who had come all the way from Bombay, but
| evoked no response. After pinning such high hopes on him, his apparent
lack of interest nearly broke my heart. Eventualy, | decided to leave the
Ashram. My mind, which was deeply tormented, felt that the psychic
atmosphereinthe hall was stuffy and choking. Unableto bear it any longer,
| walked outside to get a breath of fresh air.

A young man called Gopaan came up to me and asked where |
had comefrom. “Bombay”, | replied. Heasked meif | had been introduced
to the Master and led me to the office and then proceeded with me to the
hall where he introduced me to Bhagavan. The Maharshi sent for a copy
of the Gujarati translation of the Upadesa Saaram by Kishorelal
Mashruwala, and asked meto chant versesfrom the book. While chanting,
| could fed Bhagavan keenly observing me. It seemed that the light of
his eyes was suffusing my consciousness. Even without my being
aware of it his silent gaze brought about a subtle but definite
transformation in me. My erstwhile sadness completely disappeared
leaving in my heart an inexplicable emotion of joy.

That evening | sat close to Bhagavan in the dining room. In my
exalted statethefood | ate seemed to have an unusual and unearthly
taste. | quite literally fdt that | was participating in some heavenly
meal in the direct presence of God.

During the three days of my stay in the proximity of the Divine
Magter, | found my whole outl ook entirely changed. After that short period,
I could find little evidence of my old self, a self that had been tied down
with al kinds of preconceptions and prejudices. | felt that | had lost the
chains that bind the eyes of true vision. | became aware that the whole
texture of my mind had undergone a change. The divine magician
opened up for me a strange new world of illumination, hope and
joy. | felt that his presence on earth alone constituted sufficient
proof that humanity, suffering and wounded because of its obstinate
ignorance, could be uplifted and saved. For the first time | fully
understood the significance of darshan.

Atonetimel felt that my political duty asaGandhian demanded
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that | should court arrest onthe call of Mahatma Gandhi. But my domestic
duties bade me otherwise. | found myself in adilemmaand | could not
see the way out. The situation was so unbearable for me that | had to
turn to the Master for help and relief. | therefore set out for
Tiruvannamalai.

After reaching there | went and sat in the holy presence of the
Master. Whilesitting, | began to wonder how to placethe difficulty before
him. | decided to pour forth my prayer from the heart with a silent plea
for Bhagavan's help. | began to pray, and while | concentrated on my
mental plea, | watched his radiant face and sparkling eyes that were full
of love and kindness. And then, astonishingly, something like amiracle
began to happen. Bhagavan’'s face transformed itself into that of
Mahatma Gandhi, while his body remained the same. As | stared at it
with awe and wonder, the two faces, those of Bhagavan and Gandhiji
began to appear to me aternately in quick succession. | felt my heart
filling with joy. Yet, at the same time, | was wondering whether what |
saw was real or not.

| turned my eyes away from Bhagavan and looked around meto
see if others were seeing what | saw. Seeing no sign of wonder on their
faces, | concluded that what | saw was a picture of my own imagination.
| closed my eyes and sat quietly for sometime. Then, as| began to look at
Bhagavan'sface, thevisionimmediately regppeared, but thistime, inaddition
to the faces of Bhagavan and Gandhiji, those of Krishna, the Buddha,
Kabir, Ramdas and a host of other saints began to show themselves in
quick succession. All my doubts vanished and | began to enjoy that grand
divine show. Thevision lasted about five minutes. My mind dropped al its
worries and | found myself able to handover my problem to the capable
hands of the Master. Though he spoke no words to me, it came to pass
that the problem was solved without infringing either of my two duties. In
fact, both duties were fulfilled satisfactorily.

In 1945, | decided to wind up my printing pressin Bombay and
settle down at Sri Ramanasramam. | had no prearranged plan for closing
down my business. | merely relied on Bhagavan. One day, in the early
hours of the morning, while | was till in bed and only half awake, | saw a
vision in which Bhagavan appeared before me. By his side stood a
gentleman whom | recognised as afriend of mine. He had neither been to
theAshram nor had he ever exhibited any faithin Bhagavan. Thefollowing
conversation took place between Bhagavan and me.

Bhagavan: You want to sell your press, don’t you?
Me: Yes Bhagavan, but | must find a buyer.
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Bhagavan: Showing my friend standing by my side — ‘Here is the buyer.
Hewill buy your press, so sdll itto him.’

Me: Since Bhagavan has been kind enough to show methe buyer; may he
also favour me by sating the price at which | should execute the sale?
Bhagavan then showed me afive-digit figure on the opposite wall shining
as aneon sign. The amount indicated was reasonable.

Bhagavan and my friend then disappeared and the vision ended.
By itsdlf the vision was astonishing enough, but there was more to come.
When | entered the press that day at 11 am., my friend from the vision
was waiting for me. Of course, he had come to see me about some other
work and had no ideathat he had been singled out as a prospective buyer.
Fedling that Bhagavan had sent himto me, | told him about thevision | had
afew hours before. He listened to me very attentively.

When | had finished my tale, he smply commented, “1 will buy
your press at the price indicated by your guru.” There was no limit to my
joy. My desireto sdll wasfulfilled by hisgrace and the sale was compl eted
in less than a minute.

My original plan wasto dispose of my printing pressin Bombay
and move to Sri Ramanasramam. However, when the devotees heard
what | was planning to do, it was suggested to methat | could be of more
use to the Ashram in Bangalore. | was asked to start a printing press
there that could execute al printing work of the Ashram. | agreed to the
idea and soon found myself in Bangalore, looking for suitable premises.
| began to suspect that Bhagavan had assisted the sale of my origina
press because he had work for me to do in Bangalore.

Though a stranger in the city, | could soon locate an old press
that had been lying idle for some months. It was for sale. | saw its
proprietor and told him why | wished to buy the press. He agreed to sell
but wewere unableto finalisethe price. To break the deadlock, | proposed
that both of us would visit the Ashram and talk about the deal after
Bhagavan's darshan. | thought that since Bhagavan wanted me to do
hiswork in Bangalore his darshan might help to lubricate the wheels of
the transaction.

The owner having agreed to the idea, we set off together for the
Ashram. On our arrival, | took him into the holy presence of Bhagavan
and informed him that | proposed to buy the press of the gentleman who
was accompanying me, and that | planned to do all the Ashram'’s printing
work there. Bhagavan did not say anything; he nodded his head.

Within afew hours of having had Bhagavan's darshan, there was
awonderful changein the attitude of the owner of the press. He approached
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me and agreed to sall his pressfor whatever price | waswilling to pay for it.
When he had agreed to come and see Bhagavan with me he had made a
stipulation that no business talk should take place at the Ashram. However,
after seeing Bhagavan, he proposed that we settle our businessimmediately.
We drafted and signed a sde agreement in the Ashram itsdlf, and within a
week of our visit the press came into my possession.

The new firm was named ‘Aruna Press' by Bhagavan himself.
The press needed a lot of attention to get it functioning again. And by
Bhagavan's grace | was soon able to take up the Ashram work as assigned
to me.

In 1946, the devotees proposed to bring out the Golden Jubilee
Souvenir to mark fifty years of Bhagavan's arrival at Arunachala. Its
printing was entrusted to my press. Up till then, the press had only printed
small books for the Ashram. Since this was going to be a big volume of
several hundred pages, | was reluctant to accept the job because | felt |
would not havetimeto completethejob intimefor thejubilee cel ebrations
on 1st September. However, eventually | accepted the job.

At first, my fears appeared to be justified. Up till ten days before
thetarget date, | could manageto print only asmall part of the book. | lost
courage, rushed to the Ashram, prostrated before Bhagavan and told him,
“Unless the help of some other press is taken, the volume will not come
out onthefirst of September.” | then sat before him, enjoying hisdarshan,
waiting for his reply. After a few moments of silence he said in a low
melodioustone, “Do your work.”

These three smple words had amagical effect on me. They fired
me with fresh vim and vigour, and there arose in my heart a strong belief
that the volume would surely be out on the scheduled date. | had received
the order from my Magter; | had simply to obey and ‘do my work’. | had
faith that other details would be looked after by Bhagavan.

| returned to Bangaore and told the story of my encounter to my
co-workers. All of them accepted Bhagavan's order in the same spirit as|
had done. For the next few days al of usworked day and night with full
faith, zea and enthusiasm. The amount of work turned out in those few
days was, in retrospect, smply astonishing. When only three days were
|eft for the deadline, aparty of about ten devotees cameto my houseoniits
way to the Ashram. They were going to Tiruvannamalai to attend the
Golden Jubilee Celebrations.Three of them turned out to be expert
bookbinders. | immediately enlisted their help and managed to complete
the work of the Souvenir a day before the deadline.

Between 1945 and 1947, the Aruna Press printed all publications
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of Sri Ramanasramam. The work was complex and | often found myself
having to argue with the person at the Ashram, who had been put in
charge of the publications. The tension between usincreased to the point
where both of us decided to go to Bhagavan to get our differences
resolved.

Bhagavan'srest interval between noon and 2.30 p.m. was chosen
for the meeting because we wanted to be alone with him. We went to the
hall and waited for him to return from lunch. He saw both of uswaiting for
him. Sensing that we had some business to discuss, he took his seat. Both
of us then placed our cases before him. He quietly listened and gave his
verdict in thelanguage of silence. Smiling with great charm he maintained
complete silence both during and after the presentation of the arguments.
The judgement was the best possible for both of us.

Bhagavan's silence hedled the breach. Emerging from the hall
both of us had a spontaneous impulse to embrace each other. In those few
minutes our hearts had changed. We separated with the resolve to bury
the past and to treat each other with love and friendship. The silkentiewith
which Bhagavan bound us on that day never snapped again.

Bhagavan's language was that of silence. Once a Collector and a
Deputy Collector came for his darshan.The Collector narrated at length
the sadhanas he had done and all the spiritual literature he had read. After
him the Deputy Collector told hisequally long story. Bhagavan continued
to remain in silence even after the speeches were over. The Collector said
in an aggrieved voice, “We have been speaking for along time. Please tell
us something. Anything, however brief, will do.”

Bhagavan spoke saying, “All this time | have been speaking to
you, in my own language. What can | do if you won't listen to it?' The
Collector, an intelligent man, caught the meaning of Bhagavan's cryptic
reply. Suddenly overpowered by devotion, he fell at his feet. Both the
visitors sat before Bhagavan in silent meditation. They got the peace they
were looking for and departed satisfied.

Bhagavan used to say, “ The state that is beyond speech and thought
is called mauna. Silence is eternal speech. It is the perpetua flow of
language; it is the supreme language.”

Bhagavan was undoubtedly one of those rare mahatmas
who had the power to banish the suffering through his presence,
merely through giving darshan.
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Lakshmana Swami belonged to Gudur, Andhra Pradesh. When he
arrived at the Ashram in the later half of 1949, he was fully ready
for the divine spark.

| was brought up in my paterna grandfather’s house at Gudur.
My father had died when | waslessthan two years old. In my seventeenth
year, while still at school, an inexplicable incident changed my life While
deeping in my family’s house, an unknown malevolent force appeared to
descend on me. | woke up with a tremendous pressure bearing down on
my chest. | felt that some unknown evil force was trying to kill me.
Immediately and spontaneously the words ‘Rama ‘Rama erupted from
within me with agrest roaring sound. | did not decide to say these words;
they just naturaly burst out of me with great force. The evil presence
vanished. | had never repested this mantra before, nor had it occurred to
me that this mantra had any power. Concluding that there must be some
power in the mantra, | began to repest it on aregular basis. At the same
time | also started doing pranayama.

Soon after this strange incident my lifestyle began to change. |
started getting up a 3 am. and spend many hours in meditation. After |
passed my final school exam, | decided to go for higher studiesat Nellore,
about 24 milesfrom Gudur. Inthe summer vacation of thecollegel returned
to Gudur, where | had my first major spiritual experience. Here | had
found a dried-up lakebed as a good place for my pranayama.

One evening, while | began my usual pranayama sitting in
padmasana, the mind suddenly became concentrated and utterly still. There
was a flash of light which encircled and engulfed me and within a few
seconds | lost al consciousness of the body. The effulgence of atman
within impressed on methe fact that atman is God Himself in the physical
body. My joy knew no bounds. The experience was brief . | tried on many
occasions to repeat the experience but failed. | came to the conclusion
that a guru in human form was necessary to bring about realisation.

On the last day of my second year at the college, | saw alarge
crowd congregated in the main lecture hall. | was not able to enter the hall
as it was crowded. But looking over the heads of the students from the
back of the hall, I could seethelecture being given by my English professor
[GV. Subbaramayya, no.41]. Hewas pointing to aportrait on the platform
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and saying that the sage in the picture was Ramana Maharshi. Up till that
moment | had never heard of the Maharshi. However, as soon as | heard
the name, | felt an irrepressible longing to see him.

Whilereturning homeby trainthefollowing day, | saw asmall booklet
i Ramana Maharshi at the bookstore on the platform. | eagerly purchased
it. On the first page of the book | read the famous verse composed by the
Maharshi himsdlf, the firgt line of which was: “In the interior of the Heart
cave the one Supreme Being Brahman shines as ‘I-1’, verily the Atman.”
This verse made a degp and immediate impression on me.

Towardsthe end of 1948, | worked as aclerk-typist for about five
monthsin aloca mica company because my family needed money. | had
nointerest in thejob, fromwhich | resigned in the beginning of 1949 after
persuading my mother to accompany me on atrip to Sri Ramanasramam.

While waiting to board the train to Tiruvannamalai, my mother
started talking to two women and discovered that they were also heading
for the Ashram accompanied by Satyananda Swami, along-time devotee
of the Maharshi.We wereinvited to join the party. Because we had arrived
with a devotee well-known to the Ashram management, there was no
problem in getting accommoadation; but speaking to Bhagavan proved to
be difficult due to alarge number of people always around him.

Oneday | saw Bhagavan sitting onabench outsidethehall, listening
to agroup of Brahmins chant from the Vedas. As | looked at the scenein
front of me, theworld completely lost itssolid, substantial redlity. | became
aware that everything | perceived in that scene was nothing more than a
dream-like projection. As | gazed at the scene | had the knowledge and
the experience that the real Ramana Maharshi was not the body | saw
before me, it was the formless effulgent Self that | had experienced on the
dried-up lakebedin Gudur.

| stayed only for three days on thisfirst visit, but it was enough to
convince methat in the Maharshi | had found the guru | had been seeking.
| decided to change my japa from ‘Hare Rama to ‘Hare Ramana’; since
| felt that | could avail of my guru’s grace by chanting his name. After
three days, | left my mother at the Ashram and went back to Gudur to
devote myself wholly to meditation.

| decided to go to avillage about 15 miles from Gudur, where my
relaivesheped meto build asmal hutinaquiet spot. The congtant repetition
of the guru’snamemade my mind very quiet. On afew occasionsit became
absolutely till. When this happened, the question ‘“Who am 17 would
gpontaneoudly arise inside me, and, as if in answer to the question, my
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mind would automatically sink at its source, the Heart, and | experienced
the bliss of the Sdlf.

At the end of about five months in the village, | was down with
severe maaria and had to be taken to Gudur, where the doctor declared
that | waslikely to die. I, however, had astrong determination that | would
not die until 1 had seen my guru again. | placed a picture of Bhagavan by
my bedside and meditated on it throughout the ordeal. Whenever | looked
at the picture | felt as if Bhagavan was laughing or smiling a me. | am
convinced that it was the power and grace of Bhagavan that kept me aive
and enabled me to make a full recovery within two months.

| arrived at Sri Ramanasramam during the navaratri celebrations
of 1949. In the afternoon of the ijayadasmi day, | stood in front of the
Mother’sshrine [See photograph no. 16 in the book], waiting for Bhagavan
to appear. He came accompanied by Swami Satyananda, entered the new
hall [Attached to the Mother’s shrine], and took his seat on the stone sofa
I went up to him and made afull prostration. When | stood up, he looked
intently at me for afew moments. | withdrew and sat near a pillar outside
the hall where| could do Self-enquiry undisturbed.

Bhagavan could still see me from where he was sitting. Shortly
afterwards, | saw Muruganar taking a seat close to Bhagavan. After a
few minutes Muruganar came and sat down next to me. A few other
devotees came and sat near us. | closed my eyes and began meditation on
‘Who am I?

Within a few minutes, the gracious smiling face of Bhagavan
appeared within me on the right side of the chest. There was something
like a lightning flash that resulted in a flood of divine light shining both
within and without. Bhagavan's face was till smiling on the right side of
the chest. It seemed to be lit up with radiance that exceeded innumerable
lightning flashes rolled into one. The bliss and joy these experiences gave
brought tears to my eyes. Finally, the internal picture of Bhagavan
disappeared and the Self absorbed my whole being.

| remained in that state without body consciousness for about
three hours. The experience was so intense that even when | opened my
eyes | found myself incapable of either speaking or moving. | remained
wherel wasfor another three hours because | wasincapable of movement
of any kind. At about 9 p.m. | rose to my feet and very dowly made my
way back to my allotted place in the men's dormitory of the Ashram.

Next day afternoon | went up to Sri Bhagavan, prostrated before
him and handed him a note via his attendant Venkataratnam. The note,
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which | had written in Telugu said, “Bhagavan, in your presence and by
the quest [Who am 7] | have realised the Self.” He read the note, looked
at mefor amoment, and then hisfacelit upinaradiant smile. For sometime
we looked at each other. Then he broke the silence by asking me where |
had come from. “Gudur”, | replied. “That isin Néllore district, isn't it?’
Enquired Bhagavan. “Yes!” | answered. This was the only conversation
| ever had with Bhagavan. After giving him those two brief replies, |
didn’'t speak again for another 13 years.!

As accommodation was in short supply at the Ashram, | found a
small thatched house about 250 yards from the Ashram. | shared it with a
boy caled Raghavan, who was aready living there. Since | had money
and he didn’t, he agreed to do al the cooking for me.

One of the first people to visit my new house was
Venkataratnam, Bhagavan's attendant. On hisfirst visit he said, “In all
the years | have been Bhagavan's attendant, | have never seen anyone
present a note like this. | am experienced enough in the ways of
Bhagavan to know that the beaming smile he immediately gave you
was proof that the claim was genuine. He made no comment to me
about your note and the message it contained, but he did ask me to
check up on you to make sure that your needs are being taken care of
and that you are properly looked after.” From that day on,
Venkataratnam became a regular visitor. He would come and sit with
me whenever his services were not required in the Ashram.

Though | never sought to attract Bhagavan's attention, he aways
seemed to know if | was in vicinity, even if he couldn’t see me. On one
occasion, when he was giving darshan in the new hall, his view of me
was completely blocked by a newspaper that one of his attendants was
holding. He asked the attendant to remove the newspaper and then beamed
hisusual smileat me.

On the evening of April 14, 1950, | was cleaning my room in
Palakottu 2 when a picture of Bhagavan kept on astool in the corner of the
room fell to the ground. | put it back in its usua place, making sure that it
did not fall again. A few minutes later it fell to the ground for a second
time. | intuitively felt it asa sign that Sri Bhagavan was dead or dying. |
had a strong urge to go to the Ashram, but could not leave as | became
wholly absorbed inthe Self for aperiod of about two hours. Consciousness
returned shortly before 9 p.m., when | heard a great noise coming from
the Ashram. | knew for certain that Bhagavan was no more. | rushed to
the Ashram only to find that Bhagavan had attained mahasamadhi.
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| had seen Bhagavan for the last time earlier that day. On that
occasion, as we looked into each other’s eyes, | experienced a strong
wave of ecstatic bliss and | became completely oblivious of my surro-
undings.

| spent atotal of seven months in Paakottu, mostly just sitting
quietly in my room. Towards the end of this period my skin turned yellow.
Around November 1950, | finally decided that | would accept my brother’s
offer to go back to Gudur to let my family look after me.3

1 David Godman says that once he asked Lakshmana Swami why he had
remained silent for so long. He replied, “The experience of Self is beyond
words and speech. It isimpossible to explain it or talk about it. Since there
was nothing | could say about it, | kept quiet.” (The Power Of The Presence,
part-11, p.222.)

2 A colony abutting on the Ashram.

3. David Godman statesthat L akshmana Swami spent most of his next three
years (after November 1950) in samadhi living in a small hut his family
built for him. Because of hisascetic lifestyle, sitting in padmasana for 20
hoursaday and rarely eating, he attracted alarge following. From the mid
1950s on, he lived a secluded life in a house near Gudur that had been
provided for him by a devotee. He began meeting people on a regular
basis in the 1960s, but always preferred to live a private, solitary life.
Around 1990 he moved back to Tiruvannamalai. Hisbiography Yogeeswara
Si Lakshmana is written by Ramana Das.

o7

Viswanatha Swami (1904-79), a digtant relative of Sri Ramana, was
brought up by the Mahar shi’'s maother. He fully surrendered himself
to Sri Ramana in 1923 and till 1950 spent most of his time either
with the Mahar shi or with Ganapati Muni (no. 91). Hewas a scholar
of Tamil and Sanskrit and trandated many Ashram publicationsinto
Tamil. He edited The Mountain Path for some time and authored
the famous Ramana Ashtotra.

In my first darshan of Bhagavan at the Skandasram the very
sight of himthrilled me. Something very subtle, seemingly withitscentrein
that body, shone forth, without limitation, engulfing everything else. | felt
swallowed by it. | stayed for aweek with Bhagavan in that atmosphere of
utter purity and serenity. | saw in Bhagavan something quite arresting,
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which clearly distinguished him from all others| had seen. He seemed to
live apart from the physical frame, quite detached from it. His look
and smile had a remarkable spiritual charm. When he spoke, the
words seemed to come out of an abyss. One could see immaculate
purity and non-attachment in him and in his movements. | sensed
something very lofty and sacred about him. In his vicinity, mind’s
distractions were overpowered by an austere and potent calmness.
In his presence the unique bliss of peace was directly experienced.
This | would call Ramana lahari — ‘the blissful atmosphere of Ramana.
In this ecstasy of grace one loses one's sense of separate individuaity and
there remains something grand and all pervading, al devouring.

Some of theten devoteesliving with Bhagavan at the Skandasram
used to sing Tamil songs in praise of Subramaniam.[Son of Lord Siva]
Bhagavan used to keep time by tapping with two small sticks on the two
ringsof aniron brazier infront of him.While Bhagavan’ shandsweretapping,
his unfathomable look of grace gave aglimpse of the beyond in silence. It
was an unforgettable experience.

One morning, a devotee was singing with great fervour ‘ Ramana
sadguru, Ramana sadguru, Ramana sadguru rayane.” [Sri Ramana is
the true Master and our Lord.] When Bhagavan also joined in the singing,
the devoteeswere amused and began to laugh. Bhagavan then commented,
“What is extraordinary about it? Why should one limit Ramanato aform
of six feet?Isit not the al-pervading divinity that you adorewhenyou sing
‘Ramana sadguru, Ramana sadguru? Why should | not join in the
snging?’ We instantly felt ourselves in agreement with Bhagavan.

Once when Niranjanananda Swami told Bhagavan that | could
recite hymnsin Sanskrit, he looked at me expectantly and | had to recitea
few verses. When | had finished, Bhagavan gently looked at me and said,
“You have learned all this. Not so in my case. Before | came here | knew
nothing and had learned nothing. Some mysterious power took possession
of me and effected a thorough transformation.”

Once | asked Bhagavan as to how | could rise above my animal
existence. He replied with great compassion, “It is only by awakening a
power mightier than the senses and the mind that these can be subdued. If
you awaken and nurture the growth of that power within you, everything
will be conquered. One should sustain the current of meditation
uninterruptedly. Moderationinfood and similar restraintswill behelpful in
maintaining the inner poise.” He added, “ So long as you identify yourself
with the body, you can never escape sex thoughts and distractions.”
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Bhagavan was opposed to any sort of waste or extravagance.
Once he scolded me for wasting kerosene in lighting the charcoal
stove, when the same results could be got with dry twigs and leaves
lying around. On another occasion, whilevisiting Ganapati M uni’sroom
at Palakottu where | was also staying, Bhagavan saw scraps of paper
of about 1" x 6” size on the floor, which were |leftovers from cutting
some sheets of paper to a uniform size. He wanted to stitch these
pieces together and make a little notebook of the size of athumb and
useit for writing something on. To save Bhagavan thetrouble, | offered
to do it myself. Later, he was happy to see 108 verses of the Indra
Sahasra Nama Stotra, copied in the tiny notebook. Bhagavan
scrutinized not only the contents of the notebook but also its stitching
and general appearance, as was his way. He then exclaimed with
pleasure, “You have kept your promise and made the best use of the
bits of paper.”

V. Mani lyer, a senior schoolmate of Bhagavan, noted for his
physical strength and rough dealing with anybody whom he disliked,
was known as * Rogue Mani’. He accompanied his mother to Tirupati.
She wanted to break her journey at Tiruvannamalai for Bhagavan's
darshan, while going back home to Madurai. Mani agreed on the
condition that he should be allowed to drag the bogus sadhu by the ear
and bring him back home.

However, on reaching the Virupaksha Cave, Mani looked and
looked at Bhagavan, and got more and more puzzled as he did so. There
was ho trace of the ordinary boy Venkataraman whom he had known.
He saw an effulgent Divine Being seated in front of him, absolutely still
and silent. Hisheart melted for thefirst timein hislife, tearsrolled down
his cheeks and the hair stood on end. He fell prostrate before Bhagavan
and surrendered to him. He became a frequent visitor and a staunch
devotee of Bhagavan.

Those who were spiritually evolved had no difficulty in
recognising Bhagavan's state. One such person was Narayana Guru of
Keradla. He once visited Bhagavan at the Skandasram. At lunch time
Bhagavan invited him to eat with him and other devotees. After reaching
Kerala, he wrote five verses in Sanskrit, calling them Nirvritti
Panchakam, describing Bhagavan's way of obtaining the inner felicity
and sent them to Bhagavan. In later years, Narayana Guru used to be
greatly pleased whenever his disciples visited Bhagavan, and on their
return he would listen with delight to details of their visit.
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Ramanatha Brahmachari, a student of the Veda Pathasala (school)
in Tiruvannamalai had a strong yearning for God. In 1912, when
he heard about the Maharshi, he went to the Virupaksha Cave to
see him. It was a defining moment in his life; one look from the
Mahar shi stopped his mind and captured his heart. He gave up
his family to be with the Maharshi. When the news of his death
reached the Ashram in 1946, Tamil verses from Ramana Stotra
Anubhuti were being sung before the Mahar shi, who said with
some feeling, “Look! These are verses written by Ramanatha
himself.” Brief extracts from this 32-verse Stotra, reflect
Brahmachari’s sentiments and emotions about the Mahar shi.

The moment compass onate Ramana, who is God Subramaniam,
came and manifested in my heart, the bondage-producing evil karma was
destroyed and my anubhuti [experience] arose.

I had evil karma and did not know of any refuge. | was ignorant
and totally worthless; even o, he established me in the blissful ocean of
silence, the indescribable treasure of grace, severing al bonds.

Ramana who abides as embodiment of grace, granted me the
state that istotally free of ignorance in order to destroy the disease of the
mind which assumes the form of delusion, taking sense objects and their
enjoyment to be redl.

My Lord at Arunachala stands aone as the human embodiment
of the fire of knowledge. With his feet as the raft to cross the ocean of
samsara which only causes trouble, he put me ashore.

Jnani —who made me rest, without letting me return to the forest
of delusion in which | waswandering, brother of the one who destroysthe
family of sorrows [Reference to Ganapati], you are theinner light of those
who are intent upon merging with you, get to see!

The one who reigns over me isthe Guru-Lord, the Lord who has
the form of the formless heart, the Lord who gives the bliss of the Self
shining within, and theincomparable Lord of this poor one.

The transmuting glance of the sage of Arunachala penetrated my
heart in away that |1, a worthless soul without true love, was redeemed
completely.

Venkatal You are the one who isboth with form and formless, the
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shining Guru, the dweller inthe Heart-cave. You arethemountain of virtues,
the expanding space of consciousness which is awesome like an ocean.
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Mastan, a Mudlim, was a weaver by profession. Highly spiritual,
he made cloth for Sri Ramana’s use. He was drawn to the M ahar shi
by Akhilandamma (no. 46) along with whom he saw the Mahar shi
for the first time in 1914.

When | came to Bhagavan, he was seated like a rock. His
unwavering gaze was filled with grace, compassion and steady wisdom. |
stood by his side. After giving me a look, he opened the gate of my
Heart and | was established in his state. | stood like that for eight
hours without fatigue, filled with total absorption and peace. Bhagavan in
those days used to open our Heart with a smple gracious look, which
transformed us. There was no need for any questions since he made us,
by hislook, like himself.

Akilandamma, who probably knew Mastan better than anyone else,
says:

Mastan and | would come to Arunachala from our village, 40
milesfrom Tiruvannamalai, to have the pleasure of serving Bhagavan. A
man of whims, Mastan would suddenly suspend his weaving and go to
live with Bhagavan for months on end. During this period he would keep
his body and soul together on alms that he begged. Bhagavan once
observed, “Mastan’s craft did not give food either to him or his parents
but gave me clothes.”

Once amongoose larger than the ordinary size, of golden hue [not
grey asamongoose is], made straight for Bhagavan. It sat on hislap for a
while. Later, it wandered around and closely inspected different parts of
the cave and then disappeared into the bushes on the hill. Mastan being
afraid that the mongoose might harm the peacocks was ready with a stick
in case it made an attack. Addressing Mastan, Bhagavan said, “Who do
you think he was? Do you think you could have caught him? He was a
sage of Arunachalawho took on thisform to visit me. How many times |
told you that sages come to see me in various forms.”
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Echammal and Mudaliar Patti (no. 61) are remembered since they
both served food to Sri Ramana everyday from the first decade of
the last century until they passed away in the 1940s. Even when
the ladies grew old and the Ashram kitchen facilities expanded,
they could not be dissuaded from bringing food, and personally
serving Sri Ramana.

Echammal (Lakshmi Ammal) was native of a village near Tiru-
vannamalai. In a flood of misfortunes, her husband, her son and
two daughtersdied in quick succession. She had an inner confidence
that a guru could put an end to her sorrow.

On the advice of her relatives and friends, she went to see Sri
Ramana and stayed there for an hour. The Maharshi said nothing to her,
but in hispresenceadll her sorrowsmelted away. Fromthat day on, Bhagavan
atracted her like a magnet. She visited the cave repeatedly and began to
take food offering to Bhagavan. Initialy, her father supplied her funds.
Later on her brother also made some contributions.

Once Echammal was going up the hill with her food basket. She
met aparty of pilgrimsreturning with asad look, asthey could not find the
Maharshi in the cave. Promising to show them Bhagavan, she took them
with her. They were utterly amazed on seeing Bhagavan whom they had
seen earlier in a kaupina working alone at raising a mud wall. Mistaking
Sri Ramana for a labourer, they had asked him, “Where is the Swami?’
Bhagavan, it seems, had replied, “I do not know.” When Echammal, after
their departure, remonstrated with Bhagavan for having misled the poor
pilgrims, Bhagavan replied, “What can | do? Do you want me to tie a
placard round my head announcing that | am Ramana Maharshi?’
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Mudaliar Patti and her family were greatly devoted to a saint
who before his death told Mudaliar Patti and her son Subbiah
that a great fortune was awaiting them at Tiruvannamalai, where
they would have darshan of a jnani and also a great opportunity
to serve him.
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When Subbiah got up after prostrating before Bhagavan, he
experienced apeace and blissthat he never had before. In 1909, the family
rented a house in Tiruvannamalai and Mudaliar Patti started getting food
to Bhagavan everyday. By the time she died in 1949, she had brought or
sent food continuously to Bhagavan, without missing asingleday, for forty
years. Even when the Ashram expanded to the point when hundreds of
meals could be cooked everyday, she contributed her mite, and Bhagavan
alwaysinsisted on having some of it on his plate, and would not eat before
Petti’s offering had arrived.

On one occasion the Maharshi told Mudaliar Patti that she was
serving him morefood than he could est. Sheretorted with grest familiarity
that she was doing nothing of the sort and shoved another handful on
Bhagavan's leaf-plate, remarking, “It is all a matter of mind, isn't it?’
Laughingly, the Maharshi confessed defeat and remarked, “ Sheis paying
me back in my own coin.”

After losing her eyesight Patti expressed a wish to see
Bhagavan. When a devotee led her to Bhagavan's presence, someone
nearby asked, “Granny, you have no eyesight to see Bhagavan, why
did you come?’ Her faith-filled reply was, “It does't matter if | can’t
see Bhagavan's body, my body can be seen by him, and that is more
than enough for me.”

After her death, at Bhagavan's instance her body was not taken
to the cremation ground but buried within the compound of her house,
which was not far from the Ashram. Her body was made to sit cross-
legged in padmasana, as it is done with the bodies of sannaysis. It was
garlanded, sprinkled with sacred ash and camphor and buried. In no other
casehad Bhagavan intervened in thisway, whenever anyone of hisdevotees
died.

Many yearsafter her death, someone purchased her house. Having
got the advice that a samadhi in the compound would be inauspicious, the
new owner dug up Patti’s body, cut up its remains and scattered them a
long distance away from his land. Sometime later, the new owner was
killed in atrain accident, the impact of which was so severe that his body
got cut into several pieces.
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Krishna Bhikshu (Voruganti Krishnayya) had a degree in law but
he rarely practised, and preferred to devote his life to spiritual
pursuits. He authored Ramana Leela, an authoritative biography
of Sri Ramana in Telugu, and Ramana Yoga Sutras, which contains
teachings of the Maharshi. He was also attracted to Sri Aurobindo,
but in 1931 hefinally decided that Sri Ramana was the guru he had
been seeking.

When in Madras preparing for my law degree, | met Ganapati
Muni [No. 91] whose very appearance was striking. “If the man is so
great, how much greater must be his master,” | thought. | went to Sri
Ramanasramam with afriend. As we arrived, Bhagavan was washing his
hands after the meals. Looking at us lovingly and earnestly, he enquired,
“Have you had your food yet?’ To our reply that we had it in the town, he
said, “You could have had it here.”

The three days' stay made a great impression on me. |
considered Sri Ramanato be areal Mahatma. | went to Benaras for a
month, returned to Pondicherry and spent five months there. Wherever
| would go people would find some fault or the other with me. Only
Bhagavan asked for nothing, and found fault with nothing. As a matter
of fact, there was nothing in me which entitled me to his grace. But
this did not matter with Bhagavan. He wanted me, not my goodness. It
was enough to tell him ‘I am yours', for him to do therest. In that way
he was unsurpassed.

To me Bhagavan was always a great and fatherly man. | trusted
him completely. He guided and | followed. | knew | wasin safe hands and
| was well looked after. | just loved him with the whole of my being and
lived my lifeby hisside, eating inthe sameroom, deepinginthesamehal,
chatting and joking, but al the time being tied fast to him by hisimmense
love and attention. | am saying this without pride for, as he wasto me, so
was he to al. Everybody felt connected to Bhagavan in some special,
indescribableway that was somehow unique. Weall felt special. Bhagavan
loved us all, but each one differently.

With him | was like a child with his mother — completely safe,
completely happy. Whenever in difficulty, | turned to him and he would
solve my problem with ease. Even when | was away from him, it was
enough for meto utter ‘Ramana and | felt his helping hand, which would
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banish al my troubles, internal and external. What attention | got whenever
| went to the Ashram! He would ask me where | made my bed, what |
used for a pillow and so on. (We used to have blocks of wood for pillows
because they kept the head cool in the steamy summer nights.)

During one of my early visits to the Ashram, he had encouraged
me to carry on repeating the Gayatri mantra, since | had been repeating it
inthe past. After sometime | asked, “Am | expected to know the meaning
of the mantra, and meditate on it?’ He said, “| have only asked you to see
who is repegting the Gayatri or who is the one doing japa.” By making
me look for the one who was doing the japa, he was subtly and dowly
turning me towards the practice of self-enquiry.

Nobody could correctly guess the way Bhagavan would meet or
treat people. The high and mighty of the land might not even get a blank
look, while some insignificant wanderer would become the object of his
concentrated attention for hours or even days. Once Pranavananda Swami
[N0.130] cameto the Ashram. Being utterly exhausted he sat on the steps.
When Bhagavan was told about it, he came out, sat at the feet of
Pranavanandaand started rubbing hislegs, saying, “ You had along way to
walk tata,! your legsmust be paining very much.” Theold swami protested
in vain. Bhagavan had his way and massaged the swami’s feet. Nobody
knew what great merit the old man had amassed to be the recipient of this
great fortune.

At meal time Bhagavan would ask to be served very little, and he
would carefully clear the leaf-plate of the last grain of food before getting
up. | once remarked, “If we clear our dining leaves so scrupuloudly, the
dogs, cats, monkeys, rats and antswill starve.” Bhagavan's response was,
“If you are so compassionate, why not feed the animal s before taking food
yourself?’

Bhagavan'skindnessand solicitude al so extended to the vegetation.
Once the sarvadhikari of the Ashram asked a workman to clear the
dead leavesof an almond tree. He started chopping right and left. Bhagavan
caled out the man. “Hey, you are torturing the tree too much. Don’t you
know it isalive? Imaginewhat would happen if | suddenly grabbed you by
thehair and pulled. Your hair may havenolife, yet youwouldfed! it. Better
leave the poor tree and go away.”

Bhagavan's way was to influence rather than command. For
example, he never ordered Devargja Mudaliar [No.35] to become a
vegetarian. As Mudaliar was not sure whether a vegetarian diet would
contain adequate nourishment for him, Bhagavan assured him categoricaly
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that he would not suffer if he gave up non-vegetarian food.

Ramakrishna Swami, who had been serving Bhagavan for many
years, started visiting a woman in the town. Her relatives caught him in
her house, bound him hand and foot and locked himin aroom. He managed
to escape and came running to the Ashram, pursued by hisenemies. When
he entered the Ashram gate, they gave up the chase. He entered the hall
trembling and fell on the ground shouting ‘save me, save me'. After
Bhagavan had heard the man’s confession, he looked at the culprit with
understanding and pity and said, “You don't need to have this fear any
longer. Go and deep.”

The Ashram people requested Bhagavan to send the man away,
for his presence would tarnish the good name of the Ashram. Bhagavan
caled the man and told him in front of everybody, “You have done some
wrong, but you were too foolish not to keep it secret. Others do worse
things, but they take care not to be caught. Now, the people who were not
caught want you to leave the Ashram because you were caught.” The
person was allowed to stay.

Bhagavan's standard prescription was to attend to one’s own
faults and problems before turning to alleged defects of others. Once a
socially-minded person told Bhagavan, “What | would liketo do isto
go round and set thingsright. | cameto you for the strength and power
to do this work.” Bhagavan said, “You are like a beggar offering to
feast all comers. First set yourself right and then only set out to improve
others. But one must begin somewhere, and one can begin only with
oneself.”

It isdifficult to exaggerate the consideration of Bhagavan for the
devotees. Dr. G S. Melkote of Hyderabad was once treating Bhagavan
for eczema but there was no improvement. The doctor had a sudden and
urgent necessity to return home. He was filled with remorse at having to
leave Bhagavan in that condition. | advised him to pray to Bhagavan to
cure himself, which hedid. From that night Bhagavan's eczemaresponded
to treatment. The doctor literally wept at this miracle that enabled him to
leave without any compunctions.

Cow Lakshmi? just could not spend a day without seeking
Bhagavan's company some time or the other during the course of the day.
Oneday she cameto the hall, went straight to Bhagavan and literally wept
on his shoulders. For half-an-hour Bhagavan kept consoling her, saying,
“Why are you so sad, dear mother? Am | not here to look after you?” and
so on, till she was pacified.
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A lawyer R. Ramakrishniah from Nellore came with along list of
questions. He was quite proud of his questions and was sure that even
Bhagavan would find them difficult to answer. But when he came to the
hall and sat before Bhagavan his mind became paralysed and he could not
ask asingle question.

Prof. Syed [No.23] and hiswifewere great devotees of Bhagavan.
They used to stay in a rented house outside the Ashram. One day Mrs.
Syed felt a strong desire to invite Bhagavan to their house for food. She
nagged her husband but he did not have the courage to ask for something
so unusual. The bold lady went on pressing her husband until he got more
afraid of her than of the enormity of her request. When he told Bhagavan
about his wife's desire, he merely smiled and kept quiet. But the wife
would not give up. One day, while Bhagavan was going up the hill, the
couple stood before him and Prof. Syed told him her desire. Bhagavan just
laughed and went up the hill.

When they returned home, there was quite a row in the house.
The wife blamed the husband because she felt that he had not asked
Bhagavan in the proper way. At last, when they had had enough of the
quarrel, he told her, “How am | responsible? The truth of the matter is,
your devotion is deficient.” These words must have touched her deeply,
for she sat in meditati on throughout the night. Shewanted by sheer intensity
of her prayer to bring Bhagavan to dinner! During the early hours of the
morning she must have dozed, for Bhagavan appeared to her in adream or
visonandtold her, “Why areyou so obgtinate? How can | leavetheAshram
and cometo your house for food? | must dine along with the people there,
otherwise they won't eat.”

In her vision she saw three devotees, who, Bhagavan said, were
to be fed, and it will be the same as feeding me. These were: Dr. G. S.
Melkote, a Kanarese and awell-known persondlity of Hyderabad, Swami
Prabhuddhananda, a Bengdi sannyasi, and myself, an Andhra bachelor.
She gave full details of her vision to Prof. Syed, who promptly invited all
the three for food to his house. We were al Brahmins. Although we were
delighted to represent Bhagavan at the feast, we were afraid of thereaction
of the Ashram Brahmins.

Dr. Mekote was in the guesthouse near the flower garden. | went
to him and asked, “What are you thinking about?’ He said, “I am till
thinking about it. They are Mudlims. If we go, we are bound to get into a
lot of trouble. They may turn us out of the Ashram.” | told Dr. Melkote, “I
am going because | take it as Bhagavan's direct order. Otherwise how
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could Mrs. Syed pick us? How could she know our names and faces well
enough to show to her husband?’ Dr. Melkotereplied, “Well, wearegoing,
Bhagavan will attend to the risks.”

In spite of these brave words, Dr. Melkote was perplexed. What
do Muslims know about the Brahmin rulesand habits of cleanliness? Why
should we trust the vision of some Muslim lady? Could we really say that
we were obeying Bhagavan's orders? Who would believe us?

The next day, when the bell for dinner was rung, we three went
before Bhagavan and bowed. Bhagavan did not ask us the reason. He
merely looked at us. Instead of going to the dining hall with the others, we
marched out of the Ashram, passing before the sarvadhikari who, wonder
of wonders, did not ask uswhy we were going out without eating the food.

After getting everything thoroughly cleaned, Mrs.Syed had lovingly
prepared dish after dish. Wefound the food excellent. At the conclusion of
the meal she offered us betel leaves with her own hands. As we were
walking back to the Ashram, Dr. Melkote had tearsin hiseyes. He said, “I
come from Hyderabad, and | know well the Muslim ways and customs. A
Mudlim lady will give betel leaves with her own hands to nobody except
her husband or a fakir. In her eyes we were fakirs, the forms Bhagavan
took to go to her place.”

When we returned to the Ashram, we were astonished that no
body had enquired why we had not been present in the dining hal, or
where we had gone. How wonderfully does Bhagavan protect those who
obey him!

Oncel wroteapoem in praise of Bhagavaninwhich | said, “May
you bewith usin al your future births.” Bhagavan heard thisand said, “Is
this birth not enough, that he wishes me many more?’ People scolded me
for writing so disrespectfully. Some said Bhagavan was beyond rebirth.
Others maintained he was the son of great Siva Himsalf, who was never
in need of a human body. | exclaimed, “Bhagavan will be reborn many
times, not because he needs it but because we need him.”

Bhagavan listened carefully. ‘Right’, he said, and became very
quiet. The hall was filled with power and silence and immense love was
pouring from Bhagavan like a mighty sea.

1 A respectful form of addressfor elderly men.
2. Refer annexure-1V, The Cow Lakshmi, p. 414.
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Lakshman Sarma who came to Sri Ramana in the late 1920s, spent
most of his life trandating the Mahar shi’s teachings into Sanskrit.
Sri Ramana closely supervised his Sanskrit trandation of Ulladu
Narpadu. Other than Muruganar, he was the only person to have
received private lessons by Sri Ramana on the intent and meanings
of hisworks. His Sanskrit treatise Sri Ramana Paravidyopanishad
(1950), contains teachings of the Maharshi, a few of which are

The man who has not experienced his own rea Sdlf, thinking ‘I
am this body’ sees himself as ‘I’, the first person of grammar. He sees
another person whom he calls ‘you’, and refersto a third person as ‘he'.
These three distinct persons are not real. They are seen on account of the
fasenotion, ‘1 am the body’. When the ego-soul islost asaresult of quest
of thereal Self, only that Self, consciousness alone, will shine.

Just as one who has become wise to the truth of the mirage may
again see the mirage without being deluded, so too the sage, seeing this
world, does not think of it as real, as does the ignorant one.

When, forgetting the Self, one thinks that the body is oneself and
goes through innumerable births and in the end remembers and becomes
the Salf, knows that thisis only like awakening from adream wherein one
has wandered al over the world.

If during the quest of one's own Self, the mind turns outwards on
account of its attachment to objects of perception, the seeker should turn it
inwards again. He should bring the mind back again and again and re-
engage it in the quest. There must be a resolve to become aware of the
truth of oneself by meansof the question, “Whoishethat hasthisattachment
to objectsof perception?” The answer to thisquestion isnot an intellectual
conclusion. The correct answer to it isonly the experience of thereal Saif.

The quest of the source of the soul is named as ‘The Great
Yoga . It isthe yogaof action, the yoga of devotion, the yoga of restrain-
ing the mind and also the yoga of right awareness. By the practice of
meditation mental strength will be intensified. Therefore, meditation is
anaidtothequest. After first achieving stillness of the mind by meditation,
the valiant aspirant must seek the truth of his own Self.

Just asawoman, suffering intolerably in her father-in-law’shouse,
obtains peace in her mother’s house, so the mind, harried by samsaric
(worldly) sufferings, wins peace by returning to the source: the Red Self.
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To create empty space in a room one only has to remove the
encumbering, unwanted lumber. In the same way, to realise the Self
nothing more is needed than the removal of false knowledge that | am
the body.

For him that is established in the supreme state, desires do not
arise, because the desirer, the ego, has ceased to exist. The sage in that
state is ever contented. In the end the writer says:

To that supreme one, the Salf of al creatures, who became our
Guru, Sri Ramana — let there be thousands of namaskarams until the
extinction of the ego is secured.
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Natesa lyer moved from Chidambaram to Tiruvannamalai and found
employment as a cook at the Ashram. Though lyer has not left any
account of his stay and work with the Mahar shi, David Godman has
collected information from devotees who knew him well.

When Natesa lyer felt an urge to renounce the world, he left his
wife and daughter and came to Tiruvannamalai, where he came under
Bhagavan's spell. When he started his job in the kitchen, most of the
cooking was done by a group of Brahmin widows, who made him work
very hard. Once he saidlaughingly that heran away from one bossy woman
and ended up working under five.

At one point when he got tired of the way he was being treated
in the kitchen, he resolved to |eave the Ashram without telling anyone.
On the way back to his home he reached Villupuram, about 40 miles
from Tiruvannamalai.There he put vibhuti on his forehead after the
bath, closed the eyes and as he was saying a prayer to Bhagavan, he
felt Bhagavan himself standing in front of him. “How did you get
here?’ asked lyer in amazement. Bhagavan smiled and replied, “How
far have you gone away fromme.” lyer, dissolved in tears, was unable
to reply.

The figure of Bhagavan began to walk towards Tiruvannamalai.
Iyer had no hesitationin following him. Thefigure eventually disappeared,
but lyer felt that Bhagavan was aways ahead of him and he reached the
Ashram. When he entered the hall and prostrated, Bhagavan repeated the
words, “How far have you gone away from me.” lyer broke down and
cried. He went back to the kitchen and resumed his work.
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Thisincident initiated aprocessof surrender in lyer that culminated
in the understanding that Bhagavan was not the body that everyone saw
moving about the Ashram. He once said, “Bhagavan is not something or
someone we can fathom with our minds. We have to admit our ignorance
and our inability to say anything about himthat istrue. | cannot tell anything
about Bhagavan because the real Bhagavan cannot be explained in words.
It is a sweet taste that you can only know by tasting it yourself.”

He loved to narrate his experience of the operation performed on
Bhagavan, when he was his attendant. In his words: “Bhagavan’s
behaviour throughout the operation showed very clearly that the
body was just something that he was wearing. The flesh was being
cut, blood was flowing, and | could see the radium needles that had been
inserted into the flesh around the cancerous growth. Bhagavan was fully
conscious but utterly indifferent to the procedures that were being carried
out on hisarm. Wewere al consumed by the power of Bhagavan'ssilence.
Even the doctors were sucked into it. When the operation had been
completed, the doctors spontaneoudly prostrated to Bhagavan. One of them
said, | have operated on many people, but | have never had an experience
like this.There was peace in the room that | have never felt anywhere
else. | cannot describe what it was like except to say that it was unlike
anything | have ever experienced before.”

V. Ganesan, a grandson of Bhagavan’s brother, records:

A few years after Bhagavan passed away, as | approached the
Ashram gate | was surprised to see Natesa lyer seated on the steps of a
temple closeto the Ashram. On enquiry hesaid, “ TheAshram management
had asked me to leave. | have no other place to go. Thisis my sadguru’s
Ashram. | have decided to sit here because thisis the closest | can get to
the Ashram.” Annoyed that he had been treated in thisway, | went straight
to my father, the Ashram president. But he refused to take him back.

| was very agitated and went to see Muruganar [No.53], who
lived in asmall cottage outside the Ashram. With tearsin my eyes| told
him what has happened. Muruganar gave me a mischievous smile and
asked, “Why areyou telling me about this? You could have gonedirectly to
Bhagavan and told him about the problem. Will he not listen to you if you
go to hissamadhi?’ | went to the shrine and shouted asloudly as | could:
“Bhagavan! Injustice has been done to Natesa lyer! My heart aches!
Please alow him to come back to hisjob.” Fortunately, no one was there
to wintess my strange outbrust. | prostrated and left for giri pradakshina,
confident that Bhagavan would take care of the problem.
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The following morning, when | went to the Ashram | saw lyer
working at his usual place in the kitchen. When asked he told me, “When
the president waswalking homelast night, he stopped in front of thetemple
and requested me to come back to the Ashram and take up the old job
agan.”

Regarding lyer’s passing away, Bhupati Narayana Raju wrote in
September 1983 issue of Arunachala Ramana:

Natesa lyer knew in advance that he was to pass away. “Rau’,
he said to mein high spirits, “ Bhagavan is calling me. | am going in ten
days.” Thenext timel saw him, hisspiritswere still high: “Raju, only five
moredays, | angoinginfivedays.” Hisphysica conditionwasdeteriorating,
but he was still full of energy. Some of the people there said, “Madness
hasgot into hishead.” | knew something strange was going on. He became
very weak and was unable to take even liquid food. On the tenth day he
lost consciousness, but his face suddenly became very bright. In aspirited
tone he enquired, “Has Bhagavan come? | am coming.” These were the
last words that came from hislips.

65

Sampurnamma (1899-1993), a Brahmin widow, served for long
as a cook at the Ashram.

When my husband died, | fell into a state of deep despair in
which | thought that life was no longer worth living. One day during this
period, when | came out after worshipping at the Meenakshi Temple,
Madurai, an old Brahmin asked, “Won't you cook a meal for me?’ It
was a strange request. A Brahmin would ask for already-prepared food,
but this man wanted food to be made for him. However, | invited him to
accompany me to our family house promising him to cook a meal for
him. Before going back with the Brahmin, | had to go inside the temple
for a short while. When | came out, the Brahmin was not to be seen. |
had good reasons to believe that the old man was Bhagavan himself and
the request was a summons to cook for him.

As Bhagavan was born in a village next to our village, many of
our people knew him. When he became a great saint my relatives often
used to go to see him. In 1928, | accompanied my sister and her husband
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to Tiruvannamalai. | wasableto sit for long hoursin Bhagavan's presence,
immersed in a strange state in which the mind would not have a single
thought. Thoseweredaysof deep and calm happinessinwhich my devotion
to Bhagavan took firm roots. On thisfirst visit, | stayed for twenty days.
While leaving, | got a copy of Who am| ? from Bhagavan’'s own hands.

Back in my village, | was restless. | longed to go to the Ashram;
and gladly accompanied my unclewho happened to go there. Onmy arrival
| wasto help in the kitchen. | was not good at cooking, but Bhagavan was
alwaysby my side, hel ping mewith detailed ingtructions. Hisfirm principle
was that hedlth depended on food that could be digested easily. So, we
used to spend hourson grinding and stewing. Bhagavan wasawayswilling
to leave the hall to give advice in the kitchen.

Once someone sent ahugeload of brinjals and we ate brinjals day
after day. The stalks alone made a big heap, which was lying in a corner.
Bhagavan asked us to cook them as a curry! | was stunned, for even
cattle would refuse to eat such useless stalks. Bhagavan insisted that the
stalks were edible, and we put them in a pot to boil along with dry peas.
After hours of boiling they were as hard as ever. We were at aloss what
to do; yet we did not dare to disturb Bhagavan.

Bhagavan always knew when he was needed in the kitchen and
hewould leave the hall even in the middle of adiscussion. A casual visitor
would think that Bhagavan’s mind was on cooking. In redlity his grace
was on the cooks. As usual, he did not fail usand appeared in the kitchen.
“How is the curry getting on?’ he asked. “ Isit a curry we are cooking?
Weareboiling stedl nails! | exclaimed laughing. He stirred the preparation
with aladle and went away without saying anything. Soon afterwards we
found the stalks quite tender. The dish was simply delicious, and many
diners were asking for a second helping.

As a cook, Bhagavan was perfect. He was very strict with us.
We soon learned that his orders were to be obeyed to the last detail. So
long as we followed his instructions, everything would go well with our
cooking, but the moment we tried to act on our own we werein trouble.

One would think from the care he took in cooking that he liked
good food and enjoyed ahearty meal. Not at all. WWhen mealswere served,
he would mix up thelittle food he would allow to be put on hisleaf-plate
— the sweset, the sour and the savoury, everything together — and gulp it
down carelesdly asif he had no taste in the mouth. When we would tell
him that it was not right to mix such nicely prepared dishes, he would
say, “Enough of multiplicity, let us have some unity.”
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Bhagavan would allow nothing to go waste. Even agrain of rice
or a mustard seed lying on the ground would be picked up, dusted and
taken to the kitchen and put in its proper place. | asked him why he gave
himself so much trouble for agrain of rice. He said, “ Yes, thisis my way.
Everythingisin my careand | let nothing go waste. In these matters| am
quite strict.”

Whilewewere cooking hewould tell usstories. He used cooking to
teach us religion and philosophy. He also taught us that work is love for
others. He imbued us with the spirit that we are to serve others. By his
very presence he taught us that we are aways in the presence of God and
that all work isHis.

As ladies were not allowed to stay in the Ashram &t night, we had
our accommodation in the town. In coming to and going from the Ashram |
had to walk in along ajungle path. When Bhagavan noticed that it made me
afraid, he said, “Why are you afraid? Am | not with you?’ Once when |
came before dawn, the sarvadhikari asked me, “How could you come dl
alone? Were you not afraid?’ Bhagavan rebuked him: “Why are you
surprised? Was she done? Was | not with her dl the time?’

Once another lady cook and myself decided to walk around
the hill. We started very early. We were very afraid of the jungle.
After walking alittle way we saw astrange, blue light in front of us. It
was something mysterious and we thought it was a ghost, but it led us
along the path. When we realised it was guiding us, we felt safe with
it. It left us at dawn.

Another time, the two of us werewalking around the hill early in
the morning and chattering about our homes and relatives. We noticed a
man following us at adistance. We had to pass through a stretch of lonely
forest, so we stopped to let him pass us and go ahead. He too stopped.
When we walked he also walked.

We got darmed and prayed aoud, “Lord Arunachala, you aone
can save us.” The man caught up with usand remarked, “ Yes, Arunachaa
isour only refuge. Keep your mind constantly on him. Alwayshavehimin
mind.” We wondered who he might be. Was he sent by Bhagavan to
remind usthat it isnot proper to talk of worldly matters, while going round
thehill, or wasit Arunachalahimself in human disguise? We looked back.
But there was nobody on the path.

During their period days, women were not given Ashram food to
eat, nor alowed to enter the Ashram. Once, when Bhagavan wastold that
I would not be coming for three days and was sitting in the mandapamin
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front of the Ashram gate, he ordered that | be brought inside and served
the Ashram food. Everybody was shocked, for it was a clear breach of the
accepted rule. An ancient rulewas thus broken and Bhagavan had sanctified
its breach.

| once suggested that we should eat our dinner in the open air.
Bhagavan agreed and we arranged the food to be served in the courtyard
near the hal. As Bhagavan sat with us, we saw a strong and clear halo
around his head. Was it the moonlight or some other cause? | cannot say,
but the halo was there and many could see it. Just before the meal,
somebody brought a big basketful of sweets, enough for all. Was it a
coincidence or Bhagavan's wonderful play?
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Shantammal, head cook at the Ashram, belonged to Ramana-
thapuram in Tamil Nadu.

In 1927, 1, dong with three other women, went to see Bhagavan.
He was sitting on a bench in a thatched shed with Muruganar [No. 53] at
hisside. Assoon as| saw him | knew hewas God in human form. | bowed
reverently and said, “Grant that my mind does not trouble me any more.”
He turned to Muruganar and said, “Ask her to find out whether there is
such athing asmind. If thereis, ask her to describeit.” | wasvery confused
since his upadesa meant little to me at the time, but | remembered to
honour Bhagavan by singing a verse from Ramana Suti Panchakam:
“Your spiritual splendour fillsthe universewithitsperfume. Attracted by it,
numberless beings turn their face to you. | too grew restless and sought
you eagerly. Where is he? | enquired, and now | have come to you.”
When Bhagavan asked me how | knew this verse, Muruganar said that he
had given me a copy of the book. On this first visit we stayed for forty
days.

After spending ayear at my placein Ramanathapuram, | visited
the Ashram on ajayanti day. When | arrived, Bhagavan was explaining
something from Ulladu Narapadu to Dandapani Swami.l When
Bhagavan saw me, his first question was, “Have you received a copy
of this book? | asked them to post one to you.” | said to myself, my
Lord remembers me by name and how loving is his personal attention
to my needs!
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At that time, Bhagavan was unusually active, working both in the
kitchen and outside. He would clean grain, shell nuts, grind seeds, stitch
leaf-plates we ate from, and so on. We would join him in every task and
listen to his stories, jokes, reminiscences and spiritua teachings.

Once we had to fry abig quantity of snake gourd. This vegetable
is full of water and the usua way is to squeeze the water out of it to
shorten the frying time, but Bhagavan said it should be fried with water in
it. Weweresitting near thefire, stirring the vegetablein abig iron pan with
long ladles. Suddenly Bhagavan let go his ladle and stared, motionless.
When | looked at him my mind stood still. Everything disappeared from
before my eyes.

After sometime Bhagavan said, “ The curry isnoiseless, itistime
to add the spices.” It could refer to cooking the vegetables; it could also
refer to his poem Aksharamanamalai, in which he addresses Arunachala:
You drugged me with your charm and | woke up full of knowledge. When
the curry of mind issilent, then it istime to add spices of wisdom.

When | first worked in the kitchen, there were no proper jars for
foodstuff, which madethe kitchen floor messy. | mentioned the problemto
Bhagavan. Ten dayslater | was called to the hall. Attendants were opening
wooden boxes that contained six beautiful jars. Bhagavan told me, “You
wanted jars. Take them to the kitchen.” On enquiry | found that some
person had booked them to the Ashram. Such mysteriousincidents used to
happen every now and then.

| can give another example. Once | had no money and badly
needed some. | prayed silently to Bhagavan: “Ramana, how can | get hold
of alittle money?’ Three days later | received a money order from one
Dr. Srinivasa Rao, whom | did not even know. It seems he was reading an
account of Bhagavan's life, and on reading the name of Shantammal
decided that it would be nice to send her some money.

Thefollowing year, | wanted to return briefly to Ramanathapuram
for the devi puja.? L ater, while | wassitting in the hall in meditation, | saw,
instead of Bhagavan, a little girl. She was full of charm and splendour,
intensely alert and powerful and sheradiated agolden brilliance. Thevision
soon ended and | saw the normal face of Bhagavan again. | understood at
once that Bhagavan was the goddess | had wanted to worship in
Ramanathapuram. Where, now, wasthe need for a pilgrimage to agoddess
when | was daily serving one in whom al gods are born?

When | was still new in the kitchen, | served Bhagavan with a
few extra pieces of potato. Bhagavan got very angry. Each night, after
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the day’s work was over, the women who worked in the kitchen would
collect around the Maharshi and ask permission to leave.® Usualy, he
would exchange a few words with us, enquire who was accompanying
us, whether we had alantern, and so on. That evening he gave measign
to come near and said, “ You served me extra curry. | felt ashamed to eat
more than the others. You should always serve meless than other people.
The more you love my people, the more you love me.” The matter was
closed. A good lesson was learnt and never forgotten.

Once the Mahargja of Mysore visited the Ashram. Trays and
trays of sweets and other presents were laid at Bhagavan's feet. For ten
minutes the Mahargja just stood looking and then prostrated before
Bhagavan. Tears flowing from his eyes made Bhagavan's feet wet. He
told Bhagavan, “ They made me Maharajaand bound meto athrone. For
the sin of being born aking, | lost the chance of sitting at your feet and
serving in your glorious presence. | do not hope to come again. Only
these few minutes are mine. | pray for your grace.”

A devotee while taking leave of Bhagavan said, “ Swami, | am
going far away from you. The devotees who are staying in the Ashram
are enjoying the bliss of your company every minute. Please accept
me also in the same manner.” Bhagavan replied, “ Everyone thinks that
specia grace is bestowed on the devotees who stay here. If there is
such a preference how can he be ajnani? The Lord is bound to protect
aperson who has surrendered to Him. In fact one who has surrendered
need not even pray; the Lord always remains close extending His
protection. The frog stays near the lotus but it is only the bees that
suck the honey of the flowers, from whatever distance they may come
from.”

1 Father-in-law of great poet Muruganar (no. 53).
2. Worship of afemale deity.
3. Women were not allowed to stay in the Ashram at night.
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Sundaram (Sadhu Trivenigiri) was a spiritually-minded person. He
came to the Ashram in 1933 and was taken on the staff. He worked
for long years in the kitchen.



192 Face to Face with S'i Ramana Maharshi

In 1932, as| stood before the deity of the Subramaniyam temple,
the following words flashed into my consciousness: “Here | am God who
does not talk. Go to Tiruvannamalai. The Maharshi is a god who talks.”
This was how the Maharshi’s grace manifested itself to me. | had not
even seen him at that time.

In 1933, after my wife's death, | gave up my job and cameto Sri
Ramanasramam. As the sarvadhikari knew my family very well, he
immediately engaged me for the Ashram work.

Prior to my arrival, | had been suffering from asthma for many
years. It gave me alot of trouble, but | did not mention it to Bhagavan.
Once Bhagavan gave me a pinch of chutney he had prepared and said,
“Thisis medicine for you.” | swallowed the same. Later | realised that |
was completely cured of my asthma.

At night, after visitors had left, we would all collect around
Bhagavan. We fdlt like abig family assembled after aday’swork. During
those short hours Bhagavan would enquire about our welfare, chat with
us, make uslaugh and a so give usinstructions for the next day.

Bhagavan alwaysfelt concerned about thewelfare of hisdevotees.
One day, for example, when Major Chadwick [No0.42] was down with
fever, Bhagavan asked, “How is he now?’ When | replied that | did not
know and had not seen him, he directed me to go and see him. He added,
“Heleft his country and travelled thousands of miles, staying with us and
making us his own. Should we not take care of him and look after his
needs?”’

Once, when | served food to Bhagavan, he asked, “Why did
you serve me more than usual? How you dare make distinctions like
this?’ The people nearby pleaded for me. “No Bhagavan,” they said,
“Sundaram did not serve you more. L ook, we got as much asyou did.”
But Bhagavan would not be so easily appeased. “ You do not know, the
ego is strong in him. His giving preference to meisthe working of his
ego”, he said.

Onemorning when | was cutting vegetablesa ong with Bhagavan,
hesaid, “ Sundaram! Takethishurricanelight and pick up the mangoesthat
have fallen from the tree.” | said, “Yes’, but continued cutting the
vegetables. Bhagavan said, “Sundaram, attend to what ‘I’ said first. It is
from me that everything arises. Attend to it first.” | took this as an adesha
and upadesa (order and instruction) to make the enquiry ‘Whoam 1?7 My
friends also felt so.
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One day the attendant Madhavan was binding a book. A devotee
wanted abook fromthelibrary. Bhagavan asked Madhavanto get it saying,
“You do my work; | will do your work.” And Bhagavan took the book and
went on with the binding while Madhavan got the library book.

Once while meditating in the presence of Bhagavan, my mind
perssted in wandering. | couldn’t contral it. So | gave up meditation and
opened my eyes. Bhagavan at once sat up on his couch and said, “Oh! You
abandon it thinking it is the swabhava (nature) of the mind to wander.
Whatever we practice becomes the swabhava. If control is practised
persistently that will become the swabhava.” Yet another upadesa for me.

The injunction against the |eftover food from the previous day
is very much respected in the higher castes of South India. But
Bhagavan insisted that avoidance of waste overruled everything else,
and he would never permit God's gift to be thrown away. Asfor giving
the leftoversto beggars, it was not possible because Bhagavan insisted
that beggars be given the same food as everyone else, and not some
inferior stuff. Even dogs had to be fed from the common meal. Bhagavan
would come to the kitchen in the early hours, see the leftovers from
the night before, warm them up, dilute them, and add some more
ingredients to make them palatable.

Bhagavan was neither a rebel nor a reformer. He did not
discourage people from following their religious customs at home, but in
the Ashram he would not take any custom for granted. At Sri
Ramanasramam he was both the religion and the custom.
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Subbalakshmi Ammal, a Brahmin widow, got Sri Ramana’sblessings
when she was sixteen, but she came to his fold 15 years later and
served as a cook at the Ashram for long.

After losing my husband at the age of 16, | went back to my
mother’shouse, devoting my lifein prayer and meditation. Whilereturning
from a pilgrimage from Rameswaram with my mother, we stopped at
Tiruvannamalai. When wewent up the hill, Sri Ramanawas sitting outside
the Virupaksha Cave. He was about thirty at the time and wonderful to
behold. His eyes were blooming and clear like petas of alotus and he
shone brightly like burnished gold. I, somehow, at once got afeeling that
god Arunachaa himself had come in a human form. We returned to our
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villagein Nellore. | did not even dream at that time that my life would be
spent at the feet of the great Swami.

Fifteen years later, again on our return from a pilgrimage, we
stopped at Tiruvannamalai and enquired about the Swami. He was
sitting on a couch in the hall. We sat in silence for about ten minutes
before him. This gave me an unforgettable experience of mental
stillness. Away from him, | spent most of the next year vainly trying to
free myself from thoughts.

When | chanced to go to the Ashram again, | went to the hall. No
one else being there, | gathered courage and asked, “What is atma?’
Bhagavan replied, “To remain without thinking is atma.” Then he looked
at meand | felt my mind melt away into nothing. No thoughts came. Only
the feeling of immense unutterable peace was there.

One day Bhagavan's own sister asked me to take her place in
the Ashram kitchen because she had to leave for sometime. | could not
refuse. At that time Shantammal [N0.66] was the chief cook and my
duty wasto help her. To my great joy | discovered that Bhagavan worked
with us in the kitchen for most of the time. He soon taught me how to
cook tastily and nestly.

Once Bhagavan was grinding the dhal. It was heart-rending to
see him do so. Yet | did not have the courage to take his place lest he may
stop coming to thekitchen, which wasfar moreimportant to usthan anything
else. Later, when he asked me to take over | was happy thinking that the
Swami had got some relief. But when | went into the kitchen, | saw him
standing near the fire preparing some dish. He was sweating profusdly. A
boiling vegetable piece fell on his hand causing it to swell. When asked
about it he joked, “Don’t you know? It ismy special ring.”

Sometime later, | felt overburdened with work. | wanted to Sit
quietly and meditate in solitude. | went back to my village, but my heart
was redly at Sri Ramanasramam. At home, it seemed to me that | was
wasting my time.

On afedtival day at the Ashram, Bhagavan announced, “ Today
Subbalakshmi will turn up. Keep some pongal for her.” Bhagavan's
prediction was correct; that was the day | returned to the Ashram,
unannounced, after ayesar. In theweeksand monthsthat followed | wanted
to leave the Ashram many times, but Bhagavan held on to me far more
powerfully than I held on to him.

| used to keep fast quite often. | had read: “He who wants to
know himself and yet pays attention to his body islike aman who trustsa
crocodileto take him acrossariver.” When | showed thetext to Bhagavan,
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he said, “It does not mean that you should starve. It only means that you
should not givethe body morethan it needs. With your mind, hold ontothe
enquiry [Who am I7] and just keep the body going on so that it does not
become a hindrance. For this, fresh food, smply prepared and taken in
moderation is agreat help.”

Bhagavan disliked being given preference in any form. For
example, hewould refuseto eat pappadams, if out of our love we selected
a bigger one for him. Torn between attachment and obedience, we felt
lost. When our Lord wanted to be treated as equa with the humblest, we
felt ourselves to be the smallest of the small.

During the meal | would pour rasam into Bhagavan's hands. He
would sipit, and when his palmswere empty | would fill them again. One
day he asked me to pour rasam over the rice and go. | thought | had
offended him in someway and asked Shantammal [No. 66 ] to find out the
reason. Bhagavan told her, “When she serves me slowly, she makes others
wait.” Despite my protests and requests, he never took rasamagainin his
pams.

He would ruthlessly sacrifice the little comforts we so loved to
provide for him, as soon as he noticed atrace of preference. The law that
what cannot be shared must not be touched was supreme in his way of
dedling with us. Separate and exclusive fedlings are the cause of ‘I’ and
therefore the greatest obstacles in the redlisation of the Self. No wonder
he was exterminating them so relentlesdy.

Bhagavan loved retelling incidents from old devotional classics.
His face would light up as he recounted the amazing stories of saints of
long ago. Hewould bevisibly moved when herecited their inspired poetry.

With children, Bhagavan was their playmate; to family people he
was awise counsellor; to pandits he was a storehouse of knowledge; and
to yogis, he was God of victory. Everyone who came to him with a
sense of devotion was charmed by his love and kindness, his beauty
and wisdom, and by the overwhelming sense of unity heradiated. Crowds
would gather around him and each one would see him differently.

One afternoon a lady visitor sat near Bhagavan and exclaimed,
“How glad | am that | have met you, Swami! | have been desperate to see
you for such a long time, Swami. Please be kind enough to give me
salvation. Thatisal | want. | want nothing else.” After sheleft, Bhagavan
had a hearty laugh and said, “Look at her! |s salvation something to be
handed over on request? Do | keep bundles of salvation concealed about
me that | can give away when people ask fot it? She said, ‘| do not want
anything else’ If what she saysistrue, that itself is salvation.”
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Though Bhagavan did not mind our faults and mistakes, he made
usfollow hisinstructionsto the letter. While he wasin the kitchen, he was
one of us; but in the hall, seated on the sofa, he was the great Lord of
Kailas. Whilein the hall he belonged to everybody, but when he came to
the kitchen, he belonged only to us.

Bhagavan would take any amount of troubleto teach usthevirtues
necessary for self-discovery. Our life at the Ashram was a school of yoga,
and ahard school too. Through thetrifles of daily life he taught us Vedanta
both in theory and practice. We were changed to the root of our being, not
knowing the depth and scope of hisinfluence.

Bhagavan would make the small tasks of daily life into avenues
that led to light and bliss. We experienced ecstasy in grinding, rapture in
cooking, and joy in serving iddlies to the devotees. Why? Because while
we were doing these things, we were experiencing the state in which the
mindisin the Heart. Onewho has not experienced this cannot really know
how much bliss a human heart can contain.

Lord Krishna in his mercy became a cowherd to teach
simple milkmaids the way to salvation. Similarly, Bhagavan, the
same Supreme Being in another form, took to cooking in order to
save a few ignorant women.
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Wolter A. Keers was a Dutch teacher and writer who lectured
extensively on Yoga and Advaita in Europe in the 1970s and
80s. Shortly before his death in the 1980s, he invited his friends
to a party at his house in his hometown. At the end of the party,
he informed his friends that he was going to give up his body.
He prostrated to a large photo of Sri Ramana that he had placed
on the floor. Then he placed a cushion in front of the photo, laid
down his head on the cushion at Sri Ramana’s feet and passed
away.

| brought a large amount of spiritual samskaras into this life. |
was born into a family of clergymen. All interest in our household was
focused on matters of religion. | must have been taught how to pray amost
before | could talk.
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During adespairing phase of my life, | read Jnana Yoga by Swami
Vivekananda. It caused something of an explosion in me. There, in those
pages, | finally found someone who had been able to put into words what
| had been fedling intuitively. It was a relief to discover that countless
seekers down the ages had shared my own problem and spiritual hunger.

Not long after, | came across The Secret Path by Paul Brunton
[No.1]. When | read in those pages that there was a living sage in India
with whom one could talk, blue patches returned to my sky. There was a
photo of Bhagavan in the book. | used to focus on it during my meditation
and | aso began to concentrate on the heart-centre that Bhagavan had
stated was on theright chest. It took alot of effort and practice to become
fully absorbed in these abjects of meditation, but | persevered because |
felt at thetimethat these weretool sthat had been given to me by Bhagavan.

| concentrated on Bhagavan more and more. Sometimes, | was
amost fighting with him, begging himto help meinmy effortsto comeand
see him. | know it sounds absurd to make such a claim, but there came a
point when | could confidently say ‘1 won'. Oneday | looked at Bhagavan's
photo and knew with acalm unshakabl e certainty that | would betravelling
to India. And the opportunity camein the beginning of 1950.

Roda Maclver [N0.126], a Bombay devotee who had been living
near Bhagavan for severa years took me to the Ashram and pointed out
Bhagavan to me. The mere sight of him made me tremble all over
because | had come face to face with the divine. This recognition
affected me so much that my body shook involuntarily. As | gazed at
Bhagavan, | felt | saw God himself sitting there.

In that early morning meeting | saw a blazing light that had
taken a human form. It was more radiant than anything | had ever
seen before. When | was very young, | had believed that God was
some magnificent being, having a human form that radiated light and
goodness. | had long since abandoned this childhood belief, believing it
tobeafairy story that wastold only to credulous children. Yet now this
childhood belief turned out to be true, because here before me was a
human form that seemed to be made of light itself. God became manifest
before my eyes, announcing his presence to me by radiating a blazing,
penetrating light, alight that went right through me like x-rays.

When | had time to reflect on this first darshan, it seemed
amazing that such an air of normality could prevail around someone who
was radiating so much light and energy. Perhaps other people were not
seeing and feeling what | was experiencing. | asked Roda about this
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later that day. She laughed and said, “Many people do have special
experiences when they see Bhagavan. For most of the time we all see
him as anormal, elderly person sitting on a sofa, but once in awhile he
graces us with an experience, such as you had today, that convinces us
of hisgreatness and his divinity.”

There was a radiant power and energy in Bhagavan’s
presence that effortlessly swept through the mind and matter.
His grace silenced my mind, it filled my heart, and it took me to
realms that were way beyond the phenomenal. The light radiating
from Bhagavan filled my being, sweeping away all my darknessin
one stroke. Effort seemed redundant when his presence alone
was enough to evaporate the usual mental flow of thoughts, ideas
and problems.

For me, Bhagavan's immediate presence was overwhelmingly
potent and nothing could distract or disturb me there. However, | began to
notice that the exalted state of experience in his presence gradually wore
off when | went back to my little house opposite the Ashram. Sitting in
Bhagavan'spresencel felt aquiet lucidity. All thoughtsand problemswould
be swept away, burnt in the raging fire of his potent presence. But after a
few hours of being alone in my room, | would redlise that these states
were only temporary because my old thoughts and problems would
eventualy rissup again. | felt | had to confront Bhagavan with thisproblem.
I had not come to him for blissful experiences; | had come to him to seek
apermanent end to my mind and all its problems.

That day when | passed in front of him, aquick smile passed over
hisface. | somehow felt that he knew what | had come for. Was he smiling
a the audacity of my demand? | sat down among the crowd close to
Bhagavan, and began to bombard him with thoughts. With all the mental
energy | could summon up, | shot out my complaint at him: * Bhagavan, of
what useisall your radiance to meif | cannot solve my mental problems
themoment | leaveyou? This, with minor variations, | repeated again and
again. Bhagavan took no notice. He continued to go through his everyday
routine. Frustrated, | concentrated on him even more. | tried to shake his
indifference with my thoughts. | felt | was shaking him the way | would
shake a tree to get a fruit to fall off. The whole force of my will was
focused on one thought, ‘1 must have an answer; | must have an answer.’
Finally, my mental persistence paid off. He turned in my direction and
looked at me with a smile of utter amazement on his face. Then his
expression changed and its new configuration exclaimed,  You arelooking
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for your glasses and they are on your nose!’” No words passed hislips, but
the message came to me with unbelievable clarity. There was no doubt or
conjecture or imagination. Bhagavan continued to gaze at me. Perhaps he
was waiting for some kind of response.

Suddenly hiseyesemitted light and spat fireat me. | can think of no
other way of describing that sudden explosionin hisgaze. Hispowerful look
went straight into me, boring away at everything that made me think | was
different and separatefrom him. | felt theright-hand-side heart getting warmer
as he continued to gaze a me, until | felt it to be a hot, fiery ball glowing
ingde me. | felt as if he was charging it with some immensely powerful
spiritual electricity because, as he continued to look at me, | had the
unmistakabl efeding that my heart-centrewassomekind of spiritua dynamo
that was emitting sparks of light and energy. | felt as if some enormoudly
potent eectrical apparatus had been suddenly transplanted into my chest.

| sat rigid and straight, my eyes glued to his. Fireflowed from his
glowing eyes and drilled into the core of my being. How long this
transmission lasted, | cannot say. Time and space had no meaning in that
never-ending moment when our eyeswerelocked together. At some point,
| realised that my body could no longer stand the strain. The fire in my
chest had expanded to the point where | felt that | was about to explode.
Mentally, | asked Bhagavan to let me go.

| had received what | had come for. There was a complete trans-
formation, insdeand out, and it all happened without aword being spoken.
That communication through silence was clearer and more direct than any
explanation that could be given in words.

Having received the blessings and initiation, | gave my placein
the crowd to those who might still have been seeking their own final
benediction. Back in Bombay, where | stayed in a friend’s flat, | was
amazed to discover to what extent changes had occurred. Something had
clearly and demonstrably transformed my mind and my understanding.

My two months stay with Bhagavan had turned me insde
out and upside down. My mind and heart had been illuminated by
his grace, but | aso knew that the time | spent with him had been too
short to remove al obstacles. Being with Bhagavan had given me the
unshakable conviction that he was looking after me. | knew that he was
supervising my spiritual welfare. | also knew that his guidance would not
cease s mply because he had shed hisbody. Three months after hisphysical
departure | had avision of Bhagavan that amply justified my faith that he
would continue to guide me.
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| used toimagine mysdlf inthe hall, speaking with him. During one
of these imaginary exercises, | suddenly found mysdlf transported back to
Sri Ramanasramam, and once more | was Sitting oppositeto him. Hesmiled
at me. How can that smile ever be described? It contained the whole
world. On this occason | felt | was being bathed in a radiant glow of
love and light. | asked him what | should do about dl the various mentd
problems. He told me to spend time with another venerable teacher whose
name was mentally mentioned to me. | spent severa years with this man
until | felt that all my problems had been overcome.

| still find myself being with Bhagavan. Sometimes it is with
form and sometimesit iswithout form. It isakind of deep visitation that
touches and overwhelms me when it suddenly descends.When
Bhagavan's presence makes itself known to me, | feel tears beginning to
flow. Deep emotions arise. | glow with happiness and my heart leaps
into the sky.

The first time | saw Bhagavan, | immediately recognised that
this was the being | had been looking for al my life. My immediate
experiences in his presence cemented that conviction. The problem |
always encounter when | start to speak or write about Bhagavan is that
the real Ramana the Maharshi is unimaginable and therefore
indescribable. Who, for example, can really describe happiness?
My experience of Bhagavan was pure happiness.The pure
radiance of his real, egoless state is unimaginable, beyond any
verbal description.

| wasinclined to compare him with Jesus or the Buddha. But they
wereimagesinmy head, formed onthe beliefsinwhich | had been brought
up and on the stories heard and read later on. Sri Ramana Maharshi, from
the second | saw him, was anything but an image in my head. He was a
bomb that exploded the myth of my life. His look blasted away
years of accumulated wrong ideas.

In his presence redlity manifested itself. His presence revealed to
me how stupid | had been al my life. | came to Bhagavan for help to
climb a mountain, but after smiling at my idea of help, he showed
methat the mountain did not exist. | regarded myself asapoor manin
need of help. He revealed to me that | was more than a millonaire. He
showed methat | was the source of al things. He enabled meto realise
the timeless, unimaginable, unthinkable ‘1 am’.

Simply by abiding in his luminous natura state, he made me
experience myself asalight. | will not say that in his presence my sense of
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‘I" vanished completely; it smply diminished in significance. It took me
three or four yearsfor the full impact of Bhagavan's silenceto settlein me
and become, if | may use such a phrase, ‘my own'.

Bhagavan encouraged usto examinethrough salf-enquiiry, questions
such as,' Who wants to realise? Who feels exalted or miserable? Who
fedls angry, desired or shunned? The purpose here is not to track down
the person who had these feelings or emotions, it isto discover that such a
person does not and never did exist.

By sitting in Bhagavan's presence, there was a confrontation
betweenillusionand truth, and in that confrontationillusion could not sustain
itself. Whatever transformation took place in his presence happened
of its own accord, not because he desired it or willed it. Darkness
was exposed to light and ceased to be dark. Light did not orches-
trate it in any way. It simply expressed its inherent nature. If you
ask me how all this worked, my answer is, ‘I don’t know.’

70

Annamalai Swami (1906-1995) since his childhood had a
natural inclination towar ds spirituality. He cameto Sri Ramana
in 1928 and got a job with the Ashram. After being closely
involved in many construction projects for ten years under
direct supervision of Sri Ramana, he shifted to Palakottu near
the Ashram to live alone and meditate.

In 1928, a wandering sadhu gave me a copy of Upadesa
Undiyar by Sri Ramana. It contained a photo of the Maharshi. As soon
as| saw thephoto | had thefeeling that thiswas my Guru. Simultaneoudly,
an intense desire arose within me to go and see him. That night | had a
dream in which | saw the Maharshi walking from the lower slopes of the
hill towards the Ashram. Next morning | decided to go and have his
darshan.

Having arrived at about 1 p.m., when | approached the hall, a part
of the dream | had repested itself in redl life. | saw Bhagavan walk down
the hill as| had seen in the dream. When | sat down and Bhagavan gazed
a mein silence for about 10-15 minutes, | had a great feeling of physica
relief and relaxation. It was like immersing myself in a cool pool after
being in the hot sun. | asked for permission to stay, which was granted and
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| got a job as Bhagavan's attendant. At that time Madhava Swami was
doingthejob by himself.

About ten days after my arrival | asked Bhagavan how | could
attain Self-realisation? He replied, “If you give up identifying with the
body and meditate on the Self, you can attain Self-redisation.” As| was
pondering over these remarks, Bhagavan surprised me by saying, “1 was
waiting for you. | was wondering when you would come.” As a new
comer | was too afraid to ask him how he knew, or how long he had
been waiting. But | was delighted to hear him speak like this because it
seemed to indicate that it was my destiny to stay with him.

A few dayslater | asked, “ Scientists have invented and produced
the aircraft which can travel at great speeds in the sky. Why do you not
give us a spiritual aircraft in which we can quickly and easily cross over
the sea of samsara?” Bhagavan replied, “The path of self-enquiry is the
arcraft you need. Itisdirect, fast, and easy to use. You areaready travelling
very quickly towards redlisation. It is only because of your mind that it
seems that there is no movement.” In the years that followed, | had many
gpiritual talks with Bhagavan but his basic message never changed. It was
always. “ Do sdlf-enquiry, stop identifying with thebody and try to beaware
of the Self, which is your real nature.”

When | first cameto the Ashram there were still some leopardsin
the area. They rarely came into the Ashram but at night they frequented
the place where Bhagavan used to urinate. Once when aleopard appeared
he was not in the least afraid. He just looked at the leopard and said,
‘Poda!’ [Go away!] and the leopard walked away.

Soon after | came | was given a new name by Bhagavan. My
origina name was Sellaperumal. One day Bhagavan mentioned that |
reminded him of Annamalai Swami, who had been his attendant at the
Skandasram. And within afew days my new identity got established.

When | had been an attendant for about two weeks, the Collector
of Velore, who came for Bhagavan's darshan, brought a large plate of
sweets, which | was to distribute to everyone in the Ashram. While | was
distributing the sweets outside the hall | went to a place where no one
could see me and secretly helped myself to about double the quantity that
| was serving to others. When | went back to the hall and kept the empty
plate under Bhagavan's sofa, he looked at me and said, “Did you take
twice as much as everyone else?’ | was shocked because | was sure that
no one had seen me do it. This incident made me realise that it was
impossible to hide anything from Bhagavan.
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After serving as an atendant for a month, Bhagavan asked me to
supervise congruction work within the Ashram. My big assgnment was
supervising the construction of the cowshed on a scale much bigger than
envisaged by the sarvadhikari, as Bhagavan wanted it that way. The
problem was of funds, which came almost under miraculous circumstances.

The editor of The Sunday Times, Madras, published a long
complimentary article about Bhagavan after he had his darshan. This
article came to the attention of a prince in North India, who was much
impressed by Bhagavan. Sometime later, the prince went for atiger hunt.
He managed to track down the tiger but when he raised hisrifle to shoot,
he felt paralysed by a wave of fear. Suddenly he remembered about
Bhagavan and prayed saying, “If successful, | will not only send you
Rs.1000, but also donate the head and skin of thetiger.” The paralysisleft
him and hekilled thetiger and saved hisown lifein the process, asthetiger
was within attacking distance.

Two days after al the quarrels about the size of the cowshed, the
postman appeared with Rs.1,000. | took the money to Bhagavan who
remarked in a most casual way, “Yes, | have been expecting the money
order. Take it to the sarvadhikari.”

Our finances were always in a precarious position but we never
experienced any redl financia crisis. Whilethework was going on, enough
donations would come to cover dl costs. If no building works were in
progress, no donations would come.!

Bhagavan took a keen interest in the construction work, guiding
me at all stages of the work. In the evening, when | went to him with my
daily report, he would tell me the work to be done the following day. For
any difficult jobs he would even explain how to go about.

I had hired both men and women for the construction of thedining
hall. Some of the women were quite attractive and | was occasionally
troubled by sexual desires. | told Bhagavan, “1 don’'t want moksha, | just
want that the desire for women should not enter my mind.” Bhagavan
laughed and said, “All the mahatmas are striving only for this.” To avoid
sexua thoughts, | decided to do away with women workers. Bhagavan
did not approve of this. He saw no reason why the women should lose
their jobs merely because | was unable to control my mind.

Bhagavan spent hoursin our company on the construction work.
He often used to say, “When | am outside | am more hedlthy — that six-
feet long sofaisjust like ajail for me.” Hewould go back to the hall when
informed that some devotees had come to the hall for his darshan. Once,
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Bhagavan saw hisattendant coming to tell him that some peoplehad come,
he turned to me and said, “A new warrant is coming for my arrest. | have
to go back tojail.”

In the 1930s Bhagavan alone decided when and where the
buildings should be built, on what scale and what material be used. He
drew uptheplansfor Ashram buildings, and told mewhat todo. If instructions
were complicated he would sometimes sketch a few lines on a piece of
paper to clarify or illustrate what he was saying. When he gave me plans
he would always say that it was only a suggestion. He never presumed to
give me orders.

Bhagavan himself wrote in Tamil pakasalai 2 in big letterson a
piece of paper. These along with the year 1938 and Sri Ramanasramam
in devanagari script, appear today on the top of the eastern wall of the
dining hall.

Bhagavan would frequently come out to see what we were doing.
He bombarded uswith advice and instructionsand would occasionaly join
inthework himself. But hewould say, “| am not connected with any of the
activities here. | just witness al that happens.”

Bhagavan would start projects when no money was available to
pay, happily ignoring al predictions of imminent financial doom made by
the sarvadhikari. He never asked anyone for money and he forbade the
sarvadhikari from begging for donations® yet somehow enough donations
came to complete every building.

Once when Bhagavan was very sick, Maurice Frydman [No.36]
gaveRs.1,000to the sarvadhikari for buying fruitsfor Bhagavan. Knowing
that Bhagavan would not eat fruits unless everyone else was given an
equal share, he avoided the use of money for the purpose. Some months
later, Frydman complained to Bhagavan that his donation had not been
properly spent. Bhagavan said rather angrily, “When you give something
you should regard the matter as closed. How dare you use this gift to
further your ego?’

Bhagavan taught us a lesson by doing the work himself. A room
near the kitchen was dirty and dusty and was rarely cleaned. Many people
walked through theroom but never thought of makingit tidy, until Bhagavan
himself took a broom and completely cleaned it. Severa devoteestried to
stop him saying, “Please, Bhagavan let me do this job. | will clean the
room.” Refusing to handover the broom he said, “Now your eyesareonit.
Did you not see the mess before?’ From that day on, the room was cleaned

regularly.
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Annamalai Swami moved to Palakottu (a colony abutting on the
Ashram) in 1938. Till the end of his life in 1995, he lived peacefully
and silently in his little ashram. He also provided spiritual guidance
to seekers who wanted his help and guidance. e can see Annamalai
Swvami narrating some of his reminiscences in the video Guru Ramana

1 The samething happened in regard to construction activity at Sri Ramana
Kendram, Hyderabad. The devotee-in-charge of construction told the
compiler-editor how funds would come mysteriously in the Building
Fund Donation Box at the Kendram, and the construction work did not
suffer due to paucity of funds.

2. Diningroom.

3. Refer 3rd para, p.160.
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Mouni Sadhu (M. Sudouski), an Australian, authored the
classic In Days of Great Peace. He lived in the Ashram for
some months in 1949, after he got attracted to Sri Ramana
through Brunton’s A Search in Secret India (no.1).

At the age of 25 years, theosophy attracted my attention. | began
practising concentration and meditation. After some years of rather
fruitless efforts my enthusiasm began to diminish. | experimented with
many schoolsof occultism, magic etc. Finally, | happened to get A Search
in Secret India, the last two chapters of which convinced me that | had
found my true Master. | started practising the path of self-enquiry in a
Roman Catholic monastery in Paris. Monthslater | got firmly established
on the path; but it was only in 1949 that the vital transformation took
place in the presence of Sri Ramana.

| was struck by the softness and serenity of the gesture with his
hand asif inviting me to come alittle nearer, so smple and dignified that |
immediately felt | was facing a great man. All theories, all acquired
knowledge fall into dust when standing face to face with the
Maharshi. One gets peace that passeth all human under standing.
Moments of inner experience with the Maharshi are so fraught
with consequences that they may influence not only one but many
incarnations. His face is full of inspiration, unearthly serenity and
power, of infinite kindness and understanding. He reigns in silence.
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The atmosphere of utter purity and peace constantly radiated by
the Sage compels us to examine and verify, as it were, al our beliefs and
opinions; yet it comes by itself spontaneoudly, without any effort on our
part; it is not imposed, it is smply the result of a sudden enlargement of
consciousness. The inner process is accompanied by a sense of great
happiness.

Theglow, thereflection of the Real which | seethrough the Master
illuminesthe mind. A wave of endlesshliss surgesthrough and overwhelms
me. It carriesme beyond thought, beyond suffering and grief, neither death
nor change exist there, only infinite being. Time disappears — there is no
need of it any more.

The Mahar shi’sspiritual alchemy could transmutethe hard
materialism into something pure and noble. Sometimes when |
sat near him absorbing the invisible radiation of His light, |
thought: “To whom and when can | repay this bliss? Who isit that
istaking away the burdensand debts of my life?” Theformer young
dreamer was now sitting at the feet of and face to face with a
being who has solved all human problems.

Thetragic comedy of earthly lovenow appearsindl itsunattractive
nakedness before the tribunal of his consciousness. A new vision was
entering thetemple of my soul, just vacated by theimpostors— aluminous
ideal, incorruptible, pure, devoid of any stains of selfishness, resplendent
with spiritual beauty and independent of all short-lived physical forms.
Here was no more possibility of disappointment, of friction, and of mis-
understanding.

The Maharshi has a strange power to awaken love for himself in
the hearts of al. The devation uplifts his pupils, incaculably raising the
level of their lives, enabling them to touch the purest form of the power-
energy which is perhaps the creator of the universe.

| have never seen, and undoubtedly shall never see in
any other face, such an inexpressibly wonderful smile as the
Maharshi’'s, a transcendent beauty reflected in physical form.

In the presence of the Saint the mind gets tuned to
silence, and does not dare to indulge in endless questioning as
it used to do.

The invisible, but in its influence the most efficacious, light
emanated by the Maharshi brings about a total change in our opinions
and in our appreciation of al the vaues of worldly life. Heis like the
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highest tribunal of our conscience, the Father Confessor whose
‘very presence purifies us from all sins'.

In the presence of the Master, our mind ceased to be a
hindrance to seeing Reality. | noticed for myself that questions and
problemswhich sometime ago were unintelligible or postponed for later
solutions got solved themselves.

Light and life are constantly flowing through the eyes of
the Maharshi with a majesty and intensity unimaginable to those
who have not seen them. A stream of peace, powerful yet sweet,
flows from his eyes.They glow with a perfect understanding of al the
weaknesses, defects and inner difficulties of those who look into them.
Whenever the Maharshi spoke to us his eyes had much sympathy, wisdom
and understanding. An incredibleloving kindness radiated from them.

Like a lofty beacon whose beams point the way to a safe
harbour for all on the high seas who are searching for a haven, so
this great Rishi of India sheds light on those who have ‘eyes to see
and earsto hear.’ | felt that this light permeates our being through and
through to give usan insight into all the mistakes and imperfections of our
‘ego’, our littleinsignificant personality.

Being near the Maharshi one feels the presence of God as
a matter of course — no arguments or proofs are necessary. The
greatest miracle is the Maharshi himself. | know that not all are
able to fed or even guess it. Such miracles can be known only by
plunging into silence and into our own depths. The proximity of
the Maharshi makes the effort of stilling the mind infinitely easier
than it would be elsewhere. In the presence of the Mahar shi we
are able to find intuitively by ourselves the proper attitude.

| approach him to bid farewell. He looks into my eyes. He has
seen each word in my mind even before | put them together. | bow my
head and fedl the touch of his hand on my brow, the delicate touch of his
fingersalong my head. A subtle current of power and purity passesthrough
my whole frame. Like in alightning flash | realise that the power of this
moment will sustain mein all the yearsto come, and its light will forever
shineonmy life.

At hisfeet, | learned to stop the thought-currentsin my mind, a
thing that formerly devoured long years of effort and had never been
completely successful despite the many exercises. In some wonder ful
way, the Maharshi seemed to supervise the inner processes in
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us, just as an operator watches the working of a complicated
machine, which he knows thoroughly. He mysteriously helped in
the inner experiences, but how still remains closed to me. A man
emerged from these experiences greatly changed and often with
a totally different conception about everything in this world. For
mysdlf, | call it the ‘spiritual alchemy of the Master.’

In an article immediately after Sri Ramana’s mahanirvana he wrote:

The light from those luminous eyes was forever engraved on my
memory when leaving the Ashram. It would be ridiculous to say that the
light of eternity has been extinguished. | know this light is not a material
one, though it is conveyed through a material body. So his death did not
deprive me of hisredlity.

Therewere most mysteriousand inspiring eveningsat theAshram,
when the beautiful hymn ‘In Praise of the Lord of the Universe' (Five
Hymns on Arunachala) was sung in the hall. Sri Bhagavan evidently
loved the hymn, for there would appear apeculiar expression of other than
human beatitude and delight on his face. And now | experienced once
again, the same beautiful melody heard before with my outer ears.

Letters came from devotees from other continents. My friends
tried their best to console themselves and me, saying that the physical
departure of the Master could not break our spiritua link with him. And
yet the ink in the last paragraphs of such letters was often blurred as
from fallen tears.

In an article sixteen years after the mahanirvana he wrote:

Enough time has now elapsed to permit us a certain desirable
perspective of the luminous appearance of the Maharshi on the spiritual
horizon of our small planet.

It is a well-known fact that in the Maharshi’s presence everyone
felt himsdf to be different and better than before in his everyday life. The
spiritual magnetism of the one who himsdf had found the final peace
and wisdom could not fail toradiate on all of us, just asthe sun shedsits
rayson everything and everyone, good and bad dike. That isbeyond doubt.

When | redlised the greatness of the Maharshi’s achievements, |
involuntarily turned to myself and said, “ Here sitsthe sage without boasting
of any titlesor degrees, likethe sunin comparison to my poor littlecandle.”
And then the first battle was won. | realised the emptiness of all human
titles and degrees.
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He taught us that the attainment is as much possible in a noisy
London flat, asin a secluded ashram. And yet, so many people still worry
because they were unable to undertake along and costly journey to a‘ holy
place’, in which they hope to achieve what they cannot otherwise.

12

Kumar was a Bangalore-based journalist.

Sri Maharshi sitson the bank of time and watchesit flow, unmoved
and unaffected. Heisagelessand thereforethe birthday hasno significance
to him. Heis full and complete and perfect.

What a strange crowd is this jayanti [Birthday] congregation? It
contains people who propelled by the salf-destructive urge of their egos, sit
before Sri Maharshi in a trance, dlowing the latter’s grace to bake their
souls as much and as quickly as possible. It dso has people who come to
seek the Magter’s grace for perpetuating the conquests in the merry-go-
round of life and for getting more if that could be prayed for and got.

Sri Maharshi is the magnet of attraction, and people try to
use him in the way they want, for purposes they want. He isthe sun
whose rays of grace fall and dance on the minds and heartsthat are
open.

Sri Maharshi istoday the repository and reflector of the spiritual
traditionsof India. Thosewho read the Upanishadsand the Gitaand wrangle
over theimmediate and the ultimate can seein him asilent achievement of
the highest. Those who dig their spurs into the sides of their race-horse-
mind and keep it hurrying towards worry and discontent, will seein Sri
M ahar shi a God-man who has annihilated hismind and is therefore
a perfect stillness and bliss.

/3

Swami Ranganathananda, a well-known sannyasi of the
Ramakrishna Order, was, till his recent demise, President of
Sri Ramakrishna Math, Belur Math, Howrah (West Bengal).

| had been twice to Sri Ramanasramam. The first visit was in
1936. Bhagavan was an extraordinary persondity who could draw the
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minds and hearts of the people from all over the world. A verse in the
Simad Bhagavatam describes the nature of the holy person, attachment
to whom becomes a liberating force. It is meant for those who are
extremely tranquil, whose mind islike the calm ocean without waves, who
are filled with compassion — a friend of al embodied beings. Another
feature is that an enemy is yet to be born for such a person. This fine
description fits our Bhagavan most.

The Maharshi had condensed in himself the immortal, the
eternal. Hence the tremendous stature of his life. He lived amongst us
like asimple human being. You could not measure him, just asthe column
of light of Siva which had once appeared in Arunachala.[Refer para 1,
p.356.] You could not see the height, you could not see the depth.

Those who had seen the human form of Bhagavan are blessed
indeed. His touch was the touch of the immortal, a touch which
elevates and makes you feel that you are also someone worth-
while. In this age of physical verification, we find in Bhagavan, the
human form of that eternal truth.

Bhagavan was constantly in the divine awareness — whether he
was sitting alone and radiating his silent presence, whether he was
correcting proofs, whether he was reading the newspaper, whether he
was cutting vegetables in the kitchen, he was brimming with joy. He
was the very personification of the infinite, of the divine. Every
word he spoke was charged with the wisdom of atma vidya. He
exemplified the great teaching ‘| am that.” Bhagavan says that this
experience is easy to come by. It is easy. There are no gymnastics to go
through. It is just changing the centre of our awareness.

We have seen Ramana Maharshi; we read about Suka of the
Bhagavatam. There is so much similarity between the two. They found
delightinand wererevellingin the Self-experiencing infinitejoy, freefrom
the bondage and yet filled with motiveless love. It is the eternal message
manifesting in a human dimension whom we call Ramana the Maharshi.

Thereisabeautiful versein Sankaracharya' s ivekachudamani,
which isso apt for the Maharshi: * Absolutely poor but full of happiness,
no army behind but infinitely strong, no experience of sense satisfaction
but aways happy, hone equal to him but he feels all to be hisequals.’ |
would like to refer to just one instance.

When | arrived | had told him that | would be staying for three
days and would leave by train on the evening of the third day. | had
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forgotten. He looked at me at the right time and said, “Your tonga is
arranged, it istimefor you to go.” How human —talking man-to-man, and
yet how gigantic.

What issaid of Sri Krishnain the Bhagavatam applies equally to
Bhagavan.' The more we hear, the more the desire arises to hear more
and more.” May al of usbeworthy of thistremendous spiritual dynamo
who enters our heart even without our knowing it.

4

Swami Desikananda — a sannyasi of the Ramakrishna Order, was
head of the Vedanta College, Mysore, for many years.

It was divine grace that brought meto the presence of Sri Ramana
in 1927. Entering the Ashram | saw the Maharshi seated on a couch,
surrounded by devoteessitting at hisfeet. Thewhol e scenewas reminiscent
of sages of yore. The Maharshi looked at me casualy and made kind
enquiries as to where | came from and about my stay.

Next morning, | went to the Ashram and sat before the Maharshi
in meditation. | found | could easily concentrate in his presence and had
progressively longer spells of undisturbed meditation such as| had never
been able to achieve before anywhere else. When | told the Maharshi
about it and how enjoyable it was, he asked me whether | was deeping at
the time of meditation. On my replying in the negative, he laughed and
enquired about my mode of meditation, which was to concentrate on the
light in the heart and offer a flower to my ishta daivam (chosen god)
whenever the mind wavered, asinstructed by Swami Sivanandji Maharg,
second president of the Ramakrishna Math and Mission.The Maharshi
sad it wasal right for meand | could continue in that way.

Bhagavan's routine was to sit on the couch mostly in silence
till noon and again after food, and alittle rest. He used to look through
the mail twice aday and go for ashort walk on the Hill. He said on one
occasion that since there was no mind at all, there was also no concept
of anything. All wasonefull expansein peace and happiness. He quickly
added that we cannot even say one expanse, as there was no second.
He was always immersed in sat - chit - ananda (existence -
CONSCiousness - bliss).



212 Face to Face with S'i Ramana Maharshi

| told Bhagavan on the ninth day of my stay that | had to leave.
Knedling beforehim, | wept profusely. Consoling me, he said, “ You can stay
on. Nobody asked you to go.” However, | took leave of him the next day.

By Bhagavan's grace not only was | drawn into thefold of asage
who had the highest realisation, but was hel ped in every way to experience
periods of supreme peace and bliss. Thisindeed formsthe sheet anchor of
my life that was, that is, and that will be.

The silent aid and relief provided by Bhagavan will indeed
remain an eternal spring of spiritual joy and peace.

In the end:

A Sanzain Sri Maharshi’'s Praise

How gracious art Thou Lord Dakshinamurthi
To have blessed mankind by Thy ministrationsin human form.
To Bhagavan who is but the form of Satyam, Sivam and Sundaram
| offer my salutations again and again.

L
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Pascaline Mallet, a French writer and seeker, whose book Turn
Eastwards was appreciated by Sri Ramana, details her nine-months
pilgrimage in India in 1937.

In the Ashram we saw at one end of the hall a silent, motionless
figurereclining on alow couch, lost in deep meditation, oblivious, it would
seem, of everybody and everything. We dlipped in quietly and seated
ourselves on the ground amongst the crowd. | took in dowly the strange,
unforgettable scene, my whole attention fixed on that central figure whose
calm majesty, serene strength and perfect poise seemed to fill the whole
place with unutterable peace. To look into his eyes, shining like stars,
was perhaps for the first time to know the meaning of Eternity and
to be caught up into bliss that passeth under standing.

Who wasthis Great one? On what rung of the ladder of human or
superhuman evolution did he stand? Such questions have but little value.
When the sun shines does one need to know why and how it shines? |
opened my heart to the Spiritual Life which radiated so intensely in the
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Silence. | had the impression of being as it were, surrounded by a sea of
fiery Power, welding all present into a great Flame rising Heavenwards.
Not once did the silent figure turn or move or show any sign of interest in
the proceedings, that is, the recitation of the Vedas conducted as evening
prayers in the Ashram. It was as if he had been living in a sphere
beyond the limitations of time and space.

Later when we entered the pandal put up for the annual
festival of the Maharshi’s birthday, he was busy writing and reading.
[See photograph no.18.] But somehow | had the feeling that all the
while he lived in a state where time and space did not exist; in the
region of the absolute, at the very heart of the universe. Thiscan hardly
be described, much less proved and only dimly sensed, but even so
constituted a never-to-be-forgotten experience. His utter
impersonality and supreme detachment did not in the least
exclude all-embracing compassion, sympathy, and under standing
of the many problems and difficulties which were continually being
submitted to him by the weary, sorrow-striken people who cometo him
in the hope of finding comfort and help.

Undoubtedly, merely to live in his presence is the greatest
help that one could possibly receive. It is a fact that no one who
comes to the Ashram goes away empty-handed. Each receives to his
utmost capacity, bethat capacity great or small, and many people got inner
experiences which have changed their lives.

The following is from the letter which Mallet wrote to Sri Ramana
in 1939 from Versailles (France):

“Two years have come and gone since | crossed the threshold of
Thy Ashram and yet in spirit | have ever remained there.

Thoughillusion still often veilsthe vision of Reality revealed
in the blessed Silence of Thy Presence, though the Silver Thread of
Self-awareness be often lost amidst changing light and shadows, still
the inner urge to realize the Self remains and grows stronger and
becomes more insistent as Grace and search go hand in hand.

At times, yet rare, with no apparent cause, spontaneous
awareness of ‘I’ springs up and bliss fills the heart with glowing
warmth.

| pray to Thee for light and guidance that | know are ever
there, and at Thy feet lay offerings of unchanging love.”
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Gunturu Lakshmikantam was biographer of an outstanding
devotee of Sri Ramana — Ganapati Muni (no.91).

My guru, Kavyakantha Ganapati Muni used to always din into
my ears the glory of Bhagavan Ramana. He would say, “I am just an
atom. Bhagavan is the incomparable Meru.” [The legendary mountain.]
He had assured me that he would take me to Sri Ramana personally and
make melearn the hridaya vidya from him. | was eagerly looking forward
toit. Then the bolt from the blue came. My guru attained nirvana in 1936.
Everything was dark for me. | also lost hope of learning the truth from
Bhagavan directly.

In June 1937, | went to Arunachala for darshan of Bhagavan.
He was seated on a sofa. He was incomparable. His lustre would put to
shame athousand suns. He did not see us. Therewas no sign of hishaving
noticed me. | felt discouraged. During the day, | was moving about in the
Ashram. | crossed his path several timesin order to catch his attention, but
it was of no avail.

In the evening, Bhagavan was seated again on the sofa. All of
a sudden he called Narasimham who was copying Uma Sahasram of
Ganapati Muni in a notebook and asked, “Have you understood the
meaning of the verses?” Narasimham replied, “| get their general drift
but not their true import.” Bhagavan said, “How come you do not
understand? You are a scholar yourself "and he then said:

“Thelight of the Self travels from the heart to the mind and from
there to various parts of the body. The discriminating one must, through
incessant effort, turn the light back to the heart wherefrom it has arisen.
Then one experiencesthe blissof the Self. Thoughthe heartisall pervasive,
sincetheindividua identifieshimself with the body, aphysical location, the
right Side, isindicated.” While uttering the last words Bhagavan looked
straight at my heart.

How can | describe the wonder of the experience which
followed? | was simply bathed in joy, the kind of which I had never
known before. He blessed me with the experience for which even the
greatest devas [gods] are waiting with eager longing. It was almost as
if hewas saying, “You have got what Ganapati Muni had promised and
that for which you have been so eager. Now it is up to you to make it
your own by steadfast practice.”
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Ethel Merston, a French devotee, came to Sri Ramana in 1939.
Shesettled down near Sri Ramanasramam for many year sbefore
and after Sri Ramana’s mahanirvana. She wrote about her
meetings with Sri Ramana in The Call Divine.

In 1937-38, a small group of seekers in Paris was discussing
teachings of J.Krishnamurti and others. All of us had read Brunton's A
Search in Secret India [No.1]. One of us — Pascaline Mallet [No.75] had
visited the Ashram and been much impressed. Pascaline had asked me to
help her to trandate ‘“Who am 1?" into French. The book made a deep
impression on me. We were curious to see the great man so eulogized by
Brunton.

Bhagavan drew me to Tiruvannamala in 1939. It took me a few
moments after entering his hall to know that | wasin the presence of the
greatest teacher | have ever met. From the first moment in his presence
he made mefed a home, and the peacein that little hall drew meas nothing
had before. We had planned to stay for two days. When finaly | had to
leave, | knew that sometime | should return. The return came two years
later and from then on for five consecutive years, | visited the Ashram each
summer to St in Bhagavan's presence. Then in 1944 with my work in North
India.coming to an end, | cameto live permanently near him.

In the early days, the women sat on either side of the entrance,
facing the couch, while the men sat down on the other side at the foot of
the couch. Every kind of caste, creed and nationality camefor darshan.To
each and everyone, from maharaja to sweeper, Bhagavan was the same
gentle twinkling-eyed friend. Newcomers including me, would begin by
asking him questions, but soon found no necessity to voice them; in one
way or another, without asking, the questions would be answered and
problems solved.

Oncel had been mulling over aproblem for three dayswithout
finding the solution. Thefourth day, while sitting opposite to Bhagavan,
and still harassed by the problem, Bhagavan suddenly turned his eyes
upon me. After amoment, he asked one of his attendants to find him
a certain book of puranic stories; he turned over the pages until,
finding the passage he wanted, he handed over the book to one of the
men who knew English and told him to read the story aloud. That
story gave me the answer to my problem.
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He taught each seeker as suited his need. He was clairvoyant
and could read our thoughts. Of psychic powers, | saw him use none,
beyond conveying thoughts silently and so powerfully that the
vibrations would sometimes roll in waves down the hall almost
hurting one by the force with which they impinged on the body, not
only of the recipient, for whom the thought was meant, but on many of us
sitting there.

Bhagavan's gaze was spellbinding. Once an elderly sannyasi
entered the hall. Bhagavan, who was reading, dropped his book
immediately and looked straight up at the man who took two strides
forward and stood near Bhagavan's feet, returning his gaze. There was
such love and joy in Bhagavan's gaze that one could almost hear him
say, “So you have come at last, my beloved brother.” The two went on
gazing at each other, without a word spoken aloud, but | could
literally feel them speaking to each other, the flow of the current
going back and forth between them. They talked thus voicelesdy for
some ten or fifteen minutes, then suddenly the sannyasi dropped to the
floor and passed into samadhi for the next two hours. Bhagavan quietly
took up his book again and went on, remaining as though nothing had
happened, as doubtless indeed for him it had not. But for us it was an
unforgettable experience.

Quite apart from solving our problems, or helping us to do so,
just to sit in Bhagavan's presence wasto realize or get afeeling of what
true relaxation and a quiet mind might mean. It did not mean shutting
oneself away, isolating oneself, on the contrary, it meant being with all,
yet remaining within, being in the world and yet not of it.

During thelast years of Bhagavan'slife, welearned many lessons
from him. But one, which he never ceased to hammer into us was that he
was not the body, the body might go, but he would not go. He dwayswas
and alwayswould be there with us, as now. | saw only three people cry as
we spent the night keeping vigil of the corpse. Wejust knew that Bhagavan
had not gone, so why cry for him, or rather, cry for anon-existent loss? We
who knew himin the body are not the only onesto feel his presence. Even
after heleft the body, people in England who never knew him in the flesh,
havetold methat after reading about him, they have had the experience of
his actua presence near them, even of his touch, ready with his grace to
help.
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A European Sadhak, who withheld his name

Sri Bhagavan is unique, peerless. One gracious and
understanding ook from him and afew sympathetic words from him had
always meant oceans to the earnest seeker, to the aspiring pilgrim. And
which sincere voyager has gone to him and returned empty-handed?

The intellectua quibbler might have got short shrift from him.
The dry philosopher might have found in him a steel wall. The eterna
doubter would have returned from him not any better. But those who
have unreservedly surrendered themselves to the pursuit of truth have
never failed tofindinhim agreat guide. Sometimesthe sought-for guidance
would comethrough an answer given to somebody’ s question. Sometimes
it would be provided through adirect monosyllabic answer. And sometimes
it would comethrough an actual experience. These experiencesareintimate
and are provided only for the personal spiritual advancement of the
particular aspirant. It is, therefore, not usually considered necessary to
take the world into confidence regarding such an experience. But since |
have been invited to write on how Sri Bhagavan has been helping the
aspirants, | venture to refer to just one experience of mine.

Once | was going on the eastern side of the hill in full belief and
confidence that | had unreservedly surrendered myself to Sri Bhagavan.
Suddenly, | saw aleper woman walking towards me. Her face wasterribly
disfigured by the disease. Her nose had been completely eaten away and
inits place were found two holes. The fingers on her hands had al gone.
She advanced towards me, and extending the stumps of her hands asked
me to give something to eat. The sight of her disgusted me, frightened me.
My wholeframe shuddered with terror that she might touch me. Overcome
with repulsion, | hastened to move away from her.

Suddenly, | heard the voice of Sri Bhagavan coming clear and
ringing from acrossthemountain. It said, “ To surrender to meisto surrender
to every one, for the Self is in every one.” Hearing this, | regained my
poise and offered the leper woman the plantains that | had in my bag.

Inafew minutes, | saw myself standing before not the disfigured
woman but before atall old man with white long hair and beard. The man
looked likearishi and was smiling. When the thought of prostrating before
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the rishi entered my mind, | saw before me the old Ieper woman again. |
bowed, happy at heart though somewhat confused in mind and then resumed
my walk up the hill. | have cited thisasjust one of the waysthrough which
Sri Bhagavan teaches, guides and helps.

79

M.A. Piggot was the first English lady who visited Sri Ramana.

| had visited India before, but my first visit off the beaten track
wasin 1932-33. It was my wish to meet one of the holy men of India, but
so far it had been avain one.Then | wastold of Ramana Maharshi. The
friend who gave me the welcome news offered to take me to him, and
so we arrived at Tiruvannamalai.

He was seated on a divan in front of which sandalsticks were
burning. About a dozen people were present in the hall. | sat cross-
legged on the floor, though a chair had been thoughtfully provided for
me. Suddenly | became conscious that the Maharshi’s eyes were
fixed on me. They seemed literally like burning coals of fire
piercing through me. Never before had | experienced anything
so devastating — in that it was almost frightening. What | went
through in that terrible half hour, by way of self-condemnation and
scorn for the pettiness of my own life, would be difficult to describe.
In the light of perfection all imperfections were revealed.

When we returned for the evening meditation, the hall was
compellingly till. The eyes of the Holy One blazed no more. They were
sereneand inverted. All my troubles seemed smoothened out and difficulties
melted away. Nothing that we of the world call important mattered. Time
was forgotten.

From that time onwards started a routine that was to be the same
for many weeks.The rickety cart would turn up at six in the morning. It
took me to the Ashram and came back again for the evening journey. |
soon acquired a technique of balance that promised safety in the cart. |
was given asmall hut, seven feet by seven, for my use during the day; the
Ashram did not provide night accommodation for ladiesin those days.

Among those who had turned up at the Ashram was the well-
known author, Paul Brunton.We had many enlightening talks. Asking
questions in the open hall was rather an ordeal, but backed by him | lost
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some of my diffidence. An interpreter was always on hand; for although
the Maharshi understands English he does not speak it with ease. He
knows immediately, however, whether the exact shade of meaning has
been accurately trandated, and if not, he perseveresuntil one has understood
him completely.

One day we brought up the question of guruship and asked, “Is
it necessary for spiritua attainment to have a guru?’ The Maharshi
ordered a certain treatise to be read, in which it was stated that asin all
physical andintellectual training ateacher is sought, soin mattersspiritual
the same principle holds good.” “And”, he added, “it ishard for amanto
arrive at the goal without theaid of suchaone.” | turned to him and said,
“But you had no guru.”

A rustle of shocked horror ran through the hall. But the Maharshi
was not in the least disturbed by my thoughtless remark. On the contrary,
helooked at mewith atwinklein hiseye. Then he threw back hishead and
gave ajoyous whole-hearted laugh. It endeared me to him as nothing else
could. A saint who can turn the laugh against himself is a saint indeed!

One day aman rushed in and flung himself face down before the
Maharshi. He was crying bitterly. Great sobstore his body. The Maharshi
said nothing. His head was turned aside, and he seemed indifferent. After
some little time, the violence of the man’'s grief subsided and gradualy he
became quiet. Then at last, reverently the man arose and made a deep
sdutation.The Mahar shi turned his head and smiled upon him. | felt
suddenly asif all the flower s of theworld had poured their fragrance
into our midst.

Another time a poor person who had been bitten by a snake was
brought in and laid before him. We dl watched, fear gripping our heart.
Not so he, who sat looking into thefar distance, whilethevictimwrithedin
pain. Cam and compassion was in that ook, and infinite peace. After
what seemed like hours, the twitching ceased and the man appeared to be
in deep. Then the onewho had brought in the sufferer gently touched him.
The man rose, prostrated himself before the Maharshi and went out cured.

But this was unusual. The Maharshi did not heal in the accepted
form of the word. Talking about it one day, | asked him if one could use
spiritual power for healing. Heremarked, “ Yes, if you think it worthwhile,”
but added, “it required a great deal of force, which might be used more
profitably in other directions.”

That afternoon | had my farewell talk with the Maharshi. Hewas
so gentle and human. | again asked about the relation of the body to the
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‘I". He gave his smile, and said, “You came up from the bungalow this
morning in acart, yet you do not say, “The cart came.” You say, “| came
up.” You did not make the mistake of identifying yourself with the cart.
In the same way, look upon your body as you do the cart. Treat it well,
and it will be agood servant and instrument. But do not be deceived into
thinking itis‘Il’. At the end of our talk, he quoted that wonderful saying
from the Upanishad, “When, to the man who understands, the Self has
become all things, what sorrow, what trouble can there be, to him who
has once beheld this unity?’

| had beenin despair of ever getting the Maharshi adlone. Itishard
to unburden the soul before a crowd. One morning, | went into the hall
early and found him there unattended, emanating awonderful stillnessand
peace. | asked quietly if | might talk with him. He nodded and smilingly
sent for someone to trandate. My first question was, “What are the
hindrances to the redlisation of the true Self?’ He said, “Memory, chiefly
habits of thoughts, accumul ated tendencies.” When | enquired, “How does
one get rid of these hindrances,” his answer was:

“Seek for the Sdlf through meditation by tracing every thought
back toitsorigin, whichisonly the mind. Never allow thought to run on. If
you do, it will be unending. Take it back to the starting place — the mind —
again and again, and thethought and the mind will both die of inaction. The
mind only exsits by reason of thought. Stop that and thereisno mind. As
each doubt and depression arises, ask yoursalf, “Who is it that doubts?
What isit that is depressed?’ Go back constantly to the question, “Whoiis
the ‘I’? Where is it? Tear everything away until there is nothing but the
source of al remains. Live alwaysin the present; thereisno past or future,
except inthe mind.”

Regarding meditation, hesaid, “ Meditate onwhat you arein Redlity.
Try to redlise that your are not the body, emotions or intellect.” Asthe
days passed, | saw more and more clearly that this was no theoretical
philosophy. Hehimsalf lived it continuoudly and joyously.

He was one of the few | have met who were not only happy but
untroubled. Not that the sorrows of the world left him untouched, but
he knew where they belonged and was not identified with them. To
any sufferer his compassion was unlimited.

As | went to say goodbye in the evening, the Ashram people
clustered around for my departure, | felt | had made and was leaving true
friends. They were so simple and so genuine.
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J.P. Vaswani is Head of the Sadhu Vaswani Mission, Pune.

It wasmy grest good fortuneto have had dar shan of Sri Bhagavan
— to have sat in his purifying presence — to have gazed into the liquid
depthsof hismystic, luminous, compass on-filled eyes—to havelistened to
hiswords of wisdom, which centred around the question, which indeed is
aquestion of al questions — the one eternal question, which if you once
answer you will have no more questions to answer, namely, ‘Who am 1?7
‘Whoam I? “Who am |?

This happened in 1939. He sat in the Ashram hall on a couch.
As| went and sat in the midst of the devotees | recalled to my mind the
picture of Dakshinamurthi —the eternal youth, seated on araised platform,
and at the feet of this young teacher, sat a number of old rishis with
white flowing beards and underneath the picture were written the words:
“The teacher sits in silence. His teaching is silence and the disciples
doubts are cleared.”!

Sri Bhagavan sat in silence. Histeaching was silence. Many came
to him —many from the East and some from the West. They came bringing
ahundred questions and ahundred doubtsin their hearts, but no sooner did
they enter into his purifying presence than their minds were stilled. They
werefilled with astrange feeling of peace. They forgot their questions and
their doubts. His silence was so profound. His silence was so sublime. His
silence was so unique. Sri Bhagavan says, “The guru's silence is more
vast and more emphatic than all the scriptures put together.” Sri Bhagavan's
silence was not passive. His silence was utter and complete. It was the
silence of the head and the heart put together. It wasthe silence of fedlings
and emotions and thoughts. We may stand in silence, but our minds are
scattered and within us there is al the time the noise of unruly passion.
Within usthereisthe clamour of conflicting desires. The master’s silence
was deep. It was the silence which is the depths of the realised soul.

Sri Bhagavan had realised God. But he did not forsake humanity.
He came and lived in the midst of men to share with them the treasures of
the spirit. He spokein the language of the masses. Helived asthesimplest,
clad in but one loincloth, barely enough to hide his utter nakedness. From
morn till eve and sometimes late in the night the people thronged around
him. Everyone was welcome. He was afriend of all who cameto him. He
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took personal interest in their matters — matters such asthe train by which
they came, the food they ate, the deaths or marriages that had occurred in
their families.

Sri Bhagavan said all spiritual paths could be brought together
under two main categories. The first being Self Enquiry — atma
vichara. Sitting in silence, entering into the silence of your Being, put
to yourself the question again and again, ‘Who am |7 As you sit in
silenceyou find that thereisaseemingly endless procession of thoughts.
They come and crowd into your mind.

An effective method of slaying the entire army of thoughts,
according to Sri Bhagavan is — whenever a question arises within
you ask yourself, ‘to whom does this question arise? The answer
naturally will be, ‘to me’. Then ask yourself again ‘who is that me?
‘whoisthat ‘I’? Every time that you put this question you will find
that a thought which has come to lead you astray will itself slink
away. In thisway you will be able to strike down thoughts until one
blessed day you will find that the mind is merged in the Heart, where
shines the true Self — the divine Self. Through persistent practice
and sincere efforts the mind can be merged at its source.The ego
will vanish and the true Self alonewill remain. Thisisthe path of atma
vichara.

The other path is saranagati — self surrender. “Surrender
yourself fully and whole-heartedly to the One Universal Force,” said
Sri Bhagavan, “and you will become one with that Force.”

In one of his most moving songs there are words on which |
have meditated and as| meditated on those words my eyeswere touched
with tears. Sri Bhagavan says: “I came to swallow you, but you have
swallowed me. Now there is peace between us, Arunachalal”?

Sri Bhagavan was ajnani of the highest order that the world has
ever known. But remember, every true jnani is a the same time a bhakta
and a karma yogi. Sri Bhagavan said, “Cast al your cares on the Lord.
Throw all your burdens at His lotus feet. Remember, the Lord of the
Universeis one who carries al burdens, why must you carry your burden
yoursdf?’ These are the words of Sri Bhagavan and every word that he
uttered came out of the depths of his own redlisation.

You may read all the sastras that are in the world. But
what you gain by studying them will be nothing as compared to
the gain you get through hearing a few words sitting at the feet
of the self-realised guru like Sri Ramana Mahar shi.
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What wondrous love Sri Bhagavan had for the poor, forsaken
and forlorn! When he was staying on the Hill, he once found that some
low caste women returning from their work everyday in the heat of the
mid-day sun, with throats parched with thirst, wanted to drink water.
But as they belonged to a low caste they were not allowed to draw
water from the well. Sri Bhagavan himself — Sri Bhagavan — Sri
Bhagavan — what was his stature! But he himself would come out and
wait for them. With his holy hands he drew water and when they said,
“Samy, Samy, we are thirsty, give us a little water”, he gave them the
water. | sometimes feel that | am like those low caste women and
again and again turning to the gracious face of the Maharshi, | say to
him “Samy, Samy, give me the water of life!”and he will give it to
every aspiring heart.

1 Refer annexure-V on Dakshinamurthi, p. 415.

2. A 108-verse poem addressed to mountain Arunachala. Refer Akshara-
manamalai, p. 425.

3. This episode was mentioned by Sri Ramana himself to Suri Nagamma,
refer pp. 93-4.
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Swami Ramdas was the founder of the Anandashram, Kanhangad
in Kerala. He authored the book In Quest of God.

The story below is as told by Swami Ramdas to Dilip Kumar Roy
(no. 8) and published in the book by Roy The Flute Calls Sill:

One day, Ramdas went for the darshan of Ramana Maharshi
and addressed him thus: Mahargj, here stands before thee a humble
slave. Have pity on him. Hisonly prayer to theeisthat you give him thy
blessings. The Maharshi turned his beautiful eyes towards Ramdas and
looked intently for afew minutesinto hiseyes, asthough he was pouring
into Ramdas his blessings through those orbs. Then he shook his head as
if to say he hasbeen blessed. A thrill of inexpressiblejoy coursed through
the frame of Ramdas, his whole body quivering like aleaf in the breeze.
Ramdas had gone to the Maharshi in a state of complete obliviousness
of the world. He felt thrills of ecstasy in his presence. The Maharshi
made the awakening permanent in Ramdas.
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Some people asked Ramdas, “ You went to the Maharshi and you
got illumination. Give usillumination likethat.” Ramdas responded, “You
must come to Ramdas with the same spirit as he went to the Maharshi.
Where was his heart? How intense was his longing? What was the world
to him at that time? If you come in that state you then you also get it.”

Extracts from Ramdas's poem:
My Beloved Bhagavan

What shall | say to Him who towers high
A veritable Everest of spiritud glory —

A resplendent sun who shedslight on all
Heisour soul, our life and sole refuge.

The sage par-excellence dwells on the Sacred Hill
Arunachaa— the abode of holy ones — the Rishis.
His compassionate eyes pour forth nectar on all He sees
Drowning usin a sea of joy and ecstasy.

* oAk

He belongsto the dizzy heights
Still he stands firm on this earth of ours.
Lo! Thy grace drew meto Thy feet
And | came to Thee a vagrant and a beggar.
The ingtant my head touched Thy holy feet
The fever of my soul left me forever.
Then Thine eyes, redolent with Thy Infinite Grace
Tenderly looked on me and | was thrilled.
| stood before Thee — afigure of pure bliss
Fully bathedin Thy divinehalo.
Now, | am Thy child — free and happy.
Thou art my Mother, Master and Friend, my only Beloved.
All glory to Thee! All glory to Thee!

L
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Swami Tapovanam was guru of Swami Chinmayananda.

Silence is Truth. Silence is Bliss. Silence is Peace. And hence



Swami Tapovanam / Svami Chinmayananda 225

Silenceisatman. To live this Silence should be the Godl. It is moksha. Sri
Ramana Maharshi was an embodiment of such a Silence. He was the
Silenceitsdlf.

| had the good fortune of having darshan of the Maharshi at
Tiruvannamala when he was living in acave along with his mother and
brother. A young brahmachari at that time, | climbed the hill and saw
the Maharshi there. The Maharshi looked lovingly into my face. That
wasall. He spoke but Silence. Not aword passed between us. A supreme,
dynamic and divine Silence prevailed. An hour passed by, all in Silence.
He rose for his meals (bhiksha). | too rose from my seat, bowed again
and walked down the hill. The divine Silence sank deeper and deeper
into me at each step! Someone came running behind me and pressed me
to take some prasadam. | was full —full with the Silence. The Maharshi
called him back and advised him not to press me. Then | |eft the cave
and walked away.

The Maharshi was an idol of Peace and Silence. The ocean’s
surface dancesin waves, laughsin sparkling foam, roars asits thunderous
waves clap and clash! And yet deep in its inner vaults it rests in eterna
Silence and Peace. Without such adivine and spiritua depth, thework and
activities of this universe would become worthless and aimless. Work
should be undertaken and pursued to take us ultimately to the workless
Abode of Divine Silence and endless Peace. Thisis the secret doctrine of
all our Vedas and ancient scriptures.
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Swami Chinmayananda (Balakrishna Menon) was the founder of
the Chinmaya Mission.

| was just emerging from high school, exams were over. On a
package railway ticket | was roaming through South India. Asthe train
steamed through the countryside at ahalting speed, most of the passengers
in my compartment suddenly peered through the windows in great
excitement and bowed reverently to an elaborate temple beyond.
Inquiring about it, | was told that it was the Tiruvannamalai Temple.

Thereafter, the talk of my fellow travellers turned to Ramana
Maharshi. The word ‘Maharshi’ conjured up in my mind ancient forest
retreats and superhuman beings of divine glow. Though | was at that time
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aconvinced atheist, | was deeply drawn to visit the Maharshi’s Ashram. |
chose to take the next available train to Tiruvannamalai.

At the Ashram | was told that the Maharshi was in the hall and
anybody wasfreeto walk in and see him. As| entered, | saw on the couch
an elderly man, wearing but aloincloth, reclining against around bolster. |
sat down at the very foot of the couch. The Maharshi suddenly opened his
eyesand looked straight into mine: | looked into his. A merelook, that was
al. | felt that the Maharshi was, in that split moment, looking deep into me
—and | was surethat he saw al my shallowness, confusions, faithlessness,
imperfections, and fears.

I cannot explain what happened in that one split moment. | felt
opened, cleaned, healed, and emptied! A whirl of confusions: my atheism
dropping away, but scepticism flooding into question, wonder, and search.
My reason gave me strength and | said to myself, ‘It isall mesmerism, my
own foolishness.’” Thus assuring myself, | got up and walked away.

But the boy who left the hall was not the boy who had gone in
some ten minutes before. After my college days, my political work, and
after my years of stay at Uttarkashi at the feet of my master, Tapovanam
[No.82], | knew that what | gained on the Ganges banks was that which
had been given to me years before by the saint of Tiruvannamalai on that
hot summer day — by a mere look.

During the course of a talk in 1982 the Swami said:

Sri Ramanais not atheme for discussion; he is an experience; he
is a state of consciousness. Sri Ramana was the highest reality and
the cream of all scriptures in the world. He was there for dl to see
how a Master can live in perfect detachment. Though in the mortal form,
he lived as the beauty and purity of the Infinite.

1. Refer annexure—1, p. 410.
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Swami Muktananda was the founder of the well-known ashram at
Ganeshpuri near Mumbai.

Bhagavan Ramana Maharshi was a great saint who always
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occupied a high place of reverence in the minds of people; his divine
personality endeared him to al beings. The word ‘Ramana means ‘One
who plays (rameti iti Ramana). You may cal him ‘atman’ or ‘Guru’;
both are synonymsindicating the same divine power of whichthisuniverse
isagame.

Ramana Maharshi was a divine soul, completely detached,
beyond all differences, highly self-restrained and playfully living in the
ocean of transcendental consciousness. | had the good fortune to be in
his company just for three days. Even during that short stay | found that
anyone entering his presence even for a moment would experience the
state of afully realized soul in atranscendental state, beyond al thoughts.
Some believed him to be a siddha or great saint, and some believed him
to be an incarnation of God. Anyone going even onceto the Mahar shi
felt asif the Maharshi belonged to him.This was because he really
belonged to everyone and everyone to him.

Wearing only aloincloth, heused to sit relaxed on asofa, but still
he looked more attractive than even the most richly attired princes
because, as my revered gurudev Nityananda used to say, the M ahar shi
was beyond body-consciousness, beyond all attributes and beyond
dualities. Thisindicates that he was on a plane far above the body pain
and pleasure, a plane inaccessible to most of us mortals. Realization of
the Self was all-important in his teaching: to everyone who asked he
unhesitatingly gave the advice to meditate on the Self, worship the Self
and know the Self. Thisisbecause, according to Vedanta, thereisnothing
worth knowing, hearing or seeing except one's true Self.

The path in quest of truth shown by him will remain accessible
to al for along time to come, because he proclaimed absolute truth
which remains unobstructed at all times, in al places and under all
conditions. His message appears to some the oldest among the old, to
others the newest of the new. Actualy it is ancient and modern at the
same time because the concepts of old and new are imposed on the Self
by others, while it is really ageless and eternal. Some people call the
present times a new age, but according to the Maharshi al things, old or
new, are projections of the same eternal truth.

Those who loved the Maharshi got from him the true supreme
bliss attained by means of jnana, yoga and bhakti. He is the ever-
adorable Great Soul. My adorations to him.
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Eliot C. Clark was a renowned American painter who visited Sri
Ramana in 1938.

The Maharshi sits half reclining upon a raised divan. He wears
only aloincloth. I have no preconceived thought but pass before hispresence
respectfully. He seems quite oblivious, and if he has noted the stranger
there seems no reaction or awareness. Although | am the only foreigner
present, no one seems to have any visua or curious interest. | sit among
others on the floor. No word is spoken.

My attention is at first a purely objective one. | study the head
of the Maharshi. He is a man past sixty, with hair close cut and white,
ashort moustache and abeard, hiscomplexion rather light. Hisfeatures
arenot typically Hindu. The back of hishead isunusually full and round;
high forehead, the brows almost in the center of the head, the eyes
high set, the earslong and pronounced, the body in astate of composure.

A tall, dark-skinned pilgrim enters. Heisnudeto thewaist. Then
a woman enters. She kneels, bows her head three times.The Maharshi
shows no sign of recognition.

The collective quietude creates a natural tranquility. Objective
thought and self-consciousness gradually subside and one merges in the
prevailing unity.

At themoment | have deliberately ceased my curiousinterest and
am about to close my eyesinreverie, theMaharshi’shead isdightly turned,
his eyes meet mine and there is an inexpressible radiance, the dightest
indication of a smile. Then visual awareness ceases.

The teaching of the Maharshi is very smple.Quite impersonal in
content, it can only be realized by personal practice and experience. The
real teaching isin the revelation of silence: when the perturbation and the
fluctuations of the mind are stilled, the inner presence radiates itself.He
says. we know the mind only by its change; just as one is aware of the
motion from a static standpoint. The mind, like motion, is a relative
movement. We are made aware of its presence by change. But if the mind
turnsinward in quest of itsorigin, the ‘I’ -awareness vanishesin its Source.
The ‘I’ becomes identified, not with its egotistical consciousness and the
world of change but with its Source, which is constant. ‘I’ -consciousness
isrelative and finite; but the Sourceisinfinite and eternal. In the womb of
silencethelight isever shining.
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The Maharshi does not lecture. He will answer questions; but in
the magic of hispresence the questions begin to vanish with the quietening
of themind.
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Swami Abhishiktananda earlier in his life was a Christian monk
called Father Henri Le Saux, who felt that Christian priests, as
sannyasis would find acceptance in India. He studied Hindu
scriptures and experimented with the devotional and meditational
practices they recommend. He authored Sacchidananda, Guru and
Disciple and The Secret of Arunachala.

Sri Ramana’s devotee Purusha [Fr. J. Monchanin] and | entered
the hall, saluted the Maharshi respectfully and sat among the crowd. |
concentrated on looking with attention at the Maharshi, of whom | had
read and heard so much. However, despite my fervent expectation — or
rather perhaps because of it — | felt let down, and in my disappointment,
sadness filled my heart. | continued to gaze intently at the Maharshi.

At eleven O'clock the gong sounded for meal. Following the
Maharshi, we al made our way to the dining hall. Purusha and I, as this
was our first meal, had the privilege of being seated exactly in front of the
Maharshi. All the time while | was eating, my eyes scarcely ever |eft the
Maharshi; so eager was | to discover his secret. He was sitting on the
floor just like us, ate with fingers from a plantain leaf aswe did, and had
exactly the same food as ours. This was a principle that he maintained
inflexibly; sincethe beginning of histapashehad alwaysvehemently refused
to touch anything that could not be shared freely with all and sundry.

Once again and without doubt, | could see him as an excellent
grandfather. But thehalo?Invain | strained my eyestrying to seeit; al my
efforts were useless.

After themidday meal, Purushatook meto meet Ethel Merston
[No.77] whom he had met on a previous visit. She asked for my
impressions, and as | did not wish to conceal the truth, | told her of my
disappointment. She said, “You have come here with far too much
‘baggage’ . You want to know, you want to understand. You areinsisting
that what isintended for you should cometo you by the path which you
have determined. Instead you should make yourself empty and be
receptive.”
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Did | redly try to make myself empty on the lines suggested by
Ethel? Or rather, wasit the fever itself that got the better of all my efforts
to meditate and reason? When the Vedas began again,! their spell carried
me off much further from things and from myself than had been the case
on the previous evening.

The fever, my sleepiness, a condition that was half dreaming,
seemed to release in me zones of para-consciousness in which all that
| saw or heard aroused overwhelmingly powerful echoes. Even before
my mind was able to recognise the fact and still less to express it, the
invisible halo of the Sage had been perceived by something in me deeper
than any words. Unknown harmonies awokein my heart...In the Sage
of Arunachala | had discerned the unique Sage of the eternal
India, the unbroken succession of her sages; it was as if the very soul
of India penetrated to the very depths of my own soul and held
mysterious communion with it. It was a call which pierced through
everything, and opened a mighty abyss.

By the evening | knew that | had to leave. The fever was getting
worse. Again, the half-hour of jolting in the bullock cart, an exhausting
night on the railway in crowded compartments. Next morning | simply
fell into bed and stayed there for three days, unable to move.

But if the body was there, stretched out under the bedclothes,
the spirit was still at Sri Ramana’s Ashram. The Vedic chants, as | had
heard them there, still continued to sound in my ears. Before my eyes
still danced the picture of the old man stretched out on his couch and of
the crowd, which pressed devotedly, round him. In my feverish dreams,
when | was neither fully awake nor fully asleep, it was the Maharshi
who unremittingly appeared to me.When | came to myself again after
those days of fever, | realized to what adepth in myself thisfirst meeting
with Sri Ramana had penetrated as part of the mystery of Arunachaa.

1. The usual recitation from the Vedas at the Ashram.
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Ramanadasa Sadananda (Seshagiri lyer), a teacher in P.S.High
School, Madras, first visted Sri Ramana in 1915. He authored Sri
Ramana Dasakam (Tamil).
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| stood before Sri Ramana, the blazing sun of wisdom, at the
Virupaksha Cave. Never having seen such abeing of blissbefore, | could
not think, speak or do anything except to feel dumb-founded. | prostrated
before him, drank with avidity the nectar of his gaze on me, felt myself
freed from the pairs of opposites, and lifted above the never-ending din
and misery of worldly existence. Contagious was his bliss! He not
only sends forth beams of the light of jnana by his mere proximity
but also fills even the unhappy among us with joy and peace by his
very presence.

I myself went with aheavy heart at first, tossed and troubled by
misfortunes, haunted and hooted by cares and anxieties, worried and
flurried by soul-killing thoughts. If thereisaplace where such oppressing
and depressing ideas and feelings could disappear all of a sudden, as
dew or darkness dies before the sun, will any man hesitate to call it
Kailasa itself or its Lord Mahadeva himself?

A doctor may cure a patient of his sickness. Attractive natural
scenery may restore for some time cheerfulness to a troubled mind. But
where else, if not at Tiruvannamalai, could one find a place which can
easily rid one of all earthly woes and transport one to a Realm Divine,
the joy of which none who has not tasted it could tell!

At another time when | prostrated with my eyes impressed on
the sacred lotus feet of Bhagavan and begged of him to save me from
the crushing blows of cruel maya, | found the panaceafor which | was
panting as the divine lips parted to say, “Whom do al these (worldly
woes) seem to trouble? Put that question to yourself as often as you
feel troubled. Thou art not the body, which will perish one day. Know
that thou art the atma of unmixed bliss. How then could any worldly
bugbear affect you?’ His gracious words wrought a miracle. | was
suddenly raised above the cloud of misery that had enveloped and
distressed metill then. That very moment my dejection disappeared. |
cannot say which way it went. | felt as if | never knew sorrow or
misery in any shape. My mind was sunk in a sea of joy. That divine
magician’s word had its desirable balmy effect forthwith.

Day by Day with Bhagavan by Devaraja Mudaliar ( no. 37 ) records:

When Bhagavan was at the Skandasram, | [Ramanadasa was
sitting on the steps leading up to the Ashram. A man came to the Ashram
with hisfamily and stopped at the gate. He asked whether they could have
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the Swami’s darshan, because untouchables could not think of entering
the Ashram. | wanted to ask Bhagavan, but then | hesitated and allowed
themto goinside. Thewhole party went in and prostrated before Bhagavan.
I well remember how for about ten minutes Bhagavan's gracious look
dwelt on that untouchable and his family; and how many rich and notable
people have | seenfalling at hisfeet without being vouchsafed such grace.
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Dr. M. Anantanarayana Rao was for a long time doctor-in-char ge of
the Ashram’s dispensary.

In July 1929, while travelling in atrain, afellow passenger gave
me a photo of Sri Ramana and aso told me where he resides. Almost
immediately thereafter | went to England on study leave. On my return,
being busy with my official duties, | forgot about the incident of the
photograph. In May 1932, when | had to go to Tiruvannamalai on official
duty, | suddenly recollected the incident.

| went to see Sri Ramana. He was sitting in the open space near
the Ashram well. | asked him a couple of questions about my problems
when | meditated. His answers were short, clear and to the point. | at
once felt his greatness. My first visit to the Ashram ended in a couple of
days, but Sri Ramana's smile and sparkling eyes had an irresistible
influence on me.

In 1942, | took long leave preparatory to retirement and lived
near the Ashram. In September that year | wished to see the Gurumurtam
and the adjoining garden where Sri Ramana stayed and did tapas in the
1890s. When | returned after visiting the place Bhagavan asked me
what | saw.

He then described to me the condition in which he then used to
be. He said that at one moment he fet it was morning and at the next
moment it was evening and that he was in a blissful state. He added how
happy he then was.

As we heard his description, we were transported into a very
happy condition and when he stopped his narrative we felt asif we were
suddenly dropped down back into the humdrum life of a busy world. His
grace flowed into us and made us happy.

Many people have experienced happiness when they sat
in Sri Bhagavan's presence even without a word being spoken!
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| have had the privilege of massaging Sri Ramanaslegs, feet and
armsonce when he had ashooting pain in thethigh up to the hip; | took his
permission to rub the part with some wintergreen oil. Thisgave him relief.
| then asked him to lie down on the bed and not to recline on the pillows as
heusually did. He smiled and said in hisusual way that he had not dept flat
on the ground or on the couch ever since he cameto Tiruvannamalai. He
told me that he could get in a few moments as much or more rest than
what we could by deeping on a nice bed for hours. This puzzled me for
some time and then it struck me that Sri Ramana could establish himself
into samadhi of which we had no experience.

Bhagavan was aways awake though in a state of samadhi. Once
| went to him with asmall pot containing an ointment, which he wanted.
As | heard him snore lightly | thought he was adeep. | stood thinking
whether to keep the pot on the shelf quietly or wait till he was awake.
Within a moment he opened his eyes, smiled and asked me why | was
waiting without handing over the ointment to him. | replied that he was
asleep and | did not wish to disturb him. Sri Bhagavan at once asked me
how | concluded that he was adeep. | mumbled some reply, handed over
the pot to him and sat in the hall aong with some others. Bhagavan again
closed his eyes and was snoring lightly.

At that time as some bhakta, a newcomer to the Ashram, came
near the couch and prostrated, he at once opened his eyes and smiled at
him. Again, Bhagavan reverted to the s eepy condition. When an Ashramite
came and prostrated, he did not open his eyes, but practically on the
Ashramite’s heels came a newcomer who prostrated and Bhagavan
immediately opened his eyes, saw him and smiled.

In December 1948, while | was massaging Bhagavan’s hand,
| felt asmall nodule above his elbow. In July 1949, the damaged tissue
flared up. | begged him to make a resolve to heal himself. He smiled
and sat silent till 1 repeated my request. He then answered, “There is
no mind here, so the question of a resolve does not arise.”

To Bhagavan, the body with itsills did not exit. While dressing a
large wound, pain is inevitable, but he did not show any pain and even
assisted with hisright hand in adjusting the bandage, as if it were an arm
bel onging to another.

During dressing of thetumour, | had to wipeit with rectified spirits.
One day the spirits from the swab flowed on his arm and body. He at once
said that he had a* spirit bath’ and that all should have such baths. | did not
understand the significance of thisand asked himto kindly explainthesame.
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He smilingly said, “Fish are dways in water and cannot survive
on coming out of it. Similarly, we are in Spirit or Pure Consciousness and
should always be in it as fish in water. One should always consciousy
remain in Pure Consciousness or Self.” That made me believe that he was
always in sahaja samadhi. Often on seemingly small matters he spoke
great words of instruction. Those instructions had a grip on us.

In the course of a conversation in 1949 he described to us that
tears flow from the outer canthus of the eye of a man when he is very
happy and from theinner canthuswhen heissad. Itisacorrect observation.
On the evening of his nirvana day (April 14, 1950), | was in that room
among others. At his request he was assisted to sit up, with legs stretched
in front. He had kept his eyes closed, and his breathing was gradually
becoming shallow. The devoteesoutside began singing ‘ ArunachaaSiva .1
He opened his eyes, looked at the direction from where the voices came
and then closed the eyes. Tears came gushing from the outer canthus of
theeyes. | felt that it wasthe visible sign of the Supreme Bliss of rgjoining
the ONE without a second. The body was discarded very peacefully.

1. The refrain of famous hymn composed by Sri Ramanain praise of Mountain
Arunachala. Refer annexure-1, p. 410.
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N. Ramachandra Rao authored Sri Ramana’s first biography in
Kannada.

| was aschool teacher in Ooregaum. After my retirement | settled
down in Bangalore. | first came to know about the greatness of Bhagavan
in 1918. Immediately | went to Tiruvannamalai and met him at the
Skandasram. He enquired about my name and the place from which | had
come, and graciously asked me to partake of food at the Ashram.

His darshan, his gracious enquiry, his affectionate feeding, had a
tremendous impact which cannot be adequately described in words. Just
as a magnet attracts a needle, | got attracted to him. Thereafter until
Bhagavan's mahasamadhi | used to visit and stay with him whenever |
got an opportunity.

A few months after my first visit, | took my wife with me.
Bhagavan, with great love made us sit on a platform and served us food
with his own divine hands. | cannot adequately praise the rich sweetness
of the holy prasadam we ate from his hands. My wife often used to feel
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sick and could not eat any food. When we consulted the doctors they said
that hers was a case of tuberculosis and hence nothing could be done.
However, one day Bhagavan appeared in her dream and blessed her.
Theregfter, to the great surprise of al, she was completely cured of her
disease without any medical treatment.

In the evening, we felt an intense desire to worship Bhagavan's
holy feet. Even though it was against the custom of the Ashram, and his
disciples would not permit this, Bhagavan out of his abundant mercy
knowing our ardent desire brought about a situation wherein those present
went out for sometime for one reason or another. And we could offer
pada puja to our heart's content.

But when | again went in 1923, he firmly declined repetition of
the puja aswas done by us earlier. It looked asthough Bhagavan avoided
traditional worshipinview of theincreasing number of visitors, who could
also have asked for the same privilege. Moreover, Bhagavan was very
much against worshipping his physical form in any manner.
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Papaji (Hariwansh Lal Poonja) (1910-97), an Indian Army
officer, was born at Lyalpur, West Punjab. Since his boyhood,
his deep devotion to Krishna gave him vivid visions of the
Lord.

After relinquishing his commissioned post in I ndian army in favour
of spiritual attainments, Papaji went from place to place and met
numerous spiritual gurus including Swami Ramdas(no.81), Swami
Sivananda, Swami Tapovanam (no.82) and Anand Moyi Ma, a
devotee of Sri Ramana. But no one could answer his oft-repeated
guery: “Have you seen God? Can you show me God?” After all his
journeys, when he returned home ‘disillusioned and disappointed’,
a sadhu resembling Sri Ramana appeared at his door asking for
food, which was given to him. Then the sadhu was asked: Can you
show me God? If not, do you know of anyone who can? Papaji
says:

Much to my surprise, the sadhu said, “Yes, | know a person who
can show you God. His name is Ramana Maharshi and he lives at
Tiruvannamalai.” He gave me detail ed ingtructions on how to reach there. |
noted these down carefully. But | had spent al the money | had saved from
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my brief spell in the army on my unsuccessful pilgrimages. Through an
amazing coincidence, | came across an advertisement offering job to an ex-
army officer in Madras. After | got the job, my employer gave me money to
get to Madras and told methat | need not report for duty for one month, thus
giving me an opportunity to bein the Maharshi’s presence before | reported
for work. It was 1944, and | was thirty-four years of age.

Asper sadhu'sinstructions | reached Sri Ramanasramam. Before
entering the hall, | peeped through the window and saw, sitting on a sofa
inside, the same man who had visited my house in the Punjab. | was
disgusted. | said to mysdlf : “Thisman isafraud. He appearsin my house
in the Punjab, tellsmeto go to Tiruvannamalai, and then hops on the train
S0 that he could get here before me.” | felt so annoyed that | decided to
leave the Ashram.

As | was preparing to do so, one of the residents asked,“ Haven't
you just arrived?’ | told him the story asto how | got cheated. The person
said, “You are mistaken. He has not moved out of the town during the last
48 years. It is either a case of mistaken identity or somehow, through his
power, he managed to manifest himsalf in the Punjab while his physical
body was still here. Some girls from America came here once and told a
similar story. These things do happen occasiondly.” This aroused my
curiosity and | decided to stay.

I had lunch in the Ashram. At the conclusion of the meal the
Maharshi went to the hall followed by his attendant. As he needed rest
after lunch, devotees were not allowed to see him during 11.30 am. to
2.30 p.m. Not knowing this, | followed him. While his attendant was
persuading me to come later, the Maharshi overheard the exchange, and |
was allowed to get in.

| approached the Maharshi in a belligerent way, “Are you the
man who came to see me at my house in the Punjab?’ The Maharshi
remained silent. | tried again, “Did you not come to my house and tell me
to come here?’ Again the Maharshi made no comment. Since he was
unwilling to answer, I moved on to the main purpose of my visit. | asked, *
Have you seen God? And if you have, can you enable me to see Him? |
amwillingto pay any price, evenmy life, but your part of thebargainisthat
you must show me God.” He answered, “No, | cannot show you God or
enable you to see God because God is not an object that can be seen. God
is the subject. He is the seer.” He aso added, “You aone are God.” His
words did not impress me. | would have dismissed him and his words
without a second thought had it not been for an experience | had.
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As he looked at me and gazed into my eyes, my whole body
began to tremble and shake. A thrill of nervous energy shot through my
body. My nerve ends felt as if they were dancing and my hair stood on
end. Within me | became aware of the spiritual Heart. This is not the
physical heart; it is, instead, the source and support of al that exists.
Within the Heart | saw or felt something like a closed bud. It was very
shining and bluish. With the Maharshi looking at me, and myself in a
state of inner silence, | felt this bud open and bloom. | use the word bud,
but thisis not an exact description. It would be more correct to say that
something that felt bud-like opened and bloomed in my Heart. It was an
extraordinary experience. It totally surprised me when it happened.

Though | had animmensely powerful experience, the Maharshi’s
statement that * You alone are God' and his advice to find out who the seer
isdid not have astrong appeal for me. | thought to myself, ‘1t isno good to
be a chocolate, | want to taste chocolate' . | want to remain separate from
God sothat | could enjoy theblissof unionwith Him. My viewson various
religious practices were limited. | thought to myself, ‘No one here in the
hall seems to be chanting the name of God. How can they consider
themselvesto be good devotees?All these people may have been meditating
but so far as | was concerned, they were wasting their time.’

| still had sometime before | had to report for duty in Madras. But
I did not want to spend it with all these ‘spiritualy lazy’ people in the
Ashram. | found aquiet spot in the jungle on the other side of the Hill, and
settled down there to do my Krishnajapa, alone and undisturbed. | stayed
there for about a week, immersed in my devotiona practices. Krishna
would often appear before me, and we spent alot of time playing together.

Before going to Madrasto join my duty, | paid another visit to the
Ashram, partly to say goodbye and partly to tell the Maharshi that | didn’t
need hisassi stancefor seeing God because | had been seeing Him everyday
through my own efforts. When the Maharshi asked where | had gone, |
told him with a great amount of smugness that | was playing with my
Krishna

The Maharshi commented, “Very good, very nice. Do you see
Himnow?" | replied, “I see Him only when | havevisions.” The Maharshi
sad, “What isthe use of a God who appears and disappears?If heisared
God, He must bewith you all thetime.” The Maharshi’slack of interest in
my visionary experiences deflated mealittle, but not to the extent to make
me listen to his advice. A lifetime of devotion to Krishna had left me
incapable of conceiving the spiritua quest in any other termsthan that of a
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quest for a persona god. Having therefore got, in my jaundiced opinion,
nothing from the Maharshi except agood experience and somebad advice,
| returned to Madras to take up my new job.

| found a nice house to live, and began my work. All my spare
time and energy were devoted to communing with Krishna. | synchronized
thejapa with my breathing. Calculating that | breathed about 24,000 times
a day, | decided that | should repeat the name of God at least once for
every breath | took. One day, | found that when | tried to resume my
chanting, | could not repest the name of Krishnaany more. Somehow, my
mind refused to cooperate. Not finding any solution to my problem, even
after consulting well-known swamis in Madras, my thought turned to the
Maharshi. | said to mysalf, ‘ This man came al the way to the Punjab in
some form and directed meto see him at Tiruvannamalai. | went thereand
got avery good experience. | may aswell go to him and see what he has
to say.’

Taking atrain to Tiruvannamalal, | reached the Ashram. In order
to talk to the Maharshi aone, | went to the hall after lunch. As on my
previoustrip, the attendant wanted meto comelater. But again the Maharshi
intervened and | got an opportunity to tell him that for twenty five years|
have been doing sadhana, mostly repesting the name of Krishna. Now
my mind refuses to engage itself in thoughts of God. What has happened
to me and what should | do? The Maharshi looked at me and asked, “ How
did you come here from Madras?’ | did not see the point of his question
but told him politely, “By train.” Then heinquired, “What happened when
you reached Tiruvannamala?” “Well | took a bullock cart which brought
me here.”

The Maharshi then explained what he was driving at: “Thetrain
brought you to your destination. You got off it because you did not need it
anymore. Likewise, with the bullock cart. Now you are here, they are of
no use to you. That is what has happened to your sadhana. Your japa
and your meditation have brought you to your spiritual destination. You
yoursdf did not give up your practices; they left you of their own accord
because they had served their purpose. You have arrived.”

Then he looked at me intently. | could fedl that my whole body
and mind were being washed away with waves of purity. His silent gaze
was purifying them. Under that spellbinding gaze | felt every atom of my
body being purified. It was asif a new body was being created for me. A
process of transformation was going on —the old body was dying atom by
atom, and a new body was being created in its place. Then, suddenly, |



Papaji 239

understood, there was a sudden impact of recognition as | became aware
of the Self. The silent gaze of the Maharshi established me in that primal
state that was permanent. The ‘I’ which had for so long been looking
outside perished in the direct knowledge and experience of the Self, which
the Maharshi had revealed to me. | cannot describe what the experience
was, but | knew that my spiritual quest had definitely ended; and the source
of that knowledge will always remain indescribable.

In alifetime of spiritua seeking | have met hundreds of sadhus,
swamis and gurus, but none of them could revea the truth the way the
Maharshi had done. | must make one more comment about the greatness
of the Maharshi: he could see that | had reached a state in which my
sadhana could never be resumed again. He knew | was ready for
redlization and through hisdivinelook he established mein hisown state.

After my final experience in the Maharshi’s presence, my outer
life went on much as before. | went back to Madras, carried on with my
job, and supported my family. At weekends, or when | had accumulated
enough leave, | would go to Tiruvannamalai, sit at the feet of my Master
and bask in his radiant presence. The cynical, skeptical seeker, who
aggressively confronted the Maharshi on thefirst visit, had gonefor good.

Inthefirst few months after my redlization, | did not haveasingle
thought. | could go to the officeand perform my dutieswithout ever having
athought in my mind. It did not take me long to redlize that a mind and
thoughts are not necessary to function in the world. When one abides as
the Self, some divine power takes charge of one's life. All actions then
take place spontaneoudly and are performed very efficiently, without much
mental effort or activity.

On one of my vigitsto Tiruvannamalai, | took my seven-year old
daughter with me. She sat before the Maharshi and went into a deep
meditativetrance. She spent several hoursin that condition beforereturning
to her normal waking state. Major Chadwick [N0.42], who was watching
all this, approached the Maharshi and said, “1 have been here for more
than ten years, but | have never had an experience like this. This seven-
year old girl seemsto have had thisexperience without making any efforts.
How can this be? The Maharshi merely smiled and said, “How do you
know that sheis not older than you?’

My daughter did not want to go back to Madras.The Maharshi
advised her to first finish her education and then come back if she wanted
to do so. If anyone asked her, “What happened that day when you werein
trance before the Maharshi?” she could not answer and just cried.
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| would sometimes accompany the Maharshi on his walks
around the Ashram. | watched him remonstrate with the workers who
wanted to prostrate to him rather than carry on their work. Everything
he did contained a lesson for us. Every step he took was ateaching in
itself. The Maharshi preferred to work in a low-key and in an
unspectacular way. There was no demonstration of his power, just a
subtle emanation of grace, which seeped into the hearts of those who
came into contact with him.

Oneincident that | witnessed illustrates very well the subtle and
indirect way the Maharshi worked. A woman brought her dead son to the
Ashram. The boy had apparently died of snakebite. The woman cried and
begged the Maharshi to bring him back to life, but he did not respond to her
repeated requests. After afew hours, the Ashram manager made her take
the corpse away. As she was |leaving the Ashram, she met some kind of a
snake charmer who claimed that he could cure her son. The man did
something to the boy’s hand where he had been bitten, and the boy
immediately revived.

The devotees attributed the miraculous cure to the Maharshi,
saying, when a problem is brought to the attention of a jnani, some
‘automatic divineactivity’ brings about asolution. According to thistheory,
the Maharshi has done nothing consciously to help the boy, but at adeeper,
unconscious level, his awareness of the problem has caused the right
man to appear at theright place. The Maharshi, of course, disclaimed al
responsibility for the miraculous cure.' Isthat so? was hisonly response
when told about the boy’s dramatic recovery. This was typical of him.

The Maharshi never performed any miracles. The only ‘miracles
he indulged in were those of inner transformation. By a word, a look, a
gesture, or merely by remaining in silence, he could quieten the minds of
peoplearound him, enabling them to become aware of who they really were.

In July 1947, a month before Independence, Devargja Mudaliar
[No.35] told me about the problemswhich | could faceif | did not bring my
family to India from the Punjab, which was soon to become a part of
Pakistan. | told him, “I am not going. | cannot leave the company of the
Maharshi.” | had reached a stage in my relationship with the Maharshi
wherel loved him somuch, | couldn’t take my eyesoff him or contemplate
thethought of going to the other end of the country for anindefinite period.

When Mudaliar told the Maharshi that Poonja’s family seemsto
be stranded in West Punjab and he did not want to go there, the Maharshi
told me, “There will be alot of trouble in the area you come from. Why
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don’t you go and bring your family out?’ Though this amounted to an
order; | wasdtill hesitant. | then explained themain reason for my reluctance
to go: “I am far too attached to your physical form. | cannot leave you. |
love you so much that | cannot take my eyes off you.”

“I am with you wherever you are,” was his answer. From the
way he spoke to me | could see that he was determined that | should go. |
accepted the decision. | prostrated before him and for the first timein my
lifel touched hisfeet asan act of veneration, love, and respect. Hewill not
normally et anyone touch hisfeet, but this was a specia occasion and he
did not object. Before | rose, | collected some of the dust beneath his feet
and put it in my pocket as a sacred memento. | also asked for hisblessings
because | had an intuition that thiswas our find parting.

| 1eft the Ashram and made my way to Lahore. The atmosphere
therewas every bit asbad as | had been led to expect. | went to the station
and bought a ticket for my hometown — Lyalpur. In those violent days,
Hindus and Muslims were travelling in separate carriages so that they
could protect each other in case there was any trouble. The nearly empty
carriages were those occupied by the Hindus. And then an inner voice, the
voice of my Magter, said to me, “Go and sit with the Mudlims in their
compartment. Nothing will happen to you there.”

Superficially it seemed like agood idea, but | had a doubt about
my ability to fool my Muslim fellow-passengersinto believing that | was
one of them. | dressed differently and had ahighly visible ‘Om'’ tattooed
on the back of one of my hands. | listened to the voice and took my seat
with the Muslims. No one questioned my right to be there. Somewhere
in the countryside, Muslims stopped the train and all the passengersin
the Hindu carriages were gunned down. Nobody paid any attention to
me, even though | was clearly a Hindu sitting in aMuslim compartment.

After disembarking from the train | went to my family home and
found 34 members of my family, most of them women, stranded there. |
succeeded in bringing them back safely to India.

The Maharshi had sent me to the Punjab to do my duty. That was
typical of him because he never permitted his devotees to abandon their
family responsibilities. Telling me, ‘1 am with you wherever you are’, he
sent meoff to fulfill my obligations.

When | first heard thisremark, | appreciated only its philosophical
significance. It did not occur to methat physically | would aso beunder his
care and protection. Yet this was manifestly the case. He had told me
where to sit on the train. For more than twenty hours after the massacre,
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| had sat unrecognized in a Mudim carriage, despite having pierced ears
and an ‘Om’ on my hand, both of them classic Hindu identification marks.
Further, in an environment of utter anarchy | had secured seats for a vast
contingent of my family and got them out of danger on the last train that
left Lahore for India.l

| took my family to Lucknow because | had afriend there from
my time in the army. There was ho question of returning to the Maharshi
because | wasthe only potential earner in my group. Arrivingin Indiawith
little more than the clothes we were wearing, it became my responsibility
to feed and support thisvast group. | had to work night and day to keep the
family going.

At 8.47, on the evening of April 14,1950 2| was walking down a
street in Lucknow. | suddenly felt an enormous spasm in my chest, which
nearly knocked me down to the ground. | thought it must be some sort of
heart attack. A few seconds later | saw a few people pointing to a large
meteor, which was trailing across the sky. This was the meteor that
thousands of people dl over India saw in the first few seconds after the
Maharshi’s death.

Many years later, sitting on the banks of the Ganges, | had an
extraordinary vision of my variousincarnationsthrough time. | watched
the Self moving from body to body, from form to form. It went through
plants, through animals, through birds, through human bodies, eachina
different place at a different time. The sequence was extraordinarily
long. My own body finally appeared as the last one of the sequence,
followed by the radiant form of the Maharshi.The vision then ended.
The appearance of the Maharshi had ended that seemingly endless
sequence of births and rebirths. After his intervention in my life, the
Self that finally took the form of Poonja could incarnate no more. The
Maharshi had destroyed it by a single look.

Sometime ago, at one of the satsangs which | used to conduct
in Lucknow, a note handed over to me concluded: “My humble respects
and gratitude to you, especialy to one who was a disciple of Ramana
Maharshi.” | couldn’t let this pass. | exclaimed, “Please correct your
grammar. | am his disciple! He is my master. How can | throw him
away into the past? | never think itisl, Poonja, whois speaking. If | ever
thought that this person called Poonja was speaking to you, | have no
right to sit here because whatever would come out of my mouth would
be false. It is my own master who speaks. | am sitting here introducing
you to my teacher and histeachings. He isthe teacher; not |. Poonja has
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gone for good, but the Master remains and will adways remain. He is
seated in my heart as my own imperishable Self.”

[David Godman, from whose book Nothing Ever Happened
the above has been extracted, says: Having just finished interviewing
Papaji in 1992, about the events when he was at Sri Ramanasramam in
the 1940s, | wanted to know asaconclusion, if he could say afew words
of gratitude or appreciation, summarizing what the Maharshi did for him.
Papaji opened his mouth to speak but no words came out. After two or
three seconds tears started flowing down his cheeks. Turning hishead to
hide histears, he said, “| can’'t answer that question. | can’t speak about
it. No words can ever express it.” Godman however refers to a poem,
which Papaji wrote to one of hisdevoteesin 1982: ‘My Master spokein
silence. / My Master spoke through hiseyes. / My Master spoke through
words. / All the three languages | have heard.’]

1 On an enquiry about any other case where Sri Ramana provided physical
protection to a devotee as happened in case of Papaji, David Godman, who
has done extensive research about Sri Ramana and his devotees, replied that
he knew no other example of this nature.

2 Thetime when the Maharshi entered his mahasamadhi.
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Ganapati Muni (1878-1936), a renowned Sanskrit poet and
scholar, was known by his title Kavyakantha — one from whose
throat poems came out spontaneously. After meeting Sri
Ramana in 1907 and having got convinced of his spiritual
attainment he, for the first time, called him ‘Bhagavan’ and
‘Maharshi.” These got popular in due course. He compiled
Ramana Gita which is based on the replies of Sri Ramana to
spiritual questions put by the Muni and his friends. He has
mor e than two dozen publications, mostly in Sanskrit, to his
credit.

Ganapati Muni, a great Siva bhakta, chose Tiruvannamalai, the
holy seat of Siva, for histapasin 1903 and briefly met Sri Ramanaon the
hill. In 1907, when he came again to Tiruvannamalai he found that nothing
tangible had emerged from his severe tapas. Disappointed, he climbed up
the hill and fell flat on hisface holding Sri Ramana’s feet with both hands.
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With a voice trembling with emotion he cried, “All that has to be read |
have read. | have performed japa to my heart’s content. Yet | have not up
to thistime understood what tapas is. Pray, enlighten me about the nature
of tapas.”

After listening to the Muni, Sri Ramana silently gazed at him as
he sat in anxiousexpectation. Then hesaidin Tamil, “If amantraisrepeated
and attention directed to the source from where the mantra-sound is
produced, the mind will be absorbed in that. That is tapas.” 1 This short
instructionfilled Muni’sheart with joy. He stayed on the hill for some hours
and composed five stanzasin praise of the Swami 2 in which he shortened
hisoriginal name Venkataraman to * Ramana, which has stuck to the Swami
ever snce. Hewished hisdisciplesto call him Bhagavan RamanaMaharshi.
The Muni must be given credit for this name.

In 1908, the Muni did severe tapas for 18 days in a Ganapati
temple near Madras. On the 18" day, when he was lying wide awake he
saw the figure of the Maharshi coming in and sitting next to him. Ever
since his arrival at Tiruvannamalai in September 1896, the Maharshi had
never left that place. When the Muni narrated the incident to the Maharshi
in 1929, the latter recollected the event in the following words:

“One day some years ago, when | was lying down, | suddenly
felt my body carried up higher and higher till al objects disappeared and
all around me was one vast mass of white light. Then suddenly my body
descended and objects began to appear. | said to myself, “evidently this
is how siddhas appear and disappear.” | was on a high road, on one side
of which, some distance removed from it, was a Ganapati temple. | went
in and talked, but what | said or did, | do not recollect. Suddenly | woke
up and found myself lying in the Virupaksha Cave. | mentioned this
immediately to Palaniswami.”[Attendant of Sri Ramana.]

Oncethekundalini roseinthebody of Ganapati Muni. He suffered
an unbearable burning sensation. The Muni felt that the pain would subside
if Bhagavan touched him. The Muni’s wife, son and some others took
Bhagavan to the Mango Tree Cave, where the Muni lived. Bhagavan
went there and sat beside the Muni, who took Bhagavan's hand and put it
on his head and asked him to bless him. Bhagavan kept quiet for awhile.
“It will bedl right soon,” he said, and left. Ganapati Muni felt immediate
relief. On his way back to the Skandasram Bhagavan said, “He told me,
but to whom can | tell”?” A devotee asked Bhagavan whether he aso had
asimilar experience. ‘Hm, HM', said Bhagavan smilingly.
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The Muni by his thorough mastery of the Sanskrit language and
the ease and excellence of his Sanskrit poetry must, to some extent, have
influenced the Maharshi who wasawaysreceiving new ideasand learning
new languages from persons and books almost unconsciously. So long as
the Muni lived in Tiruvannamalai, the Maharshi consulted him on matters
of importance, especially publications and other activities of the Ashram.

T.K.Sundaresa lyer records in his book At the Feet of Bhagavan:

After Ganapati Muni had composed 700 out of the 1000 verses
of the Uma Sahasram in praise of the Divine mother, he announced
that the complete work will be dedicated on a particular day in the
Arunachaleswara temple.® On the evening of the dedication day, he
found that 300 verses were still to be composed. When the Maharshi
asked the Muni whether he was getting the event postponed, the Muni
assured him that the task would be compl eted here and now. The scene
that followed was unbelievable. The Maharshi sat silent and in deep
meditation. The eager disciplesof the Muni watched in tense admiration
the sweet flow of Sanskrit verses as they came from the lips of
Kavyakantha and wrote them down. The job over, Bhagavan opened
his eyes and asked the Muni whether all that he said had been taken
down. The Muni’s grateful response was, “All that Bhagavan inspired
in me has been taken down.” It is noteworthy that whereas the Muni
revised the first 700 verses of this monumental work some six times,
he did not revise any of the last 300.

1 The source from where the mantra-sound is produced is not merely the
vocal organ but the central force from where the mind and the breath
arise, that is, the Self.

2. Till then Sri Ramanawas known by the name of Brahmana Swami.

3. Refer annexure-1, p. 410.
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F.H. Humphreys came to India in January 1911 to join the
Police Department as an Assistant Superintendent. His deep-
seated spiritual inclination resulted in his meeting Ganapati
Muni (previous entry), and through the help of S.Narasimham,
who was the munshi to teach him Telugu, he along with Ganapati
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Muni had an audience with Sri Ramana. The following account
is from his letters to a friend in England, which were later
published in the International Psychic Gazette.

Yesterday | got a day’s leave and went to the Maharshi along
with the munshi and Ganapati Muni. At two in the afternoon we went up
the Hill. On reaching the cave we sat at his feet and said nothing. | felt
lifted out of myself. For half an hour | looked into the Maharshi’s eyes,
which never changed their expression of deep contemplation. | began to
realizethat hisbody isthetemple of the Holy Ghost; | could only fedl that
the Maharshi’s body was not the man; it was the instrument of
God, merely a sitting, motionless corpse from which God was
radiating terrifically. My own feelings were indescribable.

The Muni then said | might spesk. | asked for enlightenment and
teaching. The Maharshi spoke a few sentences of broken English and in
Telugu, which conveyed worlds of meaning. The most touching sight was
the number of tiny children up to about seven years of age, who climb the
hill, all on their own, to come and sit near the Maharshi, even though he
may not speak aword or even look at them for days together. They do not
play, but just it there quietly, in perfect contentment.

The Maharshi is a man beyond description in his expression of
dignity, gentleness, self-control and calm strength of conviction.

For his second visit, Humphreys was accompanied by Ragha-
vachariar (next entry). This time A.S.Krishnaswami Aiyar (the
District Munsif), who happened to be present, acted as interpreter.
In the words of the Englishman:

| went by motorcycle and climbed up to the cave. The sage smiled
when he saw me, but was not in the least surprised. He asked me aprivate
question, only known to him and me. Evidently, he recognised me the
moment he saw me. Everyone who comes to him is an open book,
and a single glance suffices to reveal to him its contents.

“You have not had your food” he said, “and are hungry.” | admitted
that it was 0. He immediately called a disciple to bring food — rice, ghee,
fruit etc., eaten with thefingers, asIndiansdo not use spoons. Though | have
practised eating thisway, | lack dexterity. So he gave me a coconut Spoon to
et with, smiling and talking during thetime| ate. You can imaginenothing
mor e beautiful than hissmile. When | finished, | was ill hungry, and he
knew it and ordered more. He knows everything, and when others pressed
me to eat fruit when | had had enough he stopped them at once.
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Whilst | was eating, he was relating my past history to others
and accurately too.Yet he had seen me but once before, and many
hundreds in between. He simply turned, as it were, on clairvoyance.
Later on | was thirsty, for it had been a hot ride, but | would not show
it, come what may. Yet he knew and told a disciple to bring some
lemonade. | sat for about three hours listening to his teachings. It is
strange what a change it makes in one to have been in his
presence. [Humphreys retired from service some years later and
became a Roman Catholic monk.]
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Raghavachariar was Superintendent of Public Works Dept.
at Tiruvannamalai from 1910 onwards. He paid occasional
visits to Sri Ramana.

Whenever Raghavachariar went up the hill in 1910, he found a
crowd with the Maharshi in whose presence he felt disinclined to
speak. One day he went up with an intent to submit three questions
or requests: (i) Can you grant me a few minutes for private personal
talk — free from the presence of others? (ii) | should like to have
your opinion on the Theosophical Society of which | am a member.
(iii) Will you please enable me to see your real form, if I am eligible
to see it? He says.

When | prostrated and sat before him, there was a crowd of
about 30 persons; but they gradually dispersed. So | was aone with him,
and my first query thus got answered without my stating it. Then he asked
me, of his own accord, if the book in my hand was the Gita and whether
| was amember of the Theosophical Society, and remarked even before |
answered his queries, “It is doing good work.” My second question also
thus being anticipated, | waited eagerly for the third.

After half an hour, | opened my mouth and said, “Just as Arjuna
wished to see the form of Sri Krishna and asked for darshan, | wish to
have darshan of your real form, if | am eligible.” Hewasthen sitting on a
platform with apicture of Dakshinamurthi painted onthewall next to him.
Hedlently gazed on asusual and | gazed into his eyes. Then his body and
aso the picture of Dakshinamurthi® disappeared from my view. There
wasonly empty space, without even awall, beforemy eyes. Then followed
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awhitish cloudintheoutline of the M aharshi and of Dakshinamurthi, before
my eyes. Gradually, the eyes, nose etc. and other details were outlined in
lightning-like lines. These got broadened till the figure of the Swami and
Dakshinamurthi became ablaze with very strong and unendurable light. |
closed my eyes in consequence. | waited for a few minutes and when |
opened my eyes | found the Maharshi and Dakshinamurthi in the same
form as before. | prostrated and came away.

The impact of the above experience was such that | did not dare
go near the Maharshi almost for one month. Later, when | went up to the
Skandasram, | narrated the above experience and requested him to explain.
After a pause, he said, “You wanted to see my form. You saw my
disappearance. | am formless. Ganapati Muni had a similar experience
and you may consult him.” | did not consult the Muni.

B.V. Narasmha Swami in his book Self Realization records;

Raghavachariar was coming to Maharshi off and on. His wife
and mother feared that he might give up his socid duties and become a
recluse. They went to the Maharshi and told him their fear. The Maharshi
consequently admonished Raghavachariar about the dangers of becoming
a recluse without the severe training required for it. The Maharshi was
giving similar advice to numerous others a so.

1. Refer annexure—V, p. 415.
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Manavasi V. Ramaswami |yer was Supervisor, Public Works
Dept., Tiruvannamalai in 1908. The following is a brief extract
from hisdiary:

My soul was stirred and | appealed to him, “Sir, Jesus and
other great souls came into the world to redeem sinners. Is there any
hope for me?’ The Swami said (in English) — “There is hope. Yes,
thereishope.” These arethe very words and the following composition
was born:

“Thou art my solerefuge; | have naught elseto turn to. Oh Sweet
and Fragrant Bouquet of Flowers, charming to the bees of the devotees
swarming to thy feet.”
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From that time | began to frequent the Swami. It became a habit
with me to sleep on the Hill every night, when at headquarters. Once |
found him sitting calm. When after half an hour or so he saw me, aburning
current entered my body. Previous to this, when sitting under a tamarind
tree, something entered into mewhich | could not then explain. Yearslater,
it was found that the mind had entered inside. Then | felt something else
entering my body, which was very pleasing.

| wasall along adyspeptic and could neither digest food nor deep
properly. | was worrying, and the Swami asked me about it. | told him
about my health. Once a lady devotee brought in cakes and food for a
feast. | was living on kanji (gruel). Many had invited me but | always
declined, saying, ‘I cannot digest’. But the Swami pressed me, and <0 |
had a good feast of very hard and rich food. That night it was so very
strange, | dept profoundly. This was a great impetus to me to rely on the
Swami morefully. My people, who were averseto my going to him, began
to send my food to be eaten in his presence, as | was getting cured.

Themerelook of the Swami stirred the soul. | have heard people
being blessed by the guru holding his palm on the head of the disciple;
but hislook is more powerful. The Swami’sinstruction is: Do not forget
the Saif; all misery is due to forgetting the Self.

| was transferred to Berhampur in Orissa. Once many sores
came on my feet and did not respond to any treatment. One morning two
visitors came from Tiruvannamalai. They said they were on apilgrimage
to the North and that Bhagavan had specially asked them to look me up.
Seeing my predicament they prescribed some simple home remedies
which effected a miraculous cure. Surely they were the messengers of
the compassionate Bhagavan. Spontaneously, | composed a song in his
praise — Saranagati — ‘My Refuge’.
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N.N. Rajan (N.Nataraja lyer) (1906-94), Sation Magter at Tiruva-
nnamalai Railway Sation, came under Sri Ramana’s influence in
1935. He authored Sri Ramana Dhyanam and The Bloom of Inner
Glory.

Being a householder, | felt that it was not right for meto follow a
spiritua path alone, so | began taking my wife and children aso to the
Ashram.Within a few months, | found to my astonishment, quite a
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conspicuous changein my wife and noticed that she had outstripped mein
her understanding of Bhagavan. She had become a greater devotee and
wasimbibing more peacefrom him. My children also enjoyed hispresence.
Bhagavan had a special fondness for children and often used to joke with
them and touch or caress them, though he scrupulously avoided touching
adultsor being touched by them. The children themselvesderived acertain
peace and joy from his presence and would sometimes sit motionlessbefore
him, asthough under aspell, free from childish wrigglings.

| am not exaggerating when | say this. Once my daughter, who
was only just over two, sat quietly by herself in a corner of the hall for
about two hours, sitting cross-legged like adults and not even speaking.
My wife and | did not notice this as we were absorbed in meditation, but
the Maharshi did. When | went to the Ashram early next morning, | was
surprised and delighted to hear the Maharshi telling one of the devotees,
“Rajan’slittle daughter K utti wassitting cross-legged away from her parents
for about two hours and she never gtirred the whole time.”

It was delightful to hear him talk about the incident and to realize
how closaly he had watched her whilewe knew nothing about it. Of course,
it was due to his Grace; a child would otherwise never act like that. He
was omnipotent but was extremely unostentatious. He would never reveal
his powers openly and behaved quite smply like an ordinary man.

Thefollowing isfrom Rajan’s interview as recorded in the video Guru
Ramana:

Bhagavan is the Supreme Being in flesh and blood, perfection to
the core. They say an avatar, but he isnot an avatar, just above that state.
He is Supreme Being personified. Face to face he sat among us; we sept
with him, took food with him and sat at his feet for years together.

We hear about rishisin the annals of history, but we do not hear
anything about such a great sage. He is the greatest sage of our time. In
the Vedic age also there were rishis but they had their own impulses: they
got anger, they got lust. Can we say any such thing about Bhagavan? No.

AsMajor Chadwick [No. 42] said, “If at al thereisanybody fit to
expressthe grestnessof Bhagavan, itisBhagavan himsalf.” Will Bhagavan
ever do that? That isthe grestness of Bhagavan. His bewitching smile, his
beaming forehead, hisglittering radiant eyes, hissweet voice and measured
words and his mgjestic form are unmatchable.

The following is from Rajan’s diary dated November 6, 1943:
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After abrief discussion between Mg or Chadwick and Bhagavan
on the necessity of periodic action to ensure that the body remains healthy,
there was a ten-minute silence. Then a devotee asked, “It is stated that
one should dive into oneself with a keen one-pointed mind controlling
speech and breath. Isit necessary to control the breath also?’ Bhagavan
replied, “If al thoughts are controlled, automatically the breath is also
controlled. By intense and sustained practice it will become habitual.
Controlling the breath through various yogic exercisesislike putting brakes
to the train when the engine is working. But by watching the source of
the mind with full concentration, the thoughtswould get controlled. This
method will be more effective and easy. It is like shutting the power of
the engine and thereby stopping the train completely.”
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HisHighnessRama VarmaAppan Tampuran, B.A., wasMaharaja
of Cochin (Kerala). He came to Sri Ramana in the 1930s, when
he was not the Maharaja. The visit had a profound effect on him.
Thefollowingisfrom hisintroduction tothe M alayalam biography
of Sri Ramana by Appunni.

Thereisnolimit to the surging rise or to the subsiding tranquility of
the mind. Nor isthere any limit to its powers to chastise or control and to
confer a blessing. The mind is indeed the cause of both happiness and
misery, of enjoyment and of liberation. If it is recognised that samsara is
nothing but awork of the mind, then the mystery of the cycle of birthsand
deaths will be reveded.

The search for the mind has to be made within oneself. Self-
knowledge can never be achieved and redlised through scholarship. The
path to Self-redlisation isnot easily accessible and it is extremely difficult
to tread. For this, faith and devotion and an ardent aspiration for liberation
are essential.

Self-realization dawned all at once for the Maharshi. The light
of the Self shone forth suddenly like the flash of lightning. The Supreme
Lord of the universelifted him with His sacred hand and established him
at the very centre and source of Being, Awareness and Bliss. It is perhaps
on account of this we find in much of the teachings of the Maharshi,
ultimate knowledge revealed rather than the path leading to it, giving
preeminence to the end rather than to means.
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The sorrows of the distressed, the doubts of earnest seekers,
the disbelief of the sceptics who come to test him, and the pride of the
high and mighty, verily perish in the mere presence of the Maharshi. His
sacred abode confers peace and even induces spiritual trance which
yieldsthe Bliss of Self-realisation.

The praise of the Maharshi like that of Sri Krishnaisdelightful
and beneficient alike to the worldly-minded sunk in the whirlpool of
egoistic attachment and wallowing in the ditch of blind infatuation, as
well as to those who seek liberation. It is indeed our good fortune to
live during the lifetime of such a distinguished and great Sage. Blessed
are the devotees who spend their time in his presence.

The life of the Maharshi is not the biography of an individual
but radiance of the universal self; not the expression of body’s acts but
manifestation of the Spirit within.
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Swami Rajeswar ananda, born in Madras, got hisname as a sannyas
of the Ramakrishna Order. He edited The Call Divine during its
first twelve years. He authored Erase the Ego and Teachings.

Bhagavan Sri Ramana Maharshi was the personification
of emancipation, the source of supreme peace, and the boundless
ocean of freedom. His solemn presence lifted us beyond our body
and mind to our true Self. The truth of Self-redlization, in his holy
presence, was asif coursing through our veins, pulsating in our bosom,
tingling with every drop of blood and becoming consonant with our very
heartbeats. His words make us even today rest on the Glory of our Self,
the infinite, the eternal and the deathless. His silent and sacred look
imparted Self-knowledge that became apart and parcel of our constitution
and the very vitality of our life. Sri Ramana was the wonder of the
world with the perfume of spiritual peace. His life is a study in
divine illumination based on the dynamic silence. All worries and
wounds of the world simply melted in his presence like ice before
fire.

No school of philosophy, cult, creed, yogaand thelike could claim
Sri Ramana, as hedid not fit easily into any ready-made classification. He
lived free and remained free and let every one remain free likewise.
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A sage, a philosopher, a recluse, an incarnation of God — all these
terms do not adequately describe him. All these fall flat since he
transcends them. He was unique in remaining true to himself and
being himsalf. He was in himself the quest and the find.

He set beforeus, astheglory and goal of life, therealization of the
full divine consciousness of our Self. He proclaimed the Absolute as the
Sdf, ‘1 Am’ ineachindividual life. Hewas himself atestimony for such an
august revelation that always stands at the very doorstep of one and all.
His was the cure-al that could restore the human race to its lost heritage
and happiness.

Sri Ramanakindlesin every oneof usan awarenessof the spiritual
glory within. Bhagavan'sgospel isapractical expression of Salf, the Redlity,
Intelligence and Bliss.

Sri Ramana stands for the unity of existence, the non-duality of
the Godhead and the harmony of religions. His teachings are refreshingly
plain and powerful. They throw open the floodgates of the soul and make
the living waters of the highest consciousness rush forth. His gospel, free
from any dogmaoor doctrine, isnot hampered by thefossilised traditions. It
is as broad as the sky, as deep as the sea, and as universal as the rays of
the sun. He awakens in every one of us the dormant Divinity.

His very life was a practical demonstration of the reality of
Brahman, the Supreme Self. His gospel reveds clearly the divinity of
the soul, the oneness of humanity and the indivisibility of the Godhead,
not as articles of belief or opinion, cult or creed, dogmas or doctrines but
as the truths of his own experience.

Even a single word from Bhagavan's holy lips was enough to
enable usto carry it al through our life, to stir the soul, and awaken it to
itsintrinsicimmortality and infinity.
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Dr. Lt. Cal. P. V. Karamchandani was District Medical Officer of
North Arcot District.Tiruvannamalai fell within his jurisdiction.

Onenight, in February 1949 at Vellore, | could not degp and kept
tossing in bed. That was something very unusual. At one am. atelephone
call camefrom Tiruvannamalai, aplace 55 miles away, asking meto reach
thereby 8 am. as Sri Ramanawas very ill. Having received the call, | fell
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sound aseep. | reached Tiruvannamalai without any emotion.My only
thought was that | was on a professional mission of attending on a patient.
The sainthood of Sri Ramana had no significance for me.

I conducted my examination in a strictly professona manner. |
carried no spiritual feelingsfor him. Nor did he speak aword with me. But
he had directed a momentary gaze of grace at me, which kept stirring me
deeply. Involuntarily | felt anew vistaof spiritual consciousness open out
before me.

That wondrous gaze of Sri Ramana seemed to envelop me with
an auraof bliss. | felt the spiritua pull from him so irresistible that after a
few days | mysalf arranged a visit to Tiruvannamalai just for the sake of
having his darshan. | took my wife with me.

Wevisited Sri Ramanawith asense of curiosity and anindefinable
sense of expectation. \WWe made our obeisance and sat by his feet. We did
not speak a word; nor did he. No speech seemed necessary. So
surcharged with spirituality was he that his spirituality wafted out
to us, completely enveloping us. Serenity seeped into us. Our minds
attained a state of blissful, ecstatic meditation.

The tumour that Sri Ramana was bearing must have given him
the most excruciating, nerve-wrecking pain. Such writhing pain would make
the toughest man wince and moan. But his godly face did not bear the
dightest sign of his agony. It reflected only joy and peace. He seemed to
have switched off his mind from the body to the divine.

The next occasion when | was summoned, Sri Ramana had
developed anuria. [Failure of the kidney to produce urine.] | went to his
Ashram not with the all-important feeling of a District Medical Officer.
I went in the spirit of a humble devotee to serve a saint of colossal
spiritual magnitude. My job as a doctor was to be coupled with the
devotion of adisciple. | was told that for the previous 24 hours he had
not taken any food, not even adrop of water and all earnest requests and
persuations had failed. | wasreguested to persuade him to eat something.

On examination | found that it was imperative that Bhagavan
should take somefluid. Ordering himinmy capacity asadoctor was out of
question. | felt like asking him as a boon to accept my prayer. | prayed
inwardly and held a glass of buttermilk before him. He gazed at me for a
second, took the buttermilk in shaking handsand drank it. My joy knew no
bounds. Therewasrelief and jubilation al around. | wasthanked profusdly.
But | felt infinitely grateful for Bhagavan's overwhelming grace. He had
heard my silent prayer and granted my boon. Wonder ful wasthe spiritual
exhilaration which | experienced in his holy presence.
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| was called again at midnight. As | entered his room, four
disciples were there. Bhagavan wanted them to leave the room. After
they left, | was alone with Bhagavan. As usual, he did not speak with
me. | was also silent. But the vibrations that emanated from him
wer e celestial. His body must have been in terrific, mortal pain. But
hisheavenly spirituality was unaffected by it. A rapturousthrill electrified
my entire being.

| had an intense desire to worship thisillumined soul. | had learnt
that Bhagavan did not alow devotees to touch his feet. But | felt a deep
urge not only to touch his blessed feet but aso to press them lovingly. |
took couragein both my handsand pressed them. Thewonder of wonders!
He let me do so! His grace was abounding. | considered myself in the
seventh heaven. | glorify those few minutes of my life.

Next time | was summoned was about three hours after
midnight. Pain must have been torturing his body. Still, he was sound
asleep. Holy silence filled the room. It was the ambrosial hour of the
dawn. | did not wish to disturb him. | sat quietly by hisfeet. Suddenly he
opened his eyes. His gracious gaze fell on me. He softly muttered
‘D.M.O." The peculiar tone in which he mentioned me indicated that |
had been in his sacred thoughts and that he was expecting me. | felt
myself blessed. | silently worshipped him. My whole being seemed to
vibrate with ecstasy.

Atthat timel had been feeling restless about promotion as Surgeon-
General, being the senior-most 1.M.S. officer in the Province of Madras.
However | tried to banish the idea of that coveted promotion from my
mind and said to myself, “Why am | fretting unnecessarily? The next time
| visit Bhagavan, | shall request him to grant me promotion!”

On my next visit, | went before him with my mind resolutely set
on requesting him for that boon. But amarv