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“Not many theologians can speak of Conscious bliss from a place
of personal experience. Paramhansa Yogananda. a renowned
twentieth-century spiritual teacher...can. His personal authority lends
dramatic credibility to concepts and methods for spiritual aspirants
JSfrom any tradition, from uncertain agnostics to fervent believers.”
—ForeWord Magazine

“Yogananda reaches out to every person and therein lies his natural
and powerful attraction. He speaks to the deep well of wisdom within
and beckons us to our highest calling.”

—Michael Toms, Co-Founder of New Dimensions Radio;
author of A Time for Choices and True Work

"As a bright light shining in the midst of darkness, so was Yogananda's
presence in this world. Such a great soul comes on earth only rarely,
when there is a real need among men.”

—His Holiness, the Shankaracharya of Kanchipuram

‘A rare gem of inestimable value, the like of whom the world is yet
to witness, Paramhansa Yogananda has been an ideal representative
of the ancient sages and seers, the glory of India.”

—Swami Shivananda, founder of Divine Life Society,

Rishikesh, India

“There is a clarity in Yogananda's words that transcends our

superficial differences, a purity that reflects the timeless heart of
that true spirituality that underlies and unites all of us....”

—Ken Carey, author of The Third Millenium
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Lreface

It has taken me over fifty years to publish these
conversations. For all that time, the notebooks contain-
ing them were my most precious possession, and their
protection my first care. In the Sierra Nevada foothills
of California, where | resided for many years, forest
fires are a major threat. | therefore kept in mind always
that, should my home ever be threatened by fire, my
first duty would be to save this material. Everything
else was secondary. | kept the notebooks locked se-
curely in a safe. When, eventually, | moved to Italy in
1996, | brought the notebooks along with me, taking
the loving care of them that a father would devote to
his only, delicate child.

Now at last that responsibility has been discharged.
You would certainly be justified, dear reader, in asking
me, “What on earth took you so long?” My answer, how-
ever, would be equally justified: It takes time to excavate
a diamond mine. Discipleship is a long-term commit-
ment. To convey to others the wisdom of a great master
requires a certain maturity in the disciple also.

I've been a disciple of Paramhansa Yogananda's
since 1948. | was twenty-two when | came to him. In
May of 1950, he began urging me to record our conver-
sations. | couldn’t, however, contemplate publishing



them soon; | was hardly more than a boy then. The spir-
itual value of his words, however, was not limited to the
time when they were spoken. The conversations are as
immediate today as they were then, over fifty-three
years ago. Indeed, they will remain so thousands of
years from now. Meanwhile, my memory, fortunately,
remains fresh; | have not had to depend exclusively on
my notes, and have even added material to them, from
memory. | present them here as clearly as if they had
occurred yesterday. | believe, friend, that you will find
many new insights in these pages. Some of them may
be unexpected by you, for the life and actions of my
great Guru followed no well-worn rut, and were never
ruled by conventions that he considered pointless. He
was a way-shower, not an institution.

Some of this material has already appeared in two
others of my books, namely, The Path, and The Essence
of Self-Realization. A few other sayings have appeared
also in print, notably in the book A Place Called Ananda.
The first of those three, The Path, was published in
1978. 1 gave it an autobiographical form, to help others
to know something of what the life of discipleship was
like under that great master. The reason | made it an
autobiography was that | felt incompetent, still, to write
about him with any authority, and wanted to give dis-
cerning readers a chance to separate whatever they
might deem unworthy of the Guru from the imperfect
instrument who was trying with his pen to do him jus-



tice. 1 hoped also that others would find in my own
search for truth, leading as it did to the feet of
Paramhansa Yogananda, answers to their own spiritual
seeking. To my great satisfaction, this latter hope has
been realized in many thousands of readers.

There remained much material that was not used in
The Path, or that | quoted there only partly, in the hope
of using the rest of it again later to better advantage. My
thought was, Let me advance further on the spiritual
path; perhaps in another twenty years [I'll be able to
present this material with greater wisdom.

In February, 1990, | abstracted selections from those
notes for a second book, which I titled, The Essence of
Self-Realization. The material | chose was limited to that
theme. If, therefore, a quotation contained other teach-
ings which weren’t relevant to the subject, | omitted
those portions. In some cases, that material has been in-
cluded here in its entirety. There remained much more
material, covering a wide range of topics. Most of it—
leaving out any conversations that might hurt or offend
living persons—appears in this volume.

A quarter of a century has elapsed since The Path
was written and published. Since then, | have prayed
for guidance as to when | should release the rest of the
material for publication. Always the response | felt
intuitively was, “The time will come. Be patient.”

As one’s life slips by, increasing age forces on him
an awareness that his time on earth is growing steadily



shorter. How long would this body live? Hundreds of
years might be desirable for a work of this nature, but
if I put it off too long it would have to be finished by
someone else, and under the considerable disadvan-
tage of not having even known the Master. | had to
accept that my position for undertaking this labor was
unique, however incompetently [ did it. In 1996, I
passed my Biblically allotted threescore and ten years.*
Increasingly, the completion of this book was becom-
ing a top priority. To be fair to these conversations, |
couldn’t simply toss them out disjointedly, without any
commentary or explanation. They needed to be pre-
sented in their proper setting, and not left dangling in
midair, like an abused participle.

A gemstone’s beauty is enhanced when it is set in a
piece of jewelry. Thus too, the clarity of these sayings
would be enhanced if the reader could know, wherever
possible, to whom the Master was speaking, when he
spoke, and where and why. The perceptive reader, more-
over, would have no difficulty in detecting any artificial
mise en scéne in this regard. Here again | was, in most
cases, the only one who knew the whole “picture.”

Recently, the guidance came to me at last to begin
this work. Though | saw it as a labor of love, the magni-
tude of the challenge had always, | confess, daunted me.
Not only did I expect it would take at least two years—

*Psalm 90:10.
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not so very long a time, perhaps; others of my books
have taken longer. The really daunting part, for me, was
that | had no idea how to arrange these conversations
into any logical sequence. | had been accustomed,
when writing, to develop a theme gradually. My mind
resisted the idea of simply scrambling groups of un-
related thoughts together randomly. Yet randomness
proved, in the end, the best way. Indeed, it was the only
possible way. The conversations were simply too varied,
and in many cases too brief, to be put in any sequence.

To my astonishment, the work simply flowed. Much
of it entailed, of course, simply transferring to my com-
puter what existed already in my notebooks. | found,
however, that apart from grouping a few of the conver-
sations together | could leave the sequence more or
less as it was already, or heed an inner guidance that
said, “"Why not put this one here, and that one
there?”—without effort on my part. It has taken me
hardly two months to finish the entire book.

Throughout these pages I've referred to myself,
when necessary, in the first person. This method
seemed to me simpler and clearer than the common,
and perfectly legitimate, third-person device. To help
the reader to distinguish when the first person refers to
me and not to Paramhansa Yogananda, I've occasion-
ally inserted parenthetically the name by which he
himself used to call me, “Walter.”

I
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A professor from Columbia University came to
lunch with the Master in his third-floor interview room
at Mount Washington. I served them, and was able after-
ward to sit in the room and take notes while they
conversed. At a certain point in their discussion, the
professor asked, “Do your teachings help people to be
at peace with themselves?”

“They do indeed,” the Master answered, “but that is
the least that they do. We teach people above all how to

be at peace with their Creator.”

The Columbia professor had a probing mind.
Among many questions, he asked, “How do you distin-
guish between yourself and your followers?”

“All are waves on the same, one ocean,” the Master
replied, “composed, as ocean water is, of the same sub-
stance: Spirit. Some of the waves are higher than others.
Some waves don’t even want to distance themselves
from the ocean. All waves, no matter how high, are in
essence one and the same. The difference between the
guru and the disciples, then, lies only in their respective

closeness to the ocean: in how conscious each one is of
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his essential reality. The greater the sense of ego, the
taller the wave, and the greater, in consequence, the ig-
norance. The greater one’s awareness of the ocean as
one’s sole reality, the smaller the wave, and also the less
his sense of having a separate individuality.”

Professor: “Is there a difference, then, of evolution?”

The Master: “That much is true, if we understand evo-
lution to mean a progressive refinement of awareness.
The tall waves participate more exuberantly in the play of
delusion. The little waves, which are more enlightened,
are no longer excited by the play. Enlightened beings
enjoy everything, not for itself, but as a ‘play’ of God’s.”

Professor: “Is there any end to evolution?”

The Master replied, “No end. You go on until you
achieve endlessness.”

“Is man important in the scheme of things?” the
professor asked.

“Man is important in one sense only,” the Master
replied. “He was made in the image of God: That is his
importance. He is not important for his body, ego, or
personality. His constant affirmation of ego-conscious-

ness is the source of all his problems.”

16



o 4 sox

On another occasion, the Master told us, “Man
was given ego-consciousness to inspire him to seek
God. That is the only reason for his existence. Job,
friends, personal interests: these things, by them-

selves, mean nothing.”

“What is the difference,” asked the professor, “be-
tween science and religion in the search for truth?”

“True religion,” the Master replied, “is not theology. It
is born of deep, inner communion with God. True religion
teaches us, for example, how to become the atom, where-
as theology at most only discusses the atom. Science stud-
ies the nature of the atom outwardly, proving its existence
by experimentation. Inner religion, however, goes beyond
experimentation to actual experience. It helps one to
cognize, by direct experience, his oneness with the atom at

its vital center.”
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It was that same professor, | believe, who posed a
classic question: “Which came first: the tree or the seed?”

“The tree came first,” the Master answered without
hesitation, “as the idea of a deed precedes the deed
itself. The tree was, in this way, a special creation. God,
when He set the process in motion, gave the tree seeds
that it might produce other trees like itself.

“Everything, at first,” he added, “is an idea, a spe-
cial creation.”

“People spend too much time fussing over their per-
sons and possessions. What a waste it is, to devote so
much energy to polishing, polishing, polishing this little
body, home, and belongings—all of which, so very

soon, must be abandoned forever!”
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“If you go to a doctor and get a prescription from
him, but after you return home you tear it up and toss
it away, how will you expect to get well? The guru is
your spiritual ‘doctor! It isn’t sufficient merely to Aave a
guru: You must do what he tells you. If you follow his
prescription even a little bit, your life will be trans-
formed. Everyone who practices what he learns here
will pass through the portals of death into the radiant
kingdom of light. Don’t expect to get there, however, if
you merely depend passively on the guru—like a super-
stitious patient whom one may imagine framing his
prescription and hanging it on a wall—as if expecting
the writing itself to make him welll And don’t think to
get there by merely ‘hanging on’ grimly to the end! Go
on with steadfast faith, devotion, and joy. Long before
you reach your divine goal, you will have realized how
very sweet life can be when it is lived rightly. You will be

glowing with inner radiance, vitality, and happiness!”

The Master used to tell us, “If you practice even a
hundredth part of what | teach you, you will reach God.”

19



o 10 s

Toward the end of the Master’s life, he experienced
a prolonged illness. One afternoon, when he had begun
to come out of his quarters again, he was getting into
his car. I and another monk were helping him. “You are
getting better, Sir!™ | exclaimed gratefully.

“Who is getting better?” The Master’'s tone was
impersonal.

“I meant your body, Sir,” I replied. | knew, of course,
that he had no attachment to it.

To him, however, the very distinction was super-
ficial. “What's the difference?” he asked. “The wave
belongs entirely to the ocean from which it protrudes.
This is God’s body. If He wants to make it well, all right.
If He wants to keep it unwell, all right.

“It is wisest to be impartial. If you have health, but
are attached to it, you will always be afraid of losing it.
And if you fear that loss, but become ill, you will suffer.
Why not remain forever joyful in the Self?

“Man’s greatest problem is his ego—his con-
sciousness of individuality. Whatever happens to him,
he thinks it affects 2/m, personally. Why be affected?
You are not this body: You are Ae/ Everything is He:
All is Spirit.

“Unfortunately, mankind sees everything as sepa-

rate and individual. The Lord had to create that appear-
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ance. Ask yourself, however. Way? Why is this a tree,
and you, a human being? The answer is simple: With-
out that variety, there would be no play! It wouldn’
interest you. If people saw that there was only one
essence in everything—painting all the scenes, directing
all the action, and acting all the parts—they would
quickly tire of it. For ‘the show to go on’ there has to be
activity, interest. It all has to seem real. Hence this
appearance of individuality.

“As long as man enjoys the play for its own sake, he
will go on birth after birth, experiencing life’s pleasures
and pains. The Bhagavad Gita describes it as a wheel,
constantly turning.

“To get off the wheel, you have to desire freedom
very intensely. Then only will God release you. Your
longing has to be fervent. If it is, and if you are deter-
mined no more to want to play, the Lord /Aas to release
you. He tries to keep you here with tests, but in His
higher aspect, as the Cosmic Lover, He hates this show,
and wants you out of it. Why shouldn’t He release you,
once He sees that you really want Him alone, and not
His show: that you want only freedom in Him?

“The same essence—conscious life—is in you and
in that tree over there. The tree, however, was put
there, whereas some free will on your part made you
who and what you are. Only the wise know just where
predestination ends and free will begins. Meanwhile,
you must keep on doing your best, according to your

21



own clearest understanding. You must long for free-
dom as the drowning man longs for air Without
sincere longing, vou will never find God. Desire Him
above everything else. Desire Him that you may share
Him with all: That is the greatest wish.

“And try, meanwhile, to rise above the pairs of op-
posites: pleasure and pain, heat and cold, sickness and
health. Free yourself from the consciousness of individ-
uality, of being separate from everyone and everything
else. Keep your mind fixed steadfastly on Him. Remain
inwardly as unaffected as the motionless Spirit you
want to become. He alone is what you really are. His

bliss alone is your true nature.”

w I o

Ted Krings, a new disciple, asked the Master, “Can
you tell just by looking at a person how spiritually
advanced he is?”

“At once!” replied the Master with a gentle laugh. “I
don’t talk about it, however. | see inside people, because
that’s my job. One who boasts that he knows these
things, knows them not. And one who says he knows
not, also knows them not! One who truly knows

doesn’t talk about it. Wisdom keeps its own counsel.”
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Master with a tiger skin. Advanced yogis sometimes meditate
sitting on a tiger skin, a practice which they say heightens
the sense of determination and self-control.

23



o 12 s

The Master was talking to a small group of disci-
ples, of whom all were monks except one, an older
nun. The Guru decided to have another nun sum-
moned for the purposes of the discussion. | promptly
offered to fetch her.

“You stay here!” He commanded me almost per-
emptorily. Turning to the nun who was present, he said,
“You go get her.”

When she’d left the room, he said to me, “Keep your
distance, and they will always respect you.”

For years, my assumption was that he’d meant only,
“keep your distance from women, generally,” since he
taught that, also. The woman he wanted called, however,
was someone in authority with whom, as he knew, | had
often to discuss official matters. Lately, I've asked myself
whether he wasn’t foreseeing another kind of problem
altogether between the two of us—one which did, in fact,
arise some years later. For there was nothing between us
to suggest even slightly the kind of attraction that can de-
velop between men and women. The problem, however,
when it did arise, might have been avoided had a greater
mental distance been kept between us. What developed
was a somewhat condescending attitude on her part
toward me—a consequence, | now believe, of insufficient
reserve between us.

24



Divorce i1s widely considered, by Christians, to be
contrary to the teachings of Jesus Christ. In the Catholic
Church it is not even permitted. In matters of this
nature, however, affecting as they do a person’s own
life, one should be guided by intuition, and not only by
church policies. This is to say, also, that one should
inquire what the wise, rather than any mere institution,
have said on the subject.

Paramhansa Yogananda did not see marriage as being

necessarily “made in heaven,” even when it had been
blessed in a church. To him, the sanctity of marriage de-
pends on the degree of a person’s spiritual awareness.

The following story was one he told about Amelita
Galli-Curci, the famous Italian opera singer, who was
also his devoted student. It illustrates the importance of
soul union, as opposed to merely institutional or legal
sanction. This inner union was, to him, the true mean-
ing of the ceremonial phrase in the marriage service,
“Whom God hath joined together. . . ."

*Mme. Galli-Curci,” the Master said, “was married
first to a drunkard who, when he drank to excess, used
to beat her. One day, he raised a chair to strike her. She
looked him straight in the eye, with calm inner strength.

Then she turned away, and walked out of his life forever.

25



“Years later, she married Homer Samuels, her
accompanist. Theirs was a true soul-union.”

Divorce, the Master felt, is not necessarily in conflict
with spiritual law, or with the teachings of Jesus Christ.
If marriage obstructs a person’s spiritual development,
it may be his spiritual duty to leave it. As the Indian
scriptures teach, “If a lower duty conflicts with a higher
one, it ceases to be a duty.”

w4 o

The Master wouldn’t, as a rule, perform weddings if
he saw that a couple were not suited to one another—
though circumstances forced him, sometimes, to relent
in this respect.

“A couple once came to me,” he told us, “and asked
me to marry them. | could see at once that they were
unsuited to each other, so | refused their request.

“‘Let’s go, dear!’ the man said angrily. [I remem-
ber with delight the Master’'s Bengali inflection as he
imitated that word, wrathfully delivered: ‘De-ahr!’]
They'd reached the door when | added, ‘Please allow
me to give you this one piece of advice: Just don’t kill
each other!’

“Let’s get out, de-ahr!’ the man repeated furiously.

He thought I was deliberately insulting them.

26



“Well, two months later they returned. ‘"Thank God
you sent us away with that warning!” they cried. °If it
hadn’t been for that, we might well have ended up
killing each other!’

“They hadn’t realized what a cauldron of rage boiled
within them. Marriage removed the lid from that pot.

The steam, once let out, scalded them.”

o 1D o

The subject of vows is quite subtle; it depends
above all on inner intention. More is involved also, how-
ever. | mentioned “other circumstances,” above, that
sometimes forced the Master to perform a marriage of
which he didn’t really approve. A good example springs
to mind: a couple whose wedding the Master regretted,
for he saw it would block the man’s spiritual develop-
ment. Yet the Master himself performed their wedding
ceremony. Why, one may ask, did he do that?

There are two answers. First, he wanted them to
know that they had his blessing no matter what, and
even though they were acting in opposition to his will.

Second, by emphasizing strongly, in the vows he
had them take, their continued loyalty above all to God
and Guru, and by virtually insisting that the man repeat
that vow despite his clear reluctance to do so, the

27



Master sought to implant in their consciousness a
deeper commitment to God. He must have seen that
their marriage would cause the man, in the future, to
turn away from him, and even to try (ineffectively, as
it turned out) to damage him with a lawsuit. The
Master wanted to save his disciple from the serious sin
of betraying his guru. Thus, he got him to affirm his
divine loyalty. Knowing, moreover, that the betrayal
was karmically possible, he wanted to sow deeply in
the man’s consciousness an awareness of where his
highest duty lay.

On the subject of vows, there is more to be said also.
To some extent, obviously, the Master saw vows as an
affirmation. One of the monks, who had come to the
Master while very young, was a sweet, simple soul,
deeply devoted to the Guru. The Master showed him
special love, in response to his purity of heart. One day,
however, a sister of this boy, who also lived at Mount
Washington, found the Master deeply sad.

“What's the matter, Master?” she inquired anxiously.

“Your brother is going to leave this path,” was the
reply. As | understand the story, it was not necessarily in
the boy’s karma to leave. Rather, it was mass karma that

28



drew him downward, as if into a vortex, for lack of suf-
ficient resolve on his own part. His weakness was that
he depended too heavily on others’ good will.

This boy once told me, in a somewhat puzzled tone,
“Master had me repeat my vows of renunciation and
discipleship to him—he even did it more than once!”

The interesting point here is that the Master knew
the boy was going to break his vows. Obviously, what he
wanted was to help this disciple to affirm his spiritual
commitment, hoping that the affirmation itself would at
least strengthen his future understanding. Whether or
not the attempt worked, | don’t know. I, too, was anx-
ious for the boy’s future, for I knew him to be sincere
and goodhearted. Evidently the Master felt there was
still a chance to avert that negative karma, which must
not have been strong in him.

Master said once, "I saw this young man laughing
superticially with some of the other men one day. Later
| told him, “This is the first time you have cut off my
vibrations by vour lightness. | wanted to see him be-
come stronger in himself.”

After the boy left, he became a policeman. This was
consonant with his need for inner strength. Later—it
can only have been under the influence of others—he
became a Christian fundamentalist of the kind that
would never, | imagine, accept the Master. | never heard
from the man directly, but | cannot believe he lost the

29



love he felt for the Master in his heart. And at least—in
fact, importantly—he made a spiritual, not a worldly,
choice, even if his church affiliation took him into a

narrower vision.

o I/ o

In another story in connection with vows, one of the
younger monks pleaded with the Master to give him the
vows of brahmacharya (renunciation). Several others
joined him later in the brief ceremony. The Master was
clearly not happy about it.

“You must take this vow very seriously,” he said,
“Remember, God is here; He is listening to you. Some of
you will fall. When you break this vow, because you took
it here today, all the forces will be upon you. The respon-
sibility is yours, not mine. Don’t take this event lightly.
Please, heed what I say.”

The Master saw those vows, in other words, as more
than a mere affirmation. Spoken before him, and ad-
ministered by him, they had the power either to uplift
or to destroy—destroy not in an eternal sense, to be
sure, but in the sense of attracting great suffering to the
failed disciple.

One thinks again, however, of that young man he'd
had repeat his vows more than once, knowing that he

30



would break them. Was it in reaffirmation of vows he
had already taken, earlier? Or was the Master trying to
hold the disciple to a soul-commitment, hoping that it
would be reawakened, years later?

Sister Gyanamata, the Master’'s most advanced
woman disciple, once stated in a letter that a master
doesn’t try to spare his disciples suffering, if it can be a
means, eventually, of helping them toward their ultimate
attainment of God.

Strange are God’s ways, and strange the ways of a
God-realized master.

Never, however, will God turn his back on the devo-
tee, so long as he keeps on trying. “As often as you fail,”
the Master used to say, “get up and try again. God will
never let you down, so long as you don't let Him down,
and so long as you make the effort.” What he saw in
some of those monks, I think, was that they would fail
in their intention. He wanted to spare them the suffer-
ing that would be consequent on that failure.

o 18 s

To return to Mme. Galli-Curci, the Master said, “I was
talking with her one day, and she said to me with con-
viction, ‘| have no desires!” A little while later, however,

she remarked enthusiastically, ‘In heaven, 1 will sing
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and sing!" | commented with a chuckle, ‘Didn’t you just
tell me you have no desires?”

“The sense of being a separate, egoic self,” he
explained on other occasions, “begins with the astral,
not with the physical, body. The soul is individualized
spirit. It comes into separate existence with the causal
body, when the universal ‘I’ first conceives this par-
ticular expression of itself. The soul then energizes
that expression, clothing it first in an astral body of
light. When, further, it assumes a physical body, its
appearance of individuality becomes—though still
only in appearance—fixed and permanent.

“People who think to merge into the Infinite by com-
mitting suicide only break their outer shell temporarily.
They are still locked in the ego, which is implanted in the
astral body and is the source of all their troubles. They must
return, ego-bound, to the material plane, burdened addi-
tionally with their karmic sin. Self-murder is a greater sin
even than murder, for it springs from a desire to destroy not
only another person’s right to live, but life itself. One can

never succeed in this attempt. Life is God. And God is life.”
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Concerning Mme. Galli-Curci, again, | once asked
the Master, “How is she faring, spiritually?”
“She is soaring in God,” he replied blissfully.

o 20 s

The Master had me join him on a number of occa-
sions when he was receiving guests. One visitor came
several times, always with great enthusiasm. When it
came to learning the teachings, however, his exuberance
was less in evidence. The Master asked me (o
instruct him in the techniques, but after this man had
missed several appointments and hadn’t even explained
the reason for his absence, | decided that what he was
interested in was more the glamour of being with the
Master than absorbing the substance of the teachings.

“He isn’t sincere,” | said to the Master the next time
this man had scheduled a visit.

The Master smiled. “Well, we’ll have fun today!” was
his only comment. What followed was the usual enthu-
siasm on the visitor’s part, and the Master's smiling
acceptance of him for who he was. I'm afraid that, for
my part, | was far from being so accepting.

Later, the Master remarked to me, “How dry you
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were toward him! How many would be left here, if | had
behaved toward all of you that way—so unforgivingly?”
Throughout that man’s long life, in fact, he retained
toward the Master, in a rather unusual fashion, the atti-
tude of a devoted disciple.

Y

On the importance of attunement, the Master once
remarked, “When | help somebody, | forget everything
else. If one wants to benefit spiritually, however, he
must do what | say.

“Look at Bernard. For years | had him doing all that
heavy work in his frail body, and he thrived.” (Bernard
had only one lung, and double curvature of the spine.)
“He built that large dome-tower in Encinitas, and even
that hard work didn’t hurt him.

“Then he began thinking that so much hard labor
was too much for his body, and asked to be relieved of
it. 1 did as he asked. | gave him a large, comfortable
room, and got it fixed up especially for him. And vyet,
look at him: He keeps on getting worse!

“You have to be in tune with Guru, and do what he
says. If, then, you risk even being hurt working for God,
He will protect you.”

These words of the Master’s must be seen in the
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context of his spiritual power. He himself told me, in
speaking of his Ranchi school, that he used sometimes
to lead the boys above a dangerous waterfall. “Do vou
believe in God?” he would cry loudly. “Yes!™ came the
shouted reply. No one was ever hurt. The Master relat-
ed to me, however, an unfortunate sequel to that story:

“Years later, after I'd come to America, one of the
teachers tried to do the same thing: He took boys over
the waterfall as | had done. He lacked spiritual power,
however. One of the boys slipped, and fell to his death.

“True faith,” the Master concluded, “comes only from
actual spiritual experience. It cannot be presumed.”

To return to Bernard, he was very sincere. For years,
he followed the Master faithfully. After some time, how-
ever, concern for his own physical well-being—and even
more so, I'm afraid, a growing self-assurance on his part
that, in practical matters, he knew more than the Mas-
ter (a self-assessment that, as was obvious to me, was
entirely illusory)—caused him to withdraw proudly into
his own ego. The sad ending to his story is that he fell,
spiritually, and left both the Guru and the teachings. |
had noticed earlier, to my regret, that the more Bernard
opened himself to other lines of thinking from the
Master’s, the farther he withdrew onto a kind of mental
peak. Finally, he grew attuned entirely to worldly ways,
with their unceasing emphasis on the ego. Bernard’s
thinking became twisted to conform with those ways.
Truly, as the Master wrote in Autobiography of a Yogi
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(quoting his guru), a keen intelligence is a two-edged
sword. It can be used either to lance the boil of igno-
rance, or to decapitate oneself.

Several of the monks were reading the lives of saints.
At this time, the Master gave us the following recom-
mendation as to what we should read of those lives:

“Read the lives only of those in our own line: Saint
Francis of Assisi, for example, and Saint Teresa of Avila.”

His expression, “those who are in our own line,”
was one | pondered for a long time. The Master could
not have meant, “those who are directly connected
with our line of gurus,” for we’'d have had no way of
knowing who such persons were. He could only have
been referring, then, to saints who had attained deep
states of inner communion with God. Not all saints,
certainly, even among those canonized by the Church,
belong in this higher category.
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“A visitor,” the Master told us, “asked me yesterday,
‘Who made God?’ Many ask that question. That is be-
cause they live in the realm of causation. Everything, to
their way of thinking, must have a cause since that is
how everything happens in this world. God, however, is
the Supreme Cause. He has no need of being caused, or
created. He is the very cause of causation. The truth is,
nothing is really creared anyway! The Spirit simply
manifests the universe. Ultimately, nothing causes any-
thing, for nothing, in actuality, is even happening!”

o 24 o

The Master was reminiscing with me about his
early years in America. “Ralph,” he said, “was a man
who chauffeured me on my first cross-country lecture
tour. There was another driver with us also, Arthur
Cometer, who was a good and sincere devotee.” (Mr.
Cometer visited Mount Washington shortly before the
end of Master’s life. | had an opportunity to meet him
there) “Ralph, on the other hand,” continued the
Master, “was arrogant and had a skeptical nature.
When he drove on country roads, he would go out of
his way to run over rabbits, killing them. He refused to
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listen when | asked him to stop doing so. | then warned
him, “You’ll draw a severe karmic lesson for the heart-
less slaughter you are committing.

“‘Oh yeah, prophet?’ he sneered. ‘Leave offl I'm
having a good time!

“You'll see, | repeated, very seriously. “Your action
is an offense against karmic law!

“One day, all of a sudden, | ordered him to stop.
So firm was my tone of voice that he obeyed. The car
had barely come to a halt when a wheel rolled off. It
had been working itself loose; if we hadn’t stopped
just at that moment, we would have had a serious
accident. After this experience, Ralph stopped his
sadistic ‘entertainment.

“Because of Ralph’s skepticism, | played up to it,
hoping to draw this delusion out of him. Before giving a
lecture, for example, | would primp, combing my hair
with exaggerated care, and pretending in other ways to
be inordinately vain.

“Whoever comes to me finds me a mirror to what-
ever is in his heart. Thus, | try to help him to see
qualities in himself that he needs to overcome. In
Ralph’s case, | wanted to bring out his vanity so he
could see it clearly and work to overcome it.”

From my (Walter's) understanding of this account,
the end of Ralph’s story may have to await telling at a
future date, for, so far as I know, he played no further
role in the Master’s life. 1 did, however, see the Master
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sometimes play up to people’s delusions, exaggerating
them in order to bring them to a head and thereby free
those people of their errors. In some cases, the healing
process took a very long time. | remember him telling
one disciple, “I lost sight of you for a few incarnations.”
He then added a deeply inspiring promise: “But | will
never lose sight of you again.”

Reflecting also on the unusual promptness with
which Ralph attracted his karmic retribution, 1 realize
that the Master had simply allowed the karmic law to
operate without what he called, in Autobiography of a
Yogi, in referring to Trailanga Swami, the “thwarting
crosscurrents of ego.”

It is against karmic law to take life in any form with
deliberate intent and without cause, especially for mere
pleasure. People who engage in what they like to call the
“sport™ of hunting would do well to reflect on this truth.
How innumerable, indeed, are the lessons implicit in
the least words and actions of a great master!

o 2D o

Paramhansa Yogananda demonstrated no respectful
solemnity toward religious practices that he considered
false or merely emotional, rather than devotional. In-
deed, he could make very merry at their expense. He
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once told us, laughing, about a “holy roller” gathering
he had witnessed.

“There they all were, fat ladies, old men, all rolling
about on the floor in their zeal. They thought they were
being inspired by the Holy Ghost, but what really moved
them was the ‘unholy ghost’ of emotions! Devotion
must be internalized. When it is allowed to flow out-
ward, it becomes emotion. Emotional devotion, by its
very exuberance, takes one further into delusion.
Excitement only extinguishes the lamp of pure love.

“God, too,” he commented, “has a sense of humorl!
All men are His children, but why shouldn’t He have fun
when He sees them acting comically?”

o 20

“There was a preacher many years ago in Harlem,”
the Master told me. “He was well known as ‘Father
Divine.” Father Divine once wrote me a letter suggesting
that we ‘team up.’ He signed his letter, ‘I am healthy, en-
ergetic, and happy in every muscle, bone, molecule,
AND ATOM!I" Those last two words he underlined vigor-
ously three times. His official chair, | was informed, bore
the word ‘GOL" carved across the back!”™ The Master
chuckled in amusement at the memory.

40



Yogananda at the Palace of Fine Arts in San Francisco, California.
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Concerning orthodox religion in America, the
Master said, “It needs improvement. Its present focus is
on training the ministers intellectually. They learn to
speak well, but don’'t meditate or try to attain spiritual
realization. In our churches, the ministers are commit-
ted above all to their own Self-realization. When |
appoint someone a minister, | look first to see what de-
gree of spiritual progress he made in a former life.”

The Master then declared very seriously, “We are on
the eve of a great change in the churches. Real seekers
will go there. The church will become a spiritual labor-
atory, where people will be encouraged to test the
teachings they receive, and to judge for themselves
what works and what doesn’t work, instead of accept-

ing emotional declarations of untested dogmas.”

o 28 o

The Master was standing out of doors at Mount
Washington with a small group of us, discoursing at
length on spiritual matters. At a certain point he looked
at me and said, “Hey, Walter! Write that down. I've
never said that before.” What follows is, as nearly as |
could recall, what he'd just finished saying:
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“In meditation, you must go beyond thought. As
long as you are busy thinking, you are in your rational
mind, on the conscious plane. When you sleep and
dream, you are on the subconscious plane, and in your
astral body. And when your mind is fully withdrawn in
superconsciousness, it becomes centered in the bliss of
the spine. You are then in your ideational, or causal,

body. That is the level of the soul.”

o 29 o

In lectures, the Master would sometimes address a
question people often ask concerning the nature, and
even the existence, of evil, and its purpose in the great
scheme of things. “There needs to be a villain,” he
explained, “so that people will be inspired to love the
hero. If you act the villain’s part, however, you will have
to suffer his punishment.

“Joseph Stalin,” he continued, “was one such villain.
[The name Stalin means steel. Stalin’s actual name at
birth was, Yosif Vissarionovich Djugashvili.] | had an
opportunity once to meet his former chauffeur, who
told me, ‘When | was driving Stalin, | would often hear
him repeat with great firmness the affirmation, “I am
Stalin! | am Stalin! I am steel!™
“For the bad karma he acquired in this life, and also
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in previous lives, he will have to suffer a hundred thou-
sand years.”

On several occasions the Master told us, “Stalin, in
a recent incarnation, was the ruthless conqueror
Genghis Khan.”

Debi Mukherjee, a Bengali disciple, responded to the
Master’'s prediction regarding Stalin’s punishment for
past sins by exclaiming, “Only so long, Master?” (As if a
hundred thousand years were nothing at alll)

“How long do you want someone to suffer?” asked
the Master. “God is no tyrant. He loves all His children
equally.”

o 30 o

The Master responded to people according to the
energy they projected. Often what they projected, and
the way he responded, were very subtle. He once
refused the application to the monastery of a young
man who, some of the monks felt, was very sincere. “If
you could see his karmal™ was all the Master said.
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wwe 3] o

“I usually know when God wants me to save some-
one,” he said. “I then show particular interest. If that
person doesn’t respond, | accept it as God’s will [that is
to say, as that person’s non-acceptance of God’s will].
But if he accepts the help God extends to him through
me, | know he will be saved. God teaches through those
who love Him purely and have surrendered themselves
completely to Him. The end of every person’s story,
however, depends on that person himself. Everyone has
the sacred right of free will.”

o 32 o

In the above connection, | remember the Master
one afternoon devoting a considerable amount of time
to a casual visitor. He answered all the young man’s
questions, and gave him more words of advice than I'd
ever heard him share with a newcomer before. As far
as | know, the man never returned. My “reading” of
that situation was that the man felt in his heart, and
indeed demonstrated outwardly, a certain openness to
the Master’s vibrations, but after his departure worldly
desires reawakened within him, enclosing him once
again in the fog of delusion. Delusion it is that causes
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people to cling to their old “comfortable™ ways of
thinking and living.

Still, the Master must have seen in that visitor some
potential for awakening, for it was never his way to
speak of these matters casually.

The minds of most human beings are like the sky on
a partly cloudy day. The mental clouds may part for a
time, and let in the sunlight of clarity, but unless those
people deliberately seek out the bright spots and bask
in their warmth, the clouds close in again, and hide
behind mists of worldly karma the sunlight of clarity.

Some of the monks at Mount Washington once sent
a petition to the Master, requesting a change in their
diet. They asked that their food be more “scientific.”
They submitted their demand, unfortunately, in a spirit
of self-righteousness.

It must be admitted that the diet could have been
improved. It was excessively starchy, and emphasized
heavily such foods as macaroni and cheese. The
Master’'s answer, however, was scornful.

“You have given your lives to God, " he said. “As devo-
tees, you should not worry about what you eat. Be con-

cerned, instead, that your love for God be deep enough.”
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The Master was, at various times, either lenient or
severe in his training. Since the goal of the spiritual life
is the perfection of bliss in God, he didn’t want us to
develop a grim attitude. “"Always remain in the Self,” he
counseled me one day. “Come down, as necessary, to
eat or talk a little bit; then withdraw into the Self again.”

At the same time, | recall asking him, when I was
new on the path, to bless me that I overcome my liking
for good food. With an indulgent smile he replied,
“There is so little outwardly that you, as a yogi, can legit-
imately enjoy that you might as well enjoy what you eat!

“When ecstasy comes,” he added, “everything goes.”

What he counseled us to do was ever-increasingly to
develop inner non-attachment. “Be even-minded and
cheertul,” he would say to us, adding, “What comes of
itself, let it come.” That advice embraced both the
happy and the sorrowful experiences of life. “Refer
every joy and even pleasure back to the joy of the inner
Self,” he said, “and let every sorrow remind you that
your home is not here, in the world of sensory experi-
ences, but in the eternal joy of the soul.

“Don’t worry about the little things,” he said also. It
is, 1 believe, clear from the above that what he was
scolding in those monks’ demand for a better diet was
their self-righteous attitude, more than their request for

47



better food. For him, however, it must have been a con-
sideration also that it was no easy matter to feed,
clothe, and house a constantly growing family of monks
and nuns.

o 30 o

“A visitor to Mount Washington Estates,” the Master
told us, “once inquired of me superciliously, ‘“What are
the assets of this organization?’

“‘None!” | promptly replied. ‘Only God.

“Divine Mother once told me, ‘“Those to whom | give

too much, | do not give Myself’”

@ 30 o

1949 saw a worldwide “stir” of recent sightings of
“flying saucers,” or UFOs (unidentified flying objects).
The newspapers generally made light of the reports,
but Paramhansa Yogananda’'s brief comment was:
“What people have seen is true. Those phenomena are
not imaginary.”

About interplanetary travel, he once said, “Modern
man thinks that everything must be accomplished by

physical force. There are many subtler forces in Nature.
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These will come to light as the general sensitivity of
man becomes more refined. Someday it will be a sim-
ple matter to travel from Earth to Mars, or to other
planets. If man can progress from the bullock-cart
method of traveling to flying at hundreds of miles an
hour, it will be easy for him, in future, to find ways of
locomotion that will take him, like electricity, from

planet to planet.”

o 3/ o

“The universe,” he once commented, “is teeming
with life. Even what people think of as ‘barren’ planets
are manifestations of consciousness, and therefore are
not really ‘dead.” God’s consciousness is at the heart of
every atom, ever seeking to express itself outwardly. All
life gradually evolves toward outward expression. Mate-
rialistic science believes that life appears only by acci-
dent, out of a mere combination of chemicals. Spiritual
‘science, however, discovered long ago that, at the heart
of everything, dwells the infinite consciousness.”
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@ 38

In Los Angeles—perhaps during the month of Feb-
ruary, 1951 —there was a succession of unusually heavy
rains. One day the Master commented, “Well, this is
better, at least, than worlds where it is always raining,

or where the sun never stops shining.”

o 39 o

All creation, he taught—and as the Bhagavad Gita
states also—is a mixture of the three gunas, or basic
qualities of consciousness. The lowest of them is tamo
guna (the darkening quality). Next comes rajo guna (the
activating quality). The highest of the three is sattwa
guna (the spiritually clarifying, or elevating, quality).
The universe everywhere manifests predominantly one
or another of these qualities. Indeed, the Master told us
that entire galaxies manifest primarily one or another
guna. | must paraphrase here, for although I am quoting,
my recollection of his actual words is somewhat vague:

“There are entire galaxies where famas predomi-
nates. The inhabitants of the planets in those galaxies
are for the most part brutish and incapable of aspiring
to spiritual heights. Fierce animals abound there, and
cannibalism. The inhabitants are constantly in a state of
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conflict and warfare. Lust and every animal pleasure are
considered the best that life has to offer.

“Again, there are galaxies where rgjo guna predomi-
nates. The planets in them are peopled by more
self-aware beings, whose primary concern is with self-ad-
vancement, self-aggrandizement, and self-importance.
Our own ‘Milky Way™ galaxy is such a system.”

I (Walter) should interject here the personal suppo-
sition that this Earth, situated as it is near the outskirts
of our galaxy, may receive less of the spiritual power
that Swami Sri Yukteswar said emanates from the
galactic center. Thus, we on Earth may be even more
rajasic than the majority of those rajasic planets, which
are closer to the center.

“There are, finally,” the Master continued, “entire
galaxies where sattwa guna predominates. The planets
there resemble legends of the Garden of Eden. The peo-
ple there can communicate easily with beings in the as-
tral world. Harmony and beauty are prevalent
everywhere.

“One should always bear in mind, however, that
whatever the predominating guna, intelligent beings are
still confined in their egos. Perfection cannot be attained
except in the infinite Self. For that true Self, the ego is a
prison. The soul’s eternal longing is ever, and never ceas-
es to be, for freedom and perfect Bliss. The infinite Self
not only permeates all manifested existence, but lies
beyond all manifestation and is its ultimate cause.

51



“Even to contemplate the cosmic vastness is expan-
sive to the mind. Dwell always on the thought that, in
your true Self, you are infinite and eternall Memorize
also my poem, ‘Samadhi.’ Repeat it every day, when

you meditate.”

w40 s

The history of the world is very different from the
version official archeology presents. As Swami Sri Yukteswar,
Yogananda’s Guru, explained, the Earth passes through
great cycles of time as the solar system’s position changes
relative to our galactic center, and to certain so-called “fixed”
stars. The galaxy itself rotates very slowly—if a hundred and
seventy miles a second can be called “slow”l—over a period
of 200 million vears. The sun, again, as Sri Yukteswar
explained, moves in orbit around a dual. This dual has vet to
be discovered by modem astronomy, but so many other
facts he claimed have been verified since his book, The Holy
Science, was published in 1894 that one would be safe, |
believe, in accepting his explanation in its entirety.

The time required for the sun to orbit around its dual
is, 5ri Yukteswar stated, approximately 24,000 years.
The general level of human consciousness changes
according to the sun’s position, during this orbit, rela-
tive to both its dual and the galactic center.
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Swami Sri Yukteswar found, by careful study, and also
by deep intuitive perception, that major errors had crept
into the Hindu almanacs during a time when the earth
was passing through the darkest of four ages, called Kali
Yuga. During that period, human awareness was at its
dimmest. We are now ascending again, he said, toward
increasingly clear understanding and sensitivity.

This fascinating claim corresponds with many more-
recently discovered facts in astronomy and physics, and
also with known facts of human history. The whole
concept cannot be explained here at length, for it is
incidental to the subject of this book, but it is important
enough to our theme to merit at least brief explanation.
It figured largely, though sometimes only as a backdrop,
in what the Master taught. For more information, the
reader is referred to Sri Yukteswar’s book, The Holy
Science, and to Paramhansa Yogananda's Autobiography
of a Yogi. Byasa Steinmetz is also writing a whole book
on this subject. Suffice it here, then, to point out a few of
the many corroborations of Sri Yukteswar’s discovery. In
terms of mankind’s increasing awareness, these include:

1. man’s ever-broadening perception of the uni-
verse, which, before the Twentieth Century, was limited
to a relatively small star system of which our own sun
was, until the 1920s, considered the center;

2. the discovery, at the beginning of the Twentieth

Century, that matter is a vibration of energy, and
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people’s growing awareness and acceptance, since
then, of this fact;

3. man’s rapidly increasing ability to banish space
by rapid travel and instant communication—a capacity
that has been increasing exponentially since the begin-
ning of the Twentieth Century;

4. people’s growing awareness—since the develop-
ment of radio communication and airplane travel, and
man’s ability to leave the atmosphere of the earth and
move into outer space—that our planet is relatively
small, and that we need to find ways of living together
in global harmony;

5. the rapid increase in human awareness, especially
since the start of the Twentieth Century, of realities—
radio and television waves, for example—that are sub-
tler than sensory perception;

6. a growing dissatisfaction with anything that merely
seems reasonable, but that lacks the support of either
experience or experiment, and an increasing tendency to
challenge all a priori assumptions and dogmas;

7. an awareness, rapidly becoming worldwide, that
the goal of all religions is personal enlightenment,
rather than some merely outward, social upliftment.

The descending dark age of Kali Yuga lasted 1,200
years, ending in the year 500 a.p. It was succeeded by
an ascending dark age—the same yuga in reverse—Ilast-
ing another 1,200 years. This ascending Kali Yuga
ended in the year 1700 A.p., since when there have
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been countless developments throughout the world,
including the following:

1. a revolution toward the use of labor-saving
machinery, and toward private enterprise, which re-
placed a basically agrarian and landholding, or so-called
aristocratic, society;

2. the discovery, and the increasingly widespread
use, of electricity;

5. the growing use of atomic power,

4. a complete revolution in man’s ways of thinking,
and a perception of the universe as no longer earth-
centered, but far, far vaster than even a single star
system, as well as a perception of reality that is,
essentially, non-personal.

5. countless revolutionary discoveries, previously
unimaginable, including radio, television, electronics,
laser surgery, and other breakthroughs in every field—
so many, indeed, that it would be impossible to list
them all, even if one tried.

This new age, named Dwapara Yuga, began in the
yvear 1700. Kali Yuga ended with a hundred-year “twi-
light,” or interval, between the years 1600 and 1700,
during which time the discoveries of Galileo, Newton,
and others were made, heralding already the coming
new perceptions of reality.

Dwapara began with a two-hundred-year “dawn,” or
interval of adjustment to the new cosmic rays. It
became fully expressed in the year 1900, and will last
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another 2,200 years. The centuries immediately before
us will be increasingly characterized by a general aware-
ness of, and command over, the forces of energy.

So different from its predecessor is the age we now
live in that people’s thinking is already being affected
on every level of their lives. Realities that once appeared
to be fixed and immutable are perceived, now, as end-
lessly mutable. It is possible today at least to envision a
loaf of bread being “dissolved” into the energy of which
it is a manifestation, and remanifested as a bar of gold.

In religion, theology-dominated churches, with their
rigidly formed systems and dogmas, are yielding
increasingly to a more flexible view of truth. Kali Yuga
consciousness is gradually fading, as night fades to
dawn and then daylight. With this change, man is
beginning to consider his former anthropomorphic
concepts of God as too droll to be taken seriously.

It was only recently, in the Twentieth Century, that
the Roman Catholic Church “forgave” Galileo for his
claim that the earth moves around the sun rather than
the opposite. In 1633, the Church had condemned him
for heresy. The differences between science and religion
are being perceived less and less as absolute. Church
dogmas, of which a prime example is the Christian Trin-
ity, are no longer so tightly “packaged” as to exclude
any possibility of a broader, more universal explanation.
Can the “Father” really be a human figure, like that
bearded Creator whom Michelangelo depicted on the
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ceiling of the Sistine Chapel, in Rome? Can the “Son”
really be someone who lived only thirty-three years on
this little mud ball of a planet, in a universe so vast as
to be no longer conceivable? And can the “Holy Ghost™
really be, as I've seen it depicted, another young man,
seated reposefully on a stone wall?

Mahatma Gandhi, by means of the song Ram Dhun,
popularized the concept in India that Ishwara (a Hindu
name for God) and Allah (the Moslem name) are appel-
lations for the same Supreme Deity. Paramhansa
Yogananda showed that the Christian Trinity has its
counterpart in the Hindu term, AUM-TAT-SAT. He ex-
plained that both stand for cosmic realities.

A growing number of people today are finding it
absurd to think that a universe containing at least a
hundred billion galaxies, each one with some hundred
billion stars, can have been brought into existence by
an anthropomorphic Deity. Everywhere the question is
asked, “lsn’t it possible that every religion worships
the same God, and aspires to the same lofty truths?”
No longer is there a general willingness, today, to
accept what was long held as the justification for all
dogmas: “It ought to be true: therefore it must be true.”
The elegance of a theory has ceased to be its supreme
justification. The question asked increasingly is, “Does
it work?”

Because our present entry into a new age was

fundamental to much of what Paramhansa Yogananda
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taught, | have included this discussion here, making it as
brief as possible. New ideas always encounter resist-
ance before they are generally accepted. The very con-
cept of cycles of history is foreign to the West. Even in
the East, where it has long been accepted, it is new as
Swami Sri Yukteswar explained it. In India, the en-
trenched notion is that the world is at the beginning of
a long descent into an ever-darker Kali Yuga, expected
to last another 430,000 years!

In March of 1900, Sri Yukteswar organized a pro-
cession through the streets of the city of Serampore,
Bengal, announcing the advent of the new age of
Dwapara. Certain bystanders actually protested by
throwing stones! Even today, it is difficult to get his
unorthodox explanation widely accepted in India. The
resistance in that country is on dogmatic grounds.

In the West, the objection is more to the fact that Sri
Yukteswar’s astronomical explanations do not correspond
in every respect to the modern scientific perception of the
universe. Yet his claims are supported by an ever-growing
body of scientific evidence.

The first objection modern astronomers make is to
his claim that a dual exists to our sun. Numerous other
stars in our galaxy, however, have been found to exist in
pairs. The possibility that our own sun has a dual is not
dismissed in modern astronomy, and has actually come
under discussion by serious scientists in recent years.

The second objection in modern astronomy is Sri
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Yukteswar’s identification of the sun’s revolution around
a dual with the phenomenon known as the “precession

of the equinox.” His explanation is at variance with
scientific orthodoxy, which states that this precession is
due to a wobble in the earth’s axis.

It seems premature to be too dogmatic about any-
thing science claims, since it has had too often to revise
even some of its basic tenets. There seems little point,
therefore, in insisting strongly that these two differences
must be resolved before Sri Yukteswar’s “theory” can be
given a respectful hearing, especially since some of his
even more startling claims have been completely justi-
fied, after the fact, by modern science. For what he
wrote in 1894 was at variance with numerous other
beliefs of the scientific orthodoxy of his day, yet on
these points he has since been thoroughly justified.

1. Sri Yukteswar wrote—in 1894—that matter is
really energy. This fact was discovered by science only
eleven years later, in 1905.

2. Sri Yukteswar described a distant center for the
visible stars. The astronomers of his time still believed
the universe to be heliocentric; they continued to hold
this belief until the 1920s.

5. Sri Yukteswar correctly stated that the sun moves.
The scientists of his day had no such idea, supposing it
to be standing stationary at the center of everything.

4. Sri Yukteswar also described the sun’s movement
as a sweeping arc, its present direction being toward the
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center of our star system. Astronomers have since dis-
covered, first of all, that the sun does move, and second,
that its direction of movement is substantially as Sri
Yukteswar claimed.

Sri Yukteswar’s claim, of course, that human con-
sciousness is affected by rays of energy proceeding from
the center of our galaxy seems, to modern-day thinking,
impossible of rational demonstration. Yet astronomers
have in fact discovered that there is a powerful energy
issuing from the center of our galaxy, which affects
planets even as distant from it as our own. Subtle influ-
ences of an energetic and magnetic nature are being
constantly discovered in science, a fact which suggests
that all natural phenomena are in some way intercon-
nected. This interrelationship was undreamed of even as
recently as eighty vears ago.

The facts most clearly known to us today concern
the events of relatively recent earth history. They point
to a steadily increasing enlightenment in every sphere
of activity. Even the increasing licentiousness that is so
evident today, which might point to a general moral and
spiritual decline, seems even more explicable as being
due to man’s inner struggle to come to grips with so
many new perceptions of reality.

In one of my books, Out of the Labyrinth, | have ex-
plained that the moral dilemma introduced by Einstein-
ian relativity, far from proving (as some writers have
claimed) that moral values are subjective, is being
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resolved in a growing perception that relativity is not
chaotic, but directional. The truths that are being per-
ceived nowadays have been leading mankind toward
ever subtler insights that seem, increasingly, to have
universal validity.

This rapid advancement of knowledge during
recent centuries, and especially today’s increasingly
widespread reliance on energy, suggest forcibly that
what Sri Yukteswar wrote—and bear in mind that he
was a great master with spiritual insight, and no merely
intellectual theorist—should be considered no mere
theory, but revelation.

Yogananda sometimes remarked, quite casually, that
in future mankind would see innumerable changes in its
way of thinking, living, and behaving: a change toward
international and interreligious unity, interplanetary trav-
el, and countless new ways of dealing with reality.

o 41

| once asked the Master, “Sir, as we progress into the
higher yugas [ages], will the people now on earth con-
tinue to be reborn here?”

“No,” he replied. “I've stated before that there are
many populated planets in the universe. When a soul

returns from the astral world to the material plane, there
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are many planets available to it. Where it reincarnates
depends on its own level of spiritual development.”

He added wryly, “If they always returned here, they
might find out too soon!”

That last comment must seem strange to anyone
who imagines God as eager for man to be redeemed.
And, man thinks, how could He not want that, if He
loves us? In this perception too, however, man’s per-
ception of the cosmic verities needs expansion. The
truth is, the cosmos was designed by God. His plan was
for us not to “find out too soon”—that is, realize our
need to return to our Source in God until we decide to
do so of our own free will.

Many incentives are given us, outwardly, to inspire
us to seek a higher reality. There are Nature’s countless
beauties. There is the amazing adaptability and preci-
sion evident in the natural order: the signs of a mighty,
guiding Intelligence. And there are inspiring qualities in
human nature, which sensitive people, as they become
aware of them, want to develop in themselves.

On the negative side, the incentives are suffering, and
the repeated disappointment of all worldly hopes. The
ignoble qualities in human nature, also, cause anyone of
refinement to repudiate such qualities in himself as base
and ugly, and to aspire to the spiritual heights within.

There are, of course, also many incentives for con-
tinuing to play in delusion. The divine spark within man
must be kindled by his own personal longing for the
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truth, and not by mind-numbing proofs of God’s exis-
tence. The Lord wants each individual to desire Him
alone. Salvation is not served on a silver platter by smil-
ing angels. Each person must strive by arduous effort to
become worthy of it. The self-sacrifice demanded of
those who seek truth is perceived at last as being no
sacrifice at all, but the eternal fulfillment of perfect bliss.
First, however, one must accept joyfully that nothing,
anywhere in this world, exists that is worth the seeking.

The thought that this earth can ever be perfected is,
finally, one of man’s greatest delusions. What this world
is, simply, is a school through which the soul passes on
its upward evolution. As in any school, one can also
“flunk out™ of it and move downward for lower educa-
tion elsewhere, in order to become better grounded in
what life is really all about.

Perfection is, in other words, an ideal to be sought for
the benefit of the students, not of the school. Were this
school, our earth, to complete its educative purpose, by
means at present unimaginable, it would mean simply
that souls still in need of its instruction would have to be
“enrolled” elsewhere. No outward improvement will ever
guarantee a corresponding improvement of the individ-
ual. Ultimately, man’s betterment depends, always, on

his own recognition of his need for it.
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Of India’s riches in a higher age, the Master once
told me, “In those days, people used to eat off of gold-
en plates, then cast them into the Ganges. Such was
their wealth. And such is the rise and fall of civilizations.

“Never be attached,” he then said, “to the passing

scenes of life.”

o 43 o

One night, those living near the Master’s apartment
at Mount Washington heard a loud sound of clanking
metal. The following morning they learned the cause of
that tumult.

At this point, | must back up a space. The Master
had told some of his disciples that he had lived, cen-
turies ago, as a military commander in Spain. His
divinely appointed task at that time had been to help
liberate that country from the Moors, in order to protect
the integrity of Christianity. The noise that previous
night had been caused by a Spanish soldier who had
been under his command at that time. He had materi-
alized in full armor to ask for the Master’s blessing that
he be released—in what way, I've no idea. From what |
understand, the Master gave him the release he sought.
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In the present lifetime, the Master knew no Spanish.
| remember him greeting me once, however, with a big
smile, in Spanish. Senor Cuaron was visiting Mount
Washington from Mexico City. What the Master said was,
“Cudl es su nombre?” (What is your name?) | answered in
Spanish, upon which the three of us had a good laugh.

o 44 o

Several of the monks at Mount Washington had read
a book claiming that certain masters from ancient
Lemuria (a continent said to have existed in ancient
times in the south Pacific) still lived inside Mt. Shasta
near the northern California border. Intrigued, a little
group planned to travel north and see if they could meet
these legendary people. (How strange, | thought, that
even though they were living with a true master, they
could entertain such a fantasy! To me, their curiosity
seemed merely a mark of inner restlessness.)

When the Master heard of their plan, he told them,
“There are no masters living there.” He added an
interesting comment: “There 2ave been colonists. How-
ever, no masters.” That final comment intrigued me—
not because | felt any personal attraction to going
there, but as a possibility for future investigation on
someone’s part.
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Several of the monks persuaded me—against my
will, as it happened—to go with them to a spiritual
movie. They were so eager for my company that |
finally relented.

“That's wonderful!” they exclaimed. “Now then,
would you please ask Master for his permission?” |
realized at once, of course, why they'd been so anxious
for my company! 1 did ask him, and he gave his con-
sent, albeit reluctantly.

“Don’t waste your time going to movies,” he told us.
“Even when the movie concerns the life of a saint, it
must be filtered through those who write it, then
through the director and the producer, and finally
through the (usually) far-from-saintly actors. What
comes out in the end is a very diluted, and even dis-

torted, version of the true story.”
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| once inquired of him, “Do many Christian monks
and nuns attain high spiritual levels?”

“Very few,” he replied. “Of those who do, moreover,
almost none reach the heights achieved by the great
yogis of India.
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“Monks and nuns generally find inner peace as a
consequence of their renunciation. Christian monas-
tics, however, are not encouraged by their orders to
seek spiritual realization. Few reach it, therefore, unless
they were born with already very good spiritual karma
from the past.

“The problem is, the approach in those monasteries
is negative. It is what I call the ‘bullock cart’ method of
seeking God: plodding along with earnest petitions for
redemption, but without any understanding of how one
can assist in the process. Kriya Yoga, by contrast, is the
‘airplane route, for it teaches the seeker how to
withdraw his energy into the spine, and then to direct it
up the spine to the brain. By following this inner route,
one cooperates with the way divine grace actually
works. In this way, one can achieve realization much
more quickly.”

From these words, and from others that | heard
from him occasionally, 1 came to understand that
orthodox Christian monks and nuns, by their concen-
tration on attaining “perfection” outwardly by such
matters as “comportment,” miss the true point of the
spiritual path, which is to seek deep, inner communion
with God. Even the practice of kneeling, though an
outward gesture of humility, prevents the inward with-
drawal of energy and consciousness from the senses.
This obstacle can be overcome by intense devotion, and
may in fact help to fan an attitude of humility, but it
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poses an unnecessary obstruction to the inwardness so
necessary to divine contemplation.

Western monastic discipline approaches the question
of perfection by suppressing one’s natural inclinations.
This may sometimes be correct, if the inclinations are
harmful, but only if it is balanced by directing one’s aspi-
rations also positively, toward bliss.

Bliss, on the other hand, is no mere mental concept.
It is God's very nature. We must cooperate with bliss,
and not merely pray that it be given to us. We must not
hope to be its merely passive recipients. Indeed, we
should pray with bliss. Suppression, even of wrong
desires, can easily result in blocked energy.

How many pitfalls there are on the spiritual path!
Most of them the ego itself digs! Few spiritual aspirants,
in either West or East, shine with that radiant inner
glow which comes from the actual experience of divine
love and bliss.

“What about monastic obedience?” a disciple once
asked the Master.

“Obedience is important,” he replied. “If it is given
unconditionally, however, it should be given only to one

who is wise—preferably to the guru, who is sent by
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The Master blesses his disciple Rajarsi Janakananda at a
Kriya initiation in 1951.
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God. Otherwise, obedience may actually weaken, not
strengthen, the will. If the devotee suppresses his
nature, instead of trying to expand it, he diminishes
himself as a human being, with no corresponding
increase of spiritual awareness.

“Wise guidance never violates people’s free will. A
superior who demands obedience of his subordinates
should show respect for their capacity to understand,
and also for their innate right to their own free will.”

It seems to me (Walter), as | reflect on this advice,
that subtly included in it also is the suggestion that
obedience must be given willingly and joyfully. Indeed,
the Master always said it should be. With that combi-
nation—willingness and joy—even if something one is
asked to do conflicts with his own desires, and, more
fundamentally, with his actual needs, obedience to
others can help one to develop great spiritual strength.
This felicitous result can be reached, however, only if
one offers his every action to God. For the goal of the
spiritual path is self-transcendence, not self-suppres-
sion. It implies, that is to say, ever-diminishing identi-
fication with the little ego, and ever-increasing
expansion in infinity.

Ego-motivation, Paramhansa Yogananda taught, is
the supreme obstacle on the spiritual path. The true
benefit of obedience, for the devotee—leaving aside, that
is to say, any question of benefit to an organization—is
that it helps one to overcome attachment to littleness.
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This is the negative, but ever necessary, side of renun-
ciation. The positive side is its encouragement toward
channeling all one’s aspirations to God. The addition of a
positive direction is essential. The prayerful plea that God
do all one’s redemptive work for one encourages passivity.
One’s will must be strengthened, rather than quashed.
Never has there been a true saint whose will was flaccid.

After the Master’s words on the contrast between
the bullock cart and the airplane approaches to spiritual
development, he added, “To attain spiritual realization,

effective meditation techniques are necessary.”

The Master did not belittle the importance, how-
ever, of bringing the ego “to heel.” Often he even
played with us, so to speak, to help us not to take the
ego too seriously.

Once, he and Dr. Lewis spent the night in a hotel.
The next morning both of them, with the Master’s
encouragement, went out of doors to practice the ener-
gization exercises. The layout of the hotel was such that
these exercises would have to be done in full public
view. Doctor Lewis was always the “proper Bostonian,”
and felt intensely sensitive to the social “proprieties.” It
embarrassed him, therefore, to be doing anything so
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unusual in public. The Master took this opportunity to
help him conquer his exaggerated sensitivity. His way of
doing so was, first, to increase his embarrassment!

A policeman walked by on his beat. The Master
ducked hastily behind a pillar, as if anxious not to be
seen. The man glanced over, but said nothing. A few
minutes later he returned. Once again the Master
stepped hastily behind the pillar. This time, the police-
man stopped, his suspicions aroused. “What’s going on
here?” he demanded.

“Oh, nothing Officer. Nothing at alll” The Master
smiled winningly, as if anxious to convince the police-
man of his complete innocence. “We're just exercising.
See?” He repeated one or two movements as if in hope
of a reprieve.

“Well,” growled the policeman, “see that you don't
get into trouble.”

Doctor Lewis, who had been thinking he might die
of shame, at last saw the fun of the situation, and
accepted it with good humor. Often he related this story
later on, to delighted audiences. Together, they always
laughed heartily.



o 49 o

Sri Das, a man from India, was commissioned by
the Master to teach on his behalf. Sri Das had a weak-
ness, however: He was inordinately fond of women. The
Master often scolded him for this shortcoming.

Sri Das was bald, and very sensitive on the point: He
wanted the ladies to think him handsome. Master
played on this sensitivity with a view to curing him of it.
It wasn’t the baldness itself the Master made fun of.
Saint Lynn, for example, was also quite bald, and the
Master never even alluded to the fact. He teased Sri Das,
however, relentlessly.

He also worked, much more seriously, to help him
overcome his tendency to view women as all that differ-
ent from men, when the difference was only biological.

In telling me (Walter) about Sri Das, the Master said,
“I said to him very frankly, “What you find attractive are
only the grossly physical differences. You demean not
only them, but yourself, when you view women in that
way. Learn to see everybody as a soul. No one is his or

her mere body!™”
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The Master, on one occasion, also deliberately em-
barrassed Bernard for the same reason. Bernard was
an SRF minister who, when | knew him, conducted
services in the SRF Church in Hollywood. Certain
women in the congregation had been saying they
thought he would look well in a turban. The Master
made no comment on the point. He determined,
however, to quiet this little ripple of interest before it
grew to become a wave.

A formal Indian gathering had been scheduled. For
the event, the Master dressed Bernard in a turban. He
wound a long strip of cloth with great care on the disci-
ple’s head—arranging it in such a way, however, that
although the turban managed to stay on, it would slip
lopsidedly over one eye, then over the other eye, and
manage always to look ridiculous.

Did Bernard enjoy the comedy, as Doctor Lewis
had? The fact that he never told me about it makes me
suspect that he didn’t relish it at alll He was the sort of
person who might well have responded, with Queen
Victoria, “We are not amused.” It was an elderly nun
who, gleefully but not unkindly, told me the story.



One time, while traveling by car with a group of
nuns, the Master made them stop by the roadside on a
main highway, get out, and consume a large, very juicy
watermelon. He cut it into unwieldy pieces which made
sure the juice got all over their arms, hands, and faces:
not the sort of spectacle that women—especially young
ones—Ilike to present for public inspection. The Master
was unconcerned for their embarrassment. They too,
after their initial shock, accepted the situation with
good humor.

In disciplining his disciples, the Master tried always
to lead them toward their own inner freedom and joy.
Often the discipline in traditional monasteries is ad-
ministered with the intention of suppressing people’s
pride. The Master sought, instead, to expand people’s
sense of self into a greater awareness of their true, infi-
nite Self. Sometimes, in the process, he could appear
quite harsh though always he had an expansive purpose
in mind, and certainly he never spoke out of anger or

personal displeasure.
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For some time he made a point of scolding one of
the nuns every time they met. She had a proud nature,
and, predictably, resented his treatment of her. Some-
times he reduced her to tears of frustration. His scoldings
seemed to her both unfair and unreasonable. Some-
times, indeed, they may have been, for what he was
trying to change, particularly, was her reactions.

At last the woman concluded that it didn’t really
matter. Perhaps, she reflected, he was only trying in
some obscure way to help her! At any rate, since she’'d
come there to find God, she realized that his smiles of
approval were beside the point.

The next time he scolded her, she took his words
calmly, even pleasantly. In the midst of what had started
as a tirade, he stopped, smiled with approval, and said,
“I see you are learning. That's good. I've wanted to
make you more malleable.” From then on, he rarely

scolded her again.

1w I3 o

Sometimes, when | hear the Master described as a
harsh disciplinarian, | remember with a smile the
following story. For he wasn’t harsh: he was only appro-
priate, which is quite another thing. He was kindly
disposed toward everyone. His only aim was to help. He
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never corrected anyone, moreover, unless that person
himself asked to be guided. Otherwise, he might over-
look even the most glaring defects.

One day he visited the monks’ dining room. The
luncheon dishes hadn’t yet been washed, and the table,
besides, was an utter mess. In our defense, | might add
that the dining room itself was no inducement to
housekeeperly pride, situated as it was in the base-
ment, without windows. A single light bulb dangled
loose on a wire from the center of the ceiling, and pro-
vided the only light. In an attempt to create a cheerful
atmosphere, someone had painted the walls an almost
painfully bright yellow.

Had the Master been the stern disciplinarian, how-
ever, that superficial people sometimes considered him,
he would certainly have seized on this situation to give us
a thorough scolding for this disorder. Instead, he gazed
about him with a kindly expression and remarked, "It

could be worse.”

o 24 sox

The Master's reactions were, as | said, appropriate,
never motivated by personal feeling. Once, when he
was still relatively young, he was late for a lecture and
set off at a run to keep his appointment. Someone
urged him, “Now, don’t be nervous.”

/7



“One can run nervously,” the Master replied, “or
one can run calmly, but not to run when one has to is

to be lazy!”

@ D)

His way of training included helping people to work
out their own wrong attitudes, rather than merely telling
them they must change.

“At our Ranchi school,” he said, “two of the boys
were always fighting together. Finally, in order to cure
them of this tendency, | had them sleep in the same
bed. From then on, it was either constant war, or grudg-
ing peace. In time, they learned to get along reasonably
well together.

“When | saw they’'d become friends, more or less, |
decided to try them a little further. One night, as they
were sleeping soundly, | stole to the head of their bed,
stood silently, then reached down and rapped one of
them sharply on the forehead.

“He sat up angrily. ‘Why did you do that?" he de-
manded of his companion.

“I didn’'t do anything!l’ the other protested indig-
nantly. A few more sleepy words, and then both of them
lay back again. When they were once more asleep, |
gave the other one a smart rap on the forehead. This

time it was he who sat up, furious.
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*‘l fold you 1 didn’t do anything!’ he shouted. They
were all set to do battle when, looking up, they saw me
smiling down at them.

“'Oh, they exclaimed sheepishly, ‘yvou/ From then
on, they became the best of friends.”

e D0 o

“Another boy at our Ranchi school liked to smoke. |
didn’t forbid him to; that would only have made him
‘sneak behind the barn’ for a puff. Instead | said to him,
‘Smoke if you like. It is all right. All | ask is that every
time you feel the desire, come and smoke in my pres-
ence’ Well, he did in fact come once or twice, to test
me. After that, however, he simply couldn’t go on, and
dropped the habit completely.”

w2/

When it came to living for God, the Master could be
quite austere. Heber Kimball, a tall, dignified young
man, visited Mount Washington with the intention of
joining the monastery. The Master had put me in charge
of the monks, so | mentioned Heber’s interest to him,
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“Tell him from me,” the Master replied, “that if he
stays here he can find salvation in this lifetime.” This
was no mean promise!

| encouraged Heber to remain, therefore. The next
day, he said to me, “Please ask the Master what | should
do about this problem: My parents are growing old. Is it
better that | go back, find a job, and take care of them?
Or should | remain here?”

| reported the question to Master, who replied very
sternly: “That is for him to decide. We want only those
here who are a hundred percent for God!”

Did Heber stay? Yes, but he didn’t remain very long.

o I8 o

A young woman once addressed a similar question
to the Master. "My mother needs support,” she said.
“Ought | to leave here for her sake, and take a job?”

“Leave at oncel” the Master ordered her perempto-
rily. “Get out! You aren’t needed herel”

So dismissive was he that she burst into tears.
“Master,” she pleaded, “my place is with you. | don't
want to leave! | will just practice faith in God, that He
will attend to her needs.”

“That is the right attitude,” he replied with a kindly
smile. “When a person dives his life to God, the Lord
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takes care of every aspect of his life.” The mother came,
later on, to Mount Washington, and lived there happily
until her death many years later.

e I9 o

“A young boy came here years ago with his mother,”
the Master told me. “She denerously asked me to help
with his upbringing. | did my best, but every time | said
anything to correct him, he would pucker his lips and
cry, ‘Mommy, he’s scolding mel” At last | gave him a toy
airplane. He fell in love with it. After growing up, he left
and became an airplane engineer, where he found
whatever happiness his karma permitted him.

“People have to ask me, themselves, to discipline
them. Otherwise, it doesn’t work for me to try to teach

them.”

The Master once, in speaking of a certain woman
disciple, told me, “I used to call her ‘Great Mother. She
had given all her children here for training. They
weren't all ready for our way of life, but she had great
faith in me. The oldest boy was very sincere, though he
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lacked the spirit you all show. If, for instance, | asked
him to fetch me a glass of water, he might reply, ‘I'm
busy now. Can you get it yourself?’

“He returned once from a long voyage. A young
woman ‘fell for him; as the expression is. She saw him
through a romantic haze as ‘the great world traveler” He
and I were together in New York when he announced to
me one day, ‘I have to make a short visit to Philadelphia’

“To buy a ring?’ | challenged him.

““You don’'t know anything about her, he replied
defensively, well aware of whom 1 was referring to.

“I said, ‘I know everything about herl’

“Well, he found out. He hasn’t had a day of happi-
ness since he got married. It will take him incarnations
to become freed of this karma.

“His mother, when she saw his desire to get mar-
ried, sided with him against me. My wish was to spare
him great suffering, but her reaction was what most
mothers” would have been in matters like this. Since

then, I have never called her “Great Mother” again.”
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The Master meditating in the Temple of Leaves at Mt. Washington.
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“Marriage is seldom the beautiful thing it is popular-
ly depicted. | smile at the typical movie plot. The hero
is so handsome, and the heroine so lovely, and after all
kinds of troubles they get married and (so we are sup-
posed to believe) ‘live happily ever after’” And then |
think, "Yes, with rolling pins and black eyes!’ (The pro-
ducers, however, don’t let us see that part!)”

@ 02

The Master was commenting to the monks on the
high divorce rate in America. “Too many people marry
for the wrong reasons: sex and physical beauty, usually.
| sometimes think of it as a union between an elegant
bow tie and a nice shade of lipstick!

“In India, there are many more happy marriages.
Marriage there is arranged by the parents, whose first
concern is for their children’s happiness. The hypnosis
of adolescent infatuation isn’t a factor. It is different, of
course, when parents want to marry their children off
for mercenary reasons, such as the bride's dowry.
Money is as much a hypnosis as sex. If, however, the
parents are sincerely interested in their children’s hap-
piness, there is a dreater likelihood that the marriage
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will be a success. Physical attraction is both superficial
and fleeting.

“Marriage in America today is a gamble: like going
to Las Vegas, or playing the stock market. In India, there
are many ‘Romeo and Juliet’ marriages.”

The Master paused, then added wryly, “In a way, the
system here is better: At least they find out more quickly!”

o 03 o

Michelle Evans had studied under Doctor Lewis. (As
it happened, she was the first person | ever initiated, at
the Master’s request, into Kriya Yoga.) She kept a photo-
graph of Doctor Lewis on her altar. The official SRF altar,
however, was designed by the Master to hold only the
photos of the five gurus. Mrs. Evans’s addition of Dr.
Lewis was unorthodox, and was seen therefore as being
opposed to the Master’s wishes. Someone reported the
matter to him.

“That is her own altar,” he replied, “and therefore
her private matter. What she does there is her affair. |

designed our altars for public display.”
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“My Master [Sri Yukteswar] once asked me, ‘Do you
love people?” | answered, "No, | love only God’

““That isn’t enough, he replied.

“Later he asked me again, ‘Do vou love people?’

“l smiled blissfully this time, and said, ‘Don’t ask
me.” He could see that my love, now, was too broad to

be spoken about. This time, therefore, he only smiled.”

o 0 o

| had been with him about five months when he
invited me to a meeting at which he instructed another
of the monks, Harvey Allen, on his wishes for the work
in India. The plan at that time was to send Harvey there.
(Harvey, unfortunately, though a good person and
earnest, wasn’t able to tune in to the Master’s conscious-
ness, and a year or two later, caught up in opinionated
attitudes, his very earnestness became his undoing.
Desires for the world did the rest.)

The thought came to me as Master was speaking
that, even though he had said nothing about sending
me to India, my work might lie there someday. | there-
fore took notes of everything he said. Here below is
what | wrote:
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“There should be a Bengali, and later a Hindi, cor-
respondence course.

“The teachings [presumably the correspondence
course lessons] should be a benefit of membership.

“A history of the work should be published in Bengali.

“The magazine should be in two languages, Bengali
and English. In the beginning, it should comprise about
twenty-five pages.”

(At this point | wrote down, “Revelations of Self-
Realization.” I am no longer clear as to what he meant
here. Did he intend this as a name for the magazine? for
the correspondence course lessons?)

“There should be monthly festivities,” he continued,
“and, once a year, a congress of all the centers. Winter
is the best time in India to hold such a congress:
January 2nd-6th, more or less, would be a good time,
lasting one week and ending on a Sunday. It would be
good also to revive Sri Yukteswar’s four annual festivals,
on the solstices and equinoxes.

“A teacher should be sent around to the centers on
a regular basis, as a means of keeping them bound
together,

“Recorded talks should be sent out regularly to
the centers.

“Keep the organizations in India and America united.
A good way to do so would be to make them
financially interdependent.” (I will return to this point at
the end of this section.)
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He then spoke of the larger picture. “Because, in the
divine plan, materialism was intended to be manifested
in the West, and spirituality in the East, Krishna came
first to teach the fundamental principles of spirituality.
Later, Jesus Christ was sent to the West. The Eastern is
the more ancient of the two civilizations. It was therefore
right for the West’s development to follow that of the
East: Material realities come after the spiritual. The
teachings which God is sending now through this work
provide a balance between East and West: between
Eastern spirituality—that of India, in particular—and
Western material efficiency—that of America, especially.”

Not long after that meeting, the Master, to whom
my interest in India could not but be obvious, com-
mented, “l have plans for you, Walter.” He didn’t say
what they were, but | took him to mean that his
thought was to send me, too, to India someday. | was
delighted. Later on, however, I fell into a deep depres-
sion. “Here,” | thought, “I have only just found my
Guru. He is my Indial Oh, don’t let me be sent away
from him so soon!”

A day or two later, the certainty came to me that he
would never ask anything of me that was not in my
highest spiritual interest. Thus, | fought my way out of
this temporary mental morass. The next time | saw
him, he gazed at me penetratingly, and said, “No more
moods now, Walter. Otherwise, how will you be able to
help people?”
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From 1950 to 1952, he planned every year to go to
India, and to take me with him, along with several
others. That trip never materialized—in the end, because
he left his body.

Because my activity, over the years, has entailed
creating a missionary work in America and Europe, the
same question has arisen in my mind: How can two
separate works be kept tied together: the branch to the
parent body? (I would have loved for my work to be tied
also to Self-Realization Fellowship, but that door, so far,
remains closed. Ananda, therefore, is a separate or-
ganization from SRF, though it is one with SRF in its
dedication to serving the Master)

The Master had suggested that his works in India
and America be made financially interdependent as a
means of tying them together. Realistically, however, the
financial flow was, and would have to remain for many
years, entirely one-directional: from America to India,
not the reverse. This situation might change in time, but
from my experience | think the three best ways of keep-
ing two separate works interdependent are:

1. to have a frequent interchange of personnel;

2. to arrange for frequent visits, both ways, by the
leaders in the two works; and,

5. to include every leader in whatever deliberations
concern the work as a whole.

These are the practices we follow at Ananda. As a
result, the financial flow, also, is becoming increasingly
reciprocal.
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@ 00

“Master,” | said to him one day (at that time, | was
working in the correspondence department), “what let-
ters we are receiving from Germany. Such sincerity and
devotion! It is thrilling to see.”

“Yes,” he replied, adding softly, “They have been
hurt, that’s why. All those wars and troubles over there.
What they need is Kriya Yoga, not bombs.”

“How wonderful it would be,” | exclaimed, “if Henry
could be sent there some day, with his knowledge of
German.” (Henry was a disciple from Zurich, in German
Switzerland.)

“Well,” the Master replied, "maybe | will send you
there someday.”

His reply surprised me. “l thought you had other
plans for me, Sir.” (I was of course thinking of India.)
“I'll be happy to go wherever you send me, however.
Certainly 1 have a natural rapport with Europe, having,
as you know, been born and raised there.”

“There is a great work to be done there,” he said
in conclusion.

For years | thought he had been referring to Ger-
many, since that was how our discussion began. I'd spo-
ken German as a boy, moreover, almost as well as
English. Where God finally took me, however, was to
ltaly. The Master’'s words, “over there,” must have been



a general reference to Europe, and not specifically to
Germany. In fact, it was in Italy, years later, that | met
with the greatest receptivity. In Germany | encountered
less openness to what | had to give. They seemed con-
tented with their own way of doing things.

o 0/

The Master once made an interesting comment:
“You can practice yoga better in California than any-

where else on earth. The climate is more conducive.”

o 08

During his first years in Boston, the Master studied
the American ways of doing things, worked on becom-
ing fluent in English, and gave classes to a few students.
Doctor Lewis would sometimes talk with me about that
period. “The people were slightly disappointed,” he
said, “in the Master’s explanations, which to them
seemed too ‘down-to-earth. They wanted something
more exotic! A few of them once complained to him,
‘Couldn’t you go a little deeper into the Indian teach-
ings?’ For his next class, accordingly, the Master delved
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into some of the philosophic subtleties of the ancient
teachings. Soon, the students were all asleep!”

@ 09

The Master told us of a community experiment that
a few people had tried. “Two ex-members of that com-
munity,” he said, “came to me later. The community
itself no longer existed.

“Things were going along so harmoniously, they
lamented, ‘and then came an evening when half the
community wanted custard for dessert, and the other
half wanted tapioca pudding. The disagreement be-
came so emotional that at last the community was dis-
banded!’

“*Why, | inquired, ‘didn’t half of you simply have
custard, and the other half, tapioca pudding?’

“‘Oh!l" they exclaimed in surprise. "We didn’t think
of that!”

“Artificial principles—in this case, an a priori com-
mitment to consensus—never work. A community
must accept the diversity of human nature. Room
must always be left for compromise. Rigidity, like a dry
twig, is fragile and easily broken. Under stress, it will
simply snap.”
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Master remarked to me once out in the desert: “I
used to have many friends, and | enjoyed their com-
pany. Then someone said to me, ‘| once had lots of
friends, and was sure | would never forget them. After |
married, however, | forgot them all. | then realized that
my dependence on them had actually been a desire for
a companion of the opposite sex.’

“On hearing those words | said, ‘Thank you very
much. You have taught me an important lesson.” Since
then, I have always kept myself somewhat apart.”

o /] o

“Think how, for thousands of years, human lovers
have vowed under the moon to love each other eternally.
And the moon looks down and laughs to see their skulls
strewn over the sands of time! Such is human love. This
body seems so permanent, but life is briefl The love
entertained by people for one another is an abstraction.
Only love itself, like life itself, endures for eternity. Its
forms change constantly. Outward attachments also
change. God’s love alone is eternal.”
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. /2

“Master,” | said one day, “what is the reason you
have accepted many into the monastery who obviously
weren’t suited to the life here?”

“It is because | came with a special dispensation,”
he replied. “There have been times, | admit, when some
of those | accepted were very hard on the organization!”
He didn’t add, what | now believe to be true, that he'd
made a commitment to those individuals in former
incarnations, and wanted to encourage them toward
their own eventual salvation. Indeed, it was constantly
impressed on me that, far from being merely the presi-
dent of an organization, he was the loving father of a
family of spiritual seekers, many of whom were still
wandering in delusion.

| asked him, next, “Do you want us to be as lenient
in accepting people after you are gone?”

“No,” he replied. “You must be stricter.”

o /3 o

Bernard asked the Master, “What is the best way to
transform emotion into devotion?”
“The company you keep” the Master replied, “will

determine in what direction your feelings develop. In
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the company of devotees, those feelings will more
easily become devotional.”

“Master,” pursued the disciple, “what if | am alone—
for instance, when I meditate?”

“Am | not always with you?” the Master replied with

a loving smile.

o /4 o

“It 1sn’t enough merely to live in this holy place
[Mount Washington]. Some people who live here
waste their time playing the organ and engaging in
other idle pursuits. There are many rats and mice in
the canyon on this property: they aren’t progressing
spiritually! To develop spiritually, you have to make a
deep, individual effort.”

o /D %

One day a new disciple, in a fit of emotional frenzy,
cried, pleaded, and shouted to God to appear. Others
were meditating with him, and felt intensely embar-
rassed by his emotional outburst. One of them wrote
the Master a note afterward, inquiring whether it is all
right, spiritually, to be so outwardly expressive.
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“By all means it is all right!” replied the Master. “Cry
to God. Roll on the ground in your fervor of longing for
Him. Halfheartedness will never take you to God.”

The Master had taken this opportunity, however, to
fan the fire of devotion in those disciples’ hearts—
especially in the one who had written that note, who
tended, himself, to be rather lukewarm. As a rule, the
Master never counseled emotional displays unless they
proceeded from an uncontrollable inner fervor. On
another occasion, he told that same emotional disciple:

“Don’t be like a straw fire in your devotion. Enthu-
siasm is good, but keep it under control. Otherwise, you
will merely scatter its power.

“If you explode dynamite high in the air,” he con-
tinued, “it will only make a loud noise. If you bury it in
the ground, however, its explosion may make possible
the building of highways, or the construction of tall
buildings. Enthusiasm, similarly, is wonderful, but learn
to be enthusiastic about the right things, and in the right
way. Feeling should be calmly focused. Don’t burn away
its intensity as if in a straw fire.

“To demolish the mountain of delusion before you,”
he continued, “inwardness is necessary. Devotion must
be kept under control. It should be a secret between you
and your Beloved.”

96



“A rich man visited a farmhouse. The farmer gave
him a piece of cake and boasted, ‘This is the best cake
in the whole worldl" The rich man tasted it, and com-
mented, ‘It is all right. | would like, however, to invite
you to my home and let you taste the cake we serve
there. The farmer returned his visit, later on. When he'd
tasted the rich man’s cake, he exclaimed, ‘| never knew
there was such good cake in existencel’

“The other replied, ‘I didn’t want to hurt your feel-
ings, but you were familiar only with that dry cake of
yours. | know many varieties. That is how | knew that
yours was by no means the best in the world.

“So it is when you get a taste of divine bliss: You
know immediately that nothing else in existence can
equal it. Temptation then becomes dry and loses all its
attractiveness. The best way to conquer temptation is to

have something better to compare it with.”

. [/

“Did the Master ever sleep?” someone asked me
recently. | replied, “All 1 can say for sure is that | re-
member hearing him tell us once, ‘I experimented last
night with going into the subconscious. It was like being
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In public in the West, the Master favored Western clothing. He pulled
his long hair back into a knot to give the appearance of short hair. For
spiritual occasions he wore Indian clothes and let his hair hang loose.
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hemmed in by a heavy wall of flesh. | didn't like the
feeling at alll””

“Sleep,” he used to tell us, “is the semiconscious
way of knowing that we are Spirit. We would not have
been able to bear lite without it. Even though sub-
consciousness can be pleasant, however, it is also a
sort of drunkenness. Much, much more enjoyable is
superconsciousness.”

Often he commented, “Sleep is counterfeit ecstasy.”

o /8

There are two aspects to the following stories. One
is the petty opposition the Master had to face continu-
ally in his life: a common phenomenon, unfortunately,
in the life of every great human being, especially in the
lives of saints and masters. The other aspect is the
unfailing charity the Master always displayed before
opposition. These stories were not ones he would have
told generally. He did tell them to me, however, perhaps
to encourage me always to keep a nonsectarian attitude.
| hesitated, at first, to include them in this book. Yet
they convey salutary lessons on an all-too-common
human trait. Sectarianism is one of the “meannesses of
the heart,” as Sri Yukteswar called them: “pride of pedi-
gree.” Even among the followers of great men—and
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Sri Ramakrishna was certainly a great man, and also a
great master—sectarian attitudes are, unfortunately, all
too common.

In niches along the side walls of his little church in
Hollywood, the Master placed sacred images to repre-
sent other religious paths. Thus, he underscored the
truth he’'d proclaimed in the very name of the church:
“Self-Realization Church of All Religions.”

To Debi Mukherjee, an Indian disciple, he said, “I
would have liked to have a representation of Sri
Ramakrishna in one of those niches, for although he
isn’t in our line of gurus, |1 have always had deep
devotion to him, and would have liked to honor him.
In this country, however, too many of his disciples dis-
play a sectarian intolerance toward other expressions
of India’s teachings. Only because of their attitude, I
have omitted him.”

The Master was concerned, evidently, that those dis-
ciples might protest. He didn’t want his sweet act of de-
votion to become a cause for disharmony from others.

. /9

Often, when the Master and | were alone, he would
reminisce about episodes in his life. He made it clear,
among other things, that he deplored sectarianism,
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which, as he indicated, is all too prevalent among even
the sincere followers of good paths. Once he told me:
“A group of monks from the Vedanta Society arrived
in America from India. Out of love and devotion for
their Master, Sri Ramakrishna, | wanted to make them
feel welcome, and invited them to a lunch at the Encini-
tas hermitage. We gave them a good Indian feast. As
they were leaving, | asked them if they would like to
sign our guest book. They looked at one another hesi-
tantly, as if asking whether, by signing our book, they
might in any way compromise themselves. They re-
solved their dilemma by signing their names in Bengali.
“Seeing them do that, | felt like saying to them,
‘Please, don’t sully your names!™
| (Walter) remember thinking when the Master told
me that story, Such narrowness of spirit could never
enter the hearts of Master’s disciples! He has trained us
too clearly in attitudes of universal generosity and love.
Has this remained so? | only ask the question.

o 80 s

The Master faced opposition from several of the In-
dian swamis in America. He told me, “The Vedanta
swami in Hollywood once told someone about me, ‘Oh

yes, | know Yogananda. He’s a very good—cook.”
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How it saddened the Master to relate this story. He
himself had such deep devotion for Sri Ramakrishna.

“One day,” he said, “I met that swami at a public
function. He came over to me and said, ‘Here is a line.
On one side of it is Sri Ramakrishna; on the other
side’—he concluded with a look of contempt—"youl
How Ramakrishna would have grieved over such ab-

sence of generosity among his own disciples!”

o 8

Yogi Khagen was from India, and was the Master’s
disciple. Motivated by the common failing, envy, he
eventually turned against his Guru. He continued to
teach, however, and was lecturing one evening in
Phoenix, Arizona when, “out of the blue,” he asked, “Is
anyone here a member of Self-Realization Fellowship?”
Several of those present stood up, expecting to hear
words of appreciation for the Master and his work.
Instead, what they got was a tirade against the Master
and his organization. Deeply offended, several of them
telephoned the Master that evening in Los Angeles and
reported this outrage.

“Thank you for telling me,” the Master said. "1 will
take care of the matter.” Thus, he relieved them, gra-

ciously, of any further responsibility in the situation.
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Next, he telephoned Yogi Khagen. What he said to him,
however, was not at all what anyone expected.

“God bless you,” he said, “for the good that you are
doing,. | bless you; our gurus bless you.” He said nothing
about the episode of the previous evening.

Always, when facing negativity, his way was if pos-
sible to emphasize something positive.

Many people—some of whom, unfortunately, were
Indians—spoke against the Master during his lifetime.
Why Indians? Perhaps they didn’t like his having
brought the spiritual teachings of India to the material-
istic West, especially since they themselves were trying
to adjust to Western ways! Or perhaps they didn’t like
the fact that the Master adapted those teachings to the
West, instead of keeping them rigidly orthodox. Or
perhaps—indeed, most probably—his enormous ener-
gy made them simply uncomfortable. For people of low
energy always tend to resent people of high energy,
especially if both of them are in the same field.

Dr. Haridas Chaudhuri told me in San Francisco, in
1962, “When | first arrived in America, | met a number of
people in the Indian community who spoke against Swami
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Yogananda. | finally got to meet him myself, and found
that, for his part, he had nothing but good to say about his
critics. | knew, then, ‘on whose foot the shoe fit'l”

o 83

Master had given me and others for Christmas a
copy of The Imitation of Christ, by Thomas & Kempis.
When | thanked him, he said, “That is a wonderful
book. It is no mere imitation of Christ: It is Christ. | don’t
often encourage people to read other books, but this
one | recommend unreservedly.”

“Thomas a Kempis,” | remarked, “must have been a
great saint. Is that so?”

“A very great saint,” he replied.

o 84 o

In an episode described in my book, The Path,*
someone tried by underhanded means to create a
serious problem for one of the SRF churches. The
Master was physically incapacitated at the time. As he
explained to us later, a guru sometimes assumes onto
his own body some of the karma of his disciples. His

*In the chapter titled, “Attunement.”
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illness was not caused by any karma of his own: It was
to lessen the karmic burdens of others. He told a small
group of us afterward, “During that trial in the church,
| was lying helpless in bed. Divine Mother appeared to
me as a little girl, and stood on my forehead. | under-
stood from Her, then, that everything was going to be
all right.”

Mr. Jacot, a devoted student of the Master’s, was the
person who had resolved that situation. He'd done so
by publicly denouncing what, as he had soon realized,
was a dishonest trick. Later on, the Master thanked him.
He added, however, “The good that you did would have
been greater had you employed more harmonious
means. It is never good, even with good intentions, to

create wrong vibrations by anger and harsh words.”

o 85 o

On the subject of renunciation, the Master said, “If
you forsake truly for God, you will receive a hundredfold,
as Jesus promised—and, as Jesus said also, persecution.
No one escapes persecution, for God wants to be sure of
his devotee. One has to be willing to suffer opposition for

choosing the spiritual path over the ways of the world.”
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“Desires,” the Master said, “are the greatest obstacle
on the spiritual path. | see it,” he added, “as a war, with
people fighting to achieve victory. Some are killed by
bullets of desire, and must be reborn to renew the strug-
gle. Others, after great difficulties, win through to victory,
and have no need to return to this material plane.”

Another time he said, “l see the spiritual path as a
race. The devotees are running, running. Some of them,
their strength sapped by desires, drop out of the race.
Some of them even begin running in the opposite di-
rection!l When someone wins at last, however, he
achieves eternal blessedness in God.”

Desires come, of course, in differing degrees of in-
tensity. All of them, the Master said, must eventually be
fulfilled. | once asked him, “All desires, Sir—even trivial
ones, unfulfilled at the time, that one later forgets
about? What about such insignificant desires as the
mild wish for an ice cream cone? Must even that idle
wish be fulfilled, eventually?”

He shocked me by answering quite seriously, “Oh yes!”

Doctor Lewis once told me he had been glancing
over a new car one day. “Watch your desires, Doctor!”
the Master warned him.

It may seem, considering the infinite number of
desires that ripple across the mind, that liberation must
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remain eternally an “impossible dream.” Fortunately,
such is not the case. For one thing, as the Master once
told me (and as I've quoted earlier), “When ecstasy
comes, everything goes.” For another, as he explained
to us more than once, “It is possible even during one
deep meditation to be freed, through visions, of the

karmas of many lifetimes.”

o 87

“Very few saints, even,” the Master once told me,
“have attained final liberation.”

| exclaimed in dismay, “What about all those saints
in the Autobiography? Are all of them dead and gone,
with no one to take their place?”

(In Autobiography of a Yogi, Paramhansa Yogananda
makes it clear that final liberation is usually attained
from higher astral worlds, not from this material plane.
It seemed to me at the time, however, that that goal
must be virtually impossible of attainment.)

“Very few even of those saints,” he replied, “were
fully liberated.”

| named a few of them specifically from his book. In
each case, his reply was, “No.” At last he said, “Only
Babaji, Lahiri Mahasaya, Sri Yukteswarji, and two of

Lahiri Mahasaya's disciples: Swami Pranabananda [the
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“Saint with Two Bodies™ as he is described in the Auto-
biography] and Ram Gopal Muzumdar [the “Sleepless
Saint”].” On the occasion | quote here he didn’t name
himself. At other times, however, he told us he had
come into this body fully liberated.

“l also met another fully liberated soul,” he told me.
“His name was Yogi Ramiah. He was a disciple of the
great master, Ramana Maharshi. It does happen, occa-
sionally, that a disciple becomes more highly advanced
than his guru.” (Yogi Ramiah, when | myself met him in
1960, was known by the name, Sri Rama Yogi. He is
mentioned again later in this book.)

“Why can’t a master simply dissolve all his karma,”
| asked, “the moment he realizes his oneness with God?”

“Well, in that state you don’t really care. You see all
this as a dream. You may even go on for incarnations
that way, returning to earth to help free your disciples.
Masters, at that level of development, may even keep a
little bit of karma deliberately, as a means of holding
them down to this plane for that higher purpose for a
while. Once you’ve attained the highest state, nirbikalpa
samadhi, there is no ego-consciousness left. You are es-
sentially free anyway.”

“What is it, Master,” | asked, “that draws a soul back
to earth after he has attained final liberation?”

He replied, “He still keeps the ‘desireless desire’ to
help others.”
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“To those who think me near, | will be near.”
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In his correspondence course lessons he explains
the difference between the rebirth of a fully liberated
soul, and that of a master who has a little karma of his
own remaining to be worked out. The latter, after he
attains full liberation, becomes an “ascended master.”
If, as rarely happens, he returns to earth, it is as a full
manifestation of God—an avatar—with divine power to
shower blessings, generally, on all mankind. Those who
still have some past karma of their own to work out,
return primarily to help their own disciples. These
saints, called jivan muktas (“freed while living”), are able
to uplift a few, but cannot carry innumerable disciples
to God. Those, on the other hand, who return without
any karma of their own, having become param muktas
(“fully liberated”) in a former life, come as avatars. Who-
ever comes to them for help can be saved, though his
salvation is not necessarily immediate.

| asked the Master once, “"Are you an avatar?”

“It would take such a one,” he replied quietly, “to
bring a mission of this importance.”

When his mother took him, while he was a baby, to
be blessed by his guru’s guru, Lahiri Mahasaya (Yogavatar,
or “Incarnation of Yoga,” as Paramhansa Yogananda
called him), that great master said to her, “Little mother,
thy son will be a yogi. As a spiritual engine, he will carry
many souls to God's kingdom.” Those words could not
have been spoken of a lesser master; they could only
have been spoken of an avatar.
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In the above discussion, after the Master said, “You
can go on for incarnations,” he added, “Or you can say
‘l am free!” right now. It’s all in the mind. As soon as you
say you are free, you are free.”

Boone, who was present, raised the objection, “Sir,
if | said I was free, I wouldn’t be, would 17"

“Oh yes!” the Master replied. “But the thing is, you
answered your own question! You said, ‘1 wouldn’t be!’
The trouble is, you see, that the mind is already poisoned
with the delusion it wants to overcome. It lacks force.

“There was a man,” he continued, “who wanted to
rid himself of a demon. He decided to perform a certain
Vedic ritual for that purpose. Taking up a handful of pow-
der, he chanted the prescribed incantation over it, then
cast the powder onto the demon. The demon only
laughed. ‘Before you could say your incantation, he
said, ‘I got into that powder myself. How, then, could it
affect me?’

“The thing is, the demon of delusion is already well
settled in the mind. That is why guru’s help is so neces-
sary. He empowers the mind to banish its demons.
Therefore it says also in the Bible, ‘As many as received
him, to them gave he power to become the sons of
God.”"*

*John 1:12,
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o 89

“Practice Kriva so deeply that breath becomes
mind,” the Master said to us one day. He added, “The
breath is a gross dream of the mind. It can be rubbed
away by superconsciousness.

“True Kriya Yoga practice takes place in the deep

spine, the sushumna.”

o 90 s

The Master was truly an embodiment of compas-
sion. No matter how much anyone wronged him, he
remained ever his spiritual friend. And no matter how
far a disciple strayed from the path, he sought always to
bring that person back to God.

In the West, the word “disciple” suggests discipline,
but in India the word often used is chela, suggesting a
beloved son or daughter.

There was one disciple to whom the Master gave a
very serious warning: “If you leave this life here, it will
take you two hundred more incarnations to return to it.”
The disciple, to his own great misfortune, did leave.
Later, he returned for a visit. The Master said of him af-
terward, “He sobbed before me, *Why did | ever leave?

The moods | had here were as nothing compared to
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what I've experienced since | left!'”

On another occasion the Master said, “Some people
who leave here criticize us, reporting that we do not live
the spiritual life. That's because they themselves didn’t
live itl They spread evil gossip about us. Well, so long as
they hold that attitude | can’t help them. But if they
leave and, afterward, come running to me for help, | do
everything I can for them. It isn’t that | condone their
delusion. | am, however, as the saying goes, ‘in this for
the long haul.’

“Norman, after leaving, came to me crying. ‘Why
did I ever leave this place?’ | said to him, "Wasn't it a
paradise?’

“*You bet it was, he replied, and wept so long that |
wept with him. If only he had listened before getting
burned!”

Of Swami Dhirananda, a disciple who had left years
before I (Walter) came to Mount Washington, and had
then turned against his Guru, the Master wrote in a let-
ter about him, “It will take him another three lifetimes,
now, to be liberated.”

Carole Nealey, an editor-student of his, was present
during a discussion in the living room at the Master’s
desert retreat. She asked about Sadhu Haridas, about
whom the Master had spoken. This well-known eigh-
teenth-century saint, though he had spiritual powers,
had fallen from the path and had gone to live with a
woman. He'd returned to his disciples, later. The Master
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had just finished telling us that Haridas attained final
freedom at the end of his life. Mrs. Nealey asked him,
“Isn’t the punishment for a spiritual fall much greater, if
one is highly advanced?”

The Master shook his head. "Mm-mm. God is no
tyrant. Once one recognizes his mistake, and realizes
deeply that God was all he ever really wanted, he will be
taken back. One who has been accustomed to drinking
nectar, and then eats stale cheese, soon grows dissatis-
fied with it and throws the cheese away, crying for
nectar again. If he longs with all sincerity for God’s love
alone, the Lord won't reject him.

“Sadhu Haridas, at the end of his life, said, ‘I have
committed many wrongs, but now my Beloved is calling
me. | am going home.”

(What a blessing, | thought, that, however far a soul
strays from God, the Lord will always love him, and will
never turn His back on him if he cries for Him sincere-
ly, no matter what he has done! As the Master said,
“Pray to God in this way: ‘Divine Mother, naughty or
good | am Thy child. Thou must accept mel’”)

Some disciples, like Dhirananda, actually turned
against the Master. Of such fallen ones, the Master said,
“If my child falls from a rooftop, 1 rush to pick him up,
and will do everything I can to help him. But if, as |
draw near, he starts shooting at me, what can | do? |
must put my hand in my pocket and leave him to his

own devices. | respect his free will. If he would allow me
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to help him, however, | would at once forget that he ever
disobeyed me or turned against me.”

The Master was a spiritual doctor: His one aim was
to heal suffering.

Once, after he’d scolded a disciple, the young man
asked, “But you will forgive me, won’t you?” The Master’s
reply, accompanied by an astonished look, was, “What

glse can | do?”

e I oo

Doctor Lewis told me, “I once said to the Master,
‘One thought is troubling me, Sir. Supposing, after long
effort, I attain liberation. Is the freedom I'll attain good
for this one Day of Brahma only?* What if, when
Creation is remanifested after the next Night of Brahma,
[, along with everyone else, get sent out again and have
to go through the long, painful struggle all over? Wouldn’t
all these present efforts, then, seem almost futile?””

“Never fear,” the Master reassured him. “Once the
soul becomes free, it remains so for eternity. Never more
will it have to roam the long, winding road of evolution.”

“That answer,” Doctor admitted to me, “came as a
great consolation!”

*A “Day of Brahma” is described in the Indian scriptures. It is

one complete period of cosmic manifestation, lasting billions of
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| (Walter) was having great difficulty in quieting the
mind in meditation. | felt an inner rebellion against the
very idea of inner peace!

“Don’t fight your mind,” counseled the Master. “Treat
it like a donkey. That beast is so stubborn that, some-
times, it won’t budge even when it is beaten repeatedly.
If its owner lets it stand still for a while, however, the
donkey finally resumes walking again of its own accord.
The best thing, when your mind rebels, is to let it stand
awhile. Don’t be too hard on it. Let it ‘make its point.
After that, it will resume advancing of its own accord,

without being forced.”

years. The “Day of Brahma” is followed by a period of equal du-
ration, called the “Night of Brahma.” During Brahma’s “night,”
all creation is withdrawn from outward manifestation. Beings
that are not yet liberated rest in “seed form” for that time, in the
consciousness of Spirit, awaiting the Creation’s next manifesta-
tion. When the following Day of Brahma dawns, they resume
whatever state they attained formerly.
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The Master was a strong advocate, at the same
time, of self-discipline. “You must be tough on your-
self!” he used to say to us. He described a boyhood
friend of his, whose mother was raising him in a hard
school. “He was also hard on himself,” the Master said.
“His mother would beat him regularly, and he had
come to look upon her beatings as simply a fact of life!
One day he climbed a tree, and fell off it. He was able
to cling to the tree trunk, and slide down it to the
ground by keeping his arms wrapped around the trunk.
When he reached the ground, his chest was all shred-
ded and bleeding. We gazed at him in horror. All he
said, however, was, "What are you staring at? Hurry and
cover me up! Get some dust. Get anything. Plaster me
over. My mother will beat me up!” That’s what | mean:
Be tough! Don’t baby yourselves.”

o 94 o

“My Master [Sri Yukteswar] was often harsh with
me, even in public,” the Master said. “His intention was
to discipline me so I'd become indifferent to public
opinion. One day, before hundreds, he asked me to
fetch him a glass of water. | went at once. As | returned
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with the glass, my foot caught on the corner of a carpet,
and flipped it over.

“Look at that clumsy oaf!’ scoffed my Master.
Everyone there laughed. | looked at them and thought,
‘Not one of you has attained what | have!” But he suc-
ceeded in hardening me so | wouldn’t be affected by
anybody’s opinions.” (For one who loved people deeply,
as the Master did, it was important that he become
immune to the hurts they dealt him, their callousness,
and even their hatred.)

Even with that hard training, the Master loved his
Guru deeply. A picture of Sri Yukteswar hung in the hall-
way outside his apartment at Mount Washington.
Whenever he passed it, he would pause a moment in
silent prayer.

“Very few,” he told me, “were able to bear Sri Yuk-
teswar’s discipline. Once, the others in the ashram
came to me in a body and said, ‘Let us leave here.
We've decided to follow you instead.

““You leave; | replied. 'l stay with my Guru!” Many
fled. He didn’t even want disciples. But just see: By con-
verting me, he converted thousands.”

“Sir,” 1 once asked him, “was it because he knew he
wouldn’t be coming back to this world that he didn’t
want disciples? Was it because he didn't want the re-
sponsibility for anyone else on this plane?”

“That's right,” the Master replied. “He had a few

stragglers this time, that’s all.”
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“Sir,” I asked, “what stage must one have reached to
be called a master?”

“He must have attained Christ consciousness. The
stages of enlightenment,” he continued, “are, first, to
be conscious of the AUM vibration throughout the
body. Next, one’s consciousness becomes identified
with that AUM vibration beyond his body, and gradually
throughout the universe. One then becomes conscious
of the Christ consciousness within the AUM vibration—
first in the physical body, then gradually in the whole
universe. When you achieve oneness with that vibra-
tionless consciousness everywhere, you have attained
Christ consciousness.

“That final stage lies beyond vibration itself, in
oneness with God the Father, the Creator beyond the
universe. When, still in that highest state of conscious-
ness, you can return to the body without losing your
inner sense of oneness with God, that is complete free-
dom. All true masters, even those who are not yet fully
liberated, live in that nirbikalpa samadhi state. That is
what Jesus Christ had. It was what he meant by per-
fection, in saying, ‘Be ye therefore perfect, even as
your Father which is in heaven is perfect'* To be a
Christlike master, one must have attained that state.”

*Matthew 5:48.
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On another occasion, the Master gave this very sim-
ple explanation: “You are a master when you can use

your senses, but they don’t use you.”

@ 906

Dr. Lewis told me, “The Master was reminiscing with
me the other day. He spoke as an intimate friend of our
years together. ‘We've had a good life; he said. ‘It seems
only yesterday that we first met. Soon we will be separ-
ated, but in a little while we’ll be together again.”™

w 97

“Years ago,” Dr. Lewis told us, “my mother suffered
a severe stroke. The doctor said she might not live
until morning.

“The Master was in Cuba at the time, and couldn’t
be reached. | prayed to him mentally for help, and my
prayer was answered: My mother recovered.

“A few months later she again fell ill. This time | was
able to speak to the Master and ask him in person for
help. He replied, ‘The Lord has spared her life quite
some time now. If she lives another four months, we

must be satisfied’
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“It was four months later to the day that she left her
body.

“Several years afterward,” Dr. Lewis continued, “the
Master said to me, “Your mother has been reborn’ | in-
quired immediately, of course, ‘Where is she living now,
Sir?” He told me where she was: up north in the state of
Maine. After some time | had an opportunity to visit her
family. Their little girl—my mother—was three years old
by this time. The resemblance was uncanny. There were
many little mannerisms, gestures, and movements—all
exactly as they had been! The child didn’t remember
me, but she showed an instant affection for me, and I,
quite apart from my special knowledge, felt a natural
affection for her.”

o 98 o

Samadhi is no “Sunday outing,” no lark one expe-
riences for the mere fun of it! It creates an absolute
revolution in one’s consciousness. Samadhi is alto-
gether different from anything the ego can possibly
imagine.

Dr. Lewis once told me, “I kept asking the Master to
give me a samadhi. One day | backed him into a corner,
so to speak, and insisted that he give me samadhi ‘this

very minute’!
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“The Master looked at me deeply, demanding al-
most fiercely, ‘Are you ready for it, if | give it to you “this
very minute”? Can you accept a complete change of
outlook on everything?’

“My will faltered. | looked down. ‘No, Sir; I had to
confess. ‘I guess I'm not ready yet.”

| (Walter) am reminded of something Boone told
me. “l once asked Saint Lynn to give me a taste of
ecstasy. He answered, ‘If | gave it to you now, you would

not be able to bear your life as it is.””

o 99

Rumors and gossip tend to flourish when groups of
people are gathered together. The Master once made
the following comment on this tendency: “My Master
[Sri Yukteswar] used to say, ‘If it is not something | can
say to everybody, | don’t want to hear it.”

The Master often warned us not to go to worldly
places for relaxation and enjoyment, not even for milk
shakes (though this he said only to a few of the younger
ones). He said also, “You must report it when you see
anyone here commit a serious offense against our rule.”

Someone once reported to him, “l saw So-and-so
going into an ice cream parlor.”

The Master dismissed the statement impatiently, I

didn’t mean that kind of infraction! Don’t bother me
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with such petty gossip. Report serious infractions, how-
ever—those which might harm others in our way of life.
If someone does something seriously wrong, to say
nothing about it would be treachery. Supposing some-
one put poison in another person’s drink, and you knew
about it, wouldn’t you speak out? Were you to rationalize,
instead, ‘Well, it wasn’t I who poisoned that drink; it isn’t
my business, you'd be as guilty as the poisoner. When
anyone here goes against our way of life, it is, in a way,
poisoning it. When you know of any serious wrong, you
must report what you know. It would be shirking your
own responsibility not to do so.

“Some people think, ‘Oh, he knows about it” Natu-
rally, God sees these things. He doesn’t always talk,
however. My role here is very difficult: I have to play
both divine and human parts. My inner and my outer
natures are different. In my divine Self | see these
things, but sometimes that Self remains aloof until
something is called to my attention. My outer self plays
a human role. It is not easy to play both roles at the
same time, though | do my best to live as God wants
me to. But you mustn’t assume, thinking, ‘Oh, he
knows, that it will always be all right. You, too, have to
behave responsibly. Irresponsibility is not the way to
grow spiritually. Always speak out, therefore, when
something serious demands your involvement.”

These important points are touched on again later in
another context, close to the end of this book.
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People in groups tend to develop a special “in”
vocabulary, almost a jargon. The words can be used
almost mindlessly, like waving a flag absent-mindedly.
The Master gave us the following example of that
tendency:

“A fundamentalist Christian once announced to me
fervently, “You must be saved by the blood!

“‘Produce a quart!” I challenged her.

“She was so astonished. How could she respond to
this literal demand? The fact is, she had no clear idea
what she was talking about. She had been merely quot-
ing a phrase, repeated mindlessly by other dogmatic,

so-called ‘believers.”

o J0]

The Master’s approach to truth was pragmatic. Dur-
ing his early years in America, certain persons were
claiming in public that they would live forever.

“Study them,” the Master advised when someone
asked for his opinion. “Look for a few obvious signs. Is
their hair falling out? Is it turning gray? Do they wear

dentures? Are their faces becoming lined? If they man-
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ifest any of the common symptoms of mortality, how
can they be believed when they claim they’ll live forev-
er? Ignore those claims! Those people are counting on
not being around when the time comes for proving
their claim. They’ll have slipped away, conveniently, to
the astral world, and won’t have to face the people
they've hoodwinked! Meanwhile, they enjoy the glitter
of a false notoriety!

“What is the use, anyway, of keeping the physical
body indefinitely? Even were it to remain in perfect and
glowing condition, the body—or, rather, the very ego
that constructed it—is a prison! You aren’t this body.
You aren’t this ego. You are the immortal soul. In

superconsciousness alone does immortality exist.”

Many people of “New Thought” persuasion place
exaggerated emphasis on “manifesting” health,
wealth, and other symptoms of material success,
which they see as outward demonstrations of high
spiritual development. The Master’s attitude toward
these things was qualified.

On the one hand, he considered that seeking such
things for themselves could demand more energy than
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they are worth—like devoting the wealth of a nation to
preventing snow from falling in the mountains in January.
For the devotee of God it is, he felt, a waste of energy to
strive too assiduously for outer perfection, which is ever
and cannot but be evanescent. He counseled people, “Do
what you can, within reason, to remain healthy and to
achieve the worldly success you need, but remember, it
is better to rise above outer conditions altogether, so that
they cannot affect you.”

He accepted that, since people live on many differ-
ent levels of awareness, no one teaching in this respect
can, or even should, be applied to everyone. “lliness,”
he said, “can be a serious obstacle on the spiritual path.
So also can poverty. Do your best—again,” he repeated,
“within reason—to achieve health and prosperity, and
to succeed at whatever you set your mind to do. On the
other hand, keep those efforts proportionate to the true,
long-range goal of life, which is to find God. To devote
all your energy to fulfilling your material desires, as so
many people do even in the name of spirituality, dis-
torts their values, for it deprives them of the time they
need for more important things.”

He never accepted any material blessing as proof of
inner development. Yet it can be an indication of such
development. We should be grateful to God for bless-
ings, he said, but we should be equally grateful to Him
if he removes them. For it is not material things that
should command our gratitude. We should be grateful
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The Master with American Indians of the Yakima tribe
from Washington State.
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for—nay, exult in—life itself in its many costumes, re-
membering always that one of those “costumes” is
death. We are the immortal offspring of Infinite Bliss. In
bliss lies our true reason for eternal gratitude.

Some of the Master’s most spiritually advanced dis-
ciples were highly successful businessmen. The ability
to succeed at anything is an aid in life, certainly, not a
liability. The question is one only of proportion. We
should give our energy where it is needed first. Many
saints, he pointed out, have had serious illnesses. Many
others have lived in poverty. The test of spirituality is
one’s inner state of consciousness, and above all the
purity of one’s love for God. The test of one’s spiritual
refinement, moreover, is his degree of freedom from
eg0-CoNSCiousSness.

He once related the following story: “There was a
saint who fell ill. His disciples pleaded with him, ‘Master,
so many have been healed by your intercession. Why
don’t you pray to the Divine Mother to heal you, too?
This seemed to him not a bad idea; he accepted their
suggestion. When he prayed, the Divine Mother ap-
peared to him.

“*Of all things!” She rebuked him. "You, who have
realized your oneness with the Infinite, and who have so
many bodies you live through, want now, by praying for
this one little form, to limit yourself to it? For shame!’
The saint deeply regretted his error, and prayed,

Mother, Your love alone is all-sufficient!™”
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| suspect the Master was showing me, amusingly
enough, another aspect of the above teaching one day.
It was after a luncheon guest had left, and | was sitting
alone with him at the table. Idly he tried to flip a fork
into an empty glass by striking downward on the
curved prongs. Several times his attempt failed, but he
persevered. On about the fifth try, the fork finally went
into the glass—which broke! The Master looked at me,
smiling almost like a child. “But it went inl” he said, as
if proudly.

He seemed to be telling me that, whatever one sets
his mind to, it should be carried through to comple-
tion—even if, in the process, the glass gets broken!

How often in my life have | had to resolve to carry
something through even though | knew the very at-
tempt would cause me, personally, great hardship. I've
reminded myself with a smile, “Even if the glass breaks,
my duty, which I've accepted, is to flip the fork in!”
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“We must strike a balance,” the Master said, “be-
tween non-attachment to outer things and sensible con-
cern for our present realities. So long as a person is
centered in body-consciousness, he must take sensible
care of his body. It is important spiritually, also, to take
reasonable physical precautions. Proper diet, proper ex-
ercise, fresh air and sunlight: These things are necessary
for a well-rounded existence.”

The Master once wrote me, “Keep exercised and
body fit for God-realization.” (I've added the italics.)

He also scoffed, however, at excessive preoccupa-
tion with one’s own health. Perhaps partly to encour-
age us not to be over-concerned over it, he would
sometimes give us money for ice cream—a thing that
health faddists would frown upon. “*Make God, not
food, your religion,” he said. “Many faddists only weak-
en their systems by depending excessively on dietary
principles. “Ohl” they’ll cry, ‘I didn’t get my avocado
today; my spine feels weak!” That very preoccupation
with secondary matters only weakens their will power.
Their very attitude toward life becomes spineless! Such
concern for superficialities is like working to seal the
cracks in a plaster wall when termites are eating away

at the foundation!”
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Saints often adopt extreme measures in their search
for God—virtually starving themselves, for example, or
going for long periods without sleep, or deliberately cre-
ating discomfort for their bodies. Many devotees wonder
if it wouldn’t help them to adopt similar practices, even
if they are following the more moderate path of medita-
tion and Kriva Yoga. With such aspirants in mind, the
Master, who himself had undergone severe austerities
during his youth, counseled people generally, “It is best
not to be fanatical in your search for God. Only those
with some measure of realization can safely afford to
risk their health and physical well-being in seeking Him.
Without realization, such practices make one fanatical.”

One time, Henry, who had been reading the life of
Saint Francis, and was comparing the austerities of that
great saint with the more moderate lifestyle the Master
provided for us, asked him whether it wouldn't be a
good thing for us to be more austere. The Master an-
swered him, “When God gives more, take it. He knows
what is right for you.”

Indeed I've experienced that, perhaps because the
present age is less heavily burdened with physical
deprivations than the days of Saint Francis, even our
tests, however intense, tend to be more psychological

in nature.
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“The medical doctors,” the Master said, “have dis-
covered God’s laws on a certain level of reality. Respect
them for their knowledge; don't ignore them. On the
other hand, don’t lean on them too heavily. If you con-
tinue using a crutch when you no longer need it, you'll
never develop your own strength.”

One evening, he was deploring the fact that, dur-
ing his illness and subsequent seclusion, people had
taken to going to doctors every time anything went
wrong with them. “When | was more actively in-
volved in things,” he said, “no one went to doctors.
They depended more on God. Now that I've been out
of things a little bit, I find them going all the time.
Learn to rely more on God. He is ever within you,

watching over you.”

Karle Frost, a middle-aged and kindly man who lived
for a time at Mount Washington, fell ill. The Master
agreed that a doctor should be summoned. He also
praved for Karle. Later, when this student was well
enough to get up, he was able to look out the window
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and wave at the Master as he was going out. The Master
called back cheerfully, “Ha! Ha! The doctors get all the

credit, when it is God who heals!”

Speaking of his own illness, the Master said, “When
the wisdom dinner has been eaten from the plate of
life, one may break the plate or keep it: It no longer

matters.”

@ 109

In his later years, the Master, like many other mas-
ters, experienced physical illness. He explained that a
master, according to the law of karma, although free
from personal karma may take onto his own body the
karmic debts of others, and in that way free them for
more rapid spiritual growth. This loving sacrifice was
the true reason for his own illness.

“Carry my body,” he cried happily to us one day as
we carried him up a flight of stairs, “and | will carry your
souls!™ On another occasion as we were carrying him,
he said, "You are stealing lots of magnetism. That's
good! It will help you.”
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When, after a long illness, he had recovered suffic-
iently to take short walks in the garden, | said to him
one day, “It’s so good to see you walking again, Sir.”

“Yes,” he replied, “it’s good to be out again. But this
body is not everything.” Smiling cheerfully he added,
“Some people have the use of their legs, but can’t walk

all over!™

He was describing to some of us, for our benefit,
what he had undergone during his recent illness. “This
experience was not physical. Though it affected the
physical body, it was astral in nature. Demonic entities
were torturing me. Some of them were shaped like
saws, others, like corkscrews. They were working on the
legs of my astral body. Christ’s crucifixion was bad, but
at least it was over in a few hours. This torture went on
for months. Sometimes | kept my consciousness down
to the physical body, so that I might experience suffer-
ing as others do.

“A nurse was hired to care for me. She was com-
pletely materialistic, and was actively hostile to the
truths we teach here. Every time she turned me over—
as she had to do because | couldn’t turn myself—she

did it with deliberate, unnecessary force, heedless of
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the pain it caused. At one moment there appeared in
my forehead the blue light of destruction. Divine
Mother's voice told me, ‘Give it to her!l’ | could have
destroyed that woman with a glance. But | knew this
was God’s test. ‘Do as You like, Mother,’ | prayed. ‘It is
all Your play’”

o 111 s>

He counseled us on what it was better to read, and
not to read. One evening he said, “Why read the books
of other paths? Too many people here read endlessly
from the writings of others, while neglecting our own.
You shouldn’'t mix your studies. If you do that too
much, it becomes a kind of spiritual prostitution. The
mind gets diluted by so many teachings, and is easily
confused.

“We had a lady living here once who read other
teachings all the time. She was very nice, always kind
and polite to everyone. But | used to tell her, "Why don't
you read your own?’

“*Oh, all teachings are the same,” she said.

“*That’s true;’ | said, ‘but just the same, if you keep
reading everything you will get confused. You have to
realize the truth behind those teachings. Only then will
you know from realization that they are the same. Until
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that time, however, it will be like trying to cross a river
in two boats, one foot in each of them. When the boats
separate, you will fall between them and drown. Some
differences do exist between the various teachings.
With wisdom, they can be resolved. To the unenlight-
ened mind, however, though they are superficial, they
can be a cause of confusion’

“Well, she didn't heed my advice, but kept on with
her eclectic reading. After a time, she drifted off. People

must learn loyalty to one path.”

| once asked him, “Sir, if the thing that keeps us
bound to this world is worldly desires, why don’t those
who commit suicide become liberated? Obviously,
considering the extreme measures they've adopted to
escape this world, they have no desire to remain in it!l”

The Master chuckled as he contemplated this seem-
ing paradox. “But there must also,” he replied, “be a

positive desire for God!”
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The Master, a lawless mirror, reflected the consciousness
of those around him.
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The Master was speaking about someone to whom
he had given divine love. That person later turned
against him, and in consequence suffered greatly.
“When you give someone divine love,” he commented,
“and he goes against it, he crucifies himself.”

o J14 o

“I met an eighty-year-old woman in Seattle,” he told
me, “who had been an atheist all her life. She was com-
pletely changed by our meeting. Thereafter, she would
listen all the time to a recording of my voice. She kept
orange flowers on her altar as a reminder of our meet-
ing. In the few years that were left to her, she
attained salvation.

“50 you see,” the Master concluded, “it isn’t only a
matter of when you come onto the path. Above all, it is
a question of how much energy you devote, once you
actually set foot onto it. As Jesus said, “The last [whether
coming last in time as disciples, or continuing to the last
of their lives] shall be first, and many that came first [or
early] shall be last’”
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The following story was told to me by Kamala Silva,
a disciple of the Master’s who lived in Oakland, Cali-
fornia, when | knew her.

“| went once with Master,” she said, “to the island
of Santa Catalina off the coast of southern California.
Master was a very fast runner when he was young. For
our visit there, a young man accompanied us who was
a good athlete. When he heard that Master was a fast
runner, he challenged him to a race. The young man
himself ran in college competitions. Well, they started
out even, but by the time the youth had finished the
first block, Master had almost finished the second onel”

Sananda Ghosh, one of Yogananda’s younger broth-
ers, told me, “Paramhansaji had a very unusual style of
running, as if slightly angled. But his legs moved like
pistons, and he won every racel”

| was told that on the tennis court also, the Master
was amazingly fast on his feet. 1 forget who told me,
but that person said, “Master just seemed to appear
wherever the ball landed! One might have thought his
movements were supernatural, but of course they
weren’t. How could they be, for a mere game?”

The Master himself told two of us the following
story. We were at his desert retreat:

“There were some stray dogs at our Ranchi school

that caused a lot of trouble. One day they killed a horse.

139



| decided they had to be captured and taken away. Tak-
ing up a few gunny sacks, | chased after them so quick-
ly that 1 was able to seize them and put them, one by
one, into those sacks. We then took them far away. They
never returned.”

As he told this story, the Master’s speech, too, be-
came very rapid. He was not only laughing merrily over
the memory, but he acted out the episode with animat-
ed gestures and facial expressions. That acting, and the
breathless way he told the story, made me miss much
of what he said, though it was great fun listening to him.
I'm sure he spoke longer than I've indicated here.

Another person, as I've said, was present on that
occasion, It was Laurie Pratt, his chief editor. Laurie
maintained throughout the telling an air almost of dis-

involvement. “Well, well,” was her somewhat distant
comment when he finished. To me, it seemed as though
she were thinking, “This isn’t the Master I know!”

I've always remembered the contrast the three of us
made in that relatively brief encounter: Master, exuber-
antly reminiscing; Laurie Pratt, somewhat distant, and
smiling only vaguely—if at all; and myself, laughing but
not wholly understanding everything the Master said.
He was delighting in his reminiscences, but there was
something about the whole scene that seemed to me
almost surreal. Did he have a hidden purpose in telling
the story, and in the exuberance he showed in the
telling? He spoke less clearly than when the two of us
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were speaking alone. Of course, he was reliving an
exciting moment, and communicated its drama suc-
cessfully. It almost seemed, however, as if, perhaps only
by the rapidity with which he spoke, he was deliberately
garbling his English.

I've often wondered about that occasion since then.
[t seems to me, now, to have been fraught with meaning.
Was he subtly telling Laurie, for instance, “Don’t imagine
that you've ever really known me; | am not who | seem
to be”? Was he saying to me, “Know me for your own
Self, don’t let anyone try to tell you who I am™?

Laurie, many vears later, dealt me the severest test
I've ever had to face in this lifetime. It began with her
insistence that | didn't know the Master at all, that she
alone, and others who agreed with her, knew him. She
said | would never be able to serve his work in the way
he wanted.

That occasion at his desert retreat was the only time
the three of us were ever alone together. Was the Master
merely relating an amusing—and, let’s face it, quite
amazing—story, rather incomprehensively?

| cannot but think, as I look back on that occasion,
that it should have held, and also did hold, a deep sig-
nificance. For he must have known what the future held
for Laurie and me. Perhaps his message had to do with
our attunement with him. Was he saying—perhaps
more for her sake than for mine—*I am not who you
think I am™?
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How subtle was his way of teaching! Often it wasn’'t
even verbal. | soon came to realize, in Laurie’s and my
relationship together as editors, that although we were
friends, we were also poles apart in our perception of
the Master’s mission. He must have known these differ-
ences existed long before they surfaced, though he said
nothing about them. He also spoke to me about Laurie
in such a way as to ensure that | would always hold her
in high esteem, though in later years she tested that
esteem to the utmost.

This is a fascinating subject. Because the present
book concerns the Master, however, | cannot explore
the theme further, here, nor offer any further comment.

The Master told me the following story about his
visit to India in 1935.

“Because it was a time of political agitation in India,
when the country was making increasing demands for
independence from England, the British police were
suspicious of me, and followed me everywhere. They
wanted to make sure | didn’t add to the general unrest
by fanning revolutionary fervor.

“When | visited the Maharaja of Mysore, the police
there tried to entrap me. They paid an English woman

to create a public scene. Their plan was for her to
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approach me, throw her arms around me, then Kiss me
ardently. Press photographers were to be standing near-
by, ready to snap that photograph. The picture would
then be published in the newspapers—Ilocally, and per-
haps nationally—as a means of slandering me. God
showed me their plan, however.

“At a public gathering, a young white woman came
up to me in view of everyone, and was about to
embrace me when | grabbed her by the waist, lifted her
high above my head, and turned to the photographers.
‘Now, | called out smiling, ‘take your photograph!’

“Of course, they did nothing of the kind. To have
published such a picture would only have embarrassed
the authorities!”

“While | was in India in 1935, | met a wonderful
saint; the two of us became great friends. Together we
sat under a tree, discoursing to many people. Someone
placed rupees 200 in my lap, then fled so that 1 would-
n't be able to thank him. Everyone pleaded with me,
‘Please don’t leave us. Remain here. If you’ll agree to
stay, we will build you a hermitage’

“I could have remained in that setting very happily.
But | thought of you all—the *potential saints’ in America—
and I knew | had to come back.
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“The next time | am born in a human body, how-
ever, | will spend many years wandering blissfully by
the Ganges.”

The Master told us he would in fact be reborn after
another 200 years. He would live for a time the life of a
wandering sadhu. Then he would gather his disciples
around him, and withdraw, like Babaji, to the
Himalayas.

“There was a little girl living with her mother here at
Mount Washington. She decided to make me a little
‘surprise’ One day, before she could spring her surprise
on me, | thanked her for it,

““You peeked!” she cried, miserably.

“1 didn’t peek, I said to her lovingly. ‘God told me
about it. I wanted you, too, to know He'd done so, and

to thank you.™

o J19

“The other day | was looking at the picture of my
mother. | saw Divine Mother in her face: She was look-
ing a little stern. 1 said, ‘Divine Mother, why don’t You
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smile?” And the photograph itself smiled! All of you
know that picture. It shows my mother, in fact, looking
fairly serious.

“I then said to Divine Mother, ‘There are so many
wonderful souls around me, Mother. Please bless them.
Deepen their desire to feel Your love in their hearts

The Divine Mother blessed a gathering at which |
(Walter) was present, by appearing to the Master’s inner
gaze. After a time She left, giving as Her reason for
doing so the fact that in the hearts of some of those
present there were too many desires lurking.

“I remember a young pair who attended a class
series | gave in Phoenix, Arizona. They were the most
beautiful couple | have ever seen; that is saying a lot! Of
course, attraction to beauty is measured more or less by
a person’s own blindness! A mother had a very ugly
son, and tried to enter him in a beauty contest. The
judge laughed at her, whereupon she answered, ‘You
fool, this is the most beautiful child in the world. If |
were judging this contest, | would give him the prize
without even bothering to look at another!” Still, by the

standards of modern ‘blindness’ those two young
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people were beautiful. The whole class enjoyed seeing
them; they seemed so perfect—as if blown together by
the breeze of their love.

“One day after class, | called them to me. I'd known
they had very little money, but | had just learned that
they'd sold their little car so they could take the classes.
My practice in those days was to charge a little money
for classes. The money went to the work. But now that
I'd heard about their sacrifice, | told them | wanted to
return their money. It took me a whole hour to persuade
them to accept it.

“The boy then said to me, ‘May | ask you for a favor?
Please bless me that I find a job’ I told him he would
find one right away, and he did. But then | said some-
thing else to them both.

“‘Everybody in the class, | said, ‘envies you your
love. | don’t envy you, for the love in my heart is a hun-
dred times greater than what | see expressed in your
eves. I'd like to see you develop toward the experience
of ever deeper, divine love. In a year’s time, | plan to
return to Phoenix. | would like to see if your love is still
as strong then as it is now.

“I did come back the next year, and tried to look
them up. It wasn’t easy, but | managed at last to locate
the boy. He was working in a store. When he saw me,
he came out with me to the car and stood beside it. He
looked worn out. It saddened me to see him like that.
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His back was bent instead of straight like a yogi’s. In a
weak voice he said, I still believe in God!

“*What is the matter with you?’ | cried. ‘I expected
to find you communing with God daily!’

“He answered, ‘I'm working so hard, | hardly have
time for anything else’

“He took me to his home. They'd had a child, and
his wife was expecting another one. | said, ‘I miss the
luster that | used to see in your eyes’ | felt sorry for
them, and gave them a mental and spiritual ‘shaking’!
As | was leaving, | saw in their eyes again a glimmer of
their former love and happiness. They promised me to
start meditating again.

“But just see how easy it is to let the world creep in
and steal your happiness. Tread the spiritual path very
carefully. Delusion awaits you around every corner,

hoping to seize youl”

@ [2] sox

Sananda Ghosh told me, “Paramhansaji used, as a
boy, to worship images of [the Divine Mother] Kali with
great devotion. After our mother died, however, | never
saw him do so again. | think grief must have driven his
devotion inside. He sought the Divine Mother in ever-
deeper meditation.”
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When | (Walter) went to India in 1958, some people
who had known the Master during his earlier visit told
me, “The Master led a kirtan one evening in a private
home in Calcutta. The house was full, and so also was
the street outside, and the roof of a building across the
street was covered with people. They sang and danced
in God all night, uplifted in their love for Him. Such was
the Master’'s magnetism!”

o 123 sox

Henry Schaufelberger (who later became known as
Brother Anandamoy) said to the Master, “Sir, would
yvou bless me that, when | meditate, | be able to sit in
the lotus pose? I've tried and tried, but | just can’t
seem to get it.”

“Do not be concerned over such little things,” the
Master responded. “Ask God for His love. That is much

more important!”
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o 124 o

Norman told me, after the first time he’d performed
the yoga postures for the Master in front of guests: “I
was doing the postures kind of blindly. Every time I'd
start getting into a pose, however, Master would point a
finger at me. Some of the postures weren't easy for me,
and I'd never been able to do them well. As Master
pointed at me, however, | suddenly found I could do
each one to perfection.”

The Master liked having Norman demonstrate the
postures, because of his strong and well-formed body.
He wanted to correct a widespread impression people
had of yogis, that they are thin and emaciated!

o 125 o

To the nuns he once said, “Ladies, don’t devote too
much time to dressing or caring for your appearance,
lest you fall into temptation.” He didn't mean they
should be indifferent to the normal standards of neat-
ness and good taste, but only that they should not be
oversolicitous in these matters.
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The Master told us this story: “| had a vision when |
was young in which | saw myself married. My wife was
sleeping beside me. | was appalled. ‘How dare you!’ |
cried indignantly. ‘This body belongs to God!”

“Sitting up, I took a sword in my hand and began to
cut off my arm, piece by piece. I was determined to
destroy my whole body.

“Just then | woke up and found that | was striking my
arm with the side of my palm. Oh, what a relief it was to
find I wasn’t married after alll Joyfully I exclaimed again,
‘This body belongs to God!™

During the last months of the Master’s life, someone
gave him an expensive Cadillac car. He referred to it
several times as his “hangman’s dinner.”

“You know,” he explained, “when someone is about
to be executed by hanging, it is traditional to give him
the best dinner possible. Divine Mother wanted, as a
send-off, to give me something special because my
work in this lifetime is finished.”
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o 128 o

The Master assumed whatever attitude was appro-
priate to the situations before him. When he was doing
business, he was conscientiously businesslike. (It must
have been affecting to watch! Giving, rather than taking,
was so intrinsic to his whole nature.)

He returned one evening to Mount Washington
after an outing, during which he had been to an
antique shop and purchased a few umbrellas. Interest-
ingly, the Master did have one or two little hobbies of
this sort. It was as if to hold his interest in this world.
Teaching and writing took him to a higher, more
abstract consciousness, and left him with the need to
ground himself in something more mundane. I've
learned that this is, in fact, a common feature in the
lives of many people whose activities are largely men-
tal or, above all, spiritual. Another “hobby” of the
Master’s was collecting opals, which reminded him, he
said, of the opalescent light of the astral world.

On the above-mentioned occasion, he had bargained
carefully, trying always to get a good price. After com-
pleting his transactions, however, he ceased to be the
conscientious buyer. Gazing about him now, he told us
with sympathy afterward:

“I saw what a poor shop that man had, and gave

him more money than I'd saved while bargaining with
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him. He said to me, "You are a gentleman, Sirl" He gave
me, in return, an especially fine umbrella.”

The Master paused a moment in reflection, then
commented, “What a poor-looking floor that man
had in his shop! I think I will buy him a new linoleum
floor covering.”

Always, his first emphasis was on human and spiri-
tual, rather than “practical,” material values. To him,

every stranger was a dear friend in God.

o 129 o

There is a story in The Path which was told me by
Debi Mukherjee, from Bengal, of a time he went out
with Master in his car. The Master had suddenly said to
the driver, “Stop the car!l” He got out and walked back
several doors to a small, rather dingy-looking variety
shop. There, to Debi’s astonishment, the Master had
selected a number of items that couldn’t possibly have
been of any use to him. He then went up to the count
er. The owner, an older woman, added up his bill,
which the Master paid. At that moment, the woman
burst into tears.

“I very badly needed just this sum of money
today!” she told him. “It is near closing time, and | had
given up all hope of getting what | needed. Bless you,
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Sir. It was God Himself, surely, who sent you to me in
my time of need!”

The Master said nothing of this episode to anyone. It
was clear, however, that he'd sensed the woman'’s diffi-
culty while driving by in the car, and had responded to
it with divine sympathy.

Throughout his life, he actively demonstrated the
biblical teaching, “Love thy neighbor as thyself.” Indeed,
he gave that teaching a new and deeper meaning, for he
saw everybody as, literally, his own Self in the great one-
ness of God.

o 130 s>

The Master could, if he so chose, withdraw his mind
completely from any pain his body suffered. One day,
long before | came to him, he demonstrated this inner
freedom. It was when the concrete “wishing well” was
being installed at Mount Washington.

The well slipped from the grasp of the men lifting it,
and dropped onto the Master’s foot, which was crushed
under the weight of a thousand pounds. His automatic
reaction wrote itself eloquently on his face: Physical
pain made him wince involuntarily.

“I will show you something,” he said to those pres-

ent. “I will focus my concentration on the point
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between the eyebrows.” As he did so, instantly every
trace of pain vanished from his face. He could walk back
and forth easily.

“Now,” he said, “l will lower my mind from the
spiritual eye.” Instantly, his physical expression again
displayed the body’s automatic reaction to the pain.

Several times he repeated this demonstration. Years
later he told us, regarding another pain his body was
enduring: “Last night | wanted to feel pain as others do,
so | brought my mind down to the body and held it
there for a time.”

| (Walter) realized then that, just as it takes effort for
most people to rise above body-consciousness, so it
takes a master an effort of will to bring his mind down
to the body.

He would say, “Tell yourselves constantly, ‘I am not
the body: | am not this form which changes and passes

away! | am eternal bliss!'”

e 131 o

In a lecture one day he said: “Someone once asked
me, ‘Is it possible to be inspired at will?’ | replied, ‘Not
if you let inspiration control you, but if you are in con-
trol, you can call on it at will!

“One time,” he continued, “l1 was in my upstairs
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room at Mount Washington, preparing to attend a large
banquet downstairs. Two hundred people were there,
waiting. Someone asked me just then, "Would you give
us a poem?’ [Probably the thought was for the Master to
read that poem at the banquet.]

“‘At oncel’ | replied. "Take down these words.” Sitting
for a moment, I focused my mind at the point between
the eyebrows, then dictated:

“‘O Father, when | was blind 1 found not a door
which led to Thee, but now that Thou hast opened my
eves | find doors everywhere: through the hearts of
flowers, through the voice of friendship, through sweet
memories of all lovely experiences. Every gust of my
prayer opens an unentered door in the vast temple of
Thy presence.

“This poem, as it happened, was the first one | in-
cluded in what later became the book of prayers and
poems named, Whispers from Eternity. When that book
was published, a London newspaper review stated,
“There is one poem in this book that we cannot refrain
from quoting.” And this was the one they quoted.

“Inspiration, vou see,” the Master concluded, “can
be called upon at will. To receive it, concentrate deeply
at the spiritual eye in the forehead. At that point, then,
demand to be given the inspiration you seek.”
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The Master favored calm, determined renunciation
over emotional world-rejection. When one feels emotional
rejection, there usually lingers inside him also a subcon-
scious attraction.

During a discussion with me at his desert retreat,
he told me the following story: “I met a young woman
years ago in Mexico City. She taught yoga, and was
very committed to this path. One day | asked her,
‘How do you feel about marriage?’ Her answer quite
surprised me.

“‘I have given my life to God, she fairly shouted with
intense vehemence, ‘and | will continue to serve Him
alone, without a mate, faithfully, devotedly, every year
of my life, forever, UNTIL I DIE!I’

“‘My goodness!’ | exclaimed. "Why that emotion?
One must renounce feelings, also. | was going to com-
pliment you on your spiritual commitment. Seek God
lovingly and one-pointedly, but seek Him also with

deep calmness.””

o 133

“There was a man lying unconscious in a hospital
room,” the Master told us. “He was near death; a blood
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clot had formed in his heart. A friend of his asked me to
intercede, so | prayed for him in a superconscious state.
All at once, a great power went out of me. At that very
moment, the man sat up in bed, completely healed.
“The nurse, who had been attending him in that
room, testified later that, a moment before the man had
sat up, she had heard an explosion, and had seen a

great flash of light.”

w134 o

Doctor Lewis told us this story: “I was called away
from the Master’'s presence one Sunday evening to the
telephone. To my serious concern, | learned that my
daughter Brenda had just been stricken with convulsions.

“When the Master heard this, he stepped briefly be-
hind a screen. A few moments later he emerged, smiling.

“Don’t worry, Doctor, he told me, ‘She will be all
right” Confidently he added, ‘And she will never have
another one’ Brenda was completely cured. Moreover,
she has never had another seizure.”
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o 135

There was an old man, a disciple of the Master’s,
who wanted to visit his Guru at Mount Washington. The
Master instructed him, “Go by streetcar to the bottom of
the hill. When you get there, phone up, and I'll have
someone drive down and pick you up.”

The man, however, when he reached the bottom of
the hill, decided to walk up to the ashram. He had no
idea that the way was so long, and so steep. Apart from
his age, he was handicapped by a severe pain in his
back. He had been walking only a short distance when
the pain grew excruciating. He was also exhausted,
from fatigue. He simply wasn’t able to proceed any
further. He also, however, couldn’t retrace his steps. He
sat down by the roadside, helpless.

Just then, a car that was coming up the hill stopped
beside him, and the driver called to him, “Get in!” Glad-
ly the man accepted. As they continued up the hill, the
driver commented, “I don’t know what made me come
this way. I usually come by another route.”

When the Master greeted his elderly disciple, he
remarked, “l had to work a bit to get that man to come
yvour way!” He then placed his hand caressingly on the
man’s back, and the pain vanished instantly.
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o 136 >

There was a certain man in Encinitas who sold real
estate. His wife had been seriously ill for ninety days.
When the man heard of the Master, who lived locally
and who had healing powers, he went and asked him to
pray for her. The Master prayed, but was told, for then,
not to go to the woman'’s bedside. Shortly thereafter, to
the husband’s despair, the wife died.

Then only was the Master told in meditation to go to
their home. On entering, he found some thirty people
assembled, all of them grieving. The husband was by
the woman'’s side, weeping and shaking her desperately.
The Master calmly motioned him away, then placed one
hand over the dead woman’s forehead, the other one
on her back, and began to invoke the Divine Power.

Five or ten minutes later, her body began to shake—
“like a motor,” as the Master described it later. Present-
ly, a deep calmness stole upon her. Her heartbeat and
breathing returned. She slowly opened her eyes. In
them was a far-away expression, as though she had just
returned from a long journey.

She was completely healed.
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“During my 1935 visit to India,” the Master told us,
“I was walking down a street in Serampore, where my
Guru lived, when | heard loud lamentations coming
from a house. As it happened, this home belonged to
the relative of a friend of mine. | went inside, and was
told this relative had just died. His family were all weep-
ing. I went to the body and prayed deeply over it. By
God’s grace, the man was restored to life.”

Doctor Lewis told me many years later, “l once
asked the Master, ‘Did you enter that home because of
your personal connection with the man? or was it
because God told you to?’

“The Master at once replied, ‘Oh, because God told
me to. Otherwise, | would not have gone in.”

“There was a woman,” the Master said, “who had
been told by her doctor that one of her kidneys needed
removal. She came to me for advice. After asking God,
| said to her, "‘Why not check with several other doctors

also? Don’t base this important decision on the opinion
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The Master at his boys" school in Ranchi, India, meditating
on a leopard skin.
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of one man alone.” She went to two or three others, all
of whom gave it as their opinion that the kidney might
be saved.

“I then suggested she stop eating any form of
meat and eggs, and drink lots of grapefruit juice.
Within a month, she was feeling well. She then went
to her doctor, who found that her kidney problem had
completely vanished.”

Whenever possible, the Master’'s cures were based
on simple common sense. His “common sense,” how-
ever, had in it also the ingredient of intuitive insight.
Thus, depending on the circumstances, he would rec-
ommend various approaches to good health. In his
practical way, he endorsed the dictum, “God helps those
who help themselves.”

wc 139 >

On another occasion, a man complained to the
Master of a “tricky heart.” He was alarmed, however, to
see the Master pick up a pair of scissors!

“Don’t be afraid,” the Master reassured him. “I am
not going to operate on you!” What he did then was
snip off a button from the man’s waistcoat. “Leave it
that way,” he said to him. “Don’t sew it back on.”

A few days later the man returned. He reported

r!!‘

almost incredulously, “I am perfectly well again
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The Master then explained to him, “I saw you fid-
dling with that button, which was right over the heart.
That was why you felt an irritation there! When you
were no longer able to fiddle with the button, the irri-
tation disappeared.”

A simple cure indeed! Who, however, before that
man came to the Master, had even thought of that
solution?

The Master generally recommended a vegetarian
diet. Doctor Lewis said to us, “When | met the Master, |
gave up eating all meat and fish. Some time later, how-
ever, | began to suffer mysterious aches and pains in my
body. The doctors could find no reason for them. Finally
| asked the Master what | might do.

““Your body had grown accustomed to eating meat,
he said. ‘Its cells have been missing that diet. Once a
week, therefore, eat a little lamb or chicken. No red
meat; just lamb or chicken—or a little fish.

“l followed his advice, and in a very short time all
the pains went away.”
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The Master remarked during his later years, “To my
first generation of students, | didn’t say much about a
vegetarian diet; it was too unusual, then, for the people
in this country. Diet was secondary in importance, any-
way, to the teachings of yoga.

“For the next generation, | recommended that
they eat less meat. Most of them, on an average, be-
came healthier.

“For this third generation, I've recommended a
completely vegetarian diet, and find that, of the three
groups, the present one is the most healthy.

“I don’t care much, however, for that word, ‘vegetar-
ian’ Too many people are fanatics on the subject. I've
coined what [ consider a better word: ‘propereatarian.’”

“Lahiri Mahasaya was a vegetarian,” the Master told
me, “although, where others™ sensibilities were con-
cerned, he wasn’t rigidly so. One evening, he attended
a dinner that happened to be attended also by my uncle
Sarada. Fish was the main course.

“Many Bengalis, vou know, consider fish almost part
of a vegetarian diet. My uncle, knowing that Lahiri
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Mahasaya was usually very careful of his diet, wondered
what he would do on this occasion. As they were eating,
Lahiri Mahasaya leaned forward so that my uncle could
see him in the line of guests, and called out, ‘You see,
Sarada? | am eating the fish.”

“There were two ladies,” the Master related to us
one day, “who used to leave their car unlocked even
when parking it on the street. | said to them, "You
should be practical. In public places especially, there
may be thieves about’

“*Where is your faith in God?’ they demanded airily.

“‘l have faith in God, | replied, ‘but I don’t expect
Him to do everything for me: That would be presump-
tuous! You should rely also on your own common
sense.’

“Well, they wouldn’t listen, but continued to leave
their car door unlocked. One day, they purchased sev-
eral expensive paintings, and left them, unprotected,
on the back seat of their car. When they returned, they
found that the paintings had been stolen. It upset them
terribly. The next time they saw me, they related their
‘tragedy’ to me.

“I said, ‘Perhaps you’'ll understand, now, the impor-

tance of cooperating with God’s grace. Remember what
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Jesus said in the wilderness, after Satan tempted him to
throw himself off a mountain just to prove that God
would protect him. He said, “It is written, Thou shalt not
tempt the Lord thy God.” In future, be more careful, and
don’t “tempt” God: that is, don’t ask Him to do favors
for you that you can do perfectly easily for yourselves.”

There is an interesting sidelight to this story. It con-
cerns the emotional upset of those ladies over the loss
of their paintings. Their distress suggests, obviously,
an emotional attachment. For faith to be true, howev-
er, one must place everything in God’s hands—not only
the safety of his possessions. One should be sensible,
but at the same time he should be non-
attached. True faith in God is unconditional. Its conse-
quences never distress the mind. The Master taught al-
ways, therefore, the importance of combining

common sense with equanimity.

o 44 o

Referring back to that last “conversation,” it must be
understood that divine principles need to be applied
variously also, according to one’s own level of con-
sciousness. On another occasion, the Master told us a
story about Tulsidas, a great devotee of Rama (the hero
of the Ramayana). Many people in India look upon
Rama as the Lord Himself in human form.
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“Tulsidas,” said the Master, “was the priest in a tem-
ple that housed several priceless gold objects. Often,
when he meditated, he would become so immersed in
ecstasy that he became oblivious to everything else. Yet
he harbored still a slight concern for the safety of those
gold objects, for which he was responsible.

“One day a stranger, dressed like a gentleman,
approached Tulsidas and said, “Sir, | am a humble devo-
tee desirous of worshiping in your temple. Every time |
try to enter it, however, | find the way blocked by that
fellow standing guard at the entrance. He won’t let me
pass through.

“Tulsidas, knowing that there was no such guard,
inquired, *“What does this man look like?’

““Well, he is dressed somewhat picturesquely, in an
antique style, and holds a large bow!

“Tulsidas, when he heard this description, was over-
whelmed with joy and devotion, for he understood that
Lord Rama himself, for his devotee’s sake, had been
posting himself at the temple entrance to protect it
while Tulsidas meditated.

“‘I will ask him in future said Tulsidas, ‘to let you
pass through.

“The thief—which of course is what he really was—
came the next day, and entered freely. He snatched up
every gold object in sight, then took to his heels. Tulsidas
saw him running away, and went inside to see what
had been stolen. There he saw one gold object left,
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which the man had overlooked. Picking it up, he ran
after the thief. “Wait!" he cried. *Wait!" Finally he caught
up with him and said, ‘Here, Friend: you forgot this
item.

“The thief, confronted with such extraordinary
forgiveness, recognized in this example of perfect non-
attachment a quality so inspiring that he was over-
whelmed. He returned to Tulsidas everything he had
taken.”

“A woman once informed me, a trifle smugly, that in
a former incarnation she had been Mary, Queen of
Scots. ‘That’s interesting, | replied. 'Tell me, how did
you receive this information?” Well, it seemed a certain
‘psychic’ had told her so.

“Soon afterward, another woman told me the same
thing. When | asked her about it, she said she'd re-
ceived this ‘news’ from the same source. | called the
two women together, and repeated their stories to
them. | then asked them, ‘Now, how can both of you
have been Mary, Queen of Scots?” They realized, of
course, that they'd been fooled.

“What | want to say in relating this story is, Don’t
listen to every claim by people who say they have
special knowledge about you. As to your own past
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incarnations, moreover, be guided above all by self-
knowledge, and by your own intuition. What does it
really matter, after all, who you were in the past? Who-
ever that was, you are still yourself and have only one
challenge before you that is worth considering: how to
get out of delusion and find God. Be guided above all
by that need, which is eternal.”

“Desire and anger are the two greatest barriers to
wisdom. They destroy a person’s peace of mind, and
obstruct the flow of his understanding. When anger
seizes you, you may think, ‘Oh, this feels wonderfull’ In
exhilaration, you may do something terrible, not even
counting the cost. That is how murders often get com-
mitted. Later, however, comes retribution: The murderer
in turn finds his own life completely ruined.

“Desire, again, confuses the mind. Its frustration is
what produces anger. It is important that you always
remain inwardly calm and non-attached. Accept with
unruffled mind whatever comes. | often say, ‘What
comes of itself, let it come. This is just as true for the
bad things in life as for the good. Only calmness will
give you a sense of correct proportion. It will inspire you
to behave with unfailing good sense.”
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During the last days of Master’s life, Binay R. Sen, the
ambassador from India, visited him at Mount Washing-
ton. A certain man, prominent in the Indian community
of Los Angeles, arrived with the ambassador’s entourage.
For many years, this man had spoken against the Master.

When the Master saw him among the guests, he
made it a point of saying to him quietly, when out of
earshot of the others, “Remember, | will always love
you. Why don’t we work together?” A disciple of the
Master’s happened to be standing close by, and over-
heard those words. It turned out also that this moment
was captured on film by a photographer. One wonders
whether this wasn’t, for that man, a very poignant mo-
ment. He is shown gazing at the Master. In his eves are

a mixture of surprise and wonder.

A0 iélégtﬂfﬁ

Henry Schaufelberger (Brother Anandamoy), a disci-
ple of the Master’s, endured a series of physical incon-
veniences. First, he broke a rib. Then a rash plagued him
and made his life miserable. Then he broke another rib.
He seemed to be getting a steady stream of such petty

annoyances.
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The Master said to him one day, "Always more
troubles, isn’t it? But that’s good. You have lots of work
to do, that's why. God wants to make you strong. We
don’t produce D.D.s here. [D.D. is short for ‘Doctor of
Divinity’] Our ministers don’t receive their authority to
teach with diplomas that declare they've completed a
course of intellectual study. They win their right in the
fire of divine testing.”

e [49 o

The following words were among the last advice he
gave to the monks:

“No one can give you the desire for God. You must
cultivate that desire in yourselves. God Himself couldn’t
give it to you. For when He created human beings, He
didn’t make them puppets. You must desire Him, your-
selves.

“Be wary of developing too keen an intelligence.
Many people use their powers of reasoning cleverly to
justify their delusions. Concentrate more, instead, on
developing heart quality. Devote as much time as you
can, daily, to meditation: to actually experiencing God.

“Don’t sleep too much. Sleep is the unconscious
way of contacting God. Sleep is counterfeit ecstasy.

“Don’t joke too much. | myself, as you know, like a
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good laugh, but if | make up my mind to be serious, no
one can make me even smile. Be happy and cheerful—
above all inwardly. Be outwardly grave, but inwardly
cheerful.

“Don’t waste the perception of God’s presence, ac-
quired in meditation, by useless chatting. Idle words are
like bullets: they riddle the milk pail of peace. In devot-
ing time unnecessarily to conversation and exuberant
laughter, you'll find you have nothing left inside. Fill the
pail of your consciousness with the milk of meditative
peace, then keep it filled. Joking is false happiness. Too
much laughter riddles the mind and lets the peace in
the bucket flow out, wasting it.

“Wine, sex, and money. These are the three great
delusions. Don’t be trapped by them. Some of you are
weak, | know, but don't be discouraged. Meditate regu-
larly, and you will find a joy inside that is real. You will
then have something you can compare to sense pleas-
ures. That comparison will automatically make you
want to forsake your sorrow-producing bad habits. The
best way to overcome temptation is to have something
more fulfilling to compare it with.

“Sex seems pleasant to you now, but when you dis-
cover the joy of real inner union, you will see how
much more wonderful that is. This union can be
achieved physically also, by what is known in yoga as
kRechari mudra—touching the tip of the tongue to
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nerves in the nasal passage, or to the uvula at the back
of the mouth.*

“Don’t waste time on distractions: reading too
much, and so on. Reading can be good if it is instructive
or inspiring, but if you let it interfere with meditation it
becomes an evil. Read only a little bit, to find inspiration,
but spend most of your time in meditative silence.

“Consider this: Every day one hundred books,
more or less, are published. You couldn’t read them all
if you wanted tol No one, no matter how brilliant,
could absorb more than a tiny fraction of the knowl-
edge available. Scientists often pride themselves on
their knowledge, but can they explain how even a
simple leaf was created? Why stuff your head with
other people’s discoveries, anyway? That is all one
accomplishes, by reading all the time! | always say, ‘If
you read one hour, then write two hours, think three
hours, and meditate all the timel’

“No matter how much the organization keeps me
busy, | never forgo my daily tryst with God. Faithfully |
practice Kriya Yoga, and meditate.

“Some of those who come here, and later return to
the world, go out with a spirit of rejection. After a life of
renunciation, they ‘renounce’ any further spiritual
effort! They don’t know what they had here. Please, all

*It isn't possible, unfortunately, to explain this esoteric tech-
nique here. I hope it will suffice simply to allude to it.
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of you, realize your good fortune. How easy the spiritual
path is, if you give even a little time each day to medi-
tation. Meditate intensely, morning and evening.

“Even fifteen minutes of meditation is better than
no time at all. Better still, make it half an hour, or even
one hour. Do 108 Kriyas, chant AUM at the spinal cen-
ters, then listen inwardly to the sounds. If you like,
resume your practice of Hong-Sau. Or do Bhakti Yoga
[devotional self-offering to God].

“Practice watching the breath with Hong-Sau in the
spine, if you like. Go up and down the spine with it,
instead of watching its flow in the nostrils. Tell your
body: ‘If you don’t meditate regularly, I will give you a
whipping!” Meditate even one and a half hours at a time,
if you can. Everything you do—even if it is only picking
up a straw off the ground, like Brother Lawrence—offer
it mentally to God. If only you will do that, He will reach
down and help you.

“Another thing | urge all of you: Give to one another
the respect you have always shown me. Be kind to one
another, just as you have been kind to me. If you see evil
in one another, you desecrate the image of God that is
in both of you. God is in everyone. To see good in all is
to see Him everywhere.”

174



With Luther Burbank, the “American saint,” to whom Yogananda dedi-
cated his Autobiography of a Yogi. He gave the Master a cutting of his
spineless cactus, which now thrives on the grounds at Mt. Washington.
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The Master often reminisced about his early years
as he approached the end of his life.

“There was a temple in Benares,” he told us, “which
| enjoyed visiting. | found there an opening inside; it led
into another world—how different from the busy street
outdoors! The opening was just wide enough for me to
squeeze through if | went in sideways. And remember, |
was only a boy then, and thin for my age. Within that
opening, | found a flight of stairs leading down. 1 de-
scended three storeys. | couldn’t take a candle with me,
as there was no fresh air. It was completely dark, down
below, and completely silent. The sound of AUM boomed
loudly. | discovered a little niche there, just big enough
for me to sit in, and there | sat, did a few Kriyas, and

went into breathless ecstasy.”

o 151 o

Another time he told us, again reminiscing, “When |
was a boy 1 liked to play football. In one of the neighbor-
hoods we moved to, the boys cursed and used vulgar
language. | didn’t care for it, so | said, ‘As long as you
talk like that, I won’t come and play with you.” That led

them to decide that we were enemies.
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“One day they hatched a plot to punish me. There
was a crazy fellow who lived in our neighborhood;
people called him ‘Jotin, the mad fellow’ He would pick
a fight with anyone, even without any reason. Those
boys threatened to set him on me if | refused to play
with them. Still I said, ‘1 won’t come so long as you go
on using foul language.

“Well, the following evening this man was waiting
for me in the park through which | passed every day. |
saw him even before entering the park. He was carrying
a big stick in his hand. There were two friends of mine
walking with me; they said, ‘Don’t go in there. He
means to give you a big beating’ |1 answered, ‘Don’t be
afraid. We can go in!

“First, however, | returned to my room and medi-
tated. There | prayed to Shiva, Lord of Destruction. ‘Let
my love and blessings destroy Jotin’s anger!’

“l then returned to the park. My friends wouldn’t
join me. Jotin blocked the path, menacingly brandishing
his stick. I walked up to him slowly, and looked him
straight in the eye, calmly and steadily. There ensued a
pause. Then he dropped his gaze, smiled a little sheep-
ishly, and left the scene.

“That next night, in meditation, | asked Shiva to
change Jotin. In the afternoon of the following day, |
went back to the park. Jotin was standing there; this
time, however, there was no stick in his hand. Evening
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was falling, and Jotin began to follow me. My friends,
who had come with me, whispered fearfully, ‘He is
coming this way. He intends to beat you up. They
hurried away. When Jotin caught up with me, however,
he prostrated on the ground before me and cried,
‘What have you done to me? Shiva appeared before me
in a vision last night, and said to me, “You are being
unjust.” He added, ‘1 want to follow you. Thus, he be-
came my student.

“A few months later, he said to me one day, “You
have helped me in so many ways—God, through you.
Can you help me in my present predicament? Every
time my boss scolds me, | become angry and slap him.
Owing to this weakness of mine, | can’t hold a job. But
| just can’t help myself. | lose my temper too easily.

“I said to him, ‘I have taught you meditation.
Tonight, while meditating, keep these words in mind:
Whatever thought you hold strongly, surround it with en-
ergy, and let it wash away the habit you wish to destroy!

“Jotin did as I'd suggested. He practiced this simple
technique daily for weeks. One day, he came and told
me gratefully, ‘Mukunda, | have overcome my anger’

“l decided he needed to be tested. He too, after all,
had to be sure in himself that the change was firmly
established in him. Recalling the many enemies he’d
made, | told a few of them to do everything they could
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to make him angry. They gave it a good try! However,
they failed. Jotin never faltered for a moment. He had,
indeed, overcome his anger.”

The Master told us this beautiful story about Dur-
basha, a saint in ancient India:

“Durbasha was called ‘the angry one’ Well,” re-
marked the Master with a chuckle, “his anger may have
been a bluff to protect himself from curiosity seekers.
He was, however, a great yogi, and a deep lover of God.
One day, in ecstasy, Durbasha danced in the Spirit with
Lord Krishna. In his exaltation he suddenly beheld his
body lying on the ground, lifeless. His body now was
that of a young man. From then on, others saw him
rejuvenated. And Durbasha cried out with joy, ‘| was
dancing in the Spirit with Lord Krishna, and | saw my
old body lying there in a heap. Krishna has given me a
new suit of clothes!"”

179



“*Women are more influenced by feeling,” the Master
used to say, “and men, more by reason. You can see it in
the very shape of their bodies. Women’s breasts are in
the heart region, where the feelings reside. Men'’s fore-
heads, on the other hand—the area covering the brain,
where the intellect is centered—are square, and often
have a slight projection above the eyebrows.

“One day | was talking with a successful woman au-
thor. All her life she had been competing in what was
primarily a masculine arena, and she prided herself on
her intellectual outlook on everything. ‘In everything |
do, she told me, ‘I am guided entirely by reason’

“I said nothing. Gradually, however, | steered the
conversation around to another woman author—this
woman’s ‘competitor” When it came to discussing this
‘trade rival, the woman had nothing good to say.

“’Aha, | said teasingly, ‘you go only by reason, do
you?’ She saw immediately what I meant, and we had
a good laugh over it.”

o D4

An astonishing aspect of Paramhansa Yogananda's
life was his extraordinary mental fluidity. It revealed his
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utter freedom, inwardly. Sometimes he compared his
own thought processes to writing on water. He didn’t
mean he was forgetful: far from it! Indeed, his memory
was utterly clear. In the freedom of his consciousness,
however, he responded suitably to every circumstance
he faced. He could be stern, loving, good-humored,
aloof—always depending on the need, and never on his
own personal feelings. Even his facial expressions
would change subtly with every shift in people’s atti-
tudes around him. His sensitivity to their consciousness
never ceased to amaze me,

In the years that I got to live with him, I never saw
him in quite the same aspect twice. It may seem
strange, but | found it difficult—in contrast to the clarity
with which 1 remembered his spoken words—to re-
member clearly what he looked like. I loved to meditate
on him, but always | had to look, first, at a photograph.
| couldn’t instantly recall his facial features to mind.

He was a flawless mirror. Constantly he reflected
back to people what they were. It wasn’t that he reflect-
ed back their flaws. If they were angry, for instance, he
wouldn’t show anger. What he reflected back was the
reactions of their own higher Self to anything they were
feeling. No one could fool him. Before his calm gaze, a
person’s inner life was stripped bare. Some people, for
that very reason, feared to be around him.

I've often reflected on two extreme examples of this
extraordinary manifestation of an altogether supercon-
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scious nature, He was triguna rahitam—beyond the
three gunas. or basic qualities of Nature.

One example is a photograph of him standing beside
Emilio Portes Gil, who at that time was the president of
Mexico. Senor Portes Gil was a large, rather heavy-set
man. The Master, next to him, looked somewhat large
and heavy set also. Both even wore similar expressions.

“Well,” one might say, “so the Master was large and
heavy set.” But he wasn’t. In the first place, he was rather
short, being only about five feet six. For another, though
strong, he wasn’t heavy set. The impression conveyed by
that photograph was due more to his consciousness.

The other example was also a photograph. He is
shown standing beside Amelita Galli-Curci, the famous
Italian opera singer. Madame Galli-Curci was small. She
seemed, moreover, in the photo at least, rather frail.
Strange to say, the Master also looked somewhat small
and frail. In his expression, too, there seemed to be a
rather old-world outlook.

And yet, looking at him face to face, one saw that he
was, simply, himself: not tall, though robust and strong-

ly built, his features completely pleasing to the eye.
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The Master greatly appreciated the natural wonders of America.
Shown here with a “friend™ at Yellowstone, 1925,
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o 15D

On the subject of the Master’s clear memory, | re-
member an episode involving Oliver Rogers, a disciple
about fifty-five years old—well past the age of most of
us—who came as a disciple about a year after | did.
“Rogers,” as the Master called him, said to him one
day, “I heard you many years ago, Master, in Boston’s
Symphony Hall. Something impressed me particularly
that day: In that full auditorium, you kept your gaze
fixed on me.”

“I remember,” answered the Master quietly. It had
taken his disciple all these years to come. Rogers
added, “During all that time, | never forgot you. | kept
wondering where you were, and asking about you.

How wonderful it is, to have found you at last!”

On another occasion, the Master said to Rogers,
“You have clear sailing.”

Several of those present wondered, naturally, “What
about me?” “What about me?” The Master caught their
thought. Not wanting to leave them “hanging,” he
added, “and—you will all have clear sailing, if you keep

on to the end.”
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Two or three of them exulted afterward, “Did you
hear that? Master said we’d all have clear sailing!”

| decided not to remind them that he'd added that
one little word, “if.” Their deliberate oversight of it,
however, revealed a tendency I've often observed in dis-
ciples, when recollecting the things he said and did: to
let their memory be colored by their desires.

That last reflection naturally raises a question: How
reliable are you, Walter, when you quote him?

Fortunately, my interest has always been in what he
actually said, not in what | wanted him to say. I've been
blessed in this life, too, with a very clear memory. It
serves me best when it comes to words and speech
patterns. Perhaps that was why | aspired, as a young
man, to be a playwright. It may also be why I've always
had a certain facility for languages. In my mind | can
“hear” people speaking, after hearing them speak a
little. From that recollection, | am able to phrase my
own Sentences.

Rod Brown, a friend of mine in college, told me after
reading my autobiography, The Path, “I have only one
objection to your book: You have total recall!”

In 1950, the Master decided to return to India, if

185



possible. He planned to take me, as well as several
others, along with him. One day at his desert retreat |
said to him, “I believe | could learn Bengali easily.”

*

“Very easily,” he replied. Then, pointing to his
mouth, he said, “Mukh”; to his nose, “Nak”; to his eyes:
“Chok”; to an ear: "Kan”, to his hand: “"Hath.” Eight
years later, when finally 1 got to go to India, | verified
that this memory was accurate.

| remember reading a note someone had scribbled
in the margin of a letter that | had once written. I'd
written the letter over forty years earlier. Beside my
quote of what that person had said to me, she had scrib-
bled, “Not in those words!” But yes, exactly in those
words! I'm quite certain, for even today I can hear in my
mind the very tone of her voice as she spoke them.

It may be that the Master gave me a special blessing
in this respect, for though he told me to write down his
words, | knew no shorthand. Yet even years later, |
found that | could recall clearly, word for word, what
he’d said, and just how he’d said it. Nothing I've ever
experienced has caused me to question this ability.

| say these things not to boast, but only to reassure
the reader that what | recorded in those notebooks
was accurate.

Probably it was also owing to the Master’s extraordi-
nary magnetism that his words, especially, lingered
clearly in my mind. Whatever he uttered penetrated
deeply, and remains with me to this day. Once, at a gath-
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ering of the monks and nuns, he sang a song in Bengali:

“Mukti dete pari,
Mukti dete pari,
Mukti dete pari—
Bhakti dete pari Roi?”

As | mentioned earlier, | knew no Bengali at that
time, and have never heard the song again, yet the
words have remained with me. Next, he sang the song
in English. It was a song to the devotee as if sung by the
Divine Mother:

“O devotee, | can give you salvation,

But not my love and devotion.

Ask of me salvation,

But not my love and devotion,

For in thee, then, when I give those away,

| become poor—walking on your heart’s way!”

Such was the Master’s magnetism that not only his
words, but the melody as well, have remained with me
ever since, though he sang it once only. Years later |
learned Bengali, and found that I'd remembered also
the Bengali words accurately. Both versions, Bengali and
English, and also the melody, remain with me to the
present day.*

*I wasn’'t aware that this speech was recorded. I'm told there was a
slight error in my memory. Curiously, it concerns a slip of the tongue

of Master’s, which [ kept wanting to repeat but knew was a mistake,
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The song I've just quoted was so heart-meltingly
sweet, it brought tears of longing to the eyes. Ah! one
thought, for Divine Mother’s love! Obviously, what the
words meant was, “Don’t seek Me merely for salvation:
Seek Me for My love.”

It is easy to see that many women, especially,
encountering such tenderness and sweetness in the
Master’'s nature, must have looked upon him with
motherly eyes. Yet his nature was, at the same time,
extraordinarily powerful. For men, it was often quite
different. They felt challenged—even intimidated—by
the power he emanated. Their masculine nature found
it difficult to accept, and adapt to, such strength in
another human being. Few men—perhaps especially
in America, where independence of spirit commands
respect and admiration—found it easy to be his fol-
lowers. This, probably, was the reason he also attracted
enemies—though their enmity, in every case, was self-
generated; he, himself, sincerely loved everyone.

Of course, the truth is, his strength challenged them
to become real men: not proud and aggressive, but
noble, fair-minded, generous whether in victory or
defeat, and above all strong in themselves.

As it turns out, therefore, the mistake was both of ours!
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One thinks, in this respect, of Jesus Christ, whom the
Pharisees opposed from the beginning because, even
without speaking, he emanated so much spiritual power.
It was a power incalculably greater than their own.

The image many people have of the Master—one
that has been projected, perhaps, by an overbalance in
the number of women disciples—is of someone so
sweet as to be almost cuddly! | smile when | think of his
other side. He was lovable, certainly—utterly so. Yet he

was also the very personification of power!

o 159 >

The subject of that power deserves a commentary of
its own. For he told us that, in a former incarnation, he
had been William the Conqueror.

What an irony for me, personally! I'd been raised
until the age of thirteen within the English school system,
where little good was said about William. Indeed, I con-
sidered him one of the great villains of history. And here
suddenly, to my self-admitted dismay, | found that this
“villain™ was my own guru!

Naturally, on first receiving this news | made it a
point to read up on William’s life. From that reading |
learned that what people had found “villainous™ about
him was above all—apart from the obvious fact that he
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frustrated many people’s selfish ambitions—his aura
of enormous power. Baron after baron pitted himself
futilely against him. Even while William was a boy, he
had to fight for his birthright. Later in life, his own old-
est son Robert (nicknamed “Curthose”) fought against
him, motivated by fierce envy.

William had an important role to play in history. His
vigor was not due, as historians generally suppose, to
personal ambition. He acted in obedience to God’s com-
mand, inwardly.

His was a hard life. So also were the times he lived
in. He had no alternative but to respond appropriately
to the countless challenges he faced. Had he been more
acquiescing, he would have failed in his task. It must be
remembered that God sends not only nourishing rain
upon the earth, but also lightning, drought, and raging
floods. William was a divine instrument in an important
destiny. He forged into a single nation a patchwork of
loosely knit, warring fiefdoms. England, too, had a
divine destiny: to unite East and West, and thereby
gradually to help mankind in its struggle to enter a new
and higher age: Dwapara Yuga.

William was, in fact, a deeply spiritual man. It is said
of him that he never for a day missed receiving the
Eucharist. He built and strengthened monasteries. His
closest friends were saintly men: Archbishop Lanfranc
(who in the present life, Yogananda told us, was his
guru, Swami Sri Yukteswar), and also Anselm. In an age
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notorious for its promiscuity, it is said of William that he
was completely faithful to his wife.

The purpose of this book, obviously, is not to analyze
the life of William the Conqueror. | mention it here to
underscore an important aspect of Yogananda’s charac-
ter: his extraordinary power. This was evident to all who
knew him personally. It was an aspect of his nature that
many people have overlooked, or else have known little
about. Again, as | said, that widespread lack of aware-
ness may be due to the fact that, apart from Dr. Lewis,
hardly any man seems ever to have spoken or written
much about the Master. Even Dr. Lewis, though a deeply
devoted disciple, saw his Guru only in terms of his own
personal love for him. He never showed a deep under-
standing of the universality of the Master’s
mission, nor of the universal love he bore everyone.
Sananda Lal Ghosh, a brother of the Master’s, years later
wrote a book about the Master’s early life called Mejda,
but Sananda wasn’t a disciple, and never did anything
actually to serve the Master’'s mission. His book is com-
pletely personal, though also fascinating.

Many people have commented, in fact, how sur-
prised (not to say shocked) they were when they first
heard the Master’s voice on a recording. Resounding
clearly in that voice is no ba-a-a of a gentle lamb, but

the mighty roar of a spiritual warrior.
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| asked the Master once, after I'd pondered his life
as William, “Is it possible, Sir, for a liberated master
not to live in a state of samadhi [the highest state of
ecstasy]?” He replied: “One never loses the awareness
that he is inwardly free.”

Indeed, when | reflect on avatars like Lahiri
Mahasaya, | see that, in order to fulfill their earthly
roles—in Lahiri Mahasaya’'s case it was to marry, to
work like other householders, and to raise a family, and
at the same time to be, inwardly, an exalted yogi—they
had to accept a certain veil of delusion. It was only
when Lahiri Mahasaya met Babaji in the Himalayas that
he fully recalled his true spiritual stature.

A liberated master, however, though assigned even
the task of walking among worldly people as a worldly
person himself, never loses his awareness that nothing

in this world can touch him, inwardly.

HESC ] 6] 0

“History,” Napoleon Bonaparte is reputed to have
said, “is a lie agreed upon.” Among such lies, certainly,
are many of the legends surrounding William the Con-
queror. A disciple of the Master’s was reading William’s
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life once, and came upon a passage where William was
described as courting Matilda by knocking her down
and dragging her about the room by the hair. Amused,
the disciple read this section aloud to the Master. He
replied in amazement, “"How they distort history! What

happened wasn’t like that at all.”

Patterns repeat themselves in the lives of individ-
uals, no less than in the history of nations. The Master
told us that his oldest son in that life, Duke Robert, was
Swami Dhirananda in this life. Dhirananda once again
betrayed him, and for the same reasons as before:
envy and jealousy.

In Autobiography of a Yogi, there is an episode where
Yogananda’'s guru, Sri Yukteswar, expressed displeasure
with Yogananda to the Master’s father. The book states,
“The only cause of Sri Yukteswar’s displeasure at the
time was that | had been trying, against his gentle hint,
to convert a certain man to the spiritual path.” That
“certain man” was Swami Dhirananda.

It was the Master’s responsibility in this life, as it had
been in former lives, to help this disciple. Sri Yukteswar,
for his part, saw it as his own responsibility to spare his

disciple the great problems he foresaw in his future. In
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fact, as Tulsi Bose (a boyhood friend of Yogananda’s)
told a close disciple of the Master's years later,
“Paramhansaji once said to me when we were still boys
together, ‘Someday Bagchi [which was at that time still
Swami Dhirananda’s name] will betray me and marry a
white woman.”” The Master had known what would
occur, in other words, from the very beginning.

Why were Sri Yukteswar and Yogananda at odds on
this matter? Such, the Master himself told me, is the
divine “play” in the lives of masters. To us, that play can
seem very mysterious!

| (Walter) got to meet William'’s second son of that
lifetime, William Rufus. In the present life, Master told
us, he was a New York businessman named Vickerman.
Mr. Vickerman was a sincere spiritual aspirant, and the
Master’s disciple. At our meeting, he remarked that he
felt toward me “like a brother”—a feeling that was
based, I believe, on an old memory.

During that meeting, he related to me the following
story:

“I began to meditate many years ago. After I'd been
practicing for some time, however, | encountered an
insurmountable obstacle: the breath. | couldn’t go deep-
er in meditation so long as my breath kept on pumping
away, distracting my concentration. | had to learn how
to go breathless. In fact, | needed help. The problem
was, | didn’t know where to go for it.

“One day | saw in the newspapers that a certain
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Swami Yogananda was scheduled to give a lecture in
Philadelphia. I dismissed the thought of listening to
him, and told myself impatiently, ‘I've heard too many
swamis! I'm not interested in what they have to say. But
if this man can help me to go breathless, | must go and
meet him.

“l didn’t attend the lecture, but waited for him in the
hotel. On his return, | went up to his room and knocked
on the door, which he opened. Determined to waste no
time, 1 asked him bluntly, ‘Can you help me to go
breathless?’

“*Yes,; he said, equally briefly. ‘Come inside.’

“I entered, and he touched me. All at once, my breath
stopped: | entered the breathless state of supercon-
sciousness. Since then, | have been his devoted follower.”

William Rufus, too—King William 1I, as he became—
is said to have had a brusque personality. A diamond in
the rough is how he might be described. He was,
however, in his own, somewhat heavy-handed way, com-
pletely loyal to his father, as Mr. Vickerman remained to

Paramhansa Yogananda.

o J63 >

“Someone once said to me,” Yogananda said, “*You

are a good salesman’
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“*That, | replied, ‘is because | have sold myself on

the merits of what I teach!’”

o 164 o

“Most people,” the Master said, “lose all interest in
this world at the time of death. That is natural and right:
After all, they are soon going to have to leave it! Besides,
this world isn’t ours: It is God’s. That mental disinvolve-
ment at the approach of death should remind everyone
of the need for being inwardly non-attached all through
life, even while busily engaged in worldly activities.

“l recall, in amusing contrast,” the Master added,
“the story of a man who, as he lay dying, saw that the
oil lamp in his room was burning too high. He called out
to his son, ‘Hey, Ramu, turn down that light: It is wasting
oill’ There the man was, on the point of leaving his
body; the “oil” in his own ‘lamp’ was nearly exhausted.
And still he worried about wasting the oil in that lamp!
Such is worldly attachment. Even at death, people cling
to what they call life.

“Don’t be like that,” the Master concluded, with a
blissful smile. That smile was a reminder in itself of the
eternal bliss that awaits all of us, if we will remain ever
non-attached to this world, and “attached” only to God.
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e 16D s

To the monks, the Master would sometimes quote
something a saint had once said to him:

“Woman leads a twofold existence. During the day,
she is very sweet and pleasing to look at. Thus, she lures
men into her trap. At night, however, she becomes a
tigress and drinks man’s blood!

“Did you know that one seminal emission is equal
to losing a quart of blood? It saps your power. There is
power in that fluid, naturally, there has to be. It was
given you to create new life.”

The Master summoned Clifford Frederick, a disciple
at Mount Washington, to his desert retreat. Clifford
came, but was privately worried about the duties he was
neglecting by his absence.

The Master said to him, “l know you are worried, but
this, now, is your responsibility. 1 go by the orders of the
‘Supreme Boss’ up there. It is to Him you are answerable.
Don’t bother with anything else. Be free, inside.

“If God told me at this very moment, ‘Come home,’

| would gladly drop everything—organization, buildings,
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work, books, people—everything, to do His will. This

world is His business. He is the Doer, not you or L™

Television appeared on the market only late in the
Master’s life. He cautioned us against watching it too
much. “Television has a satanic influence,” he said.
“Don’t let yourselves be too fascinated by it. Seek, in-
stead, the ‘television’ of superconscious visions in the
spiritual eye.”

| once asked the Master if, during classes that I was
giving for new monks, it would be all right to include a
few stories from the life of Krishna. To my surprise, he
replied cautiously.

“It’s all right to tell them a few of those stories,” he
said, “but be careful to choose only those with a clear
message. The stories of Krishna—especially those of his
boyhood in Brindaban—are allegorical. They have been
greatly misunderstood by Westerners, and by many
Indians as well. Westerners, especially, when reading

them, think the gopis were ordinary young women
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The Master at Mt. Washington, 1925,
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enjoying the emotion of human love. Actually, the gopis
were incarnated rishis [sages]. They took birth to show,
allegorically, the soul’s relationship with the divine
Beloved. There was nothing sensual or impure in that
relationship. Worldly people, when they hear those
stories, project onto them their own sensual or selfish
tendencies. The reality wasn’t like that at all.

“Those stories were intended to win people away
Sfrom lust and desire. Therefore | say, Be careful how you

present them to your classes.”

o 109

Showing the transcendent nature of Krishna's re-
lationship with the gopis (cowherd girls; Krishna's dis-
ciples), the Master told us the following story:

“Krishna and Radha, his closest gopi disciple, were
walking together in the forest. She felt drawn down,
briefly, to the delusion of being a woman, whose own
dear beloved was Krishna. With sagging shoulders she
said to him, ‘I am feeling very tired!”

“Krishna, well aware of what she was feeling, asked
her, “Would you like me to carry you?’ Oh, she was so
pleased! “Yes!" she cried happily. “Would you?”

“He bent down to let her jump onto his back. The mo-
ment she jumped, however, he disappeared! She landed
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flat on the ground. At once she realized her mistake, and
cried tearfully, ‘O Krishna, Lord, please forgive me. | know
that in your true nature you are infinite, and that your love
is given equally to all. Please, come back to mel”

“Krishna appeared again, quite unconcerned at
what had occurred. Peacefully they continued their walk
through the forest.”

Arthur Smith, a minister in the Master’s work, left it
after my arrival there. The Master told me later, “Smith
announced to me one day, proudly, ‘Do you know, I
never take any of the collection money from the church.
It all goes to the work. The moment he said that, | knew
he was not for this path.”

What the Master meant was that such an act, in a
true devotee, would have been only natural; it would not
have been a cause for pride.

e 1/]

“God watches the heart,” the Master said. “Seek to
please Him above all. Don’t act with the prime motive
of pleasing others.”
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I was struck especially by his next words, which
showed how balanced he was in everything he taught.
“It is even good,” he added, “to do good for the sake of
praise. That is better than not to do good at alll Still,
when you do good to please God alone, that is true
Rarma Yoga. It is almost as good as meditation. Indeed,
it is ‘half meditation. Even if others misunderstand you,
God will never misunderstand. Live to feel His smile in

your heart.”

To those who grieve over the death of a loved one,
the following words of the Master’s should offer deep
consolation.

“Departed relatives and friends sometimes come to
one in dreams. Be open to that possibility, especially if
you deeply miss your loved ones, for such dreams can
be true experiences.

“When Woody’'s mother died of breast cancer,* |
became very withdrawn for a time.

““Don’t be moody,’ someone said to me.

“*This is no mood!” | exclaimed. (How can genuine

*Woody was a close woman disciple of the Master’s.
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sorrow over the loss of a friend be called a mood!) |
prayed deeply. Then at last I saw her in the astral world.

“An angel was leading her away from me. | saw her
pause briefly and smile at the beauty of the flowers in a
meadow. | called to her, and she turned. At first she did-
n’'t recognize me. But then | touched her on the fore-
head, and she cried, ‘I remember!” She parted the gown
she was wearing and said, ‘See: no more cancer!’ She

was free, and wonderfully happy.”

@ 1/3 o

Rogers, before coming to Mount Washington, had
been a professional house painter. The Master once said
to him, "l see you, in the astral world, creating tflowers
by thought alone.” Rogers’'s love of visual beauty, the
Master was saying, would be fulfilled on that plane. In-
deed, though worldly desires can only be satisfied on
the physical plane, pure desires can be fulfilled better in
the astral world.

“Many great works of art, poetry, and music,” the
Master said, “are inspired by astral memories. The de-
sire to do noble, beautiful things here on earth is also
often a carryover of astral experiences between a per-

son’s earth lives.”
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o 1/4 >

“Sir,” a student asked him, “is everyone conscious in
the astral world?”

“Not everyone,” he replied. “People of worldly con-
sciousness enter a sort of gray mist. Some of them are
vaguely conscious, depending on the sensitivity of their
perception, but for many of them it is like a dream.
They aren’t quite sure what is going on. If your intuition
is even slightly developed, however—especially if
you've meditated and prayed some in this life, but also
if you've served others, even as a soldier who fought
heroically in battle—you will find, after you leave this
world, that that other world is far more beautiful than
this one, and extremely enjoyable!”

“A couple expressed to me their desire for a spiritual
child. I prayed for them, then showed them a photo-
graph. This soul, I told them, would be suitable for them,
and was also, I felt, ready to be reborn on earth.

“‘Meditate on this soul,” |1 said. ‘Concentrate espe-
cially on the eyes. Invite him to come dwell in your
home. In addition, have no sexual contact for six

months; abstinence will increase your magnetism.
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“*When, at the end of that time, you come together
physically, think of that person, and think also of God. If
you follow my advice in all these respects, that soul will
be born to you.

“They followed what I'd told them, and, some time
later, that was the very soul which was drawn into

their home.”

“I knew the following case personally,” the Master
told us.

“A certain man went to a great master and requested
initiation for himself and his wife. The master agreed,
and said to him, ‘Go fetch your wife.

“*Oh, no, the man answered. "You have to bring her!
She is no longer in this world’

“Well, what could the master do? He had given his
word! He meditated, and summoned the man’s wife
from the astral world. She appeared before them in her
physical form.

“‘Be careful, the master warned, ‘not to touch her!’
He then initiated the two of them together. After the
initiation, the wife disappeared.”
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It is a common belief these days that until a child is
actually born, it is not yet a consciously developing
human being. This belief is fallacious.

“When does the soul enter the body?” someone
asked the Master.

“At the moment of conception,” he replied. “When
the sperm and ovum unite, there is a flash of light in the
astral world. Souls there that are ready to be reborn, if
their vibration matches that of the flash of light, rush to
get in. Sometimes two or more get in at the same time,
and the woman has twins, triplets, or even—well!

“It is important, therefore, to come together physi-
cally with an uplifted consciousness. That flash generated
in the astral world reflects the couple’'s state of con-
sciousness, especially as they felt during the moment

of physical union.”

The Master was reminiscing one day. “There was a
woman in our Ranchi school in India,” he told me. “She
was a disciple of this path, and was very humble. She
served me devotedly—hand and foot, as they say—
obeying strictly everything | asked of her. Everything,
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that is to say, except one: She insisted on going about
barefoot. | warned her not to, but she didn’t consider
this piece of advice serious enough to heed, though I
was as insistent on it as she was. She continued to go
barefoot everywhere.

“When 1 left for America in 1920, | made her re-
sponsible for initiating those into Kriya Yoga who asked
humbly for it. Upon my return there in 1935, | asked
her, ‘"How many people have you initiated?” Almost with
embarrassment she answered, ‘Oh, not many, Guruji.
Only five thousand.’ Five thousand: what a huge num-
ber! Still, wherever she went, it was barefoot, and still |
insisted she mustn’t.

“Some time later, she absorbed a disease through
the soles of her feet, and died. She needn’t have died
that way, had she listened. It is important, you see, to be
faithful in everything Guru tells you.”

There is much food for thought in this story. A few
readers may imagine, on hearing it, that the spiritual
path resembles a game of musical chairs, where the
ability to continue in the game depends on sheer acci-
dent. It must be remembered, however, that the Master
wasn’t advising that woman casually, merely, to wear
shoes. He insisted on it, repeatedly. People do often die,
moreover, of apparently quite trivial causes. She had a
karma to die that way. He wanted to prevent that karma
from bearing fruit.

Saint Lynn, the Master's chief disciple, died at a
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Yogananda sails for a visit to Alaska.
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relatively young age. Doctor Lewis insisted to me, later,
that it was because Saint Lynn had not considered it
necessary to heed the Master’s caution to be less par-
ticular about his diet. Who knows? | remember how
often the Master warned us, “You must listen to what |
tell you, even in the little things.” | think we may take
his words to mean, “especially in the little things.” For
these, particularly, though they seem unimportant, may
be vitally important for one, especially if he emphasized
them repeatedly. He was thinking of our benefit. It was
not the Master's way to insist strongly. If he spoke
earnestly about anything, however, one did well to listen
to him carefully.

Few people, of course, have the benefit of a living
guru. They should at least watch, therefore, for tenden-
cies in themselves that they tend to “push out of sight”:
things their conscience tells them they ought, or ought
not, to do, that seem to them unimportant. They should
look carefully, especially, at anything in themselves that
they’d rather ignore, for in that very wish to ignore it
there might be a danger signal.

e 1/9 s

The Master sometimes reminisced with us, as | said,
about his boyhood days.

209



“I remember going to the Ganges for a bath one
day,” he told us. "My practice was to stand in the water
up to my neck, singing to God. | would visualize the
water’s flow as God’s flow of grace.

“That day, as | was returning from the river, I met an
aunt of mine. On seeing me she cried out, ‘Disgraceful
child! Look at youl”

“I looked down, and saw that my body was com-
pletely naked. I'd left my clothing on the riverbank.

“I looked at her calmly and said, "The sin is in you!

“‘Impertinent brat!” Angrily she slapped my face.
Nothing could upset me that day, however. Quietly I
turned away, and, singing to Divine Mother, retraced my

steps to the riverbank where | retrieved my clothes.”

Laurie Pratt—who, as I've said earlier, and as read-
ers of my book A Place Called Ananda will recall, was to
become, in later years, my severest test—was for some
time one of my dearest friends. She once told me the
following story:

“You know, in the early days, in the 1920s, Master
didn’t talk about creating a monastery. One day | en-
tered his study to find him smiling broadly.

“*Would you like to be married?’ he asked.
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“I hadn’t thought about this possibility, and wasn’t
particularly interested in it. As things turned out, how-
ever, | did get married later on. Maybe he was seeing
marriage in my karma. At any rate, he certainly didn’t
indicate to me that he was opposed to my marrying.”

Laurie returned, several years after her marriage, to
Mount Washington. To me (Walter) the Master said re-
garding her, “She was never touched, inwardly, by that
experience.”

Most of his highly advanced disciples either were, or
had been, married, including Saint Lynn, Mr. Black, and
Doctor Lewis. He once said, “If one marries out of ne-
cessity, he will have to reincarnate to reach the point
where he wants to live only for God.”

The key to that last sentence lies, of course, in those
three words, “out of necessity.” What did the Master
mean by them? As | understand them, he meant that if
a person marries to fulfill an actual emotional need, and
a desire for an earthly companion, he must return to
find fulfillment in God alone. “Out of necessity” doesn’t
apply, in other words, to social or family pressure, or to

some outward convenience.
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The Master, soon after my arrival at Mount Wash-
ington, was planning to send Harvey Allen, a brother
monk, to India. Harvey went later to visit his parents,
and by the time he returned he'd “caught the bug” of
delusion, losing his attunement with our way of life. Not
long afterward, he returned to “the world.”

The Master said to me, “After Harvey Allen returned
here, |1 passed him one day as he was working the gar-
den. As | went by, | felt a hot wave coming from him,
and said to him, "Things aren’t going so well, are they?’
He didn’t answer. | knew, then, that our way of life was

no longer for him.”

Two young men applied for resident discipleship.
They had had printing experience, and we were all glad
to see their interest in living with us, for the print shop
was in need of workers. Those two men, however, left

¥

“for just a few days,” never to return. Afterward, the
Master commented, “l knew as soon as | met them that
they were not suited to our way of life. | felt a hot wave
coming from them, and knew from that feeling that

they belonged in the world.”
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o 183

“Too many men,” the Master said, “come here
impure. Their problem is lack of a proper upbringing.
They come after they've had too much experience of
the world. Sex washouts, | call them. They come here
seeking relief. After some time, however, the memory
of their old bad habits reawakens in them, and they
grow lonely for that past evil.

“Then too, boys are fickle. They change girls; they
change wives, they think in the same way they can
change gurus any time they want to. They don’t have
loyalty. It is the upbringing that is at fault. In India there
are just as many men devotees as there are women,
because there they receive character training. Here in
America, they get spoiled.”

| (Walter) have often reflected since then that the
Master, at that time, was addressing the men disciples.
He also told us, “In men, sex temptation is stronger.”
Reassuringly, however, he added, “Well, women have
their troubles, too. They have greater attachment to
maya.” In conclusion he said, “When men do get there,
they become very great.”

Lest any woman think women are “more spiritual
than men”—as a senior nun once told me smugly—
she would do well to remember the saying, “It takes
two hands to clap.” Many men disciples, moreover,
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remained deeply loyal to the Master to the end of
their lives.

After the above words, the Master spoke of Andy, a
middle-aged, kind-natured man who had come to the
ashram for training. “Andy was a good man,” the Mas-
ter said after Andy had left. “However, he’d had too
much experience of the world. There was no inner
strength left. After the age of forty, a person must be
very determined to change; otherwise, it will be difficult
for him to adjust to a new way of life.

“Once,” the Master continued, “when | introduced
Andy to a guest, |1 said, ‘This is my baby. 1 glanced at
Andy to see how he had taken it, and then added, I call
him that because | am babying him. The problem was,
| hadn’t been able to inject any strength into him. |
then said to Andy, ‘I hope you don’t mind my calling
you that?’

“*Oh, no Sir; he replied with a gentle smile.

“Don’t think you can reach God with only a gentle at-

titude! As | have often told you all, You must be ‘tough!™”

@ 184 o

After the Master finished writing his Bhagavad Gita
commentaries, | often walked with him around his
desert compound in the evenings. On one such evening,
Boone, who had just arrived, also walked with us. Boone
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at first walked beside the Master, who took his arm for
support. A moment later, however, the Master released
his arm with the word, “Hot.” He then asked me to walk
with him so that he might use my arm to lean on.

The Master needed a degree of physical support on
those walks—not because he was ill or infirm, but because
his state of consciousness was remote from this world.

Boone began to pester him with questions. Finally
the Master said to him, “You shouldn’t talk so much
when | am in this state.” He paused a moment, swaying
slightly as if about to fall. After a few moments, he
began walking slowly again, remarking softly, “I am in
so many bodies, it is difficult to remember which one |

am supposed to be moving!”

@ 185

One of the questions Boone asked that day was fol-
lowing our walk. We were doing the energization exer-
cises together, in the Master’s company, by the garage.
Boone’s question concerned a saint who had appeared
to the Master in a vision at the Encinitas hermitage.

“I don’t know to whom you're referring,” the Master
said.

“It was on the bluff overlooking the ocean, Sir”
Boone explained, “behind the hermitage.”
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“Well, so many come to me there. | often see them.”

Both of us were surprised. “Is that so?” | exclaimed.

“Why be surprised?” the Master demanded. “Wher-
ever God is, there his saints come.”

He paused in his practice, then went on, “Yesterday,
| wanted to know about the life of Sri Ramakrishna. |
was sitting on my bed, meditating. Sri Ramakrishna
materialized on the bed beside me, and we sat together
a long time, holding hands.™

| was thrilled to hear this account. “Did he tell you
about his life?” I asked.

“Well,” replied the Master, “in the interchange of
vibrations | got the whole picture.”

At the end of this brief conversation, he went back
to exercising.

| submitted this interchange to the editorial depart-
ment vears later, after the Master’s mahasamadhi. We
had all been invited to send in material for a new book,
which was published months later with the name, The
Master Said. The editor was certain, evidently, that the
Master would never have spoken so openly about his
spiritual state as to say, “Wherever God is.” She amend-
ed those words, therefore, to read, “Wherever a devotee
of God is. . . .” (Aren’t all of us, however, devotees? That
editorial change reduced his statement to virtual
insignificance.)

| feel I owe it to him to state that yes, he did say on
that occasion, “Wherever God is.” During his last years,
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at least, and particularly when speaking with the monks,
he often referred with a perfectly natural air to his inner
oneness with God. Several times during this period he
said to me, “Write my words down, Walter. | don’t often

speak from this level of impersonal wisdom.”

e 180

In his last years, the Master became much less reti-
cent in referring to his true state of consciousness. One
day at the Lake Shrine in Pacific Palisades, we were
moving a large statue of the Buddha. Someone asked
him, “Where would you like the Buddha to sit, Sir?”

“The Buddha,” he replied with a slightly mischie-

vous smile, “prefers to remain standing.”

o 187 s

The Master expressed his need for masculine power
in his work. Only thus, he must have felt, would his
mission generate the power it needed to exert a broad
influence on society. At his desert retreat in 1950, he
said something to me when we were alone that | have
quoted elsewhere, but never so clearly as here:
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“Apart from Saint Lynn, every man has disap-
pointed me.” He paused a moment, as if to impress
on me the urgency of his meaning, then added with
great emphasis, “And you mustn’t disappoint me!”

| knew that his disappointment wasn’t over the spir-
itual zeal of his men disciples, even though fewer came
to him than women. | understood, therefore, that his
words referred to the men’s understanding of the broad-
er needs of his mission. Though many of them were
deeply dedicated spiritually, more than zeal for their
own attainment was needed if the work was to expand
and change the world. No man, apparently, had ever
grasped the vital importance of his mission (o the world.
Masculine energy was needed, for it to be spread and
understood in its broadest context.

Inwardly | vowed that day never to disappoint him.
To the best of my ability, | have remained faithful to my

VOW.,

| asked the Master once, during our days together at
the desert retreat, a question that others must some-
times have asked at least mentally. “Sir,” | said, “were
you Jesus Christ?”

“What difference would it make?” he replied indif-
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ferently. “The ocean of Spirit is the Reality. If one wave,
or another one, becomes aware of its oneness with the
ocean, both have attained the same awareness. The
issue isn’'t how high the wave is. In that case, any tall
wave might prove, in comparison to some other wave,
to be the shorter or the taller. In the case of masters,
however, it is the lowness of their wave of manifestation
that determines their greatness in God. A little wave
knows, more than the high waves can, that the goal—
the ‘perfection’ of which Jesus spoke—is to become one
with the ocean of Spirit.”

The Master accepted, however, that outward differ-
ences do exist, even among great masters. Those
differences are not a question of their spiritual realiza-
tion, but rather of the outward roles they’'ve played. Com-
parisons, in this world, are inevitable. Some masters have
important—that is to say, public—roles to play. These,
however, are mere outward considerations. They have no
bearing on a master’s true greatness, which must be de-
termined by his closeness to God.

In the case of a true master, closeness to God means
remoteness from the little ego. Perfect closeness to Him
is the same for all masters. A wave may be higher or
lower than other waves, but where the criterion is the
elimination of the wave altogether, there can be only
oneness; there cannot be competition. Perfection lies in
how fully merged a master’'s consciousness is in the
infinite ocean.

219



e 189 sox

“Are you an avatar, Sir?” | asked him once.

“It would take such a one,” was his quiet reply, “to
bring a mission of this importance.”

During this last period of his life, he was very much
withdrawn from outward consciousness. He hardly
seemed even to have a personality. Truly, as he often
told us, “I killed Yogananda long ago. No one dwells in

this temple now but God.”

To the monks, during this late period of his life, he
said, “When | see that God wants me to be born again
in another body to help others, and when | see that [ am
to re-assume a personality, it seems at first a bit like
donning an overcoat on a summer day: hot, and a bit

itchy. Then,” he concluded casually, “I get used to it.”
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My understanding is that, on this planet,
Paramhansa Yogananda was—and has been for many
incarnations—a special instrument of God who keeps
returning in different forms to render special assistance
according to God’s requirements for the world’s evolu-
tion. Many are the roles he has played.

“I have been, among other things,” he told us, “a
ruler, a poet, a warrior, a hermit (many times). My role
as a ruler explains a natural interest | have in national
and international affairs, and a certain aptitude | have
for them. | have been a poet: That is why poetry has
come to me easily in this life. | have been a warrior.” (To
me, Walter, that explains the fiery aspect of his person-
ality.) In Spain, his mission seems to have been to fulfill
God's will for Christendom, to save its tradition (today
we would call it the Judeo-Christian tradition). He had
told us also that he had been Arjuna, the great hero of
the Mahabharata.

Always his role seems to have been to uplift human-
ity, and not only to save a few spiritually seeking souls.
He has been sent to launch great movements, those
which were destined to affect the course of history. Thus,
the theologians are not wrong in countering the claim of
mystics that God cares only for man’s inner life. The
claim of theologians has been that God is concerned also

221



with larger, historical developments. And, meditating on
Paramhansa Yogananda’s life and on those of others like
him, one sees such indeed to have been the case.

Someone once asked Ananda Moyi Ma, a great
woman saint in India whom I used often to visit, “What
will be the future of this planet, in view of the violent na-
ture of our times?” She replied, “Don’t you think that He
who created this world knows how to take care of it?”

My deep belief is that Paramhansa Yogananda is
one of God’s channels for “taking care of” this world.
Someday, | believe, he will be seen as the avatar of
Dwapara Yuga. Indeed, his entire life seems to have
been designed with that purpose in mind: to point
toward a higher age that would include a greater aware-
ness of energy.

Another way that God is “taking care of” the world
is by what might be called “cross-incarnation.” Souls are
being born, the Master said, in such a way as to help
bring about a greater balance on earth.

“Many souls are being brought from India to Ameri-
ca and Europe, and many others are being brought from

America and Europe to India. Thus, many Americans
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today have Indian samskars [tendencies], and many
modern Indians feel comfortable with American and
Western values. Thus, too, the world is being united in a

more Dwapara Yuga consciousness.”

“It wasn’t easy, during the early days at Mount
Washington,” the Master told us, “to get this work start-
ed. Few people understood, and few even cared about,
what I was trying to accomplish. Once I actually had to
move away from Mount Washington. | rented a house
elsewhere. ‘Divine Mother,’ | prayed, ‘chop off all their
heads!” After a few days the place was empty; the trou-
blemakers had gone, and | was able to return once
again to an atmosphere of peace.

“In the vision | had in 1948,* Divine Mother said to
me, ‘In the early years | sent you a few bad ones to test
yvour love for Me. Now | am sending you angels, and

whoever smites them, [ will smite!™

*] wrote about this vision in The Path.
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The following story appears in my book The Path. It
concerns Durga’s (Florina Darling’s) brother, who was ex-
tremely hostile to the Master for having drawn his sister to
Mount Washington. This brother was physically strong; he
decided to give the Master a good beating so that he could
boast later in public how he’d bested this “charlatan.”

“I was seated on my bed one morning, meditating,”
the Master told us, “when God warned me that this man
was coming up the stairs, intending to beat me up.
When he arrived at my door, he paused briefly on the
threshold. | opened my eyes and said, ‘I know why
you've come. | want you to know that | am very strong,
| could easily best you, physically. I won't do that, how-
ever. | won't lift a finger against you. Nevertheless, |
warn you: Don’t cross that threshold.

“‘Go on, prophet!’” he sneered. He stepped across
the threshold, and fell suddenly, screaming, to the floor.
‘I'm on fire!” he cried, T'm on fire!" He leapt to his feet
and rushed down the stairs, running out of doors. There
he rolled on the lawn in hope of finding relief on the
cool grass. | hurried after him, stooped down, and,
reaching out my hand, relieved him of his pain.

“Don’t come near me!” he shouted, terror-stricken. He

sent for his sister, had her fetch his belongings, and fled.”
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“Why,” someone once asked me, “did Yogananda
display such particular love for Rajarsi (Saint Lynn, his
chief disciple)?”

“It was never particular,” | answered. “He felt the
same love for everyone. He couldn’t express that love
to all of us, however, for we wouldn’t have been able to
understand it. It would have given most people a big
ego. Few sincere disciples, even, were pure-hearted
enough to understand the divinely impersonal level of
his love for everyone. The Master couldn’t show deep
feeling except to those who themselves knew what it is
to love impersonally.”

He once told me, “When | met Yogi Ramiah,* in
Ramana Maharshi’'s ashram, it was a true meeting of
souls. We walked hand in hand around the ashram
together. Oh! if I'd remained in his company another
half hour, | could never have brought myself to leave
India again! He represented everything that is, to me,

the true India. It is why | love that country so much.

*When 1 met Yogi Ramiah in 1962, in his native village of
Buchireddypalayam in Andhra Pradesh, he was known as Sri
Rama Yogi. Paul Brunton, however, in A Search in Secret India, calls

him ‘:’Dgi Ramiah. That also was how the Master knew him.
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“Paul Brunton, whom | met there, was another
disciple of Ramana Maharshi’s. Brunton once told me
that, during meditation one day, Yogi Ramiah had ma-
terialized before him and asked him to send him my
photograph. He wanted to put it in his room. It is sitting
there still.”

| asked Master, “If Yogi Ramiah was fully liberated,
did he have disciples also?”

“He must have had,” the Master replied. “One must
free others, to become completely freed oneself.”

“How many does one have to free?” | asked.

i

Six,” was his reply.*

| asked the Master why he hadn’t included Ramana
Maharshi among the saints in Autobiography of a Yogi.
He replied, “I didn’t include him because Paul Brunton
had already written about him in his book, A Search in
Secrel India.”

Though | didn't say so, | wondered whether there
might not have been another reason also. For these two

*I have a memo to myself in my notebook to check this figure. |
never did so, and must therefore offer it as it is. In fact, howew-

er, I do believe that I've quoted that figure correctly.
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great masters, Paramhansa Yogananda and Ramana
Maharshi, had very different roles to play. There is a
book about Ramana Maharshi in which is described a
visit Yogananda paid to that ashram. Few books about
the masters show real understanding of their lives. That
book, too, suggested no inwardness in the encounter.
Yogananda told a brother disciple of mine, Debi
Mukherjee, “Ramana Maharshi’'s brother [who was
known, among the ‘ashramites,” as something of a mar-
tinet], tried to engage me in argument. Ramana
Maharshi saw him and shook his head a little sternly,
saying, ‘Come away from there.”

| recall also the Master’s comment to us on his visit
to the Kumbha Mela (religious fair) in Allahabad in 1936.
He said, of his meeting with Kara Patri, a famous reli-
gious figure, “I hid from him.” In other words, he didn’t
let Kara Patri perceive his spiritual stature so that he
might express himself as he normally did. One won-
ders, Did the Master do the same thing with Ramana
Maharshi? He might very understandably have held
back, out of courtesy, not wishing to appear a teacher in
that great master’s own ashram.
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The following story isn’t a conversation with the
Master. Yet it relates to his teachings; | therefore in-
clude it here:

Sri Rama Yogi, whom | (Walter) met in 1960 in
India, said to me, “Always ask yourself, “Who am 1?'”
This was the fundamental teaching of his great guru,
Ramana Maharshi.

“That wasn’'t what my own Guru taught us,” I
replied.

Sri Rama Yogi smiled wryly. “If all the disciples of
the great masters really understood what their gurus
taught, there would not be the bickering one finds
everywhere in religion!”

| reflected, then, that of course the Master had said
repeatedly, “Know who you really are. You are not this

little ego: You are the infinite Self.”

£ ]S)é;,y?}

“| once met a very successful and wealthy man,
who said to me, ‘I'm disgustingly healthy, and dis-
gustingly wealthy’

“‘However, 1 replied, ‘you are not “disgustingly
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happy,” are you?’ He admitted he was not. Soon after-
ward, he became a student of this path.”

wc 199 o

“A wealthy man came here [to Mount Washington]
and stayed for a time. Our work at that time was in dire
financial straits, and he might easily have saved the sit-
uation for us. But he wanted concessions from me that,
on my conscience, | would not make, for they were
unprincipled. He left, and when he did so he said to me,
‘You’'ll starve because you didn’t listen!’—‘Listen’
meant, to him, my consent to his disgraceful proposal.
Well, we survived. God alone, always, is our ‘stocks and
bonds.™

e 200 s

“When | was new in America, | used to walk about
Boston in my orange robe, with my long hair flowing
out behind me. Many people thought it strange. One
day a group of factory girls followed me, giggling. One
of them finally summoned up the courage to tweak my
hair, and they all laughed. I turned around, then, and

addressed them earnestly.
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“1 am a foreigner in your country, | said. ‘Is this
how you welcome strangers? How would it be if one of
you were to visit my country, dressed in short skirts, as
| see you here? You would not be accepted, I can tell
you. Every country has its own customs. You should re-
spect the customs of others’ The girls were very
ashamed, and apologized to me earnestly.”

o 207 s

“After some time in America, | took to dressing
more ‘normally’ in public. Someone offered to buy me
an overcoat, and | accepted with thanks. When | saw
what he wanted to buy me, however, | exclaimed, "Oh,
that’s much too good for me!” He insisted on buying it,
and also bought me a beautiful hat to go with it.

“l always felt uncomfortable, however, decked out in
all that splendor! ‘Divine Mother, | prayed, “this coat is
too good for me. Please take it away’

“Some time later, | entered a restaurant and left the
coat hanging in the entranceway with the other coats. |
placed the hat on a shelf above. As | left afterward, |
found that the coat had been stolen. What a reliefl And
then 1 saw the hat still sitting there. ‘Divine Mother, |
prayed, ‘You forgot the hat!™
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Yogananda and 5ri Yukteswar at a religious festival during his
return © India in 1935.
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Doctor Lewis told us the following story:

“When the Master was new in this country, I'd had
no experience with anyone of his spiritual stature. Who
had, after all, in America? At our first meeting, he
looked into my eyes with deep love and asked me, "Will
you always love me as | love you?’ | was deeply moved,
something inside me responded. | answered, “Yes. Yes,
| will” I have always been true to that pledge. | admit,
however, that my faith has sometimes been tested.

“Once, back in those days, someone told me false
tales against the Master. | didn’t believe them, but still |
was a little shaken. 1 was working in my dental office
that day, and the Master was riding a streetcar. All at
once he got off, walked several blocks to my office, and
entered the door. Walking straight up to me, he looked
deep into my eyes and asked, ‘Do you still love me, Doc-
tor?” What could | do? Of course, | melted! My faith was
completely restored.

“He then told me, ‘Someone borrowed a sum of
money from you awhile ago, isn’t that so? You haven't
been able to get it back.

“*That’s true!’ I marveled. ‘I've been really needing
that money.

“If you go there now, he said, 'you will get it. I
went, and, indeed—though I'd been waiting a long

time—the man gave me what he owed me.”

232



e 203 s

Doctor Lewis told us many fascinating stories from
his long years of association with the Master.

“There was a man,” he said, “who had been wrongly
condemned to death. The case was widely reported in
the papers; almost everyone thought it an obvious case
of miscarriage of justice. | told the Master about it with
some indignation.

“He paused, and looked very serious. Then he with-
drew into himself. When he resumed normal conscious-
ness, he was smiling. Soon thereafter, the condemned
man was pardoned.

“Was the Master responsible for his reprieve? He
himself said nothing about it. | had known him already
long enough, however, to have my private suspicion!”

e 204

The Master, when | (Walter) met him, told me a
strange story. “There was a young woman | met in
Chicago,” he said. “She asked if she might see me
alone. | always keep a door open when giving inter-
views, and have someone sit outside where | can be
seen. This young woman, however, was insistent on

seeing me alone, so | told her she could speak softly.
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She then looked at me alluringly and said, 'You are
very nicel’

“I looked her straight in the eye and said, with an
expression of great distaste, ‘Sin and disease!’ At that,
she burst into tears. After I'd probed a little, she admit-
ted to me that a man had once betrayed her, and had
infected her with syphilis. ‘Since then, she said, ‘I have
tried to revenge myself on all men by giving syphilis to
everyone | can. Imagine such despicable behavior! I
gave her a blessing, and she was healed. But | made her
promise never again to behave so contemptibly.”

e 205 s

Food is many people’s religion. They are fanatics on
the subject.

“I was once invited,” the Master told me, “to a place
where they served ‘unfired foods, as they called it.
Everything in their diet was in a raw state. With great
pride they served me an utterly tasteless meal. The food
was dreadful, and not at all scientific.

“Afterward they asked me to give a speech. | de-
clined. When they pleaded with me, | replied, “You
won't like what I have to say. Still, they kept insisting.

“You know, | can’t be untruthful no matter what the
cost. | prefer to be polite, but if I must speak | have to say
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what | really think. They were begging for a specific
opinion, and | couldn’t equivocate. After they'd persist-
ed for some time, 1 finally answered them frankly.

“*Well, I told them, “in the first place, | have never in
my life eaten worse food. Not only was it tasteless, but
your diet is unbalanced and completely unscientific’

“As you can imagine, they were in an uproar. “You
don’t know what you are saying!’ they shouted.

“*You will see that I am right,’ | replied firmly. ‘If you
don’t listen to me, fifteen days from now someone in
this place will die because of this diet.” That, in fact, was
what actually happened. Fifteen days later, one of them
died, and the place had to be closed down.”

o 200 s

“l was invited by a famous choir to hear them per-
form. Afterward, they asked me to say something. | told
them truthfully, ‘As far as technique was concerned,
your singing was flawless. But to whom was the music
addressed? Wasn't it supposed to be to God? Were you
trying to please Him? Or were you trying to impress
me? Next time, keep your hearts focused on Him for

Whom the music was written”
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From Bernard | heard this story:

“The Master,” he said, “was once invited to a dinner
at a wealthy home in New York City. Everyone there be-
longed to the ‘upper crust’ social set. They asked him
afterward to give a speech. He politely declined. They
insisted, however. At last he said, "You won't like what |
have to say.’

“l imagine they couldn’t believe he would say very
much—at most, a few platitudes. Their own lives, after
all, were superficial, they couldn’t imagine the Master’s
perception being very deep. After they’d kept on insist-
ing, the Master finally rose to address them. He spoke
at length about the shallowness of their lives, and the
emptiness of their ambitions. Many of those in the
room were reduced to tears.

“His hosts weren’t happy, of course, but he himself
had not had any other choice but to speak as he felt. His
commitment was to the truth. Many people were
changed that evening, | suspect, by thoughts he’'d awak-
ened in them.”

@ 208

The Master told us during his last years, “| used to
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go to saints as a boy. | wanted to learn from them. They,
however, kept asking me questions. 1 went to them in
the hope of gaining from them, but they were hoping to

gain from me!”

@ 209

“When I was a boy | went to a man who, so I'd been
told, was a great saint. | went with humility, as | ap-
proach every manifestation of the Divine, and bowed
reverently before him. He, when he saw my devotion,
decided to impress me further. He declared, ‘I am God!’

“*You don’t say sol’ | cried, leaping to my feet. | had
a little pocket mirror with me, which I used as an aid to
introspection. Facing this mirror toward him, | de-
manded, °Is that God? It is not the God 1 am seeking!’
Turning, | strode out of the room.

“That man was truly sincere, however. He'd made
the common mistake of thinking that the scriptures, in
declaring, ‘Aham Brahmasmi’ (‘1 and Infinite Brahman
are one’), mean one may also say of oneself, ‘I am God!
This is an error. How can the little ego be infinite? The
man, rising hastily from his seat, ran after me. Bowing
before me, he said, "You have awakened me from a
great delusion. | want to thank youl’

“I accepted his apology, then said, ‘The ocean is all
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of its waves. The wave, however, should never say, “l am
the ocean,” even after it has realized its own oneness
with the ocean’

“The man understood, and thanked me sincerely.
He then prostrated before me, in the full gaze of his stu-
dents. ‘You have wakened me’ he repeated, ‘from a
great delusionl’

“You are a great soul, indeed, | said to him. ‘Other-
wise vou would not have admitted your error so quickly,
especially before your own students, and when shown to

you by a mere boy. You have proved your true greatness.”

e 200 s

“When | was a schoolboy, | felt guided to write a
note to the boy sitting next to me in the classroom. The
note read, ‘I am your guru.

“‘Bad boy, he answered, shaking his head in disap-
proval. That night, however, he was shown a vision in
which he saw me as indeed his guru. The following day,
he tried to find me. This time, however, | hid from him!
| was being playful. I also felt, however, that he must
work a little, now, to earn that blessing. When at last we
met, we accepted each other lovingly.”
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“When | was young, a certain student of mine want-
ed me to lead a revolution to free India from foreign
domination. ‘That is your job,’ | told him. | added, how-
ever, ‘India will be freed during my lifetime by peaceful
means.

“He was determined to follow the way of armed rev-
olution, however, though I tried to dissuade him from it.
The British caught him, and he was executed. Divine
Mother punished him for trying to use force.”

“Master,” | asked, “if Divine Mother didn’t want it,
and you knew in advance it wouldn’t happen anyway,
why did you let him go ahead with his plans?”

“That was his determination in this life, according to
his karma,” was the Master’s answer.

To the soul, as he often told us, death means noth-
ing. People, in their true Self, see “their exits and their
entrances” (to quote Shakespeare) as fleeting appear-
ances, merely, on the stage of earthly existence. Such is
life’s endless drama.

@ 212 o

“There was a woman disciple of Swami

Shankaracharya’s,” the Master once told me—perhaps
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as a warning, for during that time | suffered intensely
from self-doubt—“who doubted all the time. She kept
expressing her doubts and fears to her guru, and would
ask him, ‘But what if this happens?’ or, ‘What if I do
that?” One day she said to him, ‘But what if [—die?’

“Calmly her guru looked at her and said, “Very well,
then: Die!l” In that instant she fell over, dead.”

My first thought, on hearing this story from the Mas-
ter was, “What a drastic lesson!” It didn’t even have the
usual miraculous follow-up! a revival afterward, for ex-
ample, or the discovery that she wasn’t really dead after
all. On further reflection, 1 realized that life teaches
many lessons, some of them drastic. To grow spiritually
is not easy. To give birth is not easy. To be born is not
easy. On the soul’s long journey through endless-seem-
ing incarnations, the death of one body is no more ap-
palling than birth into another, and into a completely
new environment.

That woman in her soul, however, would not easily
have forgotten the lesson her guru had given her.
Evidently it was not one he could have administered
more gently. Surely she learned at least that whatever a
person invites to himself, by expecting it, he must even-
tually receive. Desire is one way that man extends that
invitation. Fear and doubt are two others.

“Be careful always,” the Master said, “to hold posi-
tive expectations, for you will attract to yourself any-

thing you project into the universe.”
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A true guru like Swami Shankaracharya always acts
from the desire to help his disciples. Never is it his
wish merely to get them “out of his hair” Thus,
Shankaracharya's drastic-seeming treatment of his dis-
ciple was, in fact, a demonstration of divine love and
friendship.

o 203 o

“I was supposed,” the Master told us, “according to
my horoscope, ‘to marry three times, being twice a
widower’ It is interesting to note that my father tried
three times to get me married. On two of those occa-
sions, | simply refused. The third time, he tried to spring
the event on me unexpectedly so that | wouldn't be able
to back out.

“I met the girl. As a woman, she truly was beautiful.
For an instant, satanic delusion tugged at my mind. I
heard the voice saying inwardly, ‘Isn’t she beautiful? Go
ahead: why not marry her?’

“*Never!" | replied with great force. | looked at the
girl through the spiritual eye and saw, beneath the skin,
her muscles and internal organs: all red with blood! Her
bones looked like any skeleton. No one, under the skin,
1s beautiful!

“People were very disappointed when | refused to
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go along with the plan. I told them, ‘I know you feel let
down because you were looking forward to a feast! Well,
| won’t disappoint you!

“l asked Prabhas Ghose, a dear cousin of mine, if he
would marry her. He was delighted to get such a beau-
tiful bride. And so the wedding came off.

“In 1935, when | returned to India, | visited Prab-
has’s home. His wife had become a terrible nag. Prab-
has would go tiptoeing about the home like a mouse,
scarcely daring to open his mouth. Seeing that situation,
| took the wife aside and said to her, ‘I have some right
to speak to you on these matters, for you were intended
to be mine. I just want to tell you, if you had treated
me as | see you treating him—one week: that’s all I'd
have given that marriage. Then I'd have been off for the
Himalayas!’

“From then on, she was softer in her behavior to-

ward my cousin.”

The subject of the Master’s horoscope bears a little
contemplation. He used to say, “Don’t let the karmic
tendencies described in your horoscope, no matter how
valid the prediction, enslave you to anything that your
will rejects. The prediction made by our family
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The Master at a large Kriya initiation ceremony.
He bestowed love equally on each initiate.
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astrologer was accurate according to the stellar posi-
tions, but that didn’t mean I had to accept it as a cosmic
dictate.”

A further question is likely to arise in the mind about
that prediction: Why would the horoscope of a master
predict anything so different from his actual destiny?
The answer, | can’t help thinking, is that one must be
born at some time, simply to be born at all. No timing,
probably, will ever be perfect. The planets move as they
move, without paying any particular intention to any-
one. Our actions, however, can be determined by our
own will, despite what our horoscope says. The will,
especially when it arises from deep within, is our real
“writ of destiny.” That is the destiny we should follow,
seeking ever to attune our own human will to God’s
infinite will.

Another explanation, certainly, is valid also. For a
liberated master is reborn not to expiate karmas of his
own, but to take on, and to free others of, their own
karmic burdens. It may be that in his very horoscope

are written some of the burdens of others.
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The Master told this little-known story of the meet-
ing between Swami Shankaracharya and Babaji, whom
Shankaracharya eventually accepted as his guru.

“Babaji was living in a home in Benares, when
Shankaracharya visited that city. Shankara was at that
time a famous astrologer. Babaji’'s manservant went
therefore to see him. He received from Shankara the
shocking news that, that very night, it was his destiny to
die! In fear and trembling, on his return, he approached
Babaji with the news.

“*Go back, said Babaji, ‘and say to him that you will
not die tonight.’

“The servant carried this reply back to Swami
Shankara, who affirmed, ‘This karma is so fixed that,
should you survive it, | shall go to your master and ask
him to accept me as his disciple.’

“That night, a terrible thunderstorm lashed the city.
Lightning struck everywhere. It felled trees all around
the house where Babaji lived. The great master
stretched himself out over the servant’s body, to protect
him. When morning came, the servant was still alive.
He then went and presented himself to Shankara. The
Swami was amazed. Realizing that he had encountered
a power much greater than his own, he went to Babaji
and took initiation into Kriya Yoga."
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The Master told us that when he first came to Sri
Yukteswar’s ashram, he would keep his mind and gaze
focused at the point between the eyebrows as much as
possible. “If you want to make very rapid progress on
the spiritual path,” he used to tell us, “keep your mind
always centered there.”

This practice must be joined to, however, and sup-
ported by the heart’s devotion. For concentration at
the spiritual eye, which is known as the ajna chakra,
develops great will power, but it can also make one
ruthless if it isn’t combined with the heart’s love.
When will power is combined with love, great joy
is the consequence.

e 217 o

“During my bovhood,” the Master told us, “my fam-
ily moved for a time to a rough neighborhood.

“One day, about fifty boys ganged up on me.* "We
will kill you!l” they cried, emboldened by their own num-

bers. | backed up against a tree, facing them, and cried

*This number was lessened to fifteen in the account that ap-
peared in my book, Stories of Mukunda. Laurie Pratt, the editor,
told me, “Fifty is unrealistic.” (This little volume was first
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out with great ferocity, ‘Yes, cowards! In such numbers,
you can surely succeed! Woe betide the first of you,
however, who dares to approach mel’ | spoke with so
much power that they all hesitated. The ringleader then
said, ‘It’s all right, Mukunda, we were only testing you.
Let us be friends!

“‘If friendship is what you want, | said, ‘you have it

already’ And so the crisis passed.”

o 218 o

“l used as a boy to meditate in many places: in that
underground chamber of the Benares temple | told you
about; in graveyards; on the hot sand in full sunlight on
the beach at Puri; in water up to my neck, chanting, and
finally, of course, in my little attic room at 4 Gurpar
Road. | didn’t go to many temples after my mother’s
death. From then on, my devotion turned more inward.

“One day, a group of friends came and said they’'d
found a Kali temple we hadn’t known about, not far
from where 1 lived. Knowing of my devotion to Kali,

they were certain I'd be eager to go there with them.

published by Self-Realization Fellowship. 1 had written it as a
Christmas present for the monks.) She may have been right.
Fifty, however, is the number [ heard the Master state, ['ve no
wish to argue the point. It’s possible that [ heard incorrectly.
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But I replied, "You all go. I'll stay home this evening’
They went and offered formal worship to the image
of Kali. Meanwhile, | called to Her in my little attic
room. And She appeared to me, smiling radiantly,

with infinite love!”

“l underwent many disciplines as a boy, so as to get
a feeling for different spiritual disciplines. For a while |
even went about with a begging bowl—not actually beg-
ging from people, but holding out my bowl to them to
give them a chance to share with others in God’s name,
if they so desired. Anything I received from them, | gave
away to the needy.”

o 220 o

“Once, | and a few friends went about and raised
money for a great feast we planned to give to the poor.
Many contributed to this cause. Later, crowds of the
poor were fed. That whole day | cooked, served, and
was active constantly. At the day’s end, my body was
exhausted. The thought came to me, “Surely this is one
time God won’t mind if | don’t meditate!’
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“At that moment, | heard Satan’s voice speaking in
tones of honeyed sympathy: ‘Poor boy! He has worked
so very hard. Let him rest. Surely he deserves a good
sleep.’ | leapt up in outrage from my bed, sat firmly in
meditation posture, and did a few Kriyas. All of a sud-
den, | became filled with energy. For the rest of that

night, I remained wide awake in ecstasy.”

o 221 o

“Once as a boy, during meditation, | entered a state
of ecstasy. My breathing and heartbeat were stilled.
Then | decided to play a little prank. Well, after all, | was
only a boy! When people came in they saw me lying
there, apparently lifeless. What a commotion! What
wails! What lamentation! All the family stood around
saying how highly they’d thought of me.

“And then an old, faithful servant of the family, whom
we used to call Maid Ma, cried loudly, ‘Ahl Ah! Now |
won’t have anyone to fight with anymore!” That was too
much for mel I couldn’t contain myself any longer.

“*Oh yes you willl’ | cried.

““Youl’ she shouted angrily. ‘I knew you were only
fooling!l’ She picked up a broom and flung it at me.

“Was it naughty of me? Well, | must say, it was
great fun!”
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| (Walter) have since thought of a piece of advice the
woman saint, Ananda Moyi Ma, once gave to a visitor:
“Tell your child to be good, but not too good!” The
image of solemnly pious child-saints is a bit cloying,
surely. After all, it takes great energy to find God. The
popular description of the Master of Galilee as “gentle
Jesus, meek and mild,” could not possibly be applied to
anyone of true spiritual fervor. Certainly, from the leg-
ends one reads about the child Jesus, the first words
that spring to mind to describe him are neither “gentle,”
nor “mild.” The word one thinks of is, “powerful.”

The Master spent many hours reminiscing with me
at his desert retreat in May of 1950.

“Once,” he told me, “I visited a saint who lived in a
jungle. This sadhu [holy man] wore no clothes. | was
touched to see that his genitals were the size of a
baby’s. Such was his purity that his sexual organs had
not even matured.

“He asked me, “What if you were going to sit down
and eat, and just then a stranger came who hadn’t had
anything to eat. What would you do?’

“I would give him my meal,’ | replied.
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“‘And what if, the sadhu continued, ‘after feeding
him and preparing another meal for yourself, another
person came who also hadn’t eaten? What would you
do, then?

“1 would give him, too, what I'd been about to eat.’

“‘And what if this happened a third time? What
would you do then?’

“1 would give him half my food, and eat the other
halt myself.

“*Off with you!” he cried. “You are no renunciate’
What he meant by that dismissive expression was,
simply, ‘For shamel”

It was impressive to me that the Master in telling me
this story had made not the slightest attempt to justify
his hypothetical third decision, nor to answer the sadhu’s
scolding with a perfectly reasonable justification. Often, |
found, where only he was concerned, he would graci-
ously leave to others the last word.

| do feel I owe it to him, however, as my Guru, to
add that every answer he gave that sadhu seems to me
to have been exactly correct, both morally and spiritu-
ally. Indeed, the sadhu might have extended his hypo-
thetical questioning to the point where the Master was
dying from hunger, while continuing to feed others! By
contrast, what the Master always demonstrated was
COmMmOon Sense.

That sadhu’s counsel might be taken as spiritually
valid only in the case of someone who was directing his
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every effort toward feeding others. Otherwise, that
counsel contradicted the principle of sensible modera-
tion. The Master’s solution, surely, even from the loftiest
spiritual point of view, was not only sensible, but right.
| was impressed, however, that he made no effort to jus-
tify himself, even to me. His silent acceptance of that
man’s rebuke was an inspiring teaching in itself.

o 223 o

“My older brother Ananta,” the Master said, “when
he saw my determination to go to the Himalayas and
dedicate myself to a life of solitary meditation, said to me,
“Your life will become like dry leaves, of use to no one!’

“*You may be right, Brother, | replied with a smile,

‘but dry leaves, don't forget, make very good manure!™”

s 224 o

It may not be easy for people outside of monaster-
ies to understand and sympathize with the Master’s
uncompromising attitude on certain issues. As a monk
himself, he naturally hoped to establish a monastic way
of life at his headquarters on Mount Washington. Few of
those who came to him, however, were ready for that
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way of life. He once said to me, “In the early days, many
of those who came, especially the men, saw no reason
why they shouldn’t go out dancing whenever they felt
like it.”

Perhaps it was on beholding my eagerness, after
he'd placed me in charge of the monks, to develop a
more monastic way of life that he decided it was time
they were organized properly. As far as | know, little or
nothing had been done, before that, to systematize
things. Certainly, any seeds that had been planted had
not survived. | didn't like telling others what to do, but |
realized also that if | didn’t take seriously the responsi-
bility the Master had given me, and if our way of life
continued to be treated as casually as it had been, we
would never have a truly monastic way of life, and men
would keep leaving any time the thought arose in their
minds.

The only rules in existence when | came there were
two in number: “No mixing of the sexes,” and, “Silence
at mealtimes and, as much as possible, during any
gatherings.” These rules were posted in the Master’s
handwriting, but were honored mostly in the breach.

Silence at mealtimes was itself given the silent
treatment. At table, everyone chatted away freely. The
Master, of course, could not be there to enforce the rule.
It seemed obvious to me that, if we were ever to have
a true monastery, someone would have to sacrifice
some of his own convenience. For example, | decided
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I'd no longer set food aside at lunchtime and go off to
meditate, eating afterward. Someone had to sit there
throughout the meal, to remind everyone that there
was a rule. That “someone,” obviously, had to be me.

Until that time, the position of “monk in charge”
had never really meant anything. The Master himself
couldn’t give the time to stay with us and help us to
develop our way of life. His counseling work and his
writings kept him more distant from the daily scene.

Seeing my willingness to take seriously the respon-
sibility that he’d given me, he responded with greater
firmness in his talks with the monks. As nearly as | can
tell, it was at this time that he began to insist earnestly
on such “hardships™ as not going downtown on a mere
whim, and living in other ways a more truly monastic
way of life.

| had seen too many men leave the ashram during
that year of testing, 1950, and grieved deeply over the
fact. | determined to do all, therefore, that was in my
power to ensure a more coherent way of life for those
who remained, and for those who would come in the
future. 1 instituted daily group meditations, weekly
classes, and set in motion other rules, always insisting
that 1 was doing so only on Master’s behalf. The Master
supported me in my efforts. Even so, the task proved
somewhat difficult, and not wholly popular. It meant
developing a way of life that was entirely different from
the way everybody had been brought up. I'll never for-
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get the months it took simply to get everyone to follow
that basic rule: “Silence at mealtimes.”

It was possible, now, for the Master also to be more
severe in the attitudes he was trying to implant in us.

“Never discuss those who leave,” he told us. “Don’t
even think about them. Think about the stronger ones,
rather, who faithfully follow our way of life. Don’t dis-
cuss the weak ones who have abandoned it. Even if you
look upon some of them as your personal friends, never
forget that God is your greatest Friend. Be loyal, above
all, to Him.

“When Kumar—the young man you've read about
in my autobiography—had to leave Sri Yukteswar’s
ashram, my guru became very withdrawn toward
him. He had shown him special fondness, but when
Kumar opted for worldly ways, he wouldn’t even look
at him anymore.”

| (Walter) realized from this statement that Sri
Yukteswar had been exemplifying an important prin-
ciple: firmness in choosing what is right. The Master
wanted us not to be wishy-washy in our choice of
God. He didn’t mean we should be harsh toward any-
one, for that was not his way, and is not his teaching.
He did want us, however, not to be specially sympa-
thetic toward worldly attitudes, or toward those who
embraced those attitudes, for in that sympathy we
might expose ourselves to delusion.

“Why be open to negativity?” he asked, rhetorically.
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“Those who left came here for the glamour of the spiri-
tual lite. They were attracted by what I call “the romance
of religion’ When tests came, however, they fled. They
refused to follow our few, simple rules while living here.
There were many reasons why they fell. If you could see
into their hearts, you would understand.”

Some of these things the Master may have said for
my sake, for it had caused me great suffering to see so
many leave a way of life that, to me, seemed in every
way right. | could envision only unhappiness ahead for
those who had turned away, and | sorrowed for their
sake. | was reminded of the last part of Christ’s life
when, the Bible says, many left and walked with him
no more. From a higher point of view, this sifting
process was necessary, for, as we all knew, the Master
expected soon to leave his physical body. The ranks,
therefore, needed to stand firm. My own sorrow was
not so much directed toward those who left as for our
way of life. | was concerned above all with how to
make it more magnetic.

These are a few of the bleaker realities of the spiri-
tual life. As Jesus said, “Many are called, but few are
chosen.” We must, as our Guru told us, be “tough” in
our decision to seek God alone.

The Master discussed this subject again after Boone’s
departure. He told me, “When Boone went to Phoenix,
he started living a dissolute life—sexually, especially. If

only he had married!”
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“That,” | exclaimed, “would have been a hundred
times better.”

“Well,” the Master mused, “l consider everything
evil that keeps one away from God. | don’t mean that
marriage itself is an evil; if it helps the spiritual seeker,
it is a good thing. But if it takes one away from God, it
is evil.

“Evil is the absence of true joy. In Boone’s case, the
advantage to marrying would have been that it might
have kept him from sinking deeper into delusion. That
would have been, at least, a relative good. I told him
before he left that he should get married.”

o 229 o

“Evil,” I have just quoted him as saying, “is the ab-
sence of true joy.” These words seemed obscure to a
certain disciple, when I quoted them to her years later.
I've therefore pondered the words more deeply, and |
see that in fact they do hint, however obscurely, at a
deep truth.

Evil is delusion. It is the veil over the bliss-nature of
the soul. One who turns away from the spiritual path
fails to realize that, by so doing, he spurns the joy of his
own being. The choice before the spiritual aspirant
must be taken very seriously. It is no light matter. It
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does not concern relative stages of fulfillment: lesser
versus greater joys, for example. It is far more drastic. It
is quite simply a choice between joy and suffering.

The choices offered by the world are not so extreme.
People in delusion face varying degrees of fulfillment
and pain. They find themselves happier, for example,
when they serve others than when they seize everything
they can for themselves. The choice, however, between
seeking God or turning away from Him is absolute. Not
to seek Him, or, worse still, to turn away from Him or—
God forbid!—against Him, is to opt blatantly for delu-
sion. This is, whether or not one realizes it, a choice for
evil. For what else can the rejection of God be, if not
evil? Evil obscures one’s true nature of inner bliss.

“I have kept track of all those who left,” the Master
told me. “God has smashed their lives. Not a one is
happy. T