Author’s Statement

Fearless in Lucknow is the story of the author’s time

with H.W.L. Poorjaji, also called Papaji - abrief eternity.

Fearless in Lucknow is meant to describe one man’s cxpericnce
with the indescribable) not as a student or teacher but as an artist
in the midst of the art of being itself.
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The Goddess in the Marketplace

| stood on the street. In the street. In lnc[ia, the street is a maelstrom. |
was in the eye of the maelstrom. | was stanc]ing on the street, in Pune. rd
been in India for two months, in and out of the Osho International
Commune, the ashram of Osho Rajneesn | wasn’t a member, not ogiciallg a
sanngasin, and not a follower of that Par‘cicular teacher. 'd been writing,
Painting, Plaging soccer, meditating, eating, sleePing, being with my
companion, Suryo, who was a longtime sannyasin. | erjoged the life of India,
in the streets, and in the homes and businesses of the Indians | met.

| was standing in the maelstrom of an Indian street,just off MG Road
(MG for Mahatma Gandhi), in the busiest part of central Pune. A hundred
3arcls away, | saw a woman running ligntlg, wildlg, madlg) through the
crowded street. She was a beautiful Indian woman in torn clotning. Her left
breast was exposed. No one was Paging her any attention. | felt like 1 was
the onlg one Paging attention. | saw her as if the street was vacant, but for
her and me. In a few seconds, she was running toward me, then up against
me, then away from me, running like water through watercolors, leaving a
streak of blank paper in my mind.

Later, | tnought the woman might be running from abuse, running for
her lhce, her bodg beaten, her clotning torn !33 a husband or angry |over,
her cries unwelcome and ignored in a male-dominant society, but to me, In
that moment, she was a kind of godc]ess, a female bakti, a Passionate
devotee of the divine, alive in the busg street, in the maelstrom, running to
warn, to Proclaim, to invite me to my Freeclom) to my hear‘t, to my love of the
divine, to the awareness in my deepest self. It was the most striking image of
my first months in India. 1t gave me a message | couldn’t deciplﬁer. The

inclecipnerable message Is tne one tnat resonnates in the heart.



The Train Across India

On the train going across India to the northeast) toward Lucknow, in
Uttar Pradesh, near Nepal, near the Taj Mahal, near the spiri‘cual cities of
Varanasi and Benares, going to see the man called Papaji. A few weeks
earlier, in the ashram in Pune, I'd seen a Picture of Sri HW.L. Poonia,
Poonjaji (with the honorific “ji”}, also called Papaji, because he was a gig
bear of a papa, | liked his face. It wasn’t the face of a special man, not the
face of a guru, but the face of a man, like the face of an old Prize ﬁghter or
atruck driver, a real face.

| heard the name Poonjaji the first few clags | was in Pune. Since the
resident master had ‘Jeft his boc]g’, many older sannyasins had gone to see
this other man. | heard that he gave sat-sang in his living room, not in an
ashram. | was unhappg with the pomp and circumstance in the Osho
International Commune. ! liked the way of the man in Lucknow. I decided to
g0 see him.

| was in India. I'd gotten all I could from the ashram. rd never been in
the presence of an enlightenecl master. As much as | appreciated the books
and videos of Osho Rajneesh, | thought it wasn’t the same as sitting in the
presence of a living master. The older sanngasins I met in the ashram told of
the happiness of their own experience sitting with Osho, when he was in his
bo&g.

One clag, I met an older woman who’d been in Lucknow. She showed
me a Picture of Poonjaji. I liked the big) smiling face. | decided to take the
train to Lucknow to see this man, face to face. Mg companion was busg
leac]ing groups in familiar surroundings. She wasn’t interested in ‘another’
master. She had her master. She was happg to stay where she was. | was

free to £0, alone.



Stanc[ing in the train station in Pune, ticket in hancl) the station was as
busg as all of India seemed to be. Three other sannyasins were going to
Lucknow at the same time. Theg were all women. One was F‘rench, and
she’d been living in Lucknow. Another was a young American girl. At 26, she
was young bg sanngasin standards. Most sanngasins were in their 30’s,
40’s, and 50’s. Her name was Dipti, the same name as the grocery store in
the aPartment complex where we livecl, in Pune. The third woman was quie‘c
and withdrawn.

The trains were as crowded as the streets. | didn’t feel crowded in the
crowds. | saw a documentarg of a bechive, years later, and the crowding
seemed similar, without resentment or aggression, without Possessiveness
of the space, unlike the crowding in the West, which seemed like a battle for
ownership.

| heard that, in lnclia, any man could call any Place his home. If a man
claimed the side of the road for his home, no one could dispute it.
Ownership was fluid and communal. 1 also heard that new money had been

changing the old rules.
Love Pouring Out Toward Itself

 sat in the entryway to the train car, as the train rolled across India. It
was onlg going Fortg miles an hour. That's a gooci speecl for an observer.
The brain can still recognize evergthing at that sPeed. | sat in the steP~we”
of the train car. It felt like 1 could step off the train into the heart of India.
Ricling across India, sitting, watching, breathing, my blood Pulsing with the
ro”ing, rumbling, rattlingtrain and the Passing countrgsidc. I felt as if I could
step into the farms and vi”agcs, as easy as breathing.

The spiritual life of the airis my medium, my master. On the street,

amidst the crowd, in the traffic that flowed like currents and cross-



currents, my vision saw the life become translucent, like small green insects
are translucent, like leaves of young plants are translucent. | stood on the
street in lndia, and its clensitg became nearlg transparent, the face of all
being, as it's said that all of life is llusion. I loved the illusion and all its
forms.

After d been in Lucknow for two weeks, | wrote a note to Papaji
which he read aloud in sat-sang. In the letter, | wrote about ‘the exquisite
transiency’ of life. Along with recognition of the presence of Being Itself,
this transiency was exquisitelg beautiful to me. I was in love with the realitg
of life, including its appearance and disappearance. As | saw the
countrgside passing bg the door of the train, the train passing through the
countrgside, all of life was passing toward and away from itself within itself,
my heart full of beating and laeautg.

As the train approached Lucknow) I got a toothache. In the first two
weeks of two months in Lucknow, | was nearlg struck down bg the
toothache. A German, who was the acupuncturist for Papaji, said my
toothache had come to say that | was not the bodg. I knew the truth of the
toothache. The exquisite transiency of a toothache is hard to ignore.

A man said to Papaji, “I'am happg to be here, but I have bad problems
with my back, It is very hard for me to sit here. What can | clo, [ like to be
here with you in sat-sang, but my back is causing me great pain.” Papaji
looked at the man and said, sgmpathetica”g, “I's very hard to meditate,
when there is pain. There are doctors who deal with such pain. You should
gotoa doctor and take care of that pain, and then come and see me.”

Besides the toothacne, I found another distraction on the train. It was
the young American, Dipti. When we all arrive in Lucknow, we stagecl at the
same hotel. On the first nignt, | stood with the French woman in the room
she was sharing with Dipti, and Dipti cnangecl her clothes before going out
to find something to eat. | was caught) in my own mind, looking at Dipti’s



half-naked boclg. It was a brief |ool<, but the blood in my heart beat a little
stronger. | knew I was looking at her. 1 was with a woman for the first three
months in India. Then | was alone, without a comPanion. | looked at the
women around me, but something was more compe”ing than the attraction |
felt toward those women.

In the first dag I spent with Papaji, listening, | saw something rd never
seen before. | saw a man, not onlg speaking to others about the truth of
their true nature, but instead, | saw Being sPeaking to Being, not merelg
someone speaking about Being to others. | saw Papaji sPeaking to the
People in the big, open room of a suburban nouse, sometimes speaking as
one person to anotner, but I saw a new tningl hadr’t seen beFore, | saw
Being speaking to Being. | saw love Pouring out toward itself.

The Being of one man spoke to the Being of all those in the room. It
became clear that enligntenment was nothing more, nor less, than the
continuous, endless outpouring of this fundamental love and recognition.

In that instant, | felt the sudden absence of doubt. In its absence, I
saw that doubt had |ingered in my mind, no matter how clear19 | knew there
was no reason for my doubt. That doubt may have been the inherent doubt
of beinga human being, common to us all. This is the doubt, in any human)
that says, “l can not be free. 1 can not know who or what | am, not in the
essence of my being. | can’t be right. | must be wrong.”

But in the air of that moment, in the moment of being in the presence
of Being which recognizes being as itself, there is no error, there is no
doubt. Doubt evaporated in that moment, as if it had never existed. It was
simplg gone. In this moment, we are one with Being Itself.

One clag, after a month in Lucknow, while wa“<ing in the Botanical
Garclens, | became aware of my own seH:, simplg recognizecl, and in that
moment, | was not more spiritual but more real. In that moment, an image, a

clull, gray presence, sliPPed out of my consciousness, sliPPed clown, slid



c[own, meltec], dropped, Fe“, went into the ground beneath my teet) and was

gOﬂC.
Nights n Hazratganj

ljumped to my feet. d been sitting back, lounging with my friends. |
made friends easilg in Lucknow, unlike those I met in Pune. In the first weeks
in Lucknow, J hung out with one man from lreland, and coinciclenta“g, one
from Seattle. We had dinner together on Hazrat Marg, in downtown
Lucknow.

The streets in Lucknow were wide avenues or Margs. | staged in a
former British residence called the Avadh Lodge, a block off Ashok Marg,
half a mile from the Hotel Carlton, a relic of grander times, where many of
those who came to see Papaji staged.

Others lived in houses near the house that had been rented for dai19
sat-sang, (never on Sundags). Two connecting rooms were cleared out,
every morning, bg the People who lived in the house. It was a large, L
shaped space, with a sma”) raised Plattorm at the corner, for Papaji to
speak from. Every morning, the rooms were cleared of tumiture, and rows
of Pi”ows were arranged for the 150-200 People who came every dag for
sat-sang.

Everg moming, | rose, in a small room at the Avadh Loc]gc, walked to
Ashok Marg, and took ajitneg to the crossroacls) where | transferred to
anotherjitneg that carried me and others to within a few blocks of the sat-
sang house. Papaji’s neighborhoocl, Indra Nagar, was near the zoo Park,
near the canal, near transportation.

At lunch, I walked a short ways down the road to one of two houses
where lunch was served, for a nominal tee, }33 a local tamilg. Lunch Patrons

gatherec] in the front 3ards of the houses and chatted. Earlg on, | sat with



Dipti, the American, the lrishman, Udgana, and Moumin, the man from
Seattle.

An Israeli woman, Sagar} was attracted to me, and | was attracted to
her. One night, in the Carlton, she invited me to her room for a drink. 1
didr’t go. ' was aware of the temptation. Sagar was beautiful and energetic,
but d become overwhelmed !39 the presence of the moment. Sagar loaned
me a book, a fable she’d been reading. It influenced me to write a fable,
which 1 read, a few dags later) to a group on the lawn of the Carlton. |
wanted Sagar nearbg, as | read, but }39 that time, she was Hirting with
another man. Sagar asked me tojoin her on a triP to the Taj Majal, but 1
declined the invitation. 'd become wary of her energy. It was erratic and
c[emanciing, like the energy of desire itself. A woman, a friend of Sagar’s,
said I was wise to be cautious.

Another woman told me of a trip she’d taken with a woman friend of
hers. Some years betore, the two of them had hitchhiked from India,
through Atghanistan, Pakistan, Iran, lraq, and Turkeg, on their way back to
Europe. At every Point of theirjoumey, theg were treated with kinclness,
courtesg, and resPect.

Sagar had a terrible time in Agra, and, at dinner one night, in the
Hotel Clarks Avadh, not to be confused with the Avadh Lodge) in the
Penthouse clining room, a man Pu”ed a gun on another man, and Sagar
shoutecl, “NOY in such a commanding voice, the clispute was resolved
Peaeeablg. Sagar was the kind of woman I was easil9 attracted to. I chose
not to become involved.

The presence of Being, the awareness of the presence of Being, the
moment of Being Itself was too great to be sublimated. Even though lwas a
writer, | didn’t write angthing about my exPerience while I was in Lucknow. In
that moment of being, there was nothing to say. It was eight years before |
could speak of the exPerience. | wanted to describe the indescribable.



Papaji said, one dau) that no one had ever been able to describe what he
alluded to.

“But, don’t stop trying,” he said.

“You’re a writer,” he told me, “From now on, no more barriers. From
now on, write from the source.”

Papaji didn’t mean for me to be inspired ]39 the source, but to sPeak
in the voice of the source, to speak as the source, to be the source
speaking.

“Can you do this?” Papaji said.

He looked at me. “Yes,” | said.

“When you go to your hotel tonight, | want you to write from the
source and give it to me, tomorrow. Can you do that?”

Two daus later, I hear Papaji read what | had written. He read it during
sat-sang. He read it to a woman who was struggling to be clear in her own
realization. He read it as example.

“Listen to this,” he said to the woman, “Magbe this will help. This is
what I've been trying to say.”

Before he read what 1 had written, he said, “I don’t know who wrote
this. It was written bu Anonymous. | found it on my bed this morning,
Whoever wrote th is, Please come and see me after sat-san <. ?

He read the words that | wrote, words that had my name on them, the
name he gave me. Two dags beFore) | handed the paper to him, and | saicl,
“Here’s the writing you ask for.”

When I heard the words he read, I recognized them. “Ah, well. Pm
happu. I don’t care about not being named. 'l g0 see Papa_ji after sat-sang,
as Papaji said,” | thouglﬁt. Some time Passed, while Papaji continued to
speak with the woman.

I was sitting in the back of the room with friends, a French guy and the

acupuncturist, who’d been a Police officer in Germang. | marvelled at
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Papaji’s brilliance. 1 wasn’t inclined to argue with his ways or his words. Until

that moment.

Be As You Are

| Paged $7 a dag for a room at the Avadh Lodgc that had its own side
entrance. The hotel had a curved clrivewag which lead to the covered entry,
with a semi-circular lawn, inside the curve. The main door oPenecl to an
office and a Iounge, then to stairs to the second floor and passages to
rooms on the ground floor. The men who worked at the Avadh Lodge
spoke Passable English. English was the business language of India. 1 didr’t
have to learn Hindi or any of the many dialects of India. | didr’t have to
learn the Indian names for menu items, either, since theg were commonlg
translateci, almost entirelg in English.

Next to my room was a garage for rePairing the old British sedans
used as taxis. Theg were a bit more costlg and not nearlg as much fun as
the bicgcle rickshaws which filled the roads, or the motorized rickshaws and
jitnegs which carried the bulk of local traffic. Just about cvergthing was
cheap, bg Western standards. | was able to have breakfast brought to my
room for less than a do“ar, including egegs, bacon, toast,jam, and coffee. |
could leave launclrg at the desk and Pick it up later, cleaned and ironed, for
next to nothing, or so it seemed.

Each clag and night, in my room, | was alone. There was no radio or
TV. I was in a state of mind, tha‘c) in my experience, was close to what I called
fear. But it wan’t fear. It resembled fear in the bodg. It's a state of constant
presence, of attention, of awakeness, a state of mind without attachment
to thought. Thoughts come and £0, but there is no Feeling that any thought
warrants being held. 1 called it an acute numbness, an intense ?eeling of

non~Feeling.
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The state of non-mind came, not as the result of bcing taught, or bg
some Practice, or bg any influence. | wasn’t in a trance, or Fear, or
compulsion. | wasn’t cloing the bidding of any directive, internal or external.
There was no form clirccting my state of formlessness.

[ found a bookstore that carried English Ianguage books. One book 1
found was “Be As You Are,” the book of Poonjz:y’i’s tcac]ﬁcr, Ramana
Maharshi. Another was a collection of cowbog stories. Another was a
detective novel. Another was a book of the writings of Paul Gauguin.

Ramana was the grand{:athcr of my sPiri’cual form, as Papaji was the
father. | embraced surrender as a Path to cvcrgthing Ramana spoke of
surrender as one of the two Paths to Frccdom, the other he called self-
enquiry.

In a brief letter, one clag in sat-sang, | asked Papaji to sPcak about
the Path of surrender, but before he could read my Icttcr) | raised my hand
to spcak. When he spoke to me, my voice stoppcd in my throat with tears. |
Pointccl to the note, and Papaﬂi Iaughed. In reFerring to my cluestion about
surrender, he gesturcd toward me and said, “Well, this is it, isn’t it? There is
no more. You wrote these words with your heart and not with your minc],
didn’t you?”

I nodded. 1 asked if he could give me a hug, and he invited me to come.
He embraced me, and I embraced him. 1 watched mgsch make the embrace
an embrace of ec]uals, not the embrace of a disciplc with his master. While 1
was hugging him, my face was buried in his neck. Papaji was cightg years
olcl, onlg slightlg older than my Father, but the skin of that old man
reminded me of the granclmothcrl loved unconclitionang cluring her longlif:c.
[ turned to look at all the People in sat-sang, and Papaji said, “Don’t be
afraid. Theg wonr’t hurt you.”

“Pm not afraid,” | said, “ love them.” I was beaming at a roomful of
faces. | meant to say that 1 loved a”} in the heart of the love that is the
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nature of all l)eings, the love I saw in Papaji, from the first clag, Pouring from
him into the room, like a flood, like sunliglit.

In my room, | looked at the walls) at the ceiling, l’ligl‘\ alaove, at the
occasional cocl<roacl1, at the line | strung for clotlﬁes, at the smell of water
in the shower, and | looked in the air. I looked at notl‘iing in Particular. l
looked at the Particular in notl‘ning. | lau on a narrow lDCCl, in love with
notliingin Particular) not even in love with evergtl'iing.

l lau on the bed, reacling, not reacling, tl1inl<ing, not tliinl<ing, sleePingJ
not sleeping, in the essence of the ocean, where all the qualities of the
ocean are of no interest to the ocean itself. The room had two recessed
windows, beside the door, two wicker and wood cliairs) an enameled wl'iite,
wooden table, a bed, a liglﬁt nanging from a cord, a shower, nearl9 as large
as the room. The hot water for showers was available once a clag, Varialalg,
in the mornings, before eiglﬁt. The isolation of the room was laetragecl lag

the absence of isolation in my heart.
The Heart’s Attachments

When | got to Lucl<now, | ran into DiPalm, the older woman who
showed me the leto of Papaji that convinced me to go to Lucknow. She
was a sweet, soft, gusl*nu woman who had left disappointed, confused, and
angry tamilu behind in Baltimore. She lived in an apartment near the sat-
sang house. She tried to take me under her wing, | welcomed her l:rienclslﬁip.

One clau, we met and walked in the zoo~|3arl< near her apartment on
the eclge of Indra Nagar. Returning to her aPartment, she asked me to lie
with her. 1 didn’t like the idea, but her kindness, her gentleness, her sweet
Protestations convinced me that rejection would be unkind.

| lau at her sicle, on the bed. She moaned sottlg, without any

aggression, rePeating my name, exaggeratecl, mispronounced, as a lament)
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a clirge, a lu”abg, a song of love. Then) she turned to snugglo against my
bodg. | feel the warmth of another bodg, but I was unhappg in that bedded
solicitude. I wait for a long enough time, and | stood.

Within minutes, | was on the street and breathing a Particular air of
treec[om, not the freedom of the heart itselic, but the freedom from the

heart’s attachments to anyone not of one’s choosing.
Swami Steve Gets a New Name

If you think death is an empty void, without human warmth orjog, if
you think death is the end of cvergthinggou care about, o@ there, now, with
all the courage you have, o@ there, now, alone, abandoned, friendless,
loveless, unable to think or iceel, unable to know or be. I learned not to run
from tear, but to run to its core. In the center of my Poacetul boing, | see,
crowding in, all the thoughts of tear) the fears that are the armies of the
mincl, the fears that maintain, Protcct, and extend the hegemong of thought
over the stillness of the heart.

In the clags before I left the Osho International Commune, | Paged for
a horoscope reaciing, from a woman 1 didn’t know, but who was, during his
last years, Osho’s astrologer. She said | needed to write a book of the
imagination, a book that could be read bg People all over the world. The
other was that I'd been imprisoned many times, over many liicetimes, for my
sPiritual beliefs. 1 had no memory of past lives and no conclusion about the
truth of reincarnation, but all my lite) | carried a constant sense of the
threat of abuse, the kind that can come to one who lives a spiritual life. 1
have a sense of abusing) or being abused iag, the power of spiritual beliefs.

After a week in sat-sang, | wrote my first sat-sang letter to Papaji. |
asked him how to deal with the fear of being killed for spoaking as he

spoke. He asked me if the fear was inside or outside. | say it was outside.

14



He said that when these fears came, | should feel the energy in the center
of the heart, as Ramana saic],just to the right of one’s sternum, not the le1ct,
where the Phgsical heart is. As soon as Papaji said those words, the fear
was of no more concern. Since the fear was no longer a concern, neither
was the remedg.

In the same letter, I asked him i he would give me a name, In the
tradition of other sanngasins. He Paused for a moment and said the name
“Abhaga” which meant “fearless”. He wrote it down and Passed it back to
me, so | wouldrn’t be mistaken about it. It seemed a greatjoke to me, an
irong, after te”ing]ﬁim my greatest Fcar, to name me Fearless.

On the Plane from Katmandu to Hong Kong, re‘cuming to the United
States, after six months in India and Nepal, | slept, and nearlg asleep, |
clreamecl, and nearlg dreaming, | became aware of a truth as it moved from
knowleclge to realitg. | came awake to realize that love is real, and fearis not
real.

These were not new thoughts, but the realitg droppecl in, with
certaintg, egortless@) conclusivelg, like food transforms the boclg from
starvation. | realized an immutable reality. To be fearless is to be without
fear. My new name meant ‘without fear’. 1 was freed from unreal. When |
heard him say my new name, | wasn’t sure what | was hearing. It was the first
time 1'd spoken to him) the first time he spoke to me. | was in a state of
mindlessness. The name was less important than the moment it swam in.

The name Abhaga was awkward on my American tongue. At first, |
think it might be Ab-HAY. There was a man from Peru who had the name
Abhag. Dipalm called me, “‘A-BYE”. “Ohhh, A-BYE!” she said, clrawing it
out, like a mournful wail in a lamentation. A Hindi in his bookstore said
Abhaga was a good name. He sounded impressed or, at leas‘c)

knowleclgeable. He said the final a was silent. He said Abhaga was a Prince,
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the brother of the man who gave Buddha his first ashram. In Buddnism, the
name meant, “One on the verge of PerFect eniigi'itenment.”

One of the ciigiculties, one of the freedoms, | had to confront, let g0
of, and enjog was Papaji’s ciistracting habit of Paging no attention to
Personalities but to the essence of being in everyone. He spoke with
enveloping love and distracting detachment. He had a blistering inte”igence,
a comPenciious memory, and a mind as vacant as the space that contains
the Universe, as the seli:) before the first ti'iougi'it. He looked at one man,
smiled warmig, and said, “Are you still here?”

Acceptance makes no favorite of anyone, and the effect of tnat, in
Papaji, of his wanting no gati‘nering of followers. still, 1 longeci for the
embrace that would singie me out. | ionged to be called to Papaji’s side, to
be relieved of mai(ing a life of my own, to be directed bg another | could
trust absolutelg, to have a master or a goci of infinite love, while keeping a
semblance of my self intact. When |1 spoke to Papaji, there was no ti'iougi'it
of self to hold onto. 1 couldn’t hold the tnought of I in the moment of iaeing.
But the tnougnt of I sougnt to regain the grounci that had disappeareci
from beneath its feet. Fear of death is a way for the mind to regain the lost
llusion of the ground beneath the feet of 1. Without the thougnts that flesh
out that fear, the search for grounci is left behind in the Hignt of Being
Itself.

The Beach in Thailand

In the city, People gather without exciusivitg. The city is inclusive, with
exits to the farthest regjons of the visible universe. Roads lead in and out.
InIndia, | felt freest and most welcome in the open air of Mumbai) Pune, and
Lucknow. Lucknow is a city of Hindi, Urdu, and Englisn It's the ancient

home of the Nawabs. No one is certain of the origin of the name Lucknow.
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“You are in luck now,” PaPaji laughed.

One woman told him a tale of woe. A New Yorker, wealt]ﬁg) free to
explore her artistry and her spiri‘cualitg, she’d come to India many times.
Sitting with Papaji} she called his name, and when he saw her, she began to
tell a long tale of trageclg, mis{:ortune, s’crhce, torment, miserg, unhappincss,
death and illness, of broken gamilg and broken hearts. As long as she
spoke, everyone listened. At the center of the attention she received, sat
Papaji, not far from her) holding her story in the cup of his gaze. At last,
she wound down and fell silent. He continued to hold her in his attention.
She looked to him, and in the rich silence of the room, in a gentle) curious,
and genuine voice, he said, “And now?”

She listened. She had nothing to say. And then she Iaughed. Lightly,
surprisinglg, then hear‘cily, she laughecl. In the moment of now, her grie{:)
sadness, hurt, anger, Pain, distress, loss, confusion, and longing were over.
Her need was over. Her search was over. And she laughecl. Laughter was a
common response to Papaji’s lead. Again and again, he lead People to the
end of their own search, bg Pointing to the simple fact of their own being. In
the moment of their being, stripped of the thought of Past and future.
Within themselves.

People came for relief from Pain and struggle, and he relieved them of
their search for Pain and struggle. Someone said, “Pm struggling,” and he
said, “Yes, this strugglc Is very beautiful. It is a beautiful lover. You say to
your lover, ‘Oh, Struggle, Please come closer. Please don’t leave me. Oh,
Struggle, you are the most beauthcul) %e) lovelg. [ love you so much. Please
dor’t go away from me. Ilove you, oh, Struggle. Let me kiss 3ou.’”

And theg might say, “What? 1 don’t love struggle.”

And Papaji says, “Then) whg are you holc]ing onto your struggle with
such a tight grip. Let your struggle go free. There are Plentg of others who
can love struggle in your Placc. Struggle doesn’t need you. Let it go.”

17



Or words to that effect. It's no use trging to quote Papaji . The truth
is not in the words. All of life, esPecia”9 the talk of sat-sang, is onlg an
excuse for separate selves to abandon their differences and enter the
realitg that no one has ever left. Papaji spoke of the waves in the ocean who
demand to be separate, until they are Pu”ed back into the ocean theg have
never left behind.

A young woman told him of her friend who was bruta”g murdered, the
year before. She said she loved her friend, and she thouglﬂt that to stop
grieving was dislogal and disgraceful, that it would insult her memory. Papaji
listened and sgmpathize&. He didn’t rush past the recognition of the young
woman’s sadness. He talked about the Pain of losing loved ones in this life,
of those who die, those left behind, all over the world, every year, every
clag. Then he began to ask about the now.

“How is your friend now? Your friend may have been born again in a
new life. She may be happg, laug]ﬁing, she may be a new babg in her
mother’s arms. And still you cry.”

He said, “And you do not know what kind of agreement was made
between your friend and the man who killed her. None of us can know this.
None of this can be known. And gou’re still holcling onto the death) terror,
Pain. Whg is this death being re~livecl, over and over, in you? You love your
Frienc], and you can let her £0. The love between you and her is not lost.
You can be true to that love and not to the Pain.” She girl was not relieved.
She didnt let go of her friend or her friend’s death. Soon, she was gone
from sat-sang,

I thought everyone in sat-sang must be experiencing the same no-
mind, shapeless, formless, limitless recognition. Evergda% two hundred
People, more or less, crowded into a house to hear Papaji speak.
Evergc[ag, in the morning, in the street outside the house, a Iong, wide line

built up to the front and side gates. | was amazed to witness line-cutters,
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wa”~climbers, and crowders, Pushing and shoving, running to claim the
coveted cushions closest to the Front, closest to the master, who was onlg
love itself, in a human form.

Gangaji, an American woman, chosen }39 Papaji to teach as he taug]ﬁt,
said to me, “You think everyone is having the same exPerience you are, but
theg aren’t. Most People who come to see Papaji are thrilled to be in the
company of the Master for a while. Then theg go back home, theg have
lovelg memories of the time theg spent here, and theg £gOo on with their lives
the same as before.”

A man | knew in Pune, a British sannyasin, came to Lucknow, and his
reaction was, “I’ve heard all this before.”

A handsome young German, with his beautiful blond girl?riend, raised
his hand to ask a cluestion. He said, “Papaji, I ove to be here with you, but!
want to know if it is all right with you, for me to g0 somewhere else. | don’t
want to go away, but my friend and 1 have Plans to go to the beach in
Thailand. 1 want to ask you if it is all right forusto g0 there.”

Papaji laughed and said, “Yes, of course, goto the beach in Thailand.
This you can alwags have. This moment is alwags with you. You can wait to
embrace this moment. You can wait a hundred lifetimes. 1t will alwags be
here for you. Go to the beach in Thailand. It’s very beautiful there. Have a
goocl time.”

“Thank you, Papaji, thank 9ou)” the relieved young man saicl,
grategu”g.

“The Beach in Thailand” seemed like a Per{:ect expression of all of
this life that's not in the recognition of innate being. Evergda% someone
raised his or her hands and said that he or she was leaving to go somewhere

else. “Leaving?” Papaji said, “Where can you go and not be here?”

Golden Bog
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The train to Lucknow was crowded. Thcjitnegs were crowded. The
streets were teeming with People, including beggars of all descriptions. Sat-
sang was shoulder to shoulder, row upon row. The acboining room was
occupiec], the stairway in the ha”, out of sight of the master, became
additional seating for rapt listeners, and yet, in all that) | felt Peace?u”g
alone and contentec”g a Part of the whole, invisible, even when | was the
center of attention.

In my time with Papaji, | became what someone called ‘a goldcn 1309’,
someone to whom the master Paid Par’cicular attention. In Fact, it was what
he asked of everyone, to see themselves as the golden center of all
existence. Luckg was a word he used to describe those who came to the
realization of the moment in themselves. Humans were the luckiest
creatures. The ones who came to sat-sang from all over the worlcl) readg,
conscious, free to recognize the truth, were the luckiest of all. And s‘ci”) one
man disparagecl himself.

“I can’t understancl)” he said.

“Oh, now you have shit in your mother’s lap,” Papaji interjected.

Some People gasped at his graphic allusion.

“Don’t worry. It’s all right. Your mother loves you. She'll wash you off
and hug you and kiss you. Your mother still loves you. She never stops
lovinggou.”

“But | don’t understand.”

“You did it again. Once again, you shitin your mother’s laP.”

He laughed. It seemed almost impossible to convince the most luckg
beings that their state of being was blessed. To Papaji, humans were like
the lion, raised among sheep, who didnt recognize he was a lion. | was

wi”ing, at least, to shed my sheep’s clothing and roar. Papaji told Suryo,
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when she and | were at his house, “Sometimes, one, or two, or three young
bogs, like this one, come to see me, and I am happg to see them.”

Of course, many People came to see Papaji, both men and women,
but Perhaps Gangaji was right) Perhaps the cha”enge PaPaji faced was
true, that so few were readg to let go of their self-denial and speak as their
true self. Many who came were in sPiritual Practices for many years. One
man said he’s been meditating for twenty years. Papaji congratulated him
on his efforts. Then he said, “This is enough. Now you can let g0 of this
effort.”

When he called me one of the young bogs who came to see him, I was
tittg years old, and the habits of being human are millions of years old, but
the heart is ageless. Papaji himself was an old man, with ailments. He worked
and raised a tamilg) and upon retirement from his life as an engjneer, he was
a teacher, and for twentg years, he taught) retusing any more than a few
followers, traveling in India and around the world, retusing offers of money
and property. When Osho left his bodg, many sannyasins came to see
Papaji, until he allowed a community to form around him, but he didr’t like
the idea of an ashram.

“Ashram means business means moneg,” he saicl, simplg, “Mg ashram
is the skg and the earth. M9 ashram has no walls.”

As long as | was in his presence, J thouglﬂt | needed to become the
same as he was. He was such a Pemcect example, | needed to become as
he’d become. But it was an uneasy desire, until 1 was walking to lunch, one
clag, down the middle of a dirt road, and the thought occurred to me, “|
want to be like Kabir and Rumi.”

The thought occurred. | smiled. It was a true thought. It was a thought
that hadn’t come from the habit of thinking. It was a thouglﬁt that didn’t
chase atter, or run trom) other thouglﬁts. When the thought occurrecl, J
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wasn’t sure who Kabir and Rumi were. Even though I was a well-read Poet, I
hadn’t read Kabir or Rumi, except Perhaps in Passing.

After nine months back in Seattle, | came across a collection of Kabir,
and it worked as a trigger for my writing. | wrote three hundred new poems. I
read Kabir and Rumi like brothers, as common voices of the same heart.
Kabir and Rumi wrote like ‘young bogs’, like eternity, like the gasp and roar
of the moment of recognition, like laughter.

5urgo came with me to his house, on the clag he said I should come for
a visit. She quietlg demanded that Papaji see her for who she was. A
goclcless, she said. He told her she had the energy of one of onlg SIX People
on the Planet. As we left the meeting, she became angry. She emptied her
cache of venom as we walked along the canal that fed into the River Gompti,
that runs through the center of the citg of Lucknow. She had described to
him how her father had stolen her sPiri‘c with his drunken be”igerence and
sexual aggression. | got to see the |egacg of her father’s Fight to remain in
control so she couldn’t be free of it. | saw a bcwilc]ering barrage, as we
walked Past where the buzzards cleaned the carcasses of dead,
abandoned cattle.

The atmosphere of sat-sang, being in the presence of a master,
seemed to bring out the best and the worst in People. Whatever their
attachments were, theg were revealed, to be abancloned, or to reclaim their
control. It’s not surprising to witness the death throes of ego attachments
when theg’re lluminated ]33 awareness. The habits of a lifetime and the
habits of human historg, do not go gentlg when theg sense theg are being
shown the door.

| wanted to be elevated to golc]en child, even as | rccognized the
throne I was alreaclg sitting on. | sat on the stairs in the hall, out of sight of
the master, wanting to be seen and wanting to be invisible, even t]ﬁoug}w |

saw there was no one sitting in my Place. it's the habit and skill of the mind
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to aPProPriate evergthing that is, even if it’s the realm of its origjn, where it
cannot go and remain the same. Papaji enticed the mind to enter its own
demise, its birth, its origjn, all to its own greater fulfillment, clespi‘ce what it
might otherwise believe.

Papaﬂi asked those who came to him to ask themselves, “Who am 17”
and trace the question back to its source. This is a true magjcian’s trick,
one that works, even with all its secrets revealed, even as it is being
Pemcormecl without any tricks at all. He invited the mind to think its way to its
own clisappearance. This surrender, called selﬁenquirg, IS Per{:ect for the
minds of most People evergwhere who cherish their mental capacities and
will not abandon thought easilg.

The mind is the keeper of the flame of thought. Onlg bg ca”ing it to
the sun of its own rays, is it enticed to let g0 of its intent on illumination. The
mind wants to search the world for truth it can onlg find bg abandoning the
search and retuming home. But the mind won’t quit the search bg being
told to quit searching. Papaji enlisted the minds of those who came in
search, to retrace their own steps, to discover their own origjn, to re-enter
its own source. The moment of that occurrence often erupted in lauglﬁter.

All around the center of Pencect surrencler) the Particles of thought
Fight to regroup and reform themselves to regain their hcgcmong. The
throne of human consciousness, the crown and rogalty of thought) secks,
bg its very nature, to establish sovereigntg at the center of the absolute
authoritg of Being itself, in the realit9 that enguhcs and identifies its very
existence.

| wanted to someone to choose me, when | was alrea&g the chooser
and the chosen. | wanted to know what had no teacher, no student, where
there’s nothing to be taught and nothing to learn. 1 wanted to learn to roar,
when I was alreadg the king of the beasts. | wanted gi&s of golc], when | was
alreaclg sitting on blocks of bullion. 1 wanted to learn the Path to the heart,
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when | was the heart, laging a Path to itself. | wanted to be the center of
attention, even when | was alreac]g the one who sees. | wanted to tell

everyone what’s true of everyone, the same as it was true for me.

The Begging Bowl

From the toP of a tourist attraction, one of the great Palaces of the
Maharajas of ancient lndia) | saw, on the flatland below, a sea of dark gray,
a coating of soot and grime. It was a city within the city, the home of the
poorest of the poor, with roofs of black, like a Pile of garbage bags) like
gamblers’ chips, like a tent city erected after a catastrophe that never
ended. It was the shock of sidhartha’s eyes, to turn one’s gaze from the
splenclor of astounding wealth to the imPossible clePravitg of abject
Povertg.

On Hazrat Marg, every night) to and from dinner at one of several
clean and attentive restaurants, | was surrounded }39 the ebb and flow of
the poorest Indians, the crippled) the Hind, the deformed, the children of
the poor, the old. One legless man nearlg flew across the wide avenue,
through the traffic, on his scooter~stool, with a wide grin, to my side, asking
for baksheesh, alms, rupees.

| wasn’t even close to being wealthg, except ]33 contrast. Unable to
resolve the debate about giving or not gving to the legion of beggars) |
began !39 recognizing them, smiling, noclcling, greeting them and moving on
to my destination. In return, | saw no recrimination, no hostilitg, no anger.
There was some agreement between me and the beggars tha’c, for one
moment, the relationship was about being human, being alive, being in the
same moment and not about money. | wasn’t happg with the c]isParitg, but,

in the simple fact of being, was the same.
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After Suryo came to Lucknow, one night, in the street, we were
swarmed bg children) showing their Practiced, sorrowful faces. They held
their hand out, Palms open, to touch the cloth of our thiglﬁs and waists. |
Picl(ecl up and carried one small }309. J attempted to break through his
familiar mask of misery. The bog smiled. Water flooded the drg river bed.
We bought ice cream for the bog and his sister. Theg were happg and
grategul, without saying so. Theg rejoinecl their group to return to the work
that was their lives.

Papaji said, “You are like the King who takes up the begging bowl.
You are the King, What is the need?”

The poverty of India was shocking to my Western eyes. Sti”, | was
glad | wasn’t a wealthg man. | had no desire to eradicate Povertg. | wanted
to see the vital center that lives evergwhere, in everyone, in whatever form it

masquerades. Tlﬁe greatest sustainer of Povertg is to look away.
Leaming to Dance

In this presence, | cannot look away from my vital center. This
occurrence of attention first aPPeared to me when | was a teenager. The
sudden attention to the center of realitg revealed the unrealitg of
evergthing defined in thought. Evergthing that comes and goes Is revealed
in the light of what’s alwags true. Now is, as it is, now, in all times called the
present, past, and future. This, in its description, can seem intricate and
intellectual, it can seem obtuse and obscure. Being is onlg what it is.

A bog, in his room, in his bedjjus‘c before sleep, as if being Plag?ul in
his imagjnation, looked into the darkness of his closed eyes at night, in the
region of sleep, and his attachment to thought dropped. He held no
thought. He dropped memories of the dagjust gone, and thoughts of the

c[ag to come. He remained conscious, in a state like dreamless sleep.
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He wasn’t trying to do anything. It occurred. It was the curtain Pu”ed
back before the stage has been set. It’s the moment everyone is in. It’s
simple, common, and ordinarg. It has no characteristics to distinguish it, in
any way. It's the single moment that belongs to all beings. The ]309 saw his
realitg unattached to any thought, undefined 133 any aPParcnt reali‘cg, and
in that moment, the bog was the I that has no form.

[ is the bog, and I is the man, and the glimpsc of his true nature
became the recurring recognition of the true self. When I sat with Papaji, |
saw and heard another man who spoke the same recognition. | saw another
man whose recognition dissolved the doubt that had been with me ever
since | was the bog who Plaged, in his mind, in the clark, and discovered the
awareness of his being, unbound bg thought.

In my mind, thoughts crowded around the emptg awareness of being.
These thoughts warned me and redirected me, as a bog, to not think in that
new way, that such thoughts were in error, or Perhaps, even, blasphemous.
It occurred to me, as a bog, that | was Plaging God and I'd be better off if |
didn’t mention such thoughts to anyone. | mentioned them to Papaji, in a
two~Page letter, I told him the storg of the bog who discovered the true
nature of his awareness and the thinking that tried to explain it away.

When the bog looked not at his thoughts, when the bog was not a
thinker, when the bog was not self-defined !39 his thoughts, when the bog
was not the se|1c~believing actor of his thoughts, an opening occurred at the
source that made it instantlg clear that the I of the bog, and the source of I,
were not separate but the same. He and the source of | were, essentia”g,
identical.

To the bog, this consciousness implicd that he was the same as God.
That implication was not acceptable in the 1950’s, in a medium-size citg in

the United States, in the bog’s Family) school) churclﬂ, or communitg. The
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bog had no one to speak to about such an occurrence, and everyone to
speak to about evergthing else.

In the mind of the bog, the thoughts that crowded in around the
silent, still opening, had no alternative and no antidote. As a ]309,
evergthing crowds into the open selmc, like a Proverbial black hole. As a man,
he became a Poet. Poets live at the doorwag to the open seH:) but theg
continue to Practice interpretations of the world.

| heard Osho say that Poets were the luckiest People) because they
have, at the moment of the creation of the poem, the oPPortunitg to turn
and see the source. The Problem, Osho said, was that almost nobodg does
that, because our attention is caught up in the wonder of the thing created.
When | saw Papaji in the open door of the source, sPeaking in and from the
source, in the nature of the source, | saw with the same sight as the bog saw
in his bed at night. Recognition dissolves time and doubt.

To be in the world, but not of the world, does not relieve anyone of
the Pervasive influence of the world. To be in the presence of one who is in
the worlcl, but not of the world, has the egect, of letting doubt disappear.
As a shadow can’t hold its own existence in the light, doubt is gone. It no
longer exists. Doubt isn’t Put on a shelf to be taken down later. Doubt is
not soothed like an injurg which returns, under stress. Doubt no longer
exists.

This doubt is not mere|9 the self-doubt of Personalitg, which Persis‘cs
as long as thoughts occurin a mind in a bodg. Doubt attaches to humanitg.
To be human is to doubt. To be human is to create stories of doubt. The
limitations of being human) to become ill and to die, to suffer Pain and fear,
validates the doubt that humans have in the eternity of their being. We have
created stories of eternitg as a separate realitg to be feared and clesired,

and we’ve allowed ourselves to live in doubt and shame. Papaji said, “Do
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you doubt that you exist? What is this existence, that you cannot cieng, that
you cannot seei<, that you cannot lose?”

As a grown man, a friend invited me to a dance club. | Participated, as
two hundred People learned a dance being tauglﬁt ]39 a skilled and likeable
teacher. | had diicicicultg Iearning the steps, until | realized | was trying to
learn a dance step rd been cloing since | was a teenager. As | sat with Papaji
in sat-sang, it became increasingi9 clear that 1 was dancing what 1'd alwags

been clancing. When that is true, there’s nothing to do but dance.
No Booming Voice in the Skg

Parents, society, peer groups, nuclear iamilg, extended Family, role
mociels, even our ideals, imPei us to invent or establish ourselves, then to
match or surpass our comparisons, our examples, our origns. | felt the
impact of recognition. | was afraid and fearless. I looked at the nature of
iaeing. | saw the presence in the absence of ordinar9 details. 1 felt human
responsibilitg. | wanted the abilit9 to resPonci, but there was no
Prescription for my response. There was no Pian, no rec]uirement, no
iaooming voice in the skg, no book of rules and exampies) and no
connection to the religious doctrines that abound in the world.

Original form occurs in the midst of formlessness. In echo of the
origjn of the Universe from the formless void, there occurs, in us, a sense of
the birth of form in awareness. We feel comPe”ed to be responsible, to be
full in the moment of emptiness. Whenever we stop i:o”owing the ti‘iinking
that seemed to run on and on in the mind, and we look at our being, before
another thought occurs, two tiﬁings iﬁappen. We're afraid, and we felt
intenselg and immediateig lost. It’s the edge of doom, the edge of existence,

where the Personal self is insignipicant, vulnerable, an i”usion, weai<, absent,
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c[eacl, emptg. The other sense is that we're the chilcl, the Form, the new
generation of this ProFouncL eternal, limitless totalitg.

How can so inadequate a form fulfill such an unfathomable,
indefinable presence? The answer occurs in the moment of recognition.
How can this form take form out of its formless being? It does. How does it
occur? It occurs.

As we witness the occurrence of being from Being itself, the miracle
becomes known. Knowing doesn’t Produce it. It Produces the knowing. The
response, in the mind and the heart, is the occurrence that devises religion
and poetry in the worlcl, to Proclaim what Proclaims itself 139 its very
existence. As one turns to face the source, the source is the onlg
occurrence. The source is the onlg presence. As one turns toward the
world, a human being in the form of the source, one’s consciousness is In its
fulfillment, and this is the name of the new world. All of being is the
occurrence of Being itself. | am the occurrence of being Itself.

Papaji said that all thoughts go out from the center. We follow
thoughts to their destination, away from the source, as if theg will help to
find who we are, when the onlg thing that works is to follow our thoughts
back to their source.

At the source of any thought, one is the witness of the moment. One
is in the presence of the occurrence of life, as Being becomes being. This
oPPortunitg belongs to all human beings.

Someone asked Papaji about living in the world. How can it be done?
He answered, “If you are drivinggour car, drive your car. it you are working
at your desk, work at your desk.”

“Be as you are,” Ramana said. How hard can it be? In my thoughts, all
of this was imPossible to intcrpret. It was impossible to know what to do.
How could 1 do justice to the extraorc[inarg reach of Existence in my

Particular life? The dirt on the streets of Lucknow was ancient dirt. In
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Lucknow, a buffalo COW, wa“<ing across the road, stopped the frantic
traffic. The cow was sacred. No one fell to the ground in worshiP of the
cow. But the traffic stopped, every dag, at any time. Wherever the cow
wall(ecl, the traffic stopped. The dung of the cow was snapecl into bricks

‘FOF l"lOUSCS.
Come Here

Papaji came through a door, s’cePPec] up onto a small Poclium, two
feet above the floor of the room, namasted to the People nearbg) sat
cross~leggecl, closed his eyes, and was silent for ten or twentg minutes.
Then, he looked up, said a few words of peace and welcome, and smiled.
He began speaking, or he read from the Pile of notes and letters at his side,
or he answered an insistent ques’cion from someone.

After two or three nours, he spoke words of peace and love and left
the room through the same door he entered. The adjoining room was where
he greetecl whoever was |eaving Lucknow each dag. There, he chatted
amiablg about hometownsj the cities of the world, many of which he’d
visited, over the years. Behind him) during sat-sang, was a large Picture of
Ramana Maharshi. Each dag) the front cushions were reserved for
newcomers and those leaving that c]ag. At the back of the room there were
chairs for those with back Problcms. Dipalm Petitioned for a chair but
didr’t get one. A few People, mostly men, formed the group that took care
of chores, driving the van, making announcements and appointments.

One man was a sanngasin from Pune, a man known in Seattle as a
leader of groups, who) when he first came to Lucknow, faxed the Osho
asnram, announcing his enlightenment, and ca”ing for Osho’s Rolls Rogce
to be brought to meet him at the train, in Preparation for his succession to

the chair of the Master. In my time in Lucknow, he was in charge of making
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copies of tapes of dailg sat-sang available to any who requested them.
Several of those who came to be with Papaji became teachers around the
world. One of them said that Papaji was a corrupt master. It was an
accusation that betraged, in a fundamental way, one’s relationship with a
master. Papaji frowned and didrn’t respond to the mention of the man’s
name.

One of Papaji’s students was Gangaji, and her return to Lucknow was
greetecl }39 Papaﬂi, and bg the gathering, with open arms. During one week,
she gave sat-sang in the amcternoons, on the lawn of the Carlton Ho’cel, after
Papaji’s morning sat-sang,. | sat at the Fringe of Gangaji’s sat-sang. | saw
that Papaji was sun to Gangaji’s moon. | heard Gangaji say that, in order to
be Free, one must gjve up all relationships. As she spoke, | remembered the
form of my prayers. J Praged to God, a God who had no name and no form.
I Praged until | became the prayer, until | became the answer to the prayer,
until the prayer disappearecl into the answer. | realized | had a relationship
with Goci, even if the God of my prayers was nameless and {:ormless, afocal
Point in eternity. In the moment of realization, the relationship was gone. In
the moment of it beinggone, it opened.

In F‘ebruarg, in Luclmow, it was the clrg winter of the sub~tropics. The
raing season, the monsoons, were several months ahead and many months
behind. The ground was drg) and the grass of the Carlton’s lawn was more
brown than green. The monegchanger came to a small booth at the corner
of the covered walkwag on the ground floor of the Carlton, a once grancl
hotel with a ba”room, wide verandahs, large rooms with ceiling fans, wooden
carved wardrobes, tile Hoors) and wicker furniture. The hotel had a
restaurant and a long, front drive for taxis and rickshaws. The first
monegchanger I met in Lucknow was on the street, outside sat-sang. | was
slightlg uncomfortable meeting the monegchanger, even though d met with

them in Pune, but there was alwags an air of i“egalitg about it.
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The moncgchanger, in front of sat-sang, was bold. He stood in the
middle of the road, near the intersection, near the chai servers who came to
do business, before and after sat-sang, The monegchangcr, outside sat-
sang, was Papaji’s son. A man in his fifties, he was affable and businesslike.
He gave a fair Price. As alwags} the Pricc was below the bank’s Pricc. The
Practice of changing Forcign money for rupees was common and aPParcntlg
ignorccl bg the authorities. At the Carlton Ho‘ccl) the Practice was for one
to walk casua“g to the sma”jcwelry stand, cluring certain hours and state
your business. Money was changccl, and after a while, the moncgchanger
returned the space to the vendor.

Gangaji was an American woman. Her husband, a seeker in earnest
came to Lucknow, first. Papaji asked him, “Where is your wife? Please o@
and get her and bring her to see me.” She came the next clag. Papaji had
seemed to intuit her arrival. She was overwhelmed. Papaji invited her to
herself. Come here. That was the message | imagincd Papaji sPcaking bg
the nature of his presence. The presence of sat-sang, the presence of
Papaji, the presence of the moment, said to all who are near, Come here.

Papaji said Come hcrc, from within the open heart. He said Come
here to those in the room. He said Come here to the universal I. There
was no relationship in the invitation. As some teachers seem to say, “Come
to me,” Papaji said, Come here. Here, in this moment between thouglﬁts.
Here, in this center of the heart. Here, in the center of the truth. Come
here.

It was an open invitation, without cost, made from the source to the source,
made from God to Godj made fromItol.

With Suhas in Aminabad
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On my birthclag, | found a Pocketwatch for sale in a small shop on
Hazrat Marg. | negotiatcd the Price down to about what I would pay for a
similar watch, years later, in Seattle. still, it was the watch | wanted, with an
engraved Portrait of a ship on the case; the (J.5.S. Constitution. It made me
smile. My birthdag felt like any other dag in Lucknow. In Lucknow, every
clag felt like a birthclag. Time has a curious qualitg in the awareness of the
moment, in the presence of being, immediate and eternal. Evergtlﬁing has an
intensitg about it, and within it, is calm. To be at peace in the heart, and to
be free of the illusion of control over evergt]ﬁing that s, opens up the
heightenecl awareness that seems equivalent to the Phgsical life of Plants
and animals, quarks and nebulae.

In the minds of locals, the Botanical Gardens may have seemed a
rather nice but ordinarg Place) but, to me, it was a Garden of Eden. The
same could be said of the corner of Ashok Marg and the road that ran
between the Avadh Lodge and the Carlton, the same as the incrediblg busg
hub of traffic at the crossroads to Indra Nagar, where all the jitnegs
changed clrivers, riclers) and routes, the same as the crowded stalls in the
narrow shopping c]uarterjust off the traffic circle in front of the GPO (the
General Post Ot‘tice), the same as the rooms of the houses that sold lunch
after sat-sang, the same as the skin of the heart of God.

All is the same as any Part of the all. All is the same in the center of
the heart, when there’s no obstruction or distraction. All is the same
between the center and the not-center. All is the same, when the center is
discovered to be evergwhere. I was inclined, }39 nature, to be thrilled bg the
actualitg of evergthing. Angthing is the Particular of evergthing. To love the
sun is to have no Particular ray of the sun as a favorite. To love a ray of the
sun is to love the sun itself.

The world wants choices to be made. If golcl IS evergwhere) what’s the

Price of gold’? How can anyone, who can’t clistinguish between this and
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that, make a Promcit from love? During that time, | was committed to one
woman. Osho disparaged marriage, and in the same breath, exempliﬁcc] the
genuine love of another as a Path to freedom. The c]uestion of relationship
was crucial.

“You must let g0 of all relationships)” Gangaji said, and | knew it was
true. The question and the answer are balanced on the fulcrum of letting
£0. Holc]ing on is the Problem. The Problem is not in relationships. This
world creates relationships. All of evergthing exists in relationship. Papa_ji
directed attention away from the habit of living in a world of subject/
objec’c. As in!love you. In the nature of love itsclf, there is no I and no you.
In People, the relationship of 1 and you can override the love that is the
heart of every relationship. In my first month in Lucknow, Suryo, the you of
my relationship stayed in Pune, and other women appeared in the
relaltionship world.

The intensity of original love obliterates the attention to relationslﬁip.
 loved Papaji, but he wasn’t Plaging that game. He acted as love itself. |
loved anyone who Paic] attention to me, but in awareness, there’s no other
to see or to be seen }39. One woman, called Suhas, from San Francisco,
became my friend. She invited me to visit a Familg she knew in Aminabacl, a
shopping district in Lucknow. She was a woman who, when PaPaji called on
her to answer her own ques‘cion, began laughing and kept laughing, to the
c[elight of everyone, including Papaji.

She and I took a rickshaw to Aminabad. At the house she lead me to, |
saw a domestic drama that belied India’s reputation for spiri‘cualitg. After a
few minutes of greeting and welcome, the man of the house, in his forties,
began shouting about his father, a man in his seventies. For years, the two
hadn’t spoken directlg to each other. The woman of the house hid behind a
closed door. In the course of the visit, most of the time was spent in

conﬂict. The son and Fat]ﬁer screamed about being courteous to their
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visitors. Each one was certain the other was being a bad host. Given the
Protective buffer of Suhas, the visit was nearlg as delighttul as evergthing
else.

After a week in Luci(now, my toothache went away and nothing
seemed to be in the way of any particularjog becomingjog itself, or otjog
itself appearing as a million particularjogs. hcjog is the constant, then the
recognition otjog is the on|9 desire. The holding otjog is as ridiculous as
the holding of love.

Nothing Bad is Happening

In darker times, | often repeated a few words to make mgselt feel
better, “Nothing bad is happening.” One evening, in Lucknow, | decided to
take a rickshaw to a 7PM A.A. meeting listed in the International Directory.
rickshaw driver has no difficult tinding it.

In Pune, | attended meetings of men in AA., and it became a group of
friends, of Indians of all walks of life, all ages. One trio discovered theg
were former high~school classmates, a Muslim, a Hindu, and a Christian)
together again in AA. | erjoged the company of academics, militarg men,
iausinessmen, stucients) wor|<ers, the unemplogeci.

In Luci(now, | didr’t attend any meetings. A.A. seemed unnecessary
and inappropriate. ALA. speaks of a higher power and the necessity for
c[epenc[encg on others. Papaji called for the letting g0 of all depenciencies.
Even so, the traditional function of a guru is one of higher power and
iaenign ciepenciencg. Papaji wasn’t traditional, in that way, but he came out
of that tradition.

One afternoon, a new hotel was being dedicated, with a party thrown
iag the new owners. Sri Harilal Poorjaji was invited to bless the opening. He

appeareci in full Hindu dress and pericormecl a traditional ceremony.
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Papaji’s uncle was a Hindu saint, well-known and revered. At the dedication
of the new hotel, | saw the form of his earlg training. When the young H.W.L.
Poonja went to see Ramana Maharshi, he was a Practicing Hindu of
considerable experience.

One clag, in sat-sang, someone asked him about his love of Krishna)
and Papaji was brought to tears, as he began to speak of his love for the
God of his faith. That was many years after Ramana asked him, “Whg do
you concern gourselmc with things that come and g07 (as his visions of
Krishna did) Whg not pay attention to what doesn’t come and 2@ but is
alwags Present?”

Papaji’s Advaita Faith) his selF~recognition, had taken him to the root
of his worship, but it hadn’t taken the love in his heart away from him. He
was a man of love. His love of others, including his love of Krishna, wasn’t
diminished bg his recognition of the truth of all Being,

| decided to go to an AA. meeting. In dropping the relationship
between mgselF and God, mgselF and the other, I lost nothing, inclucling my
affection for the circle of drunks 1 was a Par’c of for seven years.

It was a city-warm, cool night’s evening, as the rickshaw Pu”ec] up to
the arched entrance of a courtgarcl. In the dirt and grass entryway, large
enough for a car to turn arouncl) | saw a few builclings that formed a
complex of some sort. | stood looking) for a while, until a man aPPeared.
The man asked me what 'm Iooking for. 1 said I was Iooking for an AA.
meeting scheduled for that niglﬁt.

The man suddenlg became animated and asked me to wait. He
brought me a metal ?olding chair. 1 sat in the courtgarcl, off the busg street,
and waited. After a while, the man returned and beggecl me to wait a little
longer. Someone was coming, I:ina”% a man aPPeared and took me to a

Private room in the nearest building, a row of rooms, like a clormitorg. He
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told me he was a Patient, and he was an alcoholic, but the meeting | was
looking forwas no longer held there.

I became wary. The man didn’t close his door, but I was in a situation |
couldr’t control. He said others might come. | wasn’t clear what he meant. |
wasn’t clear about the nature of the Facilitg or about the status of the man
who was a Patient and an alcoholic. I wasn’t sure of the mental stabilit9 of
the man who stood near the door, while | stood farther into the room, near
the bed.

| realized | was in a room, in a builcling, N a Facilitg, in a part of
Lucknow, in lndia, and no on knew 1 was there. I stood to leave, I moved to
the cloor, and | stepped outside, as the man asked again that | stag. Again,
he said others might come. What others? Then) another man aPPearccl. The
new man apologized for the absence of a meeting and asked i 1d like to
speak with some men in the Facilitg. | began to understand that it was a
Psgchiatric hospitaL in which some Patients were alcoholics, and theg were
not there bg their own choice.

| wondered if it was a good idea to venture deeper into the Facility,
Perhaps not to emerge, to c[isappear into a locked Psgchiatric hospital, off
the street in an unfamiliar district of a city on the other side of the world.
The man entreated me to come in and speak to the men. At {:irs’c, it seemed
as if t two men thought I was an alcoholic who was seeking treatment, but as
we spoke, theg seemed to understand | was a veteran of recovery. It seems |
was being asked to share my “cxperience, strength, and hope”, the custom
in AA.

A prayer occurred in my thouglﬁts, “This is all yours. Pl trust this to
be a good thing. l’”jump off this clitf. rll do as 1 have done before. 1'll trust
that what | do for the good of AA, will be for my good, too.”

| followed the second man through door after door that locked

behind us as we went. Theg weren’t barred doors, but wooden doors

37



between rooms, like in a colonial villa that had been converted to a hospital.
I was introduced to a room of men lging in their beds, sitting on their beds,
Fu”g dressed or in robes. | spoke about the cxperience of recovery from
addiction. | didn’t use the language of sat-sang, but 1 didn’t speak contrary
to it, either. | meant to be in the presence of truth among, others, like sat-
sang, like A.A. The forms weren’t entirelg dissimilar.

More men came into the room, until it was a group. Then, a third man,
an official of some sort, entered and said, “What is this man doing here?”
The second man answered and asked that | be allowed to stay. The third
man wasn’t happg. He relented, after wa“<ing in and out of the room a
couple of times, and I continued for another few minutes.

| was thanked bg the second man, and the men in the room showed
signs of aPPreciation. Dry alcoholics were familiar to me, and the men in
their rooms seemed Positive without being demonstrative, tgpical of sober
alcoholics.

I was lead out of the hospital, through door after door, until, once
again, | was in the courtgarcl, shaking hancls) and then in the street, and
then in a rickshaw, hcading back toward the Avadh Loc]ge, through the
movie district, where hugc billboards crowded the narrow streets like a
scene in a surreal movie.

At the Avadh Loc[ge, there had been an electrical Failure, and the
hotel was dark. The Indian night was black. I found my room, and I lit a
candle. I walked back out in the dark and stoocl) until the stars appeared in
my eyes. The electricit9 returned to the Avadh Loc]gc. Someone cheerccl,
and someone applauded. It was a beautiful night.

Twentg Questions
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As a man, | walked easilg in the Indian streets. One night, | took a
rickshaw to the Clarks Avadh, a large, wes’cermstgle hotel, and spent some
money on a nice dinner. | read the International Herald Tribune, and
enjogec[ the subdued night life of the hotel dining room.

I decided to walk back the mile or so to my room. Along the road that
Para”elecl the River Gompti, | became invisible in the dark, and 1 felt the fear
of being in a strange land among strangers, and 1 felt the exhilaration of
being alive without any attachment whatsoever. 1 walked Pas’c the open
fields where 1'd seen cricket games, past the Mogul temple, past Indians on
foot and bicgcle, inside and outside their homes, past the intersection to
the Carlton, along the border of the Botanical Garc]ens, Pas’c the drivewags
of the middle-class homes, where guarcls sat on chairs, Paicl to sit all night
as a Prevention of theft.

In all the months in lndia, | was never robbed, assaulted) threatcned,
or bothered. One afternoon in Goa, | saw two men arguing. It was the onlg
time | saw angry words between Indians in Public, and the argument
subsided as quicklg as it began. I knew there were ProFessional thieves and
a caste of bandits, but I didr’t feel threatened. Western women were not so
safe. | saw two teenage bogs on a bicgcle swing their arms at two women
wall(ing, hitting them like bogs hit animals with a stick)jus‘c to show how
brave theg were, showing how afraid theg were, in the same gesture.

Men in India were free to Piss) even shit) beside the road, wherever
theg were. Bogs, waiting for the schoo”aus, Pissecl against the nearest wa”)
oblivious. Women and girls were Prohibitecl from Pissing and shitting in
Public. A couple of Western women did so anyway, Pissing, at risk of
condemnation.

Dress was Proscribed, especiallg for women. Western women who
exposed the wrong Parts of their bodies were conclemnecl, taken for

whores, ricliculed, in the same shock of lust and clisgust. At the same time,
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and in the same way, women were genera”9 not aggressecl upon and were
treated with deference.

One woman gushecl at Papaji, Pouring forth a begging, Praising desire
to give herself to him as a devotee. He laughed IﬁaPPilg at the tumult of
submission and turned the woman’s words to her own selF, Prompting her to
love herself with as much devo’cion, to become her own Passion) to fall at
the feet of her own being. She beggecl him to embrace her, and he
recommended she embrace the source of her own being. A man wrote a
Plea in grandiose prose, dripping with eagerness to become Papaji’s
devoted servant. Papaji turned his worship inside out. Or outside in. He
Feigneci confusion over the words in the man’s letter. He read as if he didn’t
understand the obeisance the man offered.

“What is this word?” Papaji asked a man sitting nearbg. “What does
this mean?” he asked) about something else the man has written. I:ina”%
confused and at a loss, the man listened, as Papaji returns to the truth of
the man himselmc, in the heart of the man, in the moment, in the work of self-
enquirg. He deflected all worship and Praise back upon the speaker. One
man asks for clarification of 9esterc[ag’s sat-sang. “I thought about what
you said all night |ong. Can you help me understand?”

“Understand?” Papaji says, ‘I didn’t ask you to understand. This is
not about unclerstanding. This is not about thinking. Please, dor’t try to
understand what | am saging.” Or words to that effect. I wasn’t in Lucknow
to record or to learn Papaji’s words) to become a devotee of the master, to
Practice a form of Faith, to understand a teaclﬁer, or to find out what to do.
Neither was 1 in India to become Indian.

Mg mind tried to make sense of evergthing. That’s the nature of the
mind. I listened to Papaji, and my mind tried to understand and to Predict
what he would say, but in all my time in sat-sang, | never saw him thinking.

The thinking of most People IS SO Preclicatecl on the forms of thought, it’s
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almost as visible as the motions of the bodg. His mind functioned in original
ways. It functioned as true original thougiit functions. The example of his
unattached thinking, the example of a mind unaddicted to thougi‘it, a mind
sober from this life of thought{lrunkenness, a free mind in a world of
mental addiction, in a world s‘cinking drunk on thought, was inspirational to
any mind that’s reaclg to let go of its obsessiveness.

Toward the end of my drinking, a young woman, a lawger, showed me
and my friend a Pamp]ﬁlet from A.A. Twenty c]ucstions asked the effect of
clrinking on one’s life. My friend changed “clrinking” to “thinking”, and we
laugheci at the result.

Has your thinking ever caused you cliicicicultg in your relationships?
Has your thinking ever caused you stress in your icamily?

Has your thinking ever caused you Problems at work?

Does your thinking seem out of control?

Is your thinkingget‘cing in the way of your happiness’?

We answered yes to all the questions. The young woman was
frustrated in her attempt to draw my attention to my addiction to alcohol,
but she was unwittingl9 successful in Pointing out the cieeper addiction.
Seven years from the awakening that freed me from addiction to alcolﬁol, |
experienceci the awakening that freed my addiction to thinking. It wasn’t
the end of thought. Thoughts come and £0, but 'm free to embrace that
which does not come and go. In this i:reeclom} thouglﬂt IS unattaciied, cut
loose, made free.

This is the way of my life in making poems, but being with Papaji
openecl the recognition of the source even more clearlg. in his

unmindedness; bri”iant, wise, loving andjogicul, | was embraced. Being sober
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doesn’t free anyone from addiction. Freedom is not in the substance.

Freedom is in the freedom.
Miracles in Prison

Occasiona“g, rarelg, and reluctantlg, Papaji told stories of his life.
The te”ing was Passionate and Poignant, as if he was amazed at the simple
miracle of life itself. still, some stories were miraculous, and I wasn’t taken
with the miraculous lives of saints. The truth is true in all beings and doesn’t
belong onlg to the great ones. The miraculous isn’t needed to validate the
truth, but it does seem useful in getting People to listen to the truth-tellers.
I would like this not to be so. The stories that were told about Papaji, and
the ones he told of his own life that inspired me, were the ones that would
be true for anyone and everyone.

When I came to see Papaji, | didn’t know any stories of his life. 1 knew
that People came to be with him in a house, and that he asked no money.
Papaji asked nothing, demanded nothing, offered nothing, no secrets were
withheld for the few, no one was elevated in his company. He asked People
whg theg were still in sat-sang, after theg)d been told that the truth is
alwags present, here, and evergwhere. The stories and miracles in his life
were goocl stories, but I wanted the dag to be here when the middleman was
gone in the love of God and Mankind, of Being and Being tself, of One and
Oneness, of the Self and Etemitg.

still, miracles occur, and | wasn’t unfamiliar with them. In my
consciousness, evergthing IS miraculous, and miracles don’t indicate that
the miraculous is angthing but commonPlace. It seems that miracles occur at
the moment of readiness, that the absence of miracles is an indication that

readiness is obscured }33 will and fear. In willfulness and fearfulness, there’s
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no room to become conscious of the natural realitg. From inside willfulness
and Feamculness, the natural realitg is called miraculous.

In awareness, | have no bone to Pick with anyone. will and fear are
symptoms of the life of separation in which most Peoplc live, in the
separation from what's called God, in separation from the true self, in
separation from the innate and natural truth of all beings, from love itsehc,
from peace andjog. Separation is the umbrella under which human struggle
exists, in all its tragecl9 and glorg.

In awareness, the eternal tends toward itself. Never Ieaving itself, the
truth remains true to itself. Miracles are indications of the eternal, in the
midst of the wi”FuL in the midst of fearful clenial, in the midst of separation,
even as the illusion of separation dominates the world. This apparent world
of separation IS nearlg all that s, until one sees clearlg. One sees that
seeing, separation is an error of one’s sight. In the human mind, the habit of
seeing evergthing as a model of separation is an error of human thought.
It's a Paranoid clelusion) that sells souvenirs, feeds on itsehc, and supplies
the world with engagement, entertainment and selgjusthcication.

Most of those who speak of Godj truth) the eternal oneness, are in
cahoots with separation, because then they can offer hopc for the
antidote theg can then Promote. Theg hold out the Possibilitg of freedom
from ajail that onlg exists in temPoral realitg, that onlg exists because
everyone believes it exists. Thejailers arejoined 139 the those who Promise
Parole, escape, and Pardon. Miracles are the stories told in Prison. Theg
are the stories of the lives of those who are not living in Prison. Until it's
realized that no Prison exists, these tortures, conFinements, freedoms and
Hights from Prison) will be in vogue, and in historg, sociologg) literature, art,
religion, emotion, and in thought.

Papaji spoke of there being no Prison, to a room full of those who

believed in the concepts of free and not free. He said that you are neither
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free nor not free. You are. This is the truth. You are. Even the question of
freedom and Prison misses the Point. | am, and you are the same as | am.
But, sometimes, he told stories of freedom. The stories appealed to the
least free. And he told the truth. The unvarnished truth rings true in the
ears of those closest to it. What’s true becomes truth in the hearts of the
reaclg. Ramana was assaulted bg followers who wanted to know what theg
must do to be free.

“Your freedom is alreacl9 within you,” Ramana said.

“Yes,” theg say, “but what must we do to be free? What foods
should we eat? What prayers should we say?”

“Say this,” Ramana said and s‘coPPecl sPeaking for twenty years.
That's a story, a little miracle ljus‘c invented out of the Possible and the
Probable. It’s true, but onl9 ifgou Forget the storg.

| Can’t Help You, Gooclbgel

When | was earlg into AA., | heard the story of its bcginnings. It
became my sense of the essential realitg of all sPiri‘cual transformation. In
the 1950’s, a man named Roland) the drunkard son of a wealthg Familg from
Vermont, was sent to the most Famous) best respec‘ced Psgchiatrist in the
world. Carl Jung, in Zurich) Switzerland, treated Roland for a year and then
Jung admited defeat.

“Pve made a mistake with you,” he said, I thought | could helP you,
but ! can’t. You’re addicted to alcohol, and | can’t help 9ou.”

Roland was stunned.

“What can I do?” he asked.

Jung told Roland he had few choices. “You can hire someone to
watch you 24 hours a da% but 9ou’” Probablg Figure a way to clrink,

anyway, or you can have 3ourselF committed to a sanitarium and remain
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there for the rest of your lhce, or you will drink and die, or you will drink and
suffer.”

That was not good news for Roland. “Isn’t there angthing | can do?”
he asked.

“Onceina while,” Jung sai&, “ver9 rarelg, someone like you will have a
spontaneous spiritual experience and lose the desire to drink.”

“How can | get that?” Roland said, his spiri’cs lifted. “should 1 go to
church? would that help?”

“It might. It might not. There’s no way of knowing.” And then, having
told Roland that his onlg cure was a spontaneous spiritual experience, he
said goocibge, and Roland left. He sailed back to the United States, and
when he got off the boat, he was sober. When he got home to Vermont, he
was sober. His parents were amazed and grategul. He visited a friend injail.
The friend, an inveterate drunk, got sober. The friend visited another
friend in New York, an incorrigible drunk. That man, Bill wilson, got sober,
having a white~light spiritual experience in his hospital room. Bill W. decides
to tell his storg to other alcoholics and thus, AA. was born. Roland was
reaclg, Ebbe was readg) Bill was reaclg.

The crux of this story is the moment when Jung told Roland what he
needed and then said goodJage. Jung could not and did not Provide the
awakening, or even any tools for it to occur. Nothing. Onlg the Possibilitg.
He told Roland that his freedom from addiction was in his spiri‘c, and onlg he
could access it.

Papaji told the story of Prince Sidhartha, who, after leaving his
luxurious life, and after six years of cliligent spiritual Practices as an ascetic,
was at a loss to be free. He fell asleeP undera tree, exhausted.

“Then,” Papaji saicl, “something haPPenec]. And nobodg knows
what.”
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When Sidhartha awakened, he was transformed. His awakening
occurred, and the Buddha was born. Papaji went on to say that the true
story of Buddha’s awakening isn’t told, because you can’t make a religion
out of it. It occurred. There was nothing to build a social system on.
Buddha did that, anyway. He went back to his ascetic friends and laid out a
Path for awakening, a Path that didn’t cxplain the spontaneitg of his own
awakening, even if it made for a goocl life.

When one is readg, awakcning occurs. It happens, and nobodg knows
what. One of the common elements in these stories is that both men were at
a loss, theg had nowhere else to turn, their best efforts had gainecl them
nothing, and their readiness was no longer obscured }39 their attachments.

If I were to be a teacher, that would be the teac]ﬁing, “Readiness is a”,
and transformation is within. There’s no‘ching to do and no one to do it. Do
it, in goursehc. Beit, in 9ourse|£”

When I was a young poet in San Francisco, during a time of peace and
quiet, during a time of stress and uPheaval, | dreamed, and in the dream, |
was sitting at a table in a white room. Across the room was a white-bearded
old man, sitting with some others. The old man gesturecl toward me and
said, “‘Can’t anyone see that man is in distress.” It came as a surPrise to me.
I didn’t think it was true, or at least, not so obviouslg true.

The old man said to me, “You do your best work when 9ou’re
exhausted.” For many years, | tried to clecipher the dream. I tried to
become exhausted. At the end of my drinking, exhausted and emptg, J
experienceci an awakeningj that filled my being with lig]ﬁt and relieved me of
the obsession.

Roland and Sidhartha were exhausted and in distress, in different
ways but Fundamenta”g the same. Both were seeking relief from a world of
Pain and sugering. Both were disinclined to believe in the ways of the

world. Their transformation occurred when theg least expected it.
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Transformation did not come out of their expectation. Religion says, “Be
free or g0 to Hell” AA. says, “‘Be free or £0 back to Hell.” Late-stage
alcoholics don’t need much convincing,

This is a keg to readiness, to become exhausted with effort, to
become exhausted in the ways of the world, but sti”, there’s no Formula, no
program, no way, for transformation to occur. Sometimes, it occurs in the
least likelg. It seems that regarc“ess of the aPParent randomness of
readiness, ‘to be readg to be readg’ is better than being stuck in
unreadiness. Roland was told to be readg, after at least a year of effort.
Sidhartha was readg, after six years of effort.

The thrill in the Pi’c of one’s stomach is with the moment that has no
Precec[ent, in the realization that nothing can be done to enter this moment.
It’s not so easy to get to this notning doing. Evergthing else conspires
against it. In AA it’s said that someone can be too smart for God. As long
as the mind is addicted to thought, the presence of being is called bg a
name and remains unrecognized and unrecognizable. The truth is

unrecognizable in any form whatsoever.
The Eges of the Tiger

Suryo came to Lucknow the dag after my birtnclag. We moved into a
large suite on the second floor of the Avadh Loclge. A large room was
divided into two rooms bg a false wall. In the front room, | hung my Paintings
from Pune. We made the rooms more nomeg and settled in. She asked
herself wng she came to sit at the feet of “another” master. She had her
own master, and she was happg with that relationsnip. Even so, she found it
inspirationalj listening to Gangaji on the lawn of the Carlton. Here was an
American woman, a contemporar9 who sPo|<e the truth. She was glad she’s

come.
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| wrote the two~Page letter that Papa'i read. | was sitting near the
back when Papaji said, “Thisis a long letter, gut I want to read it a”, so I will
end sat-sang with this letter.” I was stunned to hear my letter read. At the
end of the reacling, Papaji asked where Abhaga was. | raised my hand, and
he spoke to me. He told me to be careful. He said that after Buddha was
awakened, he was visited in his dreams 139 c[ancinggirls.

“You are vulnerable right now. You will be temptec[. Be watchful.”

| noclc[ecl, without any sense of what he was warning. He invited me to
come up, to sit with him. As I sat beside him on the Podium, he introduced
me to Gangagi, who was sitting at his feet.

“l want to speak with you,” Papaji said. I want to speak with you,” |
said, and I saw how | had, once again, acted as his equal. “Can you come to
my house?” he asked. I said yes. He turned to a man at his side and saicl,
“Write down the name of the hotel he is staying at.”

“The Avadh Lodge,” | said.

After sat-sang, when Surgo and | returned to the our hotel) there
were others moving into our room. The manager Politelg explained to me
that | was told the room was onlg available until that clag. J vaguelg
remembered his warning and vaguclg remembered thinking there was a lot
of time to solve the Problem. Now, there was no time. The new renters were
Papaji People who'd been away from Lucknow. Our room was their room.

On that clag of amazement, | was still amazed. | stood in the hotel
lobbg, and | watched my own ciismag and confusion. | watched my own
thinking try to come to terms with the abrup‘c changc in circumstances from
beloved invitee to homeless rejectee. | was unable to make sense of
angthing. All our belongings were Packed and loaded onto a bicgcle
rickshaw for the short triP to the Carlton, in hoPes of Fincling new quarters.
Space was found, not in the main building, but in a house behind it, on the
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hotel grouncls. It was a three room aPartmcnt) half a c]uPlex, nicer than our
room at the Avadh Lodge.

5urgo and I went to Papaji’s house at the aPPointecl hour for my
meeting with him. Later, | wasn’t sure how she accomPanied me, but | was
happg in her company. I had no sense of her being an intrusion. As it turns
out, ajoumalis’c has been with Papaji, and that kept him from his usual nap.
It was earlg afternoon. Wejoined him at his dining room table. There was a
cake on the table. Two other men were Present. One was Danish, the other
German. One had brought fruit for Papaji, and he offered him a
Progessional massage. He didn’t rcsPoncl to the ghcts and the oﬁcers, but he
treated the men with courtesy and respect. One man complained about the
student of Papaji’s, teaching all over the world and sPeaking il of his
teacher. Papaji didnt say angthing in response.

Eventua”g, the two men le&, and he turned to me. During the chat’cing
the cake eating, he seemed like a lovinggrand{:ather) talking casua”g, eating
bits of cake and clrinking tea. He turned to me, sitting as close as two men
can sit. His eyes were the milkg eyes of an old man.

“Did you do what 1 asked you to do?” he asked me. 1 looked into his
eyes and didr’t say angthing. No words came to me.

“| asked you to go deeper,” he said.

I had no answer.

“Did you go deeper’?”

I had no answer. I hadrn’t heard his words as instructions.

Then his eyes changed. The mi“<9 eyes of an old man changecl. | saw
something like broken Pieces of glass)jewcls, amber sharcls, no Ionger an
old man’s eyes.

“He showed you the eyes of the tiger,” Gangaji said. Yes, it’s true, in
some sense, but those eyes were crgs’ca”ine. We continued to speak.

“What is the secret?” Papaji asked. “Do you know the secret?”
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“There is no secret,” | said, without thinking. Nothingl said came from
any Previous thoug]ﬁt. The words seemed to occurin my voice.

“You’re a writer,” he said, “From now on, no more barriers. From now
on, speak from the source. Tonight) in your hotel room, | want you to write
something and gve it to me, tomorrow. Can you do that?”

“Yes,” | said, and the answer had no thought to it. Then, evergthing
changed, again. Papaji became a smiling, congenial old man, a grandmcather,
a neighbor, an old friend.

Suryo wanted him to pay attention to her in the way that her father
never did. She wanted to be recognized. She wanted to be seen. Papaji
laughecl and told her she had the energy of onlg SIX People in the world. He
stoocl, as he spoke. He stood behind me. He Put his hands on my
shoulders.

“Sometimes, one or two or three young men, like this man, come to
see me, and | am very happg to see them.”

When we left the house, I was also very happg. I walked along in a
state of mindlessnessj ke dreamless sleeP, awake, in what's called
happiness or bliss. In Fact) it's a current of being that runs beneath the
meaning of these words. The presence of being itself is not emotional or
mental. In the mind, it's called peace, and in the emotional hear‘t, it’s called

jog. It is the state, in this life, when what is, is, without attachment to
thought or Feeling.

5urgo, on the other hanc], was angry. Later, | couldn’t remember what
she was angry about. In speaking to Papaji, she told him about her Father,
and Perhaps that Pain is what she was carrging. 59 the time we reached the

main road, the argument was gone.

Wags of Respec’t
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One night, on Ashok Marg, walking back toward our room at the
Carlton, we saw something ahead. The ci‘cg streets were climlg lit and often
Pitch dark. Bulbs burned here and there, a lightecl sign, a 9arc1 light, an
open cloorwag. There was almost no traffic at night, with bicgcle rickshaws
appearing and disappearing in the shadows. SOmething loomed on the
wic]e, hard Packed dirt street. Almost suclclenlg, out of the Pitch, comes an
elephant, walking toward us. It was fifteen feet high and seemed thirtg. A
mahout was riding the elephant like a cowbog on a horse. We stePPed to
the side of the road as the great, gray beast moved Past, almost silentlg,
like a ship at sea, like an aPParition, like an elephant on the street.

Another night, the street behind the Carlton was like a carnival. It was
a wedding. The bride and groom and weclding guests seemed to be as
brightlg lit and decorated as the wedcﬂing scene. There was a lot of good~
natured clrinking and bright colors) as the celebration continued past
miclnight.

One a&ernoon, the hotel sent a man to our rooms to clean. He had
no clust~Pan for his broom. He swept the rooms with a broom of wispg
fronds, until there was a Pile in one corner of the front room. He lifted the
refuse, the dirt and dust, with his hands. His skill was wonderful to see. He
was gracmcul and Precise. He cleaned the floor with his Fingers and
clisappeared with a bow. Another clag) there was a message from a young
woman who wished to speak with me. An Indian girl of sixteen, she came to
pay her respects. She’d seen me at sat-sang, and she spoke in a manner |
tried to deflect. | wondered whg she sought me out. She was calm, clear,
and cletermined, courteous and deferential. | spoke to her at a table on the
lawn of the Carlton. The honor she showed me was unfamiliar and mildlg
c[isconcerting.

| got a message that a young man wanted to sPeak with me. A bog of

seventeen, a Painter, broug]ﬁt some drawings for me to aPPraise. He
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admired the Paintings I had hanging on the walls. 1 Praiscd the ]309’5
Paintings. “Oh) no, lamnota Painter)” the ]309 said, ‘you are a Painter.”

These incidents of honor in a Foreign country were touching. | was
used to being appreciated for my work, but in India, it seemed to be Praise
for me as an artist, as a being, ]39 nature. It seemed not to be Praise for
what 1'd done, as much as it was Praise for who I was. That kind of Praise s
outside of Pride. No credit can be taken for being as one is. Even the
attention of Papaji didn’t come as Praise for me but for another incidence
of Being Itself. To fatter is to seek some advantagc. To Praise is to tell the
truth.

In the mind of the ego, the selﬂanalgzsr and selmc~a|3|3raiser, the
Proucl and vulnerable man would like to be flattered and be gjven
aclvantage. The being, the true seH:) the center of the heart flares in the
heat of se|1c~recognition, so that lesser considerations are consumed. The
Personal ﬂickerings of the self are like canc”elight to the sun. It was the
habit of my mind to expec’c bad to follow goocl) for shadow to follow a man
who walks in sunlight) but when the man is absent from his form, there’s
nothing to block the light, nothing to make a shadow from.

One clag, | realized my tourist visa was about to exPire. It became
necessary to take the visa to the government offices on Ashok Marg and
have it renewed. When | appeared at the building, a half-finished modern
high~rise, the electricitg has Faileci) and water, from somewhere, has
Hooded the building, running the ha”s, the stairs, from Hoor to ﬂoor, in
near clarlmess) at the height of the clag.

The ogice, on the third Hoor, was two rooms Pilecl from floor to
ceiling with papers. The man in charge) aPParentlg a lawger, didn’t seem to
want to do angthing about my application) any time soon. He Iaughecl and
jokec[ from behind his paper-strewn desk. He was alreadg with a visitor, a
man from Africa. | began to think a bribe might be necessary to speed
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things along, or to get them accomplis]ﬁed at all. The lawger seemed to say
that tomorrow would be a good dag to worl<) or the next clag. | didrn’t know
how to offer a bribe or how to guess at its amount. The lawger told stories
in Hindi and laughed. He looked at me and laughecl. He looked at the
African and laughed. After twenty minutes of inexplicable clelag and
indecision, he Pieked up my passport and s’campecl it. He handed it to me,
and he laughed. | Paid the man the amount I was origina”g led to believe was
the correct fee. I thanked the lawger and shook hands with him. 1 shook
hands with the African and re-entered the flooded labgrinth. I walked back

down the stairs and back out into ti'ie sunny street.

The Masc]ueracle Ball

Papaji spoke from the source. He was aPProachecl bg People who
spoke from their temporal reality. The temporal is a stage language,
invented from the realitg of the stage. The Problems Proposed and solved
on stage are stage Problems. Occasiona”g, some actors allude to the fact
of their illusion, and some wonder what life is like OiCLstage. Papaji spoke in
his natural tongue, in the |anguage of his native land) the same language
and the same land as everyone else’s. People came to him who had
Forgotten or barelg remembered their native tongue. Ti‘ieg wanted him to
translate his language into the i:amiliarjargon of their homelessness. He
responc]ecl bg speaking from the heart.

He was awake, in the middle of the dream that others were having. He
spoke in the same language as everyone else, from the Perspective of
what’s alwags true, while those who came to him spoke from what’s onl9
true sometimes. There’s an aci‘ning in “sometimes” to be “alwags”. There’s a
gravity in “alwags” that draws “sometimes” to it. He didn’t have to convince

anyone that what he said was true. The cliic‘Ficultg came In its aPParent
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incomprenensibilitg. The Self lives in the selF~recognizec1 truth. Self doesn’t
have a Problem. Self is not lost and confused, is not in denial, is not
Practicing a delusion. The delusion is the stage~wori< of egos and
Personalities.

In sat-sang, there’s a peace ancljog celebrated in self. All of sat-
sang, all of life, is the exPerience of that celebration. Emotions, thoug]ﬁts
and actions are but a dance of the Selic, also called Soul. When People
speak to each other, it’s a way for souls to be in communion, to celebrate.
Most speech, thougnt, Feeling, and action are caught up in themselves and
dor’t recognize the constant love-fest of souls and soul) but it occurs,
nonetheless. As People of similar attachments are drawn to each other,
even with their eyes closed and their backs turned, the realitg of Soul is the
undercurrent, or as Papaji said, the substratum.

[ fell in love with Papaji. It was love recognizing, love, speaking in its
native tongue. Because Papaji didr’t masqueracle as a Personalitg, his love
could be seen for what it was. Because he didn’t return the infatuation of
devotees, it was difficult for their love to continue on that level.

Someone said, “Papaji) love youl!”

He answered, “Yes. You are love itself.”

It’s conrusing to a mind conditioned to think of love as a word spoken
between suiaject and object, between me and you. Papa{ii simplg saw and
told the truth about love. It's the common realitg. Peop e want to believe
that the wetness in the ocean is something given and taken between waves.
Papaji Iaughed. Where can one go naked in the ocean and not be wet?

The identification that occurs in the world is in the mind that divides
up the indivisible. The mind of man is clever. The mind is a creative marketer
of believable illusions. The abilitg to believe illusions is one of the mind’s

greatest talents. Papaji wasn’t buging any of it. A man came to him, one clag,
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and complained, “Papaji, 'm angry all the time. I can’t get rd of my anger-. |
can’t seem to let g0 of it. 1 don’t know what to do. What should 1 do?”

Papaji, a former militarg man and mining engjneer, a big man, Plunged
a fist into the man’s be”g. The man was bent from the How) he staggered,
he rightecl himsehc, and his eyes lit up-. The anger disaPPeared. “Thank you,
Papaji, thank you.” He was all smiles.

In sat-sang, one dag, he said everyone was a lion who believed he was
a sheep. “f you are a lion, you must roar like a lion. Roar!” he said to one
man. The man didn’t know what to do. “Roar!” PaPaji said, “Roar, for all of
us to hear that youare a lion.”

“Rrrrr,” the man said, weaug. “No,” Papaji said, “Don’t squeak like a
mouse. You are a lion. Roar like the lion you are.” “Rrrrrr!” the man said,
louder, like an imitation of a shout. “Roar!” Papaji said. “Rrrrrrrrr,” the man
roared, like a lion cub. Papaji laughecl.

| knew how to roar. | wanted to roar. | asked myse”z) “if 1 know I'm a
lion, and I know how to roar, if roaring is our native language, should | rip my
mask off at the Lions’ Masqueracle Ball?”

The Flickering Light on the Trees

When | hugged Papaji in sat-sang, my face was buried in his neck. |1
remembered the warm, soft, wrinkled skin of my granclmother, an old
woman | lifted from her bed to her chair, from her chair to her bed. She was
a gentle woman | loved. It was a memory of love in a moment of love. Papaji
spoke about the true nature of memory. He said memory acts ke a
computer that scans the experiences of a life-time to match whatever
happens in the present moment. The mind wants to find a similar instance of
experience, so it will know what to do, so it will know how to handle the

situation, so it will be in control and Protectecl.
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In most of my experience with Papaji, no memories can be found.
Notning matches the experience of no experience. But, in this instance,
there was a difference. When I was embraced }39 lﬁim, there was the sense of
a meeting between men, between generations, between a man and all men. |
felt embraced iag a Fatner, a grandicatner, an elder) a wise man, wisdom
itSCH:, and I was embracing all those tnings. Mg memory could find onlg the
image of my grandmother) and I recalled it, to my nappiness.

Memorg is not a call to return to the past, but for the past to be as
useful as it can be in teacning the present. In the moment of awareness,
there is no past to compare it with, no instruction to guicle it, and no
association to warn it about. This is the terror and freedom of the moment
of selLrecognition. There is no self in it to be recognized. There is no other
within the all. The all can’t be recalled in snippets. It has no memory bank of
incidents, episocies) events, or circumstances.

A man and woman meet and fall in love ]39 a tree, 139 a boat, bg water,
in sunlignt, at nigrnt) in winter, in spring, in a town, in the country, on a
corner, at a partg, under a iamp, at sci‘sool, and whether the love affair is
successful or not, these images become the icons of that iove, when ti'ie9
have notning to do with its occurrence and recognition.

Papaji meant notning to the love I felt surging in the heart. | meant
notning to the love that he revealed blazing in the heart. These catalgsts of
love are onlg catalgsts of it being recognizeci. if love appears in the heart,
and the occasion for it passes, where does love g07 Does love come and
go7 Papaji spoke in the |anguage of love that doesn’t come and go. Human
language is devoted to the love that rarelg comes and almost alwags goes.
Even more, it's devoted to the absence of love and the consequences of
that. Papaﬂi often emploged the Ianguage of romantic love to demonstrate

how ludicrous it is.
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“Oh, Pain, Please don’t leave me. You are all 1 think about. You are my
whole life. 1 love you more than angthing. You are the most beautiful. Oh,
Pain, my sweet, beautiful Pain. Oh, Plcase stay with me, alwags.” Romantic
love, the loves of clesire, all the loves of the mind and the boc]g, are
committed to attachments, no matter how great the Pain, no matter how
impossible the achievements. In the temporal world) heartbreak and the
Pain of loss are ProcnC of love. When love is the inherent nature of the heart,
what can be broken? Attachments are made and broken in the mind. The
emotions of the mind are not the love of the heart.

He said some desire was good. if one has a buming desire to be free,
nothing else matters as much. The need to let go of all attachments) the
abilitg to tell what’s real from what’s not real, even the need to clean one’s
house, all are subordinate to a burning desire to be free. The sun burns at
night, obscured onlg as the earth turns to its other side. In the heart of the
heart, the center of one’s being, the sun of life burns. The sun is the
buming desire that seeks itself. Within the heart of every being is the
buming desire to be what it alreadg IS, the Sun of Being Itself.

As Papaji spoke in the s‘ceadg roar of sunlight, those who basked in
this light were reminded of the roar within, the fire, the sun of the heart of
all being. His was an open invitation to recognize the source. Most leave this
basl(ing in the sun, the glow fades, and the Iight was be attributed to Papaji.
Mang wish to return to sat-sang. "or some, when theg were gone from
Papaji, and when Papaji was gone from this life, theg claim
to have sat in his sun, and the memories of Lucknow are held tight.

The sun burns hot and the skin grows cool, searching somewhere else
for what’s within. Papaji said, “I am in the fire. | am the fire. You are in this
fire. You are the fire. You are here.” Some come, and some are content to

count the logs and stare at the Hickering Iight on the trees.
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Between Nano-Seconds

For the first month of my two months in Luc‘mow, Suryo remained in
Pune, and | was alone. In the second month, she came, and we were
together. The aloneness of the first month was sweet. Everg steP | took
was within the awareness of the self. A toothache was the onlg demand
that obscured my awareness. When she came, she wasn’t an attachment
that demanded attention. She was content to be in her own consciousness.

One clag, she sat with Papaji in sat-sang, in attention to the moment
between thoughts. Papaji emploged a way of qucstioning to draw the mind
to selLrecognition. He asked that one let go of the last thought and not
Picl( up the next thought. He said to take the smallest amount of time, a half
of a half of a half of a second, a nano~seconc1, half a nano~seconc1, to
come into the moment between moments. It was a mechanical, mentalj
scientific exercise, within a Pool of acceptance, to direct the mind away
from its activities and into the heart of itself. Many of those who came to
Papaji were meditators who had Practiced, for many years, honing the
attention of their consciousness.

Osho spoke to many about the state of “no-mind”. Many were at
ease ca”ing themselves the watcher. Surgo askecl, rhetorica”g, “Who's
watching the watcher?” Papaji tried to direct the watcher to look within
himself, within herself. In front of him, Suryo couldn’t come to the moment
of her self-realization. Later, she told me all that occurred was a Feeling of
blackness in her spiri‘c.

The opening to one’s essential self, to the heart of the heart, is
obscured !39 the attachments of the emotional and mental boclg. An intense
buming desire, from either side of that cloorwag, can burn away the
attachments of a lhcetimej of many li{:etimes, but it seems rare. It’s the

unlikelg Path of a saint. For most People) some effort must occur to keep
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the opening clear, or i’s like a shutter) that blinks open to give brief
glimpses of truth) snapshots of heaven, occasional Pictures of freedom.

Everyone has glimpses of the innate truth, in moments of love, in
moments of beautg, in times of shock, in times of great exertion, when the
life of the mind and bodg are momentarilg transcended. But attachments
soon crowd the doorwag, and the sight of the truth is defined bg the details
of remembered circumstances. No circumstance is resPonsible for the
realitg that remains constant begond this metaphorical c[oorwag, but the
surrounding circumstance is clear19 the stuff that blocks it.

| saw, among the seekers in Pune and Lucknow, as 1 did in my own life,
a tenclencg to believe one can leap Past the attachments of a lifetime in a
glorious instance of enlightenment) and be free to live an ecstatic spiritual
life. As long as Surgo was in the ashram in Pune, her attachments seemed to
be lifted. In Lucknow, in the desire to be free, while being with Papaji, her
most tenacious attachments were cxPosed.

She saw, in front of the entrance to her selmc, a darkness. She couldn’t
step ?reelg through it. After ten years with Osho, after a lifetime in reaction
to hurt and separation, after the dedication of her heart and her
inte”igence, she exposed) at the entrance to her self, the Iingering ghost of
its denial. For a clag) she sat, in black, in mourning, grieF, Pain) anger, and
SOrTOW. Bg the next clay) the dark cloud had li&ed, but even years later, she
revealed she was bound to this world, to live in its three dimensions, even as
she continued to Practice the healing of her heart.

| wanted to be with her in identical awareness, but it didn’t occur.
Outside sat-sang, toward the end of our stay in Lucknow) | stood with her,
and Papaﬂi seemed to give his Hessing. He grinned, “She’s gooc] for you.
Her ?ighting IS good for you.” At the time, | didn’t know how to absorb this

information. She and I were together in India, but I was shown, in every way
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Possible, that the source of love is not to be found in the other. Papaji
showed me he wasn’t the source of love, either.

When | was a young Poetj a friend told me I was a Poe’c of love lost.
Over and over again, Pve been forced to enter the loss of love, to discover
the love that is never lost, ancl, theregore, never found. | stopped Iooking,
to see what is. When | came to lndia, | was not looking. | didn’t come to
Lucknow as a seeker. | said, “Pm in India. Papaji is in Lucknow. 1 will g0 see

Papaji.”
Fearless in Lucknow

On the train to Luclmow, in a room at the Avadh Loclge, wa”dng in the
morning, mist, toward Ashok Marg, watching the launderers in the Gompti
River clipping, li{:’ting) and slamming the cloth against the worn rocks,
standing at thejunction waiting for aji‘meg, seeing the faces of the others
on the jitneg, at the storefronts, at the shacks of small businesses, at
watching the cattle that cross the road, standing beside the tables covered
with Indian dishes, in the houses where lunch was sold, sitting in the 3arc1 of
the lunch house, chatting with DiPti, Moumin, and Udgana.

There was a commotion in the street. A man was entertaining a
gathering crowd with a trained monkey on a leash. The man sPoke harshlg
to get the monkeg to do what he wanted. The Westerners were unhappg
with the abuse. The man was run off 139 the owner of the lunch house. |
wasn’t Pleased bg the harshness of the householder, who, in every way,
tried to Please Papaji People.

| saw the vultures circle in the air above a cow’s carcass, on the
tributarg to the Gompti, that ran in a long cut near Papaji’s house in Indra
Nagar. | walked in the arboretum looking at the variety of trees, flowers,

and the ruins of an ancient wall. 1 walked among the rows of Howers) in the
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bower, }39 the concert shell. 1 walked on back roads, off the commercial
streets, bg children Plaging ]39 the c]itch, beside the road, running with
human and animal waste, bg the sma”, roadside shrines to Gancsh, 139 the
poor sleeping against wa”s, ]39 the shops Packed tight in the narrow a”egs,
bg the swagbackec] horse, Pu”inga cart.

[ was in a time of love. I loved the Places and the People. | loved the
many happinesses of life. 1 lived in a bodg, in a time, in a Place of such
overwhelming presence, that onlg surrender could embrace it. In surrender,
[ found mgselmc to be whole. It was the temptation of the mind to account for
this unlimited love. | walked back and forth between this and that, and
nothing could explain this loveless Iove, greater than any love. No one,
nothing, intervened to claim it. There was nothing, in me, to explain its
presence. | was neither its gjver nor its receiver. The senses in the bodg, in
the mind, in thought and in Feeling, are chronicled to explain the presence
of this presence and the way of its occurrence.

Surrender is the onlg word | could find to suit the way of it, but who is
it that surrenders? Who is the surrenderer, or is this another language~
come~latelg? All thought s aFtechhought to this being and to its
awareness. In this being here, a moment occurs in which surrender is given
and receivecl, in such a way that nothing happens) and the awareness of
evergthing is transformed from limited to whole. How does this happen? It
happens. | concluded that “thank gou” was the onlg prayer, but who was it
that Pragec]? Who thanks, and who is thanked? The words in my mouth
come from a source not of my direction or control. Even the words of
control are begond control. Who'’s contro”ing the controller? 1 satina chair,
and I noticed that no one is sitting in the chair where I sat.

The appearance of the visual, the feel of the Phgsical, are unchangecl
bg recognition. | wasn’t |ool<ing with visual eyes, but with the eyes that see

onlg what’s alwags true. In between moments of thought) in between
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molecules, is the presence where nothing seems to be. In the surrender that
is the presence of being, with no held thought of selt) even the unthought
self is embraced. In the boundless Pool of selt, where no Pool IS, whatever
occurs, where nothing occurs, in all its wonder and beautg, where such
names show up like name tags for Parts of eternitg, for Parts of air, for

Parts of Iove, we are.

No Longer Anongmous

And it all came crashing down. And up. And out. And in. After | was at
Papaji’s house) after | wrote what he asked for, after | handed it to him, the
next morning, | was lounging in sat-sang with my friends, clrii:ting on a sea of
love, basking in acceptance, inside, outside, no side, sitting at the back)
listening and Iooking at nothing, seeing the edges of the self become
eclgeless, knowing without questioning, knowing without knowledge. | felt at
peace, letting peace become the teeling in the bodg and mind. It’s not that |
felt Peaceicul, it’s that peace wasn’t overlaged or undercut bg other
teelings. When the ]CCCliﬂgS that obscure innate peace are not held, peace IS
the constant.

The mind says, “l am Peacetul,” but the thougnt s laugnable, as the
wave which discovers and Proudlg Proclaims, “I am ocean.” Yes, it’s true,
but as soon as | is spoken, the truth is misrepresented. The truth has no
seParation in it to become I and not-I. The ocean has no separation to call
itself wave. The wave has no separation to call itself ocean. The tiger in the
zoo is called Tiger. The tiger that breaks free is called ‘a wild tiger’. The
tiger in tnejungle has no name. At one Point)  told Papaji | thouglﬁt my name
should be Noname, not Ab]ﬁaga.

| heard Papaji speaking to a woman. She was struggling to stop
struggling. He worked with her, in his workless way, bg continuing to be
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nothing other that he was. She wasn’t reaclgj but she was wi“ing. “Here,
Perhaps, this will help you,” Papaji said, “l want to read something to you.
This is what I have been trying to say. | dorn’t know who wrote this. 1 found it
on my bed, this morning. It was written bg Anonymous. Whoever wrote this,
Please come see me, after sat-sang.”

| heard familiar words. 1 was happg to hear my words read !39 the
Master. It seemed curious to hear him say that what he read was written !33
Anongmous, that he found it on his bed. It wasn’t true. | thought nothing of
it. | thought of going to see Papaji after sat-sang, The words were present
and far away. Theg were words given to the woman. He read them, and then
he continued to speak. Then, he was quie‘c. It was quiet in sat-sang,
SUCHenlg, without Premeditation, | stood up, in the rows, in the back, in
sat-sang, in the crowded room, among two hundred.

“Papajil” I said, insistentlg.

“Yes,” said Papaji, “Who is speaking’?”

“m not Anongmous,” | said, “| wrote what you read. You asked me to
write it. It has my name on it.” The words came out of me, even as | listened
to them come. Even as | said those words, it seemed strange to me. rd been
in AA. for seven years, where being anonymous was the accePted way. |
was stanc[ing and declaring something contrary to the words of the Master,
contrarg to experience, thought, or exPecta‘cion.

“What is your name?” Papaji said, in a voice, both open and certain.

“Abhaga,” | said.

“Come here,” he said, and | began to make my way across the rows of
sitting People, Findinga Path forward, watching for feet and hands, Put‘cing
my hands on People’s shoulders. As | made my way to the Front, he asked
questions, as if he didn’t know who I was or what | was saying. “Who are

3ou? What is your name? Where are you from? What countrg? What citg?”
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| answered his ques‘cions, confused, Perplexec[. He responded to
each answer. “Luckg country, |uc|<9 city, luckg man,” he said, in a Pleasant,
disinterested voice. “Here are all your friends,” he said, motioning to the
group. | Passed the row where Surgo was sitting, and 1 looked at her, with a
shrug of happg confusion, as if to say, I don’t know what’s happening.”
As | got closer to Papaji, he asked more ques‘cions, now lost to memory.
Then, when | was in front of him, he said, Pointcc“gj “Do you think you can
do mgjob better than | can?” It was an astounding ques’cion I didn’t know
how answer-.

“No,” | said, “I can onlg Point to the same moon.” | sat in front of him
and look up at him. He looked stern and serious.

“I need a sign from 3ou)” he said, “I need you to give me some kind of
sign.” | didr’t know what to do. 1 didrn’t know what to say. | had no thought)
no ic[ea, no understanding. | namasted. | Put my hands together, | closed my
eyes, and I bowed my head.

“Thisis a good sign,” he said. He put his hand on top of my heac{, and
 looked up. He was grinning. He reached for his glasses. | reached for my
glasses. Both Pairs had been put aside on the edge of the Podium. Papaji
Picl(ecl up my glasses and put them on his face. | Picked up his glasses. He
discovered the error, and he and | exchanged glasses.

“You can go back to your seat, now,” he said. | got up from kneeling,
and | made my way back. As | Passcd Surgo) she saw my innocent grin. She
said, later, that in that moment, | look ten years younger. After sat-sang, |
didn’t go to see Papaji. | was no longer Anongmous. For the next two
weeks, my last dags in sat-sang, | didrm’t speak. | thought it must be clear to
all that 1| had been a fool. Apparentlg, however, few understood what
occurred between him and me. Most thought it was another Iovelg moment

between Papaji and Abhaga.

64



“Do you think you can do mgjob better than | can?” I tried to be his
eclual, and 1 had to admit that | wasn’t his equal in the business of being a
Master. Papaji Put me in my Place. All well and good, lthought.

| wrote Gangaji and told her about the dag. | said the incident
convinced me | had a spiritual ego that Papaji lead to the gui”otine. “Come
here, little one. Whack!” 1 was humbled in the exchange with Papaji. On the
clag we left sat-sang, ljoined with Suryo and all the others who were Icaving
in the side-room he had called me to. Papaji chatted with everyone, asking
their names and destinations. When he turned to me, | could onlg bow and
namaste. | couldn’t speak. Papaji put his hand on my cheek, and laughecl

the light and warm laugh of aloved one, a loving one, a Papa.
PaPa LLion Roars

In the clags that followed my cha”enge of Papaji) | felt ashamecl, and |
felt free. In time, | wondered about my act of defiance. It was true | wouldn’t
be the same kind of Master as Poonjaji. | didr’t like the legcrclemain that
seemed to accompany the manner of teaching used bg many masters. The
truth is not in dominating the student or in the submission of student to
master. At the same time, | was astounded }39 his masterg. He was a Hood-
gate of the acceptance and embrace of all that's within Being. His wisdom
was bri”iantj succinct, Powemcul, simple, and clear. He told the truth. His
mastery took no advantage over others. He gave of himselﬂ hour upon
hour, without demand. He refused the traPPings common to many other
masters. He took no money, and he elicited no obedience.

And 9et, at eightg years old, he was a follower of the traditions of
India. He was a teacher in the ancient Practice of the guru. He wasn’t
weightecl with the pomp and circumstance, the ashram and the Fo”owing, of

other masters, but his mastery was not the same as | imagined it might be. In
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the moment when he seemed to act out a clcception,  said no. Magbc, it was
a harmless deception, but I said no. It was true, as he said, that in the hcart,
the words were written !35 anonymous. Pcrhaps there was no cleception.
When | gave him the writing, in the morning, next to his van, magbc he gave it
to someone else who put it on his bcd, without my name on it.

None of this matters. He read my words, and | claimed to be their
author. | imaginccl mgsch a master. “Do you think you can do mgjob better
than | can?” the Master said. “I can onlg Point to the same moon,” | said.
There’s no rivalrg, no succession, no dominance, no submission, except, in
the moment of meeting, Poonjaji roared, and | bowed before him. I tried to
judge this one thing that he did. 1 loved and accePtccl his mastery, except in
this one instance. And even thcn, there was Fina”g acceptance.

“Listen to this,” the Master said, “This is what | am trying to say.” He
read my words. Then, for a brief moment, I roared, in the presence of the

Papa Lion. “Not now, my son,” he said, and | bowed to his mastery.
Nothing Is Written

How can | spcak from the source? How can [, as a writer, write from
the source? If you are rcading this, 5ou’rc the I of this book. I am the
author. | say you are the rcaclcr) but as you rcad, gou’re not a you, gou’rc
an 1. This book becomes the book of the I who reads it. I is the reader. I is
the author of all that comes within the awareness of 1. During the writing of
this book, Papaji was no longcr in his bodg. The title of Papaji’s last book
was “Nothing Ever Happcncd.” Evcrgthingthat is, is in this moment.

After leaving sat-sang, Surgo and 1 left Luclmow, we took the train to
Gorakhpur, and we rented ajccp for the ride through the mountains to
Katmandu. There were six passengers and two drivers. We rode a

harrowing, tightropc highwag through the mountains on the brink of certain
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cleath, to the capital of Nepal. In the last week in Lucknow) | became
Frignteninglg il 1 lost tiﬁirtg Pounds in India. Back home in the States,
friends were concerned about my health. The illness seemed aPProPriate to
the awareness that gained its rigi'i‘ncui Piace. | am not the bodg, with or
without a toothache, with or without diarrhea.

The cha”enge laid down iog Papaji was, “No more barriers. From now
on, speak from the source.” He was the onlg one | witnessed who spoke
from the source. Even Papa_ji lapseci into seconciar9 sPeak, the ianguage of
human thougnt, the l/gou ianguage of subject/object. The language of
human tnought and human discourse doesn’t recognize that it’s from the
source. It recognizes that it can be about the source, and then it becomes
false. The first tiﬁoug]ﬁt, Papaji said, is .

| say, “As soon as | say I, begin to misrepresent mgselr.” Is there any
way for the truth to be the one speaking, so human discourse doesn’t lose
itself in separation and cieception? Is the illusion of human iclentitg, the
llusion that being human is being separate from the source, so intoxicating
that it can never be forsaken? Has the experience of this illusion been so
Fulici“ing that there’s no need to return to the truth?

Is Lion Heaven so Pieasing to us sheeP, we can’t admit that there’s no
distance between here and there? Can we shed our sneep skins and wake
up as lions? | see you, you lion in sheep’s clothing. We roar, together, the
language of who we are, wherever we are. All it ta|<es, for a lion to roar, is
for the lion to open its mouth and be what it is. SPeaking sneep language
for millions of years doesn’t make a lion into a lamb. Lions don’t need to
unlearn a language. A ianguage that doesn’t admit the truth has filled our
mouths. The clearing of the throat is to breathe the deepes’c breath of
one’s life.

The way to see with lion eyes is to see with the eyes of the true self.

Ti"ICSC ShCCP CgCS are Ol'llg FOSC~COIOFCC1 giasses. | see 9OU) tth’C, bei‘unci
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your glasses. You are not sheepish, you are leonine. Nothinggou can do or
say can change the truth of who you are. You are thc author of this book.
You are the master of sat~sang. You are the source of this being here. Be

as gOU are. T}“ICFC)S nothingl can ClO ‘FOF 9OU. GOOC”DHC.
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