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Conversations with Swami Viswanathan

Thistranscribed conver sation between Arunachal a Bhakta Bhagawat and Svami Viswanathan
was recorded while on a giripadakshina in August of 1973.

B: Bhagavan'steachingisso direct and yet sosimple.

S: Bhagavan has emphasized that it is the natural
state of our being. Somehow we have forgotten it —our
own reality — and we have to remember it by vichara
(enquiry), by devotion.

One gets that experience of samadhi after many
years, after awholelife of sadhana. So, | am trandating
that part of Talks with S'i Ramana Maharshi in which
Bhagavan says, “You are always in samadhi.” Even
when we are interested in doing work, we are only in
samadhi. By samadhi | mean the Self. Samadhi and the
experience of the Self are not different. It isthere asthe
background. Whether we know it or not, whether we
recognizeit or not, it isthere.

B: Yes, they say that it takesalifetime of practiceto
experience samadhi.

S: What are known as vasanas is the inclination of
the mind towards objects. The extroverted mind is so
strong that it takes along time to correct it and bring it
back into the heart. This is not the achievement of
anything new, but the stilling of the mind by
practice....by japa, by bhakti, by nama sankirtanam, or
by meditation or vichara: the object isto still the mind.
Bhagavan has quoted thisfrom the Bible also: “Bestill,
and know that | am God.”

One of the works that Bhagavan has translated is
the “ Devikalottaram” . It says: ‘tadeva janma
saaphalyam’. That is the achievement of life’'s tapas

(Jjanma saaphalyam) and that is true learning
(paandityam idameva hi. caladvaayusamam cittam
nishcalam ghriyatehi yat). It is the art of making the
mind still. The mind is aways wavering. Difficultitis
tomakeit still. That isthe greatest thing of all, and that
Isthe achievement of alife of tapas. Because when the
mind is made still, one gets in tune with the infinite
Self within. There is nothing beyond it.*

He (Bhagavan) would say to the devotees, don’'t
worry that by your herculean efforts you are going to
get something inthedistant future. Itisaready achieved.
It is there with you. Only on account of the fickleness
of the mind it is not experienced. So, by some method
or other that appealsto you, try to make your mind still
without worrying about it, becauseit isalready achieved,
It is not new.

Heisthe true guru who at once removesthe anxiety
of the devotee that comesto him. He does not advise a
long course of sadhanathat after so many yearsyou will
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tadevajanma sélphal;garh pandityamidamevahi|
caladvayusamarh cittar niscalarghriyatehi yat!|

“When one adopts the practice (sadhana) by means of which
one’'s mind, which is restless like the wind, is made still
perpetually, then the purpose of taking birth asahuman beingis
fulfilled. That is also the mark of atrue scholar.”
—Devikalottaram, verse 37
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achieve something. Immediately as soon as one goes
to him, one experiences the great calmness of
Bhagavan. It is so powerful that everyone
automatically has to be still in this presence. And
anyone who visits Bhagavan feels like coming again
and againto him. That’swhat Paul Brunton also wrote
in hisfirst book (A Search in Secret India). Brunton
was puzzled when Bhagavan did not turn towardshim
at all. He asked him to sit, then heremained asusual —
looking at nothing, looking at the window at the other
end. “Hedidn’t seem to be conscious of my existence
of even (being) there...Then after a few minutes, as
my mind began to get calmer and calmer, | felt asif a
steady river of peace was flowing near me...the
fragrance of aforest flower was being wafted...then
my thought-tortured brain found real rest for the first
timein my life,” wrote Brunton.

S. [Commenting while walking] This place is
called DurvaasaAshrama. This Rishi isreputed to be
the angry sage who cursed Sakuntal a, in the drama of
Kalidasa. She waslost in the thought of the husband
who had forgotten her. Thismuni passed that way and
hefelt that she did not notice his presence or give him
due respect, and then cursed her.

All the individual sages have got their own
individual traits. They are beyond the gunas, the three
gunas, yet they have got their own peculiarities. Their
anger only purifies. | have seen Bhagavan in anger
sometimes (Swami laughs). The moment he getsangry
therewould bean darm sent out everywhere. Everybody
would be on the dert. But the next moment Bhagavan
would belaughing (everyonelaughs). It wasall feigned.

Also, this sage Durvaasa is reputed to be a great
devotee of the Mother. So, | wroteaverseonhim. Itis
called “Krodha Bhaktaara’. Bhaktaara means
‘Jnanam’. It isapplicableto great kingsaswell asgreat
sages. | found an image of this sage when | went to
Kanchipuram, the (abode) of the Mother Kamakshi,
and | felt likewriting averseon him. | wrotelikethis:

sri matre charanaam bhavaja vilaasa ullaasa
harshitam, krodhabhaktaarakam vande bhaga-
vantam taponiddhim.

He is reputed as the angry sage but he is so
immersed in the bliss of the Mother that he would not
injure (anyone).

Swami Viswanathan and Arunachala Bhakta Bhagawat

sri matre charanaam bhavaja vilaasa ullaasa
harshitam. The play of the Mother is happy; taking
part initisblissful. And he is taponiddhi (atreasure
of austerity), Bhagavan. He is known as krodha
bhaktaara.

B. What wasthe experience of people approaching
Bhagavan's presence?

S. It is but natural for anybody approaching it,
when thereis some powerful influence, to be affected
by it, to be influenced by it — it is but natural and
simple. Bhagavan was the Self incarnate and full of
that experience. He was the Spirit, the Atman. He
outwardly appeared as an individual, but he was the
Universal Self. That experience was so powerful in
him that anybody who has sat near him was enabled
to get it (the experience). Just as you feel light and
heat in the presence of the sun, in the same way there
was the experience. Look how natural it is that his
experience, his mere presence is a blessing for the
whole universe.

That’swhat Vinoba Bhave wrote when Bhagavan
passed away. He got the news on hiswalking tour. He
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said that just now | have gotten the information that
Ramana Maharshi has obtained brahmanirvana. “He
did not give up the body now, but did that long, long
ago when he realized the Self in his seventeenth year
and discarded the body. Since therewas no difference
for him between life and death (of the body), he gave
up the body.” And while thinking of Bhagavan he
continued walking. People nearby asked him, “What
good did Ramana Maharshi do to the world?’

“It was only he who helped the whole world. He
was not confined to his own petty interests, but his
interest was universal. What good did he do for the
world? What am | to say to you?’

Ramana Maharshi’s experience was such an
exalted one that he had not to do anything with his
mind or senses or his body. His mere presence was
bliss. Just asthe sun’s presence gives uslight and hest.

— To be continued

Sadhu Arunachala (Major A. W. Chadwick)

Louis Buss from England has been inspired to do extensive research and writing on the life of Alan
Wentworth Chadwick, hisfamily members and the historical influences that guided the course of their
lives. In Louis’ manuscript Chadwick’s life's journey is also neatly woven together with the life and
teachings of the Sage of Arunachala, S'i Ramana Mahar shi. Below isa short excer pt from Chapter 36,

“Marooned” .

The Meditation Belt

But the most glorious symbol of Chadwick’s
captivity here was his famous meditation belt. Once
he'd realised that the natives found the sight of him
sitting on achair inthe Old Hall singularly offensive,
the most pressing problem this spiritual Crusoe faced
was making himself comfortable at his guru’s feet.
After all, that wasthe only reason hewason thisdesert
isle in the first place. He was undergoing all this
isolation and difficulty just so that he could sit in the
presence of Bhagavan. In the absence of chairs, the
whol e enterprise became pointlessif hecouldn’t sit on
thefloor.

The answer was astrip of canvas some six or eight
inchesacrosswhosetwo ends could befastened together
with apair of large catches. Like most of uswho can't
sit cross-legged, Chadwick generaly attempted to make
himself comfortable in that position by clutching his
knees. This, of course, provided only the most
precarious and temporary of solutions, which might just
about be sustained for the time required to take a
photograph, but was not really conducive to long
meditation sessions. The canvasbelt solved the problem
by clutching Chadwick’slegsfor him, thusleaving him
free to relax his arms. Once he had wrapped the belt
around his back and fastened it in front of hislegs, all
he had to do was rest against awall, and he would be
ableto sit there quite happily for hours.

Comfortable though it may have been, the belt did
look rather odd. The tall Westerner in his white
pajamas was already conspicuous enough in the Old
Hall, but that contraption made him little short of
freakish. One day as everyone was getting up to go
for lunch, Bhagavan caught Chadwick’seye. Realising
that he wanted to say something, Chadwick
approached the couch. It appeared that some
schoolboys, noticing his predicament, had gone up to
Bhagavan and said in Tamil:

‘What has he donewrong?Why haveyoutied him
up like that?

If Bhagavan found thisso hilarious, it was perhaps
partly because he understood the symbolism of that
belt. Like all of us, Chadwick could only become
liberated by allowing himself to be tied up. Only
imprisonment could set him free. The ultimate victory
can be won only by surrender, just as only death can
secureimmortality. And in away, the schoolboyswere
absolutely right: it really was Ramana M aharshi who
had tied Chadwick up in that belt and kept him
marooned here. His freedom to leave whenever he
chose was purely theoretical. In practice, his
predicament was worse than Robinson Crusoe's had
ever been. At least Crusoe had awoken each day to
the hope that a ship might appear to take him home.
No ship could ever comefor Chadwick, for thiswasa
magic isle, where the chains of enchantment were
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forged by the castaway himself. The most hopeless
prisoner of al is the one who conspires in his own
captivity. A determined convict canfile away the bars,
loosen the bricks of the cell or dig a tunnel with a
teaspoon. As long as the will to escape remains,
anything is possible. But from the moment Chadwick
set eyes on Ramana Maharshi, he was lost.

That meditation belt wasthe perfect symbol of the
magic circle in which he found himself trapped.
Although he appeared to wrap himself up in it and
fasten the catches with is own hands, his actionswere
no longer his own. Those schoolboys were closer to
the truth than they could have known, for Bhagavan
had not tied Chadwick up only in asymbolic sense. It
later turned out that Ramana had g
made that restraining belt with his
own hands, given it to Chadwick as
agift, and then sworn himto secrecy.
Theadoration heinspired meant that
Ramana had to be very careful. If
he wrote a line for someone in a
book, he would find himself
besieged by requeststo do the same
thing again, and the Old Hall would
soon have resembled a bookshop
where afamous author was signing
copies. If Ramana had taken it into
his head to go on an expedition somewhere, the entire
ashram would have trooped behind him. In short,
nobody was more hopelessly marooned on this little
island than Prospero (Bhagavan) himself.

That waswhy he swore Chadwick to secrecy when
he presented him with hisbelt. If news of thisgot out,
everyone would want one, and before you knew it the
ashram bookstall would be marketing the famous
Ramana Maharshi Meditation Belt. It is a measure of
how solemnly Chadwick treated his Master’s
commands that he kept this secret for so many years.

Even when he came to write his Reminiscences,
he didn’'t let anything slip. But eventually, in a
conversation with Sri Ganesan, he revealed who had
really made the belt.

‘Why didn’t you put that in your book? said
Ganesan. ‘You could at least have given us aclue!’

‘But | did give you aclugl’ sad Chadwick. ‘Read it
agan!’

So here iswhat A Sadhu’s Reminiscences has to
say on the subject of the famous belt:

‘| had then, and still have, considerable difficulty
in sitting on the floor for any length of time in spite
of yearsof practice. Afterwards| devised ameditation
belt of cotton cloth which I brought round from the
back across my raised knees and with this support
could sit comfortably for long periods. Such beltsare
regularly used by Yogis, though strange asit may seem
| had noideaof thiswhen | devised my own. Bhagavan
told methat hisfather had had one but had not used it
in public.’

If thisis Chadwick’sidea of aclue, it makes one
wonder how many other secrets his Reminiscences
may hold. You could certainly read the
book any number of times without
beginning for amoment to suspect what
had actually happened. But it seemsthat
as aboy Ramana had noticed hisfather
using such a belt. Years later, realising
Chadwick’s determination to sit in his
presence and the difficulties he had in
doing so, he had recreated the belt and
presented it to him. Chadwick’s secrecy
about thisafter so many yearsdoesseem
rather excessive. Perhaps he kept quiet
not so much out of alingering reluctance
to break a promise to Bhagavan, no matter how
redundant it had become, asfrom areluctanceto blow
hisown trumpet. For the meditation belt wasyet more
evidence of the special careand attention lavished on
this particular castaway by the Enchanter of the Isle.

It was also the nearest Ramana could come to
blowing his own trumpet, an implicit confirmation
that his own silent presence was the ultimate
meditation aid. In his presence, people made
extraordinarily rapid progress. All they had to do was
sit there. When asked how best to make use of this
opportunity, the Maharshi replied:

Keep your mind still. That isenough. Youwill get
spiritual help sitting in this hall if you keep yourself
still. Theaimof all practicesisto giveup all practices.
When the mind becomes till, the power of the Salf
will be experienced. The waves of the Self are
pervading everywhere. If the mind is in peace, one
begins to experience them.
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Settling into the Ashram
By Paul Brunton

HE ENSUING weeks absorb me into a strange,

unwonted life. My daysare spent in the hall of the
Maharshi, where | slowly pick up the unrelated
fragments of his wisdom and the faint clues to the
answer | seek; my nights continue as heretofore in
torturing sleeplessness, with my body stretched out on
a blanket laid on the hard earthen floor of a hastily-
built hut.

Thishumbl e abode stands about three hundred feet
away from the hermitage. Itsthick wallsare composed
of thinly-plastered earth, but theroof issolidly tiled to
withstand the monsoon rains. The ground around it is
virgin bush, somewhat thickly overgrown, being in fact
the fringe of the jungle which stretches away to the
west. The rugged landscape reveals Nature in all her
own wild uncultivated grandeur. Cactus hedges are
scattered numerously and irregularly around, the spines
of these prickly plants looking like coarse needles.
Beyond them the jungle drops a curtain of scrub bush
and stunted trees upon the land. To the north rises the
gaunt figure of the mountain, amass of metallic-tinted
rocks and brown soil. To the south lies a long pool,
whose placid water has attracted me to the spot, and
whose banks are bordered with clumps of treesholding
families of grey and brown monkeys.

Each day is a duplicate of the one before. | rise
early in the morning and watch the jungle dawn turn
from grey to green and then to gold. Next comes a
plunge into the water and a swift swim up and down
the pool, making as much noise as| possibly can so as
to scare away lurking snakes. Then, dressing, shaving,
and the only luxury | can secure in this place - three
cups of deliciously refreshing tea.

“Master, the pot of tea-water isready,” saysRaj00,
my hired boy. From an initial total ignorance of the
Englishlanguage, he hasacquired that much, and more,
under my occasional tuition. Asaservant heisagem,
for he will scour up and down the little township with
optimistic determination in quest of the strange articles
and foods for which his Western employer
speculatively sends him, or he will hover outside the

Maharshi’s hall in discreet silence during meditation
hours, should he happen to come along for orders at
such times. But asacook heisunableto comprehend
Western taste, which seemsaqueer distorted thing to
him. After afew painful experiments, | myself take
charge of the more serious culinary arrangements,
reducing my labour by reducing my solid mealsto a
single one each day. Tea, taken thrice daily, becomes
both my solitary earthly joy and the mainstay of my
energy. Rg oo standsin the sunshine and watcheswith
wonderment my addiction to the glorious brown brew.
Hisbody shinesinthe hard yellow light like polished
ebony, for he is a true son of the black Dravidians,
the primal inhabitants of India.

After breakfast comes my quiet lazy stroll to the
hermitage, a halt for a couple of minutes beside the
sweet rose bushes in the compound garden, whichis
fenced in by bamboo posts, or a rest under the
drooping fronds of palm treeswhose heads are heavy
with coconuts. It is abeautiful experience to wander
around the hermitage garden before the sun haswaxed
in power and to see and smell the variegated flowers.

Andthen | enter thehall, bow beforethe Maharshi
and quietly sit down, folded legs. | may read or write
for a while, or engage in conversation with one or
two of the other men, or tackle the Maharshi on some
point, or plunge into meditation for an hour along the
lineswhich the Sage hasindicated, although evening
usually constitutes the time specially assigned to
meditationinthehall. But whatever | am doing | never
fail to become gradually aware of the mysterious
atmosphere of the place, of the benign radiations
which steadily percolate into my brain. | enjoy an
ineffable tranquillity merely by sitting for awhilein
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Brunton’s cottage in Palakotu
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the neighbourhood of the Maharshi. By careful
observation and frequent analysis | arrive in time at
the compl ete certitude that reciprocal inter-influence
arises whenever our presences neighbour each other.
Thething ismost subtle. But it is quite unmistakable.

At eleven | return to the hut for the midday meal
and a rest and then go back to the hall to repeat my
programme of the morning. | vary my meditationsand
conversations sometimes by roaming the countryside
or descending on the little township to make further
explorations of the colossal temple.

From time to time the Maharshi unexpectedly
visits me at the hut after finishing his own lunch. |
seize the opportunity to plague him with further
guestions, which he patiently answers in terse
epigrammatic phrases, clipped so short as rarely to
constitute complete sentences. But once, when |
propound some fresh problem, he makes no answer.
Instead, he gazes out towardsthe jungle-covered hills
which stretch to the horizon and remains motionless.
Many minutes pass but still his eyes are fixed, his
presenceremote. | am quite unableto discern whether
his attention is being given to someinvisible psychic
being in the distance or whether it is being turned on
someinward preoccupation. At first | wonder whether
he has heard me, but in the tense silence which ensues,
and which | feel unable or unwilling to break, aforce
greater than my rationalistic mind commencesto awe
me until it ends by overwhelming me.

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

For almost half-an-hour the Maharshi’s eyes
continue to stare straight in front of him in a fixed,
unmoving gaze. He appearsto have forgotten me, but
| am perfectly awarethat the sublimerealization which
has suddenly fallen upon me is nothing else than a
spreading ripple of telepathic radiation from this
mysterious and imperturbable man.

On another visit he finds mein pessimistic mood.
He tells me of the glorious goa which waits for the
man who takes to the way he has shown.

“But, Maharshi, thispathisfull of difficultiesand
| am so conscious of my own weakness,” | plead.

“That is the surest way to handicap oneself,” he
answers unmoved, “thisburdening of one’smind with
the fear of failure and the thought of one’sfailings.”

“Yetif itistrue- 7" | persist.

“It is not true. The greatest error of a man is to
think that he isweak by nature, evil by nature. Every
man is divine and strong in his real nature. What are
weak and evil are his habits, hisdesires and thoughts,
but not himself.”

His words come as an invigorating tonic. They
refresh and inspire me. From another man’slips, from
some lesser and feebler soul, | would refuse to accept
them at such worth and would persist in refuting them.
But aninward monitor assures methat the Sage speaks
out of the depth of a great and authentic spiritual
experience, and not as some theorising philosopher
mounted on the thin stilts of speculation.

Another time, when we are discussing the West, |
make the retort:

“It is easy for you to attain and keep spiritual
serenity in thisjungle retreat, where there is nothing
to disturb or distract you.”

“When the goad is reached, when you know the
Knower, there is no difference between living in a
housein London and living inthe solitude of ajungle,”
comes the calm rejoinder.

And once, | criticise the Indians for their neglect
of material development. To my surprisethe Maharshi
frankly admits the accusation.

“It istrue. We are a backward race. But we are a
people with few wants. Our society needsimproving,
but we are contented with much fewer thingsthan your
people. So to be backward is not to mean that we are
less happy.”

How hasthe Maharshi arrived at the strange power
and stranger outlook which he possesses? Bit by bit,
from his own reluctant lips and from those of his
disciples, | peace together a fragmentary pattern of
hislife story.

— From The Maharshi and His Message
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Calling Ramana

N ONE occasion, probably in 1939, Sri P. M. N.

Swamy, a staunch devotee of Bhagavan and
Secretary of Sri Ramana Satchidananda Mandali,
Matunga, went to the Ashram at Tiruvannamalai to have
darsan of Bhagavan and stayed for the day with hiswife
and nine-month old child, Ramanan. They had their
breakfast in the common dining hall inthe morning after
finishing which they went to wash their hands at the tap
outside, leaving the child in the hall itself. By the time
Sri Swamy and his wife returned to the hall, the child
Ramana had crawled away somewhere and could not
be seen in the hall. The perturbed father called out to

the child as ‘Ramana, Ramana . Bhagavan, who was
then passing on his way to the Meditation Hall,
immediately responded to the call and the child also
was found near the well in the Ashram compound. The
response from Bhagavan naturally created a puzzle in
Sri P M. N. Swamy’s mind because he thought that the
call ‘Ramana, Ramana’ intended for hischild might have
been wrongly interpreted by Bhagavan. But Bhagavan
was quick to read Sri Swamy’smind and told him “Why
did you feel puzzled when | responded to the call? Is
there any difference between this Ramana (meaning
himself) and that Ramana (meaning the child)?’

— The Call Divine, June 1960

-

Ramana Satsangs

Regular satsangs with recitations, songs, readings and meditation are conducted in or near large cities. Some of them
are weekly. If you would like to attend any of these, please contact the individuals below for more information.

Atlanta Area — Mangalam Kalyanam (678-546-0378 / smoothcutter@hotmail.com)

Ann Arbor, Ml — Nirupama & Ramesh (574-514-4766 / neeru_2@hotmail.com)
Birmingham, AL — Sai Kand (205-441-6859 / kandsai@yahoo.com)

Boston, MA — David & Anna (617-928-1487 / annaklegon@gmail.com)

Chicago Area — Jean-Luc & Rita (719-480-3530 / blueskyvalley@mac.com)

Connecticut Area — Aruna & Ram (860-284-0078 / rsankaran2000@yahoo.com)

Chapel Hill, NC — Ranjani Ramanan (919-338-2551 / ranjanil@yahoo.com)

Dublin,Ohio — Abilash & Madhavi (614-789-9058 / mungamuru@hotmail.com)

Ft. Lauderdale Area — David & Janet Rubinson (954-755-4758 / arunahill@gmail.com)
Houston, TX — Kumar Saran (832-435-3761 / saranOl@earthlink.net)

Los Angeles, CA — Natarajan & Indira Venkatesan (310-473-9441 / nvenky30@yahoo.com)
New Jersey, Pennington — Nandini (609-730-8447 / nandinikapadia@yahoo.com)

Ottawa, Canada — Anantha Padmanabhan (613-733-8250 / padmanabhan_ananth@hotmail.com)
Puerto Rico — Rosa & Scott Mathewson (787-531-5295 / rosilinm@hotmail.com)

San Francisco Area — Karthik & Sunita (510-656-2752 / sunita_parasuraman@yahoo.com)
San Francisco Area — Subadra & TKS (925-373-6909 / subadra2001@yahoo.com)

Tampa, Florida — Rohit ((813-632-7843 / rohitkvaidya@yahoo.com)

Toronto, Canada — Thiru (416-876-1942 / thirusivasamy@hotmail.com)

Vancouver, Canada — Akash (778-321-4499 / eternalshiva@hotmail.com)

\ Washington, D.C. Area — Uma & Santosh (301-528 -5526 / uma_santosh@hotmail.com)
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