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Maud A. Piggott
Part 111

We conclude the story of Maud A. Piggott, an English woman who traveled to India several times but
ultimately settled down in Hollywood, California where she passed away on August 19th, 1974 at age
eighty-seven. She was the first Western woman to visit the Mahar shi and, by the grace of the Master, had

a profound experience in His presence.

FTER abrief vistto §i Ramanasramaminthe
A beginning of January 1935, Maude Piggott

returned toward the end of the same month for
alonger stay. Inher Mountain Path article shewritesabout
her lifein Tiruvannamalai:

“Fromthat time onwards, started aroutinethat wasto
bethe samefor many weeks. Therickety cart would turn
up at six inthemorning. It took me up to the Ashram and
cameback again at seven-thirty intheeveningfor thereturn
journey. | soon acquired a technique of balance that
promised safety if not comfort and thedrivelost most of its
original precariousness. However it was never peaceful
owingtothesmal insect lifeinhabiting thestraw onwhich |l
had to crouch.

“Up at theAshram | wasgivenasmall hut, seven feet
by seven, for my use during theday. Init wasawooden
plank, achair and atable onwhich wereabasin, towe and
soap. Not luxurious, but thethought and carewithwhichit
had been provided touched me more than | can say.
However, being a European, my bones were not
accustomed to wood unrelieved by a mattress, and the
midday rest taken after the noon meal was hardly one so
far as| wasconcerned.

“Thereweretwo chief medls, oneat deven-thirty inthe
morning and the other around eight inthe evening. | ate

with the othersat the morning one. Thefood wasmore or
lessthe sameat both—rice, with an assortment of vegetables
and milk curd. Everybody sat on the floor in front of an
individud strip of bananaleaf.”

The question of food, especially the strict vegetarian
meals that were served in the Ashram and the diet
prescribed conducive for the sadhaka by the Maharshi
himself was something a Westerner would necessarily
guestion. And Maud Piggott, along with her new-found
American friend, Mr. Evans-Wentz, sought decisive
clarification fromthe Master on thispractice.

Entered in Talks with Sri Ramana Maharshi on the
31 of January, 1935 is the following dialogue:

22. Mrs. Piggott returned from Madras for a further
visit. She asked questionsrelating to diet regulation.

D.: What diet is prescribed for a sadhak (one who is

engaged in spiritual practices)?

M.: Satvic food in limited quantities.

D.: What is satvic food?

M.: Bread, fruits, vegetables, milk, etc.

D.: Some people take fish in North India. May it be

done?

No answer was made by the Maharshi.

D.: We Europeans are accustomed to aparticul ar diet;

change of diet affects health and weakens the mind.
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Isit not necessary to keep up physical health?

M.: Quite necessary. The weaker the body the
stronger the mind grows.

D.: Intheabsence of our usual diet our health suffers
and the mind loses strength.

M.: What do you mean by strength of mind?

D.: The power to eliminate worldly attachment.
M.: The quality of food influences the mind. The
mind feeds on the food consumed.

D.: Really! How can the Europeans adjust
themselves to satvic food only?

M.: (Pointing to Mr. Evans-Wentz) You have been
taking our food. Do you feel uncomfortable on that
account?

Mr. Evans-Wentz: No. Because | am accustomed
toit.

D.: What about those not so accustomed?

M.: Habit is only adjustment to the environment. It
is the mind that matters. The fact is that the mind
has been trained to think certain foodstasty and good.
Thefood material isto be had both in vegetarian and
non-vegetarian diet equally well. But themind desires
suchfood asit isaccustomed to and considerstasty.
D.: Are there restrictions for the realised man in a
similar manner?

M.: No. Heis steady and not influenced by the food
he takes.

D.: Isit not killing life to prepare meat diet?

M.: Ahimsa standsforemost in the code of discipline
for theyogis.

D.: Even plants have life.

M.: So too the slabs you sit on!

D.: May we gradually get ourselves accustomed to
vegetarian food?

M.: Yes. That is the way.

Andto clarify the matter thoroughly, she continued
on the same subject a few dayslater on 4th February,
1935:

24. Mrs. Piggott: Why do you takemilk, but not eggs?
M.: The domesticated cows yield more milk than
necessary for their calvesand they find it apleasure
to berelieved of the milk.

D.: But the hen cannot contain the eggs?

M.: But there are potential livesin them.

Maud Piggott in her Mountain Path article summed
up the previous recorded conver sation as follows:

“My companion [Mr. Evans-Wentz] next wanted a

ruling on thevexed question of vegetarianism. Everyone
had something to say about that. Theoutcomeboiled down
tothis

“Food affectsthemind. Certain kindsmakeit more
sattvic—alive, vibrant. For the practice of any kind of
yoga, vegetarianismisabsol utely necessary. But on my
askingif onecould experiencespiritud illuminaionwhilst
normally eating fleshfoods, theanswer was'yes , qudified
by theinjunctiontoleavethem off and gradua ly accustom
the body to the purer types of food. ‘But in any case,’
went on the Maharshi, ‘once you have attained
[Humination, itwill makelittledifferencewhat you edt. Itis
the early stagesthat areimportant. Onagreat fireitis
immaterial what fuel isheaped.’

“ Another problem discussed wasthat of thedifferent
kindsof Yoga, and the benefit of variousmethods.

“TheMaharshi said that intheend therewasonly one
approachtothegoal, and that wasthrough theredlization
of what the Sdlf is. Why wastetime on other roadswhich
at best will only lead to thefinal path? Better be on that
pathitself al thetime, and loose no precious moments.
Meditate on the Self, on that alone. Thereis no other
god. TheMaharshi’sphilosophy and teachingisthe purest
Advaita—non-duaistic—aswill beseeninatak | shortly
hadwithhim.”

Theaboveisbut avery brief summary of anextensve,
enlightening conver sation Mr. Evans-Wentzhad with the
Maharshi that isrecorded in Talks. The questions have
particular pertinence to Western seekers and yoga
practices.

Maud Piggott continuesin her Mountain Path story:

“Asthe days passed, | saw more and more clearly
that thiswasno theoretical philosophy. Hehimsdlf livedit
continuoudly andjoyoudly. Hewasone of thefew | have
met who were not only happy but untroubled. Not that
the sorrows of the world left him untouched - on the
contrary - but heknew wherethey belonged and was not
identified with them. To any sufferer hiscompassionwas
unlimited.

“Daily, everyonegathered inthe hall. M ost people
were quiet and taken up with their own thoughts. But
sometimes there were visitors, travelling monks or
devoteeswho camefor the Maharshi’ sblessing, and they
would sing sacred songsand tell allegorical tales.

“Oneday amanrushedinand flung himsdlf facedown
before the Maharshi in aparoxysm of weeping. Great
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sobstore hisbody. The Maharshi said nothing, and no
oneelsedared. | watched the Maharshi. Hishead was
turned aside, and he seemed indifferent. After somelittle
time, theviolenceof theman’sgrief subsded and gradudly
hebecamequiet. Still no one spoke. Then at last, rever-
ently the man rose and made a deep salutation. The
Maharshi turned his head and smiled upon him. | felt
suddenly asif all the flowers of the world had poured
their fragranceinto our midst.

“ Another time apoor creature that had been bitten
by asnakewasbrought inand laid beforethe Holy Man.
Weall watched, fear gripping our hearts. Not so he, who
sat lookingintothefar distance, whilethevictimwrithed
inpain. Cdmand compassonwasinthat look andinfinite
peace. After what seemed like hours, thetwitching ceased
and the man appeared to sleep. Then the one who had
brought in the sufferer gently touched him. Themanrose,
prostrated himsdlf beforethe M aharshi and went out cured.

“But thiswasunusua . TheMaharshi did not hedl, in
the accepted term of theword. Talking about it oneday,
| asked himif onecould use spiritual power for healing.
Heremarked, ‘ Yes, if youthink it worthwhile,” but added
that it required agreat ded of force, which might beused
moreprofitably in other directions.

“1 wastold that the Maharshi had hisfinger onthe
pulseof thewholeAshram. For ingance, wheninthehall,
hewas supposed to know what was going on eveninthe
kitchen—and incidentally | was surprised tofind that he
himself asssted inthecutting up of vegetablesfor thedaily
medl. | wasa sotold that he knowswhat ispassinginthe
mindsof people. Of thislatter ability, | hadasmal persond
experience.

“Itwasintheafternoon and | wasinthefar corner of
thehall reading thetrand ation of acollection of gphorisms
writtenin—to me—aflowery and artificia vein. | was
bored and dightly irritated. Suddenly oneof thedevotees
stood before mewith another book in hishand —all the
Ashram books were bound in brown paper and looked
exactly dike—and said, ‘ TheMaharshi asksmetogive
youthis Hethinksit will bemoresympatheticto your type
of mind.” It was. How could the Maharshi know what |
wasreading?| wassitting far away, with many peoplein
between us, blocking hislineof vison. But | had previoudy
noticed that many timeshewould answer aquestioninmy
mindwhilstitwasonly inthe processof being formulated.
Thishappened too often to beacoincidence.”

An insight into what Maud Piggott experienced
in the Ashram while sitting before the Mahar shi was
recorded in Talkson 4 February 1936:

D.: Thoughts cease suddenly, then ‘I-I" rises up as
suddenly and continues. Itisonly inthe feeling and
not in theintellect. Can it beright?

M.: It is certainly right. Thoughts must cease and
reason disappear for ‘I-I' to rise up and be felt.
Feeling isthe prime factor and not reason.

D.: Moreover it is not in the head but in the right
side of the chest.

M.: It ought to be so. Because the heart is there.
D.: When | see outside it disappears. What isto be
done?

M.: It must be held tight.

D.: If oneisactive with such remembrance, will the
actions be always right?

M.: They ought to be. However, such a person is
not concerned with theright or wrong of hisactions.
Such aperson’sactionsare God'sand therefore they
must beright.

D.: Why then therestrictionsof food given for such?
M.: Your present experience is due to the influence
of theatmosphereyou arein. Canyou haveit outside
thisatmosphere? The experienceis spasmodic. Until
it becomes permanent, practiceisnecessary. Restric-
tions of food are aids for such experience to be
repeated. After one gets established in truth the
restrictions drop away naturally. Moreover, food
influences the mind and it must be kept pure.
Thelady told adisciple later: “1 feel the vibrations
from him moreintensely and | am able to reach the
‘I" centre more readily than before.”

After more than thirty years, Maud Piggott’s
memory remainsvivid as she writes poignantly about
her final days and departure from the Ashram:

“Every experiencehastoend and thelast day of my vist
totheAshramarrived, andwithit agreat sadnessfilled my
heart. | must go back toworries, problemsandirritations.
Hered| waspeace. Hereit wascomparatively essy tolivein
themood of thespirit. Isthiswhy somany holy peopleretire
tosolitude, | wondered. Isit only inconditionssuch asthese
that thehidden veritiesemergefrom under the covering of
digtractions?Still, all of uscannot follow suchalife. Isthe
answer to liveintheworld, if we must, but not be of the
world? Therewasnothing new intheideg, yetinthisplacel
seemed tounderstand it for thefirst time,
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“That afternoon | had my farewell talk with the
Maharshi. He was so gentle and human. We discussed
thedifficultiesof everyday lifeand mundane problems. |
asked again about therelation of thebody tothe‘1’. He
gavethisamile,

““You came up from the bungalow thismorningina
cart. Yet you do not say, “Thecart cameup.” You say “I
cameup.” You did not make the mistake of identifying
yourself with the cart. In the sameway, look upon your
body asyou dothecart. Treat it well, andit will beagood
servant and instrument. But do not be deceived into
thinkingitis‘l’.” Heagain stressed the necessity to see
only theSdlf ineverything. * Act automatical ly, soto spesk,
andlet ‘It dothework. And‘It’ awayswill,” he added.
‘Do not look for results. Do what isright in the given
moment and leaveit behind you.””

“Attheend of our talk, he quoted that wonderful say-
ing from the Upanishad ‘ When to the man who under-

standsthe Self hasbecomeal things, what sorrow, what
troublecantherebe, tohimwho hasoncebehd d thisunity?

“Asl| went to say goodbyeintheeveningtheAshram
people clustered round in sympathy for my departure. |
felt | had made and wasleaving truefriends. They were
sosmpleand yet so genuine.

“Therewasaservicetaking placein the adjoining
templeand an old Sanskrit hymnwasbeing chanted. Just
as| steppedintothecart thetemplebd | rang. Thisbrought
asmileof happinesson everyone'sface. Apparently, to
hear atemplegong intheact of departureisawonderful
omen and brings peace.

“Asl left Tiruvannamala in the dawn of the next
morning, | caught alast glimpseof Arunachala, theHoly
Mountain, onwhichlivesoneasoneof thesaintsof earth.
Itwasred and glowingintherising sun.

“I wept.”

(Concluded)

The Razor’s Edge and Major A. W. Chadwick
By Louis Buss

‘I have never begun anovel with moremisgiving. If | call it anovel itisonly because | don’t know
what else to call it.” So Somerset Maugham opens The Razor’s Edge, which was to prove his most
successful book ever —quite something, given that he wasthen theworld’smost successful living writer.
If Maugham’s pen had brought him global fame and glittering wealth, it was partly because he had a

specia geniusfor reflecting the spirit of the times.

HE Razor'sEdgetold the story of ayoung First World

War veteran struggling to fit back into society and
make sense of all the horrors he had seen. Sure enough,
Maugham published it in 1944, when droves of young
men were about to return from the Second World War
and face exactly the same problems.

Whether thiswasahappy coincidenceor amarketing
masterstroke, it worked acharm. Exact figuresarehardto
comeby, but sdlesof The Razor’sEdgewent well intothe
millions. A big-budget Hollywood productiongtarring Tyrone
Power soon followed and became one of the year’s
blockbusters, with audiencesagain far into themillions.
PerhgosMaugham’spopular touch and hisknack for timing
wereall the book needed to secureitsrunaway success.
But The Razor 'sEdge had another selling-point which set
it apart from the other novel sto hit the shelvesthat year.
For, as Maugham’s ambiguous opening suggests, The
Razor's Edge was perhapsnot aproper novel at all.

Why doesthemost celebrated noveistintheworld
open hismost successful novel by wondering if he has
therighttocall itanovel at all? Thereason, asMaugham
soonreveds, isthat thisisnot actually awork of fiction:

‘I haveinvented nothing. To save embarrassment to
peopletill living | have given to the personswho play a
part inthisstory namesof my own contriving, and | have
in other waystaken painsto make surethat no one should
recognisethem.’

Sothey aredl redl... Inan ordinary novel, wewould
assumethey were merefigmentsof theauthor’slively
imagination, but thistimewecan besurethey aredl redl...
Elliot Templeton, the exquisitely snobbish art collector
who hashisinitiad smonogramed onto hispyjamas... His
niecelsabel, amaterialistic young woman faced with the
choicebetweenmoney andlove... Gray Maturin, theWall
Street broker she eventually endsup marrying... All of
themwerereal peoplewho, even asthosefirst readers
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were devouring The Razor’s Edge, werestill out there,
continuing with thestoriesof their liveswhere Somerset
Maugham had left them.

All of which meant that Larry Darrell himself, the
extraordinary hero of the novel, was also areal person.
That waswhat made Maugham’sinsistence that he had
invented nothing sowonderful, soexciting, solife-affirming
and joyous. For Larry isasort of modern saint, ashell-
shocked young veteran who after the First World War
tramps around Europe, doing odd jobsand searching for
themeaning of life, doggedly refusngtogiveup until hehas
made senseof ital. Intheend, Larry’squest takeshimto
India, where he spendstwo years studying and meditating
under theguidance of agreat guru called Sri Ganesha. At
theend of thosetwoyears, Larry findly recaivesthespiritud
illumination hehasbeen seeking Sncethewar. Hereturnsto
theWest asan enlightened being. There herenounceshis
amall privateincomeand resolvesto live out theremainder
of hislifeinobscurity and humility, driving ataxi round New
York, perhaps, or workingin agarage.

‘Heisnotfamous,” Maughamtellsusat thebeginning
of thebook. ‘It may bethat when hislifeat |ast comesto
anend hewill leave no moretrace of hissojournonthis
earththan astonethrowninto ariver leaveson the surface
of the water. Yet it may be that the way of life he has
chosenfor himself may have an ever-growing influence
over hisfellow men, sothat, long after hisdeath perhaps,
it may be realised that there lived in this age a very
remarkablecreature.’

How tantalisng—how intriguing and frustrating—for
thosefirst readers of The Razor’sEdge! Imaginereading
Maugham’swordsonthe New York subway onemorning
in 1945, then lowering thebook and looking at your fellow
passengers, wonderingif oneof them might bethedusive
Larry Darrell himself. No wonder Maugham received
sacksof fan-mail for Larry, along with requestsfor his
picture and his autograph. No wonder various literary
detectives set off onthe hunt for thereal Larry Darrell, a
fruitlessandincond usvequest which hascontinuedinsome
form or another down to the present day.

Thefirst candidatefor the‘red’ Larry wasthefamous
English novelist Christopher | sherwood. What madehim
seem alikely suspect at thetimewasthat hewasafriend
of Maugham’swho wasinterested in Hinduism, and even
had aguru of hisown. The historian Gerald Heard was
suggested asapossible Larry for similar reasons. Then,

many years after the appearance of The Razor’s Edge,
Maugham published an article entitled The Saint. This
gavean account of his1938visit to Sri Ramanasramam
and recorded hisimpressionsof RamanaMaharshi. His
descriptions of Ramana corresponded exactly, and
sometimesword-for-word, with the descriptionsof Sri
Ganesha, Larry’sguru in The Razor’s Edge. So from
now onit wasquiteobviousthat thegreat saint withwhom
thereal Larry had lived and meditated for two yearshad
been none other than Sri RamanaMaharshi.

Thisnaturally tended to undermine I sherwood and
Heard aspotentia candidates, since neither of them had
ever met Ramana, let a one spent two yearsastheonly
whiteresident of hisashram. I1dedlly, the'red’ Larry would
now need to be someone who was a devotee of the
Maharshi and who had a so known Somerset Maugham.
Thebest possibility for awhile seemed to beadevotee
caled Guy Hague. Like Larry, Haguewasan American.
LikeLarry, hehad worked inthemines, and likehim he
had dsolivedintheAshram for an extended period. The
only drawback wasthat, asit eventudly turned out, Hague
had never actudly met Somerset Maugham. It seemsthat
whenthegreat writer visited theAshram, Hague had not
yet arrived there himself, but wasstill on the boat from
Manila. Andif Maugham never met Hague, it wasrather
hard to see how he could have based acharacter on him.

There is one last candidate, perhaps the most
surprising and implausible of them all, and that is Paul
Brunton. It seemsthat Brunton oncetold hisson that he
had met Maugham at aparty ontheeve of thenovelist’'s
departurefor India. Brunton further claimed that hewas
the onewho had recommended Maugham should visit
the Maharshi. However, Brunton was never oneto let
thefactsget intheway of agood story, and thereisno
independent evidenceto back himup. And evenif heand
Maugham did meet asclaimed, it would still hardly prove
that Brunton then becamethe hero of Maugham'smost
successful novel ever.

So perhaps, inthe end, therewas no hero after all.
Perhapsthe search for the‘real’ Larry isso frustrating
and baffling precisely becausetherewasnored Larry to
beginwith. Perhaps, despite hisown protestationsto the
contrary, Maugham just made thewholething up. Surely
if there was a candidate who ticked all the boxes, we
would havefound him by now. We need someonewho
knew both Somerset Maugham and RamanaMaharshi.
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Ideally, he should havelived at Sri Ramanasramam for
twoyears, asLarry did beforereturning to theWest. What
else do we know about Larry that might allow us to
identify hisreal counterpart?Larry wastwice-wounded
during thewar. Though he managed to carry onfighting,
hehad torest on hisreturn home, anditisstrongly implied
that he was suffering from shell-shock. To add to the
traumaof ital, Larry’sbest friend waskilled during the
conflict. Once he hasgot himself back together, instead
of resuming hisplacein society and settling downto a
suitablecareer, our shell-shocked young man startsdrifting
around asasort of tramp, wandering from one menial
jobto the next as he reads philosophy and searchesfor
themeaning of life. Thisheisableto do because heis
lucky enough to have a small private income.
Unfortunately, Larry’srefusal to settledown to acareer
mekesit difficult for imto settledownwithawife Although
heisengagedtolsabd Bradley a thebeginning of thebook,
Larry’srefusal to get aproper job meansthat thiscan't
last. Oncethe engagement hasfallenthrough, Larry drifts
fromgirlfriendtogirlfriend ascasudly ashedriftsfromjob
tojob, dwaysmoving on, never settling down.

It should by now be clear what a remarkable and
unconventiona manLarry is, andthismakesthesearchfor
hisred counterpart al the morehope ess. For surely such
anunusua personwouldlegp straight out at us? Perhapsit
ishardly surprising that everyonetoday hasgivenupthe
search. Either Larry Darrell was a pure figment of the
author’s imagination, or he was a sort of composite
character, having bitsof Christopher Isherwood mixedin
with bits of Gerald Heard, perhaps even with adash of
Paul Brunton hereand thereto add atouch of colour. Yet
admitting that Larry wasapurefictiondl dlongissad and
strange. Sad because, even after al theseyears, it would
be so much morewonderful and romantic to believethat
Larry had been area person, quietly spreading abenign
influenceonthelivesof thosearound him, aliving beacon
of sanctity and hope... and strange because Maughamwas
famousfor putting real peoplein hisbooks. Not being a
particularly imaginativewriter, hetended just tolift his
charactersstraight fromredl life. So how did he suddenly
managetoinvent acharacter asextraordinary asLarry?
And, having invented him, why begin The Razor’'sEdge
by assuring usso explicitly that heisred ?

Thisleadsusonto another crucia pieceof evidence.
Asonemight expect of awriter who based hischaracters

onred people, Maugham for many yearskept anotebook
or journda. Here hewould record hisimpressions of the
people he met and the places he visited so that he could
later usethemin hisfictiond works. By theend of hislife,
Maugham hadfilled upmany volumeswiththesenotes. Sedly,
the original swere destroyed before hisdeath, but hedid
produceamuch-redacted versonfor publication. Surely if
Larry wasbased onared person, that personwould make
somesort of gopearanceinthenotebook Maughamused as
thebas sfor hisnovels. Therewould surely bean account of
hismeetingwiththered Larry and of theimpressonhehad
made... and how fascinating that would be!

After the publication of The Razor'sEdge, Maugham
gaveaninterview inwhich helet dipanother vaduableclue.
Thetheme of the veteran who dropsout of society onhis
returnfromwar wasonethat hadlonginteresed him. Indeed,
the pattern of The Razor’s Edge had been laid out years
beforein alost play caled The Road Uphill. And now
Maugham reveded that it was something that had happened
onhistriptoIndiain 1938 that had inspired himtorevisit
thisoldtheme. But why shouldavigttolIndia, of dl places,
have brought shell-shocked veteransback into Maugham's
head? Surdly it could only bebecausehehad met themodd
for Larry Darrell thereand come away with theideafor
TheRazor’sEdgedready germinatingin hismind.

Thereisan easy way to put dl thistothetest. Not only
hesMaughamleft uswithashortenedverd on of hisnotebooks
but he hasconveniently divided them up by country. All we
haveto dothereforeistoturntothesectionthat describeshis
vigtto Indiaand seeif herecords meeting anybody there
whomight beapossible candidatefor thered Larry.

Andwhoisthevery first person weencounter when
we do this? Who is the very first person Maugham
describesin thelndian section of hisnotebook, aperson,
moreover, to whom he devotesmore spacethanto anyone
elsehemet in the country, including Ramana M aharshi
himsdlf?1tissomebody referred to only by theenigmatic
codename of Magjor C.

Thefact that we havefollowed Maughamto India
seeking some connection with the First World War and
immediately run smack intoaMajor issurely no coin-
cidence. SowhowasthisMgor C?And might he perhaps
haveborneany resemblancetothedusveMr. Darrdl|?
Major C wasof course none other than our own Major
Alan Wentworth Chadwick, awell-known figureinthe
Adhramand RamanaM aharshi’smost prominent Western
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devotee. Evenfromtheevidence presented sofar, it should
be obviousthat Chadwick isaprime candidate for the
real Larry. Unlike any of the others in the frame, he
possessesthe uniquequdification of having beenadevotee
of Ramana Maharshi who actually met Somerset
Maugham — for it was none other than Major C who
welcomed Maugham to the Ashram in 1938. Unlike
Isherwood and Heard, Chadwick had actually foughtin

theFirst WorldWar, and thusshared inthegreat formative
traumaof Larry’slife. And, when Maugham met him,
Chadwick had beenlivingin Sri Ramanasramamfor two
years—theexact period of timeLarry wasto spend there.

But al that isjust the beginning. In 2011, | started
researching abook about Chadwick, and | soonuncovered
previoudy unknown factswhich convinced methat Mgor
Cwasindeedthered Larry Darrell.  (To becontinued)

Letters and Comments

brief story: | studied Zen passively for three

ecades, mostly in the context of martial arts.
Monthsago | heard the name * Ramana Maharshi’ and
felt drawn to learn about his teachings, simply based
upon hearing his name.When | read his teachings, a
profound understanding occurred, to say the
least. Sncethen, | have cometo learn moreabout Sri
Maharshi and Hinduism. | feel a compelling con-
nection to Arunachala but, moreimportantly, | feel a
sense of devotion to Ramana that my little self does
not quite understand. The best | can explain it isthat
hiswordswerelike a lighthouse that not only showed
me the way out of a storm, but also illuminated the
way home. | see a reference to ‘devotees on your
website. How does one become such a devotee in
current times, if it is even possible? Is there, or even
was there, initiation at Arunachala? Thank you so
much! —American Devotee

“How does one become such adevoteein current
times?’ Itisno different than in past times when the
Maharshi occupied abody and yet spread hisweb of
grace around the globe. Many have been caught in it
during hislifetimeand, by far, alarger number havebeen
caughtinit following hisMahaNirvanasixty-fiveyears
ago.

Those, likeyou, who have experienced acompelling
connection to Sri Ramana and Arunachala become
devoteesinvoluntarily, so to speak. They becomefasci-
nated by thesmplicity, thedirectnessand authenticity of
histeachings. They then become equally fascinated with
the beauty and graciousness of hispersondity.

And there are those who are caught in his web of
graceby serendipitoudy resting their eyeson animage of
him, aphoto perhaps, especialy theone attached to this

email. Or they may smply
hear hisname, likeyou. Then
they may fedl theimpact of
his most profound and
powerful teaching, his
silence, penetrating their
heart unexpectedly, imme-
diately trangportingthemto
arealm of peace and joy
never before experienced.

In thisand other ways e —
the Master chooses his disciples, his devotees. We do
not choose him. It is he who chooses us. And when he
does, our path to deliverance becomes clear and what
needsto be done we proceed to do under hiswatchful
eye and guidance. Devoteesfeel it now, just asbefore.
Now theworldisdowly saturated by agentle shower of
graceforming pools here and there where sincere souls
gather to quench their spiritual thirst and extinguishthe
flamesof worldly illuson.

One such place where the greatest influence of
ArunachalaRamanaisexperiencedisat hisabode, Sri
Ramanasramam, in Tiruvannamalai, Tamil Nadu, at the
foot of theArunachaaMountain. If youwishto confirm
your connectionwith the Maharshi and drink deep from
the source of the spring of illumination, that iswhereyou
should makeyour way now, if possible. Butif not possible,
thereisno harm. Hehasalwayssaid that “ mental contact
isthebest.” All ispresent, here, wherewe are now. We
simply need to turn to him and histeachingswith one-
pointed devotion and dedication.

Regarding your question of initiation, fromwhat you
wroteit isapparent to methat hehasalready givenit, he
hasalready caught you in hiseternal web and you will
soon be convinced of it yourself. — Editor




