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How | Met The Maharshi
B)/ Louis Hartz

| met Arthur Osborne in an internment camp in Bangkok during the Second World War. At
first | had little contact with him because he was very reserved. After some time, however, |
approached him. | had a craving to understand and asked him point blank what is Truth. What
sticks in my memory is how, sitting beside his bed in the common dormitory, he said. “I will tell
you one truth — Infinity minus X is a contradiction in terms because by the exclusion of X the
first term ceasesto be infinite. You grant that?’ Yes, | granted that.

“ ELL, then,” he said, “think of God as Infinity

d yourself as X and try to work it out.” When
| asked for more explanation he just said: “Think this
over and come tomorrow at this time and tell me what
you make of it.”

| returned to my place in the dormitory, which was
only some eight or ten steps distant, and suddenly it
flashed upon me that he was right, that you cannot take
anything away from the Infinite, and that | was not apart
fromit, only I had not known.

The thought made me so happy that | could hardly
wait to speak to him the next day, but | did not like to
disturb him earlier.

From that time onward he started to instruct me and
after a few weeks he showed me a photograph of the
Maharshi. There was an urgency in hisvoice as he spoke
of him and he handled the photograph with reverence. |
began to understand that therewasonly one ‘I’ and that it
was in me and was everywhere.

The Maharshi grew so much in my heart that | felt
him nearer to me than my parents or my wife. He lived
more vividly in me than any person | had known. After
some time we received permission to write a Red Cross

letter to our families and | used mine to write to the
Maharshi and ask him for guidance.

Then thewar ended and | left the camp. The desireto
enjoy life sprang up in me again.

| was strongly drawn to the spiritual path but even
morestrongly, for thetimebeing, toaworldly life. | wanted
to make money, to have power and fine clothes, to be
important. In camp | had eliminated day-dreaming as far
as possible. When | went to bed at night | slept straight
away. But now my nights were often filled with planning
and scheming.

A few years later when | was in Europe and due to
return to Siam on business, | wrote to Osborne, who was
living at Tiruvannamalai, to suggest that |1 should break
my journey in India and stay there for afew days. He at
once wrote back arranging to meet me and conduct me
there and invited me to stay at his house.

In Madraswe hired acar and droveto Tiruvannamalai.
It wasan old car and | felt that | was being slowly roasted
in the midday heat. When | let my eyes rest on the sun-
baked scenery or the country folk sheltering under the
waysidetrees| saw only the face of the Maharshi looming
up before me. Nothing else registered.




THE MAHARSHI

Page 2

| was terribly scared that the Maharshi would look
in my eyes and see into me. | cursed myself for afool
for coming to this desolate place, with its heat and
discomfort. | don’'t know what prevented me from
turning back; perhaps| was afraid to show Osbornewhat
acoward | was. The nearer we approached the Ashram
the more | shrank from meeting the Maharshi.

It was nearly dusk when we arrived and he had
already retired, but Osborne went in to see him and
asked whether he would see me for afew moments. |
entered the hall and saw an elderly man reclining on a
couch, who gave the impression of great reserve and
certain shyness. It was not the severe Master or the
Guru with the burning eyes that | had expected.
Osborne explained who | was, and his replies were
monosyllabic and sometimes in Tamil. With a slow
movement of the head he turned to me and held my
eyes for a moment. His eyes were like empty,
bottomless pools and at the same time they worked
like magic mirrors, because suddenly | felt at peace, as
though | had come home after along journey.

| can’t recall where | slept that night, but | do
remember that before going to bed | sat and talked with
a number of people, Indians and foreigners, at
Osborne's place. One of them was a diplomat from
some European country, stationed in China. He talked
about seeing spirits and even conversing with them,
and it struck me as funny that anyone should be
interested in such things at a place like this.

Sitting in the hall the next day | saw that the
Maharshi’s smile was tender and gracious. | not only
lost my fears but felt at ease. | had no questions to ask.
Before coming | had prepared a number of questions
that had been worrying meto ask the Maharshi, but now
| couldn’t remember them. My doubts had simply
evaporated. Questions seemed unimportant.

| felt that there was nothing strange about the
Maharshi. Hewasjust aman who was himself, whereas
al of us were growing away from ourselves. He was
natural; it was we who were not. We call him a saint or
sage, but | felt that to be like him is the inheritance of
everybody; only we throw it away.

There were alot of peoplein the hall —Indians and
foreigners, learned professorsand simple country people.
| reminded the Maharshi about the Red Cross letter |
had sent him and he replied that he wanted me to come
and | had come. There was something childlike about
him: he was free and natural and could laugh with the

spontaneity that only a child shows.

A discussion started in the hall and they appealed to
the Maharshi to say who wasright. Someone spoke about
unity and | objected that theword implied two to be united
and that a better word was Oneness; and the Maharshi
confirmed this. He said that there is only One, and that
Oneisindivisble. | felt that he meant that the divisions
areall unreal, just aswe say rain, ice, water, coffee water,
washing water, but it is all water.

A group of devotees started singing and | asked the
Maharshi what he felt about it. He laughed and replied
that it pleased them to sing and made them feel peaceful.

Next morning again | sat in the hall. There was a
yogi with matted hair. The diplomat wasthere, sittingin
concentrated thought. | wondered whether | should
imitate him, but | did not feel like meditating. Suddenly
the Maharshi looked at mewith great intensity. Hiseyes
took possession of me. | don’t know how long it |asted,
but | felt at ease and happy.

Afterwards, a disciple who had been with him for
twenty yearstold methat thiswasthe silent initiation. |
felt that it probably was, but | wanted to make sure, so
inthe hall that afternoon | said: “Bhagavan, | want your
initiation....”

And hereplied: “You have it already.”*

Knowing myself and feeling anxious about what
would happen when | left his presence, | asked for some
sort of reassurance from him, and hereplied very firmly
and decisively: “Even if you let go of Bhagavan,
Bhagavan will never let go of you.”

There was some whispering and exchange of glances
when people heard that. The diplomat whispered to a
Muslim professor who was sitting beside him and then
the latter asked the Maharshi whether this guarantee
applied only to me or to him also. The Maharshi did not
look very pleased but replied briefly: “To all.”

Nevertheless, | felt that there was something intensaly
persond init, that it had been aconfirmation of theinitiation
and adirect, persona guarantee of protection.

Certainitisthat, whatever else may have happened,
there has been no day since then when his face or his
words have not influenced me.

— Mountain Path, April 1964

* Thisisthe only occasion on which | have ever known the
Maharshi give an express verbal confirmation of having given
initiation to anyone. It will be noted that the request was phrased
in such away that the confirmation could be given without any
statement implying duality. (Editor)
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Blessed Days in the Company of Viswanatha Swami

Part Il
By Evelyn Kaselow Saphier

Y next opportunity to visit Sri Ramanasramam

camein January of 1979. Thosewere pre-digital
days, so we seemed to move about armed with cassette
tapes and shoebox tape recorders. My hope on this
visit wasto record Viswanatha Swami’s reminiscences
and recitations, and to memorialize his spiritual
wisdom on tape for friends and future devotees. So,
with this noble plan in mind | sewed a shoulder bag
that would just fit a shoebox tape recorder. | knew
that Swamiji received visitorsin the afternoon before
Vedas and so—armed with my trusty shoebox tape
recorder concealed in the bag—I entered the room
and sat beside him. Gently, | asked if he would share
some of hisearly experienceswith Bhagavan and just
at the moment he began to say something, | slid out
the recorder atiny bit and pressed the record button.
Was heto be so easily fooled? Of course he heard the
sound of the button being pressed! Swami immediately
looked down at the recorder peeking out of the bag
and told me to turn it off, foiling in a second my
carefully laid plan.

By nature all kindness and compassion, however,
Viswanatha Swami, in the midst of numerous literary
projects and voluminous editing for The Mountain
Path and in spite of his own weakened physical
condition, carved out an hour each day to give me a
“Sanskrit class’. Those were blessed and happy hours
indeed, when | sat by his side and he shared with me
Sanskrit slokas and songs—first and foremost, the
compositions of Bhagavan, sacred compositions of
ancient Vedic tradition and his own verses as well—
written with the guidance of Bhagavan and
Kavyakantha Ganapati Muni. In fact, he filled up a
notebook for me with the compositions of Bhagavan
and other dokas, and the day before | left he presented
thispricelesstreasure to me with the name“ Bhamati”
inscribed in the front.

In my case, Viswanatha Swami used kindness to
encourage detachment, friendliness to encourage
digpassion. My attitude with him was one of complete

and childliketrugt, likethat of ayoung girl with her father.

Thiswas confirmed on one occasion when | went
to Swamiji’s room for my daily “Sanskrit class’. |
took my seat by his side as usual. Unexpectedly, a
Kashmiri gentleman had come that day, and Swamiji
enthusiastically said to him, “ You seehow, likealittle
girl, she feels no shyness to sit by my side? | am an
unmarried man, | have no issue, but | have my
brother’s children—she is like one of them!” This
same solicitude was extended to al and demonstrates
his extreme graciousness!

On another occasion after he had advised me not
to go on pradakshina, with a mischievous|ook in his
eyes he inquired, “So, did you go round the Hill this
morning?’ (Naturally, | had not.) He personally
intervened when two other devotees of Arunachala
Ashrama had intended to climb the Hill before going
to Madras the [
same day. Swami
requested them to
forego this climb,
which they did.
Like Arunachala,
he could appear
aloof. Yet, at one
and the sametime
he was a disin-
terested witness
and a most com-
passionate father
for us.

Sri Bhagavan
gavemethegrace
not to delude
myself with the
expectation of seeing Swami Viswanatha again in
physical form, so how much more poignant was my
leave-takingin March of 1979. Swami understood this
as well and he could not have been more compas-
sionate. On my next-to-last night, | encountered him

A 1973 photo with Evelyn, Sri T.N. Venkatara-
man and Swami Viswanathan
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pacing the verandah in front of Sri
Bhagavan’'s Samadhi. Mrs. Mclver
approached us and told me of Swamiji:
“He is my oldest friend here—he took
me on my first pradakshina.”

“He may not be my oldest friend, but
he’s my ‘best friend’.” 1 replied.
Laughingly, Swamiji graciously ex-
claimed, “Friend, child, daughter,
niece—sheisall theseto me. | feel sheis
my own child.” How these blessed
parting words assured me of Swamiji’s
continuing solicitude and interest in me
and all of my fellow devotees.

In my humble experience, it some-
times happens that what appears to be
going on outwardly may be quite
different from what is happening in-
wardly. To all appearances, | wasayoung
woman studying Sanskrit at the side of a
gracious old man. Yet there was never a
time that | was not aware that | was in
the presence of arare and great soul, in
the presence of one of burning dispassion
and immaculate renunciation whose
experience of the Self was firmly
established, yet clothed in the guise of
an unassuming devotee. On one occasion
| had requested Swamiji to narrate some
incidents from his association with Sri
Bhagavan. Significantly, he remained
silent some moments and then prefaced
what he had to say with the words: “ Sri
Bhagavan has given me the experience
that He is none other than my own Self.
Heis not external to me.”

Silence was the context of all that
Viswanatha Swami said and did. Many
were blessed to fed it to be so which is
why people gathered in his room for a
whilebefore afternoon Vedic recitations—
to dive deep in the atmosphere of silence
that hisproximity afforded. Inthiscontext,
and by way of conclusion, | would liketo
share with you the last and perhaps the
most profound message he sent to us.
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Below isthe Sanskrit text from theletter with trandliteration and trandl ation.

Py §

gadgled fOgwd  O@R @3%

sarva vedanta siddhanta sara sameraha
The Quintessence of Vedanta

o, o o o o, a l
tusnim tusnirh tatastusnir tusnim tsnirh va kirhcana |
"Silence, Silence and again Silence, Silence, Silence, and nothing more."”

HeHAUdR A TaeiTeTRa|
Apfeg ool IFvEEg

ahamapetakarh nijavibhanakam|
mahadidarh tapo ramanavagivam| |

All ego gone,

Living as that alone

Is penance good for growth,
Sings Ramana, the Self.

-V. 30, Upadesa Saram
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Mauji Bhagat
(The Happy-Go-Lucky Devotee)

Arunachala Bhakta Bhagawat, the founder of Arunachala Ashrama, wasbornin aremote village of Bihar.
In spite of his education, travel and long residencein America hisvillage simplicity, humor and wisdom were
always on display.

Remembering him on April 10", the 16" anniversary of his passing, we recalled one of the many simple

village stories he delightfully read and trandlated to us over the years.
The following story, taken from a Gita Press book, Ek Lota Pani, is an English translation.

(N the village Khagipur, in the district of Gauhati
there lived a cowherd boy. His name was Maujji

(Happy-go-lucky)! He, indeed, was a happy-go-lucky
boy! He chose to be a cowherd. This story is from the
time when Jahangir was the ruler of India

Oneday near the bank of ariver hewasgrazing five
cows. These cows belonged to the landowner. He used
to get two rupees per month as salary and free food and
clothing. He was an orphan, illiterate but exceptionally
independent. Once Mauji believed something to be true
—even if it were absolutely false — he would stick to it
like an ant. He would be totally fixed in whatever he
believed to be true. However, he did not have the
discrimination to differentiate between truth and
falsehood because he was devoid of satsang. The one
who does not partake of satsang remains afool, even if
he is very learned. In this world, truth and falsehood
have been mixed like water and milk. Only satsang
enables oneto distinguish between thereal and thefake.

Oneday while sitting under amango tree Mavji was
humming a bhajan. Soon a pandit with a long tilak (an
ash mark) on his forehead arrived there carrying a
shoulder bag. It was past noon and the pandit parked
himself near Mauji. Hetook adipintheriver and apulled
out aclean dhoti (along wrap-around for men) from his
bag. Then he sat cross-legged and closed his eyes. He
clasped his nostrils with hisright hand and sat there for
a long time. Then he snacked on two moong laddus
(sweets), had a glass of water and was about to leave
when Mauji said, “1 bow to you Panditji Maharg.”

Panditji: Blessings!

Mauji: Where do you live?

Panditji: Kesampur

Mauji: Where are you headed to?

Panditji: Daulatabaad. My disciples live there.

Maujji: If you don’'t mind, may | ask you aquestion?

Panditji: Go ahead.

Mauji: A little while ago, what were you doing
holding your nose?

Panditji: | was having a darshan (vision) of
Bhagavan (God).

Mauyji: Alright! That'sit!

Panditji soon |eft.

Mauji had only one dhoti, so he undressed, jumped
into the river and took a dip. He put on his dhoti again
and sat cross-legged in meditation like Punditji. He
closed his eyes and held his nose. When after a short
timehedidn’t seeanything, hethought, * If Panditji could
see God, why can't 1?7 Then he held his nose even
tighter, thinking that perhaps he didn’t press it hard
enough! But nothing! Soon hewasbreathless. But Mavyji
thought, ‘Even if | die, so be it. Unless | see God, |
won't breathe.” It became absolutely unbearable. He
thought, * Sure, | love my life but not more than God!’
Heheld hisnoseeventighter. Thestring of prana(breath
of life) is connected to God's abode! The darm of his
impending death reached the throne of al lives. God
saw that acowherd’s son issitting under atree holding
hisbreath! When enquired by Vishnu, Maya(theworld)
explained by narrating the exchange the boy had with
the Pandit. After 3
listening to the whole
story God thought that
it's not yet Mauji’stime
to die, so he should be
blessed with Hisdarshan
(avivid encounter). God
appeared before Maujji
and said, “Open your
eyes! | have appeared!”

The moment Maujji
heard these words he




THE MAHARSHI

Page 6

opened his eyes, loosened the grip on his nose, let out
his breath and asked, “Who are you?’

God: Me? God!

Mauji: What's the proof that you are God?

God: You can ask for whatever proofs you wish.

Mauji: Let me get hold of that Pandit. I'm sure he
hasn’t gonetoo far. | have never seen you before but he
has, so if he confirms that you are God, | will believe
that you are God!

God: Asyou wish.

Mauji: But what if you escape while | am gone to
get hold of Panditji?

God: No, | will walit right here.

Mauji: How can | trust astranger? | will tie you up
tight to this mango tree.

God: All right! Tie me up!

Mauji got up and made along ropefrom all theties
he had for the cows. Poor God walked over and stood
right next to the mango tree as requested. Mauji tied
Him up tight without any hesitation. Then heturned and
ran after Panditji. After somedistance, he could seehim.
Heyelled out, “O! Panditji Mahargj! Panditji Maharaj!
Come and see if it's the same God you see or is it
someone else? | have tied him to that mango tree!”
Panditji heard him but couldn’t understand a word of
what he was yelling. He looked over his shoulder and
saw that the boy he had seen at the river alittle while
ago was running towards him. Panditji thought this guy
is young and he being old, perhaps he was coming to
steal hisbag. He hurried forward faster. But Mauji was
determined and caught up with him. He held his hand
and dragged him back close to the mango tree.

Mauji: Tell me, Panditji, thisis God, right?

Panditji looked everywhere, but al he could seewas
aropetied to amango tree.

Panditji: Whereis God?

Mauji: Can't you even seein broad daylight? Don't
you see him tied right there?

In order to get out of thissituation, Panditji lied and
sad, “Yesthat'sHim.”

Mauji insisted, please go close to Him and make
sure. | don’t want you to say later that it wasn't God!

Panditji couldn’t see God but againhejust said, “ Yes,
yesthat'sit. Its God.”

Now, Panditji was freed and left. Satisfied, Mavjji
untied God and touched his feet.

God: That Panditji is not my bhakta (devotee). He

isahypocrite.

Mauji: Then why do you give darshan to a
hypocrite?

God: | have never given darshan to him.

Mauji: Hmm! He said he sees you every day and
just moments ago he identified you.

God: Neither did he see me today, nor has he ever
seen me before. Heisaliar.

Mauji: But his lie has made it possible for me to
meet the Truth, to see You. He may be a hypocrite but
for me heis my guru.

God: Tell me, what do you want from me? My
darshan cannot be without some good.

Mauji: | wish that whenever | close my eyes, after
taking a bath and holding my nose, you appear before
me.

God: Granted. So shal it be.

Mauji: You have blessed me with your kindness.
Please grant me one more, since | am asking.

God: Ask me.

Mauji: When Panditji holds his nose, please appear
before him too.

God: Then he would be reformed, because those
who have my darshan cannot remain ahypocrite. Mauji,
you are indeed virtuous! You have lifted yourself and
your Guru, too. Itisusualy the Guruwholliftsadisciple
but today a disciple haslifted his Guru.

After one year the same Panditji treaded the same
path. Mauji was herding his cattle at the same place
when they both saw each other, and Mauji exclaimed,
“Progtrations, Guruji!”

Panditji: Guruji, prostrations!

Mauji: You are my Guru because you made it
possible for me to see Bhagavan (God).

Punditji: You are my Guru because you, in fact,
made me meet God.

Mauji: You areaBrahmin and I’ m just aherdsman.

Punditji: You are aBrahmin and | am a herdsman

Mauji: | was dumb. You made me a Pundit.

Punditji: Hypocrite | was, you made me a bhakta.

Mauji: Whatever had to happen, happened. We are
each other’s Guru and we are each other’s chela
(disciple)!

Punditji: I’ve given up the profession of being a
spiritual leader. Now you a so give up being aherdsman.

Mauji: What shall we do then?
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Punditji: We will spread the name of Rama (God)
from door to door. You play the drumsand | will play
the cymbals.

Mauji: Yes, we will sing bhajans, together.

Punditji: Yes, in the sacred water of Ram-naam we
will bathe, and bathe the world in it too.

Mauji: What shall we call ourselves?

Punditji: You will be named Punditdas (servant of a
Pundit) and | will be named Aheerdas (servant of a
herdsman).

Maujji: Because your Guru is an Aheer (herdsman)
and my Guru is a Pundit.

Punditji: Yes, indeed, Aheerdas!

In the district of Gauhati two sadhus were seen
singing bhajans, moving from village to village. When
they sang bhagjans they were immersed in ecstasy and
the listeners were absorbed too. Thanks to Bhagavan
and thanks to His devotees. Strange are His ways.

The 66th Mahanirvana of

Sri Ramana Maharshi

Please join us on
Saturday 7th May 2016
11:00 A.M.

The program will include recitations of the Maharshi's
works, bhajans, talks and Vedic chanting, followed by
prasad (lunch).

Arunachala Ashrama
86-06 Edgerton Blvd.
Jamaica Estates, Queens, New York 11432
(718) 560-3196
www.arunachala.org

-

Ramana Satsangs in the USA and Canada

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)

Canada, Ottawa — Anantha Padmanabhan (613-733-8250 / madhupaddy@rogers.com)
Canada, Toronto — Thiru (416-876-1942 / thirusivasamy@hotmail.com)

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

Canada, Victoria — Saibish (250-818-2875 / saibish@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)

Florida, Ft. Lauderdale Area — David & Janet Rubinson (954-600-1967 / arunahill@gmail.com)
Florida, Tampa — Rohit (813-766-0145 / rohitkvaidya@yahoo.com)

Florida, Palm Coast — Shriram & Rekha (904-347-3434 / ssmarathemd@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, West Windsor — Gurunath & Leena (609-273-6216 / gsnetravali@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)

Seattle, WA area — Sunil Bala (425-996-4144 / sunil.n.bala@gmail.com)

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




