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Sri Krishnaprem’s Visit to Sri Ramana Maharshi, Part Il
by S. Chakravarti

Many have read Dilip Kumar Roy’s description of Si Krishnaprem's visit to the Maharshi. The following
narration appears to be a far more detailed and credible account than any of the others previously published. It
was written by the Bengali devotee who arranged Krishnaprem’'s 1948 South Indian pilgrimage and enumer ates
the many ways in which Bhagavan singled out S'i Krishnaprem to extend his grace. While engaging, the author
presents uswith genuineinsight into the intriguing personality and devotional character of a \estern devotee who
embraced orthodox Vaishnavismand yet, by the intensity of his devotion, was enabled to experience the essence of
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Bhagavan's true nature.

ERE | must relateanother incident. Wewereadl sitting

beforethe Maharshi and he said something in Tamil,
hisusud language. The crowd looked towards Gopadaand
started laughing. It happened that Balaram Reddy, an ex-
Pondicherry disciple, waspresent. TheMaharshi wasjoking
and saying something like: “How lucky wearetoday! Look!
Both Sri Krishnaand Balaram (Krishna sbrother) arewith
ustoday.”

By thistime Gopadawasmoreor lesshisnorma jovia
sdf again. | wasmuchrelieved to seethat athaw had setin,
but hewasstill not quite the Gopaldawe knew. Hewould
dill fall slent fromtimetotime.

If I remember rightly, it was on the second day of
Gopalda'sstay at the ashram that the unforgettable thing
happened. After breakfast the Maharshi wassitting onthe
stone seat on the verandah, and wewereall sitting on the
floor before him. Someone produced asmall harmonium
and requested Gopaldato sing abhajan. | wassitting just
behind him and he turned and asked me what he should
sing. | whispered that any song would do.

| must pause to relate my persona experience of
Gopaldaat Mirtola When | first saw him | was, naturally,

terribly impressed. For amoment or two | just gazed at
him. Then| recollected myself and saluted himwith joined
palms. My cultural prejudicesdid not alow metotouch his
feet, but after thearati in thetemple, when Gopa dawould
bring the pancha-pradeegp to us, | noticed achangeinhim.
Hiseyeswould be half closed, turned to narrow dlits. His
hand holding the pancha-pradeep would betrembling a
little. Hisstepswould bealittleunsteady. Yes. Superficidly
hewould appear to bealittleinebriated. Onthethird or
fourth day something prompted meto ask himif | could
touch hisfeet. He could not refuse. He just nodded his
head. And that was thefirst time | touched his feet and
offered himmy pranam.

L ater, when wewereadll sitting outside and gossiping,
Gopddarel ated thischangein meand said something like:
“Well. | hopethisisnot what Maused to say, ‘ Too much
bhakti isthesign of athief’.” Weall laughed heartily.

Thenext thingwashisperformanceasamud cian. After
theevening arati hewould start playingasmall harmonium
and sing, mogtly Bengdi kirtanhehad learned fromhisGuru.
| could swear that antede uvian instrument had afew * dead’
notesand | am quite sure hewould often play wrong notes




THEMAHARSHI

Page?2

with great dexterity. Lastly, Gopaldasang ashe pleased,
that isto say there would be open warfare between his
voiceand thetune. But, believeit or not, he managed to
create an atmosphere. Something would happeninside
me. Poor, fleeting words can scarcely convey what | felt.
All that | canand will say isthat one must hear it to know
it—toredisewhat | cannot convey toyou throughwords.

L et usgo back to Ramanashram. Gopadastarted to
sing thewell-known Bengali song, Kanu kahe Rai. He
couldsngonly thefirgt lineand thefirgt part of the second.
Then hefell with abang onto theinstrument. | could not
andwould not dareto soesk about the M aharshi’sreaction,
but every other person there was horrified — aghast. |
wasat my wit'send—infact | waspetrified. | just didn’t
know what to do. The upper part of Gopalda's body
waslying motionlesson the harmonium. | looked at the
Maharshi. What did | see?1 saw himlooking unblinkingly
at Gopalda. Everybody else was standing or sitting
motionless. Probably none dared to breathe, even. We
wereal spell-bound. My mind ceased to function. | just
sat there, waiting for | know not what. That tableau went
onfor sometime. | fear | amnotinapositiontotell you
how long, for, after awhile, Gopalda appeared to get
back hissenses—consciousness. Slowly, very sowly, he
sat up. Hisfacelooked flushed, deep red and it glowed.
He got up and prostrated himself before the Maharshi.
The Maharshi was still gazing at him. And then the
Maharshi turned his face and waslooking at —well, |
know not what —because hissight turned inward, away
from the scenebeforehim. Therewasno sign, nothing to
give us aclue. Then Gopalda stood up and started to
leavethehd| with unsteedy steps. Wefollowed himsilently.
After sometime, Gopal dawas the same Gopalda, the
Gopaldal knew, loved and revered.

Then came the day for Gopalda'sintended trip to
Pondicherry. After breskfast Gopal dacameto takeleave
of theMaharshi. He brought thewooden casewith Radha
Krishnasmurtisinit and showed it totheMaharshi. The
Maharshi took thebox inhishandsand, asthelight was
poor inthat darkish corner of the verandah, heturned it
thisway and that and looked at thethosemurtis. Then he
returned it to Gopal dawithout comment.

Gopadawaskneeling before him and told him that
hewould beleaving for Pondicherry. He also told the
Maharshi of hisplantovigtthethreereligiouscentres: (1)
theVVaishnavacentre, Sri Rangam, (2) the Shaktacentre,

Meenakshi at Madurai. And (3) the Shaiva centre,
Rameswaram. He asked the M aharshi’sblessings so that
his pilgrimage would be crowned with success. The
Maharshi beamed at Gopalda and nodded his head to
signify hisassent. And then Gopal daasked the M aharshi
for hispermission to take mewith him. The Maharshi
smiled hispermissionagain, tilting hishead.

TheMaharshi ingtructed theashram officeto arrange
to send Balaram Reddy to meet usat Villupuram on our
way to the South with | ettersto the M aharshi’ sdevotees
at Sri Rangam. Balaram Reddy was also instructed by
the Maharshi to arrangefor Gopalda’'s stay at the house
in Madurai where he had had his realisation. Lastly,
Balaram Reddy carried |etters addressed to thetemple
authorities at Rameswaram to arrange for Gopalda's
reception when hearrived there.

| have decided to record here what Gopaldalater
told meabout hisexperiencesat Ramanashram, withthe
indructiontorelatetheseto theMaharshi in seclusonon
my final returnto Tiruvanamalai. Gopadasaid that the
moment heset foot onthedtationplaformat Tiruvanamda
he found the whol e environment surcharged with one
persistent ‘enquiry-like’ mantra,“Whoam|? Gopalda
said therewasno getting away fromthis‘ enquiry’ which
kept repeatingitself with  hammering blows' (thesetwo
last words were Gopalda's). He said he could find no
relief fromthisterrible‘ contretemps’ . Hetried several
answers, but dl invain. For instance, whenhesaid“1 am
KrishnaPrem,” theretort was“Who isKrishnaPrem?
WhoisKrishnaPrem?’ Then Gopaldasaid, “I am Sri
Krishna'sdas (servant).” Theimmediate reaction was
theenquiry, “WhoisSri Krishna?” No matter what reply
Gopaldagave, therewas no escape or respite from that
ever-sounding, agonising enquiry. Gopaldawent on to
say that when he came and sat beforethe Maharshi that
this ever-persistent phenomenon kept on, and he felt
desperate. Then Gopal dachanged histacticsand asked
thequestion, “Who areyou?’ And with thisquestion he
looked at the M aharshi. He said hewas not prepared for
what followed. The Maharshi, or the Maharshi’ sbody,
just vanished. Hewas startled, but he said he realised
what the Maharshi wanted to convey: thereal Maharshi
was not that body, possessing mind, lifeforce, etc. But
theanswer gtill evaded him.

He told me that he spent the whole of that night
walking restlessly; there was no peace for him. He
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confided to methat he asked Radharani who Sri Krishna
was, but hedid not tell mewhat answer Radharani gave
him, though her answer eased the otherwise unbearable
gtuation. And you will remember that the Maharshi sent
someflowersnext morning, and that Gopadawasalittle
lesstense. But he continued to be harried because he
could not find the proper answer to that  Raktabeg -like

enquiry. (A referenceto thelegendary story of theasura
(demon) Raktabegj, whose every drop of blood, when
shed, gavebirthto another Raktabegj demon.)

Now we cometo the morning that Gopal da started
snging. Gopddatold methat assoon ashestarted snging
helost consciousness. Hewent into atrance and, for the
firsttimein hislife, experienced ananda. Yes, thisiswhat
Gopal daconfided to me, though | confessthat theinept
wordsaremine.

After | got back to the ashram | took the first
opportunity to narrate to the Maharshi not only these
incidents, but also dl the other amazing thingsthat befell
Gopada. Therewasno one el sepresent except aTelegu
friend of mineto act asinterpreter if needed. TheMaharshi
listened without any outward reaction, until | cameto
Gopalda’'s version of what happened to him when he
started to sing on that fateful morning. Now herel cry
‘peccavi’; | confessfully and freely that | just could not
utter the word *ananda’ . Why? Well, | was told that
Brahmanandawasreserved for only thosewhotrod the
Advaitapath. So| kept fumbling: ‘ Gopaldasaid that he
felt...” Gopaldathought that he....” And so on. Slowly the
Maharshi turned to me and uttered a single word:
“Anandam.”

| had been staying at Ramanashram for about ayear
when Gopal dacamefor the Maharshi’sdarshan. | have
tried in passing to convey the Maharshi’susua —normal
— behaviour towards men. Seemingly, he gave the
impression that hewasnot at all concerned with what
men did or said or how they acted. But occasionally he
did not hesitate to show hisdispleasureif any grosslapse
occurred. So | was astonished beyond wordsto find the
sameMaharshi actinglikea“humanbeing’ for achangein
Gopada scase. One cannot question the genuineness of
the affection and loving care the Maharshi showed for
Gopdda Heasked Doraiswamy, oneof theoldest disciples
of Sri Aurobindo whose pecuniary help sustained the
Pondicherry ashram in those early days, if he had met
Gopalda. TheMaharshi said to him that Gopaldawasa

rare specimen of a
sadhaka in whom
both bhakti andjnana. |
resdedsideby side.

My friend, the
late veterinary doc-
tor, AnantaNarayan
Rao, gave me this
account: Hetold me
that most of those
who were present
that morning when
Gopaldasang could
see that Gopalda
wasnosinger at all,
that he could not
even play themusical instrument and, abovedl, hesang
inalanguagenot knowntothelisteners. But till, Dr. Rao
felt moved and tears gathered in hiseyes. Dr. Rao told
methat the Maharshi’scomment wasthat if three such
param bhagavats|oudly sang devotiona songs, atheists
would become theists. Rao did not know why the
Maharshi said ‘three’.

Swami Viswanathan, perhapsthe ol dest devotee of
theMaharshi, told methat they werea | amazed towitness
thisuncharacteristic reaction of Bhagavan.

Beforeclosng thisaccount of thefirst leg of Gopada's
tripto South India, | would liketo clarify certain points:

(@ Mantumama(Dilip Roy of Pondicherry) inhisbook
Yogi Si Krishna Prem, statesthat Gopalda*“first cameto
me,” or wordsto that effect. Thisisincorrect. Gopalda
visted Pondicherry after hisstay at Tiruvanamaal.

(b) My attention hasbeen drawn to somestorieswhich
are being circulated about what happened at
Ramanashram. | have no hesitation in saying that such
stories are not correct. In truth, they are just stories—
figmentsof themind, fictionsonly. | wouldliketoinform
thoseimaginative personsthat such fabricationsdo not
add any extralustre and glory to thelife and doings of
such mahatmasas Gopalda. Infact, they serveto detract
fromtheir greatness, because, sooner or laterk, thetruth
will comeout. | would request those who areinterested
to know thereal facts—at timesabsolutely incredible—
wait patiently for thenext instalment of thissaga. Ladtly, |
would remind those authorsof fairy talesthat ‘truthis
stranger thanfiction.’ (To be
continued)
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A Pilgrimage, Part II
by Dennis Hartel
AVisit to Swami Ramanagiri’sSamadhi

N the morning of March 8th, after our
iIStto RamanaMandiraminMadurai, wedrovein
thevanto havealook at Bhagavan’sHigh School. Then
al eight pilgrims piled back into the van for the next
destination of our journey, aplace sanctified by Swami
Ramanagiri during thelast four yearsof hislife, wherehis
samadhi shrine (tomb) hasbeen erected.

We madeour way throughthebusy streetsof Madurai
to themain highway to the north and after about half an
hour weturned east onto anarrow, paved tree-lined road
that took ustothevillageof Vadipatti. Through alabyrinth
of narrow, unkempt streets, crowded with houses, animals,
peopleand the occasiond parked vehicle or motorcycle,
our driver dowly weaved hisway through thevillageand
onto another single-laneroad which openedtoricefields
andtall coconut trees. Ten moreminutes drivedownthis
quiet road and we saw in front of usthe Sirumulai Hills
which hadfirg attracted Swami Ramanagiri tothisremote
location. Then, turning to theright off theroad onto adirt
road we soon came upon athickly-wooded mango grove
with branches hanging so low, laden with mangoes, our
driver washesitant to proceed. KumaraRgatold himto
park the van, that we would continue on foot, for the
samadhi shrine of Swami Ramanagiri was now only a
pleasant 5-minutewal k under thisvast canopy of themango
orchard.

Swami Ramanagiri is not too well known among
devoteesof Sri RamanaMaharshi. That may be because
he had only first cometo see Bhagavanin 1949 and did
not stay onin Tiruvannamalai after his second visit just
before Bhagavan's Mahasamadhi. But thesefactshave
littlerelevancein estimating the depth of hisdevotionto
Bhagavan and the grace which wasextended to him.

Swami Ramanagiri’ sformer namewas Per Westinand
hewasbornin 1921 into an affluent family related to the
King of Sweden. As a young man he read Swami
Vivekananda sRaja Yoga and immediately wasdrawn to
gpiritual practices. In 1945 he received a two-year
fellowship to the Hindu University in Banaresto study
philosophy which brought himto India, but hisnatural
interest wasthe practice of yoga, not philosophy.

Not long after hearrived in Benareshemet Sunyata,
anillumined Danish manwhom Bhagavan had called a
“natura mystic”; hehad visted Bhagavanthreetimes. Per
and Sunyataimmediately becamefriendsand during Per’s
first summer vacationfromtheuniversity, Sunyatainvited
himtothecool regionsof Almora. Sunyatagavehimhis
caveto meditatein and visited him now and then. Per never
returned to the university. He had known even before
comingto Indiathat hispurposeinlifewasto achieve Sdf-
redlization, not to continue hisacademic caresr.

Reading spiritua scripturesinAlmoracreated adesire
inhimtolearn Upanishadiclorefromaqudified guru. In
Benares he met one such sannyasin, but hewould only
teach other sannyasins. Fromthisguru Per took initiation
into sannyasa and studied the scriptures under his
guidance. At thetime of initiation, herenounced all his
weal th, academic studies and donned the ochrerobe.

Whileon visitsto Almora, Sunyatawould tell Per
about RamanaM aharshi and the path of Self-enquiry. In
January of 1949, Per was inspired to make atrip to
Tiruvanannamalai to visit theMaharshi. Hewasonly 28
at thetime but had already made rapid progressin his
sadhana. Upon arriving at Ramanasramam, Per immed-
iately experienced anaturd atraction to Self-enquiry and
wroteto hisBenaresguru toinform himof thischangein
hisspiritual practice. Hisguru wrote back encouraging
him, saying that Bhagavan washistrueguruand heshould
follow theteachings hereceived at Ramanasramam.

After forty daysof intensive practice of Sdlf-enquiry
in the presence of the Maharshi, Per had the exalted
experience of the Self. Sunyatawritesthat Bhagavan
conferred on Per thename of Ramanagiri. TheMaharshi
a so gave him abegging bow! that he had himself made
fromacoconut shell. With thisbowl, Bhagavan blessed
himwith theassurancethat thereafter food would always
cometo himunsought, andit did.

After sometime Ramanagiri returnedtoAlmora, but
shortly before Bhagavan's Mahasamadhi he had a
premonition and leftimmediately for Tiruvannamala. He
wasthereon that eventful day onApril 14th 1950 andis
seeninthearchiva film passng beforeBhagavan'slifdess
body bowingwith folded hands.

After Bhagavan'sMahasamadhi, Ramanagiri intended
toreturnto Almorabut was persuaded by afriend tofirst
makeavisitto Madras. Onthevery day of hisplanned
departure for Almora, while strolling through the
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From the Archival Films of Sri Ramana Maharshi

Theosophicd Society inAdyar, hehad avison of Bhagavan
who directed him to go to the beach nearby. Hedid, sat
down and wasimmediately absorbed into samadhi, which
went onfor somedays.

Later he said that in the vision Bhagavan had given
him specificinstructionsand told him that hisonly duty
now wasto abidein the Self.

Swami Sureshananda, alongtimedevotee of Bhagavan
from Palghat, soon joined him; both sat therefor acouple
of days, unawareof theworld. Meanwhile, Ramanagiri’s
Madrashost had beenfrantically tryingto locatehim. At
that time, adevoteeresiding in the Theosophical Society
had adream of Bhagavan requesting she prepare food
andtakeit to histwo devoteessitting on the beach, which
shedid. Thisdevotee wasnone other than theAmerican
from Cdlifornia, Eleanor PaulineNoye*

Thelocal fishermen built ahut over Ramanagiri to
protect him from the hot summer sun. Hishost eventually
found him and began providing himwith food.

After two or three months on the beach, Ramanagiri
said he had another vision of Bhagavan whotold himto
gotoMadurai. After travelling there, heroamed inthe
remote areas north of the city and ultimately settled down
near Vadipatti Village about 20 milesnorth of Madurai.
There, inaquiet grove, at thefoot of the Sirumulal Hills,
next to apure, cool water stream Swami Ramanagiri spent
thelast four yearsof hislife. Theintensetapasand neglect
he showed to his body must have contributed to the

* | was unable to locate any other references to this incident,
though it is documented that Ms. Noye made a second visit to
Bhagavan during hislast illness. So, itispossiblethat it was she.

tuberculosishe contracted. At theageof 34,in 1955, in
agtate of ecstasy heleft hisbody. Thiswaswitnessed by
somefriendsat the Perunderal Sanitoriumwhere he spent
hisfinal days. For morethan an hour beforehisdeath he
was completely withdrawn in adeep meditative state,
with hair standing on end. At hislast moment hewhis-
pered, “Letusgo,” andleft hisbody intrueyogicfashion
through thefontanelleinthetop of hishead. Blood was
seen to ooze out of aholethere.

Thisisonly abrief summary of hisnoblelife, recorded
by hisfriends and inferred from his letters and scant
writings

Hissamadhi ismaintained by aTrust and afull-time
guard resides at the small temple built over thetomb.
Thistempleispicturesquely located inthemiddle of a
vast 15-acre mango orchard, speckled with large,
ancient trees. Some of the mango treesarelarge with
thick branchesthat spread out horizontally. Thewhole
areaisshaded and cool. Thewater tapsprovide naturaly

(.. ‘ .
Sri Ramana Jayanti Retreat in Tampa
Sunday Afternoon, December 29th —
Wednesday Noon, January Ist

This year's retreat will again have periods of medi-
tation, chanting, readings, presentations, satsang and
quiet time for reflection and relaxation, and will again
take place at the Franciscan Center in Tampa, Florida.
Additional programs will be held at the new Old Hall
and the Hindu Temple, both located on Lynn Road in
Tampa. A program to engage the children in spiritually-
oriented activities is also scheduled.

Participants are requested to arrive Sunday afternoon
by 3 P.M. to attend the special Arunachala-Ramana puja
at the Hindu Temple and a program in the new Old Hall.

For more information and a registration form, please
write or call Diana at:

dbatistajimenez@gmail.com / (561) 768-8968

The Franciscan Center's accommodation capacity is
limited to 65 guests. The final registration date is Novem-
ber 30th. Details related to the cost for lodging and food
will be provided along with the registration form.

The retreat will be held at:

The Franciscan Center, 3010 N. Perry Avenue, Tampa,
Florida 33603

Website: http://www.franciscancentertampa.org/

J
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cold spring water year around. A seasonal stream runs
aongsdeit.

A 30 by 25-foot mantap hasbeen erected infront the
samadhi entrance. Upon entering the samadhi shrinea
palpable stillness is felt. It is that same deep stillness
experienced a thesamadhi shrineof Bhagavan or thepeace
onefed sstanding beforeagenuinesageor jnani. | wastold
that sometimesagroup of Vipasanapractitionershavea
retreat therefor afew daysevery year. Itisaperfect place
for thepracticeof meditation asone sconsciousnessnaturally
becomesclear, ill and beginstosink within.

Following footpaths near the samadhi, under the
cover of mango and other large trees, we saw a half
dozen small shrineswithimages of different godsand
goddessesall within 75 meters of Swami Ramanagiri’s
samadhi. These add to the spiritual sanctity and charm
of Swami Ramanagiri’smemorial. Admirersof his, after
his death, constructed these shrines. Who can tell,
maybe acentury from now alargetemple and spiritual
center will arise on thisvery ground made sacred by a
young, tenaciously earnest, foreign devotee of
Bhagavan.

My Heart’s Journey — A Pilgrim’s Diary
by Evelyn Kaselow

Friday, January 21, 1983 —Our last full day at Sri
Ramanasramam

I met Kunju Swami in Ganesan’s room; Paul had
continued ahead to hisownroom. Asusua Kunju Swami
appeared light, happy and completely immersed in
Bhagavan. “ Kunju Swami hastold mewhat he had told
you onthehill. Hefeelsstrongly that time and distance
have no meaning when it comesto Bhagavan,” Ganesan
reported.

“In Bhagavan's presence,” Kunju Swami narrated,
“therewere alwaysthosewho tried to Sit very closeto
him, ascloseas possible, for meditation. Othersthough,
without being particular, might sit some placein theback
of theHall. Bhagavan ever had afar-off look in hiseyes.
Now and then hewouldlook onthosesitting far-off. Those
a adigancewerethespecid recipientsof hisgrace. Redlly,
though, S Bhagavanwasuniquein hisunrdenting practice
of samatvam. His grace fell equally on al. He was
particular in seemingly small matters. For instance, inthe
dining hdl heingsted onbeing served last.” Kunju Swami
said further: “On those devoteeswho made no demands
on Bhagavan, on those who asked nothing of him, he
showered his grace liberally. We may be destined for
greater or lesser rolesin life, but in showering hisgrace,
Bhagavan practiced equdity.”

In Paul’sroom, Kunju Swami presented Paul witha
khadi shirt and an upper clothwhich he placed over Paul’s
shoulders.

We sang “ Ramana Sadguru” together. K. Natesan

presented us both with copies of i Ramana Suti
Panchakam, in Englishand Tamil. Then Kunju Swami and
Natesan taped for usthelast four of thefivehymnsfrom
the book.

Whilesnging Bhagavan'shymns Kunju Swami’smood
wasmelted. Hewasintensely indrawn, hiseyesrimmed
with tears of joy. He looked at no one; though hiseyes
wereopen, hismindwassunk degpwithin. Thisisagenuindy
humbleand happy humanbeing, | thought. Onthis, our last
night, Paul and | took the dust of Kunju Swami’sfeet with
great fedingsof reverence, gratitudeand devotion.

Saturday, January 22, 1983 - Our Day of
Departure

| stayed awakelateinto the night and, consequently,
dept right through Paul’s alarm. When | woke it was
already starting to get light! | sprang from my bed and
whilerunning upto Bhagavan'sShrinefor themilk offering,
| sopped at Ramaswami Rillai’sroom. | prostrated before
him and took the dust of hisfeet.

“Think of Bhagavan dways—beforegetting up, before
sleeping, before eating, before doing any work and so
on,” hesaid. “Thiswill helpyou greatly inyour present
activelife)” hetoldme.

| went into Mother’sTemple. Appuchi the priest was
sweeping the outer room of the shrineand Kittu [another
priest, now deceased] was standing nearby. | climbed the
stepsto saluteAppuchi. “ Please remember uswhenyou
do Sri ChakraPuja,” | requested.

“ And remember uswhen you listen to thetape of the
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puja” Kitturgoined.

After breakfast | went to my room, quickly did last
minute packing and, carrying my picture of Bhagavan,
onceagan met Ramaswami.

“Please! You must take up Self-enquiry
wholeheartedly! Whatever elseyou may havetodoin
life, youmust dothevicharaasif your lifedepended onit.
Itistheonethingyou MUST do!” Thushe pleaded with
pamsjoined, standing by hisdoor. “Wewill meet again.
Comeagain soon!” Thesewerehislast wordsto me.

On our way to thetaxi Paul and | took |eave of our
friends and acquaintances, and aswe drove out of Sri
Ramanasramam acrowd gathered on the stepsto wave
farewell. Paul and | felt overwhelmed by thistouching
scene. It wasso hard to wrench ourselvesaway! All were

there— Lucy Ma, Natesan, Kittu, Appuchi, T.R.S. and
the office staff; Ganesan stood on the stepswith palms
joined. How hardit wasto |eave theloveand affection
of our friends, and the Mountain Itself! Paul and | felt
immersedintheglow of Bhagavan'sGrace. Neither were
weinclined totalk until well intothetripto Madras. As
our taxi carried us out of the Ashram, my eyes were
fixed on Sri Arunachda. Driving out of Tiruvannamalai,
we sat |ooking back asthe mountain receded from our
view. Only near Gingeedid it escapeour sight. Yet the
warmth of Bhagavan'slove continued to envelop uswith
asenseof inward eation and jubilation. How blessed we
fdt, bothinwardly and outwardly, by our seven-week say.

Aganandagain| kept thinking, only thebody leaves
- thisbody isnot I. (concluded)

~N

4 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.

AL, Birmingham — Sai Kand (205-441-6859 / kandsai@yahoo.com)

CA. Los Angeles — Natarajan & Indira Venkatesan (310-473-9441/ nvenky30@yahoo.com)
CA, San Diego — Manna Semby (646-342-4585 / mannamoksha@gmail.com)

CA. San Francisco Area — Karthik & Sunita (510-656-2752 / sunita_parasuraman@yahoo.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)

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

FL, Ft. Lauderdale — David & Janet Rubinson (954-600-1967 / arunahill@gmail.com)

EL. Palm Coast — Shriram & Rekha (904-347-3434 / ssmarathemd@gmail.com)

FL, Tampa — Rohit (813-766-0145 / rohitkvaidya@yahoo.com)

FL. West Palm Beach — Diana (561-768-8968 / dbatistajimenez@gmail.com)

GA., Atlanta Area — Mangalam Kalyanam (678-546-0378 / smoothcutter@hotmail.com)
IL, Chicago Area — Jean-Luc & Rita (719-480-3530 / blueskyvalley@mac.com)

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

MI, Detroit Area — Murali & Kalpana (248-210-7543 / MuraliK@hotmail.com)

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

NJ. West Windsor — Gurunath & Leena (609-273-6216 / gsnetravali@hotmail.com)
OH, Dublin — Abilash & Madhavi (614-789-9058 / mungamuru@hotmail.com)

TX, Houston Area — Kumar Saran (832-435-3761/ saranOl@earthlink.net)

TX. Austin — Sriram Vaidyanathan (vsriram_prasad@hotmail.com / 512-695-4444)

WA, Seattle Area — Sridevi & Prabha (425-605-0041/ pravish87 @live.com)
\Washington. D.C. Area— Uma & Santosh (301-528 -5526 / uma_santosh@hotmail.com)
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