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The Ser pent

This book is the story of a distant people and of the Serpent. These
people, as vast in numbers as the serpents of the sea, have been sub-
merged for ages in a tremendous adventure. They have allowed them-
selves to be bitten by the Serpent, and their adventure, which is at once

mysteriously complex and divinely simple, is their search for eternity
by means of poison.

* Xk %

A man who has married this Serpent has a strange, otherworldly
appearance. His face has the repose of one who has taken pleasure in
being poisoned, and he reflects the calmness of death, He appears to
be immersed in dreamy waters, where he swims with the fish of God.
His eyes, though closed, emanate an indescribable joy, and there is the
shadow of a smile on his lips; for it has been his privilege to descend
to the dark roots of pleasure and to be able to return to a spiritual
union. In the palace that rests on the top of the Tree of Paradise he has
met someone for whom he has been waiting for a long time, and the
joy of this encounter has made tears stream down his cheeks. The fruit
formed from these tears ate at once liquid and icelike, and when they
fall they make a noise like that of tinkling bells.

Yet the face of such a man always makes one shudder, for it is always

deeply lined and harsh like a mountain crag. Indeed, I have seen such
faces in the Andes.
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This book, which is about a faraway people and a Serpent, is also 2
book about my own very spedal relations with the Serpent since my
childhood.
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The Serpent and 1

Even before I became an adolescent I began to have mysterious experi-
ences. I used to feel a strange chilling sensation that traveled along my
spine and reached up to my brain. Usually these experiences took place
at night, when I went to bed. In that half world betweeen consciousness
and unconsciousness 1 would have the feeling that a switch had been
turned which made me lose all control of myself. The objects in the
room where I lay would lose their equilibrium, and my ordinary re-
lationship to them would disappear. I could see myself moving and act-
ing at a tremendous speed, and inside my head thousands of words
would gush forth at an increasing tempo. I would feel dizzy and help-
less, and the only way I could escape was to fall into a deep sleep. Then
I would peacefully wake up, loving life and happily conscious of the
crispness of the morning.

Shortly after these experiences I was overcome by a serious illness.
In the delirium of my fever it seemed to me that I would rise from
my bed, and walk towards the balcony that overlooked the street from
the second floor. T would then turn round and look at my bed where I
could see myself lying flat on my back. In due course I recovered from
my illness, but one night when I was going to sleep, or perhaps I was
already partly asleep, I saw before me the face of a dark and bearded
figure who was covered with furs, and who smiled at me in a familiar,
ironic way. 1 woke up, violently trembling.

After that, the chilling sensation in my back became more and more
persistent. Yet I could not talk about it with anyone. The phenomenon

5
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simply could not be expressed in ordinary language. I coald not sy
that invisible beings were climbing up my spine or that my brzin
w2s full of thousands of words which were being uttered zt 2
tremendous speed.

Then one dzy, at dzwn, the door to my room opened, 2nd 2 covered
figure came 2nd sat on the feot of my bed. T could feel the weight oa
the mattress. As I looked 2t it, its cloak seemed to be falling from
its head, 2nd it seemed to be trembling with vibrations. The room felt
icy cold and I lay frozen in terror. I closed my eyes so as not to see
the figure, but when I opened them again it was still there, turning
its head so as to hide its face. T wanted to escape, but was parelyzed.
After that, although I never saw the figure again, I was often 2Hicted
with the same feeling of immobility. It usually came 2t dawn, and I
would feel 2n icy, burning vibration in my feet, which wonld fs
along my spine 2ad sprezd to the various parts of my body. These
would then vibrate like bells from another world, and I would lie
still on my bed, neither asleep nor able to wake up. With 2ll my
strength I would try to wake up or to move, bat something inside
would push me down towards regions of infinite shzdows, towards
a fearful nothingness, and I would feel as though I were on the
verge of death.

All of these incddents occurred entirely out of time. Even now, after
0 many years, I can feel them more 2cutely than the things that hap-
PCDEd ysbe.rday. They 2re like stories that have ramifications on differ-
ent levels. It is of course true that experiences of this kind hippen
only infrequently. But they never blend or mix like the events of this
world. Rather they 2ccumulate, like a series of timeless memores which
funcion as signals macking our destinies and the progress of our
fates.

Sometimss it is necessary to choose between the tempora] life and the
atemporal life. But, since neither can be entirely overcome, the very
act of choice may uncover the point of equilibrium between the two,
insofar as it shows where one penetrates the other.

Intuitively I feel that at the heart of one'’s being, everything is age-
less 20d unchanging.
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W ben the Disciple Is Prepared
the Master Appears

It would take me a long time to explain how it was that I came into
the presence of the Master. The old phrase gives the essence of the
case: "When the disciple is prepared, the Master appears.” That at
least is what happened to me, although I don’t yet know whether it
was for good or for ill.

The Master’s eyes are blue, and his manners are courtly and antique.
When he speaks of life he speaks of an age that has long since passed
away. Only when he goes to other realities does he transcend time.

When 1 first met him I observed him clearly, and with a critical
mind. But in fact I could not be too critical, for I was concerned with
the problem of death. I therefore began not with a statement but with
a question. His reply was strange: he told me that what had happened
was that I had entered into relations with the Serpent.

Then the Master began to tell me about the Serpent. ““The Serpent,”
he said, “was coiled about the Tree of Paradise, as well as about the
dorsal spine. . . . By some it is called Kundalini; by othets the Astral
Fire. . . .”

This message was not spoken; what the Master did was to sing.

I spent a year with the Master in hopes of being accepted. 1 was
one of a group that surrounded him. The Order we formed was rumored
to have come from India, or perhaps from Tibet. It acted in accordance
with signs only: its purpose was to concentrate on cosmic vibrations,
and it acted in accordance with those rules of conduct that emanated

from the Ice Age, and which were then lost when the continent of
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Atlantis was submerged. An ancient Himalayan order was said to have
preserved this prehuman wisdom. This order was not one of saints or
of mystics, but of warriors who proposed to take eternity by assault.

Then the day came when the Master unsheathed his sword and
touched my shoulder with it, while the others stood around me also
holding their swords. Afterwards I was given the first sign, which
was supposed to open the doors to another plane, releasing me from
the bondage of my body. That night I traced the sign over my heart,
and with my finger I drew a circle around it. At that time, and ever
since when I have drawn the sign, I experienced the same vibrations I
had known before, so that the sign seemed to be confirmed by invisible
powers.

The Master had told me not to resist when the fainting spells oc-
curred, but to give in to them. “You will have to fight the Serpent with-
out fear,” he said. “You will have to crush the Serpent with the sign
you now possess.” Thus, at the hour when my fainting spell usually
occurred, I let myself go. My body seemed to turn to lead, and then,
after a brief moment of nothingness, of total darkness and forgetfulness,
I seemed to fall, revolving at an incredible speed down into a bottom-
less well. Finally I reached the bottom, which seemed like a region
of hell, or an inferno. I did not remember to trace the sign, but gave
myself up in total despair. Then, somehow, I seemed to rise, until I
found myself in an empty region where I apparently floated. There I
seemed entirely free and happy. But when I woke up again and found
myself on my bed, that moment of indescribable peace was gone, and
I felt that I was really buried alive in my own body.

Afterwards I wondered whether something had gone wrong. I tried
to induce the same experience artificially, but the phenomenon would
only come naturally. The Master interpreted the signs for me, but I
never really understood them. I was looking for a guide as precise
as a street map, and it was to be years before I overcame these rational
desires.

During my dawn fainting spells I would sometimes try to direct
the process and to control its sequence. The result was always cata-



When the Disciple Is Prepared the Master Ap pears 9

strophic, however; for while part of me was in one realm the other part
was in another, and the two always clashed violently. With my conscious
ego awake in the middle of the process, I would remain in a haifway
or neutral state. The vibrations which had begun to rise from my
feet would begin to distribute themselves about my body, but the
terrible music would never reach my brain, because there I was con-
scious and trying to hold on to daily reality. And so I would be caught
between two worlds, unable to experience either satisfactorily. All I
could do to escape from the vibrations was to stretch out one arm,
and then the other until I was able to sit on the edge of the bed. Finally,
with great difficulty, I would begin to move my legs until I could stand
up. I would then move forwards without ever looking back, because
I knew if I did, everything would be lost. 1 would go to the door and
open it; then I would cross the room and walk out onto my balcony and
let myself fall. I would also go and visit other people asleep in neigh-
boring rooms. These experiences occurred frequently, but they were
never completely satisfactory. Nothing seemed entirely real, and I felt
as though my development was being stultified. I lived alone, isolated
in a world of ghosts and signs, noises and echoes. When the vibrations
began 1 was prepared to face them, but always remained in a halfway
state of torment.

Sometime later 1 was overcome by an even more startling sensation.
The Master had given me a new sign, which was an indication that I
had risen in the hierarchy of the Order. That night I traced this
sign on my chest, and at dawn the vibrations began again, but this time
they were so violent that I thought I could not survive them. My vision
seemed to be infested with bloody spots, and I prepared for the end.
Then, suddenly, a jug appeared in the air before me. Instinctively I put
out my hands and poured its contents over my body. The fire of the
vibrations instantly ceased.

Afterwards I asked myself what had happened. Who had put the
water there? Who had come to my help at that moment? Was this
also a subjective phenomenon? I asked the Master, but he never
explained it to me.
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All these experiences occurred many years ago, but the results have
never completely disappeared. My body continues in its course towards
ultimate destruction, but I am always ready to embark into the world
of illusion.

My Master has always lived in this world of archetypes: he has
dreamed extrahuman things and he is the prisoner of gigantic myths.
He is dear to me because he never had the mystic complacency of the
meatally soft. For him adventures in the world beyond have always
been acts of war, and there has never been a truce.

One day my Master called me to his private study. He was sitting with
an open book on his knee. He asked me to approach, and pointed to
a picture in this book which depicted a very high mountain with two
lesser ones beside it. “That is Mount Kailas,” he said. “The main
chapter of our Order lives there, somewhere in the interior of this
mountain, in a cave. The mountain itself is in the Himalayas, not far
from the frontier between Tibet and India. Near the mountain is a
sacred lake called Manasarovar, and on the other side is the Tibetan
village of Dahripu. Mount Kailas is sacred for both Hindus and
Buddhists.”

At that time the Master had begun to paint pictures of Mount Kailas
all over the walls of his room. He thought he had discovered the
definitive source of our Order, and he claimed that this place ruled
over the spirit of the Orient and preserved the wisdom that had been
forgotten in the West.

As I listened to the Master, I began to realize that if the truth was
really kept in one place I should have to go and find it myself.
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The Serpent Is Hermaphroditic

I arrived in Bombay on a summer day many years ago and began my
pilgrimage immediately. In the harbor across from the city lies the
island of Elephanta with its famous cave, which was carved by the
Brahmans during the sixth century.

There is something about this cave which suggests that it must
have been fashioned by supernatural architects. It can be reached only
by climbing up through thick shrubbery, and it has four entrances of
which the principal one leads directly to a sublime figure, the Trimurti,
which is a gigantic three-headed statue of Siva, carved out of the
rear wall. Each of the three heads looks in a set direction but at no
particular object, for the eyes of each are closed, and the god seems
to be dreaming or meditating over something that is happening in-
ternally. He seems to be contemplating the ecstasy of creation. With the
eyes that see nothing the Trimurti sees everything; closed to the out-
side world, these eyes contemplate essences only. And the faces of the
statue reflect'a profound enjoyment of what is being contemplated.

Right beside the Trimurti is another figure of Siva, this one a full
figure. In the Hindu trilogy Siva is supposed to represent destruction;
Brahma is the Creator; Vishnu, the Preserver. Yet these classifications
should not be too rigidly adhered to, for each god in his way represents
all three. One is the All and the All is One. So Siva also creates and
preserves. As Nataraya, for example, he dances in the center of the
fire that destroys the worlds, but he does so only to make room for
a new cycle of creation.

13
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In this statue, Siva appears as the complete god. No longer a
divine form of particularities, he is a total god. Indeed he is both god
and goddess, for this statue shows the god as being half male and
half female. The female breast carved in the rock is a sign of the line
between light and darkness in the god.

Thus as Siva is androgynous, so god as 2 whole is hermaphroditic. A
single sex would be impossible, for the closed eyes of the Trimurt
are turned inward towards that palace where someone has found
somebody else after an eternity of waiting. And the joy of this en-
counter is expressed in the faces of the Trimurti, with their quiet
smiles of ineffable happiness. What they see and experience is the
divine orgasm of a god that has at last become reunited with himself.

But to reach this last stage, to climb up and reach the Palace on top
of the Tree, it is first necessary to descend to the roots where the
Serpent sleeps in 2 coil. Only when the Serpent is liberated at the foot
of the Tree so that it may climb along that dorsal spine, sprouting its
fiery wings, will an understanding of the mystery be possible.

That is the secret of Elephanta.
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0ld Delhi

At length I decided to settle in Old Delhi. The house I found con-
tained three rooms and a small garden. The main room, which also
served as my bedroom, was surrounded by windows through which the
dense tropical vegetation, banana and fig trees, could be seen. My gayest
visitors were the monkeys. They leaped about, destroying everything
they touched. It was impossible to make the watchman frighten them
away, for the monkey is a sacred animal. He is the living image of
Hanuman, the monkey king who helped Rama rescue his wife Sita
from the claws of the demon Ravana.

Near my house was a quarter exclusively inhabited by the harijans,
people whose name means God's children, and they are employed as
house-sweeepers and as washermen. I could often hear their songs
coming from the open-air laundry, accompanied by the flat sound of
wet clothes beaten against the stone.

Crossing the street, and passing through a park full of ruined
mosques, you come to the river. This is the Jumna, which is as
sacred as the Ganges. When it overflows with the rains of the monsoon,
it so endangers the villages along its banks that the inhabitants fill
their caravans with their household goods and come to Old Delhi, where
they camp in its old squares and streets. Meanwhile, on the surface of
the turbulent river float the corpses of dead animals and snakes.

Along the ghats of the Jumna, the dead are burned to the accom-
paniment of floral tributes. There are also hundreds of small temples
along the river banks where the faithful congregate, and where

15
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trumpets and bells ring out to the creative power of the lingam, ot
phallus, of Siva. Nearby there is also a stadium, where men glistening
with oil and wearing loincloths engage in wrestling matches. At
a little distance away there is also a small ashram, or convent, dedicated
to Krishna, the god of love and of music. On Sunday afternoons it
becomes a meeting place for all sorts of men: merchants and pilgrims,
beggars and saints. There they gather to sing to the god and to recount
his legends and miracles. The music begins slowly, but its rthythm
gradually increases until it becomes frenzied. It also has a hypnotic
quality which makes the singers lose themselves in trances.

Except for a few people who come every Sunday, the public consists
of an ever-changing band of vagabonds. The singing is also improvised.
One day I saw a poor woman arise and prostrate herself before the
image of the god, touching the floor with her head. Then she began
to laugh and to cry. As the music continued, she almost seemed to leave
the world, and she no longer laughed and cried alternately, but did both
at once. Her face became transfgured, so that she looked like a dead
petson who had mysteriously managed to keep on living.

On one occasion I remember seeing an old man take up a small
musical instrument that looked like an accordion and begin to sing.
Soon he had ceased to be an old man, but became transformed into
the very god whose legend entranced the audience. He was singing
about the childhood of Krishna, telling about his adventures with the
gopis and about the times when he danced and played the flute. As
the old man continued to sing, the others began to join in, and soon
everyone present had caught something of his ecstasy. The biblical
beard of the old man moved up and down as he sang, and it seemed as
though the god Krishna himself was dancing before us.

The chief petsonage of this asbram is an extremely old man, and
the people who come to the Sunday ceremonies even claim that he is
well over a hundred years old. While that is unlikely, he is certainly
very ancient, and he never wears more than a loincloth, even in the
coldest winter months. He never attends the musical sessions, but
always remains in his retreat, sitting with his legs crossed in medita-
tion. Only on rare occasions have I seen him present among the
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singers, and then only when the music has reached its climax. Then
he sits quietly, with his long hair neatly braided and with an expression
of indestructible peace on his beautiful face. As the singing reaches
its height, the participants begin to throw rose petals into the air
in time with the music. Many fall near this old man, and it is almost
as though they were throwing their petals at a living god. On
several occasions I went to sit by this old man in his retreat, remaining
with him in total silence, trying to “listen” to his meditations and to
meditate myself.

Old Delhi contains many secret things like this; it also has that
phantasmagoric street, Chandni Chowk.

L . S

Chandni Chowk is the vibrating commercial artery of Old Delhi.
At all hours of the day multitudes move up and down its length, and
in the evening it is illuminated by colored lights. There one can see
automobiles, horse carts, trams, trucks, bicycles, tongas, rickshaws,
pedestrians, soldiers, bands of musicians, processions, weddings, ele-
phants, camels, cows, beggars and people dying in the street. It is a
variegated and monstrous universe. The sidewalks are covered with
the stalls of vendors, and the street itself is lined by flower shops,
sweetshops, food shops, banks, antique shops, cinemas and temples. The
richer merchants, dressed in white cloth, sit on the floor of their
shops among brightly colored saris, woven with gold and silver
thread, which they hope will attract the attention of India’s beautiful
women.

Hundreds of lateral streets lead off the Chandni Chowk. These are
so narrow that the balconies of the buildings on either side touch one
another. Trees are planted in the middle of the street, and their
branches and roots penetrate into the houses.

What is most attractive about this quarter is the colorfulness of the
shops. In these, everything seems to be in tune, and the flower shops
are always surrounded by people. These contain garlands of jasmine
and roses, which are worn by priests and used to decorate women'’s
hair. The whole street is filled with the perfume of these yellow, red,
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white, and orange flowers. In other places, colored pastes are sold, which
are used to paint magic circles on holy places and on the thresholds
of temples and houses. Sandalwood pastes are used to adorn the eyes
and horns of cows, and to paint the little dot that appears on women'’s
foreheads. In one of the crowded streets, only Indian spices are sold.
These are piled in open baskets in stalls along the street, and the aroma
of clove and pepper, of cinnamon, aliche, and betel mixes strangely
with the smell of the multitudes that pass by.

The perfume shops are full of sandalwood sticks and of incenses
which are bumned in nearly every building in Old Delhi. They also
sell boxes containing glass balls of scent. There are dozens of Indian
perfumes, but most of them do not please Westerners because of their
penetrating and almost savage sweetness. One is called hinng and has
a dark, heavy smell that penetrates the senses and intoxicates the soul.
It is espedally recommended during the time of the monsoon, and is also
placed on the neck, nipples, and sexual organs of brides. Those who use
this perfume are said to overcome time: when they take two steps in
this world, they take a third in the other.

This quarter is also famous for a strange group of beings who live
there. Wearing feminine clothes, tight blouses or saris, they go about
in groups of two or three. Their hair is loose, and they walk with a
mincing step. The popular belief is that they are sexless, but the truth is
that they are men. They are musicians, and carry drums and tambourines
which they hang by ribbons from their necks; they also have flutes and
bells. Some of them have false breasts, whose shape is visible under
their silk blouses. But nobody worries about them, and they go about
freely; they attract a certain curiosity, and by many they are looked
upon with reverence. It is hard to describe their eyes; they have
something about them that is proud and cynical, in curious contrast
to the soft, undulating movements of their arms and legs.

* * *

Every year, at the end of October, the processions of Rama pass
down the Chandni Chowk, in celebration of his victory over the
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demon Ravana. And in Delhi, as in every city of India, scencs from
the Ramayana are presented in the town squares. These performances
are accompanied by music and dances, and the movements of the actors
are always slow and liturgical, as if they were reenacting a legendary
dream. The old story is recounted to the accompaniment of ancient
songs, and at the end of the great festivitics, in the crowded squares
of the cities, enormous effigies of Ravana and his followers are burned.

In Old Delhi, the Rama processions are particularly interesting. They
consist of a number of floats, carrying Rama and Sita, Hanuman and
his court of monkeys and Ravana and his soldiers. As the procession
moves down the Chandni Chowk the ancient war is teenacted, and
arrows and spears are shot from float to float.

The procession along the Chandni Chowk is unbelievably gorgeous.
Fitst come dozens of clephants, bedecked with gold and silver ornaments
and covered with rich brocades. Then come lampbearers, sword
dancers, fakirs, jugglers, and magicians singing incantations. The
actors who represent the gods are priestly, and they almost scem to
have become divine. They wear crowns of fruit, and are decorated
with collars of vine leaves and jungle flowérs. They have artificially
arched eyebrows which make theic eyes look deep set, and their faces
are painted blue.

Then suddenly the fire dance begins. This dance is performed by
young boys wearing artificial breasts, who are known as the her-
maphrodite dancers. Their dance begins slowly and insinuatingly as
they swing their breasts and their hips, but gradually, as the rhythm of
the great drums increases, they reach a state of frenzy. Their eyes
sparkle, their naked feet hit the dusty asphalt and their metal brace-
lets tinkle. In their hands they have been carrying lighted torches,
and when they enter their trance they push the fire into their mouths,
they jump over it, they step on it, they embrace it, and they eat it—all
before the serene and quiet eyes of the spectators. These hermaphrodites
have performed this dance since childhood, and so they have long been
accustomed to fire. Trained by their fellow tribesmen, they have earned
a good deal of respect and prestige from their dancing. But there is also
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something disturbing and sad abeut this spectacle, for these boys have
not zttained pezce. The externzl fire they brandish is nmot capable of
melting the opposites they represent. There is a grezt difference between
the hermaphredite god of Eleph2ntz 2nd the hermaphredite boys of
Chzndni Chowk. Whereas the first has overcome his manhood, the
Iztter h=ve negzted theirs.

I have often found myself in the midst of these processions that
advance through the fabulous night, exuding these mystericus 2nd
lethal smells. And 2s I welked along with them I began to forget
whko I wzs, znd I didn't care where I was going. Indeed, I begzn to
doubt whethar 1 would ever be able to return to my own country.

* 2 =

Walking down these Indizn streets is like entering z dream. Carts,
trame, and cyclists seem to exist on 2n zstral plane, for none of these
thousznds of vehicles ever collide. Cyclists and rickshaws avoid each
other by sudden movements, and everything is silent. 25 in a2 drezm. I
hzve sumistiices woundered whether the sceme before me was actoally
rezl, or whether it was some pale reflection of life on 2nother plznet.
Soxstimes I heve felt an almost irresistible temptztion to let myself be
hit by one of these vehicles, for I was certzin that it would pass through
me without d2mzging me. ¥

Misery hzs the same fantastic quality in Indiz. The poverty that
one sess in the Chandni Chowk or in the railway stztion of Old Delhi
seems almost unsrezl. All along the street, beggars and sick 2nd dying
people wander into the trafic, and what is seen dazily in Old Delhi
surpasses the imzgination. Totzlly naked men and women, Iying cn
the pzvement and covered with flies and ants, are utterly ignored by
the priests and rich merchants who pass by. Death and destruction is
evesywhere evident. Men mutilated by syphilis or leprosy go aloag
the sidewalks, stepping in their own urine, and displaying their open
red wounds. Some arc deformed monsters, without fzces or arms, and
same hzve po legs. For several consecutive days I saw 2 womzn crawling
zleag the pevement to spend the night in the street not far from my
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house. She would talk to herself, hurl insults, and strike out at phan-
toms. She was covered with rags, and every day she died a little more.
In another section of Old Delhi, on the grass before the Red Fort,
I saw a naked man lying on his back. He was black-skinned and had
an erection; moreover, flies and small spiders were crawling over him.
Yet only a little distance away, little boys and girls were whirling
about and dancing.

At nighttime the misery of India reaches its height. Men and
women who no longer seem human sit in their own excrement, cat
dead flesh, and cluster together on the hard pavement. In the winter
many of them freeze and dje.

Yet the ordinary Hindu is quite indifferent to all this misery. Nobody
helps anyone, and nobody seriously asks help from anyone else. The
beggar asks for alms automatically, and he never says thank you.
Here alone we see the philosophic basis for Hindu misery that dis-
tinguishes it from that of other countries. For it is the beggar who
does the favor by asking, since he offers the giver a chance to improve
his destiny. Yet, at bottom, the Hindu doubts the propriety of saving
those who are dying in the streets. It is not that he does not love
these people; it is because he is not sure whether help is what the dying
man wants or needs, since he has to fulfill his karma and endure his
present incarnation. To interfere may be more dangerous than to let the
dying man's destiny take its course. The concept of charity therefore
does not belong in this ancient country; it flourishes only in young
countries. Neither the beggar nor the dying man expects it. Their fate
rests on the Wheel of Fortune, for tomorrow they will be rich, and
today’s rich man will be poor. Everything is relative; everything is
illusory.

Thus I have never been able to get rid of the curious suspicion that
the misery I see about me in India is almost comic, because it is so
exaggerated. Certainly this misery is not depraved; indeed it contains
an element of religious joy. In other words, thanks to the religious
concept of Hinduism, misery itself provides mental peace. Even those
miserable people who writhe in urine by the latrines have a profound
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look of peace on their faces. This beautiful and spiritual look is the
mark of a different race. It is the sign of a people who have lost every-
thing, yet who have been saved by the gods.

A complementary feature of this is that in India nobody is ever
bored. The atmosphere of the streets is spiritual; it is almost cosmic,
as if everything there were merely the reflection of another planet. There
is flux and movement, but there is also peace, and this peace has not
yet been lost.

One day I saw a2 man pulling a small cart. This cart had wheels, and
inside it was a small thing, a body without legs, nothing more than
a naked bust with arms that stopped at the wrists. It was a woman. Her
breasts were eaten by leprosy and so was a part of her face. Her hair
was disorderly, and the color of her skin was bluish black, which
is a sign of incurable leprosy. Nevertheless, she had deep and peaceful
eyes, and when she passed by me she only smiled; she asked me
for nothing. But that smile was so tremendous, and so feminine, that I
confess 1 felt an attraction for that thing, that woman-thing. The essence
of the feminine spirit was still there, untouched by the ravages of her
leprosy. The man who was pulling the cart walked along insensibly,
looking vaguely ahead. He too was bluish black and clearly was touched

by leprosy.
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Mother and Lover

For years I had heard of Ananda Mai, who is known as the Mother.
Before coming to India, I had read of her life and had heard of her
mystic powers. Her peacefulness and happiness are legendary, and it
is said of her that she had completely overcome her individual ego
and attained the mystic center of existence.

One day, very early in the morning, I left for Dehra Dun, where
Ananda Mai has one of her principal ashrams. In the summertime
the Mother goes either to Dehra Dun or to Almora, which is in the
mountains. During the wintertime she lives in Banaras. Like Rabind-
ranath Tagore, and like Rama Krishna and Vivekananda, she originally
came from Bengal. In the June dawn the sun had barely risen, and it
had a tremulous aura about it, as though it were separated from us by
another zone of light. The road over which I was traveling, and the
northern scenery about me, all seemed to be affected by this nightmarish,
astral light. Caravans of men and camels were passing along the roads,
and already the atmosphere had grown hot. Yet this heat did not come
from the light; rather it seemed to antecede it, like the world before
the coming of light. For, after all, light can also be cold. Thus the light
was only important psychologically, and on that June day it was grey
and sad. The heat, by contrast, was entirely external; it burned up the
nonessentials until only the essentials remained. As a result I had the
sensation not of walking over a road, but of going in search of
the Mother by first searching my own soul. Nevertheless, the heat was
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fatiguing, and although I had closed my eyes as I approached Dehra
Dun, in order to concentrate on the Mother, I could see only camels and
caravans, animals and men. This external scenery kept on repeating itself
in my mind, and although it was arid and vast it also had a certain
delicacy and fineness. There was nothing romantic or sentimental about
it; it was too serious and transcendental for that.

Finally, after passing through a shady forest full of fig trees, I
found myself near the ashram of the Mother. It was a house like any
other house, and it stood beside the road that continues onward towards
the Himalayan village of Musoorie. The entrances of the house were
garlanded with flowers, and from the interior came the sound of music,
mainly of drums and wind instruments. Inside, people were singing,
and crowds of other people were gathered in the vicinity outside. There
were men wearing the saffron robes of beggars; some were half naked
and had ascetic faces and brightly shining eyes. There were also groups
of women who had gathered in separate areas. New visitors constantly
came and went; they arrived bearing fruits and garlands, and they left
with their hands pressed together and with their faces bowed.

Since it was so crowded, I decided not to try to enter the hall, but
to look for a secluded place from which I could observe the proceedings.
I went over to one side and sat by a young man who had a reddish
beard, and hair that had grown down over his shoulders. He was
very thin, and he watched the scene before him with half-closed eyes.
The hall itself was full of people, and, while the chants were sung,
rose petals were thrown into the air and onto the seated figure of
the Mother. As new groups of people entered, they knelt down and
prostrated themselves at her feet, giving her fruit, flowers, and other
presents. She bent over to touch their heads, took the garlands and
returned the fruit; and then the pilgrims went away, looking happy
and refreshed.

The Mother was dressed in a white sari which contrasted sharply with
her dark forearms, which were encircled with simple bracelets. Her
black hair was tied tightly at her neck, and her deep eyes appeared
to be large and dark. She smiled frequently, and when she spoke
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her voice sounded immensely attractive. Her laughter was musical,
almost sensual in its tone. I then began to realize with a shock of
surprise how profoundly feminine the Mother was. She seemed to be
speaking of God in an astonishingly coquettish manner. I watched
her discussing abstract themes with two Brahmans who had come
to consult her, but she disarmed them with a smile in the middle of a
sentence, and with a laugh between two syllogisms. What she was
saying was serious and in accord with the Vedanta and with the sacred
texts, but her accents and gestures were as seductive as any that 1 had
seen in any woman. I wondered how old she was: sixty, seventy,
thirty or twenty. It was impossible to guess, for Ananda Mai seemed
to be ageless. Inside the house it was terribly hot, and her disciples
tried to refresh her with big fans made of matting. At length the
Mother lifted her naked arms and loosened her hair so that it fell over
her shoulders like a black cascade. Then for a moment she looked deeply
at me. Her glance was so seductive that I felt a strong physical attrac-
tion to her. I tried hard to suppress this feeling, however, for I was
afraid of committing a sacrilege, and was worried that she, with her
hypersensitivity, might have felt the strength of my reaction. But perhaps
the same thing happens to everyone, for when I looked at my bearded
companion I noticed that he was glancing at me with a faint smile of
complicity.

Then the Mother began to sing; and then, as suddenly, she stopped.
She merely sat like an immobile statue, while everything around her
gradually stopped moving. The drums, the wind instruments, and the
little silver bells all became silent. Even the disciples stopped fanning
her. In the meantime the Mother simply sat there in the center of the
hall, with her legs crossed and her hair fallen over her shoulders. Her
eyes were closed, and she began to look old. I found myself witnessing
an astonishing transformation, for that woman, who only a moment
before had been ageless and seductive, had stopped being a woman
and had become sexless. I then looked at her hands: they were the
same, for she was wearing the same simple bracelets and her hands
seemed quiet and serene. But something fundamental had changed,
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and those hands were really no longer the same. Moreover, the hair
hanging down to her shoulders was no longer a2 woman's hair, and
her skin seemed to have become pallid and flat. Certainly it would have
been impossible to feel attraction for that clump of hair and fingers,
ot for those hard, stony lips. For by then she had begun to look like
the sphinx, and her face looked almost dead. Yet, at that very moment,
an astonishing peacefulness began to spread over her face. The tense-
ness of the previous moment, which had been heightened by cross-
currents of perfume and by love and passion, had now been resolved,
and peace had taken its place. In that moment of quietness it was
almost possible to hear the heartbeats of the multitudes assembled
all around, and I myself could feel the peace that came from con-
templating that stonelike face, which said nothing and which incited
no passion. I was overwhelmed by a feeling of gratitude for the
Mother, who had suddenly taken me away from the tortures of
Samsara. Without having to turn my face, I realized that my neighbor
had felt the same sensation.

How long this trance lasted is impossible to say, but at any rate,
after a faint tremor, the Mother returned to herself, and came back
to earth. As she opened her eyes her pupils seemed to be still observing
another sphere, but little by little they began to shine. Then the
fans once again started to move, and the music also started up, chanting
in praise for the return of the Mother, and for the return of her
beautiful body. In a little while she would again start to spread the
perfumes of Maya, and to instruct her disciples in the doctrine of
Samsara. Yet, in less than an hour, I had accompanied her along that
stony path, from the ocean of pain and pleasure to the nothingness of
Nirvana, and then had returned to the next stage, brought there by
the wheel of reincarnation. The Mother again began to laugh and
to sing with her musical and agelessly feminine voice.

After a while the Mother retired, for it was mealtime in the ashram.
My companion touched me on the shoulder, inviting me to follow him
along some corridors, where a number of men and women were sitting
in separate rows. He was not an Indian, but a Frenchman from Alsace.
He told me that he had been at a2 number of ashrams, but that he had
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finally decided to stay with the Mother. He felt sure that he would be
able to find peace there. When we sat down he taught me how to eat in
the Indian way. On the floor there were banana leaves, which had been
washed in running water. Then a barefoot monk passed along the
rows with a large container from which he scooped a mixture of rice
and vegetables, called dabal, onto the leaves. There were no knives and
forks: all eating was done with the hands. But only the right hand
was used, as is prescribed in the Vedas. I was instructed to take the
food between my fingers, to make a small ball of it, and to push it into
my mouth with my thumb. As a beginner, I found it difhcult to eat
on the floor with my legs crossed. Later on I joined a queue which
led up to a place where another monk was pouring water over the
hands of those who had just finished eating. A number of the pil-
grims were gargling and rinsing out their mouths.

Since it was midday, the sun was mercilessly hot, and as a result
most of the men withdrew into small cells, or rooms, where they took
their rest. My new friend, the Frenchman, left me in one of these
rooms, where 1 found that a place had been left for me on the floor.
Taking off my shirt, I lay down and closed my eyes, hoping to sleep. I
went off for 2 moment and had a brief dream about treetops. But then
I woke up again because it was so hot. Later I began to feel groggy,
and the hours seemed to pass in a nebulous fashion. Then, perhaps
because of the hardness of the floor, I once again opened my eyes. By
my side I found a man fanning me. His fan was made of wet mats,
and the breeze he made seemed to smell faintly of sandalwood. Over
in a corner someone else was reciting prayers in Sanskrit. The man by
my side had a broad face, and he smiled when he saw me open my eyes.
On the other side I found an invalid, half lying on the floor. He began
to speak to me and to tell me about an accident that he had suffered
years ago. He had broken his back, and all the doctors he had con-
sulted had told him that his case was hopeless. But the Mother had
made him feel better. She had also told him that he was going to live.
This man then strapped up his chest with belts, and had someone insert
canes down his back so as to keep him erect.

I was then told that I would be received by the Mother at four
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o'clodk. T therefore washed my fzce with cold wzter 2nd went down
the corridor towards 2 small room. The Frenchmzn was already there,
2nd 2nother young man wezaring a2 dbsti, but with a bare torso, sat
on the floor. The Mother was resting on 2 plztform covered with 2
white sheet 2nd pillows. Next to her was a very old woman with a
shaven head, who was wezaring 2 saffroncolored gown. Her hands
and feet were so small that she 2lmost seemed to be 2 mummy. She
wzs in fact An2nd2 Mai's mother.

I bowed in the ceremonial wzy I had seen others use, and placed a
gerland of flowers I had brought for her 2t her feet. The Mother smiled
2nd gave me 2n 2pple. Anandz Mai c2n speak only Bengeli 20d Hindj,
and therefore she had 2z young mzn near her to act as interpreter. Her
first words were:

“I saw you come in this moming. Did you notice? Yesterday after-
nooa I h2d been thinking of my brother who died when I was only 2
small girl. He looked very much like you, znd this moming, when 1
saw you, I thought you were my brother.”

I listened to these words with surptise, and those present locked at
me 2nd smiled. Then, moved by zn impulse, T took a small bag made
of golden broczde, which I had always carried over my breast, and
placed it in her hands. This b2g contsined relics and they were sacred
to me. The Mother took my small bag cerefully, almost as if che
were somewhzt 2frzid to. I then zsked her if any life exsted beyond
this life, 20d whether it would be passible to join those who had already
departed. She then locked at me quietly 20d znswered, “Such things
are possible, in drezms. . . ."
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The Great Ego

From Dehra Dun I continued on to Musoorie and Rishikesh, passing
through thick forests and groves of mango trees. Everywhere there
were monkeys jumping about, and I noticed that the baby monkeys
clung onto the bellies of their mothers as they climbed up the vines
and branches of the trees. The roadway passed through gentle valleys
until it reached Rishikesh, a village lying on the bank of the sacred
Ganges, which in these northern parts is wide and clear. Rishikesh is
a very small place, largely inhabited by pilgrims and saddbus. It is the
point of departure for caravans of pilgrims going in search of holy
places. It is also the gateway to Uttarkashi and Gangotri, which is
the source from which the Ganges flows, and for Badrinath and
Kedarnath, which are high mountains in the Himalayas and considered
to be the abode of Vishnu and Siva. High up there in the snows,
despite the freezing weather, there is always fire burning: it is an in-
extinguishable flame, representing the eternal wedding of Siva and his
consort.

Soon after arriving at Rishikesh I decided to visit the ashram belong-
ing to the Swami Sivananda. I had heard that this man had traveled
to Mount Kailas some years ago, and I had also heard many stories
and rumors about him, Originally from the south, from Madras, he
had once been a doctor in Malaya, but he renounced his family life
and his profession in order to withdraw to the Himalayas. There he
founded his ashram, or monastery, which he called the Forest University
or the Divine Life Society. He has lived in this place ever since, sur-

29



30 THE SEARCH

rounded by his disciples and by the monkeys who play in the forest. His
ashram has a gymnasium for physical yoga, a photographic laboratory,
a press, a hospital, a maternity ward, and a school. The rooms where
the swami lives are in the lower part of the building, near the river.
On the other side of the river there is a modetn temple called the
Gita Bhavan, while farther upstream, and also on the opposite shore,
is a smaller and older temple, the Lashman Jhula.

It was still very early in the morning when I arrived, and along the
roadside were many monks wearing saffron robes. Some were covered
with ashes and had their hair hardened with cow dung, while others
had their heads shaved. They were all going to the Ganges for their
morning ablutions, and on the way they presented their beggars’ bowls
at the doors of houses. The approach to Sivananda's asbram consisted
of a flight of stone steps, and even there, in the early-morning sun,
the air was like that of an oven. Nevertheless, the staircase was
crowded with monks and beggars and visitors who had come from
other cities. At the top of the steps I asked where I should go, and
was shown to a cell ovetlooking some lower terraces. From there 1
was directed to ask for the Swami Sidananda, who is the ashram'’s
secretary.

I approached the door of the cell and knocked. Inside I could hear
the sound of an interminable litany being repeated in Sanskrit at
a great rate of speed. Then the door opened, and a young man appeared:
he was barefoot, his head was shaven, and he wore only a saffron skirt,
which hung from his waist. Across his chest was stretched the white
string which signified that he was a Brahman. His opening of the
door had not made him interrupt his litany, however, for he continued
to recite the holy words. Instead, he smiled and nodded his head in-
sistently. I told him why I had come, and he then led me into a low
room where there were other young men like himself sitting in a line.
He asked me to wait there, since the Swami Sivananda would not be
available for an hour or so.

As the morning sun rose, the heat increased in intensity, and the
atmosphere of the room grew heavy. Then, after what seemed to be
a long time, people began to collect in the room, and at about eleven
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o'clock the Swami Sivananda appeared. He was a large man and,
like the others, was naked except for his saffron skirt. His head was
also shaven. He then sat down in an armchair and glanced in my
direction. He had a gentlemanly bearing; his hands were well formed,
and his smile was portly and affable. We remained, however, in total
silence: he asked me nothing, and I too said nothing. He simply
smiled, and then, after a little while, he began to hum and to sing.
His voice was beautiful and his song joyful. Then, some moments
later, another swami entered, playing a chord instrument with which
he accompanied Sivananda’s song. When they finished Sivananda ex-
plained that the song was 2 yoga song of Divine Life. He then spoke
of another type of yoga, capable of curing illnesses by means of the
vibrations that rise from musical instruments or which emanate from
the vocal cords. To demonstrate this power Sivananda then asked
another yogi to sit down beside me. I was told to place my hand on
the top of his shaven head. He then uttered a sound that vibrated
precisely where my hand was, so that I could easily feel it. Afterwards,
with another sound, he made the muscles of his forearm vibrate; then
his biceps and his stomach. Yet another sound moved his ears. Finally
he began to sing, and was accompanied by the Swami Sivananda.

In this way our interview concluded. Sivananda rose to leave, giving
me a gracious bow. Although I had no way of knowing who he was,
or what truth he claimed to profess, I felt that he was agreeable and
that he was a great gentleman. This was his fundamental character. His
whole bearing demonstrated this quality; moreover, he had sung me
a song of joy.

Outside in the corridor I was approached by a young boy who told
me that his name was Agarwati, and that he had been assigned by
Swami Sivananda to accompany me on a tour of the surroundings of
the ashram. After leaving the building we walked together along the
dusty road that led towards the bridge and the Lashman Jhula. This
bridge was some distance away, and when we reached it we found a
man wearing Tibetan clothes standing on it. He was staring fixedly at
the river, talking to it, and throwing bits of food into it. Apparently
he had just received food from his begging, but before satisfying his
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own hunger he was giving a portion of it to the sacred Ganges. He
also had an old book from which he was reading to the river. When
he turned his face he revealed black fiery eyes and a pointed beard. He
had probably just crossed over the high mountain ranges from his own
country, for his clothes seemed ill suited to this lower region.

Continuing on our pilgrimage, we reached an ashram dedicated to
Kali. There we found naked men who were covering themselves
with ashes. They looked like savages from the stone age or inhabitants
of some other planet, but they paid no attention to us. Agarwati then
told me he wanted to take me to the Gita Bhawan and to show me the
small temples along the way. He also said 1 should see the great
banyan trees and the fig trees of Buddha, and the monkeys in the
neighboring jungles, because it was there that Swami Sivananda had
meditated for years before founding the ashram of Divine Life. Agar-
wati also pointed out an old tree under which a holy man had lived
for years; this man was reputed to have had great powers, but he had
gone away to live in the mountains.

By that time the heat of the day had grown so oppressive that I
had to take off my shirt. We plodded on slowly, and shortly after
noon we finally reached the Gita Bhawan, which is an enormous
modern temple. Agarwati had told me that he wanted me to see an-
other swami who lived here, but who had originally come from the
south, He occupied 2 subterranean cell in the basement of the monas-
tery. Every year Gita Bhawan is visited by thousands of pilgrims. Its
walls are covered with inscriptions and verses from the sacred texts;
its floor is sheathed with marble, and it has a colored dome on the
roof. I examined it with care while Agarwati went to make inquiries
about seeing the swami. When he returned he told me that the
swami had been in a profound samadhi for several days, and that he
had only just come out of it. Apparently his disciples and the Brahmans
of the temple were just then attending to him in his subterranean
cell, but he had agreed to receive me. Agarwati was very excited at
this news and he explained that the swami spoke only in Tamil; he said
he would find an interpreter, however, if 1 wished to ask him any-
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thing. He also told me that the swami's name was Sukhdevananda.

We took off our shoes and climbed down the narrow staircase that
led to his cell. Down below it was cool and shadowy, and it took
me some time to get used to the darkness, since the only light in the
room came in from a high window. Gradually, however, 1 began to
make out the form of a man sitting with his legs crossed on a small
platform raised off the ground. He was surrounded by disciples who
were massaging his arms and legs, while another kept placing wet
cloths on his shaven head. The swami didn't move at all, and his
eyes were closed. The other people in the room were all reclining
comfortably on the floor, and I sat down with them, close by the swami.
The room seemed to be filled with a strange odor, which may have
come from some overripe mangoes piled in a corner. Through the
stone walls I could also hear the sound of water—the waves of the
Ganges beating against the foundations outside. We were, in fact,
under water, and it seemed as though the room was part of the sub-
merged continent of Atlantis. The smell was that of the fruit of Atlantis,
and the men were the priests of Avalon, the City of the Dead. The
swami too emanated a strange odor, a mixture of death and of
resurrection. Coming from a deep tomb beneath the waters, it also
seemed to emerge from the Serpent beneath the Tree of Paradise. I
began to realize how intoxicating the atmosphere of this cell was, and
I knew that I too would have lost consciousness there, for I had
already experienced what was happening to the swami. I had already
been buried alive.

After a while the swami began to click his dry tongue; he opened
his eyes and glanced up towards the light from the window overlooking
the Ganges. Then he smiled faintly, as if moved by something in his
memory. Agarwati turned to me to ask if I wanted to speak with
the swami, since he had obtained an interpreter. I smiled and nodded
my head. “No . . . what is there to say?”

We then left and climbed up the long staircase that led to the
outside world. We strolled over to the river bank, where we found a
number of launches, and the Swami Sidananda accompanied by a
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group of pilgrims. The swami was just about to leave in order to take
food to a colony of lepers. His head was covered with his saffron robe
to protect it from the sun. Agarwati and I approached his boat, but
he said nothing; he glanced at me only briefly. He seemed preoccupied
and distant. I realized that I was watching an ancient scene: it had
been enacted before by fishermen, and Sidananda was an Indian St.
John.

We also took a launch, but only to return to the ashram. It was the
first time 1 had ever crossed the Ganges. I put my hand into the
water, so as to touch it, and let it flow between my fingers.

* * %

I had lunch on the floor of the ashram, eating as I had learned to
do with my hands, and surrounded by monks and pilgrims. Afterwards
Agarwati took me to his room, where he had spread a mat out on the
floor so that I could rest. He also left me one of his dhotis. Lying half
naked I tried to sleep, but, as in the ashram of the Mother, it was too
hot. I felt exhausted, but all I could do was fall into a semiconscious
state from which I returned, some hours later, to find Agarwati watch-
ing over me. He told me that the secretary, Sidananda, was waiting for
me to take tea with him in his cell.

I found Sidananda seated on the floor, surrounded by children and
animals. Smiling, he asked them to leave, but the monkeys kept re-
. turning, or at least peeped through the door and the window. There
was a pile of books in the room, and a number of sandalwood sticks
burning in a bronze censer. I sat down near Sidananda, and he offered
me tea and biscuits. “You are different,” he said. “"You seem capable
of living as we do, and that is why I wanted to invite you to take
this modest tea with me.”

“Different?"” I replied. “'I don't know. Sometimes I feel like abandon-
ing everything in order to live alone in the mountains. I have always
had this dream, and I even tried to do it, a long time ago.”

"It is not necessary to live in the mountains,” he said. “The abandon-
ment can be interior. Fifteen minutes a day are enough. Every morning
sit down in your room, alone, and put your mind in a state of blankness.
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Forget everything; forget your name, your country, your family, every-
thing. What you really are will remain with you. And after that fiftcen-
minute session you will be able to return to your work and your daily
occupation in the world. But don’t be bound to the fruit of your
actions, or even to the actions themselves. These fiftcen minutes of
meditation will give you strength to live two lives, onc beside the
other. And then, one day, one of these two lives will gradually and
naturally overpower the other; although it is not even necessary for
this to happen, since the two lives will in effect have been together all
along. All you really have to do is to overcome the ego.”

“The ego?” I asked. “I'm not sure whether I want to overcome it
or not; sometimes I want to recognize it and to experience it to its ut-
most."

The young swami looked away, through the door, but he remained
smiling. Outside, the monkeys were swinging in the trees.

We had been talking for some time. The Swami Sidananda had
come from Madras, where he had received his doctorate in Economics;
afterwards he decided to go to Rishikesh in order to devote himself
to monastic life. I could not understand his intention, for he was very
different from his master, the Swami Sivananda. He was more ascetic
and self-torturing, and I imagined that he was an expert in the science
of Hatha yoga and Raja yoga. If the Swami Sivananda had ever been
ascetic, he certainly was so no longer, for these were the words of
the song he had sung: "A little meditation, a little prayer, a little
pleasure, a little pain, a little bit of everything.”

At Sidananda's suggestion we then went to visit the swami in his
room at the river’s edge. There we found him with his monks and with
some visitors. Onc of the monks, a young man with Greek features,
was bowed down before him, and with his black eyes with their long
eyelashes, and with his straight profile, he looked like a classical figure.
He was engaged in opening letters which he passed on to the swami,
who then read them quickly before dictating some reply. When he saw
me the swami signaled me to sit down beside him, and I imagined that
the moment had arrived for my consultation with him, and I prepared
to ask him what I had been wanting to ask all day.
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"Would you tell me, Swamiji, something about the sacred Mount
Kailas?"

“Why not?" he replied with a casual smile.

"When you were there, did you ever see a hermit, or a monastery
inhabited by old Brahmans?"’

He looked at me for 2 moment in silence before replying. "“Not
exactly on Mount Kailas,” he said, “but nearby, there are a number of
monasteries, one for example called Nyandi or Nyandi Gompa. Then,
of course, a great many pilgrims climb the foothills of the sacred
mountain."”

“But is there nothing on the mountain itself " I asked. “Isn’t there
a cave there? My Master told me that his masters live somewhere
within this mountain. He said the mountain was perforated, and that
a special light flooded the place.”

“There is nothing there,” Sivananda replied. “Perhaps farther away
on the other side . . ."”

I remembered the paintings of Mount Kailas that I had seen in my
Master's house, as well as other paintings of the sacred mountain that
I had seen. And I remembered that there was a mysterious shadow, not
unlike the entrance of a cave. It could be seen on the Dirapuk side of
the mountain.

Since it was late, the swami then invited me to go down with him
to the Ganges. We sat together beside the river, and the swami dipped
his toes in the water. Looking at the surface of the Ganges in the
dusk of the late afternoon, I began to imagine that I could see the
dome of a mountain reflected in the water, as if it were the reflection
of Mount Kailas mirrored in the sacred waters of Lake Manasarovar,

* %k

It was nighttime, and the assembly hall of the ashram was already
full. The musicians were playing, flower petals were flying through the
air and the whole room was enveloped with the smoke of perfumed
incense. The monks were reciting verses from the Ramayana, and
they seemed to be, like Homer's Greeks, singing the story of their
heroes. But here the legend was divine and the life they sang of was
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the life of God. Moreover, in the center of the room there was a living
god. Reclining on a soft sofa, he was surrounded by the faithful who
sat about him, enraptured and openmouthed. They fanned him, and
let flowers fall over him. They also threw fruit and coins at his thick,
naked feet. They looked as though they wanted to bathe him in milk,
like 2 Roman Emperor, and to envelop him in sweet fruits and caramels.
From time to time this god would take an apple and toss it to onc of
his favorites, or to some faithful follower hidden in a corner, who
would seize it with a mixture of humility and pride because he had
been chosen by the god, and was preferred for the moment. This god
also threw an apple at me. I caught it in the air and looked into his
eyes, and there I noticed a sparkling of good humor and a certain
complicity. Then, after a while, Sivananda got up, and, taking a musical
rattle made of metal sticks and bells, he began to dance and sing. The
Joose folds of his flesh wriggled as he moved about. But Sivananda
had now moved beyond the immediate scene before him: he was living
the myth and was enacting his divine role.

I began to wonder what really was taking place. Was this merely
an example of an enormously inflated ego? Certainly it would have
been considered so among us. But what happens when there is no
ego in our sense of the word? What is it that becomes inflated then?

At Rishikesh everything was so different that it would be supetficial
to judge it by our own values, and to say that this was merely an
instance of outrageous vanity or pride. For the real essence of that
scene in the ashram was goodness and ingenuousness. It scemed to be
the act of a childlike and innocent soul trying to revive a myth, and to
resurrect the real past of the gods.

Yet I really cannot spcak with any certainty about this matter, and

therefore I prefer not to judge it. For the fact is I really know nothing
about it, absolutely nothing at all.

* % X

Very early in the morning the disciples and visitors go to practice
their yoga gymnastics in the hall on top of a small hill. At that very
hour, the young Swami Sidanada will probably be in profound medita-
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tion in his small cell. His eyes will be turned inward, towards other
worlds. On the other side of the river, the Swami Sukhdevananda may
be revisiting the submerged Atlantis from which he had just returned
when I visited him. All over India, along the roads and in the moun-
tains, pilgrims are meditating and dreaming, and as they wash in the
holy waters they invoke their gods. The Swami Sivananda is probably
still asleep.

In the large hall on the top of the hill I watched the various asanas.
Some of the yogis were able to pull in their stomachs so far that the
line of their backbone was visible on the skin in front. Others were
standing on their heads. These exercises make no sense if you consider
them merely as physical gymnastics. Unlike Swedish exercises, they
are not designed simply to develop muscles; rather they have psychical
purposes. The point is to overcome the heaviness of the body and to
reactivate the nervous or psychical centers in the various parts of the
body. In all of these exercises, the mind takes a prominent role; the
asanas have to be practiced consciously, for they pursue an objective
that is beyond the immediate physical world. Yet even those who don’t
practice these exercises with a full consciousness of their purpose can
discover an imperceptible change in their personality. Quite uncon-
sciously their vision of the world will become modified, and they will
find a certain peace and serenity. The reason for this is that those ex-
ercises activate certain psychical centers which are ordinarily inactive
or paralyzed.

I left the hall and walked along a path that wound about the top of
the hill. The sun had not yet risen, and there was only a hint of light
from the distance. After a few minutes I came across a small white
temple, built on top of 2 mound. A young man was sitting on the steps,
and when he greeted me I realized that he was a European. He beckoned
me to approach and then asked me whether I would like to meditate
for a while in his temple. “I have lived here all during my stay at the
ashram,” he said, “and I am waiting to be initiated by Sivananda.” He
also told me that he was originally from Germany.

I accepted his offer and entered the temple. Inside, the atmosphere was
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heavy and dark. I sat down on the floor with my legs crossed and
closed my eyes, trying to concentrate on the space between my eyebrows.
Imperceptibly I began to see the image of my old Master and to hear
his instructions: “"Don’t think at all but focus on the space between
the eyebrows. To see through the third eye, you have to squint and fix
your gaze, but most of all you have to wait.” Then suddenly I heard
the word Kailas, and saw the image of the mountain. At that I realized
I could not continue my search by wholly internal means. I knew that
I would have to pursue a physical pilgrimage along the dusty roads of
the Himalayas.

When I got up I felt utterly exhausted. I walked slowly back to the
ashram, where 1 found a number of workers engaged in putting up a
statue of Swami Sivananda. I wondered what it would be like to have
a statue erected to oneself in one’s own lifetime.

The time for leaving had come, and Agarwati stood beside me on
the road. Just then I noticed a man running along the road towards me.
In spite of the heat, he was wearing Tibetan clothes and was carrying
an umbrella. I recognized him as the same man whom I had seen
throwing food into the waters of the Ganges and reciting verses over
it. When he came up to me, he said: “'Last night I went to the river,
and the stars spoke to me about you. They were reflected in the current
of the water.” He looked at me fixedly. His eyes had the black intensity
of madness, and his beard moved up and down in time with the heaving
of his breath.
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T'he Rejoicing Monsters

I knew that one day I would have to return to Rishikesh, since it was
the gateway to the source of the Ganges, not to mention the regions
around Gangotri and Uttarkashi, which is where the real yogis live. But
first I had to go down to Hardwar, one of the seven sacred cities of
India. It is located on the shores of the Ganges, and is visited by
thousands of pilgrims who go there to swim in the river. It was already
late when I arrived and the place was crowded, for it was a mebla day,
which meant that thousands of pilgrims had congregated here. The
docks and the steps along the river were crowded with people, and a
small lagoon nearby was full of old men, children, and women who
were bathing. Nearly all of themn were fully dressed, and the satis
sticking to the skins of the old women made them look like skeletons.
The water was muddy, but the people put their heads under it and
drank it; in all likelihood they also relieved themselves in it.

The streets were crowded with fakirs, some of whom were covered
with ashes, while others had thorns sticking into their skin. One of
them had a bluish arm pierced entirely through by a long naif. But
what was most extraordinary were the monsters which here and there
were placed in carts. One of these, I noticed, had a small childlike body.
His feet were where his hands should have been, and for hands he
had feet. Yet he also had an enormous head with a long flowing
beard, and he spoke with a deep bass voice. Nearby I found another
grotesque, with an enormous belly, squatting on the branch of a tree.
Nightmarish as they were, all of these creatures kept pictures of them-
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selves which they showed to passersby. These self-portraits even seemed
to exaggerate their ugliness and monstrosity, yet they seemed much
amused by them and laughed contagiously. Nearly always they were
surrounded by a group of spectators also laughing uproariously.

In the center of the town, where there were public baths and docks
along the wide and majestic river, crowds of people were bathing. There
too were dozens of temples, many of them filled with people singing.
In the streets, cows and donkeys mingled with the crowd. From high
balconies overlooking the river a number of boys were diving into
the water. Elsewhere whole families walked into the river, holding
hands. But nowhere was there the slightest evidence of natural joy;
everything was silent and dreamlike, for everything was part of a
ritual that had been repeated for centuries. Across the river the sun
was slowly setting, and its rays tinged the surface of the water with
a pink veneer. As I gazed at it I began to feel a strong desire to sub-
merge myself under that surface.

To break the spell I decided to spend some time walking about
the town. On the outskirts I discovered some small temples, most of
them placed in groves containing huge, gnarled trees. Yet inevitably
I found myself called back to the water, which at least had a certain
freshness. There at the river's edge I saw a naked old man carrying a
trident. The water was up to his waist, and he was repeating Sanskrit
verses. As night was beginning to fall I decided to return to the dock.
Many people were still there, singing and praying. For light they had
the stars and a few torches, and they seemed to be carried away by an
ecstasy of singing and chanting. Knowing that most of the pilgrims
would simply spend the night sleeping on the ground, I planned to do
so myself, and therefore looked for a place near the central section
of the steps. When at last I found a spot I discovered I had settled near
an old priest, dressed in a saffron robe, who kept raising his arms to
heaven, shaking small cymbals and bells. As he did so he sang in a
very high voice and gazed up at the highest stars.

Slowly my eyes began to close, and I fell asleep. And among my
dreams was one of an old man wearing a saffron-colored cloak. I also
dreamed of those diabolically joyful self-portraits.
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W hen the Fish Enters the Aquarium

The similarities between the legends of Krishna and Christ have
frequently been noticed. The names themselves are similar. Like Krishna,
Christ was born of a virgin, and the idea of Mary's virginity may have
been adopted from the Oriental legend. Both Krishna and Christ were
born under tyrants, and both Herod and Kansa ordered the killing of
children. Other similarities abound: each was bom at midnight and had
traits of character in common with the other. And when they died the
heavens were full of signs of their passing.

At the same time, there are doubtless great differences between the
two, and Krishna's myth is essentially pagan in its form. Probably what
happened is that over the years each myth was influenced by the other,
for in ancient times there was considerable commerce between India and
the Middle East. In the first century A.D., for example, a number of early
Christians visited the coast of Malabar in the south of India and there the
apostle, St. Thomas, preached. It is even possible that the crafty Brahmans,
hearing the story of Christ, incorporated parts of it into the legend of
their own god. On the other hand, three hundred years before the
birth of Christ the story of Krishna had already been compiled in
India, and had begun to influence the Essenes in the Middle East. There
the legend of a sacrificial god was already familiar, and the story of the
Egyptian Pharaoh Akhnaton and his god of love had taken hold of
the imagination of the world, for Akhnaton was sacrificed to the fury of
the priests of Amon. All of these stories seem part of a universal myth,
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and the legends of Osiris and Akhnaton, and those of the Christian Father
and Son, and of Krishna and Adonis, have much in common. Yet there is
little purpose in searching for similarities between these legends or for
influences of the one upon the other, for the myth is always the same
and revolves timelessly down through the ages. In certain eras it may
appear to deepen or to become more subtle, but esseatially it is always
the same, and thus some have thought that it belongs more to the
universe than to something within man himself. But to search in the
stars rather than on earth for its source is merely to engage in circular
logic, for astrology merely projects human situations into the sky. As-
trology is merely a picture of the drama that takes place within the
collective mind of man, and it is not something that has been entirely
replaced by the appearance of modern astronomy.

In astrology, the zodiacal sign of Asies is the Ram. In terms of
world history, Aries represents the first era; it is the sign of the Aryans
and of the Golden Fleece. In short, it is the age before the Flood; it
represents the primeval home, man’s primitive fatherland, the place
first left by the Eternal Pilgrim who, with all of his people, set out
across the sands of the deserts in search of a Promised Land in the
southern region. Aries is the sun that rises over the mountains and sets
in the sea. Aries is the old home that was lost, and man has not yet
found anything wholly satisfactory to replace it. He has found a differ-
ent home called Pisces, whose zodiacal image is that of a fish, but it is
not the same thing. His voyage to his present home has nevertheless
been long and arduous, and it has involved many psychological changes.
The old law of the first pilgrims was a law of fire, and was essentially
a representation of the Father. Its image, moreover, was that of the
fire of sacrifice. But with the coming of the Son the image changed
and took the form of the swastika, while the new law was that of a
sacrifice accepted by love. This new epoch of Pisces more or less began
when the Brahmans began to codify the Mahabharata, transforming
Rama into Krishna, just as Adonis, Dionysus and Pan found expregsion
in Christ. All of these qualities of the soul needed expression, and their
astrological form was merely a reflection of the Collective Unconscious.
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In the West the fish of Pisces have nevertheless taken a different form
from those of the East. In the West they lie athwart one another, taking
the shape of a cross, whereas in Indiz two fish rotate in a circle, each
nearly aatching the tail of the other. Thus the Indian cross is a swastika,
and the Christ of India is not so dramatically divided, nor so agonizedly
polarized, as is the Christ of the West. The European Christ is the Christ
of absolutes: absolute good and absolute light. Everything terrestrial
and everything that lies in the shadows belongs to Christ's opposite,
the Devil. Krishna, on the other hand, is something like the god Pan,
and he incorporates not only light and good, but shadows and evil.
Everything in India follows this same pattern; everything is mixed,
but without transition, and every saint is something of a sinner, and
every sinner has something of the saint in him. In India, all of life is
accepted simultaneously.

The Christ of Atlantis must have been like this Indian Christ. Bom
as a fish in Pisces, killed as a lamb, and ultimately resurrected as a
dove in Aquarius. This epoch may also belong to the third person of
the Trinity—the Holy Ghost. Little is known of this mysterious third
person: all we know is that it has the shape of a dove and speaks with
tongues of fire. It is curious that while the Father and the Son have
human characteristics, this third being lacks them. Little has been done to
develop this symbol, and perhaps it is dangerous to do so. It may
merely mean the reincorporation of the animal nature that is negated
in Pisces, except that in this new era the animal will have wings. At
that point the Plumed Serpent may once again rise, and man may
achieve his totality and his control over light and shadow. Surely the
Holy Ghost must mean the deification of man, and this resurrection will
not only be of the spirit but also of the flesh. From the deep waters of
a2 new Flood, which may be an inundation by fire, the Plumed Serpent

will finally emerge as a dove and will represent man at his highest and
most complete form.
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Holy Places

The night of the eighth of Badhrom, which is at the beginning of
August, is the night when Krishna was born, and at that time the
Birla Temple in New Delhi is always full of people. 1 decided to visit
it that night, and when I arrived I found thousands of people crowded
together near the entrance and stretching along the marble steps that
lead up to the temple. The grounds and statuary were illuminated by
colored lights, and all along the way policemen, wearing turbans and
carrying long sticks, were trying to keep order among the human
river that overflowed the place, ascending and descending the stairs,
moving around the towers and marble elephants towards the central hall
of the temple which contained the image of Krishna. The scene was
magical, but in the month of Badhrom the heat was suffocating.

Finally, with great difficulty, and feeling more dead than alive, I
reached the entrance to the central hall. The procession pressed for-
ward slowly from the left and passed into the room, which was full of
people, all of whom seemed delirious as they sang the exploits of the
god and waited for the coming of midnight. One of the walls was
covered with mirrors and these seemed to double the size of the rooms.
Upon reaching the statue of Krishna, in the central part of the hall,
the faithful would kneel down and throw rose petals and coins, sweets,
and fruit towards it. This image was a life-sized statue of Krishna,
carved from colored marble. When my part of the procession reached
the center of the hall I suddenly felt myself being grabbed by one of
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the priests of the temple, who pulled me aside and then pushed me
into the center of a circle of singers. There I finally found a place to
sit down and crossed my legs. Everyone was singing and following
the direction of one man. The song often changed in pace and style,
but there was never any awkwardness or hesitation between the various
parts. Many of the singers had drums which they beat, while others
had metal instruments or bells attached to sticks. As always, the thythm
was hypnotic and passionate. The song would begin slowly and softly,
like those wailing chants of Andalusia, but then little by little the
singers would pick up speed, until they finally reached a convulsive
conclusion. Everyone in the place was singing. Near me was a young
father with his small son, and both were singing happily. The child
had a marvelously tender voice. After a little his father got up and,
taking some metal sticks, he jumped up and down with them for nearly
an hour. Soon he was bathed in sweat and appeared to be in agony.
I was afraid he was going to die of a heart attack. The atmosphere
inside the hall was like an oven, and from time to time men carrying
Jarge fans would move through the sections trying to give relief to the
masses assembled on the floor, but their fanning did little good. The
little boy near me sang as though he were Krishna himself, and the
smoke of sandalwood was mixed with the vapor that rose from the
convulsive singers. Soon I found myself singing and clapping my hands
to the rhythm. Without knowing why, I closed my eyes and began to
repeat that undulating phrase: “Hari Krishna, Hari Rama, Hari Krishna,
Hari Krishna, Hari Rama. . . .”

Then suddenly T felt something hit me, and noticed a2 number of men
falling to the ground not far from where I was. It was as though a
cyclone had passed through the room. A man with long hair and painted
eyebrows, being possessed by the god, had begun to perform his
ritual. He took off his shirt and his trousers and, standing half naked
before the statue of Krishna, he began to twist and dance. The crowd
began to shout joyfully and to sing louder, and the rhythm of their
singing grew faster and faster. The man bent his body from side to side,
and accompanied his profane dance with guttural sounds which he made



Holy Places 47

in his throat. As he danced before Krishna he seemed to be possessed
by the blue god, and he gave himself to that god. He jumped about in
contortions and uttered wails of pleasure and pain. The crowd shouted
with him and kept time with his rhythm.

And so the music and dancing continued until midnight, which was
the hour when the blue god was born. It was as though these masses
of the faithful had acted as midwives, pushing and pulling their god
into the world.

With the arrival of midnight, the scene was transformed into what
it must have been in the month of Badhrom thousands and thousands
of years ago. We were all standing with the palms of our hands to-
gether, and with our eyes closed, and we all sang softly and sweetly.
There were tears in our eyes, for this was the greatest happiness: the blue
god had once again been born; he had been resurrected in the soul

and would dance again during the coming year like a sun over a paradise
of flowers.

* * ¥

Every year this same cosmic drama is repeated all over India. In open-
air theaters and in the temple courtyards, the school children all become
Krishna at least for one night, and all of India follows the famous
story and legend, for it is a personal legend and represents the essence
of the Indian people.

I decided to go to Mathura, Krishna's own city, in order to see
how the anniversary of his birth was celebrated there. Since Mathura
is not far from Delhi, I was but one of thousands of others who had
taken this pilgrimage from the capital. Arriving before noon, I went
to visit the museum, which is well known for the treasures from the
Gupta epoch which it contains, and while I was there I was given a
flower by an old man, and some children sang for me. Afterwards I
went to take a rest in the temple. It was crowded with beggars and sick
people and the faithful who had come there to eat and sleep, for a
temple in India is always a house. As usual, there was a mixed lot in-
side, and there was plenty of dirt; but at the same time there was also 2
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certain freshness, as if, in some dark corner of the temple, the tropical
vegetation outside had been epitomized in a purer essence within. In
Hindu temples you have the feeling that there is some invisible river
of the clearest water flowing down from the altar; this river seems to
flow through all of the baroque temples of India.

But my true reason for going to Mathura was to see the real river,
the Jumna, by which Krishna played as a child. It was in this portion of
the river that the serpent Kali-Naga lived, and it was there that Krishna
fought his great battle. The village of Gokul was nearby, and many of the
faithful took pilgrimages there. I myself decided to go to Vrindavana,
however, where the child-god had danced with the gopis. It was already
late afternoon when I started, and by the time I had gotten halfway there,
night fell. My companion was a Sikh with a black beard, and I sug-
gested to him that we sleep along the way under the stars. He agreed
and we lay down by the side of the road, he meanwhile unbuckling his
sword and sticking it into the ground. There were a number of other
pilgrims nearby, and several camels were taking their rest under a
neighboring tree. From time to time I could hear a woman coughing
and moaning. But gradually, as I gazed up into the sky, I began to lose
myself in the stars, and I soon began to experience a sensation which I
used to have as a child—that of not lying with my back along the
surface of the ground, but of hanging from its surface. I began to
feel that the sky was not above me but below me, and that I could
easily slip away and fall into it. This was precisely the feeling of
vertigo and terror I had felt as a child. It was the sensation of falling
endlessly into a bottomless pit, and on that particular night I had the
feeling that I was falling into the dark blue color of Krishna himself.

Then suddenly I felt something cold on my face. At first I thought
it was a snake, but it was only a small frog that had jumped on me. I
did not move, however, because 1 was still half lost in the stars. The
Sikh had already fallen asleep by his sword, the woman was still cough-
ing and moaning a little distance away and I could hear the heavy
breathing of the camels. Gradually 1 too began to fall asleep, feeling
that the stars were really within me. I fell more and more deeply into a
“Krishna.”
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At dawn, when I awoke, 1 found mysclf covered with dew. It was
warm with the morning sun, however, and the camels had already
started along the dusty road to Vrindavana. The Sikh and I got up and
prepared to follow them. When we finally reached the city, we went
directly to the gardens of Vrindavana and decided to spend most of the
day there. These gardens of course were new, but it seemed probable
that the legendary ones had been located in much the same place. At
any rate, they had legendary qualitics, and were filled with fantastic
peacocks and shrieking monkeys. Morcover, as in the past, the gardens
seemed to be full of milkmaids and shepherdesses looking for some
kind of Krishna among the flowers and fig trees. Most anxious of all
of these was Radha, who was the strange lover of the blue god. For
Radha had already married: she was the wife of a shepherd. Yet
Krishna made her his favorite and fused himself with her in the center
of the dance. Here is a real part of India's strange mystery: Radha real-
ized that her true lover was not her husband but the wild blue dancer,
who, with his flute, was like the great god Pan. Yet there is also some-
thing real and human about this relationship, for few know who their
real husbands or wives are. Every man has his Radha, and every woman
her blue god.

There is of course something illicit about this love: it is not the love
of ordinary life. Rather it is an ideal love, at the margin of existence
and beyond the “works and days of hands.” It is a fusion beyond the
immediate, which first took place in the ancient jungles and gardens of
Vrindavana. Late at night, far away from her husband and from her
daily chores, Radha took part in a mad dance that led to an ccstatic
union of the eternal feminine with the eternal masculine. Afterwards
she returned from the garden to her house and took up her usual role
as faithful wife to the shepherd, and there she decided to remain until
she heard the call again. There is a strange inexplicable mystery in all
of this, and in the end it is even possible that the husband was proud
that his wife had slept with a god and given birth to a god.

Walking down the narrow side streets of the city, 1 fmlally returned
to the river. Then I saw a number of huge tortoises resting on the
bank and floating in the stream. These were the tortoises of Brahma
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and of Vishnu, who dominated the first epoch of the world—Satya Yuga
~—in which man lived until he was four thousand years old. Vishnu at
that time took the form of a tortoise, in order to go down to the bottom
of the sea to find the mysterious “thing” that had been lost in the Flood.
Thete, at the bottom of the Sea of Milk, he stirred the waters and
raised up a mountain—Mount Kailas. Then the gods and demons
took hold of the serpent Vasuki, and, splitting it lengthwise, they tied
the ends together with a piece of rope. With this longer serpent they
once again began to agitate the sea until they discovered the mysterious
thing that had been lost in the Flood. Finally it appeared, taking the
form of Amrita, the water of life, and also Rambha, who was a mar-
velous nymph. We may also consider this lost thing to have been
Radha, but inevitably it was also Visha, or poison.
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The Bird That Sings Over the Ruins

At dawn I went to see the Taj Mahal. In truth, I did not have to go
anywhere, for I slept there all night, nearby on the grass. As the first
rays of the sun began to shine over the horizon I walked about the
grounds, gazing at the Taj Mahal from various angles. Its white dome
was tinged with pink, and the inlaid stones and precious jewels glistened
in the morning light. In its total form it is a squared circle, for the
central structure with its rounded dome rises from a large square plat-
form. It is a circle in the center of a square, a sacred mandala.

* * %k

At Fatehpur Sikri a bird sings over the ruins. He begins at dawn
and continues singing until noon, and his cry is monotonous and deadly.
This bird is usually not visible, for he hides in the grass outside of the
ruined walls of the old city or conceals himself in a cupola high over
the roofs of the Great Mogul's palace.

At noon in Fatehpur Sikri everything seems to be paralyzed by the
heat, and the air shimmers with the red light of the sandstone. The
stones of these palaces and pavilions represent the attempt of a philoso-
pher-king to understand the ephemeral and to use the intellect as a
means of glimpsing eternity. Yet his attempt was in vain, for over the
symmetry of the asymmetric, and over the equilibrium of the irregular,

the bird still utters his monotonous, deathlike note, and terrestrial time
is triumphant.
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Fati gue

T'was in a small room in Old Delhi, but this time I felt a strange malaise.
I was particularly bothered by smells, and I had lost my appetite. The
very sight of a mango made me feel sick, and all I wanted to do was
to lie down. I would therefore stcetch out on my bed for hours at a
time, trying not to hear the noise of the shrieking monkeys outside and
never so much as glancing out of the window.

I soon realized that I had caught a fever. At night I couldn't sleep,
and if I dozed off for a moment I would wake up shaking all over and
bathed in sweat. I knew I was sick, but had no idea what was really
wrong. My Sikh servant suggested that I see an aywrvedic doctor, who
practices the traditional medicine of the country, but I did nothing about
it. The feeling of exhaustion and discomfort increased, and after a
while I began to feel repelled by my Indian experiences. The sweat and
sickly smells, the dust in the roads, the memory of sick people and
beggars all began to overwhelm me, and I wanted to run away.

Then, at last, I was visited by a doctor. He sat by my bed without
saying a word, and then after a while he left. Apparently he had been
coming for almost a week without my realizing it. Sometimes he would
speak to me, but more often he remained silent. He was not an ayurvedic
doctor, but a modern allopath trained in India. One day he began to
question me.

“Have you seen the temples of Khajuraho,” he asked, “with their
sexual sculpturings? They represent the whole Tantric method, through
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which control of the mind is attained in the middle of sexual pleas-

ure. . . .
I could hear only a portion of what he was saying, but he kept on
talking.

“Let's not bother with your illness,” he continued, “but let it cure
itself. In time we will know what has caused it. But now tell me some-
thing of your internal experiences. When you are better I will give you
a commentary on the Bhagavad Gita which was written from a more
scientific point of view; and 1 will also give you something about
Raja yoga or Kundalini yoga, which was written by Dr. Vasant G. Rele.
Those old gods of Khajuraho made much of the Kundalini. Today it
would be called the libido, I suppose. . . .” After the doctor left the
fever rose again.

Later in the day I saw the Sikh sitting in the corner of the room.
He kept his eyes on me, for he was anxious about my health. Then the
untouchable, whose job it was to sweep floors, came into the room and
began to raise up great clouds of dust which choked me.

With that, I realized I could not go on any longer. I realized too
that this crisis had been caused by something inside of me. It was
perhaps a result of the tension that had been built up by the intrusion
of scepticism into my long and seemingly endless pilgrimage.

Once again the doctor arrived, and when he sat by my bed he
said: T know what it is. It's malaria.”

The very precision of his diagnosis made me doubt him, and 1 began
to worry. But then I remembered Sivananda, the fat swami whom I
had seen dancing and singing at Rishikesh by the River Ganges, and
who was worshipped like a Buddha. Suddenly inspired, I decided to
send him a message telling him that I was sick, and asking him to
think of me. Then, when I had done so, I forgot all about it, and for
days the fever continued. At one time I saw a monkey looking in
through the window. He made signs and grimaces, and I sat up a little
to look at him. I stared directly into his eyes, but could not find the
least sign of comprehension there. A dog or cat, or even one of the
lizards hanging on the wall, would have understood me better. It then
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struck me as being very unlikely that man was descended from the
monkey, and I had the feeling that the monkey realized this most of all.
It seems much more probable that we are descended from dogs; I at
least have always felt that dogs were my brothers. They never say any-
thing, but they always seem to understand us. The dog has been man's
companion for a long time in history, and unlike the horse, who was
replaced by the machine, the dog will never become obsolete, for he
touches a chord in man that no other being reaches. The Indians, how-
ever, have never understood this relationship, and it is probable that
their gods, and their monkey-gods like Hanuman, do not want them to.
For when I looked into the face of the monkey at the window I realized
how little the gods care about us. In reality we have nothing in common
with them. But since dogs have never been gods, they are happy to
stay with us and defend us. In the godlike world of India, however, the
dog has no place at all.

Later on, when I had closed my eyes, I began to sense the presence
of a large shadow, as though it were a face pressed close to my own.
Then, in a flash, I realized that this was the face of Swami Sivananda,
who had come to visit me. I did not open my eyes, however; rather I
let that shadow protect me from the fever and shield me from the
noisy laughter of the monkeys. Then, little by little, I grew calm and
fell asleep.

On the following day I felt strangely better. My fever had left me
and I began to sit up and walk about my room. Then, in two days’
time, I received a message from the Swami Sivananda telling me that
he had received my letter and that he had ordered prayers and medita-
tions for my health. He must have been sending the message just when
I experienced the presence of the protective shadow in my room. At
any rate, this event is in keeping with the spirit of India. Sivananda
is certainly disconcerting insofar as he has allowed himself to be
deified during his own lifetime and has published so many propaganda
films and pamphlets about himself. These are unattractive actions and
make one sceptical about him. In the end, however, they don't seem
to matter, and I for one no longer care whether the swami is honest or
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not. He probably does not live a saintly life: he probably does not
meditate or scarcely does so; certainly he likes good food and he likes
to have a good time. Yet none of this behavior worries me in the Jeast,
for it takes place entirely on the surface. Underneath that enormous
mountain of a body, there is the heart of a gentleman. Like everything
else in India, Sivananda is a combination of opposites: he is both king
and gluttonous bishop.

It is undeniable that conscious thought and intuition frequently con-
tradict each other, or at least operate on different planes. For this
reason there was no need for me to return to Rishikesh to see Sivananda,
because I had already seen him once and for all. Nevertheless, I am sure
that it was his visionary appearance which brought my recovery. With
his letter he sent me some red powder made of sandalwood to put on my
forehead, and he also sent me some leaves gathered in the Himalayas.
I put a little of the sandalwood between my eyebrows and also lit a few
sticks, which soon began to perfume the room. I no longer felt bothered
by the smell.

With the lessening of the fever, I fully expected the doctor to say
that I was cured of malaria. Be that as it may, convalescence was some-
thing to look forward to, for it was a return to life, and a time of hope.
Gradually I continued to get better, and then one day I was visited by
a man wearing an astrakhan hat and dressed like a Mohammedan. He
told me, however, that he was a Hindu, and that he had come to teach
me Hindi and Sanskrit. But when he heard that I had been ill and that
I was convalescing, he gave up his predatory manner and quietly sat
down on the floor, crossing his legs.

"“You should leave Delhi,” he said, "and get away from this infernal
heat.”

“Yes,” I answered. "I am planning to go to Musoorie or perhaps to
Simia or Almora. I am particularly interested in Almora because it is
supposed to be the gateway to Mount Kailas.”

For a moment he continued to look at me without speaking. Then he
said: "'You can’t go there now, and anyhow Kailas is in China. What
you ought to do instead is go to Kashmir. From there you can travel to
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Amarnath, which is a holy place of pilgrimage for the Hindus, and
which is where you can see the caves which contain Shiva's ice lingam.”

“Yes,"” I said. ‘'Back to the ice. . . .”

That, then, was the thing to do: to visit Shiva in his snowbound
abode at Amarnath. There I would try to discover his secret and to
penetrate the mystery. Already I felt stronger, and the hope of a new
adventure filled me with joy.
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T he Tomb of Jesus

The trans-Himalayan zone includes the Hindu Kush, the Karakoram,
the Kuenlun and the Kailas, which are ranges of mountains which
stretch like waves in the sea. But the name Himalaya, which means
“abode of the snows,” is more properly applied to the great summits
that extend from the western borders of China to Kumaon, Kashmir,
and finally Nanga Parbat at the other end. The highest of these moun-
tains, and they are the highest in the world, are found in Nepal. The
lesser ranges in the trans-Himalayan belt are relatively lower, although
the second highest of all these mountains, K-2, is in Karakoram. Alto-
gether, these immense giants, considered the abodes of the gods, stretch
from China to the Valley of the Indus, terminating in the immense
peak called Nanga Parbat.

Undoubtedly the most solitary of all the summits is K-2 in Karakoram.
It rises from the center of a desert, and looks like an angel hovering
over the steppes. The nearest village to it is a full six days’ journey
away. It is something like the solitary Nanga Parbat, but the white
light emanating from its peak is even more beautiful. Yet it is hard to
be too exact in comparing these mountains, for there are a number of
magnificent peaks, like Rakaposhi, which are almost unknown. Others,
like those in Pamir, can be seen only from Turkestan.

The extraordinary height of the Himalayas is due to their granitic
composition, which has enabled them to maintain their height while
the lesser foothills have suffered from erosion. Moreover, the central
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