Author’s Statement

Fearless in Lucknow is the story of the author’s time

with H.W.L. Poorjaji, also called Papaji - abrief eternity.

Fearless in Lucknow is meant to describe one man’s cxpericnce
with the indescribable) not as a student or teacher but as an artist
in the midst of the art of being itself.
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The Goddess in the Marketplace

| stood on the street. In the street. In lnc[ia, the street is a maelstrom. |
was in the eye of the maelstrom. | was stanc]ing on the street, in Pune. rd
been in India for two months, in and out of the Osho International
Commune, the ashram of Osho Rajneesn | wasn’t a member, not ogiciallg a
sanngasin, and not a follower of that Par‘cicular teacher. 'd been writing,
Painting, Plaging soccer, meditating, eating, sleePing, being with my
companion, Suryo, who was a longtime sannyasin. | erjoged the life of India,
in the streets, and in the homes and businesses of the Indians | met.

| was standing in the maelstrom of an Indian street,just off MG Road
(MG for Mahatma Gandhi), in the busiest part of central Pune. A hundred
3arcls away, | saw a woman running ligntlg, wildlg, madlg) through the
crowded street. She was a beautiful Indian woman in torn clotning. Her left
breast was exposed. No one was Paging her any attention. | felt like 1 was
the onlg one Paging attention. | saw her as if the street was vacant, but for
her and me. In a few seconds, she was running toward me, then up against
me, then away from me, running like water through watercolors, leaving a
streak of blank paper in my mind.

Later, | tnought the woman might be running from abuse, running for
her lhce, her bodg beaten, her clotning torn !33 a husband or angry |over,
her cries unwelcome and ignored in a male-dominant society, but to me, In
that moment, she was a kind of godc]ess, a female bakti, a Passionate
devotee of the divine, alive in the busg street, in the maelstrom, running to
warn, to Proclaim, to invite me to my Freeclom) to my hear‘t, to my love of the
divine, to the awareness in my deepest self. It was the most striking image of
my first months in India. 1t gave me a message | couldn’t deciplﬁer. The

inclecipnerable message Is tne one tnat resonnates in the heart.



The Train Across India

On the train going across India to the northeast) toward Lucknow, in
Uttar Pradesh, near Nepal, near the Taj Mahal, near the spiri‘cual cities of
Varanasi and Benares, going to see the man called Papaji. A few weeks
earlier, in the ashram in Pune, I'd seen a Picture of Sri HW.L. Poonia,
Poonjaji (with the honorific “ji”}, also called Papaji, because he was a gig
bear of a papa, | liked his face. It wasn’t the face of a special man, not the
face of a guru, but the face of a man, like the face of an old Prize ﬁghter or
atruck driver, a real face.

| heard the name Poonjaji the first few clags | was in Pune. Since the
resident master had ‘Jeft his boc]g’, many older sannyasins had gone to see
this other man. | heard that he gave sat-sang in his living room, not in an
ashram. | was unhappg with the pomp and circumstance in the Osho
International Commune. ! liked the way of the man in Lucknow. I decided to
g0 see him.

| was in India. I'd gotten all I could from the ashram. rd never been in
the presence of an enlightenecl master. As much as | appreciated the books
and videos of Osho Rajneesh, | thought it wasn’t the same as sitting in the
presence of a living master. The older sanngasins I met in the ashram told of
the happiness of their own experience sitting with Osho, when he was in his
bo&g.

One clag, I met an older woman who’d been in Lucknow. She showed
me a Picture of Poonjaji. I liked the big) smiling face. | decided to take the
train to Lucknow to see this man, face to face. Mg companion was busg
leac]ing groups in familiar surroundings. She wasn’t interested in ‘another’
master. She had her master. She was happg to stay where she was. | was

free to £0, alone.



Stanc[ing in the train station in Pune, ticket in hancl) the station was as
busg as all of India seemed to be. Three other sannyasins were going to
Lucknow at the same time. Theg were all women. One was F‘rench, and
she’d been living in Lucknow. Another was a young American girl. At 26, she
was young bg sanngasin standards. Most sanngasins were in their 30’s,
40’s, and 50’s. Her name was Dipti, the same name as the grocery store in
the aPartment complex where we livecl, in Pune. The third woman was quie‘c
and withdrawn.

The trains were as crowded as the streets. | didn’t feel crowded in the
crowds. | saw a documentarg of a bechive, years later, and the crowding
seemed similar, without resentment or aggression, without Possessiveness
of the space, unlike the crowding in the West, which seemed like a battle for
ownership.

| heard that, in lnclia, any man could call any Place his home. If a man
claimed the side of the road for his home, no one could dispute it.
Ownership was fluid and communal. 1 also heard that new money had been

changing the old rules.
Love Pouring Out Toward Itself

 sat in the entryway to the train car, as the train rolled across India. It
was onlg going Fortg miles an hour. That's a gooci speecl for an observer.
The brain can still recognize evergthing at that sPeed. | sat in the steP~we”
of the train car. It felt like 1 could step off the train into the heart of India.
Ricling across India, sitting, watching, breathing, my blood Pulsing with the
ro”ing, rumbling, rattlingtrain and the Passing countrgsidc. I felt as if I could
step into the farms and vi”agcs, as easy as breathing.

The spiritual life of the airis my medium, my master. On the street,

amidst the crowd, in the traffic that flowed like currents and cross-



currents, my vision saw the life become translucent, like small green insects
are translucent, like leaves of young plants are translucent. | stood on the
street in lndia, and its clensitg became nearlg transparent, the face of all
being, as it's said that all of life is llusion. I loved the illusion and all its
forms.

After d been in Lucknow for two weeks, | wrote a note to Papaji
which he read aloud in sat-sang. In the letter, | wrote about ‘the exquisite
transiency’ of life. Along with recognition of the presence of Being Itself,
this transiency was exquisitelg beautiful to me. I was in love with the realitg
of life, including its appearance and disappearance. As | saw the
countrgside passing bg the door of the train, the train passing through the
countrgside, all of life was passing toward and away from itself within itself,
my heart full of beating and laeautg.

As the train approached Lucknow) I got a toothache. In the first two
weeks of two months in Lucknow, | was nearlg struck down bg the
toothache. A German, who was the acupuncturist for Papaji, said my
toothache had come to say that | was not the bodg. I knew the truth of the
toothache. The exquisite transiency of a toothache is hard to ignore.

A man said to Papaji, “I'am happg to be here, but I have bad problems
with my back, It is very hard for me to sit here. What can | clo, [ like to be
here with you in sat-sang, but my back is causing me great pain.” Papaji
looked at the man and said, sgmpathetica”g, “I's very hard to meditate,
when there is pain. There are doctors who deal with such pain. You should
gotoa doctor and take care of that pain, and then come and see me.”

Besides the toothacne, I found another distraction on the train. It was
the young American, Dipti. When we all arrive in Lucknow, we stagecl at the
same hotel. On the first nignt, | stood with the French woman in the room
she was sharing with Dipti, and Dipti cnangecl her clothes before going out
to find something to eat. | was caught) in my own mind, looking at Dipti’s



half-naked boclg. It was a brief |ool<, but the blood in my heart beat a little
stronger. | knew I was looking at her. 1 was with a woman for the first three
months in India. Then | was alone, without a comPanion. | looked at the
women around me, but something was more compe”ing than the attraction |
felt toward those women.

In the first dag I spent with Papaji, listening, | saw something rd never
seen before. | saw a man, not onlg speaking to others about the truth of
their true nature, but instead, | saw Being sPeaking to Being, not merelg
someone speaking about Being to others. | saw Papaji sPeaking to the
People in the big, open room of a suburban nouse, sometimes speaking as
one person to anotner, but I saw a new tningl hadr’t seen beFore, | saw
Being speaking to Being. | saw love Pouring out toward itself.

The Being of one man spoke to the Being of all those in the room. It
became clear that enligntenment was nothing more, nor less, than the
continuous, endless outpouring of this fundamental love and recognition.

In that instant, | felt the sudden absence of doubt. In its absence, I
saw that doubt had |ingered in my mind, no matter how clear19 | knew there
was no reason for my doubt. That doubt may have been the inherent doubt
of beinga human being, common to us all. This is the doubt, in any human)
that says, “l can not be free. 1 can not know who or what | am, not in the
essence of my being. | can’t be right. | must be wrong.”

But in the air of that moment, in the moment of being in the presence
of Being which recognizes being as itself, there is no error, there is no
doubt. Doubt evaporated in that moment, as if it had never existed. It was
simplg gone. In this moment, we are one with Being Itself.

One clag, after a month in Lucknow, while wa“<ing in the Botanical
Garclens, | became aware of my own seH:, simplg recognizecl, and in that
moment, | was not more spiritual but more real. In that moment, an image, a

clull, gray presence, sliPPed out of my consciousness, sliPPed clown, slid



c[own, meltec], dropped, Fe“, went into the ground beneath my teet) and was

gOﬂC.
Nights n Hazratganj

ljumped to my feet. d been sitting back, lounging with my friends. |
made friends easilg in Lucknow, unlike those I met in Pune. In the first weeks
in Lucknow, J hung out with one man from lreland, and coinciclenta“g, one
from Seattle. We had dinner together on Hazrat Marg, in downtown
Lucknow.

The streets in Lucknow were wide avenues or Margs. | staged in a
former British residence called the Avadh Lodge, a block off Ashok Marg,
half a mile from the Hotel Carlton, a relic of grander times, where many of
those who came to see Papaji staged.

Others lived in houses near the house that had been rented for dai19
sat-sang, (never on Sundags). Two connecting rooms were cleared out,
every morning, bg the People who lived in the house. It was a large, L
shaped space, with a sma”) raised Plattorm at the corner, for Papaji to
speak from. Every morning, the rooms were cleared of tumiture, and rows
of Pi”ows were arranged for the 150-200 People who came every dag for
sat-sang.

Everg moming, | rose, in a small room at the Avadh Loc]gc, walked to
Ashok Marg, and took ajitneg to the crossroacls) where | transferred to
anotherjitneg that carried me and others to within a few blocks of the sat-
sang house. Papaji’s neighborhoocl, Indra Nagar, was near the zoo Park,
near the canal, near transportation.

At lunch, I walked a short ways down the road to one of two houses
where lunch was served, for a nominal tee, }33 a local tamilg. Lunch Patrons

gatherec] in the front 3ards of the houses and chatted. Earlg on, | sat with



Dipti, the American, the lrishman, Udgana, and Moumin, the man from
Seattle.

An Israeli woman, Sagar} was attracted to me, and | was attracted to
her. One night, in the Carlton, she invited me to her room for a drink. 1
didr’t go. ' was aware of the temptation. Sagar was beautiful and energetic,
but d become overwhelmed !39 the presence of the moment. Sagar loaned
me a book, a fable she’d been reading. It influenced me to write a fable,
which 1 read, a few dags later) to a group on the lawn of the Carlton. |
wanted Sagar nearbg, as | read, but }39 that time, she was Hirting with
another man. Sagar asked me tojoin her on a triP to the Taj Majal, but 1
declined the invitation. 'd become wary of her energy. It was erratic and
c[emanciing, like the energy of desire itself. A woman, a friend of Sagar’s,
said I was wise to be cautious.

Another woman told me of a trip she’d taken with a woman friend of
hers. Some years betore, the two of them had hitchhiked from India,
through Atghanistan, Pakistan, Iran, lraq, and Turkeg, on their way back to
Europe. At every Point of theirjoumey, theg were treated with kinclness,
courtesg, and resPect.

Sagar had a terrible time in Agra, and, at dinner one night, in the
Hotel Clarks Avadh, not to be confused with the Avadh Lodge) in the
Penthouse clining room, a man Pu”ed a gun on another man, and Sagar
shoutecl, “NOY in such a commanding voice, the clispute was resolved
Peaeeablg. Sagar was the kind of woman I was easil9 attracted to. I chose
not to become involved.

The presence of Being, the awareness of the presence of Being, the
moment of Being Itself was too great to be sublimated. Even though lwas a
writer, | didn’t write angthing about my exPerience while I was in Lucknow. In
that moment of being, there was nothing to say. It was eight years before |
could speak of the exPerience. | wanted to describe the indescribable.



Papaji said, one dau) that no one had ever been able to describe what he
alluded to.

“But, don’t stop trying,” he said.

“You’re a writer,” he told me, “From now on, no more barriers. From
now on, write from the source.”

Papaji didn’t mean for me to be inspired ]39 the source, but to sPeak
in the voice of the source, to speak as the source, to be the source
speaking.

“Can you do this?” Papaji said.

He looked at me. “Yes,” | said.

“When you go to your hotel tonight, | want you to write from the
source and give it to me, tomorrow. Can you do that?”

Two daus later, I hear Papaji read what | had written. He read it during
sat-sang. He read it to a woman who was struggling to be clear in her own
realization. He read it as example.

“Listen to this,” he said to the woman, “Magbe this will help. This is
what I've been trying to say.”

Before he read what 1 had written, he said, “I don’t know who wrote
this. It was written bu Anonymous. | found it on my bed this morning,
Whoever wrote th is, Please come and see me after sat-san <. ?

He read the words that | wrote, words that had my name on them, the
name he gave me. Two dags beFore) | handed the paper to him, and | saicl,
“Here’s the writing you ask for.”

When I heard the words he read, I recognized them. “Ah, well. Pm
happu. I don’t care about not being named. 'l g0 see Papa_ji after sat-sang,
as Papaji said,” | thouglﬁt. Some time Passed, while Papaji continued to
speak with the woman.

I was sitting in the back of the room with friends, a French guy and the

acupuncturist, who’d been a Police officer in Germang. | marvelled at
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Papaji’s brilliance. 1 wasn’t inclined to argue with his ways or his words. Until

that moment.

Be As You Are

| Paged $7 a dag for a room at the Avadh Lodgc that had its own side
entrance. The hotel had a curved clrivewag which lead to the covered entry,
with a semi-circular lawn, inside the curve. The main door oPenecl to an
office and a Iounge, then to stairs to the second floor and passages to
rooms on the ground floor. The men who worked at the Avadh Lodge
spoke Passable English. English was the business language of India. 1 didr’t
have to learn Hindi or any of the many dialects of India. | didr’t have to
learn the Indian names for menu items, either, since theg were commonlg
translateci, almost entirelg in English.

Next to my room was a garage for rePairing the old British sedans
used as taxis. Theg were a bit more costlg and not nearlg as much fun as
the bicgcle rickshaws which filled the roads, or the motorized rickshaws and
jitnegs which carried the bulk of local traffic. Just about cvergthing was
cheap, bg Western standards. | was able to have breakfast brought to my
room for less than a do“ar, including egegs, bacon, toast,jam, and coffee. |
could leave launclrg at the desk and Pick it up later, cleaned and ironed, for
next to nothing, or so it seemed.

Each clag and night, in my room, | was alone. There was no radio or
TV. I was in a state of mind, tha‘c) in my experience, was close to what I called
fear. But it wan’t fear. It resembled fear in the bodg. It's a state of constant
presence, of attention, of awakeness, a state of mind without attachment
to thought. Thoughts come and £0, but there is no Feeling that any thought
warrants being held. 1 called it an acute numbness, an intense ?eeling of

non~Feeling.

11



The state of non-mind came, not as the result of bcing taught, or bg
some Practice, or bg any influence. | wasn’t in a trance, or Fear, or
compulsion. | wasn’t cloing the bidding of any directive, internal or external.
There was no form clirccting my state of formlessness.

[ found a bookstore that carried English Ianguage books. One book 1
found was “Be As You Are,” the book of Poonjz:y’i’s tcac]ﬁcr, Ramana
Maharshi. Another was a collection of cowbog stories. Another was a
detective novel. Another was a book of the writings of Paul Gauguin.

Ramana was the grand{:athcr of my sPiri’cual form, as Papaji was the
father. | embraced surrender as a Path to cvcrgthing Ramana spoke of
surrender as one of the two Paths to Frccdom, the other he called self-
enquiry.

In a brief letter, one clag in sat-sang, | asked Papaji to sPcak about
the Path of surrender, but before he could read my Icttcr) | raised my hand
to spcak. When he spoke to me, my voice stoppcd in my throat with tears. |
Pointccl to the note, and Papaﬂi Iaughed. In reFerring to my cluestion about
surrender, he gesturcd toward me and said, “Well, this is it, isn’t it? There is
no more. You wrote these words with your heart and not with your minc],
didn’t you?”

I nodded. 1 asked if he could give me a hug, and he invited me to come.
He embraced me, and I embraced him. 1 watched mgsch make the embrace
an embrace of ec]uals, not the embrace of a disciplc with his master. While 1
was hugging him, my face was buried in his neck. Papaji was cightg years
olcl, onlg slightlg older than my Father, but the skin of that old man
reminded me of the granclmothcrl loved unconclitionang cluring her longlif:c.
[ turned to look at all the People in sat-sang, and Papaji said, “Don’t be
afraid. Theg wonr’t hurt you.”

“Pm not afraid,” | said, “ love them.” I was beaming at a roomful of
faces. | meant to say that 1 loved a”} in the heart of the love that is the
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nature of all l)eings, the love I saw in Papaji, from the first clag, Pouring from
him into the room, like a flood, like sunliglit.

In my room, | looked at the walls) at the ceiling, l’ligl‘\ alaove, at the
occasional cocl<roacl1, at the line | strung for clotlﬁes, at the smell of water
in the shower, and | looked in the air. I looked at notl‘iing in Particular. l
looked at the Particular in notl‘ning. | lau on a narrow lDCCl, in love with
notliingin Particular) not even in love with evergtl'iing.

l lau on the bed, reacling, not reacling, tl1inl<ing, not tliinl<ing, sleePingJ
not sleeping, in the essence of the ocean, where all the qualities of the
ocean are of no interest to the ocean itself. The room had two recessed
windows, beside the door, two wicker and wood cliairs) an enameled wl'iite,
wooden table, a bed, a liglﬁt nanging from a cord, a shower, nearl9 as large
as the room. The hot water for showers was available once a clag, Varialalg,
in the mornings, before eiglﬁt. The isolation of the room was laetragecl lag

the absence of isolation in my heart.
The Heart’s Attachments

When | got to Lucl<now, | ran into DiPalm, the older woman who
showed me the leto of Papaji that convinced me to go to Lucknow. She
was a sweet, soft, gusl*nu woman who had left disappointed, confused, and
angry tamilu behind in Baltimore. She lived in an apartment near the sat-
sang house. She tried to take me under her wing, | welcomed her l:rienclslﬁip.

One clau, we met and walked in the zoo~|3arl< near her apartment on
the eclge of Indra Nagar. Returning to her aPartment, she asked me to lie
with her. 1 didn’t like the idea, but her kindness, her gentleness, her sweet
Protestations convinced me that rejection would be unkind.

| lau at her sicle, on the bed. She moaned sottlg, without any

aggression, rePeating my name, exaggeratecl, mispronounced, as a lament)
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a clirge, a lu”abg, a song of love. Then) she turned to snugglo against my
bodg. | feel the warmth of another bodg, but I was unhappg in that bedded
solicitude. I wait for a long enough time, and | stood.

Within minutes, | was on the street and breathing a Particular air of
treec[om, not the freedom of the heart itselic, but the freedom from the

heart’s attachments to anyone not of one’s choosing.
Swami Steve Gets a New Name

If you think death is an empty void, without human warmth orjog, if
you think death is the end of cvergthinggou care about, o@ there, now, with
all the courage you have, o@ there, now, alone, abandoned, friendless,
loveless, unable to think or iceel, unable to know or be. I learned not to run
from tear, but to run to its core. In the center of my Poacetul boing, | see,
crowding in, all the thoughts of tear) the fears that are the armies of the
mincl, the fears that maintain, Protcct, and extend the hegemong of thought
over the stillness of the heart.

In the clags before I left the Osho International Commune, | Paged for
a horoscope reaciing, from a woman 1 didn’t know, but who was, during his
last years, Osho’s astrologer. She said | needed to write a book of the
imagination, a book that could be read bg People all over the world. The
other was that I'd been imprisoned many times, over many liicetimes, for my
sPiritual beliefs. 1 had no memory of past lives and no conclusion about the
truth of reincarnation, but all my lite) | carried a constant sense of the
threat of abuse, the kind that can come to one who lives a spiritual life. 1
have a sense of abusing) or being abused iag, the power of spiritual beliefs.

After a week in sat-sang, | wrote my first sat-sang letter to Papaji. |
asked him how to deal with the fear of being killed for spoaking as he

spoke. He asked me if the fear was inside or outside. | say it was outside.
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He said that when these fears came, | should feel the energy in the center
of the heart, as Ramana saic],just to the right of one’s sternum, not the le1ct,
where the Phgsical heart is. As soon as Papaji said those words, the fear
was of no more concern. Since the fear was no longer a concern, neither
was the remedg.

In the same letter, I asked him i he would give me a name, In the
tradition of other sanngasins. He Paused for a moment and said the name
“Abhaga” which meant “fearless”. He wrote it down and Passed it back to
me, so | wouldrn’t be mistaken about it. It seemed a greatjoke to me, an
irong, after te”ing]ﬁim my greatest Fcar, to name me Fearless.

On the Plane from Katmandu to Hong Kong, re‘cuming to the United
States, after six months in India and Nepal, | slept, and nearlg asleep, |
clreamecl, and nearlg dreaming, | became aware of a truth as it moved from
knowleclge to realitg. | came awake to realize that love is real, and fearis not
real.

These were not new thoughts, but the realitg droppecl in, with
certaintg, egortless@) conclusivelg, like food transforms the boclg from
starvation. | realized an immutable reality. To be fearless is to be without
fear. My new name meant ‘without fear’. 1 was freed from unreal. When |
heard him say my new name, | wasn’t sure what | was hearing. It was the first
time 1'd spoken to him) the first time he spoke to me. | was in a state of
mindlessness. The name was less important than the moment it swam in.

The name Abhaga was awkward on my American tongue. At first, |
think it might be Ab-HAY. There was a man from Peru who had the name
Abhag. Dipalm called me, “‘A-BYE”. “Ohhh, A-BYE!” she said, clrawing it
out, like a mournful wail in a lamentation. A Hindi in his bookstore said
Abhaga was a good name. He sounded impressed or, at leas‘c)

knowleclgeable. He said the final a was silent. He said Abhaga was a Prince,
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the brother of the man who gave Buddha his first ashram. In Buddnism, the
name meant, “One on the verge of PerFect eniigi'itenment.”

One of the ciigiculties, one of the freedoms, | had to confront, let g0
of, and enjog was Papaji’s ciistracting habit of Paging no attention to
Personalities but to the essence of being in everyone. He spoke with
enveloping love and distracting detachment. He had a blistering inte”igence,
a comPenciious memory, and a mind as vacant as the space that contains
the Universe, as the seli:) before the first ti'iougi'it. He looked at one man,
smiled warmig, and said, “Are you still here?”

Acceptance makes no favorite of anyone, and the effect of tnat, in
Papaji, of his wanting no gati‘nering of followers. still, 1 longeci for the
embrace that would singie me out. | ionged to be called to Papaji’s side, to
be relieved of mai(ing a life of my own, to be directed bg another | could
trust absolutelg, to have a master or a goci of infinite love, while keeping a
semblance of my self intact. When |1 spoke to Papaji, there was no ti'iougi'it
of self to hold onto. 1 couldn’t hold the tnought of I in the moment of iaeing.
But the tnougnt of I sougnt to regain the grounci that had disappeareci
from beneath its feet. Fear of death is a way for the mind to regain the lost
llusion of the ground beneath the feet of 1. Without the thougnts that flesh
out that fear, the search for grounci is left behind in the Hignt of Being
Itself.

The Beach in Thailand

In the city, People gather without exciusivitg. The city is inclusive, with
exits to the farthest regjons of the visible universe. Roads lead in and out.
InIndia, | felt freest and most welcome in the open air of Mumbai) Pune, and
Lucknow. Lucknow is a city of Hindi, Urdu, and Englisn It's the ancient

home of the Nawabs. No one is certain of the origin of the name Lucknow.
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“You are in luck now,” PaPaji laughed.

One woman told him a tale of woe. A New Yorker, wealt]ﬁg) free to
explore her artistry and her spiri‘cualitg, she’d come to India many times.
Sitting with Papaji} she called his name, and when he saw her, she began to
tell a long tale of trageclg, mis{:ortune, s’crhce, torment, miserg, unhappincss,
death and illness, of broken gamilg and broken hearts. As long as she
spoke, everyone listened. At the center of the attention she received, sat
Papaji, not far from her) holding her story in the cup of his gaze. At last,
she wound down and fell silent. He continued to hold her in his attention.
She looked to him, and in the rich silence of the room, in a gentle) curious,
and genuine voice, he said, “And now?”

She listened. She had nothing to say. And then she Iaughed. Lightly,
surprisinglg, then hear‘cily, she laughecl. In the moment of now, her grie{:)
sadness, hurt, anger, Pain, distress, loss, confusion, and longing were over.
Her need was over. Her search was over. And she laughecl. Laughter was a
common response to Papaji’s lead. Again and again, he lead People to the
end of their own search, bg Pointing to the simple fact of their own being. In
the moment of their being, stripped of the thought of Past and future.
Within themselves.

People came for relief from Pain and struggle, and he relieved them of
their search for Pain and struggle. Someone said, “Pm struggling,” and he
said, “Yes, this strugglc Is very beautiful. It is a beautiful lover. You say to
your lover, ‘Oh, Struggle, Please come closer. Please don’t leave me. Oh,
Struggle, you are the most beauthcul) %e) lovelg. [ love you so much. Please
dor’t go away from me. Ilove you, oh, Struggle. Let me kiss 3ou.’”

And theg might say, “What? 1 don’t love struggle.”

And Papaji says, “Then) whg are you holc]ing onto your struggle with
such a tight grip. Let your struggle go free. There are Plentg of others who
can love struggle in your Placc. Struggle doesn’t need you. Let it go.”
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Or words to that effect. It's no use trging to quote Papaji . The truth
is not in the words. All of life, esPecia”9 the talk of sat-sang, is onlg an
excuse for separate selves to abandon their differences and enter the
realitg that no one has ever left. Papaji spoke of the waves in the ocean who
demand to be separate, until they are Pu”ed back into the ocean theg have
never left behind.

A young woman told him of her friend who was bruta”g murdered, the
year before. She said she loved her friend, and she thouglﬂt that to stop
grieving was dislogal and disgraceful, that it would insult her memory. Papaji
listened and sgmpathize&. He didn’t rush past the recognition of the young
woman’s sadness. He talked about the Pain of losing loved ones in this life,
of those who die, those left behind, all over the world, every year, every
clag. Then he began to ask about the now.

“How is your friend now? Your friend may have been born again in a
new life. She may be happg, laug]ﬁing, she may be a new babg in her
mother’s arms. And still you cry.”

He said, “And you do not know what kind of agreement was made
between your friend and the man who killed her. None of us can know this.
None of this can be known. And gou’re still holcling onto the death) terror,
Pain. Whg is this death being re~livecl, over and over, in you? You love your
Frienc], and you can let her £0. The love between you and her is not lost.
You can be true to that love and not to the Pain.” She girl was not relieved.
She didnt let go of her friend or her friend’s death. Soon, she was gone
from sat-sang,

I thought everyone in sat-sang must be experiencing the same no-
mind, shapeless, formless, limitless recognition. Evergda% two hundred
People, more or less, crowded into a house to hear Papaji speak.
Evergc[ag, in the morning, in the street outside the house, a Iong, wide line

built up to the front and side gates. | was amazed to witness line-cutters,
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wa”~climbers, and crowders, Pushing and shoving, running to claim the
coveted cushions closest to the Front, closest to the master, who was onlg
love itself, in a human form.

Gangaji, an American woman, chosen }39 Papaji to teach as he taug]ﬁt,
said to me, “You think everyone is having the same exPerience you are, but
theg aren’t. Most People who come to see Papaji are thrilled to be in the
company of the Master for a while. Then theg go back home, theg have
lovelg memories of the time theg spent here, and theg £gOo on with their lives
the same as before.”

A man | knew in Pune, a British sannyasin, came to Lucknow, and his
reaction was, “I’ve heard all this before.”

A handsome young German, with his beautiful blond girl?riend, raised
his hand to ask a cluestion. He said, “Papaji, I ove to be here with you, but!
want to know if it is all right with you, for me to g0 somewhere else. | don’t
want to go away, but my friend and 1 have Plans to go to the beach in
Thailand. 1 want to ask you if it is all right forusto g0 there.”

Papaji laughed and said, “Yes, of course, goto the beach in Thailand.
This you can alwags have. This moment is alwags with you. You can wait to
embrace this moment. You can wait a hundred lifetimes. 1t will alwags be
here for you. Go to the beach in Thailand. It’s very beautiful there. Have a
goocl time.”

“Thank you, Papaji, thank 9ou)” the relieved young man saicl,
grategu”g.

“The Beach in Thailand” seemed like a Per{:ect expression of all of
this life that's not in the recognition of innate being. Evergda% someone
raised his or her hands and said that he or she was leaving to go somewhere

else. “Leaving?” Papaji said, “Where can you go and not be here?”

Golden Bog
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The train to Lucknow was crowded. Thcjitnegs were crowded. The
streets were teeming with People, including beggars of all descriptions. Sat-
sang was shoulder to shoulder, row upon row. The acboining room was
occupiec], the stairway in the ha”, out of sight of the master, became
additional seating for rapt listeners, and yet, in all that) | felt Peace?u”g
alone and contentec”g a Part of the whole, invisible, even when | was the
center of attention.

In my time with Papaji, | became what someone called ‘a goldcn 1309’,
someone to whom the master Paid Par’cicular attention. In Fact, it was what
he asked of everyone, to see themselves as the golden center of all
existence. Luckg was a word he used to describe those who came to the
realization of the moment in themselves. Humans were the luckiest
creatures. The ones who came to sat-sang from all over the worlcl) readg,
conscious, free to recognize the truth, were the luckiest of all. And s‘ci”) one
man disparagecl himself.

“I can’t understancl)” he said.

“Oh, now you have shit in your mother’s lap,” Papaji interjected.

Some People gasped at his graphic allusion.

“Don’t worry. It’s all right. Your mother loves you. She'll wash you off
and hug you and kiss you. Your mother still loves you. She never stops
lovinggou.”

“But | don’t understand.”

“You did it again. Once again, you shitin your mother’s laP.”

He laughed. It seemed almost impossible to convince the most luckg
beings that their state of being was blessed. To Papaji, humans were like
the lion, raised among sheep, who didnt recognize he was a lion. | was

wi”ing, at least, to shed my sheep’s clothing and roar. Papaji told Suryo,
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when she and | were at his house, “Sometimes, one, or two, o