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PREFACE

This is a book with a unique history. It was orgininally planned in
1979 as an economist’s contribution to the understanding of our
human role as ‘householder’ on this Planet Earth. From the begin-
ning it was a loosely defined venture, because | wanted to write this
book incorporating the philosophy of Dadaji, whom I met for the
first time in June 1978. I, the economist, was not successful in this
approach, for I found myself writing a Love Story - the best de-
scription of my relationship with Dadaji and with God. \

Real Love Stories always have a certain intimacy, both when they
happen between human beings and between a human being and
God. For a long time [ shied away from publicly discussing my
deep emotions and profound experiences with God. Indeed, it took
many years and a great deal of courage before | inwardly agreed to
go along with the plan to make my voluminous correspondence
with Dadaji, together with my diary commentaries available to other
readers. Some of my letters to Dadaji were published, but, in my
opinion, didn’t make full sense without what Dadaji had written in
response. Furthermore, a correspondence disconnected from the
context of real life, as | reveal in my diaries, does not relay to the
reader the full fragrance of love that permeated my life as my
relationship with Dadaji blossomed.

Until now, I have unconsciously, and at times consciously, tried to
hide behind academic and professional reputation and the facade of
a self-controlled, rational human being. However, the present book
was born due to the wonderful and often amazing experiences oc-
curring in this Love Story and the growing certainty that others can
and should participate in it.

When I finally started the book in 1987 [ found it, so to speak,
already written. | was able to draw upon my diaries, Dadaji’s letters
to me and mine to him, and a large number of other letters and
notes. Yes, as Dadaji wrote to me in late 1979, the book was aleady
written; it only hat to await the “Fragrance of the Heart” to see the
light of day. In the following years, writing became a natural part of



my daily routine, as the decision unfolded to write the story of my
experiences with Dadaji as authentically and openly as possible.
Astonishingly, this had been all foreseen by Dadaji. The writing
took several years because of my professional duties as an econo-
mist and corporate manager required most of my time.

1 must confess that at first 1 found it difficult to be as open as this
Love Story demands. | hadn’t read anything else of this kind and
therefore couldn’t take refuge behind a familiar example. My wife
Uta and my close friends were very helpful throughout. Whenever
| got ‘weak knees’ during the march through the chapters of the
manuscript, | found myself encouraged and helped by extraordi-
nary strong waves of love, which welled up again and again with
remembering Him - God, The Supreme Being or however you may
call this Transcendent Force. I'm having the same experience while
writing this preface.

Although my mother-tongue is German, I wrote this book in En-
glish to give Dadaji’s many English-speaking friends the opportu-
nity to read it. Sadly for me. the book is now finished after Dadaji’s
passing in 1992. As English is my second language, I'm extremely
thankful to Ann Mills. who edited the wonderfull book on Dadaji.
The Truth Within, that she was available to edit my book. In her
found someone very close to Dadaji, who was able not only to
correct my English, but also give many invaluable hints to clarify
and deepen the text. | have to thank her for all her patience and
unfading friendship.

I also have to thank my dear friends Abhi Bhattacharya and
Prof.Dr.Lalit Pandit for many clarifications, Abhi being the one who
is a real treasure trove of stories about Dadaji. Dr.Nanilal Sen was
also helpful with his comments that arose from his deep philosophi-
cal understanding of the message of Dadaji. The list would be far
too long if I were to go on mentioning names of those who helped
me here and there with special contributions, sometime unaware
that they were helping me. [ can never forget her, “through whom
I chanced upon His Love™”, as Dadaji once wrote to me - my wife
Uta. Without her critical encouragement and steady loving



companionship throughout these many long years of personal trans-
formation, | would not have dared to write this book.

Who might enjoy reading this book? | need not stress that the story
about my encounters with Dadaji will be of special interest to those
have come to know him either in person or through other books.
They share my admiration and love for him and thus will have an.
easy affinity for my Love Story. This includes countless people in
India who met him or heard Dadaji’s name. Many visitors outside
India also came to Calcutta to see him, and he met housands more
over the 12 years when he travelled in Europe and the United States.

Amongst those coming in personal contact with Dadaji were many
prominent scientists and academicians, who wrote also articles about
him like llya Prigogine, Linus Pauling, Eugene N.Kovalenco, Pauline
Arneberg, Sarvepalli Radhakrishnan, and others. Dadaji was very
interested in members of the academic community, but also in well-
known writers like [Henry Miller, Kushwant Singh, and Harindranath
Chattopadhayaya who wrote articles testifying to their admiration
for Dadaji. And there are a multitude of people from all walks of
life - judges, scientists, administrators, managers, politicians, medi-
cal doctors, artists, musicians, students, engineers, journalists, house-
wives - who came into close and intimate relationship with Dadaji.
Some met him in prson and others through publications, or through
friends or relatives. I don’t know whether this book will reach many
of them. Nevertheless, | hope that it will and that it may remind
them of the wonderful elder brother.

Those people who may pick up this book although they have never
heard of Dadayji are likely to be divided into a number of groups.
There are people who are Indians or have at least some familiarity
with Indian culture; their acceptance may be easy. But I want to
notify them that I’'m neither an Indian nor an Indologist, i.e., an
expert in Indian culture and philosophy. these readers may find
Dadaji’s interpretations of the age-old concepts and indeas not in
line with Indian tradition. Another group of readers are scientists
who may miss scientific jargon, method and terms, or reference to
the findings of modern science. I don’t know whether my story is



acceptable to them or not. It tells about a reality which isn’t of the
mind and it contradicts many scientific findings. But this I cannot
help.

I feel that one group of potential readers may be very unhappy with
my book. This is the group for whom God has His special habitat in
churches, temples, and Ashrams, and who acknowledge priests and
Gurus as mediators between them and God. Dadaji has always
spoken strongly against such “religious exploiters”. Yet, | know of
a number of Christian priests who are very liberal and not content
with religious hierarchies and dogmas. They would enjoy my book.
All others in this group are likely to be angry with me, their brother.

I sincerely hope that one group, to which I belong myself, will savor
this book - those who love God, those who are in tune with Him,
who alone is the Guru and the Truth within us. God is with us all
the time, 24 hours a day till the end of our days. Dadaji constantly
spoke about Him as our “nearest and dearest”. And Dadaji lives
Him so much that I have difficulty discriminating between him and
Him. Itis my great hope that more and more women and men will
come in conscious touch with that inner source which is He, which
is Love.

"Destedt, Spring 1993 Peter Meyér- Dohm
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We have come here to make love to Him,
to be bathed in His Love and to vibrate His Love
through the actions that come our way.

Dadaji



CHAPTERONE

No human being can ever be a Guru

The combination of a strong inner prompting and professional
duties took me to India for the first time in 1962. Many other visits
followed, mainly due to my academic profession, the study of
economics of education and economic development processes in
the those days so-called ‘Third World’. In India, I never actively
sought contact with Gurus, Sadhus, or other ‘holy persons’, but
deliberately left it to ‘chance’ whether I crossed their paths, and
in fact this rarely happened. I was told of and read about the many
astonishing powers (*Siddhis’) which are attributed to such people,
but these ‘miracle powers’ never aroused my curiosity. In this
respect it was less a question of doubt, rather something akin to
disinterest. More important to me were the encounters with people,
in the course of which my heart grew warm because [ was able to
experience wisdom, kindness, and love - radiant love. And this was
what happened when I met Dadaji - not in India, but in Germany.

One morning in June 1978 a call came. At that time | was Rector
of the Ruhr University and happened to be the President of the
Bochum branch of the Indo-German Society which sponsors
activities to strengthen the cultural contacts between India and
Germany. The call was from Dr. Chandrakant Khetani, an Indian
doctor in the neighboring town of Witten. He said, “There is one
Dadaji coming. I have seen him in London yesterday and he asked
me to prepare for a meeting of people with him. I know you have
good relations with the press and I want to make an announcement
that anyone who wishes to come, can come to my house to see
Dadaji, Saturday afternoon.”

I was a little annoyed that I was being involved and told
Dr. Khetani, "You shouldn’t do that. You never know who will
come for such a meeting. Better you come to my house and we’ll
see what can be done." After that call I was really angry with
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myselfthatI had invited himtomy house totalk about a thing which
did not interest me at all. In the evening, Dr.Khetani came with a
lot of newspaper clippings showing a good looking gentleman
called Dadaji in different poses with prominent personalities, and
reporting about miracle healings and so on. Having been to India
already several times, I had some understanding of Indian culture,
but what Dr.Khetani told me about this man - that he was able to
materialize objects and to make inscriptions on watches at the
touch of his finger, and above all, he healed incurable diseases -
sounded a little bit strange and didn’t make sense to me.

I was very reluctant, yet gave Dr.Khetani some addresses of
members of the Indo-German Society, so that he might approach
them with his invitation. Dr.Khetani wanted to know, “Will you
come?” I said, “No, I don’t think so as I may have business.” After
the visitor had gone, I told Uta, my wife, about the whole thing, and
that we in the Indo-German Society should always try to stay clear
of such influences of travelling Mantra-sellers and pseudo-Yogis.
But my wife sald, “Let us go there.” After some hesitation I
agreed, glad to enlist her judgment and her intuitive assessment of

people. : ’

On June 10, 1978, we went to Dr.Khetani’s house and knocked at
the front door. Nobody answered. I quickly said to my wife, “Let’s
gohome, he is not here.” But she replied, “Having come all the way
here, I now want to enter this house!” She was very much decided.
So we went around the house and found a back door. Upon ringing
the doorbell, Dr.Khetani invited us in and introduced us to Abhi
Bhattacharya, a prominent Indian movie star, who was travelling
with Dadaji. After climbing a narrow staircase, we found fifteen
or more members of the Indo-German Society already present,
some being Indologists, academic specialists in the field of Indian
culture and religion. I didn’t feel well, because I had given their
addresses without quite knowing what might happen.
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What happened then was an American, the bearded Harvey
Freeman gave us a longish report about Dadaji, not leaving out the
unexplainable healings and other miracles. After an hour, I began
to wonder when this Dadaji would appear. Just then an Indian
gentleman came on the scene, clothed in a sort of toga-like sheet,
and reclined on a couch that had been prepared for him. This was
Dadaji. I looked at him, while he gazed over the gathering of
visitors, not fixing on anybody in particular. Then, he litacigarette.
I was alarmed. A Guru smoking! I was.a non-smoker, but a Guru
smoking - that must be something special! Very interesting! .

The American gentleman went on and on. Suddenly Dadaji said,
“Stop!” Then he asked smilingly, in unbelievably broken English,
for questions. Nobody was ready to start. So I asked him to tell us
more about the “Name of God” that Harvey Freeman had men-
tioned. Dadaji seemed to hesitate and Harvey intervened, “The
Name is within you.” No further explanations.

A friend of mine inquired whether Dadaji was practising Yoga.
Dadaji asked back, “What is Yoga?” And after a short pause he
added, “Every profession, our daily work is Yoga.” I asked, “Is the
whole life Yoga?" Dadaji said, “Certainly!” Another question
was, “What do you think about ceremonies?” Dadaji was very
much against ceremonies and rituals as means 'to come to God’.
He frankly told us, “All this is bluff and very egocentric.” Dadaji
commented strongly and sarcastically on the business of Yoga and
Mantras, “All these so-called and self-styled Bhagwans, Maharishis,
Babas and Gurus are bluffing innocent people to make money! No
human being can ever be a Guru!” I was fascinated by these strong
statements, not so much because Dadaji was ringing my bell,
rather I had the feeling of listening to a compelling authority.

There was a gentleman from the field of Indology who asked a
question. I have forgotten the real content, but something about the
axis of the earth and how according to Indian scriptures our globe
is fixed in the universe and so on; indeed, it was very complicated.
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I couldn’t clearly make out what he wanted to ask. Dadaji looked
at him and started with his broken English that hardly made sense.
It was an embarrassing situation. I found myself raising my arm
and asking Dadaji, “May I try to explain in English so that you may
check what I'm saying?” Then I felt even more uncomfortable,
because I had promised to answer a question I myself had not fully
understood, and to do this in a language which is not my mother
tongue, Dadaji was smiling and leaning back on the couch. He
didn’t fix his eyes on me. So, I boldly started and, I think, gave a
fairly good explanation. At least to me it sounded good..And, it was
new to me also, for at that moment I heard it for the first time. The
gentleman nodded and I had already forgotten what I had said.
From that moment on I didn’t concentrate on the following
questions and answers, because I was quite taken aback by my own
very special experience and was pondering on what had just
happened to me. Dadaji was lying there, sometimes smiling,
sometimes looking out of the window. Then I heard another
question; again I tried to help, and it again clicked.

This meeting with Dadaji scarcely met the usual expectations
attached in the Western longitudes to the popular Indian export
called ‘Guru’. He was more like an ‘Anti-Guru’. After two hours,
those people had left who had either waited in vain for some
‘miracle’ to happen, or who from the first had their doubts about the
genuineness of this man, having missed hearing interpretations of
holy scriptures and words of wisdom from an eloquent master. He
also didn’t sell any techniques for spiritual upliftment.

The number decreased even further when Dadaji asked who would
like to partake of ‘Diksha’. I didn’t know what this question meant
but nevertheless expressed my willingness, as did my wife and
three or four others. Dadaji stood up and said, “Come.” So we went
to the upper story of the house, where in his room Dadaji indicated
for Uta and me to sit near him on the floor, one on each side, and
he placed a hand on each of our heads. He said, “This should be
photographed.” I objected, because I saw myself pictured in the
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newspapers. But Dadaji calmed me down, “Itis only for me.” Who
knows, I thought, can you believe somebody who says, “1t’s only
for me?” And for what purpose? While I was still protesting there
was a silent moment and the picture was taken. What could I do?
Years later Dadaji showed me the picture, “Do you remember how
you protested against it?” Then we went to sit outside Dadaji’s
room in a small vestibule. I was still not feeling good about the
photo. On the other hand, meeting this Dadaji was something very
special.

Dadaji came to us and explained what he had already said to the
gathering downstairs: “No human being can everbe a Guru. It’s not
me, not this simple, illiterate man - it is He, who is the Doer. I do
notknow how things happen,I’monly a witness of Hisdeeds.” And
then he told us something about a picture of Sri Sri Satyanarayan,
which was hanging on the wall. When Dadaji says ‘He’, this
personification or symbolic representation of Ultimate Reality or
Truth is meant, this was my understanding. “He alone is the Guru,”
Dadaji repeated many times, “the Guru inside us. Truth cannot
enter your mind through your ears. It cannot be told that way and
understood. It only comes from within.”

After some time Dadaji asked Dr. Khetani whether the ‘Puja-
room’ was ready. When Dr. Khetani nodded assent, Dadaji led me
into a small room, emptied of all furniture. At one wall I found the
picture of Sri Sri Satyanarayan. In front of it was what looked like
a small altar with three lighted candles, fruits, nuts, and other
‘Prasad’ (offerings).

Dadaji asked me to sit to his left on a small mat. He now took his
clothes off and sat down next to me. He advised me to bow deeply
before the representation of the ‘Ultimate Reality’ and passed his
hand upward along my spine. After 1 sat erect again, he also made
some strokes over my chest and my heart. Then he gave me a piece
of blank paper, which 1 had to hold between my palms while
uttering “Ram, Ram, Ram”, an invocation of God very common in

12



India. Soon I heard some voice inside me. He told me to look at the
paper and I found two names in red Roman letters on it: “Gopal
Gowinda.” It was what I had heard inside me. This was the
‘Manifestation of Mahanam’. Dadaji told me never to forget to
remember these names while in-breathing and out-breathing.

The idea came into my mind that the two names belonged to Lord
Krishna. Dadaji seemed to have grasped this thought, for he said,
“Not Krishna, but His Essence.” During the manifestation of
Mahanam a wonderful, very special fragrance filled the room. It
seemed to emanate from the man at my side. “Tell everything to
your wife, she got Mahanam together with you,” Dadaji advised.

Years later an Indian friend and professor in Bombay, whom I had
come to know previously through Dadaji, told me that Mahanam
always appears written on the blank paper in red ink and in the
mother-tongue and script of the receiver. Having taken his aca-
demic degree from the Swiss Technical University in Zurich and
thus knowing still a little German, he made me aware of the fact
that I myself read “Gowinda” on the paper, the German version of
the English transcription ‘Govinda’. I personally was not used to
nor aware of the German spelling. But now back to my story.

It was Dadaji’s nearness which was for me the real experience: the
appearance of a man radiating love. I left the room deep in thought
and again joined Uta in the vestibule. Later on, after the others also
had Mahanam, I was again called into the ‘Puja-room’. I had to
bow before the picture, and Dadaji sprinkled some water on my
head; again the emanation of the fragrance occurred. “I have come
to Germany only for you, for I know you since a long time,” Dadaji
said. “You only have to do your duty - but remember Him always.
And now you will get Charanjal,” he added. He took a bottle of
fresh, clean water which I had to taste. The bottle was closed
properly and Dadaji held it in his hands. The water seemed to
become opalescent. On opening the bottle again, a wonderful
fragrance came out of it. Dadaji told me this ‘Charanjal’ could be
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helpful for my wife, when she had to go to the hospital, as
previously planned, for a surgical operation. Dadaji left the room
with me and went to Uta to present her a necklace with the picture
of Sri Sri Satyanarayan. He also made strokes along her spine, over
her chest and face, filling her too with his fragrance. Then we went
home feeling richly rewarded.

For a Central European all this is very unusual and yet the
experience had nothing unreal about it. In the original sense of the
word it was natural and took place in a kind of mental sobriety, far
removed from any emotional rapture. I attended to everything that
happened with heightened awareness, registered it all as facts
without surprise, photographed all the proceedings within myself
such that even today I can see them clearly. It was a kind of
attentive distance from which I observed. And when I ran over
everything in my mind the following day it was not the actions and
incidents, the ‘miracles’, which counted, but it was Dadaji’s own
person, his emanating love and kindness. In the foreground was
something which it is difficult to describe - a feeling of sublime
happiness. That was also the impression of Uta, who had experi-
enced the meeting with Dadaji as deeply as 1 had.

When [ woke up the following Sunday morning, I felt a bit uneasy,
for my first idea was how to explain to others what had happened
the evening before. But then 1 became aware of the wonderful
fragrance, which emanated from the cushion and the bed. This was
great! And I felt ready for any battle to come.

*

Like many others 1 did my daily duties, bu in addition 1 was
following an inner urge to discover myself. As far as [ can see now,
this had a double cause - an inner and an outer. The latter has
something to do with my boyhood during the Nazi regime and the
Second World War. [ belonged to the large group of children under
the impact of the Naziideology, ready to fight for what we believed
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to be ‘the right of the German people’. When the cruelsome war
was over, we had to realize that our naive idealism had been
exploited by the worst type of nationalist, militarist and racist
regime. We were bound to live in a destroyed country with the
memory of Auschwitz and other signs of utmost barbarity.

I was just fifteen years old when the war ended, and through my
parents I came into contact with the Deutsche Friedens -
Gesellschaft (German Peace Society), a pacifist organization. But
these people did not meet my expectations because of their
somehow narrow-minded political ideology. Later I came to know
about Mahatma Gandhi and in him I found a person with a deep
spiritual background - somebody to revere. His ideas of an ideal
social order based on all-embracing love and understanding -
Sarvodaya or ‘Welfare of all’ - were for some time very attractive
for me as an alternative to capitalism and communism. But how to
transform society? During my university studies of economics and
social sciences, some more ideological questionmarks were added
to my search for self-awareness.

In the meantime, 1 had grown into the understanding that, as
J. Krishnamurti put it, “the individual problem is the world prob-
lem.” You have to change yourself in order to change or help the
world. Thus I began an intense practice of Yoga over many years
and in my leisure time studied Indian philosophy. In 1958, 1 joined
the German Section of the Theosophical Society Adyar as a
member, an organization with the motto "There is noreligion higher
than Truth’.

Prominent amongst the authors helping me to discover the age old
philosophical and religious treasures of India, and thus strongly
influencing my inner relationship to this country, was the philoso-
pher and educationist Sarvepalli Radhakrishnan (1888 - 1975), the
internationally renowned ambassador of Indian culture to the
West. Having taught for a long time at Oxford, he was especially
competent to compare Eastern Religion and Western Thought, as
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was the title of one of his books. Many of his works were translated
into German and I was very impressed by his books Recovery of
Faith, A Hindu View of Life, the two volumes of the Indian
Philosophy, Religion and Society and An Idealist View of Life. 1
struggled my way through his scholarly written, voluminous com-
mentary on the Bhagavadgita. When in 1962, S.Radhakrishnan
became President of India, it was very much applauded by
European intellectuals seeing a ‘philosopher on the throne’. He
was inthis office till 1967.1 was surprised to fearn, S.Radhakrishnan
wrote in an article after an encounter with Dadaji in 1973 in
Madras: “It is really a superbly unique experience to meet Dadaji
even for a short while. It is, in fact, not meeting, but mating as he
explains so often... Dadaji is a miracle wound up in infinite
miracles that defy the comprehension of the greatest seers of
ages.” (‘Dadaji - A Miracle’, in The Poona Herald, August 29,
1973). But these words became known to me only when I visited
Dadaji in Calcutta for the first time.

My growing interest in Indian philosophy and religion, in Yogaand
theosophy may not be understandable without what I call the ‘inner
cause’. As long back as I can remember during my boyhood I
always had the feeling of God being very near. This certainty
resulted in sudden outbreaks of joy. Having been brought up in the
traditions of the Protestant church, the opening verse of an old
hymn used to always well up in those blessed moments when I
experienced Him suddenly within myself: “Gott, Deine Guete
reicht so weit, / so weit die Wolken gehen; / Du kroenst uns mit
Barmherzigkeit / und eilst, uns beizustehen.” (“Lord, Your kind-
ness extends so far, / as far as the clouds do go;/ You are crowning
us with your compassion / and hasten to our aid.”) At those
moments everything around me seemed to speak of Him, whether
it was nature in flower or the ruins of the terrible war. Later, as an
adult, I learned that it was better to keep such joyous experiences
to myself. In our Western society much that has a foundation in
Reality is dismissed as emotional gush - and mockery can hurta lot!
It was impossible for me to argue with others about Him. But with
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those very close to me, I could not hide my inner joy and
unshakeable certitude that God is very near.

Such joyous upsurges led me always to adoration of Him, who,
from my point of view, could not be the property of only one
religion. Church began to be experienced by me more like a
hindrance between Him and me, although I had and still have a
deep inner relation with Jesus Christ.

There is not the space to describe the whole way 1 had to travel
before I had my first encounter with Dadaji. But, when I met him
I was at that time, in addition to daily duties, involved in deep
studies of theosophical and other esoteric literature. I had many
breathtaking experiences with some special type of Yoga, as well
as with meditations of my own design. I used to live under a daily
‘spiritual’ discipline, but all that people knew was that [ was ‘in
love with India’. India had become for me, as an economist, my
favorite country for research into economic development, and as
a result I came into contact with some very impressive people,
mostly scientists and philosophers.

My encounter with the Indian subcontinent was so important
because there I found people, sometimes among intellectuals as
well, who felt and thought about God and Truth in a fashion similar
to myself, and who spoke quite openly about their inner experi-
ences and their inner goals. One has to discover India with one’s
heart, and in this I was successful from the first day.

In short, I was in search of Him inside and outside, and I believed
in the responsibility of each person to develop himself or herself as
the only way to help humanity. If you don’t constantly try to mold
yourself, to open yourself for ‘what passeth all understanding’, you
are betraying Him. :

I had no problem in bringing this philosophy in line with my duties
as a member of the University and as a family man. The only thing
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was thal, beside my wife and a small group of friends, I didn’t have
people to talk to about my own inner experiences. These experi-
ences belonged to a totally private region.

This was the situation when I met Dadaji in Witten in 1978. [ was
not then able to grasp the real meaning of his words when he said,
“To remember Him is enough,” and that “one need not search for
Him, because He is with us 24 hours a day.” I rather went on with
my daily discipline of Yoga and meditation and thought this to be
in line with his philosophy. Mahanam thus became part of the daily
meditations and I observed an intensification of results. I'm able
to follow this development because of my diary.

Still under the spell of the meeting with Dadaji the day before, |
noted down a changed version of a biblical text, 1. Cor. 13, which
I love very much.

Diary June 11, 1978

Though I speak with the tongues of men and of
angels, and did not remember Him, I am become as
sounding brass, or a tinkling cymbal. And though I
have the gift of prophecy, and understand all myster-
ies, and all knowledge; and though I have all faith, so
that I could remove mountains, and did not remember
Him, I am nothing. And though I bestow all my goods
to feed the poor, and though I give my body to be
burned, and did not remember Him, it profiteth me
nothing.

This exercise moved me very much and so I went on :

It is He, who has helped us in eternal times; He, who
has been called by different names, being veiled by
them also; He, who is Mahanam, the Word; He, the
Spark from the Flame, and the Flame Itself; the All-
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One, the Eternal; in whom we live and move and have
our being; He the All-Embracing.

Although I had been told by Dadaji that it was enough to remember
Him as Mahanam and to do my duties, nevertheless the question
arose for me: Is it really enough ‘only’ to remember Him? In the
following weeks I had my doubts about that, and so [ went on with
my daily Yoga exercises and meditatior:s, as mentioned before.
- And I noted down statements, to which I can no longer subscribe:
“God has a plan, and this plan is evolution” (Diary Aug. 26, 1978).
Such a statement maybe understandable in the light of Teilhard de
Chardin, to cite a more commonly known Catholic author, whose
books I read many years ago. Evolution s the central topic not only
of Western thought; some parts of the Indian philosophy have it
also. As an economist specializing in development research, [ also
had in mind certain models of social and economic development.
It took me a long time till I understood Dadaji, looking at the topic
of ‘evolution’ not from the Darwinian or a planner’s point of view.

But the most important misinterpretation of what Dadaji said was
to consider Mahanam as some sort of ‘Mantra’ (sacred formula or
rhythmically chanted prayer). Mahanam, having thus become part
of my daily meditations, had nevertheless an unforeseen effect. 1
discovered all Indian gods were not only different symbols of the
One Ultimate Reality, they were also interrelated and replaceable
by one another. While in meditation visualizing vividly Lord
Subrahmanya (a god mainly revered in South India under the name
Kumara-Muruga) sitting on his throne with Vel, the famous lance
in his hand, [ all of a sudden saw him as the Lord Krishna with his
flute. But more important than the image of the god was the strong
white light, seeming to radiate from a source behind it and
dissolving the image within a short time.

I may be asked how one comes to such an experience. I’m afraid
I can’t give a satisfying answer. Experiences of this kind are to
such an extent interlinked with ones own inner development and
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perception that it would take a lot of time to analyze their origin.
The following explanation should suffice.

Many years ago I came to ask myself what I really knew out of my
own direct perception and what was only secondhand knowledge.
I met so many people merely following traditions or holy scriptures
and uttering beliefs they had not tested themselves. 1 questioned
what do I know myself, what are my own experiences? Or are I just

repeating stories [ have heard or read, behaving as if they were my

own?

On the one hand, I met people with an unshakeable belief in a
certain picture of the world they learned from religious leaders or
religion. They always referred to hely scriptures or the testimony
of others having had access to ‘higher worlds’. On the other hand,
there is the fascinating history of mystics and seers, or Rishis
(sages)and other people with theirown inner vision. It offers akind
of promise that firsthand knowledge can, in fact, be obtained under
certain conditions.

It may be that I would not have decided to go my own way and
experiment with a lot of methods, partly self-developed, had 1 not
been confronted unwillingly with my own fascinating experiences
of Oneness with everything around.

In the course of my search, I came into a, let me call it,
sympathetic, relation with Lord Subrahmanya. But I never became
one of his adherents and never took part in his cult. For me Lord
Subrahmanya was one of the symbols or personifications of God
that I found very loveable. He is looked upon as the ‘embodiment
of everlasting fragrance of life’, the ‘symphony of beauty, truth and
love’. For the Tamils in South India, Muruga is also the Flaming
God (Cevvel), the supreme source of energy killing Avidya
(nescience or ignorance) with his lance. The holy scriptures depict
him as a great integrator among the divinities. In him the two
streams of grace are united as embodied in Shiva, his father, and
Parvati, his mother.
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Just as the Christian meditates on Jesus Christ, the Holy Mother
Mary and the Saints, I did on Lord Subrahmanya, because his
image and the history and stories behind it spoke to me arousing
loving devotion. In the Hindu tradition this emotive state of the
mind is called Saguna-Bhakti (loving devotion to a personal deity).
In the Bhagavadgita (Song of the Divine), the most important
scripture of Hindu religion, it forms-together with Nirguna-Bhakiti
(lovingdevotionto the unmanifest and impersonal God or Ultimate
Reality) a special path of Yoga, the Bhakti-Yoga.

Let me repeat: I was never one of the conventional adherents of a
Subrahmanya cult. 1 was aware of the many other approaches to
God. So I was able to adore the Christ, Buddha, Krishna and others
at the same time as representatives of the One Ultimate Reality.
But, I felt very much attracted by Lord Subrahmanya.

Shortly before I met Dadaji for the first time, 1 became aware of
the fact that the image of a god is also some kind of a limitation.

Diary May 29, 1978

The image of the god can be a hindrance on the way
to Truth. Therefore the image has to be ‘penetrated’:
Truth lies behind it. But what about God as a per-
son...? It must be possible to go beyond the ‘invented
personification’.

After having ‘added’ Mahanam in a Mantra-like manner to my
daily meditations,  one day was sitting in front of the picture of Sri
Sri Satyanarayan which Dadaji had given to me. The picture
seemed thoroughly unusual. The simple print does not show any
jewel-clad divinity, nothing extraordinary or deeply symbolic - at
- least at the first glance. A modest, elderly man, wrapped in yellow
cloth, sits on what looks like a square hewn stone, a gently glow
around his head. '
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I had been unsuccessful in getting any closer to the meaning. But
as I sat gazing at the picture in a state of absorption of the mind,
a strange change took place. The figure moved into the background
and was superseded, as it were, by a clear geometrical picture.
Behind the top of a clearly outlined isosceles triangle, which stood
over a square, there shone a brilliant circle like a rising sun! A
fascinating experience, which suddenly brought the content of the
picture home to me, because the square, triangle, and circle spoke
to me as symbols of the material and spiritual worlds and the
Ultimate Reality - and, more important still, ‘behind’ these sym-
bols, as an expression of Truth, was Silence. All this together, the
person, the symbols, and the ‘dimension of no-symbol’, made up
the profound experience.

This was in September 1978. Shortly before the experience with
the picture of Sri Sri Satyanarayan, I made an entry into my diary
to preserve a certain insight which suddenly had come to my mind
during meditation.

Diary September 4, 1978

Expect nothing while in meditation. Expectations are
mental pictures, fed out of the past, and a hindrance
to direct perception. The danger of mystifications is
very great.

One day when I sat down to watch an eclipse of the moon I felt an
intense longing for Him - not as a person or an image, but for His
Love.

Diary September 16, 1978

I can watch a lunar eclipse from my window. Slowly
the shadow of the earth moves over the moon and
reminds me of the sun, which is shining also at night
- the moon is the witness, when the earth is not hiding
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its light. Sometimes the light, which I perceive in-
wardly, shines moonlike - indirectly. How will it be
when the day is coming? Then everything is under a
new light and the mirror of the moon - this ‘glass
darkly’ - is needed no more.

The next day during meditation, all of a sudden, I saw a smiling
Dadaji. It was a very vivid picture, but between him and me was
some sort of fog, making him at times not fully visible. Thus the
strong wish arose to write him a letter.

Bochum, September 17, 1978
Dear Dadaji,

Today 1 had a strong feeling of your very presence and
I hurry to write to you. I regret very much not being
able to visit Calcutta for the Sri Sri Satyanarayan Puja
in October, but I hope sincerely to see you at the end
of December or the beginning of January, provided
you will be in India.

I am planning my itinerary at the moment and would
like you to give me some possible dates. I want to
thank you for your visit to Germany, which made me
witness of the remarkable phenomena you were able
to produce. But, more important than this was the
‘philosophy’ you gave expression to by your very
being. It was this what attracted me most. When you
mentioned your knowing me already for a long time,
this was quite natural for me, for  know Him - maybe
under another name - for very a long time. We are
always in search of our own Truth which is His Truth,
and sometimes we feel more than on other days that
there is love dwelling in the cave of our heart and
waiting to be let free. Some days the sky is clouded,
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but we know that the Eternal Sunis radiating invisibly

through our clouded consciousness. We are able and

ready to go our way alone, but we are longing for his

light. He has been near to me in some bright moments
. and [ was left with the urgent wish to dwell in Him all

the time, giving expression to His Eternal Presence,

letting Him shine through me, for He is within my

heart and in the heart of all creation.-

My wife and I thank you again very much for having

had the opportunity of meeting you!

Fraternally Yours
Peter Meyer-Dohm

Two months before I had tried to formulate a letter to Dadaji as an
answer to a printed invitation to attend a gathering called Sri Sri
Satyanarayan Puja, in Calcutta. At that time | was not ready to go,
but in the meantime I had made up my mind to participate in a
scientific Seminar in the first half of January 1979 in Madras. This
would give me the opportunity also to visit Dadaji in Calcutta.

After having sent the letter | was growing restive in expectation
of the answer. I had some strong experiences of Dadaji being
very near and touching me. One day again there was, totally
unexpected, this wonderful feeling of Oneness with nature around.
But the most astonishing perception occurred one day after having
completed my exercises and meditations.

Diary September 22, 1978

I sat down and the picture of Sri Sri Satyanarayan
came into my view. There I saw the figure wandering
towards me - no, it seemed to glide through the room
- and to enter my heart in an indescribable way. From
that moment onwards I seemed to grow into the figure
which was all around, filling everything. It was a
strange, radiating feeling....
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On 10 October 1978, I got Dadaji’s reply to my letter.
Calcutta 25.9.78

My dear Peter,
Your letter dated Sept. 17.

How nice of you to write such an exquisite letter! It
displays in bold relief how simple and outspoken you
are in your conviction and emotional anchorage. It 1s
no wonder, then, that you will have a strong feeling of
His, - not of his fragile body assuredly - presence now
and then. Yes, you are cut for service to Truth in quest
of which you have dedicated so many years of your
life. Nothing strange that your Dadaji should know
you fora very long time. How fascinatingly you write:
‘in search of your own Truth which is His Truth’!
People generally forget that to conceive of Truth in
one’s own image is to deceive oneself. Truth cannot
be achieved; it can only be lived. He is in you and you
are in Him. It is our duty to let His Truth and Love be
manifested throughus. So, complete surrenderin love
to Mahanam, which is the warp and woof of our
existence, is the only way. You may very well come
to India and Calcutta in December or January as it
suits you best. Don’t you worry, the Lord will take
charge of your board and lodge and other comforts.
You are like a son or a younger brother to me,
whichever way you take it. Leave everything to Him
and you will have the best arrangements possible.

My love to you and your wife.
Fraternally Yours
Dadaji
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My heart made a leap of joy when I read Dadaji’s warmhearted
lines. His sentence, “Truth cannot be achieved; it can only be
lived”, seemed to me most important. Was I really aware at that
time what it meant? Did I not still do many things ‘to achieve
Truth’?

Diary October 8, 1978

I’'m standing in flames - there is no other way to
describe it. And when the word ‘I’ appears from my
pen, this is only a vehicle of the consciousness, which
is flooding directly and clearly out of the fountain
behind the ‘persona’, and is also tinged by the colors
of the mask this ‘persona’ is. So much is new to me,
full of miracles; my gesture is amazement! At the
same time | want to bring this inner awareness into
connection with the realities of the day...

Near the end of October, during the 25th Anniversary of the Indo-
German Society in Stuttgart, I met Dr. S., who had also taken part
in the meeting with Dadaji in Witten. He had been one of those who
‘had their doubts from the beginning about this gentleman from
Calcutta’. So he made inquiries about Dadaji in India.

Diary October 29, 1978

Dr. S. surprised me with a letter from a friend of his
from Calcutta, reporting negatively about Dadaji.
Some time back there had been a case against Dadaji
allegedly having cheated somebody, but in India this
could easily happen to anybody. In the letter Dadaji
was called a dubious man of bad report, one of the
Gurus travelling in foreign countries trying to win
over prominent and wealthy people instead of caring
for the broad and spiritually poor masses. The letter
was full of prejudice and defective information. I had
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a strange feeling when | read the letter: What is the
truth? I have to depend upon my own judgement...
One has to go again and again through tests.

By the way - Mahanam is extraordinary! It gets hold -
of me and makes me radiate with joy! What is
needed? Needed is that we don’t miss ourselves, for
then we miss also Him. I'm confident about this and
very thankful to Dadaj.

Later, after having come into closer contact with Dadaji, 1 learned
from Abhi Bhattacharya the whole story about the case, which was
referred to in the letter to Dr. S. There had been a man very close
to Dadaji, who together with an Officer of the Crime Branch in
Calcutta, a devotee of a well known Guru, had tried to defame
Dadaji by representing false facts to the Government. Dadaji was
arrested forallegedly forging a will relating toa small property and
of misleading the people as a Messiah. This was in 1973 and the
newspapers were full of scandalous accusations against Dadaji.
After an arrest of two days his name had reached every house. It
was a shock for many semi-believers and they left him. All this
took place during the Emergency period in India, but when this was
over, the judgement came clearing Dadaji fully. The person
conducting the case against him was suspended.

The following weeks, the time before 1 left for India, brought one
and the same experience in changing forms. This can be shown
with two entries from my diary.

Diary November 11, 1978

1t was a wonderful feeling of goldenssilence, of *being
in good hands’, which still continues. Beginning to
write this is like returning into some denser matter,
but this feeling stops immediately when] pause. Love
borne by certitude - Bhakti (loving devotion). No
space, only One Here. Resistance only strengthens
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love. There is no distinct center - everything is center:
everywhere. I have to tell that everything happening is
good: Don’t worry.

To worry means narrowness - Love widens. Nothing is
narrow, all is wide. Widen up, be lovers! Freedom is
wideness, its order is He. '

Diary December 9, 1978

One word in the foreground of my thinking: certitude...
During the daily business and in all communications I
realize this fundamental certitude: God is within, I am in
Him. And He radiates, radiates Love. Thus I'm making
statements here and there as startling as the certitude,
with which I advocate insights I would not have dared to
utter some time ago.

One has to leave oneself to Him, has to listen to His silent
voice: dependencies are melting away, freedom is born
together with a fundamental certitude.

Certitude: This was the overwhelming feeling when I thought of the
forthcoming meeting with Dadaji in Calcutta. Up to now I added new
ideas, revolutionary ideas, to old ones. Or to put it in biblical terms:
I filled old wineskins with new wine. I did not know that the old
wineskins were bound to burst. Still, I was right with my feeling of
certitude, for this certitude didn’t leave me, although in the coming
encounters Dadaji was ready to destroy many of my superstitions and
misconceptions. It is the certitude of being in His Love which helps
us to come ultimately to the understanding: I do know nothing.
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CHAPTER TWO

Not meeting, but mating

When I arrived at Delhi airport on Thursday, 28 December
1978, I enjoyed thoroughly being once again in India, although
it was a very early hour and I hadn’t slept on the plane from
Frankfurt. On the way to Delhi I was already in a high mood
looking forward to having the exciting experience of seeing
Dadaji again. While waiting for my connecting flight to
Calcutta, I strolled through the airport building feeling full of
joy inspite of my tiredness. I had the wonderful awareness of
already being welcomed by Dadaji.

Then the hours of patient waiting were over and I boarded the
Airbus to Calcutta. After the take off I tried to recollect what I
knew about Dadaji. It was not that much: His name Amiya Roy
Chowdhury, and that he owned a toy-shop in the New Market of
Calcutta, being a family man with two children. He was living
at Prince Anwar Shah Road in Calcutta. That was all I knew. I
began to ponder about that fact. Yes, he had condemned all
Guruship and sectarianism-but, what if I would find him never-
theless as a head of a sect - a Guru in disguise? My mind was busy
inventing several possible complications. All my certitude was
gone and I felt very uneasy, recollecting some bad experiences
with followers of Bhagwan Rajneesh, with the Mantra-sellers of
Maharishi Mahesh Yogi and their trademark ‘Transcendental
Meditation’, and with the ‘Moonies’, the devotees of the
dubious Reverend Moon. Did I know those people around and
behind Dadaji? I should test him out and be very cautious. But,
would Dadaji have time for me? At last I comforted myself with
the idea that I would first try to explore the place where Dadaji
was living and then decide whether to see him or not.

It must have been my over-tiredness together with what we call
the ‘rational mind’, which made me think along such lines.
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Anyway, for some time I was full of doubts I never had before
regarding my forthcoming encounter with Dadaji. Then 1 fell
asleep.

The plane had already landed when I woke up. All uneasiness
had gone and I was open again for the adventure ahead. Waiting
for the baggage, in the large crowd of visitors I saw two
gentlemen looking at me and waving their hands. I had been
identified with the help of the photo taken in Witten. They
introduced themselves as HP.Roy and Gyan Ahluwalia, and
explained Dadaji asked them toreceive me at the airport. Their
message: Dadaji was glad to see me soon, but first I had to be
- brought to the Oberoi Grand Hotel.

I was not prepared to stay in such a luxurious place, where at that
time the daily rate of a room equalled the monthly income of the
policeman at the crossing, who may have to feed a family with
three children or more. 1didn’t need Western luxury to feel well
in India, on the contrary - it was a kind of obstacle. But I found
out that a room had already been booked, and it seemed to me
that I was not quite successful in making clear my own views to
the two gentlemen. I was angry with myself for not having asked
colleagues from Calcutta University, whomI also wanted to meet,
to arrange a bed for me in the University Guesthouse.

I only shaved and had a quick shower in my room for I was
anxiously expecting to meet Dadaji. It was quite a drive through
the crowded streets of Calcutta to Lake Gardens. We passed by
the Ramakrishna Mission Institute at Gol Park, a place I
remembered from my first visit in 1962 to be very nice.

Dadaji was living in a spacious, but unpretentious house on the
broad Prince Anwar Shah Road. I was so nervous about seeing
Dadaji that I didn’t easily manage to get out of my shoes. When
you are in a hurry the laces get knotted . I started hating the
Western habit of wearing such shoes and the Indian habit of
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removing them at the housedoor. My companions having easily
slipped out of their footwear were waiting patiently, watching me
solve my difficulties. Finally I was asked to proceed to the upper
story.

In the middle of the house is a big staircase and I started to climb
the steps. Half the way up I saw Dadaji coming out of one of the
rooms at the upper floor. I heard him crying something and then
I rushed upwards ito his arms. Never I will forget these
wonderful moments! Embracing each other we were standing in a
thick cloud of fragrance, and this very special fragrance - ‘His
fragrance’ - didn’t leave me the whole day. Afterwards, in the
hotel, I found out what it was: Dadaji’s hands were imprinted on
the back of my jacket in fragrant, honey-like nectar!

I don’t know how long we stood embraced, Dadaji kissed me on
the forehead and seemed to be mad with joy. He was talking
in Bengali, his mother tongue, so I could not understand what he
was saying. “Dadaji is glad to see you”, HP. Roy needlessly
remarked. My only reply was, “So am I.” But the nonverbal
communication between Dada and me didn’t need such
explanations...

I was led into a room with a big bed, upon which Dadaji took his
seat. I sat down in front of him and was introduced to Dr. Lalit
Kumar Pandit, a Professor of Theoretical Physics at the Tata
Institute of Fundamental Research, who had just come from
Bombay together with H.P. Roy, a very successful businessmen.
Both were sitting together with me on the floor.

Dadaji first inquired about the health of Uta, who had undergone
a surgical operation shortly after Dadaji’s visit to Germany. He
also wanted to know about our twins, Johannes and Sita, and our
youngest daughter, Veronika Rukmini, an Indian girl. And he was
eager to learn about my journey and whether the hotel was
alright. Before I could answer he added, “Sorry, Ididn’t get aroom
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in the Ramakrishna Mission, it was already booked out.” Ionly
said, “Everything is O.K., Dadaji,” but when in the evening I
recollected the scene, I found that I had not mentioned my
preference for that place to anybody before.

Like many others who have met Dadaji, I experienced him to be
a ‘family-man’ who likes to hear detailed stories from the daily
family life. When he lighted a cigarette and reclined on the bed,
1 told him that his habit of smoking had been a special sign for me
- typical Gurus don’t smoke. Dadaji laughed, “I'm not really a
smoker. Why should I go against the desire for a cigarette? It’s
only for taste.”

He was curious to know about the impact of the meeting in Witten,
so I told him how people had reacted. When I asked him why he
had mentioned at that time about knowing me for a long time, he
only silently looked at me. Afteralong pause he smilingly started
to tell about a plan to visit Germany earlier in 1973 or 74. One
Professor Banerjee had mentioned my name to him. It was very
easy for me to find out that this had been Professor H.N.
Banerjee, Director of the Department of Parapsychology of the
University of Rajasthan in Jaipur, whom I had met there in 1967.
At that time I was collecting material on the socio-economic
development of Rajasthan, working for some weeks on the
University Campus. Since then I had lost sight of him. And I told
Dadaji how Professor Banerjee, who at that time was very
interested in extra cerebral memory research, had used me for an
interview with a “real Indian Saint”, Sitaramdas Omkarnath,
who had visited Jaipur in September 1967.

Dadaji was very annoyed hearing me talking about a ‘Saint’.
“Tell me, what is a saint? I don’t like all these saints, Babas,
Bhagwans or what other title they may have. We are all saints,
for He is in all of us! Atthe moment of calling somebody a ‘saint’
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you are creating differences and the term ‘no-saint’.

Indeed, he was very angry and went on: “Don’t run after Gurus.
They will only tell you: Follow me ! Very often it is only said
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indirectly, not openly.” He was talking for a while in Bengali to
H.P. Roy, then turned again to me and said with a smile, “Also
don’t believe in Dadaji. Only believe in Him. He is within you,
He loves you. No person can be a Guru; He alone is the Guru.”

Bewildered I asked Dadaji, “Why should I not believe in you?
1 strongly feel you are right with what you say.” Dadaji started
laughing and clapped his body with his hands and then touched me.
“Do you know what this is? You will say, a body. Nay, it is an
Ashram (abode of a spiritual teacher), the real Ashram! This is
His real Ashram - not the costly buildings financed by the
devotees of the Gurus. Iagain tell you, don’t run after Gurus. He
is with you, all the time, and my son Peter knows it well!”

“But, if He is within my body, how can I discriminate between Him
as an inner voice and what is coming from my ownmind?” I asked.

“There is no need of discrimination, for everythingis He. You’ll
go astray by discriminating between Him and you. With this all
kind of exercises start - Nama - Japa (constant repetition of
Name) and Tapasya (penance) -, all expressions of vanity and
egoism, divorcing us from Truth. He loves you, and He is doing
Nama-Japa within your heart, 24 hours of the day. Only be aware
of this: He loves you. Is this notenough?” And he added for H.P.
Roy: “My son Peter will follow only his inner voice and never act
against it.”

Dadaji’s English was not very good, so he sometimes spoke in
Bengali and H.P. Roy did the translation. When he was ready with
it, Dadaji inquired, “Am I right or not?” Before I could give an
answer, he wanted to know, “What is the problem? Why do you
hesitate? This man (he pointed to himself) doesn’t know all the
theories Pundits (Sanskrit scholars) find in holy scriptures and
which you may have in mind.”

“But, Dadaji, I don’t diéagree with you that we are loved by Him.
I only have the idea of being obliged to do something myself...”
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“What to do?” he interrupted me. “Something to transform
myself - like Yoga, meditation, and so on,” I said and told Dadaji
about my own exercises. Indeed, I never had serious doubts about
my being on the right path before I met Dadaji. I believed I had
command over a vast knowledge obtained from theosophical and
so-called esoteric literature. Thus I felt able to answer many of
the questions Dadaji was asking about details, and to explain things
to him I myself had not understood fully. While talking to Dadaji,
an insight slowly was born that I was myself living in a world of
illusion.

Dr. Lalit Pandit intervened: “As far as I’m able to understand, it
is your problem not to be content with His Love. You want to do
something to come nearer to Him.” “Exactly that’s the point, * I
replied, being very thankful for this clarification. And I went on,
“We have to cooperate with Him, and for this task we have to
change ourselves. Through meditation...”

Again Dadaji jumped on me. “What are you talking? Meditation
is nothing but idleness! Do you have time for such a thing? You
have a family, you have your professorship, you have so many
important duties - is this not enough? Understand: He is weeping
for you all the day! He is within your very heart - outside the
reach of the conscious mind, beyond the mind. He loves you,
because He is Love! Only dwell in his Love: Remember Him
always! That’s enough and your foremost duty.”

In writing this down I’m afraid I have not stressed enough a very
important point: When you have tried all yourlife tocome nearer
to Him, it is not an easy task to realize that you, in fact, can do
nothing except to always remember Him.

One wants to be active, and our whole culture is telling us that we
have to overcome ourselves, that we are the doers, that we have
‘to work and to strive to reach Him. Of course, there is His Grace
helping us, but we have to struggle on our way to Him.
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Sitting in front of Dadaji Ifeltasif I was in between two ‘truths’.
On the one hand a voice from the deep recesses of my heart was
telling me that Dadaji was correct one hundred percent; on the
other hand, my mind was not ready to give up all the knowledge
obtained over the years about techniques of self-culture and so
" on. Dadaji’s statements were strengthening the voice of love from
deep within, and the ‘buts’ of the possessive mind became weaker
and weaker. '

“And now you go and have your meal,” Dadaji ended our
discussion. And he advised H.P. Roy to take me for lunch to a
restaurant well known for its Tandoori chicken. “But, Dadaji, I'm
a vegetarian,” I remarked. “Oh, that’s easily changed. First you
start with some light meat dishes, with fish... See, you cannot
enter heaven by the kitchen door!” he lightly replied.

I was alarmed very much by this and with tears in my eyes I said,
“Dadaji, I love animals! Ican’teatthem.” All of a sudden Dadaji
changed his expression. He took me into his arms and told H.P.
Roy, “You are responsible that Peter will get a clean vegetarian
meal!” Tenderly looking at me he closed, “And now go”.

Back in the hotel for a little nap after the delicious lunch, I went
through the article by S. Radhakrishnan, Ex-president of India,
titled Dadaji - A Miracle, from which I have already quoted in the
previous chapter. I was utterly surprised to find, with my favorite
and admired author, the following description of Dadaji which
in many details met my own experience in the morning: “To
see him is an occult vision, to go near to him is a soul-stirring
pilgrimage and to listen to him is to be bathed in the musical
cadence of the Omnific Word. His star-bespangled smile is a
miracle, the worlds cannot contain or comprehend. And his eyes?
Their bewitching beauty, their fathomless depth in stillness, their
aromatic incense of compassionate love have no reckonable
compeer. Yet he is a man giving out airs of simplicity and
normalcy to his very marrow. A picturesque figure, he dons
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a Dhoti or Lungi (men’s traditional, skirt-like, wrap around attire
worn from the waist and hanging to the ankles) and a half-sleeved
Kurta (collarless shirt). He wears no matted hair; nor is his body
or forehead besmeared or marked with ashes or vermilion or
sandal paste. Yet his body constantly emits a variety of fragrances
never dreamt of in a perfumery. Now he is playful, and then he
is serene and lost in infinity. He plays with fantastic miracles like

"a child with toys. And he constantly reminds his audience that
he is nobody. It is the Supreme Divine Will that manifests itself
as and when it chooses.”

I was overwhelmed by the fire and the admiration speaking out of
the lines of an author, who had to become 84 years old to
discover the Ultimate Truth!

*

In the afternoon I again had an appointment with Dadaji at his
house. He told me that he had sent away all visitors: only the
companions of the morning were present. Dadaji inquired about
the lunch we had and remarked that he appreciated my attitude of
not going against what I felt to be right for me.

He was reclining on his bed and insisted I sit close to him. He
reminded me of a passage of my letter from September saying that
Dadaji’s philosophy was more important to me than the miraculous
phenomena occurring in his presence. He told me, "Miracles
don't really matter. On the contrary, one could be misled by them.
There are no wonders; in Him everything is possible. You only
love Him!” Hinting at a remark I made in the morning about so-
called ‘Transcendental Meditation’ of the Maharishi Mahesh
Yogi, whose selling-agents promise that at a certain stage of
development and after paying a very high fee, one could learn
levitation, he went on, “Why should I float in the air? What
nonsense! You never should want to do this!” He became very
angry and made additional comments in Bengali for H.P. Roy and
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Dr. Lalit Pandit. Then again he looked at me and said,
“Levitation is possible, but understand: It comes when it comes.”

Then we went on to talk about miracles and Dr. Lalit Pandit gave
some examples. In my remarks I used the word ‘Tamasha’,
which denotes the playful application of occult power. Dadaji
commented upon this, “A Bengali word, which fits very well the
miracles as many people understand them. No Tamasha! Tamasha
for others, they will want more and more. No Tamasha for you !”

Dadaji leaned toward Dr. Pandit saying, “My son Peter doesn’t
need such thing to be with Him. But you will explain to him, how
the picture of Sri Sri Satyanarayan came.” The story is this: One
day a photographer came to take a picture of Dadaji, who was
sitting on the veranda. At first he failed, but then Dadaji
remarked that the next picture would be alright. When the film
was developed, the picture of Sri Sri Satyanarayan was on it
instead that of Dadaji. “The picture was taken right there,”
Dadaji told me and pointed at a trunk. “Itis the picture of Sri Ram
Thakur,” H.P. Roy added and told about his family which had been
in close touch with - as I understood at that time - the spiritual
‘predecessor’ of Dadaji.

*

At that time I was not much interested in the ‘forerunners’ of
Dadaji. Only in later years I became aware of the importance of
two great names often mentioned by Dadaji. The first is Sri
Krishna Chaitanya (1485-1533), later called Mahaprabhu
(Maha: great; Prabhu: God) and also known in history as Gauranga
or Nimai Pandit. He is considered to be an Avatar (incarnate
or representative of God). Dadaji says about him, “One, who
is nestled in Nama (Name), one, who propagates Nama is verily
an Avatara-potency” (On Dadaji, Vol. IV, pg. 2).

Mahaprabhu preached, “Nama is the only path,” and : “The
greatest religion is the Religion of Love (Prema Dharma).” People
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after him distorted his personality and teaching. The fanatic
Hindus could never realize him. Dadaji says that Mahaprabhu
“ never gathered people around him to whisper Mantras into their
ears. Nor did he assume a feigned appearance. He neither used
any distinctive or colored clothes, nor did he mark his face or
forehead with Chandra (sandal paste) or other paste” (On Dadaji,
Part II, pg. XXVI). According to Dadaji Mahaprabhu was “pure
Consciousness personified” as also Lord Krishna was (The Truth
Within, pg. 35).

The second great name is Sri Ram Thakur (1860 - 1949), another
Avatar in succession from Sri Krishna Chaitanya or Mahaprabhu.
Sri Ram Thakur was even “beyond pure Consciousness”. He is
the immediate predecessor of Dadaji, as already mentioned. Sri
Ram Thakur spoke of his own advent in a new body twenty-two
years after his death, and Dadaji’s first major manifestation
occurred in 1971 (The Truth Within, pg. 367).

It is very interesting to note that Mahaprabhu, in fact, asserted he
would be coming twice again in quick succession and in
progressive ascendancy of manifestation. As said before, for a
long time I didn’t know about the succession of Sri Krishna
Chaitanya, Sri Ram Thakur, and Dadaji, and also had no interest
in it. Dadaji himself was such an overwhelming personality that
I needed no testimony of this kind.

*

When 1 sat together with Dadji, I was still not able to grasp the
connection between him and Sri Ram Thakur. So I asked, why in
the Mahanam ceremony one had to bow before the picture of a
human being. Was not God the only Guru? Dadaji smiled, “You
are correct cent (100) percent! No worship of human beings!” I
was a little bit perplexed, so H.P. Roy explained that God had
been very visible in the person and life of Sri Ram Thakur, and
those who need a picture may take this as a symbol of the
Absolute. Dadaji added, “He is within you, and at the same time
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you are in Him. As long as you go to a temple to meet Him there,
you are running away from Him.”

We had a long discussion about public worship, temples, and
churches. Over and again Dadaji stressed the point that all these
were obstacles, or worse, “nothing but business.” “Organized
religion is the worst thing one can imagine! It is the business of
priests, holy men, Gurus, who are standing in between you and the
Divine.” And very angrily he added after a pause, “He has come
to destroy all those organizations making money out of Him. They
are part and parcel of our give-and-take society. This man (and
again he pointed at himself) has nothing to do with all this fake
worship. Nothings but self-aggrandisement of people! Who will
worship whom? It is all One!” Although I fundamentally
agreed with Dadaji, I could not sign this total condemnation. So
I remarked that at least the Christian churches did many things in
the field of charity.

“What is charity? What do you mean by charity?” Dadaji wanted
to know. And he went on without waiting for an answer,
“Charity you are speaking about, is also egoism. I give and you
receive. You are dependent upon me. Because I have given away
a particle of my wealth, I have a good feeling. I have done
something for myself; I bought this feeling of being a good and
.charitable man. Many people try to buy a place in Heaven by such
an attitude. This is all wrong!”

This seemed to me a very strong statement. In my opinion charity
was a wonderful thing, the Christian virtue par excellence. Dadaji
seemed to grasp my difficulties, for after a pause he went on,
“You cannot avoid ego in all these matters. Listen, the most
important thing is always the motive behind the actions. Itis very
good to help others, but don’t run away from your duties in order
‘to save humanity’, to feel more important and more advanced
than your fellow men.”
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I tried to make clear what I had learned in the meantime. “By
remembering Him always, by being in His Love I will find myself
in a circle of duties which are the right ones.”

“Excellent!” Dadaji exclaimed, “You really don’t have a choice.”
And after a while he added, “He is the sole Saviour of the world,
not those pretending to be the saviours. Never run away from
your duties, and never forget Him. He alone is the Doer.”

In this connection Dadaji told a story about Swami Vivekananda
(1863 - 1902), who undoubtly did a lot for the spiritual upliftment
of the people. He became a much applauded and revered man, and
internationally acknowledged Saint. But at the end of his days he
remembered having done nothing for his own mother, and he felt
very sad and guilty. On the one hand was his service to humanity
at large that brought him fame; on the other hand was this very
natural duty of love for his mother. Dadaji-hinting at a book
Swami Vivekananda - A forgotten Chapter of his Life - didn’t leave
any doubt what in his view was the most important duty.

Dadaji lit another cigarette and said playfully, “You cannot
escape Him. You cannot escape His Love. You are in His net
since you are born. He is embracing you, do you feel it? And now
you should go home and take rest.”

*

Together with HP. Roy and Dr. Lalit Pandit I had dinner -
vegetarian, of course. This was a full day, an overwhelming
experience. We had some further discussions to clarify what
Dadaji said. When I reached the hotel I tried to note down some
ideas in my diary, but then I found that I only mentioned some of
the points. All the time I was sitting in a cloud of fragrance
and felt the nearness of Dadaji.

Later, in bed, I tried to answer the question: What did I know
myself about the matters which had been the subject of the
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conversation with Dadaji? What did I know out of my own
experience? I was ready to give an honest answer, and at once I
saw myself merely presenting secondhand truths to Dadaji. I had,
let me say, by ninety and more percent relied on what mystics,
clairvoyants, Rishis, saints had said. All these truths were
commonly accompanied with the remark that under certain
conditions, not easily fulfilled, these insights could be proved by
personal experience of the ‘seeker’. And there was a thriving
market, where techniques were sold to those ‘seekers’:
meditation, Yoga and so on. In other words: Follow a fixed path
and you will obtain the knowledge of ‘higher worlds’. To be
honest: Did I not also expect Dadaji to show me 'the right path’
and techniques for further ‘spiritual’ development?

I heard Dadaji saying, “This all is false. Why do you want to do
Tap and Jap (Tapasya and Nama-Japa)? It is nothing other than
your ego and self-aggrandisement!” Inspite of the fact that my
mental constructions had received many cracks and started to fall
into pieces, I slept quite well!

*

When, on Friday morning, I recollected the encounter with Dadaji,
I felt as if I had gone through some sort of test. I didn’t know
about the scores I had been able to make, it must not have been
high, but I promised myself to rely in the coming days more on my
inner voice than the (acquired) contents of my mind.

There was still this wonderful stream of love I had been aware of
in the evening, and, of course, during the time I had been
together with Dadaji. So I was longing very much to see him
again.

I tried to concentrate upon my diary, but I couldn’t. I was in a
dreamlike state, bathing in His Love, washing away all shyness
and instilling confidence in me.

“How was the night?” With this question Gyan Ahluwalia entered
my room, having been sent by Dadaji to bring me to his house
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on Prince Anwar Shah Road. I could hardly await to reach there.
And, this time, I didn’t have any problems with my laces, so I
immediately rushed up the stairs into the arms of Dadaji and again
I was immersed in a thick cloud of ‘His fragrance’. '

Dadaji sat down on his bed and seemed to radiate joy. H.P. Roy
and Dr. Lalit Pandit were also there, and soon we were in the
middle of a discussion about symbols. I tried to explain to Dadaji
that symbols, as also rituals, for me had a deeper meaning and
could be looked at as a language ‘expressing the
inexpressable’. Dadaji was not at all content with my
explanations. So I told him about the experience with the picture
of Sri Sri Satyanarayan, how I had seen a triangle, a square and
a sun in the picture. I had the impression that Dadaji found this
remarkable, but he didn’t give any comment. He only asked, “And
what was behind the symbols?” 1 was startled. “Sri  Sri
Satyanarayan, of course,” I replied. Dadaji smiled and remarked,
“He is beyond all symbols, beyond language, beyond expression.
As long as you are able to explain the meaning of a symbol, you
are confined to the symbol. Truth cannot be understood, it only
can be lived.” -

“Truth or Satyanarayan passeth all understanding,” I added.
“Excellent, excellent!” Dadaji exclaimed and went on, “Look,
there is only one Language, but due to the mind, many. And
because of the many languages wisdom has become distorted.”
This reminded me of the miracle of Pentecost, when the Holy
Spirit made the disciples of the Christ talk in other tongues, and
Itold Dadaji about it. He quietly commented, “This isa
beautiful picture, but do not take everything you find in the
scriptures as facts.” And he started to talk about many
misunderstandings which had crept into the Indian traditional
scriptures like the Shastras, Puranas and other books. “Truth is
always there, and sometimes mirrored rightly in this or that story.
Most people approach it always with the mind, forgetting totally
that Truth is beyond.”
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We talked about Pranava-the sacred syllable AUM -, the eternal
word which contains past, present, and future, and the bird
Hamsa, which in all its beauty symbolizes the life-force or vital
breath (Prana), and also other things having to do with symbols. I
have forgotten Dadaji’s commentaries except that Krishna is
Prana personified. Sometimes I found myself in line with him,
mostly when I didn’t use my store of knowledge but responded
spontaneously.

During the discussion I became aware of a habit of mine which
I started to dislike. It was the habit of showing to Dadaji that I
already knew many things. There was again the idea growing in
the background of my mind that I might, in fact, know nothing at
all. I must say, Dadaji was very cautious in making me aware of
this. He very lovingly tried to correct me, and again and again he
encouraged me to express my opinions to him.

In the course of these discussions, all of a sudden, he started
quoting from the Bhagavadgita in Sanskrit. The quotations were
translated to me with the help of the others, and Dadaji tried to
show the difference between the ‘normal’ or ‘traditional’
understanding and the true meaning. It was not at all easy for me
to follow him, knowing no Sanskrit and not being well versed in
this matter. He brought up quotation after quotation from Vedas
and Upanishads, always pointing out the misinterpretations. At
the end he asked Dr. Pandit, “Am I right or not, tell me!” “You
are hundred percent right, Dada,” came the answer. And then Lalit
Pandit spoke about many instances, where Pundits of the highest
rank had been taken aback by the interpretations of Dadaji. He
mentioned many name out of which only that of Dr.Sarvepalli
Radhakrishnan was knownto me. All these persons had testified
in writing to the extraordinary experiences they had with Dadaji.
These writings are collected in the volumes On Dadaji, four of
which were available at that time. Dadaji also spoke very
lovingly about Dr. Gopinath Kaviraj, a foremost authority on
Indian thought, who had known Dada under the name of Amiya
Babu for many years before he became known as ‘Dadaji'.
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I must confess that I was turning a little bit giddy, confronted with
all these facts. But the man in front of me didn’t make the
impression of a philosopher, Pundit or the like. He was
radiating love, sheer love, and I heard my inner voice saying, “He
loves you.” All dizziness disappeared instantaneously! Dadaji
bent down and gave me a kiss on the forehead and endorsed my
inner voice whispering into my ear, “He loves you.” And I
understood, I’m loved by him and Him.

Somebody was interrupting us and Dadaji left the room. My
companions asked me, how I was feeling. “I’m not able to
express it, it is beyond words,” I only could answer, “Dadaji is
Love incarnate.”

When Dadaji returned later, he asked me why I did not bring my
wife with me, “She is such a sweet lady.” And then he showed me
a golden medallion with the picture of Sri Sri Satyanarayan. Itook
it for my wife with many thanks, and Dadaji requested that I show
it to H.P. Roy and Dr. Lalit Pandit. “Do you like it?” Dadaji
wanted to know, “Let me add something on the back.” After I
looked at the plain golden backside of the medallion, I cautiously
gave it back to Dadaji. He only rubbed with his thumb on the
backside and I found engraved on it: “Sri Sri Satyanarayan”.
I couldn’t believe my eyes and showed it to H.P. Roy and Dr.
Pandit. Both had observed the plain backside upon which the
inscription had now appeared.

“Please, Dadaji, add to it: For Uta,” I asked him. But he
remarked, “No, this would spoil the specific purpose of the
pendant.” Dadaji mentioned Uta should wear it whenever she felt
the wish to do so. “She will know what I mean,” he added.

The following discussion was, as far as I remember, a little bit one-
sided. My heart was so full thatI could not but find again and again
new expressions to praise Him and the immensity of His Love.
Today Iknow that the nearness of Dadaji is unbelievably inspiring.
From time to time Dadaji exclaimed, “Excellent, excellent!”
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Before we left for lunch Dadaji asked me to write about “His
Philosophy” and I promised to do so. When we took our leave he
told my companions, “Be sure to go to a clean vegetarian
restaurant!”

*
Diary December 29, 1978

This afternoon I had an experience of a special,
intricate, nature: Shopping for Uta and the kids and
also for myself. Dadaji had insisted on making gifts.
But I had difficulty taking gifts from him; to be
showered with gifts is not easy to bear, and all the
time I had been onthe receivingend. At last we found
a piece of Indian silk for Uta, bangles for Sita and
Veronika, and shirts for Johannes and myself.

1 went shopping with Gyan Ahluwalia and afterwards we went
to a family’s home where Dadaji was expected as a guest. He
was already there, reclining on a bed. He made me sit next to
him and I watched other arriving visitors touching his feet and
bowing down deeply before him. I felt a little bit uneasy, for I had
only embraced him in front of all the people present, not showing
the possibly expected form of respect. Had this been proper
behavior? I did not say anything, but Dadaji seemed to have feit
that something was troubling me. Smilingly he said with a low
voice, “You are my son and brother.”

Then Dadaji started to tell something about me in Bengali.
Sometimes the people laughed, but Dadaji remarked at the end, “I
have only told nice things about you.” .

Somebody began to talk about Jesus Christ. Dadaji interrupted
him, “Never talk about the Christ or Krishna *without deep
respect.” Then he looked at me, “You don’t know who really is
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the Christ-not the man from the Bible.” He took a cigarette box,
opened it and held it before my eyes. “Look, this is Jesus Christ:
Totally open to Him, but at the same time rooted in Prakriti (the
world of physical nature). He is God become flesh.”

After some time he went on saying, “The Christ is wonderful; but
what we think about crucifiction is not correct. Crucifiction is not
at the end; nay, life starts with it. You people are crucifying
Him by not remembering Him.”

Another visitor wanted to know something about the Bible. Dadaji
replied that there is a “holy book” far older than the Bible, “It
is identical with the Word, you know.” I did not know what he
meant, but was reminded of the famous opening verse of Saint John
in the Bible: “In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was
with God, and the Word was God.” Years later I learned from
Dadaji that I wasn’t far away from truth with this idea. He made
me understand that Mahanam as Divine Power or Energy is
revealed to our senses in various forms. “Itis the Shabdabrahman
of Vedanta (Shabda means sound, Brahma refers to God, the
Essence of Existence), the Vac (primal sound as the Matrix of
Creation) of Rigveda, and the Word of the Bible. Each of these
terms is misleading, if takenin the literal sense. Init’s true import,
It (Mahanam) is identical with Truth” (The Truth Within, pg. 13).

Some portions of the discussion were in Bengali, so I could not
follow. I used the time to look at the people sitting in front of
Dadaji. Most of them were intellectuals, professors from
university, judges and doctors. It seemed to me as if they looked
upon Dadaji as an authority. The discussion was very open,
interspersed sometimes by laughter.

After some time Dadaji looked upon me and took a sitting
position. “Do you know what life is ?” he asked me, “It is the
relationship between Him and a person.” He took his cigarette
box in one hand and the match box in the other. He then - moved
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both near to each other and again far. This he did several times-
far away, very near, far away, very near. “It is neither perfect
identity nor perfect diversity, it is a dynamic process. Have you
understood?” Then he clapped both objects together and said,
“This is the person finished! No, itis this,” and he started again
with the demonstration mentioned above. Then he took the
cigarette box and the match box in one hand and pressed them
together, “This is the false concept of static identity.”

I will never forget Dadaji trying to explain the relation between
God or Truth and us with the aid of a match box and a cigarette
box! In the meantime I have grown with the help of others,
especially Dr. Nanilal Sen, into a far deeper understanding of the
matter, but I always see the shining face of Dadaji and the simple
demonstration before my inner eyes.

As Dadaji himself said, he explained the “relationship between
Him and a person.” The bipolar movement of the mind is
symbolized with the help of the cigarette box and the match box:
Now to be drawn towards Truth, and then pulled away by desires
and attachments, to move to and fro, back and forth impulsively,
- that is the story of our lives. This becomes dynamic when we
remember Him in all our movements. I understood Dadaji telling
the story of Radha and Krishna in the Vrindavan forest with his
demonstration. This story of Divine Love is told in one of the
loveliest and most beloved poems of Indian literature, the Gita
Govindam of Sri Jayadeva, which I read so many times before
in the English translation by Duncan Greenless. In poetic form the
Gita Govindam tells us how the mind, the female, becomes
Manjari (yoked unto Him), then nascent Radha, and finally Radha
being in love with Krishna, or God as Love. But, Dadaji says
that the movement doesn’t stop thereat. When Radha and Krishna
blend and merge to be one, when the two sounds of Mahanam,
- Gopal and Govinda - coallesce, it is beyond Vrindavan (the
world); it is He, Govinda, beyond life. That is why Dadaji
remarked, “This is the person finished.” This cannot happen
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during one’s life time. So, he adds, “No, it is this” and starts
the back and forth movement again. Both Radha and Krishna, the
mind and Truth, are within every one of us. That is why Dadaji
often says, “We are all two in one.” Renunciation and asceticism
kills the mind, without letting it enjoy His play of love and slowly
move toward a dynamic union with Him. This results, as Dadaji
said, from “the false concept of static identity”, that is
erroneously believed to be achievable by forcing the mind into
a state of Oneness through the use of ritualistic ‘spiritual
practices’.

But all these learned comments did not come into my mind when
I watched the movements of Dadaji’s match box and cigarette
box. It is as if he was giving an explanation additional to his words
and movements on another level. Sometimes while breathing in
and breathing out, I remember his enchanting smile...

One question I asked Dadaji myself, “Some people tell us to ‘kill
our desires’, because they are obstacles on the way to Him. Is
this correct?” Dadaji became very earnest and replied, “Itell you:
Follow your desires. Why be against them? You are born with
them and they are His gifts. They have come with you and you
should be thankful for them because they are very helpful. Never
go against your desires, or else your desires will kill you! Feed
them properly and always remember Him. He will solve your
problems, and your desires will help you to obtain Him.”

After a while he added, “Why disagree with yourself? You have
come here to relish His Rasa (essence or divine Love), to enjoy
life, and to love Him. Everything you have come with is a
precious gift. Looking at desires from that point of view will help
you to lead a balanced life. At the end only one desire is left, the
desire for Him and His Love.”

Somebody wanted to know how to getrid of the ego. Dadaji asked,
“How will you live without the ego? Ego is also created by Him.
Those fighting against the ego are the greatest egoists. Have you
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understood? He is with you, remember Him always, and he will
free you from egoism. You yourself can do nothing. Never forget
Him.”

Again he talked to me about his visits to the Himalayas. There
he had found Sadhus and other holy men in caves doing penance,
trying to come into unity with Him. Dadaji said, “I was a very
young boy at that time, but I asked those holy men, why they ran
away from the world and their duties. They wanted to kill out
desires for worldly things, and they are farther away from Him
than anybody else. The world is created by the Almighty. Why
come to a jungle to get His acquaintance? You have come here
todo your duties, to accept His gifts.” Again he came back to the
core. “No man can be Guru. But”, he said looking at me with a
twinkle in his eyes and in a very low voice, “many people, also
some of those present, have difficulties to accept that He alone is
the Guru, He alone the Doer. - And now let’s go home.”

Dadaji rose from his bed. He went home and I went to my hotel.
When I was alone in my room, sitting with my diary, I had
difficulty remembering all that had been said.

All of a sudden I became aware of the coming day as being my
last in Calcutta. I had to proceed to Hyderabad, where
colleagues from Osmania University were waiting for me. The
last two days had been totally taken up by Dadaji and the next
morning I would be with him till I had to leave forthe airport. There
would be no time left for me to fulfil one wish of my wife, to see
Mother Theresa. I consoled myself with planning to meet her
next time in Calcutta, for it was clear to me that I would come
again to Dadaji.

*

When I came to see Dadaji on Saturday morning, a well-known
professor of Physics from the University of Calcutta, Dr. Satyen
Bose, was present. “Ah, my son Peter is coming,” Dadaji
exclaimed and took me into his arms. Dr. Lalit Pandit had
already left for Bombay and I also missed H.P.Roy. I was
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introduced to Professor Bose, who had been, as I learned from
Dadaji, near to Albert Einstein. Dadaji went on with his
conversation with Professor Bose, but made me sit close to his
bed.

After the visitor had gone, Dadaji looked at me asking a somewhat
strange question, “Are you male or female?” I didn’t understand,
for I was sure that Dadaji knew my sex. There was a certain
glitter in his eyes, when he stated, “You are female,” and he went
on, “only He is the male!” In that moment I remembered a lovely
story from the Gita Govindam and replied, “Yes, I'm Radha! I'm
longing for Him who is sitting in the Vrindavan grove, waiting
for me ..” “..and this grove is your heart!” Dadaji finished
joyfully.

After a pause he said, “I will show you something.” He went to
the other room and came back with a bundle of photographs. There
were pictures showing Dadaji together with Sarvepalli
Radhakrishnan (“Your favorite professor and author’), Western
scientists, Ted Kennedy (“Yesterday I got a medicine sent by
him”, Dadaji remarked), Indian Ministers and other prominent
people. “Itis not because of this man (he pointed at himself), but
because of Him. Only He matters, Dadaji is nothing.” And he told
me that he had to fight false prophets, enslaving religions, and
Gurudom. All these are hindrances to self-realization. "Humanity
~ is following false gods and because of this, is not able to accept
the fact of fundamental Oneness. God is within you, and you are
in Him.” He looked at me full of love, “Salvation does not come
from outside, Truth is within.”

The next day in Hyderabad, I tried to remember what Dadaji had
told me.

Diary December 31, 1978

It is very strange: Dadaji answered all questions
which I had formulated in my mind the evening
before the last day and also in the morning at
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breakfast, although I didn’t mention them. It is
difficult to note down all his words, because very
often I didn’t concentrate on details but on the
atmosphere. Solonly can pray to have gained the
essence out of which everything springs. It might be
also dangerous to follow slavishly his words, for he
here and there remarked, “Don’t believe in Dadaji,
believe only in Him.” And what shall I do with mental
knowledge? “The letter killeth, but the spirit maketh
alive,” says the Bible. I'm not a devotee of Dadaji,
I’monly longing for Him - and I love Dada. “All must
come out of yourself,” Dadaji said. Or should I better
write “Your Self”...?

When Gyan Ahluwalia came and reminded me that we had to leave
for the airport, I had the feeling that a great time had come to an
end. Isaid good-bye to Dadaji, and he was very anxious to send
me away quickly. “Otherwise you will not have enough time,”
was his argument.

We rushed down to the car; the driver started and I asked my
companion, “Do we need so much time to go to the airport?” “It’s
. my experience”, Gyan replied, “that you had best follow Dada’s
advice, he knows whether there will be a traffic jam or not and
how much time we need.” I was not very content with this
answer, for I had the feeling that after such a time of
togetherness I should not have run away like this ..

There was no traffic jam on the way to the airport, as Gyan had
expected, and I was teasing him about his belief. We were
already near the airport hotel when we saw a man in the uniform
of Indian Airlines coming down the road. Gyan stopped the car
and introduced me to this man. “This is Capt. Billimoria who
also knows Dadaji,” and he told him that we were coming from
Dadaji’s house on Prince Anwar Shah Road. "What is your
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destination?" the Captain asked. "Hyderabad." “Let me see your ticket.”
I showed him my ticket and he remarked, “I have just heard this flight
will be late by four hours.”I was taken aback, “Are you sure?” “Let me
find out again,” was his reply.

The captain took a seat in our car and we drove to the airport and went
to the airlines office. There the Manager told us that the Captain was
correct, but that Indian Airlines wouldn’t announce this long delay.
Because the message had only come a quarter of an hour ago they had
not made any announcements at all. “We will say ‘two hours delay’ and
then another two hours,” the Manager explained to my astonishment.

After we left the office I asked Capt. Billimoria whether I could rely on
the information of a delay of four hours. Idid not want to miss the plane
because a friend was waiting at Hyderabad airport. “The plane was not
able to start, one engine has to be repaired,” the Captain replied, “it is
totally impossible that it could arrive in Calcutta earlier. You had better
go to the airport hotel, it is the best place for waiting.”

He accompanied us to the hotel, then Gyan asked the driver to drive
the Captain home. We had just lost sight of the car, when the idea flashed
into my mind to use the time for seeing Mother Theresa. Gyan promised
to do his best to fulfil my wish, but we had sent the car away, and my
baggage was gone with it. So we had to wait for the car. During lunch
Gyan became very nervous, but I knew with absolute certainty that
I would see Mother Theresa.

After a long time the car came back. Gyan had not been able to locate
the exact place where Mother Theresa would be found, if she was not
out of town. He had the addresses of several places where she could be
at that time.

The driver did his best, and after a race against time he stopped at the
nearest address, in front of a huge green door. Gyan jumped out of the
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car, quickly crossed the street and opened the door. A second later he
came out of it and waved me to join him. “She is here” he shouted.

I found Mother Theresa, a small lady with very kind eyes, inside the yard
unloading acart. She welcomed me and led me through her orphanage,
which was inhabited by over a hundred babies and small children. 1 will
never forget her going along the lines of cradles and talking to the
children very sweetly. It was a unique experience to see so many joyful
children and I wished my wife could have been present. In Germany we
had been asked very often about the best way adopt of an Indian child.
Thus we had come to the idea to get contact with Mother Theresa.

Mother Theresa was ready to help and informed me about the
conditions for adoptions. Ileft my address with her and we went back to
the entrance. There she pointed at the cart with the huge bags. “Our
rice has come,” she said, “do you feel His blessings?” And then she
added, “In everybody I meet in the streets I see Him.” I got her blessings
and said good-bye.

Gyan Ahluwalia had waited outside in the car; now he proposed to go
quickly to his flat to inform Dadaji by phone. When I told Dadaji that
I met Mother Theresa, thinking that this would be a surprise for him, he
laughed. “Did I not tell you, you need time?” And now Ilearned how
it is to be embraced by phone. It was the most wonderful farewell I can
imagine, and it took a long time. “Next time you come for a longer stay,”
he said and asked whether 1 had any wishes. No, whatever I wished
had been fulfilled.

When 1 reached the airport, the plane was ready for boarding. After
a pleasant flight I arrived at Hyderabad. My friend and colleague,
Dr. Shantilal Sarupria, told me that he hadn’t waited at the airport, for
he had the idea to inquire by phone beforehand whether the flight
would be late. But I had some difficulty in concentrating on the
conversation, for my heart was still in Calcutta!
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CHAPTERTHREE

Seated in His lap always

On the first day in Hyderabad I was still under the spell of the
encounter with Dadaji. It was not a sentimental feeling, but some
sort of power, of fresh energy, which was flowing into my daily
work. At that time I was engaged with the Aachen-Bochum-
Osmania Cooperation Scheme (ABOCS), an inter-university
scheme, and its development research projects; besides this I had
many discussions with Dr. Shantilal Sarupria, my co-author of a
book on regional socio-economic development in Rajasthan.

Although the Hyderabad days were fully packed with academic
discussions and work, Ialways felt Dadaji’s presence. On New
Years Day, I sat down to write him a letter.

Hyderabad 1.1.1979
Dear Dadaji!

There is is no other way to express my deep gratitude
for all the love I experienced during my stay in
Calcutta, than to love Him the more and to long
much more than before for His Truth. I am writing
this letter with a thankful heart and in the knowledge
that there is in fact no distance between you in
Calcutta and me in Hyderabad, for  am aware of your
presence in every moment and I feel you answering
my questions inside me. This feeling is so strong that
writing this letter is nothing but a material documen-
tation of what you already know. There is a wonder-
ful sense of inner freedom, connected with an inner
strength and a presentiment of destination - these
are gifts, most precious gifts I received.
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As 1 spoke of the ‘immensity of His Love’, the term
became more and more meaningful to me. His Love
is like a shining ocean, and I am longing for a bath!
I am so stuffed with Bhakti that nothing is left but to
be in His service and to be a blessing for His people
and His world. After I have received so much, it is
my desire to give. You are so right: Follow your
desires! Do not force them into a special pattern!
In the moment I only desire to express what I feel of
Him in my daily work: Shining love. Shining life.
Shining light. All other business I will leave to Him.
In remembrance of your loving kindness and your
brotherly welcome to me every day, I promise to
come back as soon as possible. I hope that all the
work awaiting me will not ‘eat me up’ totally. But
after October I hope to be a little more free - also for
my family. Embracing you I am ‘

Yours Peter.

Do you know how itis to be in love? I think this comes very near
to what I felt, but, the beloved one wasn’t Dadaji, although I
remembered him very often during the day, and always with deep
sympathy and thankfulness. Nay, it rather was an undirected
love: I was in love with Life! I always felt Him to be very near,
so that I had to smile often, again and again, even during earnest
discussions. At such an instance one Indian colleague remarked,
“You are in a good mood today.” But I wasn’t ready or able to
explain the source of my ‘good mood’ to him.

My diary is full of remembrances of the days in Calcutta, which
became more colorful as time went by, and I discovered the hidden
meaning of some words and sentences I heard from Dadaji. Is it
not true that very often one only feels illuminated after having,
so to speak, digested mentally what has happend before? I was
very much concerned with the question: Who is Dadaji? and did
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not find anexplanation other than to look at him as being very near
to Him, being very much in Him, the Ultimate Reality. I pondered
about the words of Dadaji, “Is God in me or am I in God? I’'m so
filled with Him, I can no longer differentiate.”

My mind was not able to understand what I had experienced in
Calcutta; it was something - beyond ... But nevertheless I tried
over and again to understand, of course, in vain. Today I know
how difficult it is for the mind to surrender. It’s not our decision
whether this occurs or not.

My mind was also very busy in the archives of memory and tried
to use all the ‘dry concepts’ of secondhand knowledge I had in
store to explain the unexplainable. Sometimes the mind came to
rest with an answer, which shortly thereafter proved to be
inappropriate. My memory readily presented pictures which
seemed to fit what I was experiencing. My mind simply was not
able to accept the truth that I know nothing. Years went by till I
was ready to agree to this. But something near to this awareness
dawned upon me during the days in Hyderabad.

On January 3, 1979, I took part in the 66th Indian Science
Congress, Prime Minister Moraji Desai was present. One of the
main objects of the opening session was the social
responsibility of the scientist. The President of the Congress, Prof.
A.C. Mehrotra from Delhi, read an impressive paper on the ethical
basis of scientific work. On the one hand, I could only underline
what he said, but on the other I felt like I was in church where
the priests talk about what has to be done and everyone knows:
Nobody does it. It seemed to me part of a conventional play
in which we all are actors, looking at ourselves as very important
persons following the command of the Bible to “replenish the earth
and subdue it.” I myself realized an inner distance to this assembly,
and this was new to me.

Hyderabad had been chosen for the Science Congress because
of the Diamond Jubilee of Osmania University. This had also
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been the reason why I had been asked as a Visiting Professor
todeliver a lecture in the University. Ispoke about ‘International
exchange in science and the role of universities’. Having not
had enough time to prepare myself thoroughly as [ was used to, the
success of the lecture and the discussions was hardly explain-
able. Something had happened to me, but I did not know what.

*

In Madras a dear old friend, C.T. Nachiappan , was waiting at
the airport. With Nachi, as his friends call him, I went to see
Rukmini Devi Arundale, the Principal and Founder of Kalakshetra,
the famous school of classical Indian dance and music. Meeting
her again was like coming home, for wonderful memories were
connected with her and this place. I had been to Kalakshetra
many times before, after I had become its German representative
in 1961. Out of this a close friendship with Rukmini Devi had
grown, who during her time was the most famous artist in the
field of classical Indian dance, Bharatanatyam.

As in the previous years, I had a room in the International Hostel
on the campus of Kalakshetra in Tiravanmiyur, very near to the
Theater and the huts of the dance classes with their thatched roofs.
I had the good luck of coming on the opening day of the Kalakshetra
Art Festival 1979 with its concerts and various dance perfor-
mances.

At sunset I went down to the nearby shore to enjoy the fresh
breeze. The roaring of the ocean was a wonderful music
containing all other sounds of nature. Listening to this mighty
sound I became aware that it was present to me not only in this
moment but also in an inaudible state all the time. I was alone
and joyfully immersed in the color and sound of nature.

But then a group of brandy smugglers passed by. It was the time
of prohibition in Tamil Nadu and many villagers tried to add to
their far too small income by distilling spirits. I could smell the
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alcohol in the smugglers' bags. They were carrying the stuff out
of which the dreams of those arise who want ‘to enjoy life’ and to
escape from the daily drudgeries. Slowly I walked back to the
Theater, an old building with a thatched roof, for the opening
ceremony of the Festival.

The main topic of the program was a performance of
Sri M.D. Ramanathan, a singer, accompanied by violin and
Mridangam, an Indian drum. I must confess that I didn’t have
much experience with Indian songs and singers, and so in the
beginning I found it very hard to attune to. But then it became an
overwhelming event in which the devotee, the devotion and the
Divinity merged into one.

Diary January 7, 1979

Yesterday evening I returned to the Hostel in a bright
mood from the inauguration of the Festival. Indian
singing is really very special for European ears, but
the extraordinary devotion of the singer deeply
moved my heart. The music sounded strange and I
didn’t understand the texts, but Bhakti was a great
acting force ... I never will forget the dialogue
between Ramanathan and the drum, followed by
commentaries of the violin! It was an atmosphere
like in the Vrindavan forest, where Krishna is waiting
for Radha. How wonderful!

Experiences of Bhakti: Up to now I had these many
times. Are we changed by it? It must be so. When
one tries to see Him in everything, all things
change. Don’t live horizontally, replacing the ‘bad’
by the 'good' again and again; live vertically - also the
'wrong' and the 'bad’ are part of His Lila (Divine
Play): It helps us to build up things in which our soul
findsits joy. Seeing Him everywhere is nothing but
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His mirroring inside us. Many mirrors are multiplying
the light.

All the time the voice of the ocean is in my ear.
Itis a powerful sound in this part of nature. Softly, but
distinctively perceivable is His voice in the gentle
lines of the sand dunes and in the buoyant pride of
the woman under the tree in the breathe of wind ...
The ringing of a bell comes from the new, pompous
temple at the mouth of the Adyar river. But His Lila
takes place everywhere; everthing is longing for
Him - love is the answer .. Everything is pressed
forward towards union, is stuffed with life, light, love.

A romantic picture? It makes a crunching sound
when in front of my room the branches are torn from
the newly planted trees, to be used as fire wood in
the nearby village. I'm compelled to protect the small
forest which is fighting against the dryness of the
sand, but at the same time I’m aware of the poorness
of the villagers. So I remain a silent watcher ...
Church and temple - His houses? The whole world
is His house; we cannot escape Him. As David sings
inthe 139th Psalm: “IfItake the wings of the morming,
and dwell in the uttermost parts of the sea: even there
shall thy hand lead me, and thy right hand shall hold
me.” Itis overwhelming: I am in His Love. But not
only I - everybody! Is this a Sunday - like exaltation?
No, it is daily certainty.

Sunday evening 1 was asked by friends whether I was ready to join
them listening toJ. Krishnamurti, who happened to be in town. His
subject was ‘Love’. I hesitated a moment, but then decided not to
go. For me it was impossible to sit in an audience and to listen to
words about love. I was so filled with it, * full to the brim and ready
to overflow”, as Dadaji would have said, that I shyed away from
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all kind of talk about it. Thus I missed the opportunity to meet
J.Krishnamurti. Many times I had made plans to attend his
lectures in Saanen, Switzerland, but it never came true. Now he
happened to be just ‘round the corner’, at the other side of the
Adyar river, but I felt totally unable to go ...

Having been busy with the University of Madras the whole day,
I was a little bit exhausted in the evening, when Rukmini Devi’s
new dance-drama Buddha Avataram was performed the first
time. Rukmini had written anote onit: “The story of the Buddha
is probably the most difficult to produce as dance-drama ... It is not
appropriate in this story to always include strenuous dancing.
It is the quality of the message of the Buddha that is important.
Nor is it possible for anyone to portray the Buddha. Only the
Buddha can do justice to the part as only Rama can do justice to
Himself. This is obvious; but I have done my best using speech,
music, Abhinaya (gesture), and drama as well as the dance, to
present the life of Buddha. My own devotion and prayer to the
Buddha have been the chief agents for my present effort.
Therefore, it is different (intentionally) from other dance-dramas.
The costumes, stage, etc. are inspired by many impressions from
paintings, sculptures, etc., but not copied. The real inspiration,
however, comes from the life of the Buddha Himself.”

I had already heard about the many difficulties Rukmini had
producing Buddha Avataram in Sanskrit. She had to gather
material from a variety of sources, and appropriate stanzas had
to be selected to make a coherent and, as far as possible,
authentic story. So I was full of expectations. But I could not
imagine how deeply I would be moved by the story of the life of
the Buddha.

Diary January 9, 1979

A great experience: Rukmini’s Buddha Avataram!
Yesterday was the world premiere performance. It
was very strange: During the first half of the drama
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I was so moved to tears that I didn’t know what to do.
An inner voice was telling me that everything I was
seeing at the stage was going on within me: The birth
of Siddharta; his meréy to the shot down swan; his
marriage to Yasodhara; his visit to the city where
he sees an old man stricken deep in years, a man
mortally sick, and in the distance a burning corpse.
And lastly he sees a sage whose face is radiant with
inner peace. So Siddharta leaves his family.

I was spellbnound and deeply moved by the message
of the drama. Tears were running over my face,
because I felt something within me only to be de-
scribed as Truth.

When Devadatta, the cousin of Siddharta, shoots
down the swan which dies in the lap of the confounded
prince, I saw myself, all of a sudden, as a small boy
at the lake near our home in Hamburg. It was shortly
before the war. I had thrown stones at a swan and
its family to make them swim quicker. But I hit one
of the cygnets at its neck and to my utter distress it
died after a short struggle. I felt guilty and was
at the same time overwhelmed with compassion.
Now watching the scene at the stage, all this was
present as if it happened at the same time. (And I
heard Dadaji’s voice, “Also at that time He has been
with you - crying for you.”) In the scene before, a
sage prostrates after the birth of Siddharta in adora-
tion before his cradle, and I mysglf was snatched by
a wave of Bhakti throwing me at the shore of intense
longing for Him ...

And it went on with the scene where Siddharta sees
his future wife for the first time and love for her buds

- everything was filled with my own experience!’
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Inwardly I went off the deep end, forgot everything
around and shed silent tears.

During the pause I had my difficulties to hid my
frame of mind when meeting others ... When the
performance was over I went to Rukmini to embrace
her. She seemed to be deeply moved by seeing me.
Although I had many wonderful experiences with
Indian dance before, this had been the deepest revela-
tion of its spirit. Today I know that I had tasted the
Rasa (essence) of Bhakti. I was full of joy, ready to
loose myself in an ocean of love. I knew that all this
was due to Dadaji, who was very near all the time.

*

Already I had tried several times to contact Dadaji in Calcutta by
phone, but it didn’t click. On Tuesday a local call came in from
one Mr.Someswar who told me about his fruitless attempts to get
in touch with me during the last two days. Dadaji had asked him
to meet me. Still yesterday he had tried in vain to call me, but I
had gone to the Theater. In the afternoon I went into town to meet
Mr.Someswar at his home.

I was happy to find a very nice, open minded man, an engineer
working with Ashok Leyland, the well-known bus manufactur-
ing company. He was eager to bring me in contact with Dadaji
by phone and I was delighted to hear Dada’s voice. Dadaji asked
me whether I was well. Itold himbriefly about Buddha Avataram,
the dance-drama, and how it had moved me. He only laughed
and said, “I tell you, you are a lucky man!” Dadaji seemed to
be very content. Because Mr.Someswar was present I made the
call short. After Dadaji again inquired about any wishes I might
have and I denied having any, he wanted to know about my days
in Hyderabad, for some of his friends had read comments on
my Osmania lecture in The Hindu. So I informed Dadaji, who,
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indeed, had intrest in every detail. Completing the call to Dadaji,
Ileft Mr.Someswar with the promise to see him again one of the
following days.

*

In the evening I went again to the Kalakshetra Theater for
another of Rukmini Devi’s dance-dramas, Damayanti
Swayamvaram. Although it had been announced as a light folk-
type drama, I found myself very much touched by the depth of
the story of Damayanti, who through the mediation of a swan
comes to know King Nala whom she never has seen before. She
falls in love with him. In one scene her intense longing for him,
the King of her heart, is shown with beautiful movements and
gestures. Watching this, all of a sudden Dadaji was in the scene
asking me, “Do you know what life is?” Smilingly he showed me
his cigarette box and match box. “It’s His Lila,” I clearly heard
his voice saying.

The climax of the drama is a ceremony called ‘Swayamvaram’,
during which the future bride Damayanti chooses her bridegroom
from among the princely guest, invited by her father. Four gods
have also come, Indra, Yama, Varuna, and Agni, to take part in
the event. During the ‘Swayamvaram’ the four gods all look like
King Nala, and Damayanti is not able to discriminate between
them and the real beloved one. But the intense longing is helping
her and the four gods assume their own forms, so that she may
identify the real Nala.

For me this was a breath taking scene, which seemed to happen
within myself. The message was full of meaning to me: The real
One can only be identified by love! Indian dance has its roots in a
holistic consciousness of life. It is a religion in itself and cannot
be divided from the actual life, but connects spirit and matter in a
way which is more than symbolic.

During the next few evenings I attended three more of Rukmini’s
dance-dramas. All of them created the same experience - I
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found myself deeply involved in the story which took place on the
stage and at the same time within me. In the light of this, some
aspects of my life got a new meaning.

January 13th, a Saturday, was an auspicious day, sacred to Shiva
Nataraja, the godly King of dance. The night before I received
a letter from Dadaji, which I read again before I went to the
Theater for the dance-drama Meenakshi Vijayam. Although I felt
very tired because of the strenuous work throughout the day,
I was looking forward to another experience of Indian dance, but
I did not expect what was to happen. The story in a nutshell:
Meenakshi is a young lady with a very strong will. Already in her
youth she is trained in the martial arts and becomes an expert in
warfare. Together with her companions she conquers the eight
corners of the world and at the end also attempts to conquer
heaven, i.e. Kailasha, the sacred abode of Lord Shiva . But when
she approaches him for the first time, she has to recognize in him
her true Lord and surrenders, dropping her weapons. Shiva then
promises to make her his bride.

I don’t know how to explain what happened to me. It was as if I
was shown a drama of the human soul, trying to conquer earth and
heaven, but forced at the end to surrender to His Love. Isn’t our
ego all the time eager to gain more and more power, and are we
not proud about our victories over nature? All these techniques
that helped us to conquer the material plane, make us believe that
they also are good in our search for Him. But it is His free Will
alone which decides. Nobody is able to do one single step of his
or her own against His Will.

These were, so to speak, explanations which came afterward to
my mind, words which I did not have available during the breath
taking moments of insight into Truth. I was not watching the
scene on the stage - everything took place within me! And here
and there I believed I saw the smiling face of Dadaji.
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This dance-drama had been selected in homage of Sri Nataraja, the
Lord Shiva. At the end of the performance, after the Lord Shiva
has been wedded to Meenakshi, he shows His cosmic dance,
the Tandava Dance. A special posture of the dance is known
all over the world by innumerable replicas of a famous bronze
statue from the Chidambaram temple in South India: In a halo of
fire dances the God who is Creator, Preserver and Destroyer at the
same time. I have to confess that I felt one with this Nataraja and
his dance -an experience beyond words, which at the end left me
alone in devotion and thankfulness.

All the years before, here and there 1T had opportunities to watch
Bharatanatyam. [ found it an art having only one object: the
uncommitted love for the One. Ialways had been an admiring
spectator. But never had I been in such a way part of the whole
play, the stage becoming a bridge between me and the dance. The
small group of Western people who had also watched the dance
- seemed to be bored by the story. They had not been able to relish
the Rasa of the dance. It was arevelation of Beauty and Truth, not
being confined to the performance - and it went on over the
following days.

*

The letter from Dadaji that I previously mentioned, was a
response to the lines I sent him from Hyderabad on New Year's
day.

Calcutta 8. 1. 79,
My dear son, Peter,

I have just received your wonderful letter. So, the
new year has wooed you with the beatific smile of
Truth. The hand thatrocks yourcradle is All-love and
is at the nativity of all existence. Youknow, you are
so very close to me, that this letter is only a formality.
Many tete-a-tete goes on between us. Since there is
no distance between you in Hyd. and me in Cal. what
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remains? You are yourself the creation of Truth - in
fact you are one with Truth. There is difference
between His Permission and His Will - Permission
is profaned by seeking, while His Will is free. All
declaration or announcement is sound only whenitis
dictated by the inner voice of Truth. Don’t you worry.
Your Travel Agent will guide you unerringly: for you
have resigned yourself for Him. He has tightened His
arms around you only for your safe anchorage. Do not
look back. Be an on-looker through his ‘specks’
seated as you are in His lap always. Whenever you
find time, write something on His philosophy. You
must share your knowledge with those eagerto learn.
Let Truth be manifested in you in full blaze of Love
and Wisdom.

With best wishes & love -

Dadaji

Looking back at the days which had passed since I left Calcutta,
I found the wordings in Dadaji’s letter very appropriate to my own
feelings and experiences. Hadn't I felt as an ““on-looker through
His ‘specks’™ all the time, being guarded and guided by my
“Travel Agent”? And had not Dadaji been with me day by day in
an indescribable way? This fecling of togetherness had deepened
over the last days, and although 1 knew that Dadaji was in
Calcutta and I myself in Madras with a distance between the two
places of far more than 1,000 miles, I had the impression that the
two places, or he and me, were only abstract points in Him. I didn't
know whether I was correct - the only thing that mattered was that
the connection between the two of us was some sort of energy,
Life. It is a duality of vision of space: At one time there is
distance, unthinkable without the notion of space; but then space
is also the uniting element - space as the ‘place’ where
everything is one, in togetherness, unity.
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Along with Dadaji’s letter another from my wife had come. While
reading her lines | was suddenly flooded by love and experienced
the same relation as with Dadaji - being one with her and at the
same time knowing that she and the children were far away in
Germany.

Very often it happens that one finds oneself connected with a
person, who is not present. A vivid memory makes one smile
because the mind depicts a nice situation connected with that
person. Mind is very clever in providing such pictures, and
everybody knows that one easily is inclined to take such apicture
as a reality. But what [ was experiencing was of another quality.
Never before had 1 been so filled with love and Bhakti, never
before had I found myself in such a melting pot of emotions
and inner experiences - I could only marvel at the fact that my
outlook on things and life had changed to such an extent.
Somebody - an inner voice - was telling me all the time, “He loves
you,” and I looked at everything with the eyes of a lover.

Thus it was not difficult to interpret the sentence in Dadaji’s
letter, “There is a difference between His Permission and His
Will - Permission is profaned by secking, while His Will is free.”
I was no more in search of Him, He was with - me out of His free
Will.

The day after 1 received Dadaji’s letter I sat down to reply.

Tiruvanmiyur, 13. 1. 1979
Dear Dadaji,

1 have to thank you for your most wonderful letter,
which has provoked many thoughts at my end.
Every sentence got an internal comment while 1 read
the letter and my feelings deepened into an under-
standing permeated by His love. Your startling
distinction between His Permission and His Will
1s most fundamental and I have learned much. One
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has to "give away oneself” to Him and His love (1
find no better translation for the German words which
sprang up from within as a comment to your sen-
tences: ‘sich Ihm in Liebe anheimgeben’). Not to
obtain Him by force. He is there; be patient. The
seminar [ attended in Adyar and which brought
together some top scientists and some members of the
ILT.S. was a great success as far as I can see. 1
personally experienced being able to speak while
guided by an inner voice which naturally integrated
the ideas of importance to me both as an economist
and individual.It was very easy for me to ring His
bell, because I was very enthusiastic in experiencing
anew awareness of Truth. Thus, this became a great
event for me, being very much encouraged by the
Calcutta days and you. Surely I will write on His
philosophy! The first thing will be the promised
article which is already ‘written in my mind’. I must
only have time to ‘materialize’ it. And there are
broader plans connected with my planned stay in
India Nov. 79 - February 80 (if this comes true as |
hope). With a thankful heart and with best wishes and
love,

Yours Peter.

When [ wrote about the forthcoming stay in India, which I had
planned for me and my family, I could not imagine all the
difficulties we had to overcome and the problems which were in
store for us before we were able to leave Germany. But that is

another chapter.

*

The seminar mentioned was on Impact of Science on Human
Values, organized jointly by the Committee on Science and
Technology in Developing Countries (COSTED) and the Interna-
tional Theosophical Society (I.T.S.). It brought together some
prominent scientists from India, SriLanka, the United Kingdom,
the U.S.A. and other countries under the patronship of UNESCO.
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Besides my work with the University of Madras, the invitation to
attend this seminar had been the main reason for me to come to
Madras.

The seminar was opened on January 10th by the Governor of Tamil
Nadu and the President of the 1.T.S., Mr. John B.S. Coats. Out
of the inaugurational speeches I found very impressive the one of
Dr. S. Bhagavatam, Director of the Indian Institute of Science in
Bangalore and President of COSTED. Dr. Bhagavatam was a
very prominent scientist, a well known physicist with worldwide
reputation. He stressed the fact that humanity was living in the
Dark Age, the Kali Yuga, being in need of a Savior, a Messiah
or somebody able to show to us how to overcome the growing
problems which were d