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A PERSONAL NOTE

Dr. Paul Brunton died July 27, 1981, in Vevey, Switzerland.
Born in London in 1898, he authored thirteen books from "A
Search in Secret India" published in 1934 to "The Spiritual
Crisis of Man" in 1952. Dr. Brunton is generally recognized as
having introduced yoga and meditation to the West, and for
presenting their philosophical background in non-technical
language.

His mode of writing was to jot down paragraphs as inspira-
tion occurred. Often these were penned on the backs of
envelopes or along margins of newspapers as he strolled amid
the flower gardens bordering Lac Leman. They later were
typed and classified by subject. He then would edit and meld
these paragraphs into a coherent narrative.

Paul Brunton had lived in Switzerland for twenty years. He
liked the mild climate and majestic mountain scenery. Visitors
and correspondence came from all over the world. He played
an important role in the lives of many.

"P.B.", asheis known to hisfollowers, was a gentle man. An
aura of kindliness emanated from him. His scholarly learning
was forged in the crucible of life. His spirituality shone forth
like a beacon. But he discouraged attempts to form a cult
around him: "You must find your own P.B. within
yourselves," he used to say.

KTH



FOREWORD TO THE REVISED EDITION

Search in Secret India was an instant success when published

in 1934. It continues to be popular after many reprintings,

and has been translated into several languages. Written at
the age of thirty-five, it was my father's first book. To mark the
occasion, he adopted the pen name of Paul Brunton.

This is the story of his personal odyssey, his search for holy
men to guide him on his quest. To this task he brought al his
professional journalistic skills coupled with an extensive
background in spiritual research.

My father was a pathfinder. In this book he introduced the
terms yoga and meditation to the Western world. He travelled the
length and breadth of the sub-continent interviewing yogis,
fakirs, and mystics, exploring a side of India previously unknown
to foreigners. His story became a tale of high spiritua
adventure.

Fifty years later | retraced my father's steps and journeyed
around India giving "in memoriam" lectures in his honor. |
learned that his name is dtill held in highest esteem. Many
Indians told me they discovered their country's spiritual
dimension from this very book. | made a pilgrimage to the same
ashram he discovered and offered my obeisance in the
meditation hall where Ramana Maharshi had lived. | saw the
small bungalow my father had inhabited, and | gazed up at
towering Arunachala.

The highlight of my trip was my encounter with His Holiness
Shri Shankara Acharya, the Spiritual Head of South India, whom
my father describes in Chapter VIII. | had no prior intention of
meeting him, but upon leaving the Ramanashram, decided to
seek him out. After driving along country roads for three hours
and locating the village where he was staying, history seemed to
repeat itself as | was told there was no chance of my being
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granted an audience with him. However, a friendly disciple
agreed to submit my card and returned with the news that His
Holiness would received me at the rear of the temple, to avoid
the crowds milling in front. His dlight figure, clad in a saffron
robe, reflected his ninety-one years. | told him | was the son of
Paul Brunton. He replied briefly. The interpreter informed me,
"He knows!" His Holiness spoke again. "He has been waiting for
you! He has been expecting you," said the interpreter. But how
did he even know of me? How did he know | was in India, |
wondered to mysdf? | held out a copy of this book and showed
him his photograph, taken when he was thirty-eight. "I know!"
was his comment.

At this point | had hoped to elicit his views on the world
situation as had my father previously. But suddenly all questions
melted, as | felt an onrush of peace and love. All | could do was
prostrate myself in the time-honored tradition at the feet of His
Holiness as he gave me his blessing. He then put around my neck
a sacred mala, a garland fashioned from fragrant sandalwood. |
wear it daily.

Thus the wheel came full circle half a century later.

Kenneth Thurston Hurst
August, 1985



FOREWORD TO THE FIRST EDITION

by
SR FRANCIS YOUNGHUSBAND, K.C.I.E., K.C.Sl., CLE.

"SACRED INDIA"wouldbeasaptatitlefor thisbook. For

it is a quest for that India which is only secret because it is

so sacred. The holiest things in life are not bruited abroad
in public. The sure instinct of the human soul is to keep them
withdrawn in the inmost recesses accessible to few - perhaps to
none. Certainly only to those who care for spiritual things.

And with a country as with an individual. The most sacred
things a country keeps secret. It would not be easy for a stranger
to discover what England holds most sacred. And it is the same
with India. The most sacred part of India is the most
Secret.

Now secret things require much searching for; but those who
seek will find. Those who seek with their whole heart and with
the real determination to find will at last discover the
Secret.

Mr. Brunton had that determination, and he did in the end
find. The difficulties were very great though. For in India, as
everywhere else, there is much spurious spirituality through
which a way must be forced before the true can be found. There
is an innumerable crowd of mental acrobats and contortionists
through which the seeker after pure spirituality must elbow his
way. These men have trained their mental as well as bodily
muscles till they are extraordinarily efficient They have exercised
powers of concentration till they have nearly complete control
over their mental processes. Many of them have developed what
we cal occult powers.
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These are dl interesting enough in their way and are well
worth study by scientific men interested in psychic phenomena.
But they are not the real thing. They are not the springs whence
spirituality comes gushing.

They do not form the secret sacred India that Mr. Brunton
was seeking. He saw them. He noted them. He describes them.
But he pushed through them. Spirituality at its finest and purest
is what he wanted. And this he found at last.

Remote from the haunts of men, deep in the jungles to
which - or to the Himalayas - the holiest men in India aways
return, Mr. Brunton found the very embodiment of al that India
holds most sacred. The Maharishee - the Great Sage - was the
man who made most appeal to Mr. Brunton. He is not the only
one of his kind. Up and down India others - not many, but a
very, very few - may be found. They represent the true genius of
India, and it is through them that the Mighty Genius of the
Universe manifests Himself in peculiar degree.

They, therefore, are among the objects most worth searching
for on this earth. And in this book we have the results of one
such quest.

FRANCIS YOUNGHUSBAND



PREFACE

ndia that many details of this narrative will seem foreign to

oday's reader. However, the encounters described in A
Search in Secret India have lost nothing of their value over the
years, and | dtll fully affirm the fundamental truth of this
work.

At the time this book was written, two important groups of
mystics existed in India. The well known mystics were snake
charmers, hypnotists, soothsayers, and others, who developed
special abilities and attained a certain power in their domain. The
other group consisted of people who searched for God through
various meditation practices. This group of mystics was smaller in
number, but they could be found scattered across the whole of
India, and they were very important people in Indian
culture.

Contacts with Western educational methods and achievements,
threats of Japanese and Chinese invasions, as well as the
realization of the necessity for a higher standard of living, led the
younger Indian people to a more secular and more science-
oriented world view. Nehru's policy of modernization and
industrialization favored this, while mysticism, metaphysics and
yoga promised no great material advantages.

A beneficial result of these changes has enabled women to
have more freedom than before. Ananda Mayee leaves her main
Ashram in old Benares to wander across the land visiting and
teaching her disciples. She is greeted with reverance and
admiration, and even met with Nehru on her travels. It is no
longer easy for fanatics, charlatans and those obsessed by religious
delusions to exploit the local villagers. Progress in the larger cities
has caused city dwellers to become more and more motivated by
political passions, and their disputes are sometimes violent.
When | was there, these people were much more friendly.

Snce its original publication in 1934, so much has changed in
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Most of the Indian sages whom | portray have parted form the
earth, but | shal never forget them. Two of these sages have
made the most profound impression on me: one is the
Maharishee of Arunachala, who has crossed the threshold of
death; the other is Shri Shankara Acharya of Kanchi,* who is the
spiritual leader of South India. He is widely respected by al those
whom | consider competent to evaluate the spiritual attainment
of a man, and he is, of al of India's living holy men, by far the
most enlightened.

It is perhaps appropriate to mention another very special
person, who for some years has lived as a refugee in the foothills
of the Himalayas: the Dalai Lama of Tibet. Although still a young
man, he has a profound knowledge of the teachings of
Buddhism. To the enemies who so cruelly fight to suppress his
homeland, he has demonstrated an attitude that comes close to
that of Jesus.

When | first wrote this book, | expressed my regrets that so
few people in the West seemed interested in "the Spiritual
India." These regrets no longer apply. In the course of the last 20
or 30 years, Westerners have begun to journey to India and the
Ashrams of well-known Yoga masters. Many serious books have
been published in Western languages in which religious-
philosophical Indian writings are presented and explained. What
was once the search of a few has now become the longing of
hundreds from Europe and the United States.

Paul Brunton
Rome, February 1967

*Not to be confused with three other sages of the same name in North,
Ead, and West India
(Publisher's Note: Ananda Mayee is no longer living.)
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CHAPTER |

WHEREIN | BOW TO THE READER

HERE is an obscure passage in the yellowed book of
Indian life which | have endeavoured to elucidate

for the benefit of Western readers. Early travellers
returned home to Europe with weird tales of the Indian
fagueers and even modern travellers occasiondly bring
similar stories.

What is the truth behind those legends which come ever and
anon to our ears, concerning a mysterious class of men called
Yogis' by some and faqueers by others? What is the truth
behind the fitful hints which reach us intimating that there
exists in India an old wisdom that promises the most extra-
ordinary development of mental powers to those who practise
it? | set out on a long journey to find it and the following
pages summarize my report.

"Summarize" | say, because the inexorable exigencies of
space and time required me to write of one Yogi where | had
met more. Therefore | have selected a few who interested me
most, and who seemed likely to interest the Western world.
One heard much of certain so-called holy men who possessed
repute of having acquired deep wisdom and strange powers;
so one travelled through scorching days and sleepless nights
to find them - only to find well-intentioned fools, scriptural
daves, venerable know-nothings, money-seeking conjurers,
jugglers with a few tricks, and pious frauds. To fill my pages
with the records of such people would be worthless to the
reader and is a distasteful task to me. Therefore | omit the
tale of time wasted upon them.

! Pronounced Yogees.
13
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| fed quite humbly that | have been privileged to see a
remote aspect of India seldom seen and less understood by
ordinary travellers. Among the English residents in that vast
land only an infinitesimal fraction has cared to study this
aspect, and of this fraction very few were free enough to
examine it more deeply and give their report, for officd
dignity must needs be respected. Therefore, English writers
who have touched on this subject swing over to a hearty
scepticism which, by its very nature, renders many sources of
native knowledge not readily available to them, and which
causes the Indian who really knows something about the less
superficid side of the matter to shrink from discussing it with
them. The white man will, in most cases, possess but an
imperfect acquaintance with the Yogis, if he knows them at
al, and certainly not with the best of them. The latter are
now but a mere handful in the very country of their origin.
They are exceedingly rare, are fond of hiding their true attain-
ment from the public, and prefer to pose as ignoramuses. In
India, in Tibet and in China, they get rid of the Western
traveller who may happen to blunder in upon their privacy,
by maintaining a studied appearance of insgnificance and
ignorance. Perhaps they would see some sense in Emerson's
abrupt phrase: "To be great is to be misunderstood”; | do
not know. Anyway, they are mostly recluses who do not care
to mingle with mankind. Even when met with they are
unlikely to break their reserve except after some period of
acquaintance. Hence little has been written in Western con-
tinents about the strange life of these Yogis and even that little
remains vague.

The reports of Indian writers are indeed available, but they
must be read with great care. It is an unfortunate fact that the
Hindus lack any critical approach to these matters and will mix
hearsay with fact quite indiscriminately. Therefore such
reports diminish greatly in truth as documentary records.
When | saw the cataract of credulity which covers so many
Eastern eyes, | thanked Heaven for such scientific training as
the West has given me and for the common sense attitude
which journalistic experience had instilled in me. There is
a basis of fact underlying much Oriental superstition, but
vigilance is needed to discover it. | was compelled to keep
a critical but not hostile eye widely open wherever | went.
Those who learned that | was interested in the mystical and
miraculous, apart from my philosophical concerns, applied
liberal paint and plentiful varnish to their few facts;, many
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would think nothing of indulging in breath-taking exaggera-
tions. | might have spent my time trying to teach them
that Truth is so strong she can stand upon her own legs
without falling to the ground, but | had other things to do.
| felt glad, however, that | had preferred to gain my knowl-
edge of Oriental wonders at first hand, just as | prefer Christ's
wisdom to his commentators' ignorance. | searched through
a welter of crass superstitions, incredible impostures and
ancient pretensions for those things which are true, which
will stand the acid test of thorough investigation. | flatter
myself that | could never have done this did | not contain
within my complex nature the two elements of scientific
scepticism and spiritual sensitivity, elements which usually
range themselves in sharp conflict and flagrant opposition.

| have titled this book Secret India because it tells of an India
which has been hidden from prying eyes for thousands of years,
which has kept itself so exclusive that to-day only its rapidly
disappearing remnants are left. The manner in which the
Yogis kept their knowledge so esoteric may appear selfish to us
in these democratic days, but it helps to account for their
gradual disappearance from visible history. Thousands of
Englishmen live in India and hundreds visit it each year. Yet
few know anything of what may one day prove more worthy to
the world than even the prized pearls and valuable stones
which ships bring us from India. Fewer still have taken the
trouble to go out of their way to find the adeptsin Yoga,* while
not one Englishman in a thousand is prepared to prostrate
himself before a brown, half-naked figure in some lonely cave
or in a disciple-filled room. Such is the inevitable barrier
imposed by this form of caste that even men of generous
character and developed intellect, if suddenly taken from their
habitations in the British quarters and set down in such a cave,
would find a Yogi's company uncongenial and his ideas unin-
telligible.

Yet the Englishman in India, whether soldier, civil servant,
business man or traveller, is not to be blamed because he is too
proud to squat on the mat of the Yogi. Quite apart from the
business of upholding British prestige, doubtless an important
and necessary procedure, the kind of holy man he usually
encounters is more likely to repel than attract. It is certainly
no loss to avoid such a man. Nevertheless it is a pity that after
a sojourn of many years the English resident will often leave

! Pronounced Yohg. Its spelling is unphonetic.
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the country in blameless ignorance of what lies behind the
frontal brain of an Indian sage.

| plainly remember my interview with a Cockney under the
shadow of Trichinopoly's gigantic rock fort. For over twenty
years he had held a responsible post on the Indian railways.
It was inevitable that | should ply him with many questions
about his life in this sunburnt land. Finally | trotted out my
pet interrogation, "Have you met any Y ogis?"

He looked at me somewhat blankly and then replied :

'Y ogis? What are they? Some kind of animal ?"

Such ignorance would have been perfectly pardonable had
he stayed at home within the sound of Bow Bells; now, after
twenty-six years residence in the country, it was perfectly
blissful. | permitted it to remain undisturbed.

Because | put pride underfoot in moving among the varied
peoples who inhabit Hindustan; because | gave them a ready
understanding and an intellectual sympathy, a freedom from
finicky prejudice and a regard for character irrespective of
colour; and because | had sought Truth al my life and was
prepared to accept whatsoever Truth brought in its train, |
am able to write thisrecord. | picked my way through a crowd
of superstitious fools and self-styled fagueers in order to sit at
the feet of true sages, there to learn at first hand the rea teach-
ings of Indian Yoga. | squatted on the floor in many a secluded
hermitage, surrounded by brown faces and hearing strange
dialects. | sought out those reserved and reclusive men, the
best Yogis, and listened humbly to their oracular instruction. |
talked for hours with the Brahmin pundits of Benares, discuss-
ing the age-old questions of philosophy and belief which have
tormented the mind and troubled the heart of man since he
first began to think. | stopped now and then to divert mysdf
with the magician and wonder-worker, and strange incidents
crossed my trails.

| wanted to gather the real facts about the Y ogis of to-day by
the method of first-hand investigation. | prided mysdf that
experience as ajournalist fitted me to draw out, with the least
possible delay, much of the information which | sought; that
sitting at the editorial desk and curtly wielding the blue pencil
had trained me to become ruthlessly critical in separating whesat
from chaff; and that the contact with men and women in
every grade of life which the profession generaly gives, with
ragged mendicants aswell aswell-fed millionaires, would help me
movejust alittle more smoothly through the variegated masses of
India, among whom | searched for those strange men, the Y ogis.
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On the other side of the sheet | had lived an inner life totally
detached from my outward circumstance. | spent much of
my spare time in the study of recondite books and in little-
known bypaths of psychological experiment. | delved into
subjects which aways have been wrapped in Cimmerian
mystery. To these items must be added an inborn attraction
towards things Oriental. The East, before my first visit, threw
out vast tentacles that gripped my soul; ultimately they drew
me to study the sacred books of Asia, the learned commen-
taries of her pundits and the inscribed thoughts of her sages,
so far as English translations could be procured.

This dual experience proved of great value. It taught me
never to permit my sympathy with Oriental methods of probing
life's mysteries, subvert my scientific desire of critically and
impartially finding the facts. Without that sympathy | could
never have gone among people and into places where the
average Englishman in India may disdain to tread. Without
that strict, scientific attitude I might have been led away into
the wilderness of superstition, as so many Indians seem to
have been led away. It is not easy to conjoin qualities which
are usualy held to be contradictory, but | sincerely tried to
hold them in sane balance.

§

That the West has little to learn from present-day India, |
shdl not trouble to deny, but that we have much to learn from
Indian sages of the past and from the few who live to-day, |
unhesitatingly assert. The white tourist who " does" the chief
cities and historical sights and then steams away with disgust
a the backward civilization of India is doubtless justified in
his depreciation of it. Yet awiser kind of tourist shall one day
arise who will seek out, not the crumbling ruins of useless
temples, nor the marbled palaces of dissipated kings long dead,
but the living sages who can reveal a wisdom untaught by our
universities.

Are these Indians mere idlers sprawling in the fierce tropic
sun? Have they done nothing, thought nothing that is of worth
to the rest of the world? The traveller who can see only their
material degeneration and mental flabbiness has not seen far.
Let him substitute consideration for his contempt and he may
open sealed lips and hidden doors.

Grant that India has nodded and snored for centuries;
grant that even to-day there exist millions of peasants in this
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land who suffer the same illiteracy, share the same outlook
blended of puerile superstition and kindergarten religion as did
English peasants of the fourteenth century. Grant further
that the Brahmin pundits in native centres of learning waste
their useless years splitting sacerdotal hairs and drawing
metaphysical wire as subtly as our own medieval scholastics
ever did. Yet there ill remains a small but priceless residue
of culture classified under the generic term Y oga, which proffers
benefits to mankind as valuable in their own way as any prof-
fered by the Western sciences. It can bring our bodies nearer
the healthy condition which Nature intended them to possess;
it can bestow one of modern civilization's most urgent needs -
aflawless serenity of mind; and it can open the way to enduring
treasures of the spirit to those who will labour for them. |
admit that this great wisdom hardly belongs to India's present,
but to her past; that this guarded knowledge of Y oga flourishes
little to-day when once it must have had worthy professors and
faithful students. It may be that the secrecy in which it was
carefully enshrouded succeeded in killing al spread of this
ancient science; | do not know.

It is perhaps not amiss, then, if one asks one's Western
fdlows to look Eastward, not for a new faith, but for a few
pebbles of knowledge to cast upon our present heap. When
Orientalists like Burnouf, Colebrooke and Max Muller appeared
upon learning's scene and brought us some of the literary
treasures of India, the savants of Europe began to understand
that the heathens who inhabited that country were not so
stupid as our own ignorance had presumed. Those clever
people who profess to find Adatic learning empty of useful
thoughts for the West thereby prove their own emptiness.
Those practical persons who would fling the epithet " stupid"
at its study, succeed only in flinging it at their own narrow-
mindedness. If our ideas about life are to be wholly deter-
mined by a mere accident of space, by the chance that we
were born in Bristol instead of Bombay, then we are not worthy
the name of civilized man. Those who close their minds to the
entrance of al Eastern ideas, close them aso to fine thoughts,
deep truths and worth-while psychological knowledge. Who-
ever will poke about among this musty lore of the Orient in
the hope of finding some precious gems of strange fact and
stranger wisdom, will find his quest no vain one.
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§

| journeyed Eastwards in search of the Yogis and their
hermetic knowledge. The thought of finding a spiritual light
and diviner life was dso entertained, though it was not my
primary purpose. | wandered aong the banks of India's holy
rivers - the quiet, grey-green Ganges, the broad Jumna and the
picturesque Godavari - in this quest. | circled the country.
India took me to her heart and the vanishing remnant of her
sages opened many a door for the unfamiliar Westerner.

Not so long ago | was among those who regard God as
a hallucination of human fancy, spiritual truth as a mere
nebula and providential justice as a confection for infantile
idealists. 1, too, was somewhat impatient of those who con-
struct theological paradises and who then confidently show
you round with an air of being God's estate agents. | had
nothing but contempt for what seemed to be the futile,
fanatical efforts of uncritical theorisers.

If, therefore, | have begun to think a little differently about
these matters, rest assured that good cause has been given me.
Yet | did not arrive at paying alegiance to any Eastern creed,
indeed, those which matter | had aready studied intellectually
much earlier. | did arrive a a new acceptance of the Divine.
This may seem quite an insignificant and personal thing to do,
but as a child of this modern generation, which relies on hard
facts and cold reason, and which lacks enthusiasm for things
religious, | regard it as quite an achievement. This faith was
restored in the only way a sceptic could have it restored, not
by argument, but by the witness of an overwhelming experience.
And it was a jungle sage, an unassuming hermit who had
formerly lived for Sx years in a mountain cave, who promoted
this vital change in my thinking. It is quite possible that he
could not pass a matriculation examination, yet | am not
ashamed to record in the closing chapters of this book my
deep indebtedness to this man. The production of such sages
provides India with sufficient credentials to warrant attention
from intelligent Westerners. The secret India's spiritua life
dill exists, despite the storms of political agitation which now
hide it, and | have tried to give authentic record of more than
one adept who has attained a strength and serenity for which
we lesser mortals wigtfully yearn.

| have borne witness in the book to other things also, things
marvellous and weird. They seem incredible now, as | sit and
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type my narrative through the inked ribbon amid the matter-of-
fact surroundings of English country-side; indeed, | wonder
a my temerity in writing them down for a sceptical world to
read. But | do not believe the present materialistic ideas which
dominate the world will remain for al time; aready one can
perceive prophetic indications of a coming change of thought.
Yet quite frankly | do not believe in miracles. Neither do most
men of my generation. But | do believe that our knowledge of
Nature's laws is incomplete, and that when the advance guard
of scientists who are pushing forward into unexplored territory
have found out a few more of those laws, we shall then be able
to do things which are tantamount to miracles.



CHAPTER I

A PRELUDE TO THE QUEST

HE geography master takes a long, tapering pointer and

moves over to the large, varnished linen map which

hangs before a half-bored class. He indicates a
triangular red patch which juts down to the Equator, and then
makes a further attempt to stimulate the obviousy lagging
interest of his pupils. He begins in athin, drawling voice and
with the air of one about to make a hierophantic revelation:

"India has been caled the brightest jewel in the British
crown..."

At once a boy with moody brow, half wrapt in reverie, gives
a sudden start and draws his far-flung imagination back into
the stolid, brick-walled building which constitutes his school.
The sound of this word INDIA fdling on the tympanum
of his ears, or the sight of it caught up by the optic nerve of his
eyes from a printed page, carries thrilling and mysterious
connotations of the unknown. Some inexplicable current of
thought brings it repeatedly before him.

When the mathematics master believes that this pupil is
laboriously working at an agebraical problem, little does he
know that the young rascal uses the school's desk for ulterior
purposes. For under the cover of skilfully arrayed books he
rapidly sketches turbaned heads, dusky faces and spice-laden
ships being loaded from flat junks.

The youthful years pass, but this interest in Hindustan
remains undimmed. Nay, it spreads and embraces dl Ada
within its eager tentacles.

Ever and anon he makes wild projects to go there. He
will run away to sea. Surely it would then be a mere
matter of enterprise to get some brief glimpse of India?
Even when these projects come to nought, he talks rhetorically
to his schoolmates until one of them falls an easy victim to his
immature enthusiasm.

Thereafter they conspire in silence and move in secret.

21
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They plan an adventurous tramp across the face of Europe;
it isthen to continue into Asa Minor and Arabia until the port
of Aden is reached. The reader, contemplating the innocent
boldness of that long wak, will smile. They believe that a
friendly ship's captain could be approached at Aden. He
would undoubtedly prove a kindly, sympathetic man. He
would take them aboard his steamer and a week later they would
begin to explore India

Preparations for this protracted excursion go on apace.
Money is thriftily collected, and what they naively imagine to
be an explorer's ouitfit is secretly brought together. Maps and
guide-books are carefully consulted, the coloured pages and
attractive photographs raising their wanderlust to fever heat.
Finally they are able to fix the date when they intend to snap
their fingers at destiny and leave the country. Who knows
what lies around the corner?

They might have saved some of their youthful energy and
conserved some of their early optimism. For on an unfortunate
day the second boy's guardian discovers the preparations,
dicits further details of the affar, and comes down with a
stern hand. What they suffer as a result is not to be related!
The enterprise is reluctantly abandoned.

The desire to view India never leaves the promoter of that
unfortunate expedition. The dawn of manhood, however,
brings bonds in the form of other interests and holds his feet
with enchaining duties. That desire has to be put regretfully
in the background.

Time turns page after page of the calendar of years until he
meets unexpectedly with a man who gives atemporary but vivid
life to the old ambition. For the stranger's face is dusky, his
head is turbaned, and he comes from the sun-steeped land of
Hindustan.

§

| fling out the fine net of remembrance to sweep the past
years for pictures of that day when he steps into my life. The
tide of autumn is fast ebbing, for the air is foggy and a bitter
cold creepsthrough my clothing. Clammy fingers of depression
strive hard to grip my failing heart.

I wander into a brightly-lit cafe and seek the borrowed
comfort of its warmth. A cup of hot tea - so potent at other
times - fals to restore my serenity. | cannot banish the
heavy atmosphere which surrounds me. Meancholy has
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determined to make me serve her dark ends. Black curtains
cover the entrance to my heart.

This restlessness is difficult to endure and it ends by driving
me from the cafe into the open street. | walk without aim and
follow old tracks until 1 find mysdf in front of a small book-
shop which | know well. It isan ancient building and harbours
equally ancient books. The proprietor’ is a quaint man, a
human relic surviving from an earlier century. This hustling
epoch has little use for him, but he hasjust as little use for this
epoch. He deals only in rare tomes and early editions, while
specializing in curious and recondite subjects. He possesses
a remarkable knowledge - so far as books can give it - of
learning's bypaths and out-of-the-way matters. From time
to time, | like to wander into the old shop and discuss them
with him.

| enter the place and greet him. For a while | finger the
yellowed pages of caf-bound volumes or peer closely into
faded folios. One ancient book engages my attention; it
seems somewhat interesting and | examine it more carefully.
The bespectacled bookseller notes my interest and, as is his
wont, commences what he imagines to be an argument anent
the book's subject - metempsychosis.

The old man follows habit and keeps the discussion to his
own side. He talks at length, appearing to know the pros and
cons of that strange doctrine better than my author, while
the classic authorities who have written about it are at his
finger-tips. In this way | glean much curious information.

Suddenly, | hear a man stirring at the far end of the shop
and, turning, | behold a tall figure emerge from the shadows
which hide a little inner room where the costlier books are
kept.

The stranger is an Indian. He waks toward us with an
aristocratic bearing and faces the bookseller.

"My friend," he says quietly, "pardon me for intruding.
I could not help overhearing you, while the subject you dis-
cussed is of great interest to me. Now you quote the classica
authors who first mention this idea of man's continual rebirth
upon this earth. The deeper minds among those philosophic
Greeks, wise Africans and early Christian Fathers understood
this doctrine well, 1 agree. But where, do you think, did it
redly originate?"

He pauses for a moment, but gives no time for a reply.

! Now, alas, he has departed from terra firma and his shop has
disappeared with him!
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"Permit me to tell you,” he continues, smiling. "You
must look to India for the first acceptance of metempsychosis
in the Old World. It was a cardina tenet among the people
of my land, even in remote antiquity."

The speaker's face fascinates me. It is unusual; it would
be distinguished-looking among a hundred Indians. Power
kept in reserve - this is my reading of his character. Piercing
eyes, a strong jaw and a lofty forehead make up the catalogue
of his features. His skin is darker than that of the average
Hindu. He wears a magnificent turban, the front of which is
adorned with a sparkling jewel. For the rest, his clothes are
European and findly tailored withal.

His dightly didactic statement does not appea to the old
gentleman behind the counter; in fact, vigorous opposition
is offered to it.

"How can that be,” comes the sceptical observation,
"when the East Mediterranean cities were flourishing centres
of culture and civilization in the pre-Christian era? Did not
the greatest intellects of antiquity live in the area which
embraced Athens and Alexandria? So, surely their ideas
were carried Southward and Eastward until 1ndiawas reached?’

The Indian smiles tolerantly.

"Notat all," ishisimmediate reply. "What really happened
was quite the reverse of your assertion.”

"Indeed! You serioudy suggest that the progressive
West had to receive its philosophy from the laggard East?
No, sir!" expostulates the bookseller.

"Why not? Read your Apuleius again, my friend, and learn
how Pythagoras came to India, where he was instructed by
the Brahmins. Then notice how he began to teach the doctrine
of metempsychosis after his return to Europe. This is but a
single instance. | can find others. Your reference to the lag-
gard East makes me smile. Thousands of years ago our sages
were pondering over the deepest problems while your own
countrymen were not even aware that such problems existed.”

He stops curtly, looks intently at us, and waits for his words
to sink into our minds. | fancy the old booksdler is a little
perplexed. Never before have | seen him so struck into
silence or so obvioudy impressed by another man's intellectual
authority.

| have listened quietly to the other customer's words and
make no attempt to offer a remark. Now there arises a con-
versationa lull which al of us seem to recognize and to respect.
Soon the Indian turns abruptly and retires to the inner room,
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only to emerge a couple of minutes later with a costly folio
which he has selected from the shelves. He pays for the book
and prepares to leave the shop. He reaches the door, whilst
| stare wonderingly at his departing figure.

Suddenly, he turns again and approaches me. He draws a
wallet out of his pocket and sdects a visiting card.

"Would you care to pursue this conversation with me?"
he asks, hdf smiling. | am taken by surprise, but gladly agree.
He offers me the card, adding an invitation to dinner.

§

| set out toward evening to find the stranger's house, a
task not without its discomfort, for | am companioned by an
unpleasant fog which has descended thickly upon the streets.
An artist, | presume, would find a touch of romantic beauty
in these fogs which sometimes brood over the town and dim
its lights. My mind, however, is so intent upon the forth-
coming meeting that | see no beauty and fed no unpleasantness
in the surrounding atmosphere.

A terminus is set to my travels by a massive gateway which
suddenly looms up. Two large lamps, asin greeting, are held
out by iron brackets. My entry into the house is followed by
a delightful surprise. For the Indian has given no hint of this
unique interior, upon which he has obviousy lavished a fine
taste and free purse.

Let it suffice that | find myself in a great room, which might
be part of some Asiatic palace for aught | know, so exaticaly
is it furnished and so colourful are its gorgeous decorations.
With the closing of the outer door | leave behind the grey,
blesk Western world.  The room has been decorated in a quaint
combination of Indian and Chinese styles. Red, black and gold
are the predominating colours. Resplendent tapestries, bearing
sprawling Chinese dragons, stretch across the walls. Carved
green dragon heads glare fiercdy from al the corners, where
they support brackets which carry costly pieces of handicraft.
Two dlken mandarin coats adorn both sides of the doorway.
Boldly patterned Indian rugs repose on the parquet floor,
ones shoes sinking dedightfully into their thick pile. A
gigantic tiger skin stretches its full length in front of the hearth.

My eyes meet a small lacquered table which stands in one
corner. Upon it rests a black ebony shrine with gilded folding
doors. | glimpse the figure of some Indian god within the
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recess. It is probably a Buddha, for the face is cam and
inscrutable and the two unwinking eyes gaze down at its nose.

My host greets me cordially. He is impeccably dressed in
a black dinner suit. Such a man would look distinguished in
any company in the world, | reflect. A few minutes later we
both sit down to dinner. Some delightful dishes are brought
to the table, and it is here that | receive my initiation into the
pleasures of curry, thus acquiring a taste which is never to
leave me. The servant who attends on us provides a picturesque
note, for he wears a white jacket and trousers, a golden sash
and spotless turban.

During the course of the mea our tak is superficid and
general, yet whatever my host says, whatever subject he
touches, his words invariably carry an ar of findity. His
statements are so phrased that they leave one with little ground
for argument; his accents are so confident that his talk sounds
like the last word upon the matter. | cannot help being
impressed by his air of quiet assurance.

Over the coffee cups he tells me a little about himsdf. |
learn that he has travelled widely and that he possesses some
means. He regales me with vivid impressions of China -
where he has spent a year, of Japan - whose amazing future
he tersely predicts, of America, Europe and - strangest of dl
- of life in a Christian monastery in Syria, where he had once
spent a period of retirement.

When we light our cigarettes he touches on the subject
which was mentioned at the bookshop. But it is evident that
he desires to talk of other things, for he soon leads the way to
larger issues, and broaches the subject of India's ancient
wisdom.

"Some of the doctrines of our sages have aready reached
the West," he remarks impressively, "but in most cases the
real teachings have been misunderstood; in a few instances
they have somehow been fadfied. However, it is not for me
to complain. What is India to-day? She is no longer
representative of the lofty culture of her past. The greatness
has gone out of her. It is sad, very sad. The masses hold
on to a few ideals at the cost of being enmeshed in a fussy
tangle of pseudo-religious fetters and unwise customs.”

"What is the cause of this degeneration?" | ask him.

My host is silent. A minute dowly passes. | watch him
while his eyes begin to narrow until they are half-closed;
then he quietly breaks the silence.

"Alas, my friend! Once there were great seers in my land,
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men who had penetrated the mysteries of life. Their advice
was sought by king and commoner. Under their inspiration
Indian civilization reached its zenith. To-day, where are they
to be found? Two or three may remain - unknown, un-
recorded and far from the main stream of modern life. When
those great sages - Rishees, we call them - began to withdraw
from society, then our own decline aso began."

His head droops till the chest must support his chin. A
sorrowful note has entered his voice with the last sentence.
For a while he seems withdrawn from me, his soul wrapped
in melancholy meditation.

His personality impresses me again as being provocatively
interesting and decidedly attractive. Eyes, dark and flashing,
reved a keen mentality; voice, soft and sympathetic, reflects
a kindly heart. | fed anew that | like him.

The servant noiselessly enters the room and approaches the
lacquered table. He lights ajoss stick and a blue haze rises to
the ceiling. The strange perfume of some Eastern incense
spreads around the room. It is not unpleasant.

Suddenly my host raises his head and looks at me.

"Did | tell you that two or three still remain?" he asks
queerly. "Ah, yes! | sad that. Once | knew a great sage.
It was a privilege about which | rarely spesk to others now.
He was my father, guide, master and friend. He possessed
the wisdom of agod. | loved him as if | were redly his own
son. Whenever | stayed with him at fortunate intervals, |
knew then that life at its heart is good. Such was the effect
of his wonderful atmosphere. |, who have made art my hobby
and beauty my ideal, learnt from him to see the divine beauty
in men who were leprous, destitute or deformed; men from
whom | formerly shrank in horror. He lived in a forest
hermitage far from the towns. | stumbled upon his retreat
seemingly by accident. From that day | paid him severa
vidts, staying with him aslong as | could. He taught me much.
Yes - such a man could give greatness to any country."

"Then why did he not enter public life and serve India?"
| question frankly.

The Indian shakes his head.

"1t is difficult enough for us to understand the motives of
such an unusual man. It would be doubly difficult for you,
a Westerner, to understand him. His answer might probably
be that service can be rendered in secret through the telepathic
power of the mind; that influence can be exerted from a
distance in an unseen yet no less potent manner. He might
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also say that a degenerate society must suffer its destiny until
the fated hour of relief strikes."

| confess to being puzzled by this answer.

"Quite so, my friend, | expected that," observes the other.

§

After that memorable evening | visit the Indian's home
many times, drawn by the lure of his unusual knowledge as
much as by the attractiveness of his exotic personality. He
touches some coiled spring among my ambitions and releases
into urgency the desire to fathom life's meaning. He stimulates
me, less to satisfy intellectual curiosity than to win a worth-
while happiness.

One evening our conversation takes a turn which is destined
to have important results for me. He describes on occasions
the queer customs and peculiar traditions of his countrymen;
sometimes he portrays in words a few of the types who people
his amazing land. He drops a remark this evening anent a
strange type, the Yogi. | possess but a vague and incoherent
idea of what the term realy means. It has come to my notice
a few times during the course of my reading, but on each
occasion the terms of reference differ so much from the others
that confusion is the natural result. So, when | hear my friend
use the word | stop him short and beg for further information.

"That | shal do with pleasure,” he answers, "but | can
hardly tell you, in a single definition, what constitutes a Y ogi.
No doubt, a dozen of my countrymen will define the word in
a dozen different ways. For instance, there are thousands of
wandering beggars who pass by this name. They swarm
through the villages and attend the periodic religious fairs in
droves. Many are only lazy tramps and others vicious ones,
while most are totally illiterate men, unaware of the history
and doctrines of the science of Yoga, under whose shelter
they masquerade.”

He pauses to flick the ash dff his cigarette.

"Go, however, to some place like Rishikesh, over which the
mighty Himalayas keep eternal guard. There you will find a
totally different class of men. They live in humble huts or
caves, edt little food and constantly pray to God. Religion is
their breath; it occupies their minds day and night. They
are mostly good men studying our sacred books and chanting
prayers. Yet they, too, are caled Yogis. But what have
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they in common with the beggars who prey on the ignorant
masses? You see how elastic the term is! Between these
two classes there are others who partake of the nature of both."

"And yet there seems to be much made of the mysterious
powers possessed by Yogis," | remark.

"Ah! now you must listen to a further definition,” he
laughs back at me." There are strange individuals in solitary
retreats far from the big cities, in the seclusion of lonely
jungles or mountain caves, men who devote their entire
existence to practices which they believe will bring marvellous
powers. Some of these men will eschew al mention of religion
and scorn it; others, however, are highly religious; but all of
them unite in the struggle to wrest from Nature a mastery over
forces invisible and intangible. You see, India has never
been without her traditions of the mysterious, the occult, and
many are the stories told of those adepts who could perform
miraculous feats. Now these men, too, are called Yogis."

"Have you met such men? Do you beieve these tradi-
tions?" | ask innocently.

The other man is silent. He seems to be ruminating over
the form in which to couch his reply.

My eyes turn to the shrine which stands upon the lacquered
table. | fancy, in the soft light which fills our room, that the
Buddha is smiling benignantly at me from its lotus throne of
gilt wood. For hdf a minute | am ready to believe that there
is something uncanny in its atmosphere; and then the Indian's
clear voice breaks into my thoughts and arrests my wandering
fancies.

"Look!" he says quietly, holding something out for my
inspection. He has loosed it from under his collar. "I am a
Brahmin. This is my sacred thread. Thousands of years of
strict segregation have made certain qualities of character
ingtinctive in my caste. Western education and Western
travelling can never remove them. Faith in a higher power,
belief in the existence of supernatural forces, recognition of a
spiritual evolution among men - these things were born in
me as a Brahmin. | could not destroy them if | would, while
reason is overpowered by them whenever the issue comes to
battle. So, athough | am quite in sympathy with the principles
and methods of your modern sciences, what other answer
can | give you, except this - | believe!"

He looks intently at me for a fev moments. Then he
proceeds:

"Yes, | have met such men. Once, twice, three times.
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They are difficult to come across. Once they were easier to
find, |1 believe, but to-day they have almost disappeared.”

"But they ill exist, | presume?"

"Most likely, my friend. To find them is another matter.
It would require a protracted search.”

"Y our master - was he one of them?"

"No, he belonged to a higher order. Did | not tell you that
he was a Rishee?"

The term needs some elucidation before my mind can digest
it. | tell him so.

"Higher than the Yogis stand the Rishees,” he answers.
"Transfer the Darwinian theory to the realm of human
character; accept the Brahmin teaching that there is a
spiritual evolution running parallel with the physical one;
look upon the Rishees as men who have attained the crest
of this upward climb; then you may form some rough
conception of their greatness.”

"Does a Rishee aso perform those wonders of which we
hear?"

"Y es, he certainly does, but he will not value them for their
own sake, whereas many of the Yogi wonder-workers do.
Such powers arise in him naturally by reason of his great
development of will and mental concentration. They are not
his chief concern; he may even disdain them and use them
little. You see, his first purpose is to become inwardly some-
thing akin to those divine beings of whom Buddha in the East
and Christ in the West are the most illustrious examples."

"But Christ worked miracles!"

"He did. But do you think he performed them for any
vain self-glory? Not so; he desired to help the souls of
ordinary people by thus catching their faith."

"Surely, if such men as Rishees existed in India, multitudes
would flock after them?" | conjecture.

"Undoubtedly - but they would first have to appear in
public and announce themselves for what they are. Only in
the most exceptional cases have Rishees ever been known to
do that. They prefer to live apart from the world. Those
who wish to perform a public work may emerge for a limited
time and then disappear again."

| object that such men could hardly be of much service to
their felows if they hide themselves in inaccessible places.

The Indian smiles tolerantly.

"That is a matter which comes within the province of
your Western saying: 'Appearances are sometimes deceptive.’
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Without intimate knowledge of these persons, the world is
not in a position to judge them accurately, if you will pardon
my saying so. | have mentioned that the Rishees did some-
times live for a while in towns and move in society. In olden
times, when that was a little more frequent, their wisdom,
power and attainment became obvious to the public; their
influence was then openly acknowledged. Even Maharagjahs
did not disdain to pay reverent homage to those great sages
and to consult them for guidance in their policies. But as a
matter of fact, it is certain that the Rishees prefer to exert
their influence in a silent and unknown manner."

"Well, | would like to meet such men," | mutter, haf to
mysdf. "And | should certainly like to encounter some real
Yogis."

"Y ou shal do so one day, without a doubt,” he assures me.

"How do you know that? " | ask, somewhat startled.

"I knew it that day we firgt met," is the astonishing answer.
"1t came to me as an intuition - does it matter what you call
it? - as a message deeply felt but inexplicable by outward
evidences. My master taught me how to train this fedling,
to develop it. Now, | have learnt to trust it implicitly."

"A modern Socrates guided by his daemon!" | remark
half-jocosely. "But tell me, when do you think your prophecy
will come true?"

He shrugs his shoulders.

"I am not a prophet. So | regret that | cannot date the
event for you."

| do not press him, though | suspect he could say more if
he would. | meditate upon the matter and then offer a
suggestion.

"I suppose you will return to your own country eventualy.
If | am ready at the time, could we not travel together? Would
you not help me locate some of these men we have been dis-
cussing?"

"No, my friend. Go aone. It will be better that you do
your own finding."

"1t will be so difficult for a stranger,” | complain.

"Yes - very difficult. But go alone; one day you will see
that | am right.”

§

From that time | fed strongly that a momentous day will
dawn which will find me at anchor in the sunny East. | reflect
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that if India has harboured such great men as the Rishees in the
past, and if, as my friend believes, there may be a few of them
dtill in existence, then the trouble of locating them might be
balanced by the reward of learning something of their wisdom.
Peradventure, | might then gain an understanding and content
which life has so far denied me. Even if | fal in such a quest,
the journey will not be avain one. For those queer men, the
Yogis, with their magic, their mysterious practices and their
strange mode of living, excite my curiosity and arouse my
interest. The journalistic grindstone has sharpened to an
abnormal keenness my concern with the unusual. | am fascin-
ated by the prospect of exploring such little-known trails. |
decide to carry out my fancy to its full proportions and, when
opportunity alows, take the first boat to India.

My dark-skinned friend, who has thus clinched and rendered
find this determination to trek towards the rising sun, con-
tinues to receive me at his house for severa months. He assists
me to take my bearings upon the swirling ocean of life, though
he aways refuses to act as a pilot across the uncharted waters
which stretch ahead of me. To discover one's position, to be
made aware of latent possibilities, and to get one's vague ideas
clarified, is nevertheless of indubitable value to a young man.
It is not amiss, then, if | pay my meed of gratitude to that early
benefactor of mine. For a dark day comes when fate spins its
wheel once again, and we part. Within a few years | hear,
seemingly by accident, of his death.

Time and circumstance are not ready for my journey.
Ambition and desire lure a man into responsibilities from which
it is not easy to extricate himsdf. | can do little more than
resign mysdlf to the life which hems me in, and watch and wait.

| never lose my faith in the Indian's prophecy. One day it
is strengthened by an unexpected confirmation.

Professional work throws me for severa months into frequent
contact with a man for whom | entertain a high respect and
friendly regard. He is exceedingly astute and knows human
nature through every letter of its alphabet. Many years earlier
he held the post of Professor of Psychology a one of our
universities, but an academic life was not to his taste. He
deserted it for pastures where he could put his amazing range
of knowledge to more practical use. For a time he acted as
adviser to magnates of the business world. How often has he
boasted of drawing severa retaining fees from the chiefs of
large firms!

He is born with the remarkable gift of inspiring others to
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their best endeavours. Every person he meets - from office
boy to millionaire magnate - finds practical help and new
enthusiasm from the contact; sometimes they receive golden
advice. | make it a practice to take careful note of any counsel
he gives me, for his foresight and insight usualy receive
startling verification in both business and personal matters.
| enjoy his company because he has succeeded in fusing the
elements of introspection and extrospection in his own nature,
with the result that he can talk profound philosophy one minute
and ded with a commercid report the next. Witha he is
never dull, aways witty and radiating good-humour.

He admits me into the circle of intimate friendship and,
sometimes, we spend severa hours at a time in mingled work
and pleasure. | never tire of listening to his tak, for its
latitude of subject enthrals me. | wonder often that one small
head can carry al he knows!

One night we go out to dine together in a little Bohemian
restaurant where pleasantly shaded lights and nicely cooked
food accompany each other. After the mea we find a full
moon resplendent in the heavens, and tempted by the witchery
of its poetic light, decide to walk homewards.

The conversation has been somewhat light and frivolous for
most of the evening, but as we wak on through the city's
quieter streets, it drifts into philosophical depths. The close
of our nocturnal peregrination finds us discussing subjects so
abstruse that some of my companion's clients would take fright
at the mere sound of the names. Outside his door, he turns
and proffers a hand in farewell. As he grips mine, he suddenly
addresses me in grave tones and says slowly:

"Y ou ought never to have entered this profession. You are
redly a philosopher caught up in the ink-slinging business of
writing. Why did you not become a university don and spend
your life in secluded research? For you like to put on those
carpet dlippers of yours and wak around inside your brain.
You are trying to reach the very source of the mind. One day
you will go out to the Yogis of India, to the Lamas of Tibet and
the Zen monks of Japan. Then you will write some strange
records. Good night!"

"What do you think of these Y ogis?"

The other man bends his head towards mine and haf-
whispers in my ear:

"My friend, they know, they know! "

| wak away greatly puzzled. This Eastern journey is not
likdy to happen for along time ahead. | am sinking deeper and
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deeper into a maze of activities from which escape becomes
proportionately more difficult. For a while pessmism seizes
me. Am | not doomed by destiny to remain imprisoned in this
maze of private bonds and personal ambitions?

Yet my guess at the unseen writ is wrong. Fate issues its
orders every day, and though we are not literate enough to be
able to read them, nevertheless we unconsciously move about
to obey! Before twelve months pass | find mysdlf disembarking
at Alexandra Dock, Bombay; mingling with the motley life of
that Eastern city, and listening to the weird medley of Adatic
tongues which contribute to its cacophony!



CHAPTER 111

A MAGICIAN OUT OF EGYPT

before | can begin to try my luck in this strange quest,

fortune herself comes in quest of me. | have not even
taken the tourist's privilege of exploring the show places of
Bombay. All | know of the city can be comfortably written
down on a postcard. My trunks, save one, remain in a sedate,
unpacked condition. My sole activity consists in an attempt
to familiarize mysdf with my surroundings in the Hotel
Majestic, which a shipboard acquaintance had described as
one of the most comfortable hotels in the city. It is through
this activity, then, that 1 make a startling discovery. For,
staying as a felow guest of the hotel, | find a member of the
magician's fraternity, a weaver of strange spells, in short, a
wonder-worker in the flesh!

Not that he is one of those juggling fellows, mind you, who
make their own and theatres' fortunes by bewildering jaded
audiences. He is not some clever individual attempting to
emulate the feats of Maskelyne and Devant in a less prosaic
environment than that of Regent Street. No! This man
belongs to the line of medieval sorcerers. He engages daily in
commerce with mysterious beings, invisible to normal human
eyes, but plain enough to his own! Such, at least, is the
peculiar reputation which he has created. The hotel dHaff
regard him with fearful looks and speak of him with bated
breath. Whenever he passes by, the other guests instinctively
break of conversation and a puzzled, questioning look comes
into their eyes. He makes no overtures to them and usually
insists on dining aone.

What makes him more intriguing in our eyes is that he
bears neither European nor Indian nationality; heis atraveller
from the country of the Nile; in very sooth, a magician out
of Egypt!

It is not easy for me to reconcile the appearance of Mahmoud
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Bey with the sinister powers with which he has been credited.
Instead of the stern visage and lean body which | look for, |
observe a good-looking smiling face, a well-built figure with
massive shoulders and the quick wak of a man of action.
Instead of the white robe or voluminous cloak, he is sprucely
dressed in well-fitting, modern clothes. He looks like a hand-
some Frenchman, such as one might see any evening in the
better restaurants of Paris.

| ruminate upon the matter for the rest of the day. Next
morning, | wake up with a clear-cut decison. Mahmoud Bey
must be forthwith interviewed. | shal "get his story,” as
my fellow scribes of the Press might say.

| write a few lines, expressive of my desire, on the back of a
visiting card and then, in the right-hand corner, | draw in
tiny characters a certain symbol which will indicate that 1 am
not unfamiliar with the traditional side of his mysterious art
and which, | hope, may help me to obtain an interview. |
dlip the card into the hand of a soft-footed servant, add a
silver rupee, and send him up to the magician's room.

Five minutes later the response arrives: "Mahmoud Bey
will see you at once, sir. He isjust about to take breakfast
and invites you to join him."

This first success encourages me. The servant leads the
way upstairs and | find Mahmoud Bey seated at a table
whereon there is tea and toast and jam. The Egyptian does
not rise to greet me. Instead, he points to a chair opposite
him and says, in afirm, resonant voice:

"Please be seated. Excuse me, but | never shake hands."

He wears a loose grey dressing-gown. There is a leonine
mane of brown hair on his head. A curling lock strays over
his forehead. His teeth flash white in a charming smile as
he asks:

"You will share my breakfast, eh?"

| thank him. Over the cups | inform him of the awe-
inspired reputation which belongs to him in the hotel, and of
the prolonged meditation in which | have indulged before
having the temerity to approach him. He laughs heartily and
half raises a hand into the air, as a gesture of helplessness, but
says nothing.

After a pause, he asks: "Are you representing any paper?"

"No. | have come to India on a private misson - to
study some out-of-the-way things, and possibly make a few
notes for literary work."

"Will you stay here long?"
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"That depends on circumstances. | have fixed no period,"
| answer, with a queer feding that the affar is becoming a
ca= of the interviewer interviewed. But his next words
reassure me:

"1, too, am here on an extended visit. Possibly one year,
possibly two years. After that, | am df for the Far East. |
would like to see the world and then return home to Egypt,
if Allah permits.”

The servant enters and clears the table after we have finished.
| fed that it is time to plunge into deeper water.

"Is it true that you possess these magica powers?" |
question him, pointedly.

Cadmly and confidently, he says: "Yes! Allah, the All-
Powerful, has granted me such powers."

| hesitate. His dark grey eyes gaze fixedly at me.

"You would like me to demonstrate them, | believe?"
he asks, suddenly.

He has correctly gauged my desire. | nod assent.

" Very well. Have you a pencil and some paper?"

| hastily fed in a pocket for my notebook, tear out a page,
and then produce a pencil.

"Good," he remarks. "Now please write some question
on the paper.” With that he withdraws and sits at a small
table in the window recess. He hdf turns his back upon me
and looks down into the street below. Severa feet of space
now separate us.

"What kind of question?" | query.

"Anything you wish," he replies promptly.

My brain plays with a few thoughts. Finaly, | write down
a brief question. Itis: "Where did | live four years ago?"

"Now fold the paper repeatedly until it forms atiny square,”
he instructs me. "Let it be the smallest possible fold."

| obey him. Thereupon he draws his chair back to my table
and faces me once again.

"Please clench the piece of paper, together with the pencil,
in the pam of your right hand."

| hold the articles tightly clutched. The Egyptian closes
his eyes. He appears to fdl into a profound concentration.
Then the heavy lids open once more, the grey eyes look
Seadily at me, and he quietly says:

"The question which you asked - was it not, 'Where did
| live four years ago?' "

"You are correct,” | reply, astonished. This is a case of
mind reading extraordinary!
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"Now, please unfold the piece of paper in your hand," his
voice breaks in.

| place the tiny scrap upon the surface of the table and
dowly open out its many folds until the paper lies flat, extended
to its original size.

"Examineit!" commands the other man. | do so and make
a surprising discovery. For some unseen hand has written in
pencil the name of the town where | lived four years ago. The
answer has been placed immediately beneath the written
guestion.

Mahmoud Bey smiles triumphantly.

"There is the answer. Is it correct?" he demands.

| give awondering assent, for | am baffled. The feat hardly
seems credible. As atest, | ak him to repeat it. He readily
agrees and moves away to the window while | write down a
further question. Thus he avoids any possible accusation of
being close enough to read my writing. Besides, | watch him
carefully and note that his eyes are set upon the colourful scene
in the street below.

Once again | fold the paper and clutch it tightly against the
pencil which is in my hand. He returns to the table and
plunges again into close concentration, his eyes fast shut.
Then come the words :

"Y our second question - ‘What journal did | edit two years
ago?' "

He has given my query quite accurately. Thought-reading
again, | presume.

Once more he requests me to unfold the tiny scrap in my
right hand. | place it flat on the table and it reveds to my
astounded gaze the name of the journal in question, clumsily
written in pencil!

Conjuring? | dismiss the suggestion as absurd. The paper
and pencil were supplied from my own pockets, the questions
were unpremeditated, while Mahmoud Bey has scrupulously
put severd feet between us at each writing. Moreover, the
entire feat has been performed in the morning daylight.

Hypnotism? | have studied the subject and know well
when any attempt at undue influence is being made. | know
equaly how to guard againgt it. And the mysteriously added
words still remain on the paper.*

! The scrap of paper remained in my possession for several
months, and the writing did not disappear during the whole of that
time. | showed it to two or three persons who readily identified the

added answers. It is therefore evident that the experience had not
been a hallucination.
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| am baffled again. For athird time | request the Egyptian
to repeat the experiment, and he agrees to a find test. From
this, too, he emerges completely successful.

The facts cannot be gainsaid. He has read my mind (as
| believe); he has somehow, by some inexplicable magic,
caused certain words to be written by an invisible hand upon a
piece of paper which | clutch tightly in my hand; and, findly,
those words form correct replies to my question.

What is the strange process he uses?

As | ponder over the matter, | fed the presence of uncanny
forces. To the normal mind, the thing is incredible. It is
something alien and apart from sane existence. My heart
amost stands still with a sense of eeriness.

"Have you men in England who can do this?" he asks,
haf boastfully.

| am compelled to admit that | know of none who can
perform the feat under similar test conditions, though severa
professiona conjurers can doubtless perform it if alowed to
use their own paraphernalia

"Would you care to explain your methods?" | inquire
weskly, fearing that in asking him to reveal his secrets | am
asking for the moon.

He shrugs his broad shoulders.

"I have been offered large sums of money to give my
secrets away, but | do not intend to do so yet."

"You are aware that | am not entirely ignorant of the
psychic side of things?" | venture.

"Assuredly. If | ever come to Europe - which is quite
possible - you may be able to render certain services to me.
In that case, | promise to train you in my methods so that you
could do the same things, if you wish."

"How long does the training last?"

"That would differ with different persons. If you
worked hard and gave the whole of your time to it,
three months would be enough to get an understanding
of the methods, but after that years of practice may be
required.”

"Can you not explain the broad basis of your feats, the
theoretical side alone, without explaining your secrets?" |
persist.

Mahmoud Bey muses over my query for a while.

"Yes, | am willing to do that for you," he answers softly.

| fed for my shorthand book, draw it out of a pocket, and
poise the pencil in readiness to take notes.



40 A SEARCH IN SECRET INDIA

"No, please. Not this morning,"” he protests, smiling.
"I am busy; you must excuse me now. Come here to-morrow
at one hour before noon, and we shall continue our talk."

§

Precisely at the appointed time | sit again in Mahmoud
Bey's room. He pushes a box of Egyptian cigarettes over the
table towards me. | pick one out and, as he proffers the light,
he remarks:

"These come from my native country. They are good."

We lean back in our chairs, puffing a few preliminary whiffs.
The smoke is fragrant, aromatic; certainly these cigarettes
are excellent indeed.

"So | must now describe my theories, as your English
friends would cal them; to me they are certainties.” Mah-
moud Bey laughs good-naturedly. " Perhaps you will be
surprised to hear that | am a man expert in scientific agriculture
and that | hold diplomas in the subject? " he adds irrelevantly.

| begin to scribble a note.

"That does not seem to fit in with my - shal we say,
interest in magic, | know," he continues. | look up at him and
notice a smile hovering around his lips. He gazes back at me.
Thereis agood "story" in this man, | reflect.

"But you are ajournalist; probably you would like to know
how | became a magician, eh?" he queries.

| express an eager assent.

"Good! | wasborninaninterior province, but brought up
in Cairo. Let me tell you that | was just a normal boy, with
the usual interests which schoolboys possess. | was very keen
on making agriculture my profession, so | attended the Govern-
ment Agricultural College for that purpose. | worked hard at
my studies and went on with them most enthusiastically.

"One day an old man took an apartment in the house
where | lived. He was a Jew, with bushy eyebrows and a long
grey beard, and his face was dways grave and serious. He
seemed to be living in the past century, for he wore very old-
fashioned clothes. His manner was so reserved that the other
inhabitants of the house were kept at a distance. Strangely
enough, instead of having the same effect upon me, this
mysterious reserve piqued my interest. Being young, sdf-
assertive and utterly without a trace of shyness, | persistently
strove to make his acquaintance. At first he rebuffed me, but
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that only added fud to the fire of my curiosity. Eventually,
he gave way to my constant attempts to engage him in con-
versation. He opened his doors to me and permitted me to
enter his life. Thus | came to learn that he spent much of his
time in strange studies and weird practices. In short, he
confessed to me that he was making researches into the super-
natural side of things.

"Imagine it! Hitherto my life had run aong the even
channdl of youthful study and healthy sport. Now, | was
forced abruptly face to face with a totally different kind of
existence. And it appealed to me. The thought of the super-
natural did not frighten me, as no doubt it would have done
other boys. Redly, it thrilled me because | saw the possi-
bilities of great adventures opening up through it. | begged
the old Jew to teach me something about the subject, and he
yielded to my desire. In this way | was brought into a new
circle of interests and friends. The Jew took me with him to
a society in Cairo which conducted practical investigations,
into magic, spiritualism, theosophy and the occult. He often
delivered lectures to them. The group was composed of
society people, learned savants, Government officids and other
persons of good standing.

"Although | had only just reached manhood, | was permitted
to accompany the old man to every meeting of the society. On
each occasion | listened eagerly; my ears drank in every word
of the talk around me; my eyes watched with keen fascination
the strange experiments which were so often made. Of course,
it was inevitable that my technical studies in agriculture were
neglected, so that more time could be given to the researches
into supernatural matters. However, | had a natural genius
for the former studies and scraped through my diploma
examinations without difficulty.

"I studied the musty old books which the Jew lent me, and
practised the magica rituals and other exercises which he
taught me. | made such quick progress that | began to
discover things which he himsdlf did not know. At length, |
became acknowledged as an expert in these arts. | delivered
lectures and gave demonstrations to the Cairo Society, until its
members appointed me as its President. For twelve years |
remained its leader. Then | resigned, because | wanted to
leave Egypt and travel to certain countries - and, incidentally, to
acquire a fortune! "

Mahmoud Bey stops speaking; his carefully manicured fingers,
which | have not failed to observe, flick the ash from his cigarette.
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"A difficult task!"

He smiles. "For me it will be easy. | need only a few
clients among the super-rich who wish to make use of my
magical powers. Already | am known to certain wedthy
Parsees and rich Hindus. They come here to consult me
about their problems or troubles, or they wish to discover
certain things which elude them, or they want information
which is only to be procured by occult means. | charge them
high fees, naturally. One hundred rupees is my minimum.
Frankly, | want to make a lot of money and then throw the
whole thing up and retire to some quiet interior province in
Egypt. | will buy alarge orange-grove plantation and take up
my agricultural work once again."

"Did you come here direct from Egypt "

"No - | spent some time in Syria and Palestine, after leaving
Cairo. The Syrian police officers heard of my powers and
occasionally asked me to help them. Whenever they were
puzzled by some crime, they used my services as a last resource.
Almost aways | succeeded in finding the crimina for them."

"How were you able to do that?"

"The inner secrets of the crimes were reveded to me by my
attendant spirits, who created a vision of the scenes before my
eyes."

Mahmoud Bey relapses for a minute into reminiscent
thought. | wait patiently for his next words.

"Yes, | suppose you could call me a practising Spiritualist
of a sort, since | do invoke the aid of spirits,” he goes on.
"But | am aso what you call a magician in the real sense - not
a conjurer - as well as a thought reader. 1 do not clam to be
anything more than this."

His clam is sufficiently startling to require no further
additions!

"Please tell me something about your invisible employees,"
| ask him.

"The spirits? Well, it took me three years of difficult
practice to get my present control of them. You see, in the
other world which exists outside our material senses, there are
bad as well as good spirits. | try to use good spirits only.
Some of them are human beings who have passed through
what the world calls death, but most of my attendants are jinns
- that is, native inhabitants of the spirit world who have never
possessed a human body. Some of them arejust like animals,
others are as shrewd as men. There are a0 evil jinns - we call
themjinns in Egypt and | do not know any suitable English
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word for them - who are used by low sorcerers, especialy by
the African witch doctors. | refuse to have anything to do with
them. They are dangerous servants and will sometimes turn
treacherously on the man who is using them and kill him."

" Who are these human spirits you employ?"

"I can tell you that one of them is my own brother. He
'died' some years ago. But remember - | am not a Spiritualist
medium, for no spirit ever enters my body or is allowed to
control me in any way. My brother communicates with me by
impressing upon my mind whatever thought he wishes, or by
bringing a picture-vision before my mind's eye. That is how
| knew the questions you wrote down yesterday."

"And the jinns?"

"I have as many as thirty at my command. Even after
obtaining mastery over them, | had to train them how to do my
bidding, just as you train children to dance. | have to know
the name of each one, because you cannot bring or use them
without knowing their names. Some of these names | learned
from the musty old books which the Jew lent me."

Mahmoud Bey pushes the cigarette-box towards me again,
and then continues:

"I have given each spirit a particular duty; each one is
trained to do a separate work. Thus, thejinns who produced
the pencil-written words on your piece of paper yesterday
would be quite unable to help me discover the nature of your
guestions.”

"How do you get into contact with these spirits?" is my
next query.

"I can cdl them to me very quickly merely by concentrating
in thought upon them, but in practice | usually write down in
Arabic the name of the spirit required; that is sufficient to
bring it to me amost at once.”

The Egyptian looks at his watch. He rises and says:

"And now, my friend, | regret to say that | cannot give you
any further explanation of my methods. Perhaps you will now
understand why | must keep them secret. We may meet again
one day, if Allah wills. Good-bye."

He flashes his teeth in a smile as he bows. The interview is
a an end.

§

Night in Bombay. | go to bed late, but not to sleep. The
heavy air suffocates me; it seems to contain no oxygen; and



44 A SEARCH IN SECRET INDIA

its heat is intolerable. The whirring blades of an electric fan
which hangs from the ceiling bring little relief, certainly not
aufficient to induce my weary eyes to close. | find that the
simple act of breathing is a distinct labour. The air is hot
enough to hurt my inexperienced lungs with every dilation.
My wretched body becomes flaccid and drips a continuous
stream of perspiration which my pyjamas soak up. Worse, my
oppressed brain finds no rest. The devil of insomnia enters
my life this night and is destined to haunt me until the day when
my shoes tread Indian soil for the last time. | have begun to
pay the inevitable price of acclimatization to the tropical world.

A mosquito net hangs around my bed like a white shroud.
Through a tall window which opens on the veranda balcony
the moonlight comes streaming and casts eerie shadows on the
pale ceiling.

Musing over the morning's talk with Mahmoud Bey and the
astounding phenomena of the previous day, | seek for some
explanation other than that he has given me, but can find none.
If those thirty or more mysterious servitors of his redly exist,
then one is back in the medieval period when - assuming legend
does not always lie - magicians flourished in every city of Europe,
though often hindered in their dark work by Church and State.

The more | seek for an explanation, the more | retreat
baffled.

Why had Mahmoud Bey instructed me to hold the pencil
simultaneously with the piece of paper? Did his aleged spirits
draw some constituent atoms from the lead to enable them to
write the answers?

| cast about in memory for instances of similar feats. Does
not the famous Venetian voyager, Marco Polo, relate somewhere
in his book of travel how he came across certain magicians in
China, Tartary and Tibet and how they were able to perform
pencil writing without contact? And did not those wizards
inform him that this weird art was known and practised among
their people since centuries before?

I remember, too, that Helena Petrovna Blavatsky, the enig-
matic Russian lady who founded the Theosophical Society,
produced somewhat parallel phenomena fifty years ago.
Certain favoured members of her society received somewhat
lengthy messages through her agency. They propounded
philosophical questions and the replies were scrawled -
precipitated, she caled it - upon the actual letter paper bearing
the questions! It is curious that Mme Blavatsky claimed
intimate acquaintance with both Tartary and Tibet, the very
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lands where Marco Polo met with the same phenomena. Yet
Mme Blavatsky did not clam to control any mysterious
spirits, as Mahmoud Bey had done. Her assertion was that the
mysterious writings emanated from her Tibetan masters, who
lived in the flesh and lurked unseen as the inspirers of her
society.  Apparently they were better hands at the feat than
the Egyptian, for they produced such writings hundreds of
miles away from Tibet. There had been much dispute at the
time whether the Russan lady's phenomena were redly
genuine, and whether her Tibetan teachers redlly existed.
But that is not my concern, for that brilliant woman has long
since gone to the other world in which she seemed so much at
home while yet here. | know my own experience and what
| have witnessed with my own eyes. | must accept the genuine-
ness of the performance, even if | reserve its explanation.

Yes, Mahmoud Bey is amagician, atwentieth-century wizard.
My discovery of him so soon after landing on Indian earth
seems to be a herald, apt and prophetic, of even stranger
discoveries yet. Metaphoricaly, | have cut the first notch in
my gtick of Indian experience. Actualy, | have put down the
firg note on the virgin white sheets of my note-book.



CHAPTER IV
I MEET A MESSAH

"I AM pleased to see you" is the somewhat conventional
greeting with which | am received by Meher Baba. He
is destined, had | but known it, to flash like a meteorite

across the Western sky and to rouse the curiosity of millions of
people in Europe and America. Moreover, like a meteorite, he
will fdl inglorioudly to earth. | am the first Western journalist
to interview him, for | track him down to his Indian abode
when he is ailmost unknown to more than local fame.

| have become acquainted with one of his chief disciples,
and, after some correspondence, wonder what manner of man
has joined the ranks of self-appointed deliverers of mankind.
Two Parsee disciples come to Bombay to escort me. Before we
leave the city, they inform me that it is necessary to make a
present of choice flowers and fruits to their master. So we
proceed to the bazaar and they collect a large hamper of these
commodities on my behalf.

Our train arrives at Ahmednagar next morning, after travel-
ling through the night. 1 remember it as the historical place
where the cruel Emperor Aurungzeeb, Preserver of the Faith
and Ornament of the Moghul Throne, stroked his heavy beard
for the last time, for Death caught him here in his tent.

A rackety old war-time Ford car, which does duty for the
transport needs of Meher Baba's retreat, waits for us at the
station. The seven-mile run which follows takes us through
flat country. An avenue of neem trees lines part of the road.
We pass a village whose huddled brown roofs rise against the
elaborate little spire of the locd temple. Then | sight a stream,
whose banks are lined with pink and yelow flowers, and in
whose muddy water buffaloes are blissfully resting.

We arrive at Meher Baba's curious colony, which is spread
out in scattered erections. Three odd-looking stone structures,
which | learn later are the remnants of a dismantled army camp
site, stand in a field. Three plain wooden bungalows stand in

46



I MEET A MESSIAH 47

an adjacent one. A quarter of amile away isalittle village whose
name is given as Arangaon. The whole place presents a bare
appearance and seems haf deserted. My Parsee escorts are at
pains to inform me that this is only the country headquarters of
their master, and that his principal centre is near the town of
Nasik, where the mgjority of his intimate disciples reside and
where visitors are usualy received.

A few men emerge from one of the bungalows as we pass.
They lounge on the veranda, smile, gesticulate, and seem
pleased at the arrival of a European in their midst. We cross
afield and reach a queer-looking structure, which is nothing
less than an artificia cave. It is built of stones and rubble
cemented together and is about eight feet deep. It faces due
south and receives the bright morning sunlight full into its
interior. | look around and see the rolling expanse of fields,
the ring of hills which bounds the horizon on the east, and the
tree-shaded village down in a hollow. This Parsee holy man
is doubtless a great lover of Nature, for he has set his retreat
in a scene of doof, untroubled peace. | am, indeed, glad to
find such a quiet backwater after the whirl of Bombay life.

Two men stand on guard like sentries outside the cave's
entrance. They move at our approach and go inside to consult
their master. " Put out your cigarette,” whispers one of my
escorts, "Baba does not like smoking." | throw the offending
cigarette away. A minute later | an: conducted into the august
presence of the so-called "new messiah."

He squats at the far end of the cave, the entire floor of which
is covered with a beautifully patterned Persian rug. He proves
to be somewhat different from the person | have imagined. His
eyes do not penetrate me, his facid expression lacks strength,
and athough | am aware of something ascetic, unworldly and
gentle in his atmosphere, | wonder why | fed no responsive
thrill, such as one may reasonably expect to fed in the presence
of one who proposes to win the alegiance of millions of
people.

He is clothed in a long, spotless white robe, which looks
ludicroudy like an old-fashioned English nightshirt! His
amiable and kindly face is framed in chestnut-coloured hair,
which fdlsin long curly waves to his neck. | am struck by the
oft, slky texture of the hair, which is remarkably like the hair
of awoman. His nose rises into arched prominence and then
descends into aquiline depth. The eyes are dark, medium
szed and clear, but | find them unimpressive. A heavy brown
moustache stretches across his upper lip. The light-tinted
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olive skin betrays his Persian origin, for his father hails from
the land of the Shahs. Withal he is young, apparently some-
where in the thirties. A find feature which remains in memory
is his forehead. It is so low as to appear less than average
height, and it is so receding as to make me wonder. Do brain
areas carry qualitative significance? Does a man's forehead
indicate his powers of thought? But possibly a messiah is
above such physical limitations!

"I am pleased to see you," he remarks, but not, mind you,
in the usual manner of human speech. For he holds a small
alphabet board upon his lap and points rapidly with his index
finger to one letter after another. As the words are spelt out
in this dumb pantomime manner, his secretary interprets them
aloud for my benefit.

Since the tenth of July, 1925, the holy man has not
uttered a single word. His younger brother tells me that
when the new messiah breaks into speech, his message will
startle the world! Meanwhile, he adopts a pose of strict
silence.

Still fingering the board, Meher Baba makes some kindly
inquiries into my personal well-being, asks questions about my
life, and expresses his gratification at my interest in India
He possesses an excellent knowledge of English, so there is no
necessity to translate my speech. He postpones till the late
afternoon the lengthy interview which | request. "Food and
rest are your immediate needs,” he says, or rather,
communicates.

| adjourn to one of the stone structures. It possesses a
bare gloomy interior, but contains an old bedstead without
bedding, a ramshackle table and a chair which might have
rendered good service during the Indian Mutiny. Here | am
to make my home for nearly a week. | peer through the
glasdess window and am rewarded by a view of sparse,
untilled fields stretching away into scrub bush dotted with
cactus.

Four hours creep lethargically around my watch. Once
again | sit upon the Persian rug, face to face with Meher Baba,
whose colossal claim that he is destined to give spiritual light
and practical leading to the whole of mankind, | have yet to
investigate.

He puts this claim into the first sentence which he flicks out
on the alphabet board.

"l shall change the history of the whole world 1"

My note-taking disturbs him, however.
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"Can you not make your notes after you leave me?"

| agree, and henceforth inscribe his words upon the pages
of memory.

"As Jesus came to impart spirituality to a materialistic age,
so have | come to impart a spiritual push to present-day
mankind. There is dways a fixed time for such divine work-
ings, and when the hour is ripe | shall revea my true nature
to the entire world. The great teachers of religion - Jesus,
Buddha, Muhammed and Zoroaster - do not differ in their
essential doctrines.  All these prophets came from God. The
chief commandments run through al their teachings like a
golden thread. These divine ones came out into public
when their help was most needed, when spirituality was at
its lowest ebb and materialism was apparently everywhere
victorious. Such a time we are fast approaching at present.
The whole world is now enmeshed in sensual desires, in racid
sdfishness and money worship. God is forssken. True
religion is abused; man seeks life and the priests usualy give
him a stone. God, therefore, must send his true prophet
among men once again to establish true worship and to awaken
people out of their materialistic stupor. | but follow in the
line of those earlier prophets; this is my mission. God has
given me a mandate."

| listen quietly while the secretary voices these amazing
assertions. | keep my mind open, uncritical, and offer no
mental resistance. This is not to say that | accept them,
however, but that | am aware one must know how to listen
among these Orientals. Otherwise a Westerner will get little
for his pains, even where there might be something worthy of
acceptance. Truth can stand a ruthless investigation, but the
methods of the Occident must be modified to suit the mental
atmosphere of the Orient.

Meher Baba smiles genidly at me, and then proceeds:

"The prophets lay down certain rules and regulations to
help the masses lead better lives and to incline them towards
God. Gradually these rules become the tenets of an organized
religion, but the idealistic spirit and motive force which prevail
during the founder's lifetime, disappear gradualy after his
death. That is why organizations cannot bring spiritual truth
nearer and why true religion is aways a persona concern.
Religious organizations become like archaeologica departments
trying to resuscitate the past. Therefore | shal not attempt
to establish any new religion, cult or organization. But | shall
rejuvenate the religious thought of al peoples, instil a higher



50 A SEARCH IN SECRET INDIA

understanding of life into them. Dogmas invented centuries
after the founder's death, frequently differ startlingly, but the
fundamentals of al religions are really the same, because dl
issue from the same source - God. Therefore, when | appear
publicly I shall run down no existing religion, but then | shall
not uphold any specia one. | want to turn men's minds away
from sectarian differences, so that they will agree on essential
truths. Remember though, that every prophet considers the
times, the circumstances and the prevailing mentality of
the people before his public manifestation. He therefore
preaches doctrines best understood and best suited to such
conditions."

Meher Baba pauses for awhile to let these exalted ideas soak
into my head, and then his words take a new turn.

"Have you not noticed how dl the nations have been
brought into quick communication with each other during this
modern epoch? Do you not see how railways, steamships,
telephones, cables, wireless and newspapers have caused the
whole world to become a closaly-woven unit? An important
event which happens in one country is made known within a
day to the people of a country ten thousand miles awvay. There-
fore a man who wishes to deliver an important message can
find almost the whole of mankind as a ready audience. For al
that there is a sound reason. The time is soon coming to
give mankind a universal spiritual belief which shall serve
al races of people and al countries. In other words, the
way is being prepared to enable me to deliver a world-wide
message!"

This breath-taking announcement indicates sufficiently that
Meher Baba possesses an unlimited faith in his own future, and
indeed, his whole manner confirms it. In his own estimation,
his stock will one day stand at infinitely more than par!

"But when shal you tell the world about your mission?"
| ask.

"I shal break my silence and deliver my message only
when there is chaos and confusion everywhere, for then | shall
be most needed; when the world is rocking in upheavals -
earthquakes, floods and volcanic eruptions; when both East
and West are aflame with war. Truly the whole world must
suffer, for the whole world must be redeemed."

"Do you know the date of this war?"

"Yes. It is not far off. But | do not wish to revea the
date."*

! See dso Chapter XIV.
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"That is a terrible prophecy!" | exclaim.

Meher Baba spreads out his thin tapering fingers
apologeticaly.

"It is. The war will be terrible in its nature because
scientific ingenuity will make it more intense than the last
war. However, it will last only a short time - a few months -
and at its worst | shal make mysdf publicly known and
declare my mission to the entire world. By my materia
efforts and spiritual powers, | shal speedily bring the conflict
to an abrupt end, thus restoring peace to dl the nations. Yet
great natural changes must take place on this planet simul-
taneously. Life and property in different parts of the globe
will suffer. If | play the role of a messiah it will be because
world conditions require it. Be assured that | shall not leave
my spiritual work undone."

His secretary, a short dusky-faced man who wears the round
black cap of the Mahratta people, looks a me impressively
after he finishes speaking the last word. The expression on his
face seems to say: "There! how do you like that! You see
what important things we know here!"

His master's fingers begin to move over the board once more,
and he hastens to tell me their new import.

"After the war will come along era of unique peace, atime
of world tranquillity. Disarmament will then no longer be a
matter of mere talk, but an actual fact. Racia and communal
grife will cease; sectarian hatred between religious organi-
zations will come to an end. | shall travel widely throughout
the world and the nations will be eager to see me. My spiritual
message will reach every land, every town, every village even.
Universal brotherhood; peace among men; sympathy for
the poor and downtrodden; love of God - | shall promote
these things."

"What of India - your own country?"

"In India | shall not rest till the pernicious caste system is
uprooted and destroyed. India became depressed in the scale
of nations with the establishment of caste. When the out-
castes and lower castes are elevated, India will find hersalf to
be one of the influential countries of the world."

"And what of her future?"

"Despite its faults, India is still the most spiritual country
in the world. The future will find it the moral leader of all the
nations. All the great founders of religions were born in the
Eadt, and it isto the East that the peoples must continue to look
for spiritua light."
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| try to visualize the great Western nations sitting at the feet
of the meek little brown men, but fail. Perhaps the white-robed
figure squatting in front of me grasps my difficulty, for he adds:

"The so-called subjection of India is not real subjection.
It is of the body, and therefore temporary. The soul of the
country is deathless and great, even if outwardly the nation
has lost its power."

This subtle explanation somewhat eludes my understanding.
| return to our earlier theme.

"We in the West have heard most of the things in your
message from other sources. You have nothing new to tell
us, then?"

"My words can only echo the old spiritual truths, butitis
my mystic power that will bring a new element into the world's
life."

Upon this point | seek to rest my brain. For awhile there is
silence; | ask no more questions. | turn my head and gaze
out of the cave. Far across the quiet fields, a line of hills rises
in the distance. In the sky, a pitiless sun scorches man, beast
and earth alike. The minutes pass. In this secluded cave, in
this unending heat, surrounded by absorbent minds, it is easy
to weave grandiose schemes of world reformation, to possess
onesdlf of extravagant religious ideas. But out in the world of
reality, amid the hard life of materiaistic cities, these things
would soon dissipate like mists before the dawning sun.

"Europe is hard, sceptical,” | remark, turning and looking
at the new messiah. "How are you going to convince us that
you speak with real divine authority? How can you convert
unfamiliar peoples to your brand of spiritual belief? The
average Westerner will tell you that it is impossible, and very
likely he will laugh at you for your pains.”

"Ah, you do not realize how changed the times will be."

Meher Baba strokes his pale slender hands. And then he
adds some astounding claims, which sound fantastic to Western
ears, yet his manner is quite matter-of-fact.

"Once | publicly announce myself as a messiah, nothing
will be able to withstand my power. | shall openly work
miracles in proof of my mission at the same time. Restoring
sight to the blind, healing the sick, maimed and crippled, yes,
even raising the dead - these things will be child's play to me!
I shall work these miracles because through them people will
everywhere be forced to believe in me, and then believe in my
message. These wonders will not be done to satidfy idle
curiosity, but to convince the sceptically minded.”
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| hold my breath. The interview has reached the boundary
of common sense. My mind begins to falter. We are entering
the region of Oriental fantasy.

"M ake no mistake, however," continues the Parsee messiah.
"I tell my disciples that these miracles are to be done only for
the masses, not for them. | should not care to perform a single
wonder, but | know that this will turn the minds of common
people to my words. If | shall astonish the peoples of the world
with these feats, it will be only because | wish to spiritualize
them."

"Baba has dready done marvellous things," breaks in the
secretary.

| am instantly aert.

"Such as——?" | demand quickly.

The master smiles self-deprecatingly.

"Tell him another time, Vishnu," he communicates." |
can perform any miracle when necessary. It is easy to one who
has reached my divine state."

I make a mental note to buttonhole the secretary on the
morrow and get some details of these reputed marvels. They
will form an interesting part of my investigation. | come as a
circumspect inquirer and every kind of fact will make grist for
my mill.

Thereis another interlude of silence. | request the holy man
to give me certain information about his career.

"Tell him that also, Vishnu,” he answers, directing me
again to his secretary. "You will have plenty of opportunity
to tak to my disciples, since you are staying here for a little
while. They can tell you about the past.”

The talk drifts into the domain of general matters. Soon
after, our meeting disperses. The first thing | do on getting
back to my quarters is to light a cigarette, thus atoning for the
one forbidden me, and then watch its fragrant smoke rise
erratically upward.

§

| witness a curious spectacle in the early evening. The stars
have just begun to twinkle faintly, the day is not quite dead, and
in this queer haf light a few oil lanterns glow palely. Meher
dts inside his cave while a motley crowd, composed of dis-
ciples, visitors and people from the nearby village of Arangaon,
gather in horseshoe fashion around the entrance.

A ceremony which is repeated every evening wherever
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Meher may be at the time is about to take place. A devotee
holds aoft a shallow metal bowl which serves as alamp, its wick
being dipped in oil which is strongly perfumed with sandal-
wood. He waves it seven times around the saintly head of his
master. The assembled audience thereupon break into a
vigorous chorus of chants and prayers. Through the in-
tonations of their Mahratti dialect, | catch the name of Baba
severd times. It is obvious that the chants are hyperboles of
adulation for their master. Everyone looks at him with
adoring eyes. Meher's younger brother sits at a small portable
harmonium, and makes a wailing kind of music to accompany
the singers.

During the course of the ceremony, each devotee files up to
the cave in turn, prostrates himself before Meher and kisses
his uncovered feet. Some are so overwrought with pious
emotion that they prolong the act of osculation to a full minute!
I am told that this act is deemed extremely beneficia spirit-
ually, since it brings Meher's blessing upon the devotee and
automatically washes away some of hissins.

| walk back to my quarters, wondering what the next day will
bring forth. Somewhere across the fields and out in thejungle
ajackal bays and breaks the night's silence.

The next day | gather the secretary and some of the English-
speaking disciples outside one of their wooden bungalows. We
sitinahdf circle. Those who do not understand English stand
a little distance away and watch us with smiling faces and
interested eyes. | proceed to extract from al these collective
minds and memories such facts about their amazing master's
career as| do not aready know.

His personal name is Meher, but he calls himsalf Sadguru
Meher Baba. Sadguru means "perfect master," while Baba
is simply aterm of affection in common use among some of the
Indian peoples, and it is by this name alone that his disciples
usually address him.

Meher Baba's father is a Persian' who is an adherent of the
Zoroastrian creed, and who emigrated to India as a poor youth.
Meher was his first son and was born in 1894 at Poona City.
The boy was put to school at five, proved good at his studies,
and passed the matriculation examination at seventeen. He then
entered Deccan College in Poona and received a good modern
education for two years.

Now began the tortuous and incomprehensible phase of his
career. He was cycling back from school one evening and was

! Hence the appellation Parsee.
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about to pass the dwelling-place of awell-known Muhammedan
woman faqueer. Her name was Hazrat Babgjan, and she was
reputed to be over a century old. She was reclining on a long
couch which stood upon a railed veranda outside her humble
wooden one-roomed house. When the cycle drew abreast of
her, the old woman rose and beckoned to the boy. He dis-
mounted and approached her. She clasped his hands and
embraced him and then kissed his forehead.

What happened afterwards is not very clear. | gathered that
the youth reached his home in a dazed mental state, and that
during the following eight months his mental faculties pro-
gressvely weakened until he became unable to study properly.
In the end he had to bid afina farewell to his college, because
he could no longer follow his lessons.

Thereafter young Meher fel into a semi-idiotic condition
and was hardly able to look after himself. His eyes became dull
and lifeless, and he lacked the intelligence to perform the most
elementary duties of ahuman being, such astaking food, washing
onesdf, attending to the calls of nature, and so on. When his
father said, "Eat!" he took his food in a mechanical manner;
otherwise he did not understand why the food was put before
him. In short he became a human automaton.

A young man of twenty, whose parents have to care for him
like a child of three, seems a case of menta regression, and the
distracted father concluded that he had overworked his mind
while cramming for an examination. Meher was taken to
various doctors, who diagnosed mental breakdown and gave
him injections. In nine months' time improvement in his
lamentable condition set in and gradually increased, until he
was able to understand his environment intelligently and to act
more normally.

After his recovery it was discovered that his character had
changed. His scholastic ambitions were gone, his ambitions for
aworldly career had disappeared, while his interest in games
and sports had collapsed. All these things were replaced by a
deep thirst for the religious life and by a continuous aspiration
to spiritualize himself.

Because he believed that these changes took their root in the
kiss which the Mudammedan woman faqueer had bestowed on
him, Meher approached the old lady for advice about his
future. She directed him to find a spiritual teacher. He
inquired where this boon was to be obtained. She waved her
hand vagudly into space for reply.

He visted severa holy men of repute in the locality. Then
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he went farther &field to the villages within a hundred miles of
his native Poona. One day he walked into a little stone-built
temple near Sakori. It was apoor humble shrine but it was the
abode of avery holy man, or so the villagers said. And so, when
Meher came face to face with Upasani Mahargj, he fet that he
had found his master.

The young aspirant for holiness made periodic excursions
from home to Sakori. He usually spent a few days at a time
with histeacher, but once he remained for four months. Meher
asserts that during this period he was being perfected, made
ready for his mission. One evening he collected thirty of his old
schoolmates and boyhood friends, gave them mysterious hints
of an important meeting, and brought them to the little temple
in Sakori. The doors were locked and Upasani Mahargj, the
stern-looking holy man who lived there, rose and addressed the
gathering. He spoke to them about religion, told them to seek
virtue, informed them that he had made Meher the spiritual
inheritor of his own mystic powers and knowledge, and finally
announced to the surprised young men that Meher had
attained divine perfection! He strongly advised them to
become followers of their Parsee friend, for then they would
receive great spiritual benefit, both in this life and in that to
come.

Some of his listeners took his advice and others remained
sceptical. About ayear later, when Meher had reached the age
of twenty-seven, the young Parsee announced to his small
flock that he had become conscious of a divine mission which
he was to carry out, and that God had given him a work of
colossal importance to mankind. He did not straightway reveal
the precise nature of that mission, but within a few years he let
the secret emerge. He was destined to become a messiah!

In 1924 Meher left Indiafor the first time. He embarked on
ajourney to Persia with a company of half a dozen disciples,
telling them that he would tour the country of his ancestors.
When the ship touched port at Bushire, he suddenly changed
his mind and Ieft the place by the next homeward boat. Three
months later rebel forces captured Teheran, the Persian capita
and deposed the old regime. A new Shah came to the throne.

Meher Baba then turned to his followers and said:

"Now you see the result of my mystic workings during my
visit to Persial"

His disciplestold me that Persia was a happier land under the
new ruler, and that Muhammedans, Zoroastrians, Jews and
Christians were living amicably together, whereas there had
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been constant strife and cruel outrages among them under the
old regime.

Some years after this mysterious excursion, Meher Baba
began a curious educational institution. At his suggestion a
disciple purchased the colony's present site near the village of
Arangaon. Several rough bungalows were constructed, to-
gether with many thatch-and-pole huts. A free boarding school
was then declared open, the teachers being recruited from the
Parsee's educated disciples and the pupils from the families of
devotees or their friends. No fees were charged for tuition,
while even board and lodging were free. In addition to the
usual secular subjects, there was specia instruction in un-
denominationa religion by Meher himself.

On such attractive terms it was an easy matter to collect
nearly one hundred boys. A dozen of them arrived from dis-
tant Persia.  The boys were taught the moral ideals which are
more or less common to most religions, and the life stories of
the great prophets were unfolded to them. The class on
religion gradually became the central feature of the curriculum
and Meher Baba led the older boys into a devotional mysticism
which appears to have been of a somewhat watery nature.
They were taught to regard him as a sacred personage, even to
worship him. A few boys began to manifest signs of religious
hysteria in the sequence. Strange scenes occurred among
them every few days.

A noticeable feature of this unusual school was that the pupils
belonged to varying castes, races and creeds. Hindus
Muhammedans, Indian Christians and Zoroastrians mingled
freely, but Meher Baba wanted a still wider enrolment. He sent
his chief disciple on a mission to England to find a few white
pupils. The emissary, however, encountered much difficulty
because the white parents were unwilling to entrust their
children to a stranger, who wanted to haul the latter of to a
school in distant Asa  Moreover, the idea of a school com-
bining al religions did not mean much to them. There are
plenty of schools in England where pupils of different creeds
foregather in a natural spontaneous manner without the fuss
that is made of it in a creed-ridden country like India.

One day the emissary from India met an Englishman who
straightaway became converted to acceptance of the Parsee
messiah after a conversation or two. The man was possessed
of an enthusiastic temperament and having rapidly travelled
through al the cults which honeycomb London, he was ready
for what seemed to be the loftier message of Meher Baba. So
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he assisted in the quest for white pupils and found three
children, whose poverty-stricken parents were willing to esse
their own burdens at the price of parting with them. At this
stage the India Office bestirred itself into activity, investigated
the matter, shook its officid head and put a ban on the project.
The children did not sail. The representative of the Parsee
messiah returned to India, accompanied by the Englishman
and the latter's wife and sister-in-law. Five or six months
after their arrival, Meher Baba sent them back to England at
the expense of his chief disciple.

| learnt from Meher that his object in founding this school
was twofold. First, he wanted to break down the racia and
religious barriers among the pupils; secondly, he sought to
train a selected number of them as future ambassadors for his
spiritual cause. When the years had sufficiently ripened them
and the time came for public announcement of his own mission,
he would send them out to all the five continents to act as
apostles and helpers in his destined work of spiritualising
mankind.

Another activity developed into being alongside the school.
A primitive hospital was opened and ardent disciples were sent
out to collect the blind, the ailing and the crippled from the
locality. The latter were given free medical treatment, food
and accommodation, while the Parsee holy man provided them
with spiritual consolation. Five lepers were cured by his mere
touch, says an enthusiastic devotee. Alas, | am atrifle sceptical,
for no one knows who they are, where they are or how to find
them now. 'Tis a piece of Oriental exaggeration, | fear.
Surely one of the lepers would have attached himself to Meher
Baba's train of disciples in sheer gratitude. Surely the news
would have spread like a prairie fire across leprosy-ridden
India, and al the stricken souls of the country would have
eagerly flocked to the hospital near Arangaon.

There grew up a large camp-following of devotees, visitors
and hangers-on from nearby villages. The population of this
unusual colony reached into hundreds; intense religious
fervour pervaded the whole place; and Meher Baba was, of
course, the centre of the whole picture.

Eighteen months after the colony was founded, it was
suddenly closed down and all these activities were abandoned.
The boys were sent back to their parents and the patients to
their homes. Meher Baba vouchsafed no reason for this move
on his part. | learnt that sudden inexplicable impulses of this
kind were a regular feature of his conduct.
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In the spring of 1929 he sent out hisfirst missionary disciple,
aman named Sadhu Leik, who was bidden to go on tour round
India. The latter was told as a parting injunction:

"You have the advantage of a messiah to work for. Be
cosmopolitan and do not run down any religion. Be sure
that | will know all about you. Do not be disheartened
by the remarks of others. | will lead you, and follow none
but me."

From the information which | picked up it was obvious that
the poor felow was physically unfitted for a wandering life.
He was able to create a small following in Madras, but soon
sickened on the way and then returned to die.

Such is a rapid outline of the Parsee holy man's career.

§

| have had several fugitive talks of a chatty nature with
Meher Baba, but | want to hear something more definite about
his self-appointed mission to the world. So | seek and obtain
my fina interview with him.

He wears a s0ft blue scarf to-day and the alphabet board
rests upon his knees in readiness for our conversation. The
disciples present form an admiring audience and provide the
requisite background. Everyone smiles at everyone else until
| shoot a sudden question through the silence.

"How do you know that you are a messiah?"

The disciples look aghast at my temerity. The master
moves his bushy eyebrows. But he is not disconcerted, for he
smiles at the enquiring Westerner and quickly answers:

"I know! | know it so well. You know that you are a
human being, and so | know that | am a messiah! It is my
whole life. My bliss never stops. You never mistake yourself
for some other person; so | cannot mistake who | am. | have
adivine work to do and | will doit."

"What really happened when the Muhammedan woman
faqueer kissed you. Can you remember?"

"Yes. Until then | was asworldly as other youths. Hazrat
Babgan unlocked the door for me. Her kiss was the turning
point. | felt as though the universe was receding into space;
and | was left entirely alone. Yes - | was alone with God. For
months | could not sleep. And yet | grew no weaker but
remained as strong as before. My father did not understand,
he thought | was going mad. He called in one doctor and then
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another. They gave me medicines and tried injections, but
they were all wrong. | was with God and there was nothing
to cure. Only, | had lost hold of normal existence and it took
me along timeto get back. Do you understand?"

"Quite. Now that you have got back, when will you let the
public know?"

"My manifestation will happen in the near future, but I
cannot give you the exact date.”

"And then - ?"

"My task on this earth will last for thirty-three years.
Afterwards | shall undergo atragic death. My own people, the
Parsees, will be responsible for my violent end. But others will
continue my work."

"Your disciples, | presume?"

"My circle of twelve selected disciples, of whom one will
become a master at the appointed time. It is for their sake
that | fast often and observe silence, for this wipes their sins
away and will enable them to become perfect spiritualy.
They have al been with me in past births, and | am bound to
help them. There will dso be an outer circle with forty-four
members. They will be men and women of lower spiritual
grade; their duty will be to assist the twelve chief disciples,
after the latter have attained perfection.”

"There are other claimants to messiahship?"

Meher laughs in deprecation of those absurd persons.

"Yes. There is Krishnamurti - Mrs. Besant's protege.
The Theosophists deceive themselves. Their chief wire-pullers
are supposed to be somewhere on the Himalayas in Tibet.
You will find nothing but dust and stones in their supposed
abodes. Besides, no real spiritual teacher ever required
someone else's body to be prepared and trained for his use.
That is ridiculous."

Other strange statements emerge from this final conversa-
tion; a curious jumble of assertions, which come through
dim fingers flickering from letter to letter. ... " America
has a great future; she will become a spiritually-minded
nation. ... | am aware of everyone who puts his faith in
me, and he is adways helped. . . . Do not try to read my
actions, you will never fathom them. . . . Once | visit a
place and stay there, however short a time, its spiritual atmo-
sphere becomes greatly elevated. . . . The general spiritual
push that | shal give the world will soon put right al material
problems - economic, political, sexual, sociological - for salfish-
ness will be destroyed and brotherhood will replace it. . . .
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Shivgi, the chieftain who built up the Mahratta empire in
the seventeenth century, is dso here (he points to himself;
the meaning is that Meher is a reincarnation of Shivaji). . . .
Some of the planets are inhabited; they resemble this globe
in culture and material advancement, but spiritually our earth
is most advanced. ..."

One observes that Meher suffers from no modesty when
discussing his clams. | am a little startled, however, when he
communicates a command to me at the finish of the interview.

"Go to the West as my representative!l Spread my name
as that of the coming divine messenger. Work for me and my
influence, and you will then be working for the good of
mankind."

"The world will probably scout me as a madman,” | reply
uneadily, for such a task staggers my imagination.

Meher disagrees.

| answer that nothing short of working a series of miracles
will convince the West that anyone is a spiritual superman,
let done a messiah, and that since | cannot perform miracles
| cannot undertake the job of being his herald.

"Then you shal peform them!" is his comforting
assurance.

| remain silent. Meher misconstrues my silence.

"Stay with me and | shall confer great powers on you," he
urges. "You are very fortunate. | will help you to obtain
advanced powers, so that you will render service in the West."

§

It is unnecessary to describe the remainder of this incredible
interview. Some men are born great, some achieve greatness,
and others appoint a press agent. Meher seems to favour the
latter course.

Next day | prepare to leave. | have imbibed sufficient
pious wisdom and prophetic forebodings to suffice me for the
time. | have not wandered to distant parts of the world
merdy to hear religious assertions or declarations of grandeur.
| want facts, even if they are to be facts of a strange, uncommon
kind. And | want reliable evidence; better till, something
persond, something to which | can testify for my own
satisfaction.

My kit is packed, | am about to leave. | go to Meher and
bid him a polite farewell. He informs me that within a few
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months he will be in residence a his central headquarters,
which are situated near the town of Nasik. He suggests that
| should visit him there and stay for a month.

"Do this. Come when you can. | will give you wonderful
spiritual experiences and enable you to know the rea truth
about me. You will be shown my inner spiritual powers.
After that, you will have no more doubts. You will be able to
prove by your own persona experiences what | claim. Then
you can go to the West and win many people for me."

| decide to return at my leisure and spend a month with
him. Despite the theatrical character of the Parsee holy man
and the fantastic nature of his mission, | decide to investigate
the whole thing with an open mind.

§

A brief return to the stir of city life in Bombay, and then |
entrain for Poona. My wanderings around this ancient land
are about to begin.

The old Muhammedan holy woman, whose sudden inter-
vention started Meher Baba off on his queer tangent, engages
my interest. | deem a short visit to her will not come amiss.
| have aready made a few preliminary enquiries about her in
Bombay, where | learn from former Judge Khandalawalla,
who has known her for fifty years, that her age is redly about
ninety-five. | remember that Meher's followers informed me
that it is one hundred and thirty, but | generoudly ascribe this
exaggeration to the heat of their enthusiasm.

The Judge briefly tells me her story. She is a native of
Baluchistan, that vague territory situate between Afghanistan
and India, and she ran away from home quite early. After
long and adventurous wanderings afoot, she arrived at Poona
about the beginning of this century and has never moved
from the city since. At first, she made her home under a
neem tree, where she insisted on remaining in al seasons. Her
reputation for sanctity and strange powers spread throughout
the Muhammedan people in the vicinity, until even the
Hindus came to treat her with due reverence. Some Muham-
medans eventually built a wooden shelter under the tree for
her, since she refused to live in a proper house. This gives her
the semblance of a home and provides some protection against
the inclemencies of the monsoon season.

| ask the Judge for his personal opinion. He replies that he
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does not doubt but that Hazrat Babgan is a genuine fagqueer
The Judge happens to be a Parsee, so | make some judicious
enquiries about Meher Baba, who is well known to him.
What | learn is unlikely to make me more favourable to the
Parsee messiah. | ask him finally about Upasani Maharaj,
who is now the inspirer of Meher. My informant, a shrewd,
discerning old man of vast experience in these and worldly
matters, enters into a lengthy account of his own unfortunate
contact with him. | give two instances:

"Upasani has made ghastly mistakes. He once induced me
to go to Benares, where he was staying at the time. After a
while, |1 got a premonition of death and wanted to return to
Poona, where my family was living. Upasani prevented me
from going by repeatedly prophesying that everything would
be al right. Nevertheless, two days later | received atelegram
saying that my son's wife had given birth to a child, and that
it died within a few minutes. In the other case, Upasani told
my son-in-law, who was thinking of going on the Bombay
Stock Exchange, that such a move would prove extremely
fortunate for him. Acting on this advice, he embarked on the
Exchange and was almost ruined!"

Judge Khandalawalla impresses me with the independence
of his outlook. He debunks Upasani Maharaj, whom Meher
Baba has described to me as "one of the greatest spiritual
personalities of this age," yet he does not hesitate to admit that
Meher himself is honest and redlly believes in his spiritual
attainment, although this attainment remains unproven.

| reach Poona, put up at a hotel in the cantonment, and then
drive straight to the abode of Hazrat Babgjan. A guide, who
knows her personally and who will eke out my little Hindustani
as an interpreter, accompanies me.

We find her in a narrow street, whose lighting is a quaint
mixture of gaudy little oil lamps and electric globes. She lies,
in full view of passers-by, upon alow divan. A fenced veranda
rail separates it from the street. Above the wooden shelter
rises the shapely outline of a neem tree, whose white blossoms
make the air dightly fragrant.

"You must take off your shoes," my guide warns me. " It
is consdered disrespectful to wear them when you enter."
| obey him and a minute later we stand by her bedside.

She lies flat on her back, this ancient dame. Her head is
propped by pillows. The lustrous whiteness of her silky hair
offers a sad contrast to the heavily wrinkled face and seamed
brow.
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Out of my dlender store of newly-learnt Hindustani |
address a phrase of self-introduction to the old lady. She
turns her aged head, stretches out a skinny, bony forearm,
and then takes one of my hands in her own. She holds it
tightly, staring up at me with unworldly eyes.

Those eyes puzzle me. They seem to be quite uncompre-
hending, entirely vacant. She silently grips my hand for three
or four minutes and continues to look blankly into my own
eyes. | receive the feding that her gaze penetrates me. It is
aweird sensation. | do not know what to do. . . .

At last she withdraws her hand and brushes her forehead
several times. Then she turns to my guide and says something
to him, but it is in the vernacular and | cannot grasp its
meaning.

He whispers the translation:

" He has been called to India and soon he will understand."

A pause, and then she croaks forth another sentence, but its
meaning were better kept in my memory than in print.

Her voice is extremely feeble; her words emerge dowly
and with much difficulty. Is it possible that this aged and
decrepit fleshly frame, this haggard and huddled figure,
contains the soul of a genuine faqueer with wondrous powers?
Who can say? It is not dways easy to read the pages of the
soul by the letters of the body.

But the woman is nearing her century. | have been warned
that continued conversation with her is not permissible, owing
to her enfeebled condition. | prepare to withdraw quietly,
strongly impressed by one thought. | think that the vacancy
of her eyes is a signa that she is near the gate of death. The
mind is parting from the worn-out body, but drags itself back
now and again to pay a feeble attention to this world through
strange eyes.’

In the hotel, I sum up my feelings. That some deep
psychologica attainment really resides in the depths of her
being, | am certain. Respect rises unbidden within me. |
find that the contact has diverted my normal thought currents
and raised up an inexplicable sense of that element of mystery
which surrounds our earthly lives, despite al the discoveries
and speculations of the scientists. | see with unexpected
clarity that those scientific writers who profess to revea the
fundamental secrets of the great world puzzle, profess what is
nothing more than surface scratching. But | cannot under-

1| visited her again some months later. The impression of her
near decease was confirmed. She died soon after.
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stand why a brief contact with the woman fagueer should so
sap at the very base of my confident mental certainties.

The cryptic prophecy she made recurs to my mind. | am
unable to grasp its meaning. No one has caled me to Indig;
have | not gone fredy of my own whim? . . . Only now, as
| write these lines, long after the event, do | believe that |
begin dimly to understand. 'Tis a strange world, my masters!



CHAPTER V

THE ANCHORITE OF THE ADYAR RIVER

HE hands race around my watch, the weeks move

across the face of my calendar, while 1 work my way

southwards across the Deccan plateau. | visit severa
remarkable places, but find few remarkable men. Some
inscrutable, impelling force - which | cannot understand, but
which | blindly obey - hurries my pace so that sometimes |
rush onwards as though | am a tourist.

At last | am on the train to Madras, where | intend to halt
and establish mysdf for a while. During the long night journey,
when deep is difficult to procure, | take count of the invisible
gains which | have reaped during these travels in Western
India

| force mysdlf to confess that so far | have not tracked down
any Yogi, about whose discovery | can fed unduly elated; as
for the thought of finding a Rishee, that now lies in the remote
depths of my mind. On the other hand, | have seen enough of
the gross superstitions and suffocating customs of deepy
India, to make me redlize that the scepticism and warnings
of some chance Bombay acquaintances are well justified.
| redlize, too, that my self-imposed task will be difficult of
fulfilment. Pious men are here in dl their fifty-seven
varieties, but they do not provide sufficient attraction. One
wanders by temples whose mysterious interior seems to promise
much. | cross the sacred precincts and stand at the threshold.
| peep inside and behold the fantastic worshippers, who toll a
bell as they pray, that their prayers may not escape the ears of
their chosen deity!

| am glad to reach Madras, whose straggling and colourful
appearance appeals to me, and | settle in a charming suburb
about two miles outside the city so as to get easier contact
with the Indian, rather than the European, element. My
house is in the Street of the Brahmins. The road is choked
with a thick layer of sand, into which my shoes readily sink;

66
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the sdewdk is made of beaten earth: everything is free from
the improving touch of the twentieth century. The white-
washed houses have pillared porches and open verandas. In
the interior of mine, there is a tiled courtyard, around which
runs a covered gallery. Our water is hauled up by a bucket
from an old well.

The luxuriant tropical scenery which unfolds as soon as
one gets away from the two or three streets which compose
this suburb affords me perpetual delight. Soon | discover
that the Adyar River is less than half an hour's wak away.
There are severa shady palm groves near this wide stream,
and they take my fancy. | spend my spare time loitering
among them or walk for a few miles beside the languid water.

The Adyar River flows down to Madras, of which city it
forms the southern boundary, and then joins the ocean amid
the ceasdess rise and fdl of the Coromandel surf. Alongside
this beautiful stream | dowly amble one morning, accompanied
by a Brahmin acquaintance who learns where my interests lie.
After some time he suddenly seizes my arm.

"Look!" he exclams. "Do you see that young man who
is approaching us? He is known to be a Yogi. He would
interest you, but, alas! he never talks to us."

" Why not?"

"I know where he lives, but he is the most reserved man
in the whole district."

By this time the stranger has amost reached us. He

an athletic figure, and | judge him to be about thirty-
five. He is dightly above medium height. What strikes me
mogt, however, is the negroid character of his face. The skin
has darkened to a shade of black, and the broad flat nose, the
thick lips and muscular frame, al betoken non-Aryan blood.
His long neatly-plaited hair is gathered around the crown of
his head in a sort of top-knot. He wears a peculiar kind of
large ear-ring. A white shawl is wrapped around his body
and then flung across the left shoulder. The legs are bare
and the feet uncovered.

He completely ignores us and paces onwards with dow
seps.  His eyes are downcast, as though intent on searching
the ground. One gathers the impression that the mind behind
those eyes is pondering over some matter. What, | wonder,
is the subject of this walking meditation?

He piques and arouses my interest still further. An intense
dedre to bresk down the barriers which separate us grips me
suddenly.
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"I want to talk to him. Let us turn back," | suggest.

The Brahmin protests firmly.

"It is useless."

"At least | can try," | answer.

The Brahmin again endeavours to dissuade me.

"That man is so inaccessible that we know hardly anything
of him. He keeps himsdf quite adoof from his neighbours.
We must not interfere with him."

But | am aready moving in the reputed Yogi's direction
and my companion has perforce to follow me.

We are soon behind the other man, who gives no sign of his
awareness of our presence, but continues to pace dowly onward.
We follow with parallel steps.

"Please ask if | may converse with him," | tell my com-
panion. The latter hesitates, and then shakes his head.

"No - | dare not,” he declares weakly.

The unpleasant possibility that | might be missing a valuable
contact stirs me to further effort. There is no alternative
but to address the Yogi mysdf. | throw al conventions -
Hindu and European - to the wind, stand directly in his path
and face him. | try a brief sentence out of my dight stock
of Hindustani. He looks up; there is a haf-smile around his
mouth, but he makes a negative gesture of the head.

At thistime | know only a single word of Tamil, which isthe
vernacular of Madras, and doubtless the Yogi knows even less
of English. Few people know Hindustani in the South, but
of this fact | am not yet aware. Fortunately, the Brahmin
begins to fed that he cannot leave me so helpless, and advances
to the rescue.

In a hesitant, apologetic voice, he says something in
Tamil.

The Yogi does not reply. His face hardens, the eyes become
cold and unfriendly.

The Brahmin looks at me embarrassed. A prolonged pause
follows. Neither of us knows what to do. | redize ruefully
what a difficult task it is to help hermits to find their tongues.
They didike being interviewed, and they do not wish to tak
to strangers about their intimate experiences. They didike,
especially, being asked to break their chronic silence for the
sake of a sun-helmeted white man, who is tacitly assumed to
possess neither sympathy with nor understanding of the
subtleties of Yoga

This feding is succeeded by another. | become strangely
aware of a penetrating inspection on the Yogi's part. Some-
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how, | sensethat he is mentally probing my innermost thoughts.
Yet outwardly he remains doof, indifferent. Am | mistaken?

But | cannot shake of this weird fedling that | have become
a kind of human microscopical specimen.

The Brahmin becomes very nervous and nudges me as a hint
to be of. Another minute and | shall yield to his silent
importunity and go away defeated.

The Yogi makes a sudden gesture of his hand, leads us
towards a tall pam tree close by, and silently bids us sit down
a its foot. He then drops to the ground himself.

He addresses some Tamil words to the Brahmin. | notice
that his voice possesses a peculiar resonance and a quality
which is almost musical.

"The Yog says that he is willing to converse with you,"
my companion interprets, and then volunteers the statement
that the other man has peregrinated an unfrequented part of the
river for some years.

The firgt thing | ask is the man's name, whereupon | hear
such a lengthy string of appellations that | immediately
christen him anew. It appears that his first name is "Brama-
suganandah,” that he possesses four other names al equaly
long or longer, and that the only useful thing to do seems to be
to cdl him Brama. If | am to give dl five of the names, the
words would stretch right across this page, so many letters are
there in each name! | am both awed and appalled at the
length of the young man's patronymic.® It is, therefore,
better to maintain a discreet silence about them, and make
matters easier for unacclimatized readers by referring to him
henceforth as Brama, the shorter name which | bestow on him
in conversation.

"Please tell him that | am interested in Yoga and wish to
know something about it," | say.

The Yogi nods his head on hearing the translated statement.

"Yes, | can see that," he replies with a smile. "Let the
sahib ask questions.”

"What kind of Yoga practice do you follow?"

"Mine is the system of Body Control. It is the most
difficult of al the Yogas. Body and breath must be fought as
though they were obstinate mules, and they must be conquered.
Thereafter the nerves and mind are more easily controlled.”

1 Tamil, the vernacular of South-eastern India, is similar to Ger-
man in the ease with which it forms lengthy compound words. With
the result that a train will carry you past a railway station called
Kulasekharapatnam, and - but | had better stop my pen in time!
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"What benefit do you get from it?"

Brama gazes across the river.

"Health of the body, strength of the will, length of years
these are a few benefits,” he says. "The Yogi who has
become a master in the training which | follow, brings the flesh
to iron-hard endurance. Pains do not move him. | know
one who submitted to an operation at the hands of a surgeon,
when no sleep-giving drug could be used. He endured it
without a murmur. Such a one can aso experience in his
unprotected body the most intense cold, yet receive no hurt.”

I whip out my note-book, for | perceive that our conversation
is likely to prove more interesting than | anticipated. Brama
smiles again a my stenography, but does not object.

"Tell me more about your Yoga system," | beg him.

"My master has lived on the open mountains of the Hima
layas, surrounded by snow and ice and wearing a cinnamon-
coloured robe for his only comfort. He can sit down for
several hours at a stretch in a place where it is so cold that
water instantly freezes. Yet he will fed no distress. Such is
the power of our Yoga."

"You are a disciple, then?"

"Yes. There are still many hills to climb. | have given
twelve years of unstopping effort to practise our exercises
every day."

"And you have attained some unusual powers——?"

Brama nods his head, but maintains a stolid silence.

| am intrigued more and more by this strange young
man.

"1 sit permissible to ask how you becameaYogi? " | query,
somewhat uncertainly.

At first there is no answer. We three continue to squat
under the fronded palm. | hear the hoarse cries of errant
crows among a group of coconut trees on the opposite bank
of the river. Mingling with this noise comes the fitful chatter
of a few monkeys, who explore the tree-tops. From the shore
rises the quiet plash of the water.

"Most willingly!" comes Bramas sudden reply. | think
he redlizes that my questions are prompted by something
deeper than mere academic curiosity. He hides his hand
beneath his shawl, fixes his gaze upon some object on the
other side of the river, and begins to speak:

"I was a quiet and lonely child; there was no pleasure for
me in the usual habits of children. | did not care to play with
the others, but liked to wander alone in gardens or in the
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fields. Few people understand a brooding boy, and | cannot
sy that | was happy with life. About the age of twelve |
happened, by mere chance, to overhear the conversation of
some older persons, and it was through their talk that | first
discovered the existence of Yoga. This event aroused in me a
dedre to learn more of the matter. | began to enquire into it
among severa people and in this way was able to get a few
books in Tamil, which revealed many interesting things about
the Yogis. As a horse riding through a desert thirsts for
water, so did my mind thirst for still further knowledge about
them. But | came to a point where it seemed impossible to
get to know more. One day | re-read, as if by chance, a sen-
tence in one of my books. It was: 'T o succeed on the path
of Yoga, one must have a personal teacher." These words
now made a tremendous impression on me. | felt that only
by leaving home and travelling about could | find a suitable
teacher. To this course, my parents would not give permission.
Not knowing what else to do, | began to practise in secret
some breathing exercises, about which | had collected some
sraps of information.  These practices did not help me;
ingtead, they injured me. | did not then redlize that without
the guidance of an expert teacher, it is not safe for anyone to
do them. But my eagerness was such that | could not wait
till I met a teacher. Within a few years the effect of these
breathing exercises showed itsddf. A small rupture made its
appearance on the top of my head; it seemed that the skull
was broken in its weakest spot. Anyway, blood streamed
from the wound and my body became cold and numb. |
thought | was dying. Two hours later a strange vision crossed
my mind's eye. | seemed to see the figure of a venerable
Yogi, who addressed me, saying: 'You now see what a
dangerous condition you have brought yourself into by these
forbidden practices. Let this be a severe lesson to you.! The
vigon disappeared and, peculiarly enough, from that moment
my state grew better and | completely recovered. But the
scar remains still."

Brama bends his head so as to show the crown to our eyes.
A tiny rounded scar is plainly visible on his poll.

"After this unfortunate experience | gave up breathing
exercdses and waited for some years until home ties were
looser,” he goes on. "When my opportunity for freedom
camg, | left home and went out in search of ateacher. | knew
that the best way to test a teacher is to live with him for a few
months, | found severa teachers and divided my time
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between staying with them for a while and returning home
disappointed. Some were the heads of monasteries; others
were the chiefs of institutions of spiritual learning, but somehow
none of them satisfied me. They gave me plenty of philosophy,
but little from their own experience. Most of them could
only repeat what the books said; they could offer no redly
practical guidance. | did not want book theories so much as
practical experience of Yoga. Thus, | visited no less than ten
teachers, but they did not seem to be the rea Yoga masters.
| did not despair, though. My youthful eagerness burnt more
strongly, for rebuffs only increase my determination to succeed.

"I was now at the gate of manhood. | resolved to leave the
home of my fathers for ever, to renounce the worldly life and
to search till death for atrue master. | then set out from home
on my eleventh wandering or pilgrimage. | moved about
until 1 came to a large villagein the district of Tanjore. | went
down to the river-side for my morning bath and afterwards
walked aong the bank. Soon | came to a small shrine built of
red stone, or rather, it was a miniature temple. | peered
inside out of curiosity and was surprised to see a number of
men gathered in a circle around a man who was amost nude;
in fact, he was wearing only a cod-piece’ The men were
looking at him with expressions of the utmost respect. There
was something venerable, dignified and mysterious in the face
of the central figure. | remained at the entrance, awed and
fascinated. | soon gathered that the little meeting was receiving
some kind of instruction and | had a strong feeling that the
man in the centre was a real Yogi, a genuine master and not
merely a book-filled scholar. | cannot explain why | felt that.

"Suddenly, the teacher turned his face towards the door
and our eyes met. | then obeyed my inner urge and walked
into the temple. The teacher greeted me warmly, bade me sit
down, and said: 'Six months ago | was directed to take you
as a pupil. Now you have come." | remembered with a
pleasant shock that it was exactly sx months since | left home
to begin my eleventhjourney. However, it was thus that | met
my master. Thereafter, | accompanied him wherever he
travelled. Sometimes he would go into the towns; sometimes
he would withdraw into secluded forests or lonely jungles.
With his help | began to make good progress upon the path of
Yoga, and | was sdtisfied at last. My teacher was a Yogi of
great experience, though the path he followed was that of
Body Control. There are severa systems of Yoga; they are

' A semi-loincloth.
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very different in their methods and exercises; and the system
| was taught is the only one which begins with the body
instead of the mind. | was also taught how to obtain breath
control. On one occasion | had to fast for forty days, to
prepare myself to receive one of the Yogic powers.

"You may imagine how surprised | was one day when my
teacher sent for me and said: 'The life of total withdrawal
from the world is not yet for you. Go back to your people and
live a normal life. You will marry and have one child. At the
age of thirty-nine certain signs will be given you, and after that
you will find yoursdlf free to retire from the world again. You
will then go to the forests and practise solitary meditation until
you reach the goa which every Yogi seeks. | shall be waiting
for you and you can return to me.'

"I obeyed his commands and returned to my native place.
In due course | married a faithful and devoted woman, who
bore me one child, exactly as my teacher had predicted. But
not long after, my wife died. My parents were no longer living,
so | left my native town and came here to stay in the house of an
old widow who aso comes from there and who knew me as a
child. She looks after my domestic needs and yet, because the
years have made her discreet, she permits me to live the
reserved existence which the rules of our school enjoin.”

Brama ceases talking and | am so impressed by his narrative
that my questioning tongue is likewise stilled. There are two
or three minutes of complete silence and then the Yogi rises,
turns his face homewards, and begins to walk dowly. The
Brahmin and mysdf follow him.

Our path leads through lovely palm groves and through
pretty clumps of casuarina. The river shines in the bright
sunlight and an hour or so is passed pleasantly aswe stroll along
its banks. Anon, we begin to enter the haunts of men. Fisher
fok wade into the water to carry on their work in the ancient
way. For they fish neither from boats nor from the shore,
but stand waist high in the stream and hold their nets and
baskets.

The beauty of the scene is enhanced by the brightly-plumed
birds which flutter down to theriver. The air isdightly scented
by a gentle breeze, which blows pleasantly in our faces from the
direction of the sea.  We reach a road where | leave the river
regretfully. A herd of squeaking pigs passes us. They are
under the care of a grey-haired, low caste woman, who hits
unfortunate stragglers with a bamboo stick.

Bramaturns eventually to bid us farewell. | expressthe hope
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that 1 may be alowed to see him again. He assents. | then
venture to ask whether | may have the honour of a visit from
him. To the great surprise of my Brahmin companion, the
Yogi readily agrees to call in the evening.

§

With the fal of dusk | await Bramas arrival somewhat
eagerly. Severa questions tumble over each other in my mind.
His brief autobiography has intrigued me, while his strange
character has puzzled me.

When the servant announces him, | descend the few steps
which lead from the veranda and hold up my hands, with pams
touching, as a token of welcome. The symbolism of this
common Hindu greeting, which | have soon learnt, will appear
quaint to the Western mind. For the gesture indicates, "My
soul and yours are one!" The Hindus delight to receive it
from a European, which reveals the rarity of that event, though
it is nothing more than the Indian substitute for shaking hands.
| want to be accepted as one with friendly intent, and therefore |
try to respect the Indian customs and conventions, so far as
| am aware of them. This does not mean that | am going to
"turn native" - | have no such purpose - but that | believe
in treating others as | would have them treat me.

Brama accompanies me into the large room and immediately
squats cross-legged on the floor.

"Will you not sit on the divan?" | ask him, through the
interpreter. "It is well cushioned and extremely comfort-
able." But no - he prefers the hard floor! And Indian floors
are laid with tiles, not boards.

| express my gratitude for his visit and offer him some food,
which he accepts and eats in silence.

After the meal | fed that | must tell him something about
mysdf, something that will explain my sudden intrusion into
his existence. And so | enter into a brief account of the forces
which drew me to India. At its close, Brama emerges from the
bulwark of aoofness behind which he has so far hidden, and
puts his hand on my shoulder in afriendly way.

"That such men should exist in the West it is pleasant to
hear. You have not wasted your journey, for you shall learn
much. It is a happy day for me that destiny brought our feet
to the same spot. Whatever you wish to know, ask, and, so far
as my oaths permit me, | shal gladly tell you."
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This sounds like good luck, indeed! | ask him about the
nature of his Yoga system, its history and its aims.

"Who dare say how old is the system of Body Control which
| have studied? Our secret texts declare that it was revealed
by the god Shiva to the sage Gheranda. From his lips it was
learnt by the sage Marteyanda, who then taught it to others,
and thus it came down in a continuous line through thousands
of years; but how many thousands we neither know nor care,
though we believe that it is the last of the Yoga sciences that
were born in antiquity. Such was the decline of man even in
those days, that the gods had to give him a way of spiritual
salvation which led purely through the body. The Yoga of
Body Control is little understood except by the adepts who
have mastered it, and the common people possess the most
fdse notions of our ancient science. And since such adepts
are, alas! so infrequently to be found to-day, the most foolish
and distorted practices pass as our system without hindrance
among the multitude. Go to Benares and you will see a man
who sits dl day and deeps al night on a bed of sharp spikes;
and in another place you will see a man who holds one arm
doft in the air until it is half withered from disuse and until
the nails are severd inches long. You will be told that they are
men who practise our system of Yoga, but it is not so. Such
men bring shame on it, rather. Our am is not to torture the
body in foolish ways for the sake of public wonder; these sdf-
torturing ascetics are ignorant men who have picked up by
hearsay, or from some friendly person, a few exercises in the
forced contortion of the body. But since they know not what
are our objects, they distort these practices and prolong them
unnaturally. Yet the common people venerate such fools and
bestow food and money upon them."

"But are they to blame? If the real Yogis make themselves
so scarce and keep their methods so secret, then misunder-
gsandings will surely arise,” | aobject.

Brama draws up his shoulders and a scornful expression
passes across his mouth.

"Does a Rgah keep his jewels on the highway for public
display?' he asks. "No, he hides them in the treasure cham-
bers deep down in the vaults of his palace. The knowledge of
our science is one of the greatest treasures a man can have.
Is he to offer it in the bazaar for dl and sundry? Whoever
dedres to grasp this treasure - let him search for it. That is
the only way, but it is the right way. Our texts enjoin secrecy
agan and again, while our masters will revea the important
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teachings only to tested disciples who have been faithful to
them for some years a least. Oursis the most secret of al the
Yogas; itisfull of grave dangers, not only to the disciple him-
«f, but to others. Think you that | am alowed to reveal any
but its most elementary doctrines to you, or even those without
extreme discretion?"

"l see

"But there is a branch of our science about which | may talk
to you more freely. It is that wherein we strengthen the will
and improve the body of beginners, for only so can they be fit
to attempt the difficult practices of real Yoga."

"Ah, that would interest the West!"

"W e have nearly a score of body exercises which strengthen
the different parts and organs, and remove or prevent certain
diseases. Some of them are postures which press upon special
nerve centres; these in turn affect certain organs which are
not working properly, and help to put them right."

"Do you use medicines? "

"Certain herbs, plucked under a waxing moon, are used if
necessary. We have four kinds of exercises or methods to
accomplish this early work of putting the body's health in
good order. First, we learn the art of repose so that the nerves
may be soothed. For that, there are four suitable exercises.
Then we learn the 'stretches,’ which are exercises copied from
the natural stretching of healthy animals. Third, we clean the
body thoroughly by a variety of methods which may seem very
curious to you, but which are indeed excellent in their effect.
Lastly, we study the art of breathing and its control ."

| express a desire to receive a demonstration of some exer-
cises.

"There is no dark secret in those which | shall show you
now," Brama smiles. "Let us begin with the art of repose.
We can learn something of this matter from the cat. Our
master places a cat in the circle of his pupils and gets them to
notice how graceful the animal becomes when in repose. He
instructs them to observe it carefully when the midday heat
sends it to deep. He tells them to watch it closdy when it
crouches in front of a mouse hole. He makes it clear to them
that the cat sets a perfect example of true rest, and that it
knows how to store and keep every bit of strength. You
imagine that you know how to rest, but really you do not. You
sit in that chair for a while, then move from side to side, then
fidget, and then sprawl out your legs. Though you do not rise
from the chair and outwardly seem to be at ease, one thought
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after another races through your brain. Can you cdl that
repose? Isit not away of till being active?"

"That is a point of view which has never occurred to me,"
| say.
"Animals know how to rest themselves, but not many men
have this knowledge. This is because animals are guided by
instinct, which is the voice of Nature, while men are guided by
their thoughts. And since men largely lack control over their
brains, their nerves and bodies are affected as aresult; thereis
little red repose for them."”

"What must we do, then?"

"The first thing you must learn is nothing more than the
Oriental form of sitting! Chairs may indeed be useful in the
cold rooms of your Northern countries, but you must learn to
do without them during the times of exercise which shall pre-
pare you for Yoga. Our way of sitting is really most restful.
After working or walking, it gives peace to the entire body.
The easiest way for you to learn it is to place a small rug or mat
before the wal of your room; sit upon this as comfortably
as you can and use the wal to support your back. Or you can
place the mat in the centre of the room, and then use a couch
or chair to lean against. After that, bend the legs inwards at
the knees and cross the feet. There need be no feding of
gsrain and you must not tighten the muscles. So your first
exercise will be to sit like that and keep your body quite till,
except for the effort of gentle breathing. And having got into
that position, you must promise yourself that you will with-
draw your thoughts from all worldly burdens and affairs; just
rest your mind on a beautiful object, a picture or a flower."

| leave my easy chair and drop on the floor, facing Brama,
assuming the attitude he hasjust described. It is the position
of an old-time tailor sitting cross-legged at his work.

"Yes, you do it easily,” observes Brama, "but other
Europeans may not find it comfortable, because they are not
accusomed to it. You have one fault - keep your back-
bone straight, not bent. Let me show you another of our
exercises.”

Brama proceeds to raise his knees toward his chin, though
dill keeping his feet crossed. This position draws his feet
avey somewhat from the trunk. He clasps his hands around
the front of his knees.

"This position is very restful after you have been standing
on your legs for a long time. Be careful to throw most of the
body's weight upon the seat. You may practise this for a few
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minutes, whenever you fed very tired. It will soothe important
nerve centres."

"1t is extremely simple, anyway."

"We need nothing complicated to learn the art of repose;
in fact, our easiest exercise gives excellent results. Lie flat on
your back, legs stretched out side by side. Turn the toes out-
ward. Let your hands be extended and rest them alongside
the body. Relax every muscle. Close the eyes. Give your
whole weight to the floor. You cannot do this exercise properly
in abed, as it is important to keep the backbone perfectly flat.
Use arug laid upon the floor. In this attitude, Nature's healing
forces will rest you. We call this the corpse position. By
practice, you may learn to rest in any of these attitudes for an
hour, if you wish. They take away tension of muscle and
soothe nerves. Repose of muscle comes before repose of
mind."

"Really, your exercises seem to consist of nothing more than
sitting still in some way or other!™"

"1s that nothing? You Westerners thirst to be active, but
is repose to be despised? Do calm nerves possess no mean-
ing? Repose is the beginning of al Yoga, but it is not our
need alone; it is aso the need of your world."

Brama's words are not without justification.

"Those exercises are enough for this evening,” he adds.
"I must go."

| thank him for what he has told me, and beg for further
instruction.

"To-morrow morning you may find me aong the river,"
he replies.

Gathering his white shawl around his shoulders, he touches
his pams in farewell and is gone. | am left to ruminate upon
the interesting conversation which has so abruptly ended.

§

| meet the Yogi again on many occasions. At his desire, |
intercept him on his morning walks, but when | can cgole him
indoors, he spends his evenings with me. Those evenings
prove extremely fruitful for me and my quest, because he
unfolds a more arcane knowledge when the moon displays her-
sdf than he is willing to unfold under a high sun.

A little enquiry enables me to solve a point which has puzzled
me for a while. | have been under the impression that the
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Hindus are a brown race. Why, then, is Bramas skin dark
to the point of negroid blackness?

The answer is that he belongs to an indigenous population
which appears to be Indias first inhabitant. When the
Aryans - Indias earliest invaders - broke through the moun-
tains in the north-west thousands of years ago and descended
into the plains, they found this native race of Dravidians and
drove them into the South. These Dravidians remain a
separate people to this day, except that they have absorbed the
religion of their conquerors. The fiery tropic sun has pig-
mented their skins amost black, which, together with other
evidences, makes certain ethnologists think that they primally
arose out of some African stock. As in those early days of their
undisputed sway over the entire country, the Dravidians till
wear their hair long and tied in a knot behind their heads, and
they dtill speak their primal, half-chanted tongues, of which
the most important is Tamil.

Brama makes the confident assertion that the brown invaders
took their knowledge of Yoga from his own race, just as they
took certain other things in addition. But scholarly Hindus
to whom | mention this clam deny it as absurd; 1, therefore,
leave the less important question of origin to settle itself!

Because | am not writing a thesis around the subject of
Yogic physical culture, 1 do not purpose to describe more
than two or three exercises in the art of adopting and main-
taining fixed bodily attitudes, which appears to be so prominent
a feature of the Yoga of Body Control. The twenty or more
posturd methods which Brama demonstrates, either in a palm
fringed grove or in my more prosaic quarters, involve strangely
contorted attitudes, and, to Western eyes at least, must appear
either ludicrous or impossible, or both. Some of them require
balancing on both knees with feet upturned, or balancing the
entire weight of the body upon thetips of one's fingers, others
take the arms behind the back and somehow bring the hands to
the front again on opposite sides; others again tie up al the
limbs in a complicated knot; still others put the legs round the
neck or over the shoulders, in acrobatic manner; while a
fifth group twist and turn the trunk in the queerest imaginable
dyle. It is while watching Brama perform some of these feats
that | begin to perceive how difficult will this art of Yoga be.

"How many of these exercises comprise your system?'
| enquire.

"There are eighty-four postures in the Yoga of Body
Control," replies Brama, "though | do not know more than
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sixty-four at present.” Even as he speaks he practises one of
these postures and sits in it as comfortably as | git in a chair.
Indeed, he tells me that this is his favourite posture. It is not
a difficult one, this, but it does seem uncomfortable. His
left foot is tucked into the groin and the heel of the other foot
is placed under the base of the body, the right leg being doubled
back so as to carry most of the weight,

"What is the use of such a posture? " | ask again.

"IfaYogi entersinto it and then practises a certain breathing
exercise, he will become more youthful."

"And that breathing exercise——?"

"I am not permitted to reved it to you."

"What is the object of all these postures, then?"

"The mere fact of sitting or standing for regular periods
in certain fixed postures may seem of small importance in
your eyes. But the concentration of attention and will power
upon the chosen posture is so intense - if success is to be
gained - that sleeping forces awaken within the Yogi. Those
forces belong to the secret realms of Nature; therefore they
are seldom fully aroused until our breathing exercises are dso
practised, for the breath possesses deep powers. Though the
awakening of such forces is our real aim, no less than a score
of our exercises are capable of being used for benefiting one's
health or to remove certain diseases; while others will drive
impurities out of the body. Is this not of great use? Still
other postures are intended to assist our efforts to get control
over the mind and soul, for it is atruth that the body influences
thought no less than thought influences the body. In the
advanced stages of Yoga, when we may be plunged for hours
in meditation, the proper posture of the body not only enables
the mind to remain undistracted in its efforts, but actualy
assists its purpose. Add to al these things the tremendous
gain in will power which comes to the man who perseveres in
these difficult exercises, and you may see what virtues there are
in our methods."

"But why all this twisting and turning?" | object.

"Because there are many nerve-centres scattered throughout
the body, and each posture affects a different centre.  Through
the nerves we can influence either the organs of the body or
the thoughts in the brain. Those twists enable us to reach
nerve centres which otherwise might remain untouched."

"I see." The basis of this Yogic physica culture begins to
shape itself a little more clearly in my mind. It is interesting
to ascertain how it compares with the basic principles of our
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European and American systems. | tell Brama about the
existence of the latter.

"I do not know your Western systems, but | have seen white
soldiers being drilled at the great camp near Madras. By
watching them | have understood what their instructors
wished to do. Strengthening the muscles seems to have been
their first object, because you Westerners find your highest
virtues in being bodily active. Therefore, you make much use
of the limbs in a most energetic manner, repeating those
movements again and again. You spend energy vigoroudly,
so that you may build up the muscles and receive greater
strength in return. That is a good thing to do in the cold
countries of the North, doubtless."

"What is the chief difference between the methods, as you
e it?"

"Our Yoga exercises are realy poses and require no further
movements after the pose has been taken up. Instead of seeking
more energy with which to be active, we seek to increase the
power of endurance. You see, we beieve that though the
development of the muscles may be useful, it is the power
which is behind them that is of greater value. Thus, if | tell
you that standing on your shoulders in a particular way will
wadsh the brain with blood, soothe the nerves and remove
certain weaknesses, you as a Westerner would probably do the
exercise for a moment and repeat it severa times with a rush.
You may strengthen the muscles which are caled into action
by this exercise, but you would get little of the benefits which
aYogi gets by doing it in his own way."

"And what may that be?"

"He will do it dowly, with deliberation, and then maintain
the position as steadily as he can for some minutes. Let me
show you this All-Body posture, as we call it."

Brama lies flat upon his back, hands at sides and legs to-
gether. He raises his legs into the air, keeping the knees quite
straight, until they have attained about two-thirds of a right
angle with the floor. He supports his back with his hands,
resting the elbows on the floor. The body is then tilted com-
pletely upward, his trunk and hips becoming vertical. The
chest is brought forward to touch the chin. The hands form
abracket which supports the trunk. The weight of the body is
supported by the shoulders and the back of the neck and head.

After maintaining this upside down position for about five
minutes, the Yogi gets up and explains its value.

"This posture brings bl