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Chapter One
THE SCENT OF GARDENIAS
One morning in early May, my devotions being over, I closed thesummer-house door behind me and made my way back to The Hermit-age by the path that ran between the ornamental trees. On passing thegardenia bush I noticed among the glossy evergreen leaves two whitedouble flowers. They were the first gardenias of the year. Having pluckedthem I bore them indoors and placed them in a jar in the centre of my ta-ble, whence they diffused their rich scent through the room as I had mytea and toast, taught first a Nepalese and then a Tibetan student, and fi-nally continued working on my new article �The Religion of Art�. I wasglad the gardenias had begun to appear. Vaishakha Purnima, the full moonday of the month Vaishakha, corresponding to April�May in the Westerncalendar, was little more than two weeks away, and flowers would beneeded for the decoration of the shrine.Vaishakha Purnima was the most important festival in the Buddhistyear. It was the anniversary of the day on which the wandering, freelanceascetic Gautama had attained supreme, perfect Enlightenment and be-come the Buddha or Enlightened One. According to late Sinhalese trad-itions it was also the anniversary of his birth thirty-five years earlier andhis parinirvana or final passing away forty-five years later, so thatthroughout Buddhist South-east Asia, as well as in modern India,Vaishakha Purnima was known as the �thrice-sacred� festival. It would bethe fourth time I had celebrated it in Kalimpong since my arrival in the lit-tle Himalayan township in 1950, and the first time I had celebrated it atThe Hermitage since the Young Men�s Buddhist Association (India) hadbecome the Kalimpong branch of the Maha Bodhi Society with me, theAssociation�s founder, as bhikshu-in-charge, and I wanted this year�s cel-ebrations to attract as many people as possible and to be an inspiration toBuddhist and Hindu alike. I therefore booked the Town Hall for a public



meeting on the first Sunday after the Vaishakha Purnima, started prepar-ing The Hermitage for the specifically religious observances of thethrice-sacred day itself, and sent out hundreds of printed invitations andprogrammes. I also wrote to the Sub-Divisional Officer asking him to givethe pupils in government schools a holiday on Vaishakha Purnima, andto Monsignor and Mother Superior with a similar request in respect ofBuddhist pupils attending the Catholic Mission schools.Our full moon day meetings were usually held in the summer-house,where the place of honour was occupied by the wooden image of thestanding Buddha given me by Lama Govinda, but as the place was rathersmall I decided that the biggest room in The Hermitage should be turnedinto a temporary shrine. This room normally functioned as the gamesroom, where our younger members played ping-pong, and since it hadnot seen paint for a good many years and looked decidedly shabby Iasked our Nepalese landlady to get it painted. She agreed, but did noth-ing, and in the end I bought a couple of tins of white paint and did the jobmyself. At least, I did most of it myself. Joe did the rest the following day,which was Vaishakha Purnima eve, while Miss Rao stitched curtains andother members and friends decorated the place with greenery (I was notin favour of the usual paper flags), as well as decorating in a similar man-ner the bamboo arch that I had caused Man Bahadur to erect at the frontgate and for which I had made a �welcome� sign from red cloth and cottonwool.At this point there was a catastrophe. After going home for lunch, Joehad returned to help me finish setting up the temporary shrine, whichwas already resplendent with electric-blue hangings, rows of brass offer-ing bowls, and (borrowed) silver butter-lamps. Intending to do some-thing to our alabaster Buddha-image, he set it down on the edge of theping-pong table, which was being used as a worktable. Unable to bear theweight of the heavy image, the top of the table at once see-sawed vio-lently, precipitating the image on to the floor and breaking off its head.Everyone was horrified, especially our Tibetan and Nepalese members,for whom the breaking of a Buddha-image was inauspicious in the ex-treme and bound to bring bad luck, and strange looks were cast at thewretched upasaka, who stood petrified with confusion and chagrin. Onewho could be responsible for something as inauspicious as the breakingof a Buddha-image must be highly inauspicious himself, the looksseemed to say, and it was obvious that the incident had served to confirmthe impression, which I knew some of our members had formed, thatthere was something uncanny about the elderly Canadian Buddhist who
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wore colourful American clothes that were several sizes too big for him,who waggled his bottom when he walked, and who accosted young menin a way they found acutely embarrassing. After the celebrations Joestuck the head of the Buddha-image on with glue, but unfortunately hefailed to get the upper and lower portions of the neck quite flush, andsince the glue was of the super-adhesive variety the mistake could not berectified. The alabaster image, given me four years ago by a devout couplein Burma, was therefore relegated to one side of the shrine, a position itretained when the latter was moved back to the summer-house. Visitorsrarely noticed the dark ring round its neck, but it was some years beforethose who had been present forgot how Joe had broken a Buddha-image,and some years before the aura of inauspiciousness that came to sur-round the eccentric Canadian upasaka was entirely dispelled.At the time of its occurrence, the catastrophe cast a damper on our prep-arations for the thrice-sacred festival, and it was not until the followingday that spirits were fully recovered. After an early morning puja in thesummer-house, held for the benefit of our more regular members andfriends, we gave the first wave of visitors tea and started putting the fin-ishing touches to the decorations. In the case of the temporary shrine, thismainly consisted in arranging flowers in the various vases we had man-aged to collect, as well as in scattering them, Indian style, on and aroundthe image table. Many more double white flowers having appearedamong the glossy evergreen leaves of our gardenia bush, I had, besidesother flowers, plenty of velvet-petalled, richly scented gardenias at mydisposal. While I was trying to place them where they would show to thegreatest advantage, a little girl brought me a bunch of gardenias from hermother. In the course of the morning more bunches of gardenias arrived,as well as two or three small basketfuls of the same exotic flower, until Ihad far more of them than were needed for the vases and image table. Yetstill the gardenias continued to come. The gardens of Kalimpong seemedto be raining gardenias upon us, the deluge culminating in the arrival of aperfectly enormous basketful sent down from Krishnalok by PrincessIrene of Greece. Gardenias lay in fragrant white heaps on the floor. Theremust have been thousands of them. I therefore began sticking them intothe greenery with which the temporary shrine had been covered, so thateventually the room was practically lined with gardenias. Those left overI stuck in the greenery surrounding the entrance, the windows, and theveranda posts � stuck them, indeed, in every nook and cranny. By thetime I had finished the place was a veritable paradise of gardenias, andthe rich scent of gardenias filled the air.
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That night the former games room was packed, and the silver but-ter-lamps cast a warm glow over eager, expectant faces and colourful na-tional costumes, as well as over the solid walls of gardenias on either side.The meeting should have begun at six o�clock, but the Governor of WestBengal, who happened to be staying in Kalimpong and whom I had in-vited through the SDO, did not turn up until more than an hour later. DrMookerji was a retired college professor whose appointment to the gov-ernorship had taken everybody by surprise, but who with his simple, un-assuming ways had soon won for himself a place in people�s affections.He was also a Christian (not a convert, but a member of an �old� Anglicanfamily), and I was concerned lest he should not know that shoes had to beremoved before entering the shrine, and dropped a hint to that effect. ButI need not have worried. Dr Mookerji knew very well what to do, and infact sat through the puja and through my own sermon on the significanceof Vaishakha Purnima, as well as through the musical items that followed,with as great an appearance of devotion as any of the older Buddhists orHindus present. After he had left there was more music, and it was withthe sound of the sitar, and of youthful voices raised in praise of theBuddha, that the meeting eventually came to an end.I had originally intended to dismantle the temporary shrine the nextday, but in such numbers did people continue to come in order to worshipthat I decided to leave it as it was for the time being. In any case, thoughVaishakha Purnima itself was over, the year�s celebrations were far frombeing concluded. The public meeting in the Town Hall was still to come,and organizations that were also celebrating Buddha Jayanti, as thethrice-sacred festival was generally known in India, had invited me to ad-dress them. One of these was the Maitri Sangha, the Bengali cultural or-ganization where I had already given a number of lectures and where Ihad a small following of educated Bengalis sympathetic to Buddhism. Onthe present occasion, however, I was not the only speaker, there beingthree others on the platform with me: Bhadant Anand Kausalyayan, theelderly Punjabi monk who took me on long walks whenever he was inKalimpong; Swami Gangeshwarananda, the incumbent of the localRamakrishna Mission ashram, and Dr George Roerich, the Tibetologist. Iwas more than a little surprised that Gangeshwarananda had been in-vited to speak, since he was very unpopular in Kalimpong on account ofhis evil temper and was known to be hostile to Buddhism. I could only as-sume that the organizers had invited him because he was the religiousrepresentative of the Bengali Hindu community, so to speak, and becausethey were confident he would observe the proprieties. But if such was
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their confidence, it proved to have been misplaced. When it was his turnto speak the swami launched into a virulent attack on Buddhism, an at-tack which ended with his exclaiming, in tones of the utmost contempt,�But what sort of religion can you expect from someone who died fromover-indulgence in pork!� The little audience was deeply shocked. I saidnothing at the time, but after the meeting I protested to the secretary ofthe Sangha, as did several other people. I also called on the president ofthe Sangha on my way back to The Hermitage and protested to him too.Genial Dr Boral was quick to promise that such an incident would not oc-cur again. A few days later I heard that Mrs Charu Mitter, the influentialBengali lady whom some called the Queen of Kalimpong, was extremelydispleased with the swami�s behaviour and that, like Dr Boral, she in-tended there should be no repetition of the incident.Whether prompted by Gangeshwarananda�s attack on Buddhism, orfor some other reason, the morning after the Maitri Sangha meeting Istarted writing a satirical sketch on Brahminism entitled �How BuddhismDisappeared from India�. Bhadant Anand, to whom I read extracts, thor-oughly enjoyed this little jeu d�esprit, but though I finished it a couple ofweeks later the work was far too scathing to be publishable in India and Inever gave it a final revision.The lectures at the Maitri Sangha were all in English, but at our publicmeeting in the Town Hall (which in fact preceded the Maitri Sanghameeting by a week) the lectures were in four or five languages. The rea-son for the diversity was that the population of Kalimpong was a polyglotone, and I wanted everybody to be able to hear the Dharma in his mothertongue or, at least, in a language with which he was familiar. This policy �or rather principle � of mine was well known in the town and ourVaishakha Purnima public meeting was therefore attended by peoplefrom all sections of the community, whether Buddhists or Hindus, hillpeople or plainsmen. Though the lectures were in so many languages,there was no disharmony between them in point of content, much lessstill any disharmony between one speaker and another, and when afterthe three-hour programme my helpers and I took down the decorationswe could congratulate ourselves on a truly successful meeting. The daybefore there had, however, been a little disharmony between one of thespeakers and Joe. The speaker in question was Miss Barclay, an elderlyEnglishwoman of generous disposition but uncertain temper who hadarrived in Kalimpong earlier in the year and was now one of The Hermit-age�s most frequent visitors. The scene of the disharmony was my room.Joe had come to discuss the next day�s public meeting with me, and Miss
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Barclay was furious with him for taking up my time, as she saw it, whenshe wanted to talk with me herself. Her outburst astonished the poor Ca-nadian upasaka, who was accustomed to being at the originating ratherthan at the receiving end of such displays of temperament, and I had tointervene to restore the peace between these two Western followers ofthe Dharma (Miss Barclay had recently become a Buddhist, much to theannoyance of the local missionaries). Later I explained to Joe that it was byno means unusual for Miss Barclay to fly into a tantrum and that heshould not take it too seriously.The good people of Kalimpong had hardly finished celebratingBuddha Jayanti when there came news of an event that for many days in-termitted all other topics of conversation. Everest was conquered.Edmund Hillary and Tenzing Norgay had succeeded in reaching the topof the highest mountain in the world, where hitherto no human foot hadtrod. The Nepalese, in particular, were wildly excited, for Tenzing Norgaywas a Sherpa, and inasmuch as the Sherpas were Nepalese by nationality,even if not by ethnic origin (they were in fact of Tibetan stock), hisachievement could be regarded as demonstrating, in the eyes of thewhole world, the superiority of the Nepalese people in at least one field.They might not have produced an internationally renowned writer orscientist, or even an internationally renowned politician, but they hadproduced Tenzing Norgay, the conqueror of Everest. So proud were theNepalese of their hero, and to such an extent did they identify with him,that they were impatient of any reminder that Tenzing Norgay was tech-nically an Indian citizen and that he had not stood on the summit of Ever-est alone. Among younger Nepalese the name of Edmund Hillary washardly ever mentioned, while that of Sir John Hunt, the leader of the ex-pedition, was not mentioned at all. Listening to them, one could easilyhave thought that Sherpa Tenzing, as he was generally called, hadreached the top of Mount Everest by his own unaided efforts.I myself felt little or no excitement when, on the morning of Tuesday 2June, Miss Barclay brought the news that Everest had been conquered.Though I could appreciate the courage and determination that had madesuch an achievement possible, the idea that a mountain, or any other partof nature, was something to be �conquered�, was foreign to my whole wayof thinking and feeling. Mountains were alive. Indeed there were moun-tains, Everest itself being one, which could be said to have personality, inthe sense of having the power to attract people and influence them. Amountain of this kind was a sacred mountain, and the proper attitude to-wards it was one of reverence and worship. In the words of a modern pil-
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grim to Mount Kailas, the most sacred of all the mountains in theHimalayan system:
This worshipful or religious attitude is not impressed by scientificfacts, like figures of altitude, which are foremost in the mind ofmodern man. Nor is it motivated by the urge to �conquer� themountain. Instead of conquering it, the religious-minded manprefers to be conquered by the mountain. He opens his soul to itsspirit and allows it to take possession of him, because only hewho is inspired or �possessed� by the divine spirit can partake of itsnature. While the modern man is driven by ambition and theglorification of his own ego to climb an outstanding mountainand to be the first on top of it, the devotee is more interested inhis spiritual uplift than in the physical feat of climbing. To him themountain is a divine symbol, and as little as he would put his footupon a sacred image, so little would he dare to put his foot on thesummit of a sacred mountain.

Lama Govinda�s sentiments were very much my own, and I was there-fore unable to share the jubilation of our Nepalese members and friendsthat Everest had been conquered and that a man of their own blood hadbeen the first to stand on the untrodden snows of its summit.But Tuesday 2 June, the day on which I received the news of the con-quest of Everest, was also Coronation Day. Later it was rumoured that thenews of Hillary and Tenzing�s achievement had been deliberately heldback in order that its release on that day might be a present, as it were, tothe new monarch, Elizabeth II, on the occasion of her coronation. Be thatas it may, I was as little excited by the Coronation as I was by the news ofthe conquest of Everest. Nine years had passed since my departure fromEngland, and I had no thought of returning. Moreover, I was a monk, andsince that be-rainbowed August morning six years ago when I had goneforth �from home into the life of homelessness� it had been my convictionthat one who had renounced the world had no exclusive mundane loyal-ties, whether national or racial. Though known in Kalimpong as �the Eng-lish monk� I did not really think of myself as such. Language andliterature apart, my links with the country of my birth were tenuous, be-ing more or less limited to the occasional exchange of letters with EnglishBuddhists. It was therefore hardly surprising that I should not have beenexcited by the Coronation or that I should have given it no more thoughtthan did my Nepalese and Tibetan friends. The only people who were atall excited by it were the handful of elderly British residents who had
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stayed on after Independence and, of course, the occupants of thatstronghold of Scottish Presbyterianism, Dr Graham�s Homes, where500-odd children of mixed parentage were brought up as Christians andtaught to think of the United Kingdom as �home� and where, not surpris-ingly, the film of the Coronation was soon being shown. I did not see thefilm. Not only was I not interested in seeing it, but monks were not sup-posed to see films and in any case I knew that I was persona non grata at theHomes. Miss Barclay saw it, however, and afterwards gave me an accountof the feudal pomp and ecclesiastical circumstance by which the corona-tion ceremony had been surrounded. She also lent me her copy of theDaily Mirror Coronation number.Of only one picture of the coronation do I retain even a faint recollec-tion � a picture of the Queen, newly crowned and sceptred, sitting in theCoronation Chair and looking strangely young for so great a responsibil-ity. More vivid is my recollection of another picture, which I may actuallyhave seen not in the Daily Mirror Coronation number but in an earlier is-sue of the same popular newspaper. This was a picture of three women indeep mourning standing together, heavily veiled, in attitudes expressiveof sorrow, shock, and resignation. Below was the caption �Three Queens �One Grief �. The occasion was the funeral of King George VI, and the threequeens were Queen Mary, Queen Elizabeth the Queen Mother, andQueen Elizabeth II, one of whom had just lost a son, one a husband, andone a father. There was a quality of timeless, archetypal tragedy about thistriple image that I found deeply moving. It was as though the three Fatesor three Norns were mourning doomed humanity. I had seen QueenMary during the War, walking over Westminster Bridge accompanied bya single lady-in-waiting. Then too she was in mourning, the Duke of Kent,her youngest son, having been killed recently in a flying accident. Yearsearlier I had seen the future Queen Elizabeth II, then Princess Elizabeth.Riding with my father on the top of a red double-decker London bus,when I was six or seven years old, I had found myself looking down overthe wall of a West End mansion. In the garden two little girls were play-ing, one slightly bigger than the other. �Look,� said my father, as the busmoved on, �there are the two little princesses, Elizabeth and MargaretRose.�But these were only memories. Not long after Vaishakha I had a visitorwho came straight from the Britain of the second Elizabethan Age, as itwas hoped the new reign would prove to be, and who provided me witha more direct and tangible link with my native land. The visitor was a verysmall, very upright, very severe-looking woman in traditional Tibetan
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dress, complete with rainbow-apron. She was Dawa�s mother. DawaTsering Bhutia was one of our oldest and most faithful members. Thoughin government service, he was secretary of our little branch of the MahaBodhi Society, as he had been of its predecessor the Young Men�s Buddh-ist Association (India) in his student days. Reliable and conscientious to afault, he was at the same time inclined to be anxious, and it was with con-siderable trepidation that he brought his formidable little mother to seeme. Had her Dawa been behaving himself while she was away, shewanted to know, or had he been wasting his time hanging round the ba-zaar and getting into bad company? She hoped he had not been drinking,or smoking, or chewing tobacco, since otherwise she would have to givehim a good thrashing. Fortunately I was able to reassure her on all thesepoints, and her rigid features relaxed a little. What I would have said hadshe also hoped that her son was keeping clear of women I do not know.My young friend was desperately in love with a Nepalese girl whom hewanted to marry and was terrified lest his mother should find out, sinceshe had often declared that under no circumstances would she allow himto marry anyone but a Tibetan. During his mother�s visit Dawa was verymuch on tenterhooks, in case I should inadvertently let slip somethingabout him that he did not want her to know; but luckily this did not hap-pen, and mother and son were able to leave The Hermitage apparentlyreassured, in her case, and relieved, in his.The strait-laced, strong-minded little Tibetan woman made quite animpression on me. Our conversation was carried on mainly in English, asmattering of which she had picked up from the family for whom sheworked as an ayah in England and to whose service she would soon be re-turning. But although her very limited English was decidedly of the frac-tured variety, with occasional lapses into Nepali, she spoke it not onlywith the utmost aplomb but with an upper-class accent and intonationthat would have done credit to a duchess. Listening to her, I could at timeshave fancied that I was in a drawing-room in the Home Counties ratherthan amid the foothills of the Eastern Himalayas. The link with my nativeland with which she provided me, at least for half an hour, was a directand tangible one indeed.Not that Dawa�s mother was my only visitor during this period, that is,my only visitor from outside Kalimpong (visitors from the town itselfcame every day, at all hours). There were visitors from Poland and Amer-ica, France and Germany. The French visitor was Miss Delannoy, theshort, untidy Sorbonne alumna who had spent a couple of weeks inKalimpong earlier in the year and who even then had seemed to be more
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interested in Buddhism than in the subjects she was supposed to bestudying. Having made a trip to Nepal, she was in fact now staying inGhoom, and shortly after her arrival in Kalimpong took the Three Ref-uges and Five Precepts from me. She was, I noticed, more balanced thanshe had been at the time of her previous visit. The German visitors wereDr and Mrs Liebenthal. Frail and evidently poor, the gentle old couplehad not come direct from Germany, which they had left in the thirties.They had come from China via Shantiniketan, at whose Cheena BhavanDr Liebenthal was now teaching. A Sinologist of international repute, hehad translated the Chinese version of the Sutra of the Lord of Healing intoEnglish and on his second visit to The Hermitage he presented me with acopy of this work, by which he clearly set great store. My most interestingvisitor, however, was not from Poland or America, France or Germany. Hewas from Japan.Dr Kajiyama arrived at The Hermitage two days after VaishakhaPurnima, when the temporary shrine was as yet undismantled and thescent of gardenias still filled the air. He arrived at the end of our eveningpuja, and after showing him his room (he was an expected guest ratherthan a casual visitor) I accompanied Miss Barclay and Miss Delannoy tothe bazaar, both those ladies having attended the puja. While I was outthe young Japanese scholar must have sat and meditated in the desertedshrine-room, between the walls of gardenias, for he afterwards told methat even in the Zen monasteries of his native Japan he had not experi-enced so peaceful an atmosphere. During the month he stayed with mehe gave not the slightest trouble. He was an ideal guest. Slim and self-ef-facing, he flitted about like a shadow, being particularly careful not to dis-turb or interrupt me when I was busy. One afternoon I took him andAnand-ji (as Bhadant Anand was generally called) to see Dr Roerich, andthe veteran Tibetologist was glad to have news of the Pali Institute atNalanda, where Dr Kajiyama was studying and teaching and whence hehad travelled up to Kalimpong to escape the burning heat of the plains.The Institute had been started two years earlier by my teacher BhikkhuJagdish Kashyap, and though the ever-sceptical Anand-ji had doubted ofits success it was now doing well and had attracted some distinguishedscholars. Half-way through his stay Dr Kajiyama spent a few days inDarjeeling, which was eight thousand feet above sea level to Kalimpong�sfour thousand. It was as though Kalimpong was not cool enough for him,and probably the misty, pine-clad slopes of the Queen of the Hill Stationswere more reminiscent of Japan than were the maize-planted terraces ofher more tropical younger sister. However that might have been, Dr
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Kajiyama must have thought of his native land quite a lot, for we talkedabout Japan, and discussed Japanese Buddhism, on more than one occa-sion. In particular we discussed Ashvaghosha�s Awakening of Faith in theMahayana.I had come across this seminal work, in Suzuki�s translation, during mywandering days in South India. I had found it in the library of a Hinduashram where I was staying, and so great an impression did it make onme that I at once copied the entire text into my notebook. That notebook Istill had with me and I still reflected, from time to time, on the teachings ofthe profound and cryptic little work, which according to some modernscholars was an original Chinese composition, but which had in any caseexerted a strong influence on practically all the major schools of Far East-ern Buddhism. I was particularly struck by the concept � or rather image �of �perfuming�, distant reflections of which even found their way into mypoetry. In Early Buddhism samsara and nirvana were mutually exclusiverealities, which left unresolved the question of how they were related. Ac-cording to Ashvaghosha, or whoever wrote under that name, the relationbetween them is one of mutual perfuming. Clothes have no scent inthemselves, but if they are permeated with perfumes then they come tohave a scent. Similarly, the pure state of Suchness (Ashvaghosha�s termfor the Absolute) is without defilement, but upon its being �perfumed� byignorance there appear on it the marks of defilement. In a correspondingmanner, the defiled state of ignorance is devoid of any purifying influ-ence, but upon its being �perfumed� by Suchness it comes to have such aninfluence. Indispensable though the help of Buddhas, Bodhisattvas, andspiritual friends may also be, a man is able to renounce samsara and real-ize nirvana primarily because his deluded mind is permeated by the per-fume of Suchness � a perfume far surpassing the scent of gardenias.
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Chapter Two
TEA GARDENS, TAMANGS, AND A TALKING CALF
Longview was one of the biggest tea estates in the Darjeeling District, butI had heard of its existence only recently, when I received a visit from itsnew, South Indian manager. R.A. Padmanathan was a reader of the AryanPath, to which I was a regular contributor; the Aryan Path was printed andpublished in Bangalore by the Indian Institute of Culture, and the direc-tor of the Institute was Padmanathan�s cousin. On learning from thiscousin that the Buddhist monk whose name appeared so frequently inthe pages of the Institute�s journal lived in Kalimpong, thus being virtu-ally his next-door neighbour, Padmanathan lost no time in coming to seeme. The visit was followed by an exchange of letters between us, an ex-change which culminated, towards the end of June, in his inviting me toLongview and my accepting the invitation. Though I had been living inthe District for over three years I had as yet had no more than a glimpse ofthe world-famous tea gardens, and the idea of spending a few days in oneof them appealed to me.I did not go to Longview alone. Sachin accompanied me. He was one ofmy oldest pupils, having attended the evening tutorial classes which,shortly after the establishment of the now defunct YMBA, I had startedfor the benefit of those of our members who were fearful of not passingtheir school or college examinations. After an unsuccessful attempt at ascience degree in Darjeeling (his father had wanted him to be a doctor) hewas back in Kalimpong, attending the Scottish Universities Mission (Arts)College, and now came to me for tuition in Logic and English Literature.Logic we both found interesting, at times even fascinating, but EnglishLiterature � especially English poetry � was sheer, unadulterated delight.Besides going through the Calcutta University�s IA Prose and Poetry Se-lections page by page and line by line, I dictated paraphrasesof the poemsto him, the ability to reproduce �in your own words� the meaning of



Wordsworth�s �Immortality Ode� or Shelley�s �To the West Wind� being,apparently, highly prized by the examiners. Not that we confined our-selves to the Selections. Sachin�s love of literature was hardly less than myown, and we often wandered, in the course of these tutorials, far beyondthe limits of what was academically prescribed. Love of literature consti-tuted, indeed, a strong bond between us. It had been a major factor in thedevelopment of our friendship, which now that Sachin was back inKalimpong was flourishing more vigorously than ever. Rarely did a daypass without our seeing each other, either at The Hermitage or at the bun-galow in the Scottish Mission compound where he lived and where, if hehappened to be out, I sometimes talked with his father, who was a doctorin the Mission hospital. When Padmanathan invited me to Longview itwas therefore natural that I should tell Sachin, natural that he shouldwant to accompany me, natural that I should be willing for him to do so,and natural, finally, that we should decide to extend the scope of our ex-cursion and return to Kalimpong via Kurseong and Darjeeling.The evening before our departure I learned that Gyan Jyoti�s jeepwould be going down to Siliguri in the morning. Gyan Jyoti was theprominent Newar Buddhist merchant who had invited Kashyap-ji (asmy teacher was generally known) to Kalimpong and who, sinceKashyap-ji had taken me there with him and then left me to �work for thegood of Buddhism�, was indirectly responsible for my presence in thetown. Though we did not often meet, he was always ready to oblige me,and thus it was that I travelled to Siliguri in the front seat of his jeep, whileSachin followed by bus. Within half an hour of our leaving The Hermit-age we had crossed Teesta Bridge, three thousand feet below Kalimpong,and were speeding along the muddy potholed track that wound betweenthe foothills to the plains. The rainy season was well advanced, and I sawthat the Teesta had risen dramatically and that its waters were no longerjade green or turquoise in colour but a dull ochre laced with soapsuddyyellow. There had already been a few landslides, but the road had beencleared, and the other occupants of the jeep and I were beginning to con-gratulate ourselves on an uneventful journey when, only a few milesfrom the plains, we suddenly found our passage blocked by three enor-mous boulders. These had to be dynamited out of the way before wecould proceed, with the result that it took five hours instead of the ex-pected three to reach the would-be-industrial shanty town that wasSiliguri, where the Longview jeep was waiting. Half an hour later, havingbeen swallowed by the rolling green acres of the tea gardens, which ex-tended up into the first range of foothills, Sachin and I were being depos-
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ited at the entrance to the manager�s bungalow and welcomed byPadmanathan.According to the dictionary a bungalow was a one-storey house, but thebuilding in which we now found ourselves, and where we were soon par-taking of a late lunch with our host, was more like a country mansion thanthe modest suburban dwelling that, in England at least, the Hindi-de-rived term had come to designate. The table at which we sat could haveaccommodated twenty people, while the enormous dresser that stoodagainst one wall and the massive sideboard that stood against anotherheld, respectively, dinner services, and glass- and silverware, that musthave been shipped from England decades ago. Obviously in the spaciousdays of the Raj the manager of a Darjeeling tea estate had lived in consid-erable splendour, waited on by a horde of servants, and entertaining lav-ishly. In this respect, at least, Padmanathan was far from emulating hisimperial predecessors. He lived very simply, making use of only a few ofthe twenty-odd lofty rooms, keeping only a handful of servants, and do-ing little or no entertaining. Though clad, as no doubt his predecessorshad been clad, in khaki shorts and open-necked shirt, he did not reallygive the impression of being the manager of an important tea estate. Withhis serious expression, and mild manners, he gave the impression, rather,of being a college professor or not very successful lawyer.Lunch was not only late but lengthy, Padmanathanhaving a lot to say tome, and after the meal Sachin and I barely had a chance to try out the bun-galow�s ping-pong table before it was time for afternoon tea and a visit tothe temple. When he took over, Padmanathan explained, there was not asingle place of worship in the whole estate. He had therefore built the la-bourers a temple, and from the way he showed this to us it was clear hewas quite proud of the little whitewashed structure on the edge of the la-bour force�s assembly ground. It was open-fronted, and divided into twocompartments, each with its own bell. One compartment contained im-ages of Radha and Krishna, both standing; the other, a sedent image ofthe Buddha. Having shown us the temple Padmanathan took us to seefirst the tea gardens, with their thousands of rows of flat-topped bushes,and then the various offices. Though our host drove us round for quite awhile, we were far from seeing the whole estate which, he informed us,comprised 1,500 acres and had a labour force of 3,000. Most of the labour-ers were Tamangs, which meant they were Buddhists, but according toPadmanathan they were totally ignorant of Buddhism and had, in fact,no interest in religion. The rest of the labourers were either Thapas or
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other Nepalese Hindus or � though there were very few of these � Nepa-lese Christian converts.By the time we returned to the bungalow Sachin and I had seen andheard so much that was new to us that we felt quite tired, and were con-tent simply to sit on the veranda without speaking. Situated on a ridge asit was, the bungalow commanded a breathtakingly extensive view of theplains, and as darkness fell � the �embalméd darkness� of the tropics � wecould see the lights of Siliguri twinkling in the distance. How was it, Iwondered, that a place that looked so sordid by day could contrive topresent so magical an appearance at night! But I did not wonder for long.The air was cold, my mosquito-curtained bed was inviting, and we had tobe up at 05.00 in order to accompany Padmanathan to the assemblyground and see the labour force being given its orders for the day.If I had expected to see dawn break, next morning, on 3,000 heads, thenI was disappointed. Only four or five hundred men, women, and chil-dren actually turned up, many of them carrying the traditional tokri orcone-shapedwicker basket. They were, I had to admit, an unattractive lot.Though sturdily built, they were for the most part squat, bandy-legged,low-browed, and broad-featured, with expressions that ranged from thedull and apathetic to the coarse and brutal, so that one had to remind one-self that these were human beings and, as such, one�s brothers and sisters� even one�s brother and sister Buddhists. When the force had assembled,and it was obvious no more labourers would be turning up that day,Padmanathan made his way to the temple, stepped inside the first com-partment, rang the bell, put on his spectacles, and read out two versesfrom the Bhagavad-gita. He then stepped into the second compartment,rang the bell there too, read out two verses from the Dhammapada, took offhis spectacles, and rejoined the little band of assistants and overseers withwhom he had been talking. The assembled labourers took no interest inthese proceedings. �Burra Saheb�s job is to run the estate,� their sullenlooks seemed to say, if they said anything at all. �Religion is the job of brah-mins and lamas.� For Padmanathan had engaged a Nepalese brahmin toofficiate in the Hindu half of the temple and a Tamang lama to officiate inthe Buddhist half, and the two functionaries were in obsequious atten-dance upon him as he performed his own supernumerary ministrations.These ministrations over, he was free to give the labour force, or as muchof it as had turned up, its orders for the day, which he did through the me-dium of the overseers, his own Nepali being insufficient for that purpose.The overseers then led off their respective contingents to various parts of
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the estate, while Padmanathan took Sachin and me to his office for break-fast.After breakfast our host showed us more of the estate, this time initiat-ing us into the mysteries of the tea-producing process, from the picking ofthe �two leaves and a bud� with which the process began to the dispatch-ing of the big, fragrant wooden chests with which it concluded. Pickingwas usually done by women, Padmanathan explained, as we looked outover one of the gardens, where scores of pairs of female hands wereworking with incredible rapidity, right hand and left hand alternatelytossing the young shoots and leaves back over the picker�s shoulder intoher tokri. Women were in any case more reliable than men, he continued;because they had children to feed they worked regularly, whereas themen worked only when they needed liquor money and were often drunkfor days on end. The bushes on which the shoots and leaves grew were, Inoticed, all no more than breast high, for though the tea plant was really atree, belonging to the same family as the camellia, in cultivation itsgrowth was restricted for the convenience of the picker. It was no doubtfor the same reason that the tops of the bushes were kept perfectly flat.Planted out as they were at regular intervals, in long straight rows, theneat little bushes gave the hillside something of the appearance of aDutch formal garden of clipped yew.Each time a picker filled her tokri she took it to the overseer, whoweighed it and entered the weight against her name in a little book. At theend of the day the weights were added up and she would be paid accord-ing to the total. Thus the faster she worked the greater would be the num-ber of times she filled her tokri, and the greater the number of times shefilled her tokri the more she would be paid. In this way an active youngwoman could earn what by local standards was a good wage.From the gardens the freshly-picked shoots and leaves were trans-ported to a factory, where they went through the remaining stages of thetea-producing process, all of which Padmanathan showed us. The unfor-tunate herb was spread on trays, rolled, fermented, baked, and torturedin a variety of other ways, before being sifted into grades and packedready for dispatch to Calcutta. For the whole time we were inside the fac-tory I was not only conscious of the extreme humidity; I was also con-scious of a pervasive, overpowering odour � the odour of tea. It was anodour reminiscent, not of the delicate aroma wafted from the four o�clockincarnation of �the cup that cheers but does not inebriate�, but rather ofthe stench emanating from yesterday�s used tea-leaves. I was thereforenot sorry when, our initiation into the mysteries of tea-production being
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complete, Sachin and I eventually emerged with Padmanathan into thecomparative coolness of the air outside and were taken back to the bunga-low, where my host and I at once plunged into a serious discussion � a dis-cussion that lasted until lunchtime and was continued in the evening.The fact of the matter was that I was deeply concerned about theTamang labourers, who after all comprised by far the greater part of theLongview labour force. They were Buddhists, in the sense that they hadbeen born into �Buddhist� families. More precisely, they were NyingmaBuddhists, that is, followers of Padmasambhava, the Precious Guru, oneof the two co-founders of the Tibetan Buddhist tradition. Yet according toPadmanathan they were totally ignorant of Buddhism and had no inter-est in religion. Something had to be done, and done quickly, since other-wise they might cease in the course of another generation to be Buddhistseven in name. The idea that eventually occurred to me, as Padmanathanand I talked, and which I at once communicated to him, was that heshould establish a branch of the Maha Bodhi Society at Longview, abranch that would be responsible for spreading the basic teachings ofBuddhism among the labour force and which I myself would visit regu-larly. Within a few years the Tamangs would be completely changed; theywould be Buddhists in fact as well as in name and true followers of thePrecious Guru. Though Padmanathan did not mislike the idea of therebeing a branch of the Maha Bodhi Society at Longview, he was far fromsharing my confidence that it could be a means of changing the Tamangs.I had seen for myself, he commented ruefully, how little interest the la-bourers took in what went on inside the temple. It had been a great disap-pointment to him. At least some of them, he had thought, would get intothe habit of going to the temple to pray, whether to the Buddha or toRadha-Krishna (it didn�t really matter to whom), and to offer the lama orthe brahmin a few annas. But none of them ever did. A few of the Hinduoffice staff sometimes went to the temple, but the Tamang and other la-bourers gave it a wide berth. The nearest the latter ever got to it was whenthey came to the assembly ground to be given their orders for the day, andeven then they took no more notice of the temple than if it had been an or-dinary building. It was as though they did not appreciate what he haddone for them.� Later on, Sachin having joined us, Padmanathan re-turned to the theme. Not only had he built the labourers a temple. He hadalso provided them with a free dispensary; but they steadfastly refused toavail themselves of its services, preferring to rely instead on old wives�remedies of their own when they fell sick or were injured. It was the samein the case of the shop he had opened for their benefit. This too they re-
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fused to patronize, even though they could buy provisions there atwholesale prices. He couldn�t understand them. They seemed not to re-spond to kindness. Why, when asked which of his various predecessorsthey had liked best they invariably mentioned the name of Mr�, a Britishmanager who abused them and swore at them, who was very free withhis fists, and who was not above laying into them with a whip. Sometimeshe thought, our host added, that if they had a voice in the matter the la-bourers of Longview would vote to bring back Mr�, whip and all.Next day I had another serious discussion, this time with the DeputyCommissioner, Sri Dutt-Majumdar, whom I had already met once ortwice. He arrived a couple of hours before lunch, having come to conferwith Padmanathan on a problem that had lately arisen and with which hewas having to deal: the problem of the infiltration of some of the tea es-tates by Communist agitators. The Communist Party � or parties � wasnot illegal in India: those were in any case the heady days of Indo-Chi-nese friendship, when according to the popular slogan the peoples of In-dia and China were brothers, friends, mates; but agitation in the teaestates could lead to strikes, strikes to loss of production, and loss of pro-duction to loss of foreign exchange, tea being one of India�s most valuableexports. As Deputy Commissioner, Dutt-Majumdar was therefore con-cerned with the matter. Infiltration by Communists was also of concern, itseemed, to the good Fathers of North Point, the famous Catholic collegeon the outskirts of Darjeeling. One of their number had recently called onhim at his office, so Dutt-Majumdar informed me, to report that the Eng-lish Buddhist monk who lived in Kalimpong was, in fact, a Communistspy, and to suggest that in the interest of national security he should beexpelled from the District. �I know very well why he reported you,�Dutt-Majumdar smilingly assured me. �You have nothing to worryabout.�I too knew why the Jesuit Father had reported me. Indeed, I thought Iknew the reason for his action better than Dutt-Majumdar himself did. Itwas not merely that, in accordance with my teacher�s behest, I was work-ing in Kalimpong for the good of Buddhism, thus diminishing the influ-ence of the missionaries, Catholic and Protestant alike, in what they wereaccustomed to regard as their very own territory. A few months earlier Ihad sent to the Calcutta English-language dailies a letter exposing a par-ticularly odious method of obtaining conversions to Christianity that hadcome to my notice in Kalimpong, and the publication of this letter hadaroused the wrath of the missionary fraternity throughout north-easternIndia and made me even more notorious among them than I was already.
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The method in question was that of �conversion through pregnancy�, as Itermed it. A Christian girl would be encouraged to associate with anon-Christian boy who, when she became pregnant, would be pressur-ized by the Mission authorities first into agreeing to marry her, then intoagreeing to marry her in church, and finally, since only Christians couldbe married in church, into agreeing to become a Christian. Sometimes thepressure included threats of physical violence. All this I explained toDutt-Majumdar, who was naturally interested, the more especially sincethe boys whose cases I mentioned came from communities entitled to of-ficial protection from exploitation by outside agencies. He thereforeasked me to let him have the facts in writing, at the same time promisingto take action in the matter.When Sachin and I took leave of Padmanathan that afternoon I waswell content with the success of our visit, and had much to think about asthe Longview jeep zigzagged up the succession of hairpin bends that ledto Kurseong. In Kurseong we spent an hour or two at the TB Sanatoriumvisiting Lachuman, an old pupil of mine who was now a patient there,then caught the bus to Darjeeling. On my previous visits to Darjeeling Ihad been the guest of a hospitable Punjabi shopkeeper, but he was out ofstation (as the phrase went) and I decided to stay at the GandhamadanVihara instead. Situated on the sheer hillside below the main road intoDarjeeling, the Gandhamadan Vihara was the religious and culturalcentre of the town�s two or three dozen Barua families, the Baruas beingTheravadin Buddhists from East Bengal. It comprised a smallshrine-cum-lecture hall, a row of guest rooms, and a one-room woodenkuti for the use of the resident bhikshu. At that time there was no residentbhikshu, nor had there been one, I gathered, for several years. There was,however, an orange-robed guest, in the person of the same BurmeseMaha Thera or �Great Elder� who had once visited me in Kalimpong andwhom I had put up for the night. With him I therefore renewed acquain-tance, having breakfast with him next morning and accompanying himto the house of Kali Kinker Barua, the secretary of the local Bengal Buddh-ist Association, for a bhojana-dana or ceremonial food-offering. I also re-newed acquaintance, during that and the following day, with twoleading members of the Tamang Buddhist Association, besides spendingtime with personal friends and visiting the town�s English bookshopswith Sachin, who was staying with his maternal grandmother.The two members of the Tamang Buddhist Association were brisk, dap-per little P.T. Lama and his big, pan-chewing brother Inspector T. Moktan.The latter, who was in the West Bengal police, was the more reli-
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gious-minded of the two, and always came to see me when his dutiestook him to Kalimpong. A widower with two small daughters, he had de-cided, most uncharacteristically for a Nepalese, not to remarry. Thoughthe two brothers were looking for me, and I was looking for them, we didnot meet until we happened to bump into each other in the bazaar. Theyat once took me to the Tamang Gompa, as the pagoda-style Nyingmatemple was called, and showed me the new mani chamber they were con-structing there. A mani was a prayer-wheel or, more accurately, aprayer-cylinder, and a mani chamber was a chamber containing, not aprayer-cylinder such as was twirled by old-fashioned Tibetans as theytook their evening stroll, but a giant version of the same devotional aid, aversion which in this case would stand eight or ten feet high and occupypractically the entire chamber. They were constructing the mani chamberin memory of their mother, the brothers explained; it was nearly com-pleted, as I could see, and they would like me to speak at the opening cer-emony. I at once accepted the invitation. The principal object of worshipin the Tamang Gompa was the enormous sedent image ofPadmasambhava that had given me, three years ago, so overwhelmingan impression of the spiritual reality of the Precious Guru, and I washappy to renew my connection with the place. I also accepted the invita-tion because I knew that even educated Buddhists like P.T. Lama and In-spector T. Moktan knew very little about Buddhism, and I was glad, whileremaining personally not keen on prayer-cylinders, to have the opportu-nity of explaining the meaning of an ancient Buddhist tradition.A few weeks later, therefore, I was back in Darjeeling and back at theGandhamadan Vihara. This time Sachin did not accompany me. He wasmore than willing to do so, but according to the Hindu calendar both thedays for which I would be away were inauspicious and his mother didnot want him to be away from home then. On arriving in Darjeeling Iagain renewed acquaintance with the Burmese Maha Thera, then spentthe remainder of the day seeing people, visiting bookshops, and execut-ing various small commissions for Sachin and Miss Barclay. The day con-cluded with a three-cornered philosophical discussion between me andtwo Bengali Hindu friends � a discussion which lasted until the stroke ofmidnight. Next morning, after an early bhojana-dana at the home of KaliKinker Barua, I made my way down the hillside to the Tamang Gompa,my host escorting me. The opening of the new mani chamber was a verypublic occasion, with the Deputy Commissioner, Sri Dutt-Majumdar, pre-siding, and my own lecture as the principal item on the programme.
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I had decided to speak on the meaning of the mantra om mani padmehum hri, this being the mantra embossed on the great copper cylinder thatstood awaiting the push that would give it its first ponderous revolutionon its axis. A good part of my lecture was devoted to explaining the signif-icance of the Jewel (mani) and the Lotus (padma), which were, I said, uni-versal symbols, being found, in different forms, all over the world. In thewords of the summary I afterwards wrote of the lecture:The lotus grows in water, and water always represents life.Philosophically speaking, life is what we call Samsara, therepeated process of birth and death. Life and birth are closelyconnected, and for this reason the Lotus stands for the Garbha,the feminine principle, as well. It also represents the heart, andthe emotions, since these are both associated with the feminineprinciple.The jewel, on the other hand, symbolizes light. Lightrepresents knowledge. The source of light is the sun, the heat ofwhich fecundates the earth. The Mani or Jewel thereforerepresents the active generating power, the masculine principle.Since reason is supposed to predominate in man, it also stands forreason, intellect and spiritual understanding.In explaining the significance of these two symbols I was careful to insistthat whereas a concept had only one meaning a symbol suggested innu-merable meanings, so that the significance of a symbol could never be ex-hausted intellectually. It was therefore possible to interpret the wordsmani padme, literally �Jewel Lotus�, in a number of ways. They could sig-nify the presence of a spiritual reality behind the veil of appearances, orthe fact that every man and woman possessed the potentiality for En-lightenment, or the desirability of harmonizing the rational and emo-tional sides of our personality. Thus the meaning of mani padme was notabstract and philosophical but concrete and practical, and might be sum-marized as follows:All our thinking is in terms of pairs of opposites. We think of thetrue and false, right and wrong, etc. The Jewel and the Lotusrepresent the ultimate duality of existence. In China these twoprinciples are called Yang and Yin; in India they are sometimescalled Purusha and Prakriti, Shiva and Shakti. When we say thatthe Jewel is in the Lotus, we are reminding ourselves that thingsare not really separate from each other, and that our dualistic wayof looking at things is a delusion. When we realize, by spiritual
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practice, that duality is only the creation of our own minds, webecome enlightened.The references to Purusha and Prakriti, and Shiva and Shakti, were forthe benefit of the Hindu members of the audience, the opening of thenew mani chamber being not only a very public occasion but somethingof an inter-faith one as well. It was not that I really believed in the possibil-ity of establishing an exact correspondence between Buddhist and Hindusymbols.Besides explaining the meaning of the mantra I sought to account forthe effect produced by its repetition. Words were sounds, and soundsconsisted of vibrations. Every word we uttered not only conveyed ameaning but set up certain vibrations, which could be either harmoniousor discordant. It was these vibrations, and not the rational content of thewords, which influenced us most deeply, and it was possible for us to beinfluenced in this way because we, too, were made up of vibrations. Notonly our physical bodies, but our minds as well, were vibrating at a cer-tain rate. Everything in the universe vibrated. Buddhism and scienceagreed that nothing in the world was solid, but that everything was in astate of perpetual oscillation. At this point I referred to an American scien-tist�s success in measuring the power of mantra vibrations numerically bymeans of radiation (particularly radiesthesia). The highest rate at which amantra could vibrate, according to this authority, was 250,000 times a sec-ond. Several mantras vibrated at this rate, the mantra om mani padme humbeing among them. This information, which I had gleaned from the writ-ings of the Tantric scholar Dr Benoytosh Bhattacharya, was music to theears of my Tamang Buddhist friends, as was the information, gleanedfrom the same source, that the revolution of a mani-cylinder releasedbeneficial cosmic forces in favour of the person revolving it. When I sent acopy of the printed summary of my lecture to Lama Govinda, however,he responded with a flat rejection of the idea that the emotional and spir-itual effect of a mantra had anything to do with its vibrational value asmeasured by a scientific device. Mechanistic interpretations of this kind,he roundly declared, were rank materialism, and as such quite inconsis-tent with the principles of true Buddhism. In deference to his superiorunderstanding of the subject I therefore never reprinted the little articlein which I had summarized my lecture at the opening of the TamangGompa�s new mani chamber, but years later, particularly after becomingacquainted with Pythagoreanism, I sometimes wondered, pace LamaGovinda, whether there might not be a correlation, even a correlation ex-pressible in mathematical terms, between the numerical frequencies and
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ratios that obtained in the outside world and human emotions, andwhether the one might not, conceivably, have an effect on the other.The new mani chamber having been opened and the massive cylindergiven its initial push, I returned to the Gandhamadan Vihara and spentthe next few hours absorbed in one of the books I had bought the pre-vious day. It was T.S. Eliot�s The Use of Poetry and the Use of Criticism. In mylecture I had spoken of the desirability of harmonizing the rational andemotional sides of our personality. There were certainly sides of my ownpersonality that needed to be harmonized and integrated, though thesewere not so much the rational and the emotional as the religious and theaesthetic. Sometimes the two overlapped, even coincided, but more oftenthey remained separate and distinct, even mutually antagonistic. Thismeant that usually they tended to alternate, sometimes even within thespace of a single day, with now one now the other predominating,whether in respect of my inner preoccupations or my outward activities.On the day of the opening ceremony this was certainly the case. Havinggiven a lecture on the meaning of a Buddhist mantra in the morning, andspent the afternoon absorbed in English literary criticism, in the evening Iattended the full moon day puja in the Vihara�s shrine-cum-lecture hall,administering the five precepts to the assembled Baruas and deliveringmy first sermon in Hindi.On returning to Kalimpong next day I found the town in an uproar. Atleast the Hindu part of it was in an uproar. A butcher had been about tocut the throat of a calf when the innocent creature opened its mouth andsaid, apparently in good Nepali, �Have mercy. Don�t kill me. I am HolyMother Cow.� News of the miracle spread like wildfire. Pious Hindusflocked from all parts of the town to have darshan of the calf, to prostratethemselves before it, and to implore its blessing. Neck profusely gar-landed with marigolds, and forehead smeared with vermilion, it wastaken in procession through the bazaar amid scenes of tremendous en-thusiasm. Whenever it stopped for a moment, people pressed forward todip their fingers in the precious deposit and apply it to their foreheads,cow-dung being endued, for orthodox Hindus, with all kinds of purifica-tory properties. Money was also collected on behalf of the now deifiedcalf, and at the end of an hour the fortunate quadruped was the richer by35,000 rupees. The principal contributors were the saffron-turbanedMarwari merchants, who occupied a prominent position in the town�seconomy and who were known as much for their strict Hindu orthodoxyas for their business acumen. A piece of land was being purchased for thecalf, I was told, and a shed-cum-temple erected where it would be able to
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live out its days in peace. As for the butcher who had been the witness ofthe miracle, he had forsworn his sanguinary trade and become a vegetar-ian, and was going to spend the rest of his life in the calf �s service as itspriest and personal attendant.The majority of our members, especially the younger ones, did not be-lieve the calf had actually spoken, least of all that it had claimed to be HolyMother Cow in person. There was general agreement, though, that some-thing strange must have happened in the butcher�s shed. Perhaps thebutcher experienced a sudden revulsion as he lifted his knife against theinnocent creature, a revulsion so strong that he thought he heard the calfspeaking and begging him to spare its life. A few of our members rejectedeven this rationalistic explanation. The whole thing was a deliberatehoax, they declared. There had been no talking calf, no repentant butcher.The story had been fabricated by the local branch of the All-India CowProtection Society; they had fabricated it in order to whip up support fortheir flagging anti-cowslaughter campaign, and Hindu popular senti-ment, always volatile, had done the rest. To me it was obvious thecow-protectionists had been involved, if only to the extent of taking ad-vantage of a rumour favourable to their cause, and I was pleased some ofour members had seen through their machinations. A few weeks earlier Ihad started a new series of weekly lectures at The Hermitage. One lecturewas entitled �How to Develop Discrimination�, and it had led to somelively discussion. In Kalimpong, as elsewhere, one had to learn to dis-criminate between religion and superstition, between individual devo-tion and collective hysteria, and the knowledge that some of my closerassociates were beginning to do this was very heartening.
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Chapter Three
DEATHS AND ENTRANCES
Less than a hundred years earlier, Kalimpong had been part of Bhutan,just as Darjeeling had been part of Sikkim, the Raj having nibbled at thecorners of both kingdoms. None the less there were very few Bhutaneseliving in the town, though with their striped chubas (knee-length in thecase of the men), cropped hair, and bare feet those that did live theremade a particularly colourful contribution to the ethnic and cultural di-versity of the place. What they lacked in numbers they more than madeup in weight, at least where the Buddhist community was concerned,Kalimpong�s leading Buddhist family being Bhutanese. This family wasthe Dorji family. The head of the family, Raja Sonam Topgay Dorji, lived inprincely style at Bhutan House, which was situated three miles up theroad from me, on the other side of town. Though his official designationwas that of Trade Agent to the Government of Bhutan, he functioned asboth prime minister and foreign minister of his undeveloped country, aswell as being its de facto ambassador to India. Moreover, he controlledtrade between Bhutan and India by the simple expedient of keeping asmuch of it as possible in his own hands, with the result that besides beingthe most powerful man in Bhutan, next to the king, he was extremelywealthy. Indeed, the Dorji family was reputed to be wealthier than theroyal family. But powerful and wealthy though he now was, Raja Dorji�sorigins were distinctly plebeian. His father, who was the son of a syce, hadrendered important services to the British and been suitably rewarded,while Sonam Topgay himself, following in his father�s footsteps, hadbeen made a titular raja, had married a Sikkimese princess, had becomeTrade Agent to the Government of Bhutan, and had built Bhutan House.During my first months in Kalimpong I visited Bhutan House morethan once, and met both Raja and Rani Dorji, as well as meeting their el-dest son and their two daughters, one of whom was to become queen of



Bhutan. While Topgay Raja, as he was generally known, mingled freelywith the citizenry of Kalimpong and was a popular figure in the lower ba-zaar, his wife, who was the sister of the Maharaja of Sikkim, held herselficily aloof and was far from popular. Her unpopularity was due less to heraloofness, which in any case was expected from a member of the aristoc-racy, than to her extreme tightfistedness and the utter ruthlessness withwhich she distrained upon debtors and evicted tenants the minute theywere in arrears. She was in fact a formidable personage, and few peopledared cross her path. Unfortunately, I had been obliged to cross it when,some three years earlier, she was the chairman and I the general secretaryof the Sacred Relics Reception Committee (the relics in question werethose of Shariputra and Maudgalyayana, the Buddha�s chief disciples,which were then touring India after being returned by the Victoria andAlbert Museum). For purely personal reasons Rani Dorji was determinedthat the relics of the two Arahants should not be lodged at the TharpaChholing Gompa, the biggest and most important Buddhist monasteryin Kalimpong, and there exposed for the veneration of the public,whereas I was no less determined that they should be lodged there andsucceeded, eventually, in winning the support of the other members ofthe committee. Since then Rani Dorji had refused to have anything to dowith me, with the YMBA (she had attended a lecture or two in its veryearly days) or, more recently, with the Kalimpong branch of the MahaBodhi Society.One morning towards the end of September, however, a few days afterwe had celebrated the birth anniversary of Anagarika Dharmapala, thefounder of the Maha Bodhi Society, Gyan Jyoti came with an invitation tolunch at Bhutan House. As I already knew, Raja Dorji was dead. He haddied two nights ago, a condolence meeting had been held at the TownHall, and I had myself written to Jigme Dorji, the late Raja�s eldest son, ex-pressing my sympathy for him and the rest of the family. Anand-ji wasalso invited, Gyan Jyoti informed me, as was the Venerable Mahanama,the latter being a cousin of Gyan Jyoti�s who had recently arrived inKalimpong and who, though a monk, cherished aspirations to stardom inthe world of films. Four days later I accordingly walked half a mile upthe road to the Dharmodaya Vihara, the English-style family housewhich was the religious and cultural centre of the local Newar Buddhists,where Anand-ji and Mahanam-ji were staying and where I had myselfspent the first ten months of my life in Kalimpong. From there the three ofus were driven to Bhutan House, passing beneath the enormous vajra orthunderbolt-sceptre that lay across the top of the front gate and gave the
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whole place, I always thought, a sinister and threatening look. Rani Dorjiand her children were waiting on the veranda to receive us. Though blackwas not the traditional Buddhist colour of mourning, they all wore blackchubas, knee-length in the case of Jigme and his brothers, which served toaccentuate the pallor of their countenances. Not surprisingly, they lookednot only grief-stricken but deeply shocked. Raja Dorji had died, itseemed, rather unexpectedly. According to Gyan Jyoti it was unclearwhat he had died from, how long he had been ill, or even if he had been illat all, and rumour was already rife in the bazaar. Grief and shock werehowever mingled, in the family�s looks, with a third expression which Ifound it more difficult to identify but which was almost one of horror.What could this mean? But I had no time to speculate. After they had si-lently saluted us and we had silently responded to their salutations, thestricken family conducted Anand-ji, Mahanam-ji, and me first to the din-ing-room for the ceremonial food-offering and then upstairs to RajaDorji�s room for the more specifically religious part of the proceedings.The body was laid out on a richly decorated bed in the middle of theroom with its head, only the top of which was visible, towards theglass-fronted shrine on the right. Silver butter-lamps were burning andthe resinous fragrance of Tibetan incense filled the air. On the far side ofthe body, facing us, were a large framed photograph of Raja Dorji andmasses of flowers. On this side were three chairs, and on these my brothermonks and I were invited to take our seats while Rani Dorji, Jigme, Tashi,Kesang, and the two younger sons, who were barely out of their teens, to-gether with the servants of the house, all stood behind us. Anand-ji beingvery much my senior in ordination, I had naturally assumed that hewould be giving the funeral sermon; but to my surprise he asked me, inan undertone, to give it instead. According to monastic convention a re-quest from a senior to a junior monk had the force of a command, and forthe next twenty-five or thirty minutes I therefore spoke, as the customwas, of the merits of the deceased, of the shortness of human life, of the in-evitability of death, and of the necessity for practising the Dharma whilethere was still time and while one was still possessed of health, strength,and mental energy. Though I had not really known Raja Dorji, havingmet him only once, and though my contact with his wife had ended un-fortunately, I spoke with considerable feeling, as I could sense that RaniDorji and her children stood at one of those junctures in human lifewhere only the Dharma is of any avail, and I wanted them to realize this.Perhaps they did realize it, to an extent, for I felt a relaxation in the atmos-phere behind me, as if my words had helped lighten the load of grief,

DEATHS AND ENTRANCES 29



shock, and something akin to horror, by which they were oppressed.When I had finished speaking Anand-ji softly started up the paritta-gathasor �verses of protection�, in the chanting of which Mahanam-ji and Ijoined, after which he �transferred merits� to the deceased Raja by pour-ing water into a bowl to the accompaniment of the appropriate formulae.Rani Dorji, Jigme, and the rest of the family, then offered each of us a robeand, one by one, prostrated themselves before us three times in the Ti-betan fashion.A funeral sermon often makes quite a deep impression on its auditors atthe time, but the impression rarely lasts. In Rani Dorje�s case, however,the words I had spoken over her dead husband�s body seemed to havehad an effect that was more than usually durable. At any rate, after theceremony at Bhutan House her attitude towards me underwent a slightbut definite modification. No longer refusing to have anything to do withthe young monk who had dared cross her path, she now came to see meoccasionally, each time bringing with her a small offering (sometimes itwas a very small offering). For a person of Rani Dorji�s rigid and unforgiv-ing disposition this represented a change of heart indeed, and though thegeneral opinion in Kalimpong was that Rani Dorji was not capable of achange of heart, but only of a change of tactics (some opined she did nothave a heart at all), as representing a change of heart I for one was willingto regard it. Not that she modified her attitude towards me immediately.It was a year or more before the modification was sufficiently marked forme to be sure I was not imagining things and that there actually had beena change of heart on her part. Meanwhile, it did not occur to me to specu-late on the possible effects of my sermon. In the days following the cere-mony at Bhutan House two other questions occupied my mind. Whatwas the reason for the expression of near horror I had seen on the faces ofthe Dorji family, and that continued to haunt me, and why had Anand-jiasked me to give the funeral sermon instead of giving it himself?An answer to the first question was not long in coming. The rumoursthat had circulated in the bazaar since Raja Dorji�s death condensed into asingle rumour, that rumour hardened into a general belief, and the belief,in its turn, into an accepted fact. Raja Dorji had not died a natural death.He had been killed by means of black magic. If such was the case, or ifRani Dorji and her children believed it to be the case, then it explained theexpression, unidentifiable but almost one of horror, that I had seen min-gled, in the latter�s faces, with the grief and shock. Black magic was prac-tised throughout the Himalayan region, and Nepalese Hindu jakris orwitch doctors and Bhutanese Dukpa Kagyu lamas alike were popularly

30 I N THE S IGN OF THE GOLDEN WHEEL



credited with fearsome powers. (Mme Blavatsky�s �dread Dad-Dugpaclan� may well have been not the product of her fertile imagination, assometimes alleged, but of her contact with Bhutanese lamas of the DukpaKagyu School.) Moreover, the Dorji family was not without enemies, bothinside and outside Bhutan, and it was entirely feasible that someone whowas unable or unwilling to attack it openly should have decided to haverecourse to a weapon traditionally employed by the weak against thestrong. If they believed that this was what had happened, and that RajaDorji had indeed been killed by means of black magic, the Rani and herchildren would have had a sense of dark, destructive forces having beenunleashed against them by they knew not whom. They would have feltthat hovering above Bhutan House there was a black cloud, lightningfrom which had already struck down the head of the family and might atany moment strike down one or more of them.The question of why Anand-ji had asked me to give the funeral sermontook longer to answer. Certainly he had not asked me to give it because ofany incapacity on his own part; as I well knew, he was an accomplishedspeaker, in both Hindi and English, not to mention Sinhalese and his na-tive Punjabi. Neither had he asked me, I felt sure, because I needed prac-tice in the art of speaking, since he was aware I had quite enough of thatanyway. Why then had he asked me, especially when his relegating thecentral role in an important religious ceremony to the juniormost monkpresent could have been seen as constituting a slight to the rich and pow-erful family at whose invitation that ceremony was being performed?Anand-ji must certainly have had a reason for so obvious a departurefrom protocol. Since he was very much my senior it would hardly havebeen in accordance with monastic etiquette for me to ask him point blankwhat that reason was, and though he was in the habit of taking me forlong walks whenever he was in Kalimpong (he had been semi-resident inthe town since early spring), and though he was friendly and communi-cative, I felt I did not yet know him well enough to be able to dispensewith etiquette to that extent. But if I did not know him very well, I knewquite a lot about him. I knew about his studies at a monastic college inCeylon, about his two years in the West, about his association withKashyap-ji (with whom and Rahul Sankrityayana he had formed a fa-mous trio), about his work as a translator of Pali canonical texts and mod-ern English novels, about his high-level involvement with the movementfor the propagation of Hindi, the national language, and about his Com-munist sympathies. Anand-ji�s was in fact a many-sided personality, andif I did not know him very well it was partly because it was difficult to tell
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which of his numerous activities and interests were more expressive ofthe �real� Anand-ji or even whether there existed, behind them, a �real�Anand-ji at all. Not surprisingly, different people saw him in differentways. The German pilgrim Hans-Ulrich Rieker, who had met him two orthree years earlier in �the great monastery of the Buddhist monks�, as heterms the Maha Bodhi Society�s Calcutta headquarters, describes him ashaving �the glance of a wise and mature man� and as being �adverse totrivialities�, as well as being quiet and amiable and possessed of a funda-mental conscientiousness. (Mahanam-ji, whom he also met, is described,under the name of Kaccana, as attaching considerable importance to anelegant appearance and as leaving a trail of cheap perfume behind himwherever he went.) What struck me about Anand-ji, in the course of ourlong walks along the less frequented roads of Kalimpong, was his com-municativeness (up to a point), his highly rationalistic approach to Bud-dhism, his ready wit, his proneness to mockery, and his profoundcynicism. I also noticed that he had, in common with other cynics, a streakof sentimentality in his make-up, the beneficiaries of this weakness beinghis various young protégés. One of these had already spent a few weeksin Kalimpong with his patron, and at Anand-ji�s request I had taken himto Darjeeling and had him admitted to the Government College, the prin-cipal of which happened to be a friend of mine. Two or three months later,and only a few days before the death of Raja Dorji, another of theseprotégés turned up, and it was from this young man that I eventually dis-covered why Anand-ji had asked me to give the funeral sermon insteadof giving it himself.Dinesh was small and slightly built, with dark brown skin, thick, wavyblack hair, close-set brown eyes, a rather prominent nose, and a big, sen-sual mouth. Since the Newar monks at the Dharmodaya Vihara did nottake kindly to the idea of their again having to accommodate one ofAnand-ji�s non-monastic protégés, my elder brother in the Sangha askedme if I would mind putting Dinesh up at The Hermitage for a while. I didnot mind, especially as Dr Kajiyama had left and I now had no one stay-ing with me except my diminutive young cook-bearer Man Bahadur. I al-ready knew a little about Dinesh. Apparently he had once worked forAnand-ji, had gone to teach Hindi in a remote part of rural Assam, andhad there got into serious trouble about which he had written to Anand-jiand on account of which, I recollected, Anand-ji had been extremely wor-ried. What the trouble was he soon told me. He had fallen in love with oneof his pupils, and she with him, and they had entered into a liaison. Un-fortunately for them, the people of the village where he was teaching
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were Tais, and moral standards were extremely strict, with the result thatwhen the liaison was discovered the girl�s brothers tried to kill him and hehad to flee for his life. He did not even have time to say goodbye to hisbeautiful Mynah-bird, as he called her, Mynah being the girl�s actualname, and had spent several days and nights hiding in the jungle beforebeing able to make his way back to civilization, Kalimpong, and Anand-ji.The episode had given him a nasty shock. At one stroke he had lost hisjob, his mistress, and very nearly his life. But he was of cheerful disposi-tion, and naturally resilient, and though he shed tears when he told mehis story, and continued to shed them whenever he thought of his beauti-ful Mynah-bird, not many weeks had passed before the tears were min-gled with laughter at his own foolishness and eventually they ceasedaltogether. When Anand-ji was in Kalimpong, and he was often away at-tending the meetings of a wide variety of progressive organizationsdown in the plains, Dinesh usually spent much of the day at the Dharmo-daya Vihara helping him. Otherwise he stayed at The Hermitage, wherehe passed his time either reading or playing ping-pong with our youngermembers, with several of whom, Sachin especially, he was soon on termsof friendship. When he had been with me for a month, and it had begunto look as though his stay was going to be prolonged indefinitely, it oc-curred to me that since he was, after all, a Hindi teacher, I might as welltake advantage of his presence to improve my knowledge of that lan-guage. I had already made a start by practising my colloquial Hindi onhim (he preferred practising his English on me), but I now wanted tostudy literary Hindi. The best way of doing this, we agreed, was for me toread a Hindi text with him and then translate it into English by myself,consulting him (and Bhargava�s Hindi�English Dictionary) only whennecessary. What better text could there be for me to read and translatethan one of Anand-ji�s writings? Eventually we chose his well-knownBhikshu ke Patra or �Letters of a Buddhist Monk�, a collection of essays on avariety of topics in epistolary form. This henceforth we read, and I trans-lated, every morning straight after breakfast. From time to time Dineshalso read to me from a celebrated anthology of Urdu couplet poetry, read-ing first the Urdu originals and then the subjoined Hindi translations.Some of the couplets were so appealing that it was not long before I hadlearned them by heart. Many were, of course, on the subject of love (ishq).Anand-ji�s �Letters� proved to be less appealing. Mildly ironic in tone, itdealt with topics of general interest from the standpoint of a dilute ratio-nalism only faintly tinged with Buddhism. The work was patla, Dineshand I agreed; it was �thin and weak�, and after I had translated five essays
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we stopped reading it. If Anand-ji wanted to be known as the Voltaire ofIndia, as he once told me he did, then Bhikshu ke Patra was not going towin him that particular laurel.Since both Dinesh and I saw quite a lot of Anand-ji when he was inKalimpong, and since we were reading one of his books together, it wasonly natural that his patron and my elder brother in the Sangha should bethe subject of conversation between us. Dinesh had known Anand-ji forseveral years, and had a number of stories to tell about him, not all of themvery creditable to the latter in his monastic capacity. One of his stories re-lated to an incident that had taken place not long before he went to teachHindi in Assam, and in which he himself had also been involved.Anand-ji had attended a meeting of the Association for the Advancementof the National Language at Indore with him and two other workers, andthe four of them were travelling back to Wardha by the night train fromMhow. A few stations after Mhow the train suddenly stopped and wasunable to proceed farther. Investigation revealed that owing to a seriousmistake by the pointsman the engine had run into the siding. What wasmore, beyond the heap of sand there was a drop of about two hundredfeet, so that had the engine not been stopped by the sand the whole trainwould have plunged to the river below. The incident had given Anand-jiquite a fright, Dinesh told me. He was morbidly afraid of death, and didnot like to talk about it or to hear it mentioned. He was even reluctant toattend funerals, which as a monk he was sometimes obliged to do.Here, then, was the explanation of why Anand-ji had asked me to givethe funeral sermon at Bhutan House instead of giving it himself. He hadasked me to give it because in a sermon of this kind it was impossible toavoid speaking about death and death was a subject that made him feelextremely uneasy. Either because Dinesh told Anand-ji that he had re-lated to me the story of their narrow escape from a watery grave, or be-cause I myself happened to mention the incident when we were outwalking, one day the subject of the fear of death came up between us, andAnand-ji told me about two similar incidents in which he had been in-volved. More than twenty years earlier, when he was studying in Ceylon,a train coming from behind had almost overtaken him as he was walkingalong the railway line one evening. Had he not leapt down on to the foot-path at the last minute he would certainly have been killed. Four or fiveyears later he made his first journey by air, flying from Bangkok to Ran-goon. On its onward flight the plane on which he had travelled wasstruck by lightning and blew up in mid-air. These two incidents had givenhim a morbid fear of death, a fear which the third incident had served to
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exacerbate. Since my rationalistic friend seemed relieved to be able to talkabout them, I suggested he should write an article describing the three oc-casions on which, as he believed, he had been �about to enter the domainof Death�. This he eventually did, after a few reminders. Entitled �On theVerge of Death�, the article was published in the Maha Bodhi, the MahaBodhi Society�s Journal of International Buddhist Brotherhood, of whoseeditorial board I had in the meantime become a member.While it was natural that Anand-ji should be the subject of conversationbetween Dinesh and me, and natural that Dinesh should regale me withstories about his patron, it was even more natural that the young Hinditeacher should tell me about himself. He was an Untouchable, or rather,untouchability having been officially outlawed, an ex-Untouchable. Anative of the then Madhya Pradesh, he had been born into a very poorfamily (Untouchables were poor almost by definition), had received onlya limited amount of education, had worked for Anand-ji when the latterwas general secretary of the Association for the Advancement of the Na-tional Language, and had become a qualified teacher of Hindi. At onestage he had spent a couple of years in Bombay, that deceitful Mecca ofthe rural poor, making his living as an itinerant massage boy and in anyother way that offered. It was as a result of hearing, in the course of thatautumn, about Dinesh�s experiences that I wrote the poem �The Bodhi-sattva�s Reply�, with its vignettes of the prostitute and the massage boy,the exploited, robotic factory workers, and the despised early morningscavengers from the outcaste village. The story of Dinesh�s life had, infact, moved me deeply, and given me a better understanding of the plightof India�s ex-Untouchables who, despite legislation, were still beingtreated with inhuman cruelty by their Caste Hindu compatriots andco-religionists. Three years later that understanding, for all its limitations,was to stand me in good stead when I came in contact with the newly con-verted ex-Untouchable Buddhists of Bombay and Nagpur and startedworking among them.The fact that Dinesh spent much of the day at the Dharmodaya Viharawhen Anand-ji was in Kalimpong, while Anand-ji himself often called atThe Hermitage to take me for a walk and a talk, made for closer relationsnot just between Anand-ji and me but also between the two Buddhist es-tablishments. Usually I did not go to the Dharmodaya Vihara. BeforeAnand-ji�s appearance on the scene I had not set foot in the place for twoyears. My ten-month stay there had ended unpleasantly. Taking advan-tage of my absence in Sarnath, where I had gone to receive the higher or-dination, the angry-looking Newar monk who had recently arrived from
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Kathmandu shut down YMBA activities at the Vihara, telling our mem-bers that the place did not belong to them and that they were not wantedthere. I would be allowed to stay, he told me on my return, but I wouldhave to pay him a hundred rupees a month for my room. This I could notdo, and he therefore proceeded to act in such a manner as to force me out.Thus I had painful memories of my last days at the Dharmodaya Vihara,and not wishing to revive them usually did not go there. By the timeAnand-ji started making the place his headquarters, however, thesememories had lost much of their sting, and I could revisit the scene of mytribulations with comparative equanimity. Relations between theDharmodaya Vihara and The Hermitage were therefore closer now. Oneresult of this development was that I was asked to speak at the Vihara�sVaishakha celebrations, which were held the day after our own. Anotherwas more surprising. Three months after the celebrations Aniruddha, theangry-looking Newar monk who had ousted me from the DharmodayaVihara, turned up at The Hermitage one morning and asked me to teachhim English. If he did not quite remember how badly he had treated me,he must at least have had a vague recollection of his wanting a hundredrupees a month from me for my room, for he immediately added that hiscompanion Mr Bhumiveda, who was staying with him at the Vihara andalso wanted to study with me, would be paying tuition fees for them both.For the next two months I taught the dour, choleric Newar monk andthe plump, jolly, gold-toothed Thai layman almost daily, Aniruddha be-ing the more painstaking of the two and Bhumiveda the brighter. At theend of that period Aniruddha had to discontinue his studies with me, ashis presence was required in Lumbini. Bhumiveda continued to come.Not only did he continue to come. He asked me if in addition to teachinghim English I would teach him Indian Philosophy, with the result that ourlessons in English grammar and composition were from then on inter-spersed with discussions on Sankhya, Yoga, and the rest of the six(Hindu) classical systems. Bhumiveda was not interested in Buddhistphilosophy. He was not even interested in Buddhism, though he hadbeen born into a Buddhist family and treated Buddhist monks with all thedeference that a well-brought-upThai layman was expected to treat themwith. Aniruddha had introduced him to me as a retired publicity officer,but as I got to know him better � and he was more communicative nowthat he came without Aniruddha � it transpired that he had been muchmore than that. He had in fact had quite a colourful career. Among otherthings he had been a surveyor, the superintendent of a jail, and the gover-nor of a province. In this last capacity he had taken part in a coup d�état. He
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was one of those who had held a revolver to the head of the (unelected)prime minister and forced him to resign. (It was difficult to imagineBhumiveda holding a revolver to anyone�s head, but this is what he toldme.) After the coup d�état he quarrelled with the prime minister�s succes-sor, whom he had helped to seize power, and was compelled to flee thecountry.It was a familiar story. All over Buddhist South-east Asia politicians andothers (not excluding monks) who were in trouble at home came to Indiaon pilgrimage and lay low there until things had blown over and it wassafe or politic to return. Doing the rounds of the holy places and makingceremonial food-offerings to the monks (if one was not a monk oneself)had the double advantage if earning merit and saving face. If one wishedto promote a reputation for piety one might even �take the robe� for a fewweeks, not eating after midday or handling gold and silver, and undergo-ing other hardships. Bhumiveda had certainly not taken the robe, butsince he was officially on pilgrimage he may have dropped in at a holyplace or two. He had met Aniruddha in Calcutta, at the Maha Bodhi Soci-ety�s headquarters, Aniruddha had invited him up to Kalimpong, andnow here he was, paying much more than a hundred rupees a month fora room at the Dharmodaya Vihara, studying English and Indian Philoso-phy with me, and having a very good time. He was something of a hedo-nist. Calling on him at his room one morning, Dinesh and I found himsitting on the floor in his lungi surrounded by a dozen or more Thai gour-met dishes he had prepared and looking for all the world like a lay versionof the Laughing Buddha. Not that Kalimpong was able to satisfy all hisfleshly wants. He had, I gathered, asked two or three of our youngermembers to show him where the town�s brothels were, offering to pay forthem too, and had been astonished by their embarrassment and aston-ished to learn that prostitution was virtually unknown in Kalimpong, atleast among the Nepalese. What was wrong with the young men of theplace, he wanted to know, and where on earth did they go in the evening?If Bhumiveda wanted to study Indian Philosophy but not Buddhism orBuddhist philosophy, Bill Small wanted to study Buddhism but not In-dian Philosophy. The latter was a tall, well built, fresh-faced young Amer-ican from Shantiniketan who had arrived in Kalimpong at about the sametime as Dinesh and was staying with Miss Barclay. He had not been withthat lady for more than a month before the uncertainty, and withal the vi-olence, of her temper became too much for him to bear. I therefore agreedto put him up at The Hermitage. This infuriated Miss Barclay, who in anycase had been annoyed that I should go on teaching Bill after she had
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quarrelled with him. But I did not worry, as I was used to her ways andknew she would soon come round. Bill, for his part, now went in such ter-ror of her that whenever she came to see me, which she quite frequentlydid, he kept well out of the way until she had gone. When he had beenwith me for less than a week, and I had given him a few more tutorials (hewas writing a thesis on Buddhism for his MA) I received a visit from Fa-ther Eberhardt, who, not finding Bill at home, asked me to send himdown to St Augustine�s Priory as soon as possible. It was very urgent.The following day Bill returned from the Priory white-faced and trem-bling. He would have to leave Kalimpong the next day. He had been veryfoolish. In his letters to his parents in America he had been highly criticalof Pandit Nehru and of the policies of the Indian government. Now theyhad found out, and if he did not leave immediately, of his own accord, hewould be ordered to leave and might not even be allowed to remain in In-dia and finish his course at Shantiniketan. �Get out right away, Bill!� FatherEberhardt had urged him. �It�s your only chance! They�re after you!� Thenext day, therefore, the fresh-faced young American was gone. A coupleof weeks later I told Joe what had happened. The lines of suspicion on theeccentric Canadian upasaka�s gaunt features deepened. �But how did Fa-ther Eberhardt know what was in Bill�s letters?� he demanded after apause. I had to admit I had not thought of that. Not long afterwards Iheard that Joe had been seen paying one of his visits to Chandralok, theCentral Intelligence Bureau�s new regional headquarters, and sureenough, next time I saw him he had something to report. FatherEberhardt had an informant inside Chandralok, where, of course, all let-ters to and from foreign residents in Kalimpong were opened and read.The informant was a Catholic convert who whenever he visited the Pri-ory, as he naturally did from time to time, passed on information to FatherEberhardt. That was how Father Eberhardt knew what was in Bill�s let-ters. But why, I wondered, had the good father used his knowledge toscare Bill into leaving Kalimpong? Joe smiled superiorly. Bill was a Catho-lic by birth; he had visited the Priory a few times, and Father Eberhardtobviously feared that by studying Buddhism with me he was imperillinghis immortal soul. There was never any question of his being ordered toleave Kalimpong on account of the foolish things he had written to hisparents. The authorities were not as sensitive as all that. But this did notmean they were totally devoid of sensitivity. For one thing, they did notlike foreign missionaries obtaining information through converts whoworked for the Central Intelligence Bureau, and Father Eberhardt had
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been ordered to leave Kalimpong forthwith. As for the informant, he haddisappeared.What with Aniruddha and Bhumiveda, and Bill and the intellectualNarendra (who studied Western philosophy with me after Bill had left),besides two young Newar traders and a monk official from Tibet House,not to mention Sachin, during the latter part of the year I did quite a lot ofteaching. I could have done much more. People of all ages and back-grounds would turn up at The Hermitage wanting me to take them on aspupils. Usually I had to refuse, either because they looked too dull tolearn, or because we had no common language, or because I suspectedthem of thinking that if they studied English with an Englishman (it wasEnglish most of them wanted to study) they would acquire the languageautomatically, without having to make an effort themselves. One of thoseI refused was the round-faced young Newar nun from Kusinagar whohad arrived in Kalimpong with Mahanam-ji and was staying with GyanJyoti and his family. Perhaps it was fortunate that I refused her. A monthlater she became very ill, and was found to be pregnant � not byMahanam-ji, apparently, but by someone much higher up in the monas-tic hierarchy.In between tutorials I wrote articles and poems, visited friends, andgave lectures and sermons, including funeral sermons. Funeral sermonsin the plural not the singular, for towards the end of November there wasanother death and another funeral � not, indeed, of a personage as distin-guished as Raja Dorji, but of someone who, to one person at least, was noless dear than Raja Dorji had been to his family. This was Miss Barclay�ssixteen-year-old cat, whom she had brought with her from England. Shehad warned me the previous day that he was dying and that she wouldbe bringing the body to The Hermitage for cremation. Now he was dead,and here was Miss Barclay coming up the path followed by Ang Tsering,the capable, cheerful Sherpa who had once worked for me and whom Ihad been sorry to lose. Ang Tsering bore a wooden box and in the box wasthe body of Miss Barclay�s cat. We cremated it at the bottom of the garden,the whole business taking about two hours, since there was not muchwood and the body burned very slowly. As the flames leapt up I chantedsome Pali verses and spoke a few words about the deceased cat and aboutdeath and impermanence. Afterwards Miss Barclay went and did someshopping, returning from the bazaar an hour or two later to have lunchwith Dinesh and me. She was less distressed by the death of her pet than Ihad expected. Perhaps she had been worried she might die before he did,and that after her death he would not be treated kindly or looked after
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properly. If that was the case, his dying in Kalimpong and being crematedwith full Buddhist honours may well have come as a relief to her.A few days after the death and cremation of Miss Barclay�s cat I paid an-other visit to Darjeeling, once more staying at the Gandhamadan Vihara.The Burmese Maha Thera was no longer there, but the resident monk�skuti was not tenantless, being occupied (at least until my arrival) by a saf-fron-robed, though not shaven-headed, Miss Delannoy, now theAnagarika Dharmarakshita. I had last seen the anxious-looking, rather ex-igent Frenchwoman two or three months earlier when, having been or-dained in Calcutta by a Bengali monk, she had spent a few days inKalimpong and I had given her letters of introduction to the BurmeseMaha Thera, Kali Kinker Barua, and P.T. Lama. Now she was comfortablyinstalled at the Gandhamadan Vihara, was studying Madhyamika philo-sophy and Tibetan, and had already made a number of friends whom shewanted me to meet. Most of these friends were Hindus, and since likemost Hindus they were convinced that the Buddha had not denied theexistence of God and that Buddhism was in no way different from Hindu-ism, being in fact a part of it, meeting them involved me in more than onelengthy and rather inconclusive discussion. I also met a few of my ownHindu friends, one of whom was full of a Tantric yogi who had recentlyspent three weeks in the town, living at the cremation ground and usingfor his asan or seat the embalmed body of an eight-year-old girl. The mainreason for my being in Darjeeling was to address a meeting organized bythe Tamang Buddhist Association, and this I did on the day following myarrival, speaking on �The Problem of Ahimsa� to an audience of more thana hundred people. The Anagarika also spoke, describing how she had be-come a Buddhist after seeing an image of the Buddha in the Khmer gal-lery of the Musée Guimet.Darjeeling was not to be the last place I visited that year, nor the remot-est. Early in December, when the poinsettia or �Christmas red� was liftingits scarlet crowns by the wayside, Sachin and I left for Calcutta. With uswent Bill, who had come up to Kalimpong for a couple of days to collectthe colourful bamboo-and-thread �spirit traps�, each of them four feet indiameter, that he had ordered from a Nyingma lama before his hasty de-parture from the town at the end of October. Sachin and I had been plan-ning to visit Calcutta for some time. I had work with the Maha BodhiSociety, while he had friends and relatives to see. We would be �out of sta-tion� for five or six weeks, and on the way to Calcutta would be calling atShantiniketan.
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Chapter Four
THE ABODE OF PEACE
The overnight journey from Siliguri to Manihari Ghat was not an enjoy-able experience, especially if one�s compartment happened to becrowded, as ours certainly was; but there was at least one compensation:the sight of the sun rising above the river as one crossed by paddlesteamer from the northern to the southern bank of the Ganges to catchthe connecting train a few miles downstream.Sachin, Bill, and I had left Siliguri the previous evening, after makingarrangements for the dispatch of the boxes containing Bill�s �spirit traps�.Dinesh saw us off. I felt a little uneasy at leaving him at The Hermitagewith no companion save Man Bahadur, who in any case could not be re-lied on to spend much time at his place of work, since my young ex-Un-touchable friend sometimes became depressed when he thought of theplight of his family in the plains and since, moreover, his Nepalese con-temporaries did not always show him much consideration, one of themhaving in fact once struck him a blow that reduced him to tears. I there-fore assured him that I would write to him regularly, and asked him towrite to me. The inter-class compartment into which my two companionsand I had managed to insert ourselves being so crowded, there was noquestion of our lying down for the night, at least not on the hard woodenseating, and Sachin and I therefore sat up throughout the journey whileBill, either more resourceful or less concerned about appearances,climbed up on to the luggage rack and stretched out there.Though I had not had more than two hours� sleep, I felt not at all tiredthe following morning when, on our arrival at Manihari Ghat, we de-scended from the train and ploughed our way in semi-darkness throughhalf a mile of soft, loose sand to the ferry, our red-shirted coolies preced-ing us with our luggage. As we embarked, the sun lifted his burning browabove the horizon and within minutes, as it seemed, there was a silver



disc shining through the mist and lighting up the vast expanse of the riverwith a dull, leaden gleam. Half an hour later, when we were in midstreamand out of sight of land, the silver disc, breaking free of the mist and thebanks of low cloud, turned to a disc of burnished gold that glittered downat us from above the twin funnels of the ferry out of a sky immaculatelyblue. So brightly did it eventually glitter that it was no longer possible tolook at it, and I turned away to gaze out over the waters of the Ganges,now jewel-bespangled, and to listen to the sound of the giant pad-dle-wheels churning their way through the turbid water. With four orfive hundred other souls I was suspended between two mighty elements,those of water and air, a third element, fire, being represented by the sunthat shone so fiercely upon us.Hardly had we reached Sakaligali Ghat, after spending two hours onthe ferry, than our ears were assaulted by a continuous hollow drummingsound so loud that it almost drowned the cries of passengers disembark-ing. The sound came from beneath our feet; it came from the lower deckof the ferry � came from the madly pounding feet of the hundreds ofred-shirted figures who, as soon as the vessel came alongside, stampededon board, swarmed up the stairways, and rushed to stake a claim to theluggage of the first, second, and inter-class passengers (third class passen-gers generally carried their own luggage), it being understood that thefirst coolie to lay hands on one�s bundles and boxes had the right to be en-gaged to carry them. I did not always respect this convention, usuallypreferring to ignore the younger, more active coolies in favour of theirolder colleagues, who though slower were more reliable, and on this oc-casion too probably followed my rule. Be that as it may, we were soon offthe ferry and into the train, which proved to be less crowded than the onein which we had spent the first part of our journey, so that we were able towatch the unfolding panorama of the Bengal countryside, with its lotusponds, mud huts, and groves of coconut palms, from a position of com-parative comfort. On our arrival at Bolpur, we took a broken-down oldtaxi to Shantiniketan, where Sachin and I were soon installed in the guesthouse.Shantiniketan meant �the Abode of Peace�, and situated as it was in theheart of rural (West) Bengal the place certainly deserved the name. I hadfirst heard that name in 1945 when, still in the army and stationed in Cal-cutta, I had been in the habit of spending as much of my off-duty time as Icould at the Ramakrishna Mission Institute of Culture, where it was pos-sible to meet some of the most distinguished members of the city�s Ben-gali intelligentsia. When, having heard the name of the place two or three
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times, I enquired of my friend Kantaraj, the diminutive Ramakrishna Or-der swami who worked at the Institute, what sort of place Shantiniketanwas, he mischievously replied that it was an educational institutionwhere they turned boys into girls and girls into boys, meaning by this thatthe school�s �artistic� atmosphere had the effect of rendering the male stu-dents effeminate and the female ones mannish. During the next fewyears I continued to hear the name of Shantiniketan, the Abode of Peace,usually in connection with the fine arts or in a way that suggested it was akind of Bengali counterpart to the British arts and crafts movement. Sincemy arrival in Kalimpong I had heard it more often than ever, mainly dueto the presence in the town, during the summer months, of Pratima Devi,the niece and daughter-in-law of Rabindranath Tagore, the founder ofShantiniketan, who since the latter�s death in 1941 had been mainly re-sponsible for keeping alive the flame of his vision for the place and withwhom I became quite well acquainted, she being prior to my removal toThe Hermitage virtually my next-door neighbour. �Oh you must visitShantiniketan!� she had insisted, as though Shantiniketan was the veryMecca not only of Bengali but of world culture. My friends Lama Govindaand Li Gotami had sung the same siren song (they had come to knoweach other when he was a professor there and she a student), and itseemed I had no alternative but to visit the place sooner or later. Hence,my work with the Maha Bodhi Society calling for another visit to Cal-cutta, I had decided that this time I would spend a few days atShantiniketan en route.Started by Tagore at the turn of the century as an experimental schoolwith five pupils and five teachers, Shantiniketan had developed into �acentre of Indian culture, a seminary of Eastern studies, and a meetingplace for the East and the West� (Krishna Kripalani), though without alto-gether losing its rural character and without growing too big for it to bepossible for everybody to know everybody else. Visva-Bharati, or �Uni-versal India�, as the great Bengali poet had called his miniature world uni-versity, included an art school and a music school, a technical instituteand a handicrafts department, as well as a school of Sinology, all of whichI visited in the course of the next few days and in all of which I met inter-esting people, both Indian and non-Indian. The first person I met aftermy arrival, however, apart from some young Bengali friends of Bill�s, wasMme Combastet, the elderly, soignée Frenchwoman to whom I had givenEnglish lessons in Kalimpong earlier in the year. Other Western womenmight go around in saris and shalwa-kameez, but Mme Combastet stuckfirmly to her Parisian fashions and looked, indeed, much more ready for a
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walk down the Champs-Elysées than for a stroll in rural Bengal. Despiteher sartorial intransigence she was, it seemed, a popular, even an influen-tial figure around the place, perhaps not least because she was in the habit(as I had noticed in Kalimpong) of assuring her Bengali friends that just asthe French were the aristocrats of the West so the Bengalis were the aristo-crats of the East. At any rate, she was influential enough to be able to sug-gest that before leaving Shantiniketan I should give a lecture. I shouldgive it at Cheena Bhavan, as the school of Sinology was called � which onthe penultimate day of my visit I did. Not surprisingly, I chose for my sub-ject �Buddhism and Art�.Pratima Devi being then in residence at Uttarayan, the house in whichTagore himself had lived, I naturally lost no time in calling on her. Thesweet, dignified old lady was delighted to see me in her beloved Shanti-niketan, and as usual treated me with great kindness and consideration.Though it was as a poet and novelist that he was known to the world, hav-ing been awarded the Nobel Prize in Literature in 1913, towards the end ofhis long life Tagore had produced a series of extraordinary paintings anddrawings; some of these were on display at Uttarayan, and when we hadtalked for a while Pratima Devi showed them to me, after which she tookme for a stroll round the house�s beautiful gardens. I also called on Dr andMrs Liebenthal, who were then staying at Uttarayan, as well as on Profes-sor and Mrs North, whom I had already met in Kalimpong, ProfessorNorth having in fact given a talk at The Hermitage on �English Literature�.There were also visits to Cheena Bhavan, where I met ShantibhikshuShastri and his wife, and Professor Tan Yun Shan. The first was a Buddh-ist, a scholar in Sanskrit and Tibetan, and a former bhikkhu. Not only washe a former bhikkhu. He was married to a former nun, and at the conclu-sion of our initial meeting he and Sujata invited me to have lunch withthem a couple of days later. Both were very glad to see me and relieved tobe able to talk about themselves without restraint. As I well knew, withinthe reformist Theravadin community to which they technically belonged(he was a Caste Hindu convert, she a Newar by birth) the position of a for-mer bhikkhu or a former nun was a difficult one, and if the formerbhikkhu and the former nun happened to be married to each other theirposition was doubly and trebly difficult. Shantibhikshu, who was verymuch the older of the two, was obviously not yet quite comfortable in hisnew role. Despite his layman�s white shirt and dhoti, his manner was stillvery much that of the bachelor scholar, even of the scholar-monk. Sujata,on the other hand, had adjusted perfectly to the change, and was evi-dently overjoyed to be married. With her bobbed hair, short
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Western-style frock, and heavy make-up, she not only exuded satisfac-tion but was led to remark, in the course of our discussion, that there wereothers who were thinking of taking the step she and Shantibhikshu hadtaken. From what I knew of some of the younger Newar nuns I could wellbelieve this to be the case, though I doubted if many of them would beable to find a former bhikkhu as highly qualified as Shantibhikshu and inas good a position to support them, therefore, as he was to support her. InIndia and Nepal, as in Sri Lanka, a former bhikkhu was unlikely to be aswell off financially as a bhikkhu. Consequently few bhikkhus disrobed,even when they no longer had � if they had ever had � a real vocation forthe monastic life.Professor Tan Yun Shan wore the traditional black dress of the Chinesescholar, complete with black skullcap. He had been at Cheena Bhavansince its earliest days, having in fact been responsible for starting theschool and being, even now, the moving spirit behind the place. He hadstarted it with the support of General Chiang Kai-shek and hisKuomintang government. With the defeat of Chiang and the Nationalistforces by the Communists in 1949, and the former�s withdrawal to Tai-wan, Professor Tan had lost that support, and the nature of CheenaBhavan�s position in relation to the government of the People�s Republic,the armies of which had recently invaded Buddhist Tibet, was unclear. In-deed, like that of many overseas Chinese, Professor Tan�s own positionwas unclear, not to say ambiguous, it being rumoured that the new re-gime in Pekin wanted to replace Chiang Kai-shek�s protégé with a nomi-nee of their own. Naturally nothing was said of all this in the course of ourmeeting. Professor Tan showed me the Bhavan�s collection of Chinesebooks, the centrepiece of which, at least in my eyes, was the Taisho editionof the Chinese Tripitaka, the one hundred thick, closely printed red vol-umes of which were said to contain more than 1,600 separate Buddhisttexts, both canonical and extra-canonical. The following day I had teawith him, and he showed me his house and garden, which he evidentlyhad tried to make as much like the traditional Chinese scholar�s houseand garden as Indian conditions permitted. Professor Tan had, it seemed,put down roots in the land of his adoption, and it was not going to be easyfor China�s new masters to dislodge him.But interesting as I found the scholars of Shantiniketan, including somewhose names I have forgotten, I found the artists and poets more interest-ing still. They were quite a mixed bunch. There was the famous sculptorRamkinker, a stocky, grizzled figure in rumpled Western-style shirt andtrousers whom I met at Kala Bhavan, the school of art, and with whom I
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talked at some length. Like many educated Bengalis, he was interested inBuddhism, at least to the extent that Buddhism was part of Indian cul-ture, and I had already seen the figure of the meditating Buddha that hehad created in the Kala Bhavan grounds. Considerably larger than life, itsrough, �unfinished� surface texture reminded me of that of some of Ep-stein�s later work, especially his portrait busts. Ashok Raha, with whom Ialso talked at some length, was by vocation a Bengali poet and by profes-sion a teacher of English literature. We talked mainly about Shelley, forwhom he expressed great admiration. His admiration did not surpriseme. I knew that most Indian aficionados of English poetry favoured theRomantics, Shelley in particular, and that the youthful Tagore himself hadbeen hailed by his fellow Bengalis as the Bengali Shelley. While I certainlydid not regard Shelley as the greatest of English poets, as some Indiansdid, I too admired and loved him, and my conversation with Ashok Raha,bringing back as it did memories of my ecstatic adolescent reading andre-reading of �Adonais�, �Prometheus Unbound�, and �Epipsychidion�, had theeffect of reviving my interest in the poet and making me resolve that assoon as I reached Calcutta I would buy his poems and read them all again.Meanwhile, Ashok-da lent me his own copy of the Oxford edition of thecomplete poetical works, which he recommended as the best available,containing as it did Mary Shelley�s notes and prefaces, so that late thatnight, while Sachin was out with Bill and his young friends, I had the sat-isfaction of renewing my acquaintance with the poet in the appropriatelyromantic surroundings of Shantiniketan.Though at Shantiniketan, as elsewhere, Indian aficionados of Englishpoetry tended to favour the Romantics, the Victorians were by no meansneglected. Collecting Sachin from a meeting one afternoon, after fulfill-ing a couple of engagements of my own, I found some of Browning�s po-ems being recited extremely well, with great feeling, without any of themimetics which Bengalis seemed to think appropriate when reciting � orrather declaiming � poetry in their own language. Whether or not twenti-eth-century English poetry was neglected at Shantiniketan I did not staylong enough to find out. But I did meet a twentieth-century English � orrather a twentieth-century American � poet in the course of my visit. Thiswas John Berry, who not surprisingly was a friend of Bill�s and whom Bill,in fact, took me to see. The twentieth-century poet lived in a veryun-twentieth-century mud hut, and with him, too, I had a long talk. Hedid not show me any of his poetry, but before Bill and I left he sang for ourbenefit, to the guitar, two songs that may have been of his own composi-tion.
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Besides artists and poets, during the five or six days Sachin and I spentin the Abode of Peace I also met, as though for good measure, a popularnovelist. This was Annada Shanker Ray, a sophisticated figure in a darkWestern-style suit who occupied, as it seemed, some kind of official pos-ition and who was the author of a number of satirical novels in Bengali.He was married, not surprisingly, to a Western woman, an Americanwho, again not surprisingly, was a translator of Bengali fiction and poetry.The name of Leela Ray was in fact almost as well known as that of her hus-band, and the pair were the centre, in Shantiniketan at least, of a cosmo-politan literary circle consisting mainly of anglicized Bengalis andEuropean and American expatriates, some of whom had, like themselves,married across the racial and cultural divide. Thus it was only natural thaton the eve of my departure Leela Ray, who knew me as a contributor tothe Aryan Path and other magazines, should give a tea party for me, a teaparty at which I saw both people whom I had met already and peoplewhom I had not met. It was on this occasion, I think, that Kshitish Roy, thetranslator of some of Tagore�s poetry, whom I had not met before, invitedme to contribute to the Visva-Bharati Quarterly, of which he was editor.All too soon our visit to Shantiniketan was over, and after a hasty lunchSachin and I were bowling along the road to Bolpur in cycle rickshaws tocatch the Calcutta Mail, the very train from which we had descended lessthan a week earlier. Bill came with us to the station to see us off. Despitemy having so many other people to see, the fresh-faced young Americanand I had managed to spend a fair amount of time together, discussing,among other things, Professor Burtt�s comments on his thesis, which wasnow complete. He also took the opportunity of sharing some of his wor-ries with me. One of these related to an incident which had taken placesome weeks earlier and caused him considerable distress. Like mostWesterners in Shantiniketan, he slept under a mosquito net. One nightthe mosquitoes were particularly numerous and persistent, and seeinghow grievously his young servant, who slept on the floor of the sameroom, was being tormented by them, he democratically invited the boy tojoin him under the mosquito net, which the boy very thankfully did. Nextmorning a Bengali woman, happening to pass by, saw through the win-dow a slim brown form emerging from beneath the mosquito net andfrom Bill�s bed, with the result that within hours the news that the Ameri-can student was sleeping with his young servant had spread through thecampus. He had not slept with the boy, Bill assured me, almost with tearsin his eyes, not in the sense that anything had actually happened betweenthem, and I had no difficulty believing him. None the less, it was obvious
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that Bill had a decided liking for teenage boys and spent a good deal oftime in their company, his particular favourite being Alok, agolden-skinned eighteen-year-old Adonis who seemed to be as fond ofBill as Bill was attached to him. Bill�s greatest fear, now that his thesis wascompleted and he was due to return to America, was that somethingmight happen to prevent Alok joining him in New York, as they hadplanned he should, there to finish his education. If that happened, he toldme, as we sat side by side in the rickshaw on our way to Bolpur (Sachinwas in another rickshaw with the bulk of our luggage) he did not knowwhat he would do. He was very fond of Alok.� Whether he actually con-fessed to being in love with the young Bengali I do not remember, but af-ter a long pause he sighed wearily and said, half to himself, �I guess I mustbe homosexual.�I did not know what to reply, if reply indeed was needed. The truth wasthat I knew little more about homosexuality than what I had gleaned, tenor twelve years ago, from the pages of Havelock Ellis�s The Psychology ofSex, and in any case doubted, pace Freud, whether a strong emotional at-traction to a member of one�s own sex necessarily meant that one was sex-ually oriented in the same direction. Moreover, this was the first time thatanyone had told me, in so many words, even that he �must be� homosex-ual, and my silence was due as much to embarrassment as ignorance.It was therefore in silence that Bill and I covered the rest of the distanceto Bolpur, where we found Ashok-da waiting at the station and where, afew minutes later, Sachin and I said our goodbyes and boarded the train.On the first stage of our 300-mile rail journey, that from Siliguri toManihari Ghat, I had passed the time talking to a friend of Sachin�s whohappened to get into the same compartment. Now, on the last stage ofthat journey, the time was shortened by a long conversation with aticket-inspector who was interested in Buddhism, so that when, threeand a half hours after our departure from Bolpur, the train clanked its waythrough the sordid northern suburbs of Calcutta and into Sealdah StationI was surprised to see that we were already there. The station was not apretty sight. Encamped along the broad platforms, between the iron pil-lars, the stacks of wooden crates, and the refreshment kiosks, as well asoutside in the station forecourt, were thousands, perhaps tens of thou-sands, of refugees from the former East Bengal, all living in conditions ofthe utmost wretchedness and degradation. Some of the earlier arrivalshad contrived to build shelters out of gunny bags, flattened kerosene tins,and bits of cardboard, and from most of these, of which there must havebeen hundreds in the forecourt, there fluttered the red flag of Commu-
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nism, Communist Party cadres having done more to relieve the suffer-ings of the refugees, apparently, than had the Congress stategovernment, and being in fact very active among them. With the help ofthe young men from the Maha Bodhi Society office who had been sent tomeet us, we pushed through the throng of passengers, both arriving anddeparting, hawkers, refugees, and beggars, and ten minutes later werebeing deposited outside the pink sandstone façade of the SriDharmarajika Vihara and the taxi driver was doing his best to overchargeme. As I usually did on such occasions, I left the tall, formidable durwan orgatekeeper to settle with him on my behalf and, followed by Sachin,made my way down the side of the Vihara to the three-storey buildingthat was the Society�s headquarters. Here we were greeted by DevapriyaValisinha, the general secretary of the Society, and others who wereknown to me, both monks and laymen, assigned our quarters (my oldroom on the second floor), and served very strong tea in cups of verythick white china. We then went out, on foot � out into the hustle and bus-tle that was Calcutta at five o�clock in the afternoon or, indeed, at almostany hour of the day or night.After the sightseeing and socializing of Shantiniketan I would havebeen content to spend the evening quietly, perhaps with a book, butSachin, who had not been to Calcutta before, was eager to see the brightlights of the big city. For him, as for so many young hillmen, Calcutta rep-resented freedom, represented opportunity, represented excitement �represented, in short, Life with a capital L, and apart from New York (adistant, impossible dream) there was no place on earth that he, like them,was more desirous of seeing. Moreover, he was anxious to meet his rela-tives and since some of them lived in central Calcutta, a part of the citywith which I was reasonably familiar, he wanted me to accompany himand help him locate the place. Having drunk our tea, out into the eveningair we therefore went, cutting across College Square, with its crumblingstatues of bygone dignitaries, into College Street, and going along Col-lege Street, past the butchers� stalls and the sweetmeat shops, as far asWellington Square, famous venue of political meetings, where, turningright, we pursued our course down Dharamtala Street to the Esplanadeand Chowringhee, all the while taking good care, whenever we wereforced off the crowded pavement, to avoid the single-decker doubletramcars that, every few minutes, came clanging and swaying along, allfull and all with scores of passengers hanging on outside.From Chowringhee we did not have very far to go to Hindustan Build-ing, a solidly built, rather gloomy pile situated in the midst of dingy side
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streets. Sachin�s relatives, who comprised two separate households occu-pying adjacent flats on the second floor, were delighted to see him andmade me, too, very welcome. There were quite a lot of them, especially inthe form of aunts and female cousins, besides several small children. Inthe course of the next few weeks I accompanied Sachin to HindustanBuildings a number of times, and got to know the occupants of one flatquite well. Some of them, indeed, visited us at the Maha Bodhi Society,and one, an unmarried school teacher who was always referred to, evenwithin the family, as Miss Singh, as though she was a school teacher evenat home, became seriously interested in Buddhism and attended my lec-tures. During this first visit, however, they naturally were a little shy ofme, Hari-didi bringing tea to me in the front room while Sachin was beingentertained in the rooms behind. On our way back to the Maha Bodhi So-ciety, two hours later, my companion and I looked into the bookshops inDharamtala Street, these being still open, as were most shops. Not onlywere the shops open, the streets were full of people and there was plentyof noise. Even after I had gone to bed the roar of traffic, punctuated by thesound of human voices raised in anger or supplication, could still beheard, and it was a long time before I was able to sleep. If Shantiniketanwas the Abode of Peace, I reflected as I lay there, surely Calcutta was theCity of Dreadful Noise.But Calcutta was not only the City of Dreadful Noise. It was also the cityof palaces, most of them now in ruins, and the city of (mainly political)processions, of which there were said to be more than three hundred ayear. It was the city of Kali and Saraswati, of Clive and Sirajah-daulah, ofWilliam Carey and Warren Hastings, of Thackeray and Macaulay, of SriRamakrishna and Swami Vivekananda, of the Tagores and the Mullicks.It was the city of Governor-Generals and Viceroys, of museums andlearned societies, of the Victoria Memorial and the Ochterlony Monu-ment, of the Hindu Mahasabha and the Muslim League, of students andworkers. For me, of course, Calcutta was the city of AnagarikaDharmapala and the Maha Bodhi Society, with the Sri DharmarajikaVihara and the headquarters building constituting, in my eyes, a tiny is-land of Buddhism in the midst of the vast ocean of Hinduism, an ocean inwhich there were only two or three other islands, each one tinier thanthat whereon I was encamped. Literally, and even, to an extent,metaphorically, my life in Calcutta centred on the Society. Attractive andinteresting though the city might be, the Society was my base, and it wasfrom this base that I went out and to which I returned.
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Chapter Five
AMONG THE UNIVERSALISTS
My connection with the Maha Bodhi Society went back to the earlymonths of 1947, when shortly after discharging myself from the army Istayed for a month or more at the headquarters building and helped withoffice work. The sun was setting on the Raj. Lord Mountbatten had justsucceeded Lord Wavell as Viceroy, and the date for the handover ofpower to an independent India � and an independent Pakistan � wassoon to be advanced to midnight of 14 August. During the war years theSociety had kept a low profile, mainly on account of its pre-war links withJapan, but even though hostilities had now ceased the shabby, neglectedheadquarters building showed little sign of renewed religious activity.The Sinhalese bhikkhu-in-charge, who insisted on being styled His Holi-ness the High Priest, spent more time dabbling in municipal politics thanin spreading the Dharma, so that eventually, disgusted with the worldly,unspiritual atmosphere of the place, I left Calcutta in the hope of findingless arid pastures elsewhere. Not surprisingly, I left with a decidedly neg-ative impression of the Maha Bodhi Society.This impression was reinforced two years later at Sarnath, the site of theBuddha�s �first sermon�, when having spent the intervening period as afreelance wandering ascetic I asked the bhikkhus who ran the Society�scentre there for ordination as a novice monk. My request was not onlyturned down with flimsy excuses that were no better than lies. I wastreated with suspicion and hostility and made to feel that anyone whowent barefoot and refrained from handling money, as I then did, must beout of his mind. None the less, a year and a half later those same bhikkhuswere happily participating in my higher ordination, while I myself wasstaying, on my way to Sarnath from Kalimpong, as well as on the wayback, at the Calcutta headquarters building. The fact was that the MahaBodhi Society was effectively the only Buddhist organization in India, so



that if one was in any way concerned with the revival of Buddhism in theland of its birth one could hardly avoid being involved with it. Moreover,Devapriya Valisinha, the general secretary of the Society, had recently re-turned to Calcutta from Ceylon, where he had spent the war years, andwith his arrival on the scene the Society had begun to emerge from itsstate of suspended animation. Soon he and I were in correspondence,and I had not only organized the reception given by the Buddhists ofKalimpong to the sacred relics of Shariputra and Maudgalyayana, whichValisinha had recovered from the Victoria and Albert Museum, but hadbeen invited to join the delegations accompanying the relics to Sikkimand Nepal. Finally, Valisinha had asked me to write a biographical sketchof Anagarika Dharmapala, the founder of the Maha Bodhi Society, for in-clusion in the Diamond Jubilee Souvenir that he was planning to bringout, and during the autumn of the previous year I had spent severalweeks with him in Calcutta for this purpose.The writing of the biographical sketch brought about a change in myconnection with the Society � indeed in my attitude towards it. Beforewriting the sketch I knew little more about Dharmapala than that he wasa Sinhalese, that he had sought to wrest the Maha Bodhi Temple atBodh-gaya, the site of the Buddha�s Enlightenment, from Hindu owner-ship and control, and that besides reviving Sarnath as a centre of Buddh-ist pilgrimage he had succeeded in awakening interest in Buddhismamong a section of the English-educated intelligentsia, especially in Cal-cutta. But as I went through his diaries, and read the articles he had writ-ten for early issues of the Maha Bodhi Journal, I came to realize thatDharmapala was not just an organizer and activist, as I hitherto had sup-posed, but also a yogi and ascetic with an intense inner life. I came to real-ize, too, that the Maha Bodhi Society I had encountered in 1947, and evenlater, bore little resemblance to the Maha Bodhi Society that had existed inDharmapala�s time and that could, with Valisinha�s arrival on the scene,conceivably exist again. Moreover, I had observed, in the course of mytwo months at the headquarters building (the longest period I had yetspent there) that a covert and unacknowledged struggle for control of theSociety was going on between Valisinha and his supporters on the onehand, and on the other Jinaratana, the High Priest, and the opportunistelements he had introduced into the Society, and even into its governingbody, during Valisinha�s prolonged absence in Ceylon. As Dharmapala�spersonal disciple and recognized successor, as well as general secretaryfor life, Valisinha was probably in the stronger position, but Jinaratana�sresourcefulness and cunning were not to be under- estimated. I therefore
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decided to throw my weight, such as it was, into the balance on the side ofthe real Maha Bodhi Society and give Valisinha whatever help and sup-port I could.The result was that on my return to Kalimpong the Young Men�s Bud-dhist Association (India), which I had founded in 1950, became theKalimpong branch of the Maha Bodhi Society, with me asbhikshu-in-charge, while the following autumn Valisinha wrote invitingme to move down to Calcutta and relieve him of the burden of editing theMaha Bodhi Journal. I was willing to relieve him of his burden. I was notwilling to move down to Calcutta. Further correspondence ensued. In theend it was agreed that I should edit the monthly from Kalimpong, butthat I should come down to Calcutta and bring out my first two numbersfrom there. This would enable Valisinha to hand over to me properly, be-sides enabling us to work out the logistics of producing a magazine thatwas being edited in a place three hundred miles away from the placewhere it was printed, published, and distributed. Thus it was that I cameto be visiting Calcutta again, this time with Sachin, and again staying atthe headquarters building, in the same corner room in which, a year ear-lier, I had written my biographical sketch.My companion and I were not long in settling into a sort of routine. Wehad breakfast together, sometimes at a restaurant � the Society�s standardbreakfast of tea and two slices of toast being not always sufficiently sub-stantial if one had been fasting since noon the previous day, as I at leasthad been � after which I saw Sachin on to a bus or tram and returned tothe headquarters building. In the evening, if he was back in time fromwhichever of his relatives he had been visiting that day, we went out for astroll, lingering over the second-hand bookstalls and finishing up, moreoften than not, in a restaurant where he could have a non-vegetarianmeal and I a cup of very indifferent coffee. During the day I read, wroteletters, and worked on the proposals for the improvement of the MahaBodhi Journal which, at Valisinha�s suggestion, I had started drafting.Some days there was a puja or other religious ceremony to attend in thetemple, as it was called, which occupied the first floor of the SriDharmarajika Vihara and was connected with the corresponding floor ofthe headquarters building by a little covered bridge. When I wanted achange from reading and writing I talked to the other occupants of thebuilding, especially to my brother monks, most of whom I met in any caseat our ante-meridian lunch, which in accordance with (Theravadin) cus-tom we took separately from the laity.
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Dhammaratana and Soratha, who both came from Ceylon, were al-ready known to me, as was the Bengali monk Silabhadra.Dhammaratana�s dark face always wore an apologetic smile. Quiet andstudious by nature, and as sluggish in movement as he was slow ofspeech, he was a member of the editorial board of the Maha Bodhi Journaland sometimes helped with proof-reading. Though he had been a monkfor twenty or more years, he was still technically a novice, and for reasonsI never succeeded in fathoming steadfastly refused to take the higher or-dination that would make him a bhikkhu. Soratha, who was much betterknown to me, was a very different kind of person. Bright-eyed and bus-tling, and so small that he was known as the Little Monk, he was as talk-ative as Dhammaratana was taciturn, a great reader of Sinhalesenewspapers, and a science student at one of the local colleges. �Does anamoeba have karma?� he had asked me, the first time we met, to which Ireplied, �Does an amoeba have consciousness (chetana)?� and such ex-changes had since become customary between us. I enjoyed his companymore than I did that of the other monks, the more especially as he was amine of information about Ceylon and Sinhalese Buddhism. Silabhadra,whom I knew only slightly, had taken the robe late in life after a career atthe bar. Even now there was, I sometimes thought, more of the lawyerabout him than the bhikkhu.A monk I had not met before was Aniruddha, only son of wealthy,string-pulling Mrs Moonasinghe (a lady whose ambition it was to paintthe Maha Bodhi Temple at Bodh-gaya bright yellow), and great-nephewof Anagarika Dharmapala. Though it was rumoured that he was beinggroomed to succeed Valisinha as general secretary, the tall, almost hulk-ing young man showed no sign of harbouring any such aspirations oreven of taking much interest in the affairs of the Society. Quiet and unas-suming, he showed greater interest in making friends not just with mebut also with Sachin, and more than once accompanied us to HindustanBuilding, where he soon was so much at home with Sachin�s aunts and fe-male cousins that I started wondering if he was not better suited to familylife than to monastic life. Perhaps it was a case of the mother seeking to re-alize her spiritual, or at least her socio-religious, ambitions through theson.The only brother monk to whom I did not talk when I wanted a changefrom reading and writing, though I had known him longer than I hadknown anyone else in the building, was Jinaratana, the High Priest. Nordid he go out of his way to talk to me. The reappearance, as a member ofthe Monastic Order, of the same young Englishman who had been the
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witness of some of his unmonklike, not to say un-Buddhist, behaviourback in 1947, had given him a nasty jolt, and though I was careful not to al-lude to the past, and though in the course of my previous visit much ofthe awkwardness between us had been dispelled, he was still not quite atease with me. He may even have remembered telling me, on more thanone occasion, �You�ll see. Within two years I shall be general secretary ofthe Society.� Whether he remembered or not, he was still only one of thetwo joint secretaries (the other was bhikkhu-in-charge of the society�sSarnath centre) and no nearer to the general secretaryship than he hadbeen six years earlier. If anything, he was further from it than ever. Con-trary to his expectations, Valisinha had returned; he had returned andstayed, and during the twelve months that had elapsed since my last visitDharmapala�s conscientious, hard-working disciple and successor, be-sides strengthening his position relative to that of the aspiring HighPriest, had contrived to bring about certain changes in the Society �changes that went some way towards making it a more truly Buddhist or-ganization. The biggest change was one whose significance was largelysymbolic. As I was already aware, six months earlier the Society had ac-quired a new president. What was more, the new president was a Buddh-ist.That a Buddhist society should have a Buddhist president might seemnothing out of the ordinary. Surely it was axiomatic that such a society �especially one that had been founded expressly to revive Buddhism in In-dia, and whose journal had for masthead the Buddha�s exhortation to hisdisciples to go forth and preach the Dharma � would no more have anon-Buddhist for president than a Christian religious body would have anon-Christian at the helm of its affairs or a Muslim religious body anon-Muslim. In the case of the Maha Bodhi Society it was apparently notaxiomatic. The three previous presidents of the Society, whose tenuresbetween them covered a period of nearly forty years, had all been Bengalibrahmins, the third being in fact the son of the first. Some Buddhists andsympathizers with Buddhism outside the Society were surprised, evenoutraged, by such a state of affairs. �Why does your Maha Bodhi Societyhave a Bengali brahmin for its president?� the ex-Untouchable leader DrAmbedkar had demanded, belligerently, in the course of our first meetingonly a year earlier. Himself an ex-Untouchable,Bhimrao Ramji Ambedkarhad spent a lifetime fighting to liberate his people from the social, eco-nomic, and religious disabilities imposed upon them by the Caste Hin-dus, particularly the brahmins, and to him it was incredible that anorganization dedicated to spreading the teachings of the Compassionate
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One should have a brahmin for its president. Adding insult to injury,from his point of view, was the fact that the Society�s Bengali brahminpresident, Syama Prasad Mookerjee, was also president of the BharatiyaJana Sangh, a right-wing Hindu political party, and an old political oppo-nent of his. I had therefore hastened to assure him that it was not myMaha Bodhi Society. Though happy to help the Society in whatever way Icould (I had just written my biographical sketch of AnagarikaDharmapala), I did not actually belong to it, mainly on account of its hav-ing a brahmin for president and because its governing body was domi-nated by Caste Hindus who had no real interest in Buddhism. Moreover,some of the Buddhist members of the Society were as dissatisfied with thepresent state of affairs as he was and both they and I hoped that beforelong we would have an opportunity of doing something about it.The opportunity had come sooner than I, or Ambedkar, or anyone elsecould have expected. In May Syama Prasad Mookerjee, who was op-posed to the Congress government�s policy in Jammu and Kashmir, en-tered the state without a permit, was arrested and held in custody, fell ill amonth later, and died the day after being admitted to hospital. This dra-matic development left the Maha Bodhi Society in need of a new presi-dent. There were two candidates. One was the Maharaj Kumar, or CrownPrince, of Sikkim, who was a Mahayana Buddhist. The other was DrSarvepalli Radhakrishnan, Vice-President of India and historian of In-dian philosophy, who was a Telegu brahmin from Andhra. Canvassingwas vigorous, with the Buddhist members of the governing body tendingto support the Maharaj Kumar�s candidature, while their Hindu col-leagues tended to support that of Dr Radhakrishnan � partly because hewas a Hindu, admittedly a very scholarly one, and partly on account ofhis occupying high political office. Valisinha was determined that theMaharaj Kumar should be elected, and to this end had recourse to a tacticwhich, though perfectly constitutional, had not been tried before andwhich no one would, in fact, have credited the normally shy, retiring littlegeneral secretary with possessing either the imagination to devise or theboldness to execute. The tactic was based on the fact that the bhikkhusworking for and supported by the Society, of whom there were hardlymore than a dozen in the whole of India, were ipso facto members of thegoverning body. Normally they did not attend its meetings. They did notattend them because they could not afford to do so on the pittance theyreceived from the Society, and because the governing body, or rather itsHindu-dominated rump, the members of which all lived in Calcutta, re-fused to pay their travelling expenses. What Valisinha did was write to
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the bhikkhus urging them to attend the crucial meeting at which the newpresident was to be elected, and undertaking to meet their travelling ex-penses out of his own pocket (the exercise had cost him two thousand ru-pees, he told me with a rueful smile, and he would not be able to repeat it).Figures in varying shades of yellow and orange were therefore able to de-scend on Calcutta from Sarnath, Bombay, Delhi, Madras, and elsewhere,to attend the crucial meeting, and to vote for the Maharaj Kumar, with theresult that � Buddhists being for once in the majority � the Society nowhad a president who was a Buddhist. The only yellow-robed figure not tovote for the Maharaj Kumar was Jinaratana.Accustomed as they were to having things their own way, the Hindumembers of the governing body, save for two or three non-Bengalis whowere friends and supporters of Valisinha�s, were shocked and dismayedby their failure to secure the election of Dr Radhakrishnan. They hadbeen as determined to secure his election as Valisinha had been to securethat of the Maharaj Kumar. Such was their determination that, on gettingwind of the little general secretary�s tactics, they had not scrupled tospread scurrilous stories about the Maharaj Kumar in order to underminesupport for his candidature. Alarmed, Valisinha had written to me askingif the stories were true, as Kalimpong was next door to Sikkim and I mightbe supposed to have my ear to the ground, and I had replied that to thebest of my knowledge they were not. Support for the Maharaj Kumar�scandidature thus remained firm, and to the shock and dismay of theHindu members of the governing body he was elected. So shocked anddismayed had they been, that after the meeting they had rounded on thevictorious Buddhists (so Valisinha told me) and accused them of nar-row-mindedness, bigotry, and sectarianism in wanting to have a Buddh-ist as president of the Society.Their reaction did not surprise me. Hindus were universalists. For themall religions were one, all paths led to the same goal, so that it was a matterof comparative indifference whether the head of a Buddhist organizationhappened to be a Buddhist or a Hindu. Indeed, as Hindus possessed, in-nately, a far deeper knowledge of Buddhism, or of any other religion,than its own professed adherents, it was actually better that a Buddhistorganization should be headed by a Hindu than by a Buddhist. �But Bud-dhism is in our blood,� Hindu friends would insist when I attempted tocorrect their misunderstandings of Buddhist doctrine, meaning that theyhad the ability to understand Buddhism without the necessity of actualstudy, simply by virtue of the fact that they had been born and brought upin India.
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I was not a universalist. I did not believe that all religions were one, orthat all paths led to the same goal, and I had therefore been heartily glad,six months earlier, to hear that it was the Maharaj Kumar of Sikkim, andnot Dr Radhakrishnan, who had been elected president of the MahaBodhi Society. Not that I had anything against his Bengali brahmin pre-decessors. All three were very distinguished men. One was an education-ist, another the chief justice of Bengal, while the third, the MaharajKumar�s immediate predecessor, was an educationist-cum-politician.Butalthough they may have been prudent managers of the Society�s fi-nances, and have imparted to it a degree of acceptability among the Ben-gali intelligentsia, the fact that they were not themselves Buddhistsmeant that they were incapable of providing the spiritual leadership aBuddhist organization needed if it was to fulfil its function and be an ef-fective vehicle for the dissemination of the Buddha�s teaching. To whatextent the Maharaj Kumar would be able to fulfil this function remainedto be seen, but in the headquarters building, at least, a new spirit was al-ready astir, and I felt happier to be living and working there than I haddone the previous year. The only person in the building untouched by thenew spirit was Jinaratana. He continued to lurk in the shadows, so tospeak, ready to strike down any friend or supporter of Valisinha who wasfoolish enough to give him the opportunity (eventually one did). Thoughconscious of his dark, brooding presence at the edge of the bright spacethat had opened within the Society, I did not allow myself to be disturbed,and every day relieved Valisinha of a little more of the burden of editingthe Maha Bodhi Journal.I had relieved him of the greater part of it when my daily routine � andSachin�s � received an unwelcome interruption. Sachin was taken ill. Atfirst it seemed to be nothing more serious than an attack of malaria, prob-ably caught in Shantiniketan. Dr Soft, the Society�s honorary physician, aseptuagenarian Punjabi in the coarse white homespun of the orthodoxGandhian, whom I immediately called in, prescribed Comoquin tablets,as well as rest and liquid diet, and told me there was nothing to worryabout. Three days later, however, Sachin�s temperature having in themeantime fluctuated dramatically, his pulse was so low that Dr Softstarted suspecting it might be either influenza or typhoid and changedthe prescription accordingly. He also warned me that the patient had tobe kept absolutely quiet. This was easier said than done. Not that Sachinhimself was any problem. Like Good Deeds in the medieval moralityplay, he was �sore bound� � not by his sins, indeed, but by sickness � and�could not stir�. The problem was the various female cousins who sat on
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his bed talking to him for so long � sometimes for three or four hours at astretch � that he was quite worn out. As they were relatives, I did not liketo ask them to leave (they were quite impervious to hints), especially as Ihad not told Sachin how serious his condition might be and did not wanthim to know. Altogether it was a worrying time. All I could do for the suf-ferer, apart from taking his temperature and giving him his medicine ev-ery two hours, and soup at similar intervals, was to make him ascomfortable as I could and keep Dr Soft informed about developments bytelephone. In between I wrote letters and read proofs, leaving Sachin�sbedside only to shop for him and, one evening, to give a lecture in the So-ciety�s lecture hall downstairs. This was the first of the weekly lecturesValisinha had asked me to give, and whether by accident or design thedate of the lecture was 24 December, Christmas Eve, and my topic �Bud-dhism and God�.After more than a week in bed Sachin started to recover. He had not hadtyphoid, though he may have had influenza, and when his temperatureand pulse had been normal for three days running I judged him wellenough to get up and go for a stroll in College Square. Here we sat on abench for half an hour, at the foot of a pedestal that had lost its statue, en-joying the winter sunshine and doing our best to ignore the unrestrainedcuriosity of the Bengali passers-by, some of whom stopped dead in theirtracks in order to take a better look at us. A few days later, Dr Soft havingpronounced him out of danger, my companion was again spending thegreater part of his time visiting relatives, while I continued easing myself,as I thought, into the editorial chair of the Maha Bodhi Journal. I was nostranger to the pages of that publication. Articles, book reviews, and po-ems of mine had been appearing in the Society�s �Journal of InternationalBuddhist Brotherhood�, as it styled itself, for the last few years, and sinceJuly I had been contributing a monthly column entitled �In the Light ofthe Dhamma� under the pseudonym of Himavantavasi. Himavantavasi,the �Dweller in the Snowy Mountains� (the name had been found for meby Anand-ji), was a Buddhist hermit living in the Himalayas. He had nodirect contact with the outside world, but reports of what was going onthere, especially in the Buddhist part of it, somehow reached his earsfrom time to time and �In the Light of the Dhamma� represented his reac-tions to what he heard.It was the first time I had written under a pseudonym, and from a liter-ary point of view, at least, the experience was an interesting one. Thoughthe views to which I gave expression were very much my own, the man-ner in which I gave expression to them was not, in the sense that it was not
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quite the manner in which I would have expressed them had I been writ-ing under my own name. �Himavantavasi� was not so much a pseud-onym as a mask. The mask represented a character, a character whom Ihad imagined but who was so real to me that whenever I sat down towrite my column I became Himavantavasi. The mysterious �Dweller inthe Snowy Mountains� was an extension of my own personality, throughwhom I could say things in a way in which I could not otherwise havesaid them and through whom, therefore, I could experience myself in away that I could not otherwise have done. Himavantavasi enabled me tobe myself more fully.Not that I wanted to �be myself � in the subjective, individualistic senseof that phrase. What I wanted was to give expression to my views, viewswhich I hoped were genuinely Buddhist, and to give expression to themin as many different ways as possible. I therefore intended to go on writ-ing my column even as editor of the Maha Bodhi Journal. Indeed, as I set-tled myself more firmly into the editorial chair, in the last days of the oldyear and the first days of the new, I was planning to give Himavantavasi astablemate. I was preparing to don another mask, the first-person-plu-ral-using mask of �the Editor�, and to write each month one or more edito-rials. Through this mask, too, I would give expression to my views, but Iwould give expression to them not in the naïve manner of the �Dweller inthe Snowy Mountains� but in the weightier, more authoritative mannerappropriate to the official organ of a society that was, after all, both theleading Buddhist organization in India and the best known Buddhist or-ganization in the world. Hitherto there had been no editorials in theMaha Bodhi Journal. Yet there were numerous issues to which it ought tobe drawing the attention of Buddhists both inside and outside India. Wasnot the ancient Buddhist site of Nagarjunakonda, in the newly createdAndhra State, about to be totally submerged under a government irriga-tion scheme, despite the protests of historians and archaeologists? Andhad not Dr B.C. Roy, the chief minister, categorically refused to declareVaishakha Purnima a public holiday in West Bengal, even though the Un-ion authorities had recently declared it a central government holiday?Hardly had my editorials on these issues been sent to the press, how-ever, than I met with a serious disappointment. I would not be occupyingthe editorial chair of the Maha Bodhi Journal after all. In fact there was noeditorial chair for anyone to occupy. Instead there was an editorial setteeinto which seven or eight persons, myself included, were to be squeezed.There was to be an editorial board. In theory there was already an editorialboard, and it was precisely because the other members of the board in-
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variably left all the work to him that Valisinha wanted me to relieve him ofthe burden of editing the Society�s journal. None the less, when the littlegeneral secretary proposed, at the governing body�s first monthly meet-ing of the year, that I should be formally appointed editor, his proposalmet with fierce opposition from the Hindu members, and it was with thegreatest difficulty that, aided by two or three friends and supporters, hehad got them to agree even to my being a member of the newly consti-tuted editorial board.The reason for this opposition on the part of the Hindu members of thegoverning body was not far to seek. I was critical of certain aspects of Hin-duism, particularly the caste system, and made no attempt to conceal myviews. This had led to their dubbing me anti-Hindu. They were of courseuniversalists, in whose eyes to be critical in any way of other religions,with the possible exception of Islam, was to be intolerant, and intolerancewas the unforgivable sin. That I was anti-Hindu was a fact that had beenconfirmed for them, a few months earlier, by a review I wrote of a newtranslation of Tulsidas�s Ramacharitamanasa � a review Valisinha had pub-lished in the Maha Bodhi Journal. The sixteenth-century Tulsidas, the �Ser-vant of the (Sacred) Basil�, was a great poet; his retelling of the story of thehero-king Rama, one of the avataras of the god Vishnu, was a classic ofHindi literature, and the bible of the Hindi-speaking people of (Hindu)northern India. But Tulsidas was also an orthodox brahmin. His perfer-vidly devotional apostrophes to Vishnu-Rama were mingled with re-peated references to brahmins as the bhudevas or �earthly divinities�. Abrahmin was to be worshipped, even though he possessed all the vices,whereas a shudra, however virtuous, was to be despised. Though conced-ing that the poem undoubtedly contained passages of great artistic merit,I therefore described the work as a whole as �sadly marred by sectarianbias, devotional extravagance carried almost to the point of frenzy, andsocial orthodoxy in its more repulsive form�. This description did nothingto endear me to the Hindu members of the governing body at the timeand was now partly responsible for the fierceness of their opposition toValisinha�s proposal.Though disappointed that I was not, after all, to occupy the editorialchair of the Society�s journal, I was not discouraged. As Valisinha pointedout, my position was no worse than his had been. I was a member of theeditorial board, the other board members (himself excepted) would takelittle or no interest in the actual production of the magazine, though theymight criticize it afterwards, and I would be left to do all the work. I wasquite ready to do all the work, even though I would now be doing it not as
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editor but only as one member of an editorial team whose existence wasconfined to the front inside cover of the Maha Bodhi Journal. My only realworry was that the governing body might try to restrict my editorial free-dom. Some of them, I knew, wanted to make sure I did not send articlesdirect to the press from Kalimpong, without them being seen and ap-proved by one of themselves. But I was willing to take an optimistic viewof the situation, and therefore continued to absorb myself more and moredeeply in the work of implementing my plans for the improvement of themagazine.I was not so deeply absorbed in the work, however, as to have no timefor anything else. For pilgrims coming from the Buddhist countries ofSouth-east Asia, Calcutta was the gateway to Bodh-gaya and the otherholy places of northern India. The headquarters building was therefore abusy place, especially during the winter months, and it was inevitablethat I should sometimes meet people. Among the people I met was UThein Maung, the chief justice of Burma and a leading Buddhist of thatcountry, to whom the Society subsequently gave a public reception.Devapriya-ji � as Valisinha was generally called by his friends and col-leagues � also took me with him whenever he went to meet distinguishedBuddhists who were passing through Calcutta but not staying at theheadquarters building. In this way I met Jigme Dorji, whom I had lastseen standing white-faced and horror-stricken beside his father�s body,and the Maharani of Sikkim. The Maharani was, of course, the mother ofthe Maharaj Kumar of Sikkim, the Society�s president. I had not met herbefore, but I had heard quite a lot about her, mainly from my old friendand supporter Marco Pallis, who was never tired of singing her praises asthe most beautiful, intelligent, and vivacious woman one could possiblyhope to meet, in Sikkim or anywhere else. That must have been someyears ago. Now the Maharani was a stout, elderly woman of considerablecharm but with only the remains of beauty. Her story was, I knew, a sadone. The mother of five children by the Maharaja, she had formed a con-nection with an incarnate lama from Tibet and, as a result, had given birthto a daughter, now nearly grown up. This had led to her banishment to apalace outside Gangtok, where she lived in seclusion, taking no part inpublic life. Though she was separated from the Maharaja, they were notdivorced (he was said to be still quite fond of her), and she retained the ti-tle of Maharani. Was it my imagination, or did I not detect a hint of melan-choly in her expression? She received us very graciously, but declined tovisit the Society, probably on account of the equivocal nature of her pos-ition.
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Dr Irene Bastow Hudson, MD, could never have been beautiful, and�charm� and �grace� were not the first words that sprang to mind in con-nection with her. Intellectual rather than intelligent, and despite her sev-enty-odd years possessed of demoniacal energy, she was a CanadianBuddhist-cum-Theosophist who had arrived in Kalimpong the previoussummer with a letter of introduction from an old friend of mine in Eng-land. Though eccentric and opinionated, she was of a generous disposi-tion (Joe, who had known her by reputation in Canada, maintained thatshe tried to buy people), and after her return to Canada had sent me twovery welcome parcels of English classics (Spenser, Addison, Burns, andothers), some volumes being school prizes she had won towards the endof the last century. She also agreed to finance the publication of a collec-tion of my poems, the final proofs of which had already reached me fromthe Bombay publishing house that was bringing it out. Now she was backin Calcutta, and staying at the Grand Hotel, where I very soon had the op-portunity of thanking her for her generosity. She had more or less de-cided to settle in Kalimpong, she told me over a cup of tea, and would gothere as soon as her luggage had been cleared. Meanwhile, there was a lotshe could do in Calcutta. For one thing, she could visit the headquartersofthe Maha Bodhi Society. This she accordingly did the following after-noon, staying on for my weekly lecture, on �Practical Buddhism for theLayman�, and attending the paritrana or �protection� ceremony thatAniruddha and I conducted in the temple afterwards.Not that the elderly Canadian Buddhist-cum-Theosophist was the onlyWestern visitor to the headquarters building that winter. Quite soon aftermy arrival I received visits from Dr Weintrob, a devotee of AnandamayiMa who had spent three weeks at The Hermitage the previous year, andMr Dameki, a Pole whom Anagarika Dharmarakshita (Miss Delannoy)had put in touch with me. How Dr Weintrob came to be staying at TheHermitage is something of a mystery. Probably he was simply escapingfrom the heat of the plains. Whatever the reason may have been, so in-tense was his devotion to the Bengali woman mystic that although he hadintended to stay much longer in Kalimpong he announced, after onlythree weeks, that he was unable to bear the pain of separation from herand was returning to Benares forthwith. He was still in Benares, living atAnandamayi�s ashram, and visiting Calcutta for a few days had heardthat I was in the city. From the way he spoke it was clear that he was as de-voted to Anandamayi as ever and, in fact, quite besotted with her. I couldnot but be reminded of my own contact with the �Blissful Mother�, morethan five years earlier, when I had been shocked and disgusted by the
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scenes of hysterical devotion that were sometimes enacted in her pres-ence. Mr Dameki, as I had gathered from the Anagarika�s letter, was not adevotee but an intellectual, and we had a long conversation on Buddh-ism, yoga, and similar topics. The Society�s most distinguished Westernvisitors during this period, however, were Professor and Mrs FranklinEdgerton, whom I showed round the temple with Devapriya-ji and DrSoft. Professor Edgerton was the author of the newly published Grammarand Dictionary of Buddhist Hybrid Sanskrit and had recently delivered a se-ries of lectures on �Buddhist Hybrid Sanskrit Language and Literature� inBenares.Among the people whom I met at the headquarters building, or whocame to see me, was one who was neither a Buddhist pilgrim nor aWestern visitor. This was Phani Bhusan Sanyal. I had met him at theRamakrishna Mission Institute of Culture in 1945, when I was in the armyand he a graduate student, and had sometimes accompanied him on hisweekly visits to the shrine of Sri Ramakrishna�s saintly consort, popularlyknown as the Holy Mother, to whom he was greatly devoted. Now I was aBuddhist monk and he a professor of Economics at a nearby Anglicanmissionary college and still unmarried. We had re-established contactshortly after my ordination as a bhikkhu, and he came to see me when-ever I was in Calcutta, usually bearing a gift in the form of two or threeslender green sticks of tuberose, of whose fragrance he knew I was partic-ularly fond. A textbook example of an ectomorph, and light-skinned evenfor a Bengali brahmin, he invariably came dressed in a white shirt anddhoti (with, in winter, a dark chadder or shawl, elegantly draped) andwearing on his feet the black patent leather pumps of the babu or gentle-man. In the course of my present visit to the city of AnagarikaDharmapala and the Maha Bodhi Society (as Calcutta was to me) or of SriRamakrishna and Swami IVivekananda (as it was to him) he came to seeme not once but several times, the first time bearing not only sticks oftuberose but a copy of the Penguin selection of the prose of T.S. Eliot. If Ihappened to be free (Phani�s visits were always unannounced) we wentout book-hunting together, he being as great a lover of the printed page asI was and Calcutta being, for both of us, the city of bookshops. Among thebookshops to which he had introduced me, two or three years earlier,there was one that specialized � rather surprisingly, it being located in thedepths of a department store � in Continental literature, and here I nowbought translations of Baudelaire, Rimbaud, and Rilke.Phani had also introduced me, two or three years earlier, to his wid-owed father, a retired judge of the Calcutta high court, taking me to meet
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him at what I assumed was the family�s ancestral home. Conversationturned to the Ramakrishna Mission Institute of Culture, and to its secre-tary, Swami Nityaswarupananda. �The fellow�s no better than your Jina-ratana,� observed the old man, who seemed to be as well acquainted withthe affairs of the Maha Bodhi Society as he was with those of theRamakrishna Mission. �Has a car and a chauffeur and lady friends. Don�tknow what the Mission is coming to nowadays. Swamis are supposed tobe monks.� These obita dicta were not very welcome to my spiritu-ally-minded friend, who would much rather have talked about the realRamakrishna Mission of Swami Vivekananda and the other direct disci-ples of Sri Ramakrishna than about its degenerate descendant, but out ofrespect for his father he remained silent. For my part, I was not surprisedby the retired judge�s remarks, though I had not realized that knowledgeof Jinaratana�s misdeeds was so widespread. In some respects Calcuttawas a small place.My connection with the Ramakrishna Mission went back a long way. Itwent back further than my connection with the Maha Bodhi Society. Itwent back, in fact, to the day when, as a nineteen-year-old soldier newlyarrived in Colombo, I made my way along a road lined withflame-of-the-forest trees and knocked, not without apprehension, on thedoor of the local Ramakrishna ashram. The two swamis I met there weremen of learning and spirituality and from them I imbibed, in the course ofthe seven months I spent in Ceylon, something of the spirit of Indian cul-ture and something of their own enthusiasm for the spiritual life. So deepwas the impression made on me by the two swamis, and by the literature Iread under their guidance, that I kept up my connection with the Missionin Calcutta and Singapore, to which I was subsequently posted, as well asafter my return to Calcutta. Indeed, on leaving the army at the beginningof 1947 I took refuge in the Ramakrishna Mission Institute of Culture, thenlocated in Wellington Square, where I had met Phani more than a yearearlier. Swami Nityaswarupananda wanted me to help edit the new edi-tion of the Institute�s three-volume Cultural Heritage of India, but after amonth there was no sign of the work actually starting and I therefore leftfor Jinaratana and the Maha Bodhi Society.I left with my faith in the Ramakrishna Mission considerably dimin-ished. The Institute having been given a block of flats in Russa Road for itsnew premises, and the tenants having refused to move out before theyhad found alternative accommodation, Nityaswarupananda had or-dered the novice in charge of the eviction proceedings to hire a gang ofhooligans and drive the recalcitrant parties out by force, citing in justifica-

AMONG THE UN IVERSAL ISTS 69



tion of these brutal measures the Bhagavad-gita�s teaching of nishkamakarmayoga or the yoga of disinterested action. The Bhagavad-gita was oneof the texts I had studied in Colombo. I had studied it with the commen-tary of Shankara, the great non-dualist philosopher. The fact that itsteaching was capable of being understood in such a way as to justify vio-lence cast a new, lurid light not only on the Ramakrishna Mission but,also, on the nature of Hinduism; and though, in the course of my twoyears as a freelance wandering ascetic, I sometimes stayed at Rama-krishna ashrams, and indeed was made welcome there, my connectionwith the Mission gradually ceased to have any real meaning for me.Moreover, as my understanding of Buddhism deepened, and with it myexperience of spiritual life, I came to realize that, in the words AnagarikaDharmapala wrote at the top of every page of his diary, �The only refugefor him who aspires to true perfection is the Buddha alone.�On one of my first visits to Calcutta after my ordination as a bhikkhu,however, I decided that I ought to acquaint the swamis I had known withthe change in my condition, if only for old time�s sake. Though some ofthem, I knew, had entertained hopes that I would become a swami andwork for the Ramakrishna Mission, they at least would be pleased that Ihad renounced the world like themselves, albeit as a Buddhist monk. Af-ter all, they were universalists. They were universalists par excellence, SriRamakrishna having demonstrated the oneness of all religions by per-sonally practising Hinduism, Islam, and Christianity in turn and discov-ering they led to the same goal. To see Nityaswarupananda, now installedin the Institute�s new premises, I accordingly went. With me went Phaniwho, on our re-establishingcontact, had warmly congratulatedme on thestep I had taken, at the same time gently reproaching me for my insis-tence that Buddhism was a separate religion from Hinduism. No congrat-ulations were forthcoming from Nityaswarupananda. On seeing myyellow robe his face darkened. �Why have you become a Buddhist monk?�he demanded, contemptuously. �Hinduism is a great ocean, Buddhismonly a tiny stream.� While all religions were one, some religions, itseemed, were more one than others.Since then my contact with the Ramakrishna Mission had been limitedto hearing its Kalimpong representative launch a virulent attack on Bud-dhism at a Buddha Jayanti meeting, and I had not expected to have anyfurther dealings either with Nityaswarupananda or the Institute. Thiswas not to be the case. When I had been three weeks in Calcutta, and wasstill seeing my first issue of the Maha Bodhi Journal through the press, I re-ceived a telephone call from Irene Ray, an Englishwoman who was mar-
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ried to a Bengali doctor and whom I had met in Kalimpong two or threeyears earlier. Irene was not only a devotee of the Ramakrishna Mission;she organized the Institute of Culture�s weekly lectures, and edited itsmonthly Bulletin, and now she was telephoning to invite me to delivernext week�s lecture. I accepted the invitation, and it was agreed I shouldspeak on �The Meaning of Buddhism and the Value of Art�, a subject thathad preoccupied me for some time, especially since my Shantiniketan lec-ture, and on which I had been doing some research in the Society�s li-brary. A few days later, therefore, I again met Nityaswarupananda, whoappeared to have reconciled himself to seeing me in a yellow robe, and Idelivered my lecture in the Institute�s very modern auditorium to an au-dience of about two hundred people � considerably more than came tomy lectures in the Society�s old-fashioned and rather shabby hall.The following day I was again at the Institute, this time attending a re-cital of devotional music by the famous Dilip Kumar Roy, a disciple of SriAurobindo. To my surprise I met Swami Siddhatmananda. He was one ofthe two swamis I had known in Colombo, and we had not seen each otherfor nearly ten years. Unlike Nityaswarupananda, he showed no sign ofdispleasure at my having become a Buddhist monk, and greeted mewarmly. He was in Calcutta for an operation, he explained � forhydrocele. Afterwards my friend Kantaraj, who still worked at the Insti-tute, was at pains to disabuse me of any wrong notions I might have as tothe nature of the complaint. Hydrocele, he solemnly assured me, was anaccumulation of semen in the testicles due to prolonged observance ofstrict chastity, and the purpose of the operation the swami would be un-dergoing was to drain off the accumulation.My lecture on �The Meaning of Buddhism and the Value of Art� havingbeen greatly appreciated, Irene asked me to write it out in article form forpublication in her Bulletin, which I gladly did. A speech I made shortlybefore my departure from Calcutta met with a much less favourable re-ception, and no one asked me to write it out for them. Speaking as the rep-resentative of Buddhism at the International Congress of the WorldFellowship of Faiths, held in the Senate Hall of Calcutta University, thepillared neo-classical façade of which confronted the Ajanta-style façadeof the Sri Dharmarajika Vihara from the other side of College Square, Iemphasized that Buddhism rejected the idea of God and exhorted man torely for deliverance on his own efforts. This emphasis of mine so upsetHis Holiness the Shankaracharya of Puri (not the amiable old gentlemanwith whom I was already acquainted but his much more orthodox rival),who was presiding over the session, that he spent a good part of his presi-
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dential address attempting to prove that Buddhists, even though theyprofessed not to believe in God, really did believe in him, and that atheistsand theists were bound for the same goal. For so long did he go on thatpeople began leaving the hall in droves, and in the end, when he hadbeen speaking for more than two hours, one of the organizers stepped upto the dais and removed the microphone. Far from being disconcerted bythis high-handed treatment, His Holiness looked round the virtuallyempty hall with an air of triumph, as though he had succeeded in routingall opposition.Subsequently I wrote for the Maha Bodhi Journal an editorial in which Iprotested against the attempt being made in some quarters to force Bud-dhism into a doctrinal framework repugnant to it. �It is time Buddhistsstopped allowing people of other religions to tell them what they �really�believe,� I declared. My comments referred not only to theShankaracharya of Puri but to one of the speakers at the SadharanBrahma Samaj�s Fraternity of Faiths meeting, held a few days before theParliament of Religions, which I also attended as representative of Bud-dhism. According to this speaker all religions believed in the Fatherhoodof God and the Brotherhood of Man, and apart from the former belief thelatter was unthinkable � a position I was obliged to controvert in my ownaddress, declaring that though Buddhism denied the very existence ofGod its followers had exemplified the spirit of Brotherhood more fullythan the adherents of other religions. In Calcutta I had indeed fallenamong universalists.But I was not to be among the universalists much longer. By the end ofthe third week of January Devapriya-ji and I had finalized our arrange-ments for the editing of the Society�s journal over the next few months,that is, until my next visit to Calcutta; and after Sachin had spent a fewmore days visiting his relatives, and I had paid a few more visits to book-shops, my companion and I were again pushing our way through thethrongs of people surrounding Sealdah Station � this time in the reversedirection. Devapriya-ji and one of the bhikkhus came to see us off, as didMiss Singh and other relatives of Sachin�s and a number of friends. We leftCalcutta with rather more luggage than we had brought. Both of us hadpresents for friends in Kalimpong, while I had some two dozen booksthat I had either been given or had bought, among them the Oxford edi-tion of Shelley�s complete poetical works. Above all, we had with us avery large and heavy box Anagarika Dharmarakshita had asked me tobring up to Kalimpong for her and which gave us a good deal of troubleon the way.
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Chapter Six
ASSAM IDYLL
The first thing I heard on arriving at The Hermitage was that Miss Barclayhad died that morning. As it was then three o�clock (we had reachedKalimpong later than expected owing to engine trouble on the way upfrom Siliguri) I went straight to the Manjula cottage, in the upper half ofwhich Miss Barclay had established herself a few months earlier. Whatcould have happened? Had Miss Barclay had a heart attack (in view ofher violent temper this was not unlikely)? Or committed suicide? Or beenmurdered? So unexpected was the news of the elderly Englishwoman�sdeath that speculations as to its possible cause preoccupied me to the ex-clusion, for the time being, of much in the way of an emotional reaction tothe event.Even when I was inside the four walls of the Manjula cottage, andstanding in what had been Miss Barclay�s sitting-room, it was some timebefore I was able to find out much about what had happened. The policewere there, in the form of a Bengali sub-inspector and a Nepali sergeant,and the Maha Bodhi Society, as represented by Dawa, Joe, and Dinesh.There was also Mrs Perry, the proprietress of the Himalayan Hotel, and anEnglishman whom I did not recognize but who appeared to be with MrsPerry. On my way upstairs I had heard voices raised in heated argumentand now, as I entered the room, all eyes were turned on me and severalvoices in unison demanded, �Was Miss Barclay a Buddhist?� �Why, yes,� Ireplied, as I sought to regain my breath, �She was.� Dawa looked roundthe room in triumph, and could not forbear exclaiming, �I told you so!�Mrs Perry managed to look both crestfallen and incredulous. At this pointthe Bengali sub-inspector interposed. �Can you prove Miss Barclay was aBuddhist?� he asked. Again all eyes were turned on me, and I could al-most hear the sudden intake of breath. Joe was clearly sceptical, and evenDawa looked a little anxious. Mrs Perry�s face lit up with renewed hope,



as did that of the unknown Englishman. �Yes,� I replied composedly, �Ican.� The fact was that Miss Barclay had joined the Young Men�s BuddhistAssociation (India), as the Kalimpong Branch of the Maha Bodhi Societythen was, as an associate member, and in completing the membership ap-plication form, which she of course signed, had described herself as Bud-dhist by religion. �That settles it, then,� said the sub-inspector briskly.�Produce your proof at the thana and you can collect the body from themortuary tomorrow morning.�This was my first intimation that Miss Barclay�s body was not still on thepremises, as from the presence of so many people I had assumed. Indeed,from the circumstance that there were clearly two parties in the room,one Buddhist and one Christian, and that they appeared to have beenvigorously disputing possession of Miss Barclay�s body, one could almosthave fancied that the body was lying there on the floor between them andthat they had been fighting for it as literally as the Greeks and Trojans hadfought for the body of Patroclus beneath the walls of Troy. But thoughMiss Barclay�s body was not on the premises her belongings still were,and for these, when they had been packed in boxes and the boxes sealed, Ihad to give the police a receipt. While this work was in progress Mrs Perryleft, taking with her the unknown Englishman, though not before shehad introduced him to me and it had transpired that he was Dr DavidSnellgrove of the School of Oriental and African Studies in London, thathe was a Tibetologist, and that he was staying at the Himalayan Hotel.On our way back to The Hermitage Dawa and Dinesh told me whatthey knew of the circumstances of Miss Barclay�s death, some of which Ihad already learned from the police. Apparently she had risen quite early,perhaps while it was still dark, had made her way down the outside stair-case to the toilet, had missed her footing, had fallen, and in falling hadstruck her head against one of the cement pillars that supported the cot-tage�s projecting upper storey. Her servant Ang Tsering, the Sherpa whohad once worked for me, had found her body lying in the drain beside theveranda when he came in for work from the bazaar and had at once re-traced his steps and informed the police. Within hours the news of theEnglishwoman�s death was all over Kalimpong. As soon as he heard itDawa had hastened along to The Hermitage in the expectation, as he nowtold me, of my being back from my travels and either there or at theManjula cottage. On learning from Man Bahadur that I was not yet back,and having waited for an hour, he decided to go to the Manjula cottagehimself to find out what was happening. By the time he arrived MissBarclay�s body had been removed, and Mrs Perry was claiming the right
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to take charge of her former guest�s effects. She was also claiming theright to take possession of Miss Barclay�s body after the autopsy. MissBarclay had been a Christian, she told the police, and as a Christian her-self she intended to make sure that Miss Barclay�s body was given aproper Christian burial. Dawa naturally denied that Miss Barclay hadbeen a Christian. Everybody knew she was a Buddhist, he declared, andthe disciple of Venerable Sangharakshita. Mrs Perry countered by sayingthat having an interest in Buddhism was one thing, actually being a Bud-dhist quite another: Miss Barclay had only had an interest in Buddhism.This annoyed Dawa considerably, and the argument became quiteheated. With the arrival of Joe and Dinesh it became more heated still,with Mrs Perry, vigorously supported by Dr Snellgrove (as he turned outto be), claiming Miss Barclay�s body on behalf of the Christians, andDawa, supported rather less vigorously by Joe and Dinesh, claiming it onbehalf of the Buddhists. The police did not know what to think. It was atthis point that I had arrived.While the three of us were talking Sachin turned up with two otheryoung Nepalis, one a cousin and one a friend. Not having got down whenour car dropped me at the gate of The Hermitage, he had learned of MissBarclay�s death only after reaching home. Now he had come wanting toknow if he could be of assistance. He and I having discussed the sad news,all six of us walked the mile or so up the road to Sachin�s house, which wassituated above the road, in the Scottish Mission compound. Here I met hisfather, Dr Ravi Singh, who besides being the popular �Nepali doctor� ofthe Mission hospital was the local police surgeon. He had already per-formed the autopsy on Miss Barclay, he told me, in his usual friendly andcheerful manner. There was a slight bruise on the forehead, and there wasno doubt that the poor lady had died of concussion, probably as the resultof the fall. Jyeo, the body was in the dead house (as the tin shack thatserved as the hospital mortuary was called), and jyeo, jyeo, we could col-lect it in the morning, as the police had said.At ten o�clock next morning, therefore, Miss Barclay�s body wasbrought to The Hermitage in the back of a jeep. It was brought in a plainwooden coffin, the work of a carpenter in the bazaar who had stayed uphalf the night to have it ready in time. With the coffin came five lamas, asTibetan monks were called, incorrectly, in Kalimpong, at least by non-Tibetophones. Dawa had brought them to see me soon after breakfast,and I had already discussed with them the arrangements for the funeral.Miss Barclay having been a student of Tibetan, it seemed appropriate thatshe should be sent on her way with at least minimal Tibetan Buddhist
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rites, especially as these were more colourful than anything I could man-age on my own. Thus it was that five stalwart, red-robed figures werenow manhandling the heavy coffin through the door and into the gamesroom, where it was carefully lowered on to the ping-pong table, the tres-tles of which creaked beneath the weight. This having been done, theysquatted in a row on the floor of the adjacent library and reading room,drew their texts and their dorjes and bells from the capacious bosoms oftheir robes, and started up a deep-throated, monotonous chant that,punctuated by the tinkling of bells and the occasional resounding clash ofcymbals, continued for the next couple of hours. While this was going onpeople who had known Miss Barclay came with wreaths, bunches offlowers, and khatas to pay their last respects. Besides our own membersthere were Dr Roerich and Mrs Perry and, I was glad to see, severalChurch of Scotland missionaries, whom I made a point of welcoming andasking to come in, this being the first time any of them had visited TheHermitage and they were clearly unsure what they might encounter.When the lamas had finished chanting and been served with threecups (or rather bowls) of tea in the traditional manner, the lid of the coffinwas removed and Sachin, Dawa, Dinesh, and I gathered round to takeour last look at Miss Barclay. Apart from a faint bruise on her right templeshe looked as she usually did, though her features were set in what Ithought was a rather stern expression. Before closing the lid I went intothe sitting-room, where Mrs Perry and the missionaries were having tea(Dr Roerich had already left), and asked if anyone would like to come andtake a last look at Miss Barclay. A shudder passed visibly through thegroup. �Oh no!� quavered several voices, in tones of horror. �Oh no thankyou!� As our young members had not hesitated to look, and indeed werestill crowded round the coffin for that purpose, this reluctance on the partof the missionaries was rather surprising. The lid of the coffin was there-fore closed, the coffin itself loaded on to the jeep, and accompanied by meand the five lamas and as many of our members as could squeeze into thevehicle, and escorted by others walking behind, the Honourable HelenaBeatrix Barclay set out on the last journey of her nine-and-fifty years.It was a journey that soon became a triumphal progress. As we drove,almost at walking pace, through the High Street, pedestrians moved re-spectfully to one side and tradesmen came to the doors of their shops,many of them with flower garlands and khatas that they proceeded toplace either on the bonnet of the jeep or on the projecting end of the cof-fin. How pleased Miss Barclay would have been, I thought, to know howpopular she was! Our destination was the Tibetan cremation ground up
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at Tirpai, a thousand or more feet above the bazaar. I had been there be-fore, on my way to the Tharpa Chholing Gompa, and had enjoyed thecool air, the vibrant stillness of the place, and the uninterrupted view ofthe snows. There could hardly have been a more magnificent setting for acremation. What I had not realized at the time was that men and womenwere cremated separately, on two different spots, and in different ways.Men were cremated lying on a kind of iron bedstead, whereas womenwere cremated standing within a stupa-like structure, and it was there-fore a few yards from the latter that our jeep eventually came to a halt.What followed was not very pleasant. Having unloaded the coffin fromthe jeep, the lamas removed the lid, lifted out Miss Barclay�s body, andproceeded to strip it, a clothed body being, as I knew, more difficult toburn. All this took place behind an improvised screen of white cloth, butas the screen was only breast high and I was standing on a slight elevationof the ground I could see everything that was being done, as could someof our young members, who in fact were peering round the edges of thescreen. The lamas then hauled the startlingly white body up to the top ofthe stupa-like structure and lowered it inside. Or rather, they tried tolower it. Either because Miss Barclay was too stout or the funnel too nar-row the body refused to go right in. Again and again the lamas lifted itand lowered it, but all to no avail. This was the most dreadful part of theproceedings. As the red-robed figures struggled with the body in the hotsun Miss Barclay�s head lolled from side to side, and her long flaxen hair,which she had worn in neat braids round her head, cascaded over hershoulders and bosom. �They�re desecrating the temple of the HolyGhost!� screamed a voice I recognized as being that of Mrs Bullock. �I toldyou not to come!� shrieked Joe in reply. The Bullocks, as they were popu-larly known, were a missionary couple from China with whom Joe hadrecently become acquainted and who had persuaded him, against hisbetter judgement, to take them with him to witness the cremation. Even-tually, when they had lifted and lowered for ten or fifteen minutes, one ofthe lamas crawled inside the stupa-shaped structure and pulled on MissBarclay�s legs from below, the idea being to have the corpse straddle theiron bar traversing the middle section of the structure. His efforts provedsuccessful, and Miss Barclay�s head having disappeared from view theother lamas clambered down, willing hands thrust logs of wood in thefour apertures at the structure�s base, and at last all was ready for me, aschief mourner, to light the funeral pyre.Soon clouds of smoke were billowing from the funnel of the kiln, as thestupa-shaped structure seemed to have become, and tongues of flame
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were darting forth. The lamas, seating themselves on the ground, againtook out their texts and their dorjes and bells and embarked on anothertwo-hour session of chanting, bell-ringing, and cymbal-clashing. By thetime they finished the body had been reduced to ashes, and all that re-mained for those of us who were still there was to have a last cup of tea inMiss Barclay�s memory and go home. My hand having been burnedwhen I lit the funeral pyre, I stopped by at Sachin�s house and had itdressed, after which Sachin and Dinesh accompanied me back to TheHermitage. Our talk, naturally, was of our departed friend. It was strange,mused Sachin at one point, that Miss Barclay should have died only twomonths after her beloved sixteen-year-old cat, who had travelled outfrom England with her in his own basket and occupied his own fullypaid-up seat on the aeroplane.But although Miss Barclay was no longer with us in the flesh the boxesin which her belongings had been sealed were still solidly present. Whatwas more, they were still at the Manjula cottage. The morning after thefuneral, therefore, I hired a jeep and with the help of Sachin, Dawa, and afew of our other members, as well as that of the faithful Ang Tsering,brought them down to The Hermitage and stored them in a back room.When Sachin came to see me the following day, shortly after lunch, hefound me not my usual cheerful self, and under his concerned question-ing I was eventually obliged to admit that I had been feeling depressedever since the previous morning, when we had all gone up to MissBarclay�s old quarters and removed her belongings. What exactly it wasthat made me feel depressed I could not say. It was not simply the fact ofMiss Barclay�s being dead, though her death had saddened me, espe-cially in view of the way it had happened. The feeling was definitely con-nected with the sight of the boxes, and of the things the police hadthought it not worth the trouble of sealing up and which I had sorted out.It was as though Miss Barclay�s belongings had been orphaned. Morethan that. It was as though they had been abandoned, and having now nocommon owner or protector, and therefore no purpose in common, couldonly separate and go their different ways. Part of the �garden� on the up-per floor of the Manjula cottage as they had been, with the disappearanceof the Lady of the garden (albeit a less young and amiable one than Shel-ley�s), they were sharers in the general dissolution of the place. They pre-sented a picture of desolation. They evoked images of �bare ruinedchoirs�, both arboreal and monastic � images of towns reduced to rubbleand cities where not one stone had been left standing upon another. Itwas this, or something like this, that lay at the back of my depression.
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Whatever the explanation, the mood did not last, if only because therewere many other matters to which I had to give my attention. There wereletters to be written, including an urgent one to a bhikkhu in Assam aboutmy forthcoming tour there, material for the February issue of the MahaBodhi Journal to be edited and sent to Calcutta, and the enquiries of casualvisitors to be dealt with. In any case, so far as Miss Barclay herself was con-cerned there was, I reflected, no real cause for depression on my part. Un-fortunate though her death may have been, she had died a Buddhist. Notthat her conversion to Buddhism had been merely formal (though I hadreceived her into the Buddhist community in the traditional manner), asconversions of Hindus and Buddhists to missionary Christianity wereapt to be in Kalimpong. She had become a Buddhist because she was con-vinced of the truth of the Buddha�s teaching, and I had little doubt that itwas owing to her contact with the Dharma that the last four or fivemonths of her presence amongst us were the happiest period of what hadbeen, by her own account, a life of singular unhappiness. The fact was asource of considerable satisfaction to me, as was the fact that I had bornewith her outbursts of temper, her tantrums, and her angry tirades (of all ofwhich I was the recipient, not the object), even though I was more thanonce sorely tempted to relieve myself of so burdensome a friendship bydiscouraging the exigent Englishwoman�s almost daily visits to The Her-mitage. I was heartily glad, moreover, that I was able to prove that MissBarclay was a Buddhist and that we had been able, therefore, to give her a(Tibetan) Buddhist funeral � a funeral which had demonstrated her pop-ularity with the local people and which on the whole had been, as ourmembers and friends agreed, a great success.The only person who did not think that Miss Barclay�s funeral had beena success was Joe. When the Canadian upasaka came to see me a few dayslater he was in a bitterly critical mood. We had done everything weshould not have done, and nothing we should have done. Worst of all, wehad not consulted him about the arrangements. The funeral had been acomplete and utter failure. Knowing that in his eyes nothing done with-out the benefit of his advice could be well done, and that he was in anycase of a hypercritical nature, I did not take much notice of his tirade, andhaving regaled me, as he thought, with an account of how Mrs Bullockhad flown to the telephone to tell her missionary friends all about the hor-rors of Buddhist funerals, he therefore soon turned from savaging our fu-neral arrangements to savaging Dinesh. It had been a great mistake onmy part, he declared with some vehemence, to leave the young ex-Un-touchable to look after The Hermitage while I was in Calcutta. Though

ASSAM IDYLL 81



thanks to his own efforts (and Dawa�s, he should in justice have added)the full moon day celebrations and other activities had continued, it hadnot been with any help from Dinesh. Why, he had not even bothered tokeep the place clean. All he had done was spend my money. He had beengrossly extravagant, and it was surprising that I wanted to have anythingmore to do with such a feckless, unreliable, dishonest creature.As I listened to Joe�s outburst I thought of the fable of the Fox and theGrapes and smiled to myself. I knew more about what had been going onin my absence than he appeared to realize. Anand-ji had spent a few daysin Calcutta during my sojourn there, both on his way to Nagpur fromKalimpong and on his way back to Kalimpong from Nagpur, and after hisarrival from Nagpur had shown me a letter he had received from Dinesh.Anagarika Dharmarakshita having arrived unexpectedly fromDarjeeling and taken it for granted that in my absence she was free to oc-cupy The Hermitage for a few days, he had gone to stay with Joe, thinkingit hardly proper for him to be living under the same roof as a nun, orrather, for a nun to be living under the same roof as him. Out of the fryingpan into the fire! Joe had attempted to rape him, and he had been obligedto take refuge in the Dharmodaya Vihara, even though protégés ofAnand-ji�s were not particularly welcome there. These revelations didnot surprise me, my elder brother in the Sangha having already informedme, on his arrival from Kalimpong, that Joe had proposed to Dinesh thathe should come and live with him, making the proposal in such a way, asAnand-ji delicately put it, as to lower himself in Dinesh�s eyes. They didnot surprise Sachin either, when he learned about them. He had a revela-tion of his own to make. Joe had once tried to persuade Dawa to spend thenight with him, he told me. This I had not known before, and I could wellimagine the embarrassment the rather strait-laced young Tibetan wouldhave felt when the full significance of the elderly upasaka�s proposaldawned on him. Dinesh was far too streetwise to be embarrassed even byan attempted rape, but the experience had none the less upset him, as hehimself admitted to me on the night of my return to Kalimpong. I hadtherefore arranged for him to spend a week in Wardha with his family byway of consolation.Naturally I did not let on to Joe that I knew what had really been goingon at The Hermitage � and elsewhere � in my absence, though I may haveprotested against the notion that Dinesh had been extravagant. As I knewonly too well, he had not had the means of being extravagant, least of allat my expense. The truth was that I was going through a period of finan-cial stringency, and the Kalimpong branch of the Maha Bodhi Society
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with me. This was due mainly to the fact that during the previoussix-month period my only fee-paying student had been Mr Bhumiveda,and even his contributions had ceased when I went to Calcutta. What wasto be done? One possibility was that we organize film shows in the TownHall for the benefit of the branch�s funds, which would at least have theeffect of lessening the drain on my own resources. It was a possibility Ihad already explored in Calcutta, the famous film actor Raj Kapoor,whom I had met in Bombay two years earlier, having given me a letter ofintroduction to his distributors there and having agreed to our showingtwo of his films without payment of the usual charges. On my return toKalimpong I therefore discussed the matter thoroughly with Dawa andthe secretary of the Town Club, which was responsible for the letting ofthe Town Hall, and it was settled between us that the film shows would beheld in the first week of April. Despite the desperate state of our financesit was not possible for us to hold them earlier, as I would be leaving forAssam in two weeks� time and we would need a full month for our prepa-rations.The next two weeks were very busy ones for me. Though Miss Barclay�sfuneral was over, there were letters to be written about her affairs, includ-ing a long one to Mrs Mitter, the owner of the Manjula cottage, who livedin Calcutta. There was also a memorial service to be arranged. This washeld in the summer-house shrine at the end of the garden, and took theform of my chanting the Mangala, Ratana, and Karaniyametta Suttas anddelivering a sermon on �The Recollection of Death� to our assembledmembers and friends. Nor was I yet finished with Miss Barclay�s boxes.Their contents had to be listed in detail, so I was informed one afternoonby two members of the West Bengal police, one of them the same sub-in-spector who had asked me if I could prove Miss Barclay was a Buddhist.They and I, together with Sachin, who had been having lunch with me,therefore spent the next four hours listing Miss Barclay�s belongings sep-arately, from the largest to the smallest, after which they were re-packedin the boxes and the boxes again sealed, this time with my own seal andthe official seal of the West Bengal police. A few days later AnagarikaDharmarakshita arrived from Gangtok, the capital of Sikkim, havingspent the last month visiting the tiny Himalayan principality, and pitchedher little tent on one of the terraces above The Hermitage. She was on herway back to Darjeeling, and stayed for only a few days, in the course ofwhich we discussed the state of Buddhism in Sikkim and she showed meher books (the books that had made the large box I had brought up fromCalcutta for her so heavy) and read aloud to me some extracts from Ra-
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cine, thus giving me my first experience of the great French poet�s sono-rous alexandrines. After her departure I wrote up the Notes and Newssection of the February issue of the Maha Bodhi Journal (a task that natu-rally had to be left until the last minute), typed it, and sent it to Calcutta.This done, I was free to leave for Assam, and soon was once again drop-ping with dizzying rapidity down a succession of hairpin bends to TeestaBridge and the plains.With me in the car was Sachin�s friend Hasta Bahadur Lama. Being un-able to accompany me himself as he was attending college, and not want-ing me to travel alone as I had been suffering from malaria and was notyet fully recovered, Sachin had arranged for the young Tamang to accom-pany me on this occasion. Though one of our members since the days ofthe Young Men�s Buddhist Association (India), only in recent weeks hadHasta been much seen at The Hermitage, usually turning up there withSachin, who had recently struck up a friendship with him. Some freak ofheredity had distinguished him from the generality of Tamangs, certainlyfrom the squat, bandy-legged specimens of the tribe I had seen atLongview. Relatively tall, and slim but well built, he was possessed of acopper-coloured skin, hair that was brown rather than black, a somewhatretroussé nose, and eyes that were, as the emperor Akbar�s were said tohave been, �vibrant as the sea in sunshine�. Joe, who was apt to accostHasta with cries of �Oh you gorgeous creature!�, much to the young man�sembarrassment, professed to be quite overpowered by these eyes (or per-haps he actually was). By disposition Hasta was reserved and self-con-tained, with a distinct preference for sports rather than study, and thoughI did not know him very well I was glad of his company, the more espe-cially as my illness had left me feeling rather depleted. Unfortunately thetrain, which we boarded at Siliguri, was so overcrowded that we couldnot find seats and eventually, when the time came to retire, had to spreadour bedding on some boxes in the corridor. Unable to sleep, I passed anuncomfortable night, in the course of which I developed a slight tempera-ture. In the morning we managed to get some breakfast in the dining carand at 10.30 reached Amingaon, where we had to detrain and cross theBrahmaputra.I had crossed the Ganges on a number of occasions, but this was the firsttime I had crossed the Brahmaputra, and though we were probably cross-ing it at a point where it was comparatively narrow it seemed evenbroader than the Ganges, the Padma arm of which its main stream, theJamuna, eventually joined. It was also the first time I had visited Assam,and I had to admit that I knew little more about this most north-easterly
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state of the Indian Union than that it was big and �backward� (i.e. econom-ically undeveloped), that it was thinly populated, with a high proportionof tribal people, many of whom had been converted to Christianity, thatmuch of it was still covered with jungle, and that it produced tea and thefamous straw-coloured tussore silk, shawls of which were hawked fromdoor to door in cities all over India. I did, however, know that once it hadbeen a centre of Buddhism, especially of Tantric Buddhism, and that evennow it was a centre of Tantric Hinduism. At Kamakhya, in western Assam,there was a famous Kali temple, which marked the spot where the god-dess�s pudenda had fallen when she was dismembered by her wrathfulconsort Shiva. My old friend Buddharakshitahad been there as a boy. Thetemple was situated at the top of a small hill, he told me, and pilgrimswere given prasad not in the form of consecrated food, as was the customelsewhere, but in the form of a piece of white cloth with red stains on it �the goddess�s menstrual rag. During our wandering days he had in factbeen eager that we should visit the place together. But if Tantric Hinduismhad survived in Assam, Tantric Buddhism had not. Buddhism had notsurvived there in any form. Though there were said to be forty or fiftythousand Buddhists in the state, the majority of them were compara-tively recent immigrants of Thai or Bengali stock who were followers ofTheravadin Buddhism in its Thai form in the case of the Tais (as they werecalled, apparently to distinguish them from the Thais of Thailand) and inits Burmese form in the case of the Bengalis. It was in order to establishpersonal contact with these isolated Buddhists that I was visiting Assam,many of them having come to know of me through Stepping-Stones, ourmonthly journal of Himalayan religion, culture, and education, whichthanks to the vigorous colportage of a brother disciple of mine had circu-lated widely in the state during the twenty months of its existence.The crossing of the Brahmaputra having taken little more than twentyminutes, we disembarked at Pandu to find our connection waiting at theplatform and were able to secure seats without much difficulty. Securingfood was another matter. There was nothing to be had at the tiny rural sta-tions along the way, and it was only on our arrival at Lumding Junction inthe evening that Hasta, at least, was able to eat. I then slept for a couple ofhours, having been too tired during the day and perhaps too out of sortsto pay much attention to the scenes through which we were passing.Some time after midnight we reached Mariyani, where VenerableDharmawansa and a novice, together with four or five lay supporters,were waiting to meet us. Buddharakshita and I had known the youngmonk when we were ourselves still laymen, the three of us having lived
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together for a few weeks at the Maha Bodhi Orphanage in Calcutta dur-ing the 1947 Hindu-Muslim riots, and I had met him once or twice sincereceiving my higher ordination. It was he who had made arrangementsfor my tour, and sent me my travelling expenses, and it was he who nowwhisked Hasta and me away by jeep to the little town of Jorhat and to theJorhat Buddha Vihara, which we reached about an hour later. The Viharahad been built by a small group of, mainly, Bengali Buddhists, and withsome of these I talked for a while before going to bed at three o�clock, hav-ing been travelling for more than thirty-six hours and having had onlytwo hours� sleep.In the morning I felt unwell, but it was Magha Purnima, the Febru-ary�March full moon day, people were already turning up at the Vihara,and as soon as I had forced down a morsel of breakfast I was obliged to de-vote myself to them. At 10.30, by which time the place was full, I inaugu-rated the day�s celebrations by hoisting the five-coloured flag and givinga speech on its significance. The five colours represented the six colours ofthe Buddha�s halo, I explained, the sixth colour, which was indescribable,being represented by the five colours in combination. As for the colours ofthe halo themselves, they represented the five principal elements of theBuddha�s physical body in their refined, transmuted form. The Buddha�sattainment of Enlightenment had changed the watery content of hisbody into blue light, his bones into white light, his blood into crimsonlight, his flesh into orange light, and his marrow into yellow light, whilehis body as a whole had been changed into a light of a colour for whichthere was no earthly name. The gross had been changed into the subtle,matter into pure radiance. Thus the Buddhist flag was a symbol of thetransformation of un-Enlightened into Enlightened humanity � a trans-formation that could be brought about by following the Path taught bythe Buddha. Though it had been designed, in its present form, by Col.Olcott, the co-founder of the Theosophical Society, the World Fellowshipof Buddhists had recently adopted the five-coloured flag as the interna-tional Buddhist flag, so that it now was not only a symbol of the transfor-mation of the individual Buddhist but a symbol, also, of the unity of allfollowers of the Buddha, and I was therefore glad to have had the privi-lege of hoisting it on the present occasion.Hardly had I finished speaking than there arrived from a nearby tem-ple a ragged little procession of monks, novices, and men and womendevotees escorting a stupa-shaped reliquary containing, so I was told,bone relics of the Buddha. The reliquary, which was evidently of localworkmanship, was adorned with large imitation cabochons of red and
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green glass, and borne by the oldest of the monks, who proceeded to de-posit it on the image table in the Vihara�s shrine-room where, its lid hav-ing been removed, the relics inside were exposed to view and a short pujaconducted of which they were the focal point. The sight of the processionand the reliquary, but especially of the reliquary, with its gaudy imitationcabochons, affected me strangely. It was as though I was witnessing thearrival not of a concrete, visible reminder of the Master�s life and teach-ing, as Buddha-relics were supposed to be, so much as that of the local fe-tish or ju-ju. The Bengali Buddhist laity were, it seemed, little better thanfetish-worshippers, and their religion was in effect a species of fetishism,with the monks as the custodians of the fetish. Theravadin Buddhismhad degenerated in their hands from a universal into an ethnic religion,or at least into a religion that incorporated a strong ethnic element. Notthat I was in principle opposed to a universal religion like Buddhism in-corporating an element of this kind. It was a question of proportion, andthe sight of the procession and the reliquary had given me the impressionthat the pious supporters of the Jorhat Buddha Vihara and of the neigh-bouring temple had not got the proportion right. The impression did not,however, prevent me from joining in the puja � which I quite enjoyed �along with the other monks. After the puja came the bhojana-dana or cere-monial food-offering. About a hundred people came forward, one byone, to drop a few spoonfuls of rice or curry into my bowl (as the customwas, I was carrying this with me), but I was unable to eat anything solidand took only a little soup and some fruit.In the afternoon the Vihara was the scene of a well attended publicmeeting. Held under the presidency of a member of the State Assembly, itstarted at two o�clock and did not finish until a good three hours later. Theprincipal item on the programme was my own speech which, the require-ments of health coinciding with the dictates of tradition, I delivered sit-ting down. It was Magha Purnima, I reminded my audience. We werecommemorating the day on which 1,230 monks of varying spiritual at-tainments spontaneously came together in order to pay their respects tothe Buddha. On that occasion the Buddha uttered what was probably thebest known verse in the entire Pali Canon. �Cease to do evil,� he declared.�Learn to do good. Purify the mind. This is the teaching of the EnlightenedOnes.� Ceasing to do evil corresponded to the practice of ethics, the firststage of the path leading to nirvana. Learning to do good correspondedto the development of mental concentration, the second stage, while pu-rifying the mind � purifying it of the stain of spiritual ignorance, the great-est of all stains � corresponded to the development of wisdom, the third
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and final stage. Having explained each stage in some detail, I turned tothe question of Buddhist education, pointing out that it was the duty ofBuddhist parents to bring up their children in the knowledge and prac-tice of the Dharma. In conclusion, I congratulated the Buddhists of Jorhaton the fact that, though few in number, they had succeeded in building avihara and appealed for the establishment of a Buddhist college of thetraditional type. As usual, I spoke vigorously and with feeling, with theresult that I started running a temperature and after the meeting had tolie down. None the less I continued to have visitors. Most of them wereEnglish-educatedHindus who, while sympathetic to the Buddha�s teach-ing as they understood it, had no interest in the rather ethnic Buddhismof their Bengali Buddhist neighbours and who normally would not haveset foot inside the Vihara. Naturally they had a lot of questions to ask theEnglish monk (for as such Dharmawansa had been careful to advertiseme), and it was several hours before I was free. By this time I had devel-oped a severe headache and my temperature had risen. After taking sometomato juice and fruit I therefore retired for the night and took no furtherpart in the celebrations, which continued until quite late and concludedwith the ordination of two teenage boys as novices.While I was dealing with the questions of my English-educated visitorsHasta was being subjected to a friendly interrogation by some of the morecurious of the Vihara�s lay supporters. Was he a Buddhist, they wanted toknow. Yes, he was a Buddhist. Was he a follower of the Theravada? No, hewas not a follower of the Theravada. What was he, then? He was a fol-lower of the Mahayana. The Mahayana! What was that? But Hasta hadreached the limits of his knowledge, and had to admit, as he told me after-wards, that he did not know what the Mahayana was and that theywould have to ask me. Though the lay supporters may well have attrib-uted the young Tamang�s replies to modesty rather than to ignorance,there was no doubt that Hasta was woefully ill-informed about his ownreligion, and I could not but hope that having been made aware of this hewould in future be more regular in his attendance at The Hermitagewhere, if I did not have much to say about the Mahayana, I certainly had alot to say about the fundamental principles of the Dharma and about theapplication of those principles to one�s daily life.Though the Jorhat Buddha Vihara had been built mainly by BengaliBuddhists, it was in fact the Tais who made up the greater part of the Bud-dhist population of Assam. They apparently had migrated from Thailandseveral generations � even several centuries � ago, and unlike their Ben-gali co-religionists, who were more urbanized, lived in isolated villages of
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their own and engaged in agriculture. There were two of these Tai villagesonly fifteen miles from Jorhat, Dharmawansa informed me, and he hadarranged for me to visit them. Accompanied by Dharmawansa himself, aswell as by Hasta and several of the Vihara�s lay supporters, including theyoung man who had translated my speeches the previous day and whoseservices would again be required, I accordingly set out by station-wagonto meet the Tai Buddhists and observe their way of life. I did not set outuntil some time after lunch, the doctor having warned me that there wascongestion at the back of the lungs and that if I did not take rest pneumo-nia might develop.On my arrival at Balijan, the first of the two villages, I was given an ex-tremely cordial reception by the monks, novices, and lay people of theplace and conducted to the vihara, the steeply pitched roof of which wasreminiscent of Thai rather than Indian architecture. Here I talked, anddiscoursed on the Dharma, for about three hours uninterruptedly, forsuch was the atmosphere of devotion by which I was surrounded, and sogreat was the evident eagerness for religious instruction on everyone�spart, that despite my continuing temperature I had no alternative but torise to the occasion and give of my best. From Balijan our little party, es-corted by the villagers and by boys carrying five-coloured Buddhist flags,proceeded on foot to Nasyam, the second of the two villages, where wewere to spend the night. Here too I was kept busy talking and discoursingon the Dharma (the Tais seemed to have an insatiable appetite for ser-mons), and it was past midnight when I got to bed. I did not get to bed,however, before having some unexpected visitors. I was lying down, butstill discoursing, when word was brought me that three sahibs had ar-rived at the vihara and were asking to see me. The three sahibs turned outto be Swale Ryan, the ex-army man who had helped me found the YoungMen�s Buddhist Association, and two planters from the tea estate nearbywhere he was now working. He had heard I was in the neighbourhood,he announced in his usual hail-fellow-well-met fashion, and haddropped in to say hallo. As it was late, the visitors did not stay long. Hewould send a jeep for me the day after next, Swale promised before theyleft, as he wanted to show me round the estate. Only when I was on myown, and free to go to bed at last, did I realize that despite the exertions ofthe day I was not feeling tired. On the contrary, I felt quite buoyant.The following morning, by special request of the villagers, I gave a talkon the differences between Buddhism and Christianity. Buddhism was anon-theistic religion, I explained, whereas Christianity was theistic. Bud-dhists meditated, whereas Christians prayed. The Buddhist monk was a
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teacher and exemplar, whereas the Christian priest was an intermediarybetween God and man. In Buddhism one gained Enlightenment bymeans of one�s personal efforts, whereas in Christianity one was savedthrough the merits of a redeemer. Buddhism emphasized wisdom andcompassion, whereas Christianity emphasized faith. For Buddhists theBuddha was an Enlightened human being, whereas for Christians Christwas the incarnate son of God. These simple antitheses depicted the differ-ences between the two religions much too starkly, of course, but they hadto be depicted starkly if they were to be made clear to the villagers, whoapparently had been troubled by the preaching of the missionaries; andin any case I had only an hour or two in which to comply with their re-quest and make, moreover, a definite impression on their minds. Whenthe talk had been given, and the Refuges and Precepts administered, Iand the rest of the party left for Jorhat, this time travelling not by sta-tion-wagon but by bullock cart. Though the sleek white bullocks steppedout with a will, so that the unsprung wooden vehicle, with its iron-boundwooden wheels, bumped and rattled its way along the deeply ruttedtrack at a reasonable speed, it took us more than an hour to reach the roadwhere we were to catch the bus. Either because we had been misinformedabout the time of its arrival, or because it was behind schedule, the bus didnot turn up for nearly three hours. As we were waiting, two SinhaleseBuddhists who were working as mechanics in a nearby tea estate cameand spoke to me, while an aged brahmin, on learning than I was a Buddh-ist, did his best to convince me that the Buddha was the ninth incarnationof the god Vishnu.Back at the Jorhat Buddha Vihara, which we reached at about threeo�clock, I found that I again had a temperature and therefore lay down.The rest of the day passed quietly. I had a lengthy discussion on Buddh-ism with a friend of my translator, and talked with Dharmawansa, andthat was about all. Like the translator himself, the friend belonged to acommunity that had migrated from Thailand long before the Tais butwhich unlike the Tais had in the course of centuries become more or lesscompletely Hinduized. As for Dharmawansa, though hailing from Biharhe belonged, as far as I knew, to the Bengali Buddhist community. At thetime when Buddharakshita and I lived with him he was invariably quietand composed, walking with a grave, dignified gait, his eyes modestlydowncast, and was so meek as not to resent the thrashing Buddha-rakshita once gave him. In fact he became meeker than ever. He was stillquiet and composed, and still walked with a grave, dignified gait, butnow that he was older, and moreover incumbent of the Jorhat Buddha
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Vihara, he was, I thought, not quite so meek as before. At any rate, he wasquietly assertive in his dealings with the Vihara�s lay supporters and be-sides having organized my tour was at pains to take me wherever therewas something worth seeing and wherever he thought my presencemight do some good. Thus it was that, the morning after our return fromNasyam, he took me to see the Jorhat Technical Training Institute, wherewe were shown round by the foreman and where I gave a short addressto the students. The jeep not turning up to take me to the tea estate asSwale had promised, the rest of that day, too, passed quietly. As it hap-pened, this was just as well. I had a high temperature, and pains in thehead, all the afternoon and evening, and went to bed early.The community to which my translator and his friend belonged wasnot the only immigrant community to have been Hinduized. As I discov-ered the next morning, when Dharmawansa and I, together with Hastaand two novices, were given a ceremonial food-offering at the house of alay supporter of the Vihara, the Bengali Buddhists of Assam had beenHinduized too, though to a much lesser degree and probably even beforethey entered the region. When I had given the family the Refuges andPrecepts, and they had ceremonially offered food, our host, a Mr Barua,indicated that before Dharmawansa and the others fell to I should offer aportion of the food to the images in the domestic shrine behind my head.There were two images, one of the Buddha, the other of Lakshmi, theHindu goddess of wealth. Without saying anything, I put the image ofLakshmi carefully to one side, and made the offerings to the image of theBuddha only. Probably Mr Barua was not surprised by my action. Hemust have known that the monks of his religion never worshipped theHindu gods and goddesses, though the laity sometimes did, even if theywere not supposed to. This was the first time I had seen a Hindu deity in-stalled beside the Buddha in a Bengali Buddhist domestic shrine, and itwas not to be the last. Hinduism being so very much the dominant reli-gion in India, it was not easy for the Buddhist laity to withstand the con-stant pressure to Hinduize, and I could readily understand how, in theabsence of a monastic order, those whose Buddhism consisted in littlemore than making offerings to the monks were in the long run bound tosuccumb to that pressure altogether.Having returned to the Vihara from the Barua house, I made ready toleave Jorhat on the next stage of my tour. Catching the bus from Jorhat toMariyani Junction, Hasta and I, accompanied by Dharmawansa and mytranslator, caught the train from Mariyani Junction to the village ofDishenpani. It was extremely hot, and the train rather crowded, so that by
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the time we reached our destination two hours later, at about threeo�clock in the afternoon, Dharmawansa and my translator were hardlyless exhausted than were the two visitors from Kalimpong. At the stationour little party was met by some lay supporters and taken by car toDishenpani Vihara, where we were welcomed by Venerable Nanda-wansa, the incumbent, and others, and where I talked for a while with agroup of high school students. I was not feeling at all well, however. Be-sides having a high temperature, I felt weak in all my limbs, and after tak-ing a dose of medicine went straight to bed. Fortunately I woke feelingsomewhat better, and after eating a little breakfast gave a sermon for thebenefit of the assembled lay supporters and administered the Refugesand Precepts. We then left Dishenpani for Chalapathar.The two villages being both situated on the banks of the Brahmaputra,we made the journey by country boat. This was the most idyllic part of mywhole tour. Although it was already quite hot, there was a coolnesscoming from the river, which together with the breeze created by the ves-sel�s motion made the trip an extremely pleasant one. As we approachedthe village we were met by boys with gongs, and before long were beingwelcomed ashore by the assembled populace and escorted to the viharaamidst scenes of great enthusiasm. The name of the Tai village ofChalapathar was already familiar to me. It was the village where Dineshhad taught, where he had entered into a liaison with one of his pupils,and where he had been in danger of losing his life at the hands of the girl�sbrothers when the relationship was discovered. On our way to thevihara, which was situated about a mile from the river, I therefore lookedabout me with interest. It was as though we were in Thailand rather thanIndia. Not only were the simple thatched houses raised on stilts. In bothcomplexion and cast of feature the villagers were distinctly Mongoloid,while their costume was characteristic of South-east Asia rather than ofthe Indian subcontinent, the men being uniformly clad in white shirtsand sarongs and the women and girls, no less uniformly, in tight-fittingwhite blouses and black sarongs. All looked healthy and happy, and I wasconscious of the presence of a brighter, cleaner atmosphere than thatwhich usually prevailed in the country�s Hindu villages, sunk as the lat-ter so often were in apathy and gloom. It was also noticeable that the in-habitants of Chalapathar, lively and expressive though they were, at thesame time comported themselves in a disciplined and orderly fashion, sothat it was not difficult for me to believe that their moral standards wereindeed strict, as Dinesh had discovered to his cost. At the vihara I natu-rally had to deliver a sermon and administer the Refuges and Precepts, af-
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ter which there came the usual ceremonial food-offering. Out ofcomplaisance to our hosts I tried to eat, but could manage no more than alittle soup and half a slice of toast. Indeed, my temperature having shotup I was obliged to lie down for a while, rising only to hear a group of evi-dently well-trained children recite devotional verses not just in Pali butalso in Sanskrit.Our departure from Chalapathar was even more spectacular than ourarrival. At least mine was so. Not wanting me to exert myself unnecessar-ily, the villagers made a seat for me in the village woodcart, and with thewomen pulling in front and the girls pushing behind I was conveyed intriumph as far as the railway line. Why the men did not lend a hand wasnot clear. Perhaps the woodcart was female property. Or perhaps thewomen and girls were simply more devotionally inclined and more eagerto �make merit�. Be that as it may, they pulled and pushed with a will, tothe accompaniment of a good deal of laughter. It was, in fact, a very jollyoccasion, with the men shouting encouragement and the women andgirls chattering among themselves like so many magpies. Looking downat the happy faces surrounding the cart, and at the array of dazzlingwhite blouses and shiny-black sarongs, I thought I had rarely beheld amore charming sight. Was Dinesh�s Mynah-bird, as he called her, one ofthe merry throng, or had she been married off to prevent her getting intofurther mischief and gone to live in another village? Whichever may havebeen the case, it was more than likely that she was already beginning toforget her erstwhile lover, even as he had already begun to forget her. Atthe railway line I dismounted from the cart, the villagers paid their last re-spects to the two yellow robes, and our little party � still four in number �started walking along the track in single file to Safarai Station. Here wecaught the train to Tinsukhia Junction, which we reached two or threehours later, at about 7.30 in the evening, after a quite comfortable journey.From Tinsukhia Junction it took us only an hour to get to Digboi, wherewe were met by a Bengali lay supporter, another Mr Barua, and where,having been driven to this gentleman�s residence, I spent several hours indiscussion with him and other lay supporters before finally retiring forthe night.Digboi was to be the farthest point of my tour. I had originally intendedto go as far as Sadiya, which was only a hundred or so miles from the east-ernmost extremity of India, where it bordered on both Burma and China,but though my temperature was normal I was still not eating, and more-over had developed a troublesome cough, and mindful of the warning Ihad been given by the doctor in Jorhat I therefore decided to go no farther
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and, in fact, to return to Kalimpong forthwith. I did not leave Digboi with-out seeing something of the little town, which was an important centre ofthe Indian oil industry and expanding rapidly. The following morning,after breakfast, a friend of my translator�s came and took us for a driveround the oilfields, where the derricks towered black against a smoke-ob-scured sky and the smell of oil filled the air. Indeed, the whole town wasgrimy with oil. It was as though a black blight had fallen upon the greenface of the earth and was spreading in all directions. If this was what eco-nomic development meant then I, for one, preferred that Assam shouldremain �backward�. In the afternoon, having administered the Refugesand Precepts to our host and his family, I talked with some of the lay sup-porters who had come to pay their respects to me and my brother monk.There were only a few Buddhists in the town, they told me, most of thembeing from Chittagong in East Bengal, which now that it was part of (East)Pakistan was not the healthiest place in the world for a follower of the En-lightened One to be.The train arriving nearly two hours late, our little party did not leaveDigboi until eight o�clock that night. At Tinsukhia Junction, where we hadto change, we managed to secure seats, and after sleeping, on and off, fora few hours, finally woke at four o�clock to find we had reached Mariyani.Here Dharmawansa and my translator got down, leaving Hasta and meto continue our journey without them. In the course of the day the com-partment gradually became very crowded, so that I was not sorry when,at about five o�clock in the afternoon, we reached Pandu and had to de-train in order to cross the Brahmaputra. At Amingaon, on the other side,we secured seats only with difficulty, and for the whole of the rest of thejourney the train was crowded to an uncomfortable degree. When nightfell, Hasta climbed on to the luggage rack and slept there, while I curledup on the seat below. At half-past seven we reached Siliguri, and less thanan hour later, having breakfasted in the station restaurant, we wereseated in the Landrover and heading for the hills.On our arrival at The Hermitage, soon after midday, I took a little stew,and having rested and read some Spectator essays went to see Sachin,who was overjoyed that I was back and gave me a bottle of cough mix-ture. Next day I was well enough to take a proper (rice) meal, my first fornearly two weeks, and started going through my mail, putting togetherthe March issue of the Maha Bodhi Journal, and writing letters. Almost thefirst letter I wrote was to Venerable Dharmawansa, thanks to whom I hadbeen able to make my tour. I was glad to have seen something of Assam,and to have made personal contact with the Buddhists of the state. In par-
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ticular, I was glad to have had an opportunity of visiting the Tai Buddhistvillages, and observing the way of life of the people there. Despite mypoor health the tour had been, on the whole, quite idyllic, and my onlyreal regret, as I looked back, was that I had not been able to stay longer orgo farther.
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Chapter Seven
SELLING TICKETS � AND THANGKAS
Gold might or might not be deserving of the opprobrious epithets heapedon it by moralizing poets, and money might or might not be the root of allevil, but abstention from handling gold and silver was certainly one of theprecepts taken by the shramanera or novice monk at the time of his ordina-tion. I had been ordained as a shramanera at Kusinara in May 1949, and onmy arrival in Kalimpong nearly a year later was still observing the preceptstrictly, not touching money in any form, even though I knew that themajority of shramaneras and bhikshus honoured the precept more in thebreach than the observance. For my first six months in the town I contin-ued to observe the precept, relying on my alms-bowl for food and on thegenerosity of friends and lay supporters for whatever else I needed. Atthe end of this period I found myself in a quandary. I had either person-ally to accept some money that had been collected for my support duringthe rainy season, when it would be difficult for me to go out on my morn-ing alms-round, or risk exposing the well-meaning person who had col-lected it to the charge of retaining it for his own benefit. In the end Idecided, most reluctantly, to accept it, and allowed the grubby currencynotes and tarnished coins to be counted into my hand. Subsequently Ifound myself having to raise funds for the Young Men�s Buddhist Associ-ation (India), as I still had to do for the Kalimpong branch of the MahaBodhi Society, and in this way came to be more involved with moneythan I had been for many years.According to a celebrated Mahayana treatise, the possession of goldand silver allowed a monk to be more useful to others and to help them.Very likely it did, but I was inclined to regard the argument as a rational-ization and to wish that I, for one, could have helped people through myBuddhist work without the necessity of handling gold and silver, or rather,of having anything to do with money. One of the circumstances that had



made my Assam tour so idyllic was the fact that, our tickets for the jour-ney once purchased, I could simply forget about money. Whether I waswith the Bengali Buddhists or the Tai Buddhists, food, clothing, shelter,and medicine (the four basic necessities for which the monk was depend-ent on the lay community) were all provided, and for the time being, atleast, I needed nothing more. It was like being on the open road, as I hadbeen during my years as a wandering ascetic, when equipped with mybowl and my robe as a bird with its two wings (the traditional simile) I wasfree to fly whithersoever I wished.Now the idyll was over. I was back at The Hermitage, and into my roleas bhikshu-in-charge of the Kalimpong branch of the Maha Bodhi Soci-ety. My wings were again folded, and like Baudelaire�s albatross (I hadread the French poet a lot during the past few months) I had been obligedto exchange freedom for captivity. According to Baudelaire, the Poet wasin the same predicament as the albatross. Exiled on the ground, he wasunable to walk because of his great wings. The Monk, or at any rate theMystic, was also in that predicament, I thought, for at times circum-stances forced him, too, to let his wings drag at his sides, as it were, or atleast to fold them. But regardless of whether or not my wings were folded,or whether I even possessed wings at all, I had to walk as best I could.There was a lot to be done now that I was back in Kalimpong. Not onlywas there mail to be opened, an issue of the Maha Bodhi Journal to be puttogether, and letters to be written (to say nothing of a regular meditationpractice to be kept up). There were also visitors to be seen, Sachin to behelped in his studies, the branch�s monthly accounts to be made up, andcopies of some of my more recent poems to be dispatched to the editor ofthe Illustrated Weekly of India. Most pressing of all, there were arrange-ments for the holding of the film shows to be finalized � the film showswhich would, I hoped, place the finances of the Kalimpong branch of theMaha Bodhi Society on a more secure footing and lessen the drain on myown resources.At the time of Raj Kapoor�s agreeing that we could show two of his filmswithout payment of the usual charges I was going through a period of fi-nancial stringency, and the Kalimpong branch with me. Since my returnfrom Calcutta the stringency had increased, the expenses of MissBarclay�s funeral having swallowed up whatever money I had, andthough I could expect to be reimbursed from her estate, this was going totake a long time (in the end it took a year), and meanwhile I had to con-tinue subsidizing the branch�s activities and supporting myself and myfew dependants. By the time I left for Assam the state of my own, and the

98 I N THE S IGN OF THE GOLDEN WHEEL



branch�s, finances was indeed desperate, and two weeks later it was moredesperate still. Within days of my being back in Kalimpong I was con-fronted by the fact that I had, literally, no money, and no prospect of hav-ing any until the arrival of the next instalment of the grant which, on therecommendation of my teacher Kashyap-ji, I was receiving from awealthy Hindu philanthropist. News that the English Buddhist monkwas in financial difficulties was not long in getting around, and evenreached Darjeeling. Anagarika Dharmarakshita sent me a cheque for ahundred rupees by way of a loan, at the same time taking it upon herselfto advise me regarding the kind of life I ought, as a Buddhist monk, to beleading. �Those who give help cannot refrain from offering advice,� I con-fided to my diary. Next day I wrote to her returning the cheque, explain-ing that to accept a loan would only render my position more difficultlater on. I also made it clear that I wanted no advice on spiritual matters.Later in the week, when I was still without any money, Sachin turned upone morning with thirty rupees he had borrowed for me from his father.Touched by his thoughtfulness, for I had said nothing to him about mydifficulties, I accepted the loan � partly because it was a small one andtherefore easily repayable, and partly because it came unaccompanied byany advice.Before my departure for Assam it had been settled that our film showswould be held in the first week of April. The cruellest month � in Indiacruellest because hottest � was now almost upon us, and after talkingwith Dawa, the secretary, I therefore called a committee meeting in orderto assign responsibility for such matters as the printing of tickets and theputting up of posters. In the course of discussion it transpired that wewould need to borrow or hire a ciné projector. Sachin volunteered the in-formation that a friend of a friend of ours in Darjeeling owned one, or hadaccess to one, and two days later, therefore, only a fortnight after my re-turn from Assam, I found myself once more seated in a Landrover andonce more dropping down a succession of hairpin bends to Teesta Bridgeand, this time, not the plains but an even longer succession of even moreacute hairpin bends up to ever-misty Ghoom, eight thousand feet abovesea level, and thence along the ridge and down a few hundred feet to theQueen of the Hill Stations. As we approached the town I saw on the hill-side the pink and white and red of the beautiful flowering trees, at thistime of year at their best.The friend to whom Sachin had alluded was Omiya, the popular Ben-gali proprietor of a small watch-repair shop on Mackenzie Road. Hisfriend was Tilak Prasad, a Nepalese who taught at one of the local colleges
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and whom I already knew slightly. Both young men were Hindus bybirth, English-educated, and quite Westernized in their outlook, butwhereas Omiya, who was the elder of the two, was still very much a bach-elor, Tilak was already married and the father of a child. Contrary to myexpectation, Omiya was not in his shop when I called there after breakfastthe following morning (normally he was to be found nowhere else dur-ing business hours), but eventually I tracked him down and arranged tomeet him and Tilak Prasad at the latter�s place that afternoon. Yes, he hadaccess to a ciné projector, Tilak was able to assure me a few hours later,over a cup of tea. The college had one, and he was confident of being ableto borrow it for us. It would take him a little while, however, to arrangematters with the principal. I therefore decided to stay in Darjeeling threemore days. This would enable me to see a few people, as well as to makequite sure that Tilak was, in fact, able to borrow the ciné projector for usand that I would not have to look for one elsewhere.One of the people I wanted to see was Dr Hudson, who had decided, inthe end, to settle in Darjeeling rather than Kalimpong, at least for the timebeing, and whom I found comfortably installed in a pleasant bungalowwith a cook-bearer and an ayah. She seemed pleased to see me, perhapsbecause she was in need of someone to talk to (her servants understoodher English, apparently, no better than she did their Nepali). At any rate,she talked uninterruptedly for six hours, mostly about Buddhism andTheosophy, and I was able to get away only after promising to have teawith her the following day. Tea with her at four o�clock the following day Iaccordingly had, trying not to intervene when miscommunication be-tween the irate mistress, with her two words of Hindi, and the puzzledservants, with their broken English, became too acute. This time Dr Hud-son held forth on the subject of radiaesthesia, about which she seemed toknow a good deal, and soon had me performing, in this connection, vari-ous experiments with her crystal pendulum � experiments which I foundquite interesting. We also discussed meditation. Before eventually allow-ing me to depart she insisted on giving me a viaticum in the form of a (ho-moeopathic) dose of arsenic, the pendulum having indicated a deficiencyof that substance.From crystal pendulum to diamond sceptre � the �diamond sceptre ofthe lamas�, as it was sometimes called � was perhaps only a short step, atleast from the Jungian point of view. Short step or not, early next morningI was making my way to Aloobari Gompa (Aloobari, or �Potato Field�, wasa small settlement too far from Darjeeling to be called a suburb and toonear to be called a village), where one might reasonably expect to find the
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acknowledged symbol of the Vajrayana, and even of Tibetan Buddhismitself, very much in evidence. On my arrival at the gompa, which was atemple rather than a monastery, I was welcomed by the head lama andhis assistant, as well as by Dorje Bhutia, an English-educated young manof the locality who, as his surname indicated, was a �Darjeeling-born� Ti-betan. Situated on the quiet hillside, away from any habitations, the un-pretentious, white-washed building was a peaceful place. It was also verywell maintained, even though the locality was not, to all appearances, aprosperous one. What was more, the lhakhang or �house of divinities�, asthe Tibetans called it, besides being richly decorated was dominated by agiant sedent image of Padmasambhava. Though not so big as the one inthe Tamang Gompa, in the heart of the bazaar, the sight of which had af-fected me so profoundly four years earlier, it was no less impressive. Thelight that came through the doorway revealed the same �diamond scep-tre� and skull cup, the one held in his right hand, the other cradled in hisleft, the same red cloak, the same trident-tipped staff resting in the crookof his arm, the same �lotus hat� with the vulture feather, the same mous-tached face, the same �wrathful smile�.As it happened, I had received that very week a review copy of The Ti-betan Book of the Great Liberation, the beautifully illustrated fourth volumein Dr Y.W. Evans-Wentz�s famous Oxford Tibetan Series, and in fact hadbrought it with me to Darjeeling so that I could go on reading it. Amongother riches, the volume contained �An Epitome of the Life and Teachingsof Tibet�s Great Guru Padma-Sambhava�, based on excerpts rendered intoEnglish by the late Sardar Bahadur Laden La, Darjeeling�s most famousson, assisted by Lama Sonam Senge. Though the mysterious and inspir-ing figure of Guru Rimpoche � the Precious Guru � was imprinted so viv-idly on my consciousness, during the four years that had elapsed sincemy experience in the Tamang Gompa I had been able to find out no moreabout the facts of his life than was already known to me from scholarlyhistories of Buddhism. With biographical fact in the ordinary sense, how-ever, the Laden La/Evans-Wentz �Epitome� was little concerned. Itseighty-odd pages were replete with marvels and miracles, some of themquite bizarre. As I subsequently observed when reviewing the volume asa whole for the Aryan Path:While the present Epitome is of very great anthropologicalinterest, one cannot help regretting that it was not possible for thefirst comprehensive account in English of the great Guru�s careerto have presented him in a more balanced and, we think, in atruer way as a thinker and saint rather than as a �Culture Hero�
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and thaumaturgist. Though the text translated in the next section[i.e. the �Yoga of Knowing the Mind�] does enable us to gain amore complete picture of his personality, those who have beenfascinated by the spiritual authenticity of the Life of Milarepa [anearlier volume in the Oxford Tibetan Series] will, we are afraid, bedeeply disappointed by the Epitome of Padma-Sambhava�sBiography.After all, various books were ascribed to the great Guru, and from theseLama Govinda, at least, had got a vastly different impression of him, animpression, namely, that he was � as my good friend had recently writtento me, in words I took the liberty of quoting in my review � �a very saneand profound thinker, a great saint, and a powerful personality, who im-pressed the people around him so deeply that in their urge to convey hisgreatness to posterity, they had to take resort to the superhuman and tothe miraculous.� I was also critical of Evans-Wentz�s tendency, in some ofhis elaborate annotations, to assimilate Buddhist to Hindu teachings, aswell as of Carl Gustav Jung�s identification, in the �Psychological Com-mentary� that constituted the Foreword to the volume, of the One Mindof the �Yoga of Knowing the Mind� with the Unconscious of modern psy-chology. None the less, I was grateful for The Tibetan Book of the Great Liber-ation, and read it with avidity. If it failed to enlighten me as to the historicalbiography of Padmasambhava, it certainly made me better acquaintedwith his symbolical biography, and more vividly aware ofPadmasambhava the myth, as distinct from Padmasambhava the man. Sowell had I become acquainted, by the time of my visit to the AloobariGompa, with the symbolical biography of the great Guru, that I was ableto explain to the two lamas and Dorje Bhutia the significance of episodesof which they had not even heard. Dorje Bhutia, in particular, was greatlyexcited by these explanations, and on my happening to mention thesource of my information insisted on coming to see me that same day inorder to inspect for himself the wonderful book in which the secrets of hisreligion were revealed. At four o�clock in the afternoon, therefore, as ar-ranged, the young Darjeeling-born Tibetan arrived on my doorstep, and Ihad the satisfaction of showing him my copy of The Tibetan Book of theGreat Liberation and allowing him to go through its pages.I was staying, as nowadays was my custom when visiting Darjeeling, atthe Gandhamadan Vihara, the Bengali Buddhist centre on the steep hill-side below Chota Khagjhora, a rather insalubrious locality on the mainroad into town. There was still no resident bhikshu, nor any likelihood ofthere being one, the monks of the Bengali Buddhist Association, of which
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the Vihara was a branch, not being very keen, by all accounts, on living ina place as cold as Darjeeling could be and ministering to its tinyTheravadin community. But if there was no resident bhikshu there was atleast a resident nun, in the person of Anagarika Dharmarakshita, whowas occupying not, indeed, the wooden kuti reserved for members of themonastic order, but one of the row of pukka guest rooms immediately ad-jacent. On my arrival at Chota Khagjhora from Kalimpong she was not athome, but we met that evening, after I had been out and about all day,and though the hour was late, and I was tired, she insisted on telling meall about her latest troubles and difficulties. I listened without saying verymuch, for though not unsympathetic I knew the aggrieved Anagarikawell enough, by this time, to be aware that she had a tendency to com-pound her difficulties, such as they were, by her own tactless and aggres-sive behaviour. This tendency was well illustrated by an unpleasantincident which occurred that very evening. While we were talking (orrather, while she was talking and I listening), an elderly Bengali Buddhistwho was a permanent occupant of one of the guest rooms came backfrom work the worse for drink and proceeded to create a disturbance.Out rushed the Anagarika, her face scarlet, and quivering with indigna-tion, and upbraided the offender severely, reminding him that the placewas a vihara and that he should behave accordingly. The elderly Bengaliwas not disposed to take this lying down, and retaliated with a torrent ofcoarse abuse. No doubt he should not have been drinking, nor have cre-ated a disturbance in what was supposedly a monastery, but theAnagarika should have known better than to scold a man while he wasunder the influence of alcohol and better, moreover, than to scold him soharshly.The Anagarika was far from seeing matters in this light, and when, thefollowing afternoon, we visited a leading lay supporter of the Vihara, a DrBarua, in order to discuss Buddhist activities in the area, she complainedbitterly to him and his wife about the way in which the drunken Bengalihad spoken to her. As she saw it, she had simply acted to protect the sanc-tity of the Vihara and been insulted for her pains. If the Bengali Buddhistsof Darjeeling had any regard at all for their religion, or for those who didobserve its precepts, they would not allow one of the guest rooms at theirreligious centre to be polluted by the presence of a drunkard but wouldthrow him out immediately! Excessive though the Anagarika�s reactionthe previous evening may have been she did, of course, have a point. As Ihad noticed on my previous visits, two or three of the guest rooms wereoccupied, permanently as it seemed, by some rather disreputable-look-
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ing Bengalis, presumably Buddhists, who took no part in the religious ac-tivities of the place, minimal as these were, and who appeared to haveturned their corner of the premises into what was virtually a drinkingand gambling den. Two days later, therefore, when Kali Kinker Barua, thesecretary of the Vihara, gave me a ceremonial food-offering at his house,as he always did at least once whenever I was in Darjeeling, I raised thematter with him. The situation down at Chota Khagjhora was not verysatisfactory, he admitted. But what was he do ? He could hardly ask theoccupants of the guest rooms to leave. The rent they paid was the Vihara�sonly regular source of income. There was no dana worth mentioning.There was no dana because there were no activities, and there were no ac-tivities because there was no resident bhikshu. To all this there was little Icould say, especially as I knew that Kali Kumar was a devout (Theravadin)Buddhist who had the interests of the Vihara very much at heart. Like theKalimpong branch of the Maha Bodhi Society, the Darjeeling branch ofthe Bengal Buddhist Association suffered from lack of adequate financialsupport. Kali Kumar had solved the problem by letting some of the guestrooms, albeit to the wrong sort of people. I was trying to solve it, at leasttemporarily, by holding benefit film shows. We were both in the sameboat.What with having tea with Dr Hudson, visiting the Aloobari Gompa,and spending time with the Anagarika and my Bengali Buddhist hosts,besides seeing various other people I knew, my additional days inDarjeeling were fully occupied. Omiya and Tilak I met several times afterour initial coalescence, and eventually Tilak was able to inform me that hehad arranged matters with the principal and that Omiya would be bring-ing the ciné projector to Kalimpong in good time for our first perfor-mance. I was now free to leave Darjeeling, which I did straight afterbreakfast the following morning. I was not able to bid the Queen of theHill Stations farewell, however, without having been obliged to hearmore about the Anagarika�s troubles and difficulties. Her recital of thesehad in fact culminated, the day before, in her telling me that she felt de-pressed and homesick and shedding a few tears. But deliverance was athand. Scarcely had she finished wiping her eyes and blowing her nosethan there descended on the Vihara, enquiring for her, a French marriedcouple. They were Theosophists, it transpired. Like Dr Hudson, the hus-band seemed to know a lot about radiaesthesia, and he in fact soon of-fered to �give some energy� to me as my vibrations were weak.Radiaesthesia seemed to be catching on in the West, I reflected, at least inTheosophical circles. The arrival of her two compatriots was a tonic to the
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Anagarika, and before the visit was over she had arranged to take them toGhoom the following morning � the morning of my departure � andshow them the famous Ghoom monastery. I was therefore able to leaveher in a state of excitement as extreme as that of her previous depression.My own feeling, as I left Darjeeling behind me, was predominantly one ofrelief. Now that I had succeeded in borrowing a ciné projector there wasno reason why the selling of tickets, and other preparations for the filmshows, should not go ahead. Apart from our having to pick up two policeconstables and their prisoner, an unkempt Nyingma lama, the journeypassed without incident, and I was back at The Hermitage in time forlunch. After lunch, it being a full moon day, I decorated the shrine inreadiness for the evening puja and sermon. Not many people attended,but I gave what I thought was a good sermon, on �Who is a Buddhist?� Joewas among those present, but after the meeting he became involved �rather inappropriately, I thought � in a long political discussion with aBengali Hindu friend of mine.Politics was, in fact, difficult to get away from, at least politics in thesense of having dealings with the local administration and the police.Film shows were entertainment. As such they were liable to entertain-ment tax. If we were to be exempted from having to pay this, on thegrounds that our shows were for charity, then we would have to obtainan exemption certificate. I therefore saw both the Deputy Commissioner,who was in Kalimpong on tour, and the Sub-Divisional Officer, they be-ing, apparently, the authorities concerned. I also dispatched Dawa to thethana, as the police had some (undefined) role in the business. With bothDutt-Majumdar and the youthful Bengali SDO I not only talked aboutthe film shows, and found out just what was involved in obtaining the ex-emption certificate, but had a lengthy discussion regarding Christianmissionaries and what was to be done about their undesirable methods ofconversion, a delicate question I had already raised with Dutt-Majumdarwhen we met at Longview. In the SDO�s case, I also discussed MissBarclay�s affairs and explored the possibility of Vaishakha Purnima, theanniversary of the Buddha�s Enlightenment,being declared a public holi-day throughout the sub-division. With politics, or at any rate its adminis-trative avataras, out of the way, Dawa and I were able to meet the secretaryof the Town Club and finalize the details of our bookings, and as the thirdweek of March was succeeded by the fourth, preparations for the filmshows started gathering momentum. Posters went up in the bazaar.Tickets were given to members and friends to sell from door to door. Vol-unteers were briefed on their duties at the Town Hall on the three nights
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of the film shows. Finally, to make assurance doubly sure, Dinesh wassent to Siliguri to check whether the precious cylinders had, in fact, beendispatched to us from there by ropeway.While these preparations were in progress I was also having to carry onwith my usual work. There were letters to be written, the Maha Bodhi Jour-nal to be edited, and callers to be dealt with � not to mention my having tosee to the day-to-day running of The Hermitage. There was also Sachin tobe taught. Since my return from Darjeeling we had embarked on an in-tensive study of Shelley�s shorter poems, such as �When passion�s tranceis overpassed�, �To Jane: the keen stars were twinkling�, and �When thelamp is shattered�. As tended to happen when we studied poetry to-gether, we were both sometimes left, at the end of a session, in a moodbordering on the ecstatic. There was also teaching of a more prosaic typeto be done. Since my return from Darjeeling I had acquired two new pu-pils. One of these was the youngest of Sachin�s three (younger) sisters;the other, Lobsang Phuntsok Lhalungpa, the young Tibetan aristocrat towhom Thubden Tendzin (Marco Pallis) had introduced me four yearsearlier and who had recently moved, with his wife and small son, into theManjula cottage flat formerly occupied by Miss Barclay. Meera wastwelve or thirteen and, like her brothers and sisters, strikingly good-look-ing. If Sheila, the eldest sister, could be described as handsome, andBeena, the middle one, as beautiful, Meera could best be described as ex-tremely pretty. Though she seemed to enjoy her lessons with me she wasnot very bright, and was much more interested in new saris and the pre-cise arrangement of her kiss curl than in her school books. That I had beenasked to teach her (actually, to give her practice in English conversationwhenever I happened to be at the Singh bungalow) was indicative of theincreased closeness of my relations with the whole family. Sachin havingspoken very warmly of the way in which I had looked after him in Cal-cutta during his illness, I was in fact for both his parents and his siblingsnow more amicus familiae than ever.Lobsang Phuntsok was the son of the Nechung Oracle, the oracle con-sulted by the Tibetan government, and had been educated in Lhasa as amonk-officer. When I first met him he was still a monk-officer. Since thenhe had reverted to lay status and married, though whether he continuedto be in the service of the Tibetan government was unclear. There was nodoubt, however, that he was of a scholarly disposition and highly intelli-gent. Intelligence beamed from the broad, flat face, which often wore alook of amusement, and twinkled in the small, slit eyes. Mrs Lobsang �Darjeeling-born and half Bhutanese � was as beautiful as her husband
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was handsome. Among Tibetans, at least, she was reputed to be the mostbeautiful woman in the district, being even more beautiful than PrincessPema Tsedeun, the eldest daughter of the Maharaja of Sikkim, now pasther prime. Unfortunately she had the habit of screwing up her eyes everyfew minutes, which rather detracted from the impression she made. De-spite being such a belle, she was of a friendly, obliging disposition, andthough I had met her only once or twice I had no hesitation in giving hertwo or three books of tickets and asking her to sell them. As it happened,she sold more tickets for us than anyone else did, selling them mostly toTibetan government officers who, I suspected, bought them more be-cause they wanted to please her than because they wanted to support thework of the Kalimpong branch of the Maha Bodhi Society.The week of the film shows was now, in fact, upon us. The cylinder con-taining the films had been collected from the ropeway station. Omiya hadbrought the ciné projector from Darjeeling, and on the morning of 3April, immediately after breakfast, with Dawa and three or four volun-teers, I conveyed the equipment by jeep to the Town Hall, where we spentthe rest of the morning making the shabby, run-down old place as pre-sentable as we could. With so much depending on the reliability of theprojector, I took the precaution of getting Mr King, a Nationalist Chinesewho had worked as an electrician in Lhasa, to come and check that it wasfunctioning properly. He having assured me that it was functioning per-fectly, and that I had nothing to worry about, I went home for lunch, re-turning to our temporary cinema an hour later. There was still much to bedone, and the volunteers and I were kept busy right up to the time thedoors opened. Despite all our efforts, however, the performance was aflop. Only seven tickets were sold, which meant that even allowing forthe fact that a number of people had bought tickets in advance but notbothered to come, our first film show was a decided failure. Drastic actionwould have to be taken. Next morning I gave Mrs Lobsang more tickets tosell, and myself spent the remainder of the morning, and most of the af-ternoon, selling tickets from house to house and shop to shop in the ba-zaar. The result was that our second show was a success. The firstperformance (there were two performances this time) was very well at-tended, possibly because it was Sunday, though attendance at the secondwas less good. There being two performances, the show ended very late,and I did not get to bed until 2.00 a.m.Most of the people attending the shows were Tibetans, of both sexesand all ages, and including a generous sprinkling of shaven heads andred robes. As I already knew, Tibetans were great cinema-goers, and few
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were the sturdy exiles from the Land of Snows who did not see every filmthat was screened at the town�s (then) one and only �bioscope�. As I alsoknew, the Tibetans were particularly fond of violent films. Thus it was notsurprising that their favourite genre should have been the Western, inwhich there was a clearly defined conflict, in which plenty of blows andshots were exchanged, and which ended with dead bodies lying on theground. If they had had the patience to wait for the last act, the Tibetanswould probably have enjoyed Hamlet. Which genre � or genres � the twoRaj Kapoor films represented I did not know, as I refrained from actuallyseeing them. They were certainly not Westerns, and in all probability con-tained little or no fighting. Some of the Tibetan members of the audiencemay, therefore, have been disappointed. One of them undoubtedly was,though whether because of the lack of violence or for some other reasonwas unclear. As I stood beside the door, waiting for the end of the perfor-mance, a burly figure strode out in disgust, loudly declaring that it wasthe worst film he had ever seen.Despite this unfavourable verdict on the part of at least one of our pa-trons, I did not allow myself to be discouraged but did whatever I could toensure the success of our third and last film show. As this did not takeplace until Wednesday, I had two clear days in which to boost the sale oftickets. On the Wednesday afternoon, however, when two volunteershad spent the morning giving the show extra publicity in the bazaar, MrKing discovered that the projector�s exciter bulb had fused. Having failedto obtain a replacement either in the bazaar or at the Chinese School, I de-cided, as a last resort, to try Dr Graham�s Homes. The Homes was, ofcourse, a Christian missionary institution, and I had already tried, withno very great success, to sell tickets there, on the principle that if Chris-tians could ask Buddhists and Hindus to support their work (as they fre-quently did) then there was no reason why Buddhists and Hindus shouldnot ask Christians to support theirs. Mr Duncan, the whey-faced,tight-lipped superintendent of the Homes, obviously did not believe insuch mutuality, and frostily told me, �We do not approve of your activi-ties,� though eventually he did agree, with the greatest reluctance, to ac-cept a few tickets and even to put up a notice about them. Rubicund MrMuir, the headmaster of the Homes� school, and his deputy Mr Ross, weremore co-operative. They did not have a spare exciter bulb, but they didhave a projector, and this they agreed to lend us. Back with it I thereforesped to The Hermitage, where the volunteers were waiting to take ourequipment to the Town Hall and where I quickly finalized arrangementsfor the evening�s show.
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As if the fusing of the exciter bulb was not trouble enough, I also had todeal, that afternoon, with the problem of the Anagarika. The volatileFrenchwoman had arrived with her two French friends soon after myown return from Darjeeling, the friends had stayed for two days, puttingup at the Himalayan Hotel, and she had shown them the sights ofKalimpong and taken them to see Joe and Dr Roerich. On their departurefor Calcutta, after I had conducted a special puja for them in the shrine,she was again thrown on her own resources, which meant that she tookto spending more time at The Hermitage than was either convenient ordesirable. She also took to handing me a written �confession� after theevening puja, sometimes staying on to explain or discuss it. As I was plan-ning to leave for Calcutta in the middle of the month, in order to see theVaishakha number of the Maha Bodhi Journal through the press, and didnot want her moving in to The Hermitage during my absence, as she haddone before, I took the precaution of making arrangements for her to stayat Tirpai. When I tried to speak to her about these arrangements, how-ever, after the volunteers had left for the Town Hall with our equipment,she burst into tears and wept bitterly for half an hour. I was thereforeobliged to spend another half hour, and more, reminding her that the mo-nastic life had its difficulties, and that she could not always have what shewanted, with the result that I was later leaving The Hermitage than I hadintended.On arriving at the Town Hall I found the place nearly full, and peoplestill turning up. But if fortune, that fickle goddess, had decided to favourus that evening, she soon changed her mind. Despite our combined ef-forts, we could not get the Homes� projector working, and at the end ofthree hours were forced to admit defeat. By this time the audience had be-come restive, even vociferous, and having made what excuses we couldwe had to send people home with the promise that there would be a (free)show the following evening. When they had gone we again tested theprojector and eventually, at about eleven o�clock, managed to get it work-ing. That night I did not sleep until the early hours. �Very trying day withinnumerable disappointments and luck apparently dead against us,� Inoted in my diary, adding, �But we must carry on.� In the immediate con-text, carrying on meant putting on a film show that very evening (the eve-ning of Thursday, as it now was), and putting on a film show meantfinding a new exciter bulb, for it was obvious we could not rely on theHomes� projector and would have to fall back on Tilak�s. No exciter bulbbeing obtainable in Kalimpong, finding a new one meant making a trip toDarjeeling. In the morning I therefore caught the nine o�clock Land-

SELL ING T ICKETS � AND THANGKAS 109



rover, reaching my destination in the record time of less than two hours.After scouring all the radio and electrical shops in the town without suc-cess, meeting many friends on the way, I eventually located the bulb Iwanted with a friend of Tilak�s. As I, too, was a friend of Tilak�s, and as thisnaturally made me his friend, and he mine, he was happy to let me bor-row it, and I was back in Kalimpong, the elusive exciter bulb safe in myshoulder bag, a couple of hours before the film show was due to begin.This time fortune smiled on us the whole evening. The Town Hall wasfull, the projector gave no trouble, and the audience seemed to be satis-fied. As I walked up and down outside, in the dark, waiting for the perfor-mance to finish, I felt relieved that we had been able to keep our promise,relieved that the film shows had proved not wholly unsuccessful, and re-lieved (I had to admit) that the last performance would soon be over andthat I would soon be seeing the last of our present audience, at least intheir cinema-going capacity. But had it really been worth it? Had all thetrouble and worry been justified? In any case, I was a monk; I was tryingto lead a spiritual life; yet here I was, organizing film shows, selling ticketsin the bazaar, and running from place to place in search of exciter bulbs.Why was I doing this? True, the work of the Kalimpong branch of theMaha Bodhi Society had to be carried on, and its finances thereforeplaced on a secure footing, but was this really a sufficient reason for mybecoming so deeply involved in what were, undeniably, worldly activi-ties, and what was the significance of such involvement for my own spir-itual life? Was I being (or trying to be) a good bodhisattva, engaging inworldly activities for the benefit, ultimately, of other people, or was I sim-ply being a bad monk, allowing myself to be distracted from my true vo-cation of self-purification?Whichever it may have been (and the two were not necessarily anti-thetical), the end of the film shows did not mean the end of the work con-nected with them. Films and projectors had to be returned, chairs in theTown Hall restored to their former positions, money collected from MrsLobsang and others, and full details of ticket sales submitted to the DC,the SDO and the police in connection with our application for exemptionfrom entertainment tax. There were also the accounts of the film shows tobe made up, and the extent to which the Maha Bodhi Society�sKalimpong branch had benefited from them ascertained. Unfortunately,it had not benefited as much as I had hoped it would � certainly notenough to place its finances on a secure footing even for a short period.This did not altogether surprise me. The sluggishness of ticket sales priorto the shows, and the piling up of unlooked-for expenses, had fore-
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warned me that such would probably be the case and I had already takenaction accordingly. The action had been drastic. I had sold the only objectsof any monetary worth I possessed: my thangkas. These thangkas, a set ofthree depicting the Sixteen Arahants travelling by sea to China on thebacks of various monsters, had been a farewell present from Marco Pallis,and hence possessed a sentimental as well as a religious value for me, sothat I was extremely loth to part with them. But part with them I did: inthe circumstances, I had no choice. Fortunately I did not have to do the ac-tual selling myself. Joe happening to mention that he thought he couldsell them for me, I handed them over to him, and a few days later hebrought me six hundred rupees. Neither then nor afterwards did he tellme to whom he had sold the thangkas, only assuring me that he had soldthem, as I had stipulated, to someone who would treat them with properrespect. However, I knew that Prince Peter, for whom Joe had recentlystarted working, currently had the Italian Ambassador staying with him,and drew my own conclusions.Six hundred rupees was not a great sum, but together with what wehad made from the film shows it would cover the branch�s expenditurefor the next few months. I could therefore prepare for my journey to Cal-cutta with a light heart, without having to worry about the immediate fu-ture of our work. Whether because the strain of organizing the film showswas now over, or for some other reason, during the week that precededmy departure lightheartedness was indeed the dominant mood amongThe Hermitage�s little band of youthful habitués. Certainly it was themood when Sachin and Dawa and I, together with half a dozen others,spent the day picnicking at Durpin, at the south-eastern end of the ridgeon which Kalimpong was situated. Rain had recently fallen, and the hazebeing finer than usual we could see, four thousand feet below, and bathedin the golden sunlight, a vast expanse of level countryside stretchingaway into the distance for forty or fifty miles, as it seemed, before finallymerging with the overarching blue of the sky.This picnic was not my only outing that week. One afternoon I had teaat Tirpai with Geshe Wangyal, a Mongolian monk who was a friend ofMarco Pallis�s and had been his guest in England in the thirties. TheGeshe, or �Doctor of Buddhist Divinity�, as some translated the title, wasplanning to leave Kalimpong. In fact he was planning not only to leaveKalimpong but to emigrate to America and teach Tibetan there in an insti-tute of higher learning. I had no such plans. I was happy in Kalimpong,and whatever the difficulties I would stay there and work for the good ofBuddhism as my teacher had directed.
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Chapter Eight
PROOF-READING AT 110°F
The Sri Gauranga Press was situated down a narrow lane behind theheadquarters building. They were reputed to be one of the best printersin Calcutta, and the Maha Bodhi Society had dealt with them for manyyears. During the two and a half weeks for which I was in the City ofDreadful Heat, as it now also was, seeing the Vaishakha number of theMaha Bodhi Journal through the final stages of its production, many a halfhour did I spend in the Press�s dark, cramped little front office checkinglast-minute corrections and signing print orders on the completed formes.Most of my time, however, was spent in my room on the second floor ofthe headquarters building, whither there came to me, in rapid succession,first the galleys and then the proofs, brought while the ink was still wet bythe Sri Gauranga Press�s black-fingered printer�s devil. The galleys tookthe form of narrow strips of paper, often as much as eight or ten feet inlength, on which was a single, continuous column of type. If there weremore than forty or fifty misprints on a strip (the compositors did notknow English, or knew very little), I sent it back with the misprints cor-rected and called for a second galley. Sometimes I had to call for a third.Otherwise � or when galley misprints had been reduced to no more thansix or eight � the corrected matter came back to me in page-proof formand set up in the Journal�s traditional double columns. First page proofsdid not often contain more than half a dozen misprints, so that I was usu-ally able to give the print order on the second page proof, whether at thePress or in my own room, it being my practice to give this only after I hadseen a perfectly clean proof. The Press, I had already learned, could not al-ways be trusted, good as they were, to carry out my final corrections be-fore printing (time was money) or, even if they did carry them out, not tomake any fresh mistakes in the process. Since the Vaishakha numbercomprised more than a dozen formes (there were eight pages to a forme),



and since I was often reading the page proofs of earlier formes and galleysof later ones at the same time, my little table in front of the barred windowwas usually covered with proofs of different kinds, at their various stagesof progress, the long strips of the galleys hanging over the edge of the ta-ble and trailing across the floor.If the proofs came from the Sri Gauranga Press with the ink still wet,they often went back damp with my perspiration, which fell in greatdrops on to the paper from my forehead and soaked it from the palms ofmy hands and the underside of my wrists and forearms. On my arrival inthe city, which I reached in mid-afternoon, the weather had been verysultry, with a hot wind blowing. Since then the wind had subsided, but itcontinued to be sultry, and before many days had passed the thermome-ter was standing at 110°F. In Calcutta, it seemed, April was indeed the cru-ellest month, even if it was cruel, here, for reasons different from thosewhich the author of the famous line proceeded to allege. I sat at myproof-covered table wearing only my inner robe (a sort of waist-cloth),the coarse cotton of which adhered uncomfortably to the seat of my chairand felt disagreeably tight about my middle. Every now and then I hadrecourse to the earthenware water pot that stood in the corner by thedoor, or, more occasionally, sent out one of the Society�s bare-legged ser-vants to a nearby tea stall for tea. Before lunch I doused myself, Indianstyle, in the bathroom on the opposite corner of the inner veranda, butten minutes later I would be as hot and sticky as ever. On days when theheat was particularly trying I took a second bath in the afternoon, andeven a third one in the evening. Great as the temptation might be, how-ever, one had to be careful not to take too many baths, as this tended to de-plete the skin�s natural oils, with the result that one came out in anunsightly and rather painful rash. Since it was so hot I had little or no ap-petite, and found the Society�s meagre breakfast of two slices of toast andits insubstantial, ante-meridian lunch (for the monks) of rice and curry,supplemented by the occasional tiny pot of sweet curds, more than suffi-cient for my needs. Night brought but scant relief. The atmosphere wasclose; I slept heavily, almost as though I had been drugged, and woke tothe grey dawn light with a feeling of the oppressiveness of existence � afeeling that weighed not only on my eyelids but almost on my soul. By sixo�clock, however, having meditated a little and had breakfast, I wasseated at my table getting on with the work for which I had come to Cal-cutta at this, the very time of year I would least have wished to be there.That work had started long before my arrival in the City of DreadfulHeat. For two months and more I had been collecting articles for the
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Vaishakha number, reading them, corresponding with their respectiveauthors, and preparing the articles themselves for the press. Now theywere all passing through my hands in proof form and I was reading themonce again, perhaps even more closely than before. As befitted the avow-edly international character of the Journal, indeed of the Maha Bodhi So-ciety itself, the authors of the articles were of seven or eight differentnationalities, belonged to both the East and the West, and represented �in the case of the Buddhist contributors � both the Theravadin and theMahayana traditions. The authors of no fewer than five of the articles hadpreviously been contributors to Stepping-Stones, my own minuscule jour-nal of Himalayan religion, culture, and education; after its demise I con-tinued to be in contact with them, and on my appointment to the editorialboard had succeeded in enlisting them as contributors to the bigger andbetter known Maha Bodhi, then in its sixty-third year of publication. Per-haps the most prominent member of the group was Lama Govinda, withwhose interpretation of Buddhism I was very much in agreement andwho was now a personal friend. The lama, who had known AnagarikaDharmapala, and been actively associated with the Society in the earlythirties, had of course contributed to its journal before; but disagreementshaving arisen between him and Devapriya Valisinha he ceased contribut-ing and in fact virtually severed his connection with the Society. One ofthe disagreements between him and Devapriya-ji was of a personal na-ture, relating to Govinda�s style, or distinguishing title. At first, at the timeof his association with the Society, the future lama had styled himselfBrahmachari Govinda, as he had done previously in Ceylon. Subse-quently, however, he began styling himself first Anagarika BrahmachariGovinda, then Anagarika B. Govinda, and finally, after his initiation intoTibetan Buddhism and his marriage to Li Gotami, Lama AnagarikaGovinda. Devapriyji had strongly objected to this latest development.How could a married man call himself an anagarika, he wanted to know.An anagarika was by definition homeless, and hence wifeless; he was onewho, without being a bhikkhu, gave up all domestic ties and civic respon-sibilities in order to devote his life to the Dharma � as AnagarikaDharmapala had done. For Govinda to go on calling himself an anagarikaafter his marriage was highly improper. It was an insult to the memory ofthe Society�s revered founder, who had been a real anagarika.Devapriya-ji, who as Dharmapala�s personal disciple and chosen succes-sor cherished his memory deeply, had therefore refused to printGovinda�s articles in the Maha Bodhi Journal as being by Lama Anagarika
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Govinda (he had once, I believe, blue-pencilled the offending title), withthe result that Govinda had ceased to submit articles.As the friend of both parties, as well as editor of the Journal, I naturallywas anxious to bring the disagreement to an end and for Govinda to be-come as regular a contributor to the Maha Bodhi as he had been toStepping-Stones. Since neither the German lama nor the Sinhaleseupasaka would yield, a compromise had to be found. Devapriya-ji�s insis-tence that Govinda was not an anagarika, and that he therefore could notbe so styled in the pages of the official organ of the leading Buddhist soci-ety in India, had somehow to be reconciled with Govinda�s claim (in hiscorrespondence with me) that the dropping of �Anagarika� from his titlewould seriously affect his interest in the copyright of all his writings. Mysolution to the dilemma was that contributions by Govinda should ap-pear in the Maha Bodhi as being by �Lama A. Govinda�. This solution hav-ing proved acceptable to both parties (I had arrived at it earlier in theyear), I had already been able to print Govinda�s poem �The Buddha�sSeat�, and now had an article from him for publication in the Vaishakhanumber.The article was entitled �The Buddha as the Ideal of the Perfect Man andthe Embodiment of the Dharma�. �That the Buddha lived as a man amongmen,� the lama wrote, �gives us the courage to follow him. That as a manhe succeeded in overcoming the man within him, gives us the certaintythat we also can overcome ourselves, that we also can overcome our hu-man limitations and liberate ourselves from the shackles of death and re-birth.� But though the Buddha was a man in the general sense of theword, he was not only a man, but something more, something thatreached out into the timeless and infinite, where concepts like �man� and�not-man� lost their meaning. Buddhahood, the lama insisted, was in facttranscendental, and this �transcendental� nature was in no way in conflictwith the humanness of the Buddha. Being transcendental, the Buddha�snature was, in the words of the Prajnaparamita Sutra, �inconceivable� andonly to be �hinted at� in symbols. It was not to be communicated by creat-ing a plastic image of the Buddha in the conventional-realistic style ofGreek portraiture, an attempt which had resulted in �the pathetic failureof Gandhara art� which, though of great interest to the archaeologist andart historian, was entirely devoid of religious inspiration and depth offeeling for the supramundane greatness of the Tathagata. In Govinda�sopinion it was fortunate that Gandharan statuary had died as quickly as ithad come into existence and been soon superseded by a new wave ofspiritual art, in which the symbolic value replaced the naturalistic ten-
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dency in the representation of the ideal form of Buddhahood. As with thevisible representation of the Enlightened One, so with the treatment ofthe Buddha�s life story. What was important to the Buddha�s followerswere not the material facts and their occurrence in time or chronologicalsequence, but the Buddha�s spiritual quest, the development of his spir-itual career, the psychological facts and inner experiences that led to hisEnlightenment and the formulation of his teachings. �These inner experi-ences were subsequently concretized into external occurrences in the de-scription of the Buddha�s life, and gave rise to the most beautiful andprofoundly true symbolism of art and poetry which carried the eternalmessage of the Buddha into the farthest corners of the world and didmore for the propagation of Buddhism than the learned treatises of phi-losophers and scholars.�The transcendental also featured in an article on �Conditions and theUnconditioned� by Edward Conze, another of the five contributors to theVaishakha number who had previously been contributors toStepping-Stones. An object, Dr Conze pointed out, was swallowed up bythe conditions which governed its presentation, and could not be sepa-rated from them. The same held good when we regarded a thing not as adatum but as a process or event, and considered the conditions which pro-duced it. An investigation of conditions was of central importance for theBuddhist scheme of meditations, undermining as it did our belief in thefixity and ultimate validity of the sense-given distinctions between thingsaround us. Buddhists meditated on conditions in order to win salvationfrom all conditioned things, with a wish to reject them in so far as theywere conditioned, thereby winning through to the Unconditioned.In the articles by the three other members of the group the transcen-dental featured only by implication. Dr George Roerich wrote on�Vanaratna � the Last of the Great Panditas�, basing himself on the TibetanBlue Annals, which he was then translating, while Marco Pallis wrote on�Some Aspects of Buddhist Education� and HRH Prince Peter of Greeceand Denmark on �Buddhism and the Japanese Character�. Marco Pallismade, inter alia, much the same point with regard to the representation ofthe Buddha in art that Lama Govinda had made. Latterly there had ap-peared in the Buddhist world, he complained, a good many cheap printsshowing episodes in the life of the Victorious One and other pious sub-jects, which had been copied, as far as style was concerned, from the �nat-uralistic� atrocities which nowadays passed for religious art in Europe,and these were tending to replace the traditional models. It was forgottenthat these models were the work of inspired craftsmen, who knew how to
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give form to the symbolical aspect of the thing they portrayed: the natu-ralistic image for its part stopped short at the perfunctory reproduction ofsurfaces. �The true Buddhist iconography therefore is accurate in an �es-sential� sense, which no �photographic� image can ever be, and that iswhy it is able to evoke in the beholder those genuine intellections, but forwhich piety would rapidly degenerate into mere sentimentality, as it hasdone elsewhere.� In view of the current Zen boom in America, echoes ofwhich had reached me even in Kalimpong, Prince Peter�s observationson the relation between Buddhism, particularly in its Zen form, and theJapanese character, were of special interest. A psychologist and anthro-pologist who had recently visited Japan, he believed that in that countrythe techniques of mysticism had been adopted without the mysticism.The average Japanese, endowed as he apparently was with an unusuallyliberal dose of fierce aggression which had, at all times, to be kept incheck, looked upon the Buddhist teachings mainly as efficient precepts ofself-discipline, of self-training in perfection, as the means by which onemight obtain �expertness� which causes a man to be completely absorbedin the tasks he has undertaken, eliminating the �observing self � and givinghim total dedication during action. Such training culminated in a su-preme release from conflict, from the ever-present watchfulness of thatwhich we in the West called our conscience. �And that is where the specialaspect of the Japanese character reveals itself. The everyday conflict be-tween one�s own terrific aggression and one�s social obligations is so greatwith the Japanese that, in order to free themselves from it, they seek thetechniques if not the meaning of Buddhism.� This gave their conceptionof the Dharma a very special, national distortion, at which one could nothelp wondering.Articles by former contributors to Stepping-Stones were, of course, in theminority, though it was noticeable that they were of a more substantialcharacter than the rest. Prominent among the latter were D.T. Devendra�s�Where a Hero King was Born�, an account of the excavation of atwelfth-century stupa in Ceylon, and Christmas Humphreys�s �The Men-ace of Belief �, in which the founder of the Buddhist Society, London,�speaking with thirty years of experience in the Western Buddhist field�,declared that one of the great attractions of Buddhism was that it lackedthe warlike voice of authority. �No one School of Buddhism has the mo-nopoly of the Dhamma, and woe betide the School or nation whichclaims it.� Most of the remaining articles were very short, being in effectlittle more than expressions, on the part of well known Buddhists likeAlexandra David-Neël and U Maung Maung Ji, and scholars like Dr
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Pachow and Dr Anukul Chandra Banerjee, of goodwill towards the Soci-ety and its work. The rest of the Vaishakha number was made up of theJournal�s regular features, such as book reviews, the Notes and News sec-tion, and an editorial, as well as the �messages� from sundry presidentsand prime ministers to which the Society seemed to attach so much im-portance and with which I could willingly have dispensed.The editorial, which as usual was from my pen, was headed simply�Buddha Gaya�. But I was not concerned only to recall the Figure beneaththe Bodhi-tree, radiant and victorious in the early morning sun, or evento remind readers of the fact that, after sixty years of agitation, the Bud-dhists of India still had less than half a share in the management of theirown holiest shrine, and the millions of Buddhists in Ceylon, Burma, Siam,Cambodia, China, Japan, Tibet, and Nepal no share at all. I was concernedwith the fact that, according to reports appearing in the press, Bodh-gayawas �shortly to assume further importance in the eyes of the world� byhaving a Samanvaya Mandir, or centre for religious, cultural, and racialsynthesis, built there by Acharya Vinoba Bhave, the veteran follower ofMahatma Gandhi, whose movement for the voluntary donation of landhad recently attracted a good deal of attention and support. The attain-ment of Enlightenment by the Buddha, I commented, apparently did notsuffice. Bodh-gaya would now be given full importance by having aSamanvaya Mandir built there by Sri Bhave. It was as though one shouldthink to increase the importance of the Himalayas by building a sand-cas-tle on their lower slopes. Not only was the importance of Bodh-gaya to beenhanced; the teachings of the Buddha were, it appeared, to be improvedupon. �Vedanta and Ahimsa (teachings of the Lord Buddha) wereinter-linked,� the press had reported the Acharya as saying, �one could notexist without the other. Particularly Ahimsa, non-violence, could neverhave [a] solid basis without the foundation of Vedanta�, for �Satya (Truth)was revealed in all its glory only in Vedanta.� That Sri Bhave�s ideas werenot without powerful backing was evinced by the fact that the digging ofthe well which would mark the centre of the Samanavaya Mandir hadbeen inaugurated by the president of India, while the prime minister hadmade a donation toward the cost of sinking the well. The abbot of theShaivite monastery at Bodh-gaya, whose predecessor had opposed by allmeans, fair and foul, the transfer of the Maha Bodhi Temple to Buddhisthands, had donated five bighas of land to the institution � a circumstancewhich must surely have aroused the worst suspicions of any Buddhistwho had even the slightest knowledge of events in Bodh-gaya during thelast sixty years. I concluded by wondering what would be the reaction of
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the Muslim world, or of the Roman Catholics, in similar circumstances,and asking what answer the Buddhist world was going to make to thechallenge now being made to the very existence of Bodh-gaya as a centrefor the dissemination of pure Buddhist religion and culture.When I wrote my editorial I was not aware that the press reports aboutAcharya Vinoba Bhave and his Samanvaya Mandir were all by-lined notfrom Bodh-gaya but from Sarvodayapuri. Overnight Bodh-gaya, whichhad borne that name for centuries, had become Sarvodayapuri � the Cityof Sarvodaya! Bhikkhu Silabhadra, one of the vice-presidents of the Soci-ety and a member of the editorial board, accordingly wrote to the editorof the Hindustan Standard, a leading English daily, protesting against theinnovation; but his letter was not published, and I therefore inserted it atthe back of the Vaishakha number, together with a note to the effect thatwe were printing it there for the information of our readers, as well as toshow how difficult it was for the Buddhist point of view to find expres-sion in a certain section of the press.Besides the actual proof-reading, seeing the Vaishakha number of theMaha Bodhi Journal through the press meant commissioning an artist toproduce a special cover, which he did to a design of my own, choosing theillustrations (this involved a visit to the Indian Museum in Chowringhee),and finding fillers for the blank spaces at the end of some articles. Findingfillers was less easy than one might have thought, but in the case of thepresent (double ) issue of the Journal I was fortunate, having just comeacross a copy of The Path of Light, L.D. Barnett�s (incomplete) English ren-dering of Shantideva�s Bodhicharyavatara, a work I subsequently charac-terized as �one of the brightest gems in the thickly studded tiara ofMahayana Buddhist literature.� So delighted was I with this work, and soinspired by the combination of ecstatic devotion and penetrating insightwith which the author celebrated the incomparable Bodhisattva Ideal,that I could not forbear sprinkling the pages of the Vaishakha number lib-erally with quotations from it on such topics as the Thought of Enlighten-ment (as the translator called the bodhichitta) and the different paramitas,the �perfections� or �transcendental virtues�. All this � reading proofs,commissioning a cover, choosing illustrations, and finding fillers � I hadto do quite singlehanded, sitting at my desk in front of the barred win-dow, in my room on the second floor of the headquarters building, withthe perspiration trickling down my body and dripping from my fore-head. Devapriya-ji was not in Calcutta. He was in Japan, or at least was onhis way there, having left Calcutta by steamer a few weeks earlier in orderto attend the Pan-Pacific Buddhist Conference that was to be held in To-
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kyo. With him he had taken a portion of Buddha-relics and twoBodhi-tree saplings for presentation to the Buddhists of Japan. If he everhappened to think of me sweltering over the proofs of the Vaishakhanumber in his stead he must have smiled to himself, and may even haverecollected his comment to me the previous year, when the Society�s pre-dominantly Hindu governing body, having refused to accept his pro-posal that I should be formally appointed editor of the Maha Bodhi Journal,reluctantly agreed to my becoming a member of the seven- or eight-maneditorial board. I remembered his words very well. Himself excepted, hehad said, the other board members would take little or no interest in theactual production of the magazine, though they might criticize it after-wards, and I would be left to do all the work. So far no criticism had beenforthcoming from that quarter, but in other respects the little general sec-retary�s prediction had proved accurate, and now that he was in Japanand I in Calcutta, seeing the Vaishakha number through the press, it wasproving more accurate than ever.Devapriya-ji�s was not the only familiar face missing from the head-quarters building. Soratha, the Little Monk, was also away, so that therewas no question of my being able to relieve the tedium of proof-readingby indulging in the lively verbal exchanges that had become customarybetween us. He and our common friend Venerable Sangharatana, the vol-uble and eccentric bhikkhu-in-charge of the Society�s important Sarnathbranch, had gone to Ceylon. With them had gone Anagarika P.Sugatananda (Francis Story), the English-born director of the rathergrandly named Burma World Buddhist Mission, whom I had happenedto meet on one of my earlier visits to Calcutta. I naturally had welcomedthe opportunity of exchanging ideas with a fellow Western Buddhist, butthe meeting turned out to be a great disappointment to me, as perhaps itwas to him too. Sugatananda, who was a few years older than me and hadlike me served in the army, was a rationalistic neo-Theravadin, and hisconstant scoffing and sneering at the supposedly degenerate Mahayanawas so little to my taste that I felt no inclination to pursue the contact anyfurther. He indeed struck me as being a good example of a middle-classEnglishman of the superior, supercilious type which had helped makethe very name of �Englishman� obnoxious to people in so many parts ofthe world, and I wondered how my two warm-hearted Sinhalese friendswere faring in his company now that the three of them were travelling to-gether in Ceylon.But if Devapriya-ji and Soratha were missing from the headquartersbuilding, Jinaratana, the High Priest, most certainly was not. In the ab-
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sence of Devapriya-ji, who as general secretary ranked as his administra-tive, though not his religious, superior, his polished pate and yellowsilken robe were more in evidence than ever, and even when he himselfwas not to be seen his harsh, discordant tones could be heard comingfrom some other part of the building as he gave orders, berated the ser-vants, or greeted visitors of the more well-to-do sort. Since I could not inhonesty regard him as being other than a bad monk, a bad Buddhist, andeven, in certain respects, a bad man, and since he was aware of this, andaware of at least some of the reasons for my attitude, relations between us,though less awkward than they had been, were neither close nor cordial.For my part, I felt unable either to respect him as someone senior to meand more developed spiritually, on the one hand, or, on the other, to tellhim what I really thought of his arrogance, his worldly way of life, and hiswholesale hypocrisy. He, for his part, probably felt equally unable eitherto treat me as a junior monk or to be as open as he was (in their own lan-guage) with the other Sinhalese monks, for most of whom a bhikkhu wasa bhikkhu and the question of his being a good or a bad one hardly arose,though of course appearances had to be kept up in front of the laity. WithDevapriya-ji and Soratha away, however, and me seeing the Vaishakhanumber through the press, we were thrown more into each other�s com-pany than usual; relations between us improved, and we somehow ar-rived at a modus vivendi, possibly as a result of our several times discussingthe finances of the Journal, of which Jinaratana was managing editor,with a seat on the editorial board and responsibility for subscriptions, ad-vertisements, and dispatch and distribution. That relations between ushad improved, and a modus vivendi arrived at, was both a source of satis-faction to me and a source of uneasiness. It was a source of satisfaction tome because it pained me to be on anything less than friendly terms with abrother monk, or fellow Buddhist, even a bad one, but a source of uneasi-ness inasmuch as I feared that in being on better terms with him I might infact be condoning, or appearing to condone, certain (unsavoury) aspectsof his behaviour, thus compromising, if not actually betraying, the veryideals I was pledged to uphold.Though Jinaratana and I saw more of each other than usual, theself-styled High Priest was far from being my only source of company. Ispent an evening or two with Sachin�s relatives in Hindustan Building,attended a tea party in Park Street in the flat of Marguerite Allen, a friendof Irene Ray�s, who was also present, where we discussed Tantric Bud-dhism and Sri Aurobindo�s poetry (of which I did not have a very highopinion), and went for walks in the vicinity of College Square with
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Jayadev, another young ex-Untouchable protégé of Anand-ji�s, who hadonce worked for him in Wardha and was now at a loose end. There werealso meetings with old friends like Venerable Amritananda, theyoung-looking secretary of the Dharmodaya Sabha in Nepal, Dr Kajiyama,who was still studying with Kashyap-ji at Nalanda, and Phani Sanyal,who took me on another visit to his father, with whom I had a long discus-sion on the place of grace in Buddhism, as well as exchanges with a Ben-gali student on Communism and Socialism and with a Tamil student fromCeylon on Buddhism and Tamil literature. The greater part of my time,however, I spent in my room, with little company other than that of theblack-fingered printer�s devil who, three or four times a day, brought mea fresh batch of proofs and took away those I had corrected. Though theSri Gauranga Press worked quickly, they did not work quickly enough formy liking. Not only did I want to get away from the heat of Calcutta; I wasalso anxious to be back in Kalimpong in good time to prepare for ourVaishakha Purnima celebrations. I therefore fixed the date of my depar-ture and gave them an ultimatum: either send me the remaining proofsby 5 May, while I was still in Calcutta, or be forced to post them to me inKalimpong after that date � which of course meant that the printingwould take more time and cost them more money.The final page-proofs therefore came flooding in, with the result thatmy deadline was met, though not without my having had to proof-readright up to within half an hour of my departure from the headquartersbuilding. Jinaratana came to the station and saw me off, as did Jayadev.With me in the reserved second-class compartment were Phani and hissmall nephew, my universalist friend having decided that he and hisyoung relative would benefit from spending a few weeks in the compara-tive cool of the hills. Jayadev wanted to come too, but I already had oneprotégé of Anand-ji�s staying with me at The Hermitage and did not re-ally want another, the more especially as Dinesh had been misbehavingof late and I was expecting that after my arrival in Kalimpong I wouldprobably have to ask him to leave.
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Chapter Nine
SURVEYING BUDDHISM
The adage that �one thing leads to another� may be seen as a homelier ver-sion of the basic Buddhist principle of pratitya-samutpada or conditionedco-production, the principle that phenomena come into existence not bychance, or as a result of the decree of fate, but in dependence on a certaincomplex of causes and conditions. It was an adage that was certainly ex-emplified in the case of the circumstances that led to my being inBangalore in the summer of 1954 and there delivering, under the auspicesof the Indian Institute of Culture, the lectures which subsequently ap-peared in book form as A Survey of Buddhism.The catena of these circumstances stretched back to the early months of1947, when I was staying at the Ramakrishna Mission Institute of Culturein Calcutta and happened to come across a dusty pile of back numbers ofthe Aryan Path, a monthly magazine published from Bombay. Containingas it did articles on both Eastern and Western religion and culture I foundthe magazine of great interest and spent many a happy hour working myway through the pile. During my wandering days I read it whenever Ichanced to light upon a copy, whether at an ashram or in someone�shome, and after my arrival in Kalimpong not only arranged to receive it inexchange for Stepping-Stones but started contributing articles, poems, andbook reviews. These contributions led to an exchange of letters with theeditor, Sophia Wadia, who turned out to be connected with the AnandaVihara, Bombay, and to have helped with the production of Dr N.K.Bhagwat�s edition and English translation of the Dhammapada, a copy ofwhich I had bought in Delhi within weeks of my arrival in India and hadcarried around with me ever since. Sophia Wadia was in fact a Theoso-phist and sympathetic to Buddhism, as was her husband B.P. Wadia, whowrote in the Aryan Path under the Buddhistic pseudonym of �Shravaka�.They were not, however, Adyar Theosophists. They belonged to a branch



of the Theosophical movement that repudiated as aberrations theHinduizing and Christianizing tendencies of Annie Besant and C.W.Leadbeater and sought to return to the �original� Theosophy of MmeBlavatsky, which they believed to be closer to Buddhism. Such being thecase, it was not surprising that they should be anxious to see a knowledgeof Buddhism flourishing in India, and not surprising that they shouldwant to have a series of lectures on Buddhism at the Institute they had es-tablished in Bangalore. This was where I came in. At the beginning of theyear Sophia Wadia had sounded me out as to the possibility of my payinga visit to the Garden City, I had responded positively, further letters hadbeen exchanged, and eventually B.P. Wadia had formally invited me togive four lectures at the Institute during the first half of July. The last twodays of June therefore saw me travelling down the east coast of the sub-continent in the Calcutta-Madras Mail.Soratha came with me to Howrah Station and saw me off, as did thescholarly Saddhatissa, who was studying for his BA at the Benares HinduUniversity and who four years earlier had been present at my bhikkhu or-dination in Sarnath. I had spent little more than a week in Calcutta, andhad barely had time to see the July issue of the Maha Bodhi through thepress or listen to Soratha�s accounts of how he and Sangharatana hadfared in Ceylon with Anagarika Sugatananda. They had not fared verywell, the Little Monk admitted ruefully, pursing his lips and shaking hishead at the recollection of what he and his brother monk had had to en-dure. The Anagarika undoubtedly possessed a good knowledge of theDhamma, and was an excellent speaker, and the speeches he had deliv-ered at twenty or more different parts of the island � speeches which heand Sangaratana had translated � had been received with great enthusi-asm, but he possessed a foul temper, was extremely exigent, and quar-relled with almost everyone with whom he had any dealings. A hundredtimes a day he and Sangharatana had exclaimed to each other, �If only wewere travelling with Sangharakshita and translating for him instead of forSugatananda!� As it happened, this could well have been the case. Only afew months earlier the Maha Bodhi Society of Ceylon had proposed that Ishould write a full-length biography of Anagarika Dharmapala and in-vited me to spend a few months at their Colombo headquarters for thatpurpose. Had I accepted the proposal (and so far I had not actually re-jected it) I could have been leaving for Ceylon that afternoon instead offor Bangalore, and Soratha, instead of coming to the station to see me off,could have been accompanying me.
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With me in the second-class sleeping compartment, in which I had a re-served berth, were three other passengers, all of them South Indians. Twowere middle-aged businessmen, the third a Catholic priest. It was my ex-perience that even travellers not occupying the more democraticthird-class and inter-class carriages usually were not slow to enter intoconversation, especially if their journey was going to be a long one, but onthis occasion my friendly overtures met with little success. Neither of thetwo businessmen knew much Hindi (I knew only a few words of Tamil),while the priest was obviously wary of speaking to an Englishman whovery evidently was not a Christian and might, for all he knew, actually bethe Devil in disguise. I therefore took out Gide�s The Immoralist, which Ihad bought a few days previously, and soon was absorbed in �Michel�sadventure�, as the author called his hero�s story of his self-discovery, ofthe growth in him of a confused consciousness of untouched treasuressomewhere lying covered up, hidden, �smothered by culture and de-cency and morality�, of the terrible cost of freedom, and of the burdenthat freedom itself could be. So absorbed was I in the story that I did notsleep that night until � long after the occupants of the other berths hadswitched off their lights � I had turned the last page of the book.Whether because of my having spent the previous evening absorbed inThe Immoralist, or on account of a difference in the air (we were not farfrom the coast), or simply because I had slept particularly well, when Iawoke in the morning my mood was one of exhilaration. It was a moodthat was enhanced by my enjoyment of the lyricism of certain passages inGide�s Fruits of the Earth, which I had bought at the same time as TheImmoralist and into which, after an early breakfast, I started dipping. Butthough I enjoyed the French writer�s lyricism, as a whole his prose stylewas too stilted and self-conscious � I had almost said too affected � for mytaste, nor did I like his constant references to the Deity or appreciate thecurious mixture, in Later Fruits of the Earth, of the Gospels and Commu-nism. For all his avowed hedonism, and his protestations that he callednature God, he struck me as being in some ways a very Christian � even avery Protestant � sort of writer, and after a while I laid the book aside andspent the rest of the morning looking out of the window. At every stationat which the train stopped � and there were many stops � it was wonder-ful to see what a variety of things was being sold by the hawkers whomarched up and down the platform crying their wares. There were cakes,biscuits, fruits, books and magazines in half a dozen languages (and half adozen scripts), brightly painted toys, and fried delicacies hot and crispfrom the pan, as well as lunches which came packeted in a plantain leaf
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and with each individual item, even the liquid ones, neatly wrapped in itsown separate segment of rubbery green. One such lunch I bought. It costme only a rupee and two annas, and was the best meal I had tasted for along time. What a difference there was, I reflected, between the stationson the Calcutta�Madras line and those on the Calcutta�Siliguri one, onwhich there were relatively few stations and where it was sometimes im-possible to get so much as a cup of tea!Nor was it only the stations, and the catering arrangements, that weredifferent. The landscape, too, had changed, especially now that we hadentered Madras State. Gone was the dense green vegetation, so rank andso profuse, of Bengal and Orissa � vegetation out of which there pro-truded, every few miles, the cluster of thatched huts that denoted a vil-lage. In its stead was a predominance of scrub and bare soil with, here andthere, a line of areca palms silhouetted against the sky. We were in an-other climatic region, another culture, even another world, one that dif-fered from the world of northern India in so many ways, and which I hadnot seen for more than five years. Already Calcutta, and even the foothillsof the Himalayas where I now lived and worked, seemed very far away,and as the warm afternoon wore on I found myself reviewing my activi-ties over the last two months, from my return to Kalimpong after editingthe Vaishakha number of the Maha Bodhi to my arrival in Calcutta the pre-vious week, almost as though they had been those of another person.May and June had been comparatively uneventful. I had continued toteach Sachin, Meera, and Lobsang Phuntsok, and to spend time with visi-tors; the Kalimpong branch of the Maha Bodhi Society had celebratedVaishakha Purnima, both with a religious function at The Hermitage anda public meeting at the Town Hall; Dinesh had left in a huff, after beingtold he must either mend his ways or find somewhere else to stay; andSachin and I had spent a week in Darjeeling and Kurseong, in each ofwhich places I lectured and conferred with local Buddhists, besidesspending a night at Longview, where I renewed acquaintance withDutt-Majumdar, the Deputy Commissioner, who with the District Super-intendent of Police was then investigating a disturbance in a neighbour-ing tea estate.But uneventful though May and June had been, there was one circum-stance that was perhaps of greater significance, in the light of subsequentdevelopments, than I realized at the time. This was the fact that promi-nent among the four or five local Buddhists whom I invited to address theVaishakha meeting at the Town Hall was the red-robed figure of DhardoRimpoche, the Gelug incarnate lama who lived in the Old Bhutan Palace
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at Eleventh Mile. We had met the previous year, when I went to see him inconnection with a dispute that had arisen in Bodh-gaya between him, asabbot of the Tibetan monastery there, and the monk in charge of the adja-cent Maha Bodhi Rest House, and I had come away from the interviewnot only convinced that he was the innocent party but deeply impressedby his patent goodwill, candour, and integrity. It was no surprise to me,therefore, that when I took Phani to see him, a few days before the TownHall meeting, my spiritually-minded Bengali friend should have beenequally impressed and have commented in the warmest terms on theRimpoche�s serene, friendly, and unassuming behaviour. As this wasPhani�s first experience of Tibetan Buddhism � and Tibetan Buddhists � Iwas delighted that his impression was such a positive one. His impres-sion of Christianity, at least in its missionary form, was rather less posi-tive. As we passed through Dr Graham�s Homes one morning, on ourway to a picnic at Dailo, I was mocked and jeered at over the wall of theircottage by a group of teenage Christian boys who evidently regarded aBuddhist monk as an interloper and an enemy. Usually I ignored suchmanifestations of intolerance, but on the present occasion I swept inthrough the gate, closely followed by Phani, the boys scattering in terroras I did so with cries of �He�s coming in!� Inside the cottage I found thehouse mother, as she was called, and severely upbraided her for notteaching her charges to show more respect for the representatives ofother religions. The wretched woman stammered a half-apology, thoughshe was not personally to blame for what was in fact still the ethos of thewhole institution, despite Independence, and later on I sent Mr Duncan,the Superintendent of the Homes, a formal letter of complaint.Recalling the incident that warm afternoon, as I reviewed my activitiesover the last two months, I wondered, not for the first time, what it wasthat made people intolerant of beliefs and practices other than their ownand whether some religions were not intolerant by their very nature.Christianity appeared to fall within this category. All its major historicalforms had on occasion proscribed and persecuted, even tortured andburned alive at the stake, and it was not surprising that the missionaries �inheritors as they were of this grim tradition, and surrounded as they be-lieved themselves to be by the forces of darkness � should be nar-row-minded and intolerant.� Christianity was said to have taken firmroot in South India. Were the missionaries of Madras, I wondered, as in-tolerant as those of Kalimpong�?Madras! After I had spent a second night in the train, here we were atMadras Central, and here was Venerable Jinananda waiting on the plat-
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form to welcome me and whisk me off to the Maha Bodhi centre in Ken-nett Lane for breakfast. Though quite large, the building in which Ipartook of that meal was old and inconvenient, and I noticed that therewas no shrine-room. Like several other Maha Bodhi centres, the placewas in fact not so much a temple or a monastery as a caravanserai for Sin-halese pilgrims on their way to the holy places of northern India. Thebhikkhu-in-charge looked after the pilgrims, made merit for them by ac-cepting their offerings (�making merit� was the principal object of a pil-grimage for old-fashioned Buddhists), and in his spare time he did whathe could to propagate the Dharma among the more educated portion ofthe predominantly Hindu population. On the whole it was not a very in-spiring life for a well-meaning monk, as Jinananda seemed to be, and inthe afternoon, after I had written a few letters, he was glad to accompanyme to the RamakrishnaMath at Mylapore, the brahmin quarter of the city.Here I met Swami Kailashananda, the Math�s rather saturnine president.I had met him in the same place seven years earlier, within days of my go-ing forth �from home into the homeless life�, and when I was still ratherconscious of my shaven head and saffron robes. On that occasion he hadseemed dubious of the wisdom of the step I had just taken, but now, nodoubt realizing that I had persevered in my chosen way of life, he wel-comed me as cordially as his rather aloof temperament permitted and wehad a very friendly conversation. Back in Kennett Lane, having found thecity�s leading English bookshop closed, I talked to a young monk whowas studying at one of the local colleges, then left to catch the overnighttrain to Bangalore, Jinananda accompanying me to the station and seeingme off.Bangalore was one of the pleasantest cities in India. From the fact thatits central area abounded in beautifully laid-out parks and gardens, someof which dated from the Moghul period, it was known as the Garden City.In 1949 I had spent several weeks there, on my way back to northern Indiaand, I hoped, formal monastic ordination, and I thought I knew the city,but as the car that had met me at the station made its way through thebusy streets to the Wadias� residence on a tree-lined avenue in a quiet sub-urb I failed to recognize a single landmark. Either Bangalore had changeda lot, as had so many Indian cities in the years following Independence,orI had seen less of it than I supposed. The residence in question was a sub-stantial, Western-style building. As if to emphasize the owners� link withBuddhism it was called Maitri Bhavan, which could be rendered as �theAbode of Loving-Kindness�, maitri or loving-kindness being the first ofthe four brahma-viharas or �sublime (mental) states� to be developed, in
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meditation, by the Buddhist. B.P. Wadia was there to welcome me. We hadnot met before, but on one of my visits to Bombay I had been taken toFlora Fountain to hear him speak on Theosophy, and had a vivid memoryof a packed hall and a powerful lecture that obviously impressed the au-dience deeply. In appearance he had not changed much since then. As his�surname� indicated, he was by birth a Parsee (in fact, a member of thewealthy Bombay shipping family), but he was taller and bulkier than theaverage member of his community and wore, moreover, a beard which,together with his benign look and confident bearing, served to give himan appearance of almost regal dignity. After we had talked for a while, heescorted me to the Institute and there installed me in the guest room. Forthe rest of the morning I was left to my own devices, so that I was able tolook at the extensive and well-equipped library, next to which the guestroom was conveniently situated, and write a few letters. It was then timefor lunch. This I had at Maitri Bhavan with B.P. Wadia, after which the carreturned me to the Institute, where I rested and wrote more letters andwhere I received a visit from Dr and Mrs Doraiswamy, who it seemedwere responsible for the day-to-day running of things. The former, as I al-ready knew, and as he was not slow to remind me, was a cousin of myfriend R.A. Padmanathan, the hospitable manager of Longview.That evening I met Sophia Wadia, with whom I had been so long in cor-respondence. Younger than her husband, who must have been well oversixty, and the shorter by a head, she had a broad forehead, an earnest ex-pression, and a resonant contralto voice that at times seemed too big forher frame, and she was dressed entirely in white, almost like a priestess.Annie Besant, as I remembered reading somewhere, had also dressed en-tirely in white, even her shoes being of that colour, so that it was possiblefor a brahmin admirer to style her, on account of her erudition and elo-quence, as Sarva-shukla-Saraswatior �the All-White Saraswati�, Saraswatibeing the popular Hindu goddess of education and learning. There wasno doubt that Sophia Wadia could also be so styled, at least as far as herappearance went. Whether she was comparable to the legendary AnnieBesant in point of erudition and eloquence was another matter. Soon Ihad an opportunity of judging for myself, or at least of forming an initialimpression. Maitri Bhavan, where we met, besides being the residence ofthe Wadias when they were in Bangalore, was the local centre, appar-ently, of the United Lodge of Theosophists, the branch of the Theosophi-cal movement to which the couple belonged, and it so happened thatthere was to be a study class that evening. I was invited to sit in on thisclass, which was led by Sophia Wadia and was on a section of Robert
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Crosbie�s The Friendly Philosopher. The name of Robert Crosbie was new tome. As I discovered later, he was an American Theosophist, under whoseguidance and inspiration the United Lodge of Theosophists had beenformed in 1909 in Los Angeles, California. He had worked closely withW.Q. Judge, joint founder with Mme Blavatsky and Col. Olcott of theTheosophical Society in 1875, and in the ULT his and Judge�s writingswere prized next only to the more voluminous but less immediately ac-cessible output of Mme Blavatsky. Though I found The Friendly Philoso-pher, or rather the section of it chosen for study that evening, ratherpedestrian, from her comments on the text, as well as from her replies toquestions, it was obvious that Sophia Wadia had a thorough knowledgeof the principles of Theosophy and could explain them clearly. I noticed,however, that the dozen or so members of the class stood very much inawe of her, as they did of her husband, and that on account, presumably,of her French extraction she was addressed, deferentially, as �Madame�.As my lectures were not due to begin for three or four days I was able totake advantage of the library, and to read works to which I did not haveaccess in Kalimpong or even in Calcutta. The Institute�s library was, infact, the best I had encountered since my time at Benares Hindu Univer-sity with Kashyap-ji, when my kind teacher had allowed me to use histicket to the university library, and contained many rare and valuableitems collected by B.P. Wadia in the course of his travels in the West. Be-sides immersing myself in such authorities on Buddhism as Suzuki andE.J. Thomas, I dipped quite extensively into Oscar Wilde, W.B. Yeats, and�Æ� (George William Russell). A discovery of particular interest was Litera-ture and Occult Tradition by Denis Saurat, an author of whom I had notheard before. There were also letters to write and members of the Insti-tute to see, among the latter being S.K. Ramachandra Rao, with whom Ihad corresponded a couple of years previously and who was deeply in-terested in Buddhism. The two people of whom I saw most were, natu-rally, B.P. and Sophia Wadia, with whom I had lunch every day at MaitriBhavan and, more often than not, a lengthy discussion. Most of our dis-cussions centred on Buddhism, especially in its relation to the teachingsof Mme Blavatsky, and although I sometimes disagreed with my host andhostess I could not but admire the purity of their devotion to Theosophyand the sincerity with which they strove to apply its principles in theirown lives. Lunch may have been served in some style, with a butler andother servants in attendance, but it was simple to the point of beingspartan and the meal was always preceded by a reading from a religioustext and a few minutes of silent recollection. On one occasion we dis-

132 I N THE S IGN OF THE GOLDEN WHEEL



cussed the missionary threat, and Roman Catholic dogmatism, aboutwhich both husband and wife felt very much as I did, and Sophia Wadiarelated how, when she was on a lecture tour in Argentina (she seemed tohave South American connections), she had been given police protectionas the authorities had received information that the Jesuits might try topoison her. In the evening there was usually a function of some kind to at-tend, either at Maitri Bhavan or at the Institute. Thus I heard mywhite-robed hostess give an address on �After Death � What?� at the for-mer venue, while at the latter, a speaker having failed to turn up, twomembers of the Bangalore intelligentsia, M.K. Venkata Rao and K. GuruDutt, gave brilliant extemporaneous talks on the philosophy of GeorgeSantayana. As the talented duo were not unrepresentative of the kind ofaudience I would shortly be addressing, I was thankful that I had pre-pared my lectures with even more than my usual care.In a way I had been preparing the lectures for some months, at least inmy own mind. It might even be said I had been preparing them for someyears, in fact ever since I awoke to the fact that I was a Buddhist, and thatbetween them they constituted a summation of all I had learned aboutBuddhism during the intervening period, whether from books, from myteachers, from discussions with friends (and foes, i.e. foes of the Dharma),and from my own independent reflection and meditative experience. B.P.Wadia�s invitation indeed came at exactly the right moment for me, aswell as at the right moment for the movement of Buddhist revival in mod-ern India, then on the eve of experiencing a dramatic quantum leap, andpresented me with both an opportunity and a challenge. With an oppor-tunity, inasmuch as I would be communicating the Dharma to a predomi-nantly Hindu audience which, cultured and intelligent though it mightbe, possessed for the most part only a superficial or a distorted under-standing of the Buddha�s teaching; with a challenge, inasmuch as I wouldbe able to take full advantage of that opportunity only if I stood back andasked myself how I really saw Buddhism and what it really meant to me.Work on the preparation of the lectures in the more specific sense hadstarted only a month earlier, when B.P. Wadia wrote asking me to draw upa prospectus for distribution as part of the Institute�s publicity. This en-tailed finding a title for each lecture, and therewith determining whatmaterial it should contain, as well as finding a title for the whole series,which eventually I decided to call �A Survey of Buddhism: Its Doctrinesand Methods Through the Ages� � with acknowledgements,as to the sub-title, to the excellent volume of Buddhist texts that had just appeared un-der the editorship of Dr Conze. For a lecture (as distinct from a sermon of
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the traditional type, which I delivered extemporaneously) I was in thehabit of making a few notes, covering in most cases only a page or two. Onthis occasion, however, I made several pages of notes for each lecture, formy view, like that of Observation in the opening lines of Dr Johnson�s fa-mous poem, was going to be an extensive one, and I would be surveyingnot, indeed, �mankind, from China to Peru�, but Buddhism, from theTheravada to Zen and Shin. Moreover, I would be surveying it not only inits breadth but in its depth, which meant seeing it in its deeper intercon-nections, both within itself and in relation to the Dharma-life of the indi-vidual Buddhist. This called for a tremendous intellectual and spiritualeffort on my part, an effort that the putting together of the notes,concentrative of my energies as this was, helped me to make. The notesfor most of the lectures had already been written. In fact I had only thenotes for the fourth lecture to write, those for the first three having beenassembled during my week or so in Calcutta, which was why I couldspend my first few days in Bangalore taking advantage of the library, see-ing people, and attending functions at Maitri Bhavan and the Institute.I started giving the series on Tuesday 6 July, four days after my arrival,when I spoke on �The Buddha and Buddhism�. I spoke to a full hall, andunder the chairmanship of Sophia Wadia, who after saying a few wordsof gracious introduction read my poem �Taking Refuge in the Buddha�.The audience being quite new to me, I fumbled for the first few minutesgetting the �feel� of it, so to speak, but once I had done this � and for me,getting the feel of an audience was a process so tangible as to be almostphysical � I very quickly got into my stride and with the help of my notesspoke fluently for more than an hour and a half. In speaking about theBuddha I was concerned not so much to recount the story of his life, com-plete with legendary embellishments, as to place that life within its trad-itional cosmological context and, by so doing, to reveal in what theBuddha�s greatness and role truly consisted. Similarly, in speaking ofBuddhism, in the sense of the Original Doctrine, I did not want to dwellon specific ethical and spiritual teachings, important as those teachingsundoubtedly were, so much as to lay bare the philosophical principle un-derlying them � the principle, that is to say, of universal conditionality, inits two modes, the �cyclical� and the �spiral�. In particular, I wanted toshow that the Buddhist nirvana was not synonymouswith a state of anni-hilation, as the Hindu critics of Buddhism believed, any more than thepath leading to that nirvana consisted solely in the eradication of nega-tive mental states. My second lecture, which followed two days later, wasdevoted to �Hinayana and Mahayana�. In it I insisted on the �transcenden-
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tal unity� of all forms of Buddhism, traced the rise of the Mahayana, anddealt with some of the more important of its distinctive tenets. I was alsoat pains to emphasize the purely instrumental nature of the Dharma.In between the giving of these two lectures I continued to see peopleand to attend functions at Maitri Bhavan and the Institute, besides goingfor a drive with the Doraiswamys� son, who showed me the famous LalBagh, with its centuries-old trees, and took me into the city centre. MrsDoraiswamy, his mother, for her part showed me round the Cosmopoli-tan Home, the student hostel the Wadias had built next door to the Insti-tute and where there was a devotional meeting once a week led by B.P.Wadia. She was an Englishwoman by birth, and I was glad to find that sheshared my own views regarding Christian missionaries. The Institute andthe Bangalore ULT had, in fact, several English and Dutch members,some of whom were married to Indians. As in Singapore, where I had firstencountered Theosophists, in 1946, it was heartening to see people of dif-ferent races and different national and religious backgrounds (the Insti-tute even had a few Christian and Muslim members) associating on termsof friendship. Though I might not agree with some of the teachings ofTheosophy, I was certainly full of admiration for the way in which indi-vidual Theosophists, both Adyar and non-Adyar, sought to practise theprinciple of Universal Brotherhood, the first of the three declared Objectsof the parent Theosophical Society.The next two lectures, which I gave on 12 and 14 July, were firmly basedon the two previous ones. Having dealt with some of the more importantof the Mahayana�s distinctive tenets in my second lecture, I proceeded, inmy third, on �The Schools of the Mahayana�, to deal in turn with the scrip-tures, teachers, and treatises of the Madhyamikavada,of Devotional Bud-dhism, of the Yogachara, and of Tantric Buddhism. Each school, Ideclared, had developed a specific aspect of Buddhism, and far from theirbeing mutually exclusive the Mahayana itself could be understood only ifthey were viewed in their totality as complementary aspects of theDharma. The fourth and last lecture in the series was dedicated to �TheBodhisattva Ideal�. After describing the place of the Bodhisattva Ideal inBuddhist thought, and dealing with popular interpretations, I outlinedthe Bodhisattva doctrine as presented in authoritative texts. I then gavean account � an account afterwards described as �glowing� � of the SixParamitas or �Perfections� and the Ten Stages of the Bodhisattva�s career,and concluded by trying to communicate to my audience something ofmy own enthusiasm for the spiritual life as exemplified by the gloriousBodhisattva Ideal. Despite having notes to make, in between my third
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and fourth lectures I found time for two encounters of an ecumenical na-ture. The first of these was with the Jain Community. At their invitation, Ivisited their temple, where they gave me a formal reception, completewith tea party and speeches of welcome, and where I spoke of my con-tacts with Jainism and on the Jain doctrine of anekantavada. My secondsuch encounter, which was of a more intimate character, was with abright-eyed, gnome-like Roman Catholic priest named FatherMonchanin, one of the founders of the first �Christian ashram�, withwhom I had a two-hour-long conversation on Buddhism, especially theMadhyamikavada, the Vedanta, and comparative mysticism.After the conclusion of the fourth lecture, and therewith the comple-tion of my survey, the Wadias and I left for Maitri Bhavan, where fourteenor fifteen leading members and friends of the Institute later joined us foran informal celebration. Both B.P. and Sophia Wadia were highly pleasedwith the lectures, the former having asked me, after I had given my firstlecture, to write them out for publication in book form. Indeed, from whatI heard that evening I gathered the series had attracted a good deal of at-tention, and even been something of an event in the cultural and reli-gious life of Bangalore. This did not surprise me. Throughout the seriesthe hall, comfortably full at first, had become more tightly packed witheach lecture, while the audience, greatly augmented though it was, hadgrown ever more attentive, and more concentrated. Thus by the time Igave the last lecture I had a very large � and appreciative � audience in-deed, such as the Institute apparently had not seen before. It was an audi-ence, moreover, with which I had succeeded in establishing a definiterapport. As I spoke, and they listened, time almost stood still, and it was asthough we were transported to another world. To what extent they feltthis I could not tell, but I certainly felt it very strongly, and whether on ac-count of their receptivity, or on account of my own enthusiasm for theDharma, or both, at the end of one lecture, in particular, I found myself ina very exalted state of consciousness.That time should almost stand still was not without its disadvantages,even though the audience and I might be transported to another world.The Wadias, contrary to the usual Indian practice, were great sticklers forpunctuality and keeping to schedule, and before the commencement ofthe series I was warned that I should on no account exceed my allottedsixty, or at the very most seventy-five, minutes, as this could seriously dis-rupt whatever other events might have been planned of the rest of theevening. Unfortunately, my first lecture exceeded even the more gener-ous allotment by a full fifteen minutes, and subsequent lectures exceeded
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it by as much as half an hour or more. The fact was that I had so much ma-terial, and found that material so inspiring, that it was hardly possible forme to keep to the prescribed limit without doing a serious injustice to mysubject and perhaps even to myself. Moreover, though Sophia Wadiakept glancing meaningfully at the clock when my time was up, as did hersuccessors in the chair, it was clear the audience did not want me to stop,and both then and subsequently I ignored the signals and carried on.Each time this little drama between the speaker and the chair was en-acted, smiles of amusement appeared on people�s faces. Evidently theywere by no means adverse to seeing protocol flung to the winds and theproceedings conducted in a manner that was more in accordance with In-dian cultural traditions. As for my host and hostess, in the goodness oftheir hearts they refrained from taking me to task for my intransigence,though it was obvious that they ran the Institute and the ULT as very tightships and were not accustomed to having their wishes disregarded.Having made the notes for three of my lectures in Calcutta, I did nothave much to do by way of preparation in Bangalore. None the less, dur-ing the week in which I was engaged in surveying Buddhism I hadthought it best to avoid distractions as much as I could and stay close tobase, my base being the double one of the Institute and Maitri Bhavan.Now, however, the lectures were over, and I was able to see more peopleand go out and about more. As the second city of a predominantlyKannada-speaking area that had once been under Muslim rule,Bangalore was a tolerant, cosmopolitan place, with a polyglot citizenrythat included people from most parts of India and of many differentfaiths. Among those who came to see me, or whose hospitality I accepted,there were Bengalis and Kashmiris, Tamilians and Mysoreans, devoteesof Swami Ramdas and disciples of Ramana Maharshi, followers of theLingayat sect, Vishishtadvaitavada pandits, Muslims, Christians, andJains � but not a single Buddhist, though after my first lecture a local manhad come up to me and introduced himself and his wife as Buddhists.Most of those who came did so out of curiosity or to �talk religion� in theplatitudinous, pseudo-intellectual sort of way that was so common in In-dia (I once observed that Hindus, in particular, discussed religion much asthe English discussed the weather), or even to beg me, as one elderlyTamil brahmin repeatedly did, to teach them some �Tantric rites�. A fewthere were, however, whose interest was of a more serious nature. Theyincluded two young men, one of them a student, with whom I had sev-eral worthwhile discussions and to whom, at their earnest request, I ex-plained the anapana-sati or �respiration-mindfulness� practice. Not that I
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usually taught meditation, or even thought of myself as a �meditationteacher�. Though I now had been meditating for a number of years, myprincipal concern was still to deepen my own practice, and while I had noobjection to explaining anapana-sati to the occasional sincere individual, itwas to be many years before I started teaching meditation on a regular ba-sis or to more than one person at a time.The fact that I saw more people and went out and about more, duringmy last few days in the Garden City, did not mean that I neglected mybase. If anything, I had more to do with it than ever. To begin with, the lec-tures having created intense interest among the local intelligentsia, manyof whom declared that it was the first time they had been given a com-plete and coherent picture of Buddhism, B.P. Wadia made arrangementsfor a special Question and Answer Meeting. At this meeting, which washeld under the chairmanship of his white-robed coadjutrix, I answeredmore than sixty written questions on the philosophy, history, literature,and spiritual practices of Buddhism. B.P. Wadia also arranged for me togive, under his own chairmanship, a lecture on The Voice of the Silence, thedevotional treatise compiled and translated by Mme Blavatsky, allegedlyfrom Tibetan Buddhist sources. I was quite fond of this little work, which Iknew to be immensely popular with all Theosophists, though in view ofsome of its terminology I found it difficult to regard it as being in toto anauthentically Buddhist composition. Besides making these two addi-tional appearances at the Institute, I gave several informal talks for thebenefit of the occupants of the Cosmopolitan Home, B.P. Wadia appar-ently thinking that the students to whom he stood in loco parentis couldnot have too much of a good thing in the way of moral and religious in-struction from visiting holy men of whatever persuasion. On other occa-sions I carried my base, as represented by the Wadias, with me when Iwent out � or my base carried me. Thus my host and hostess and I wereguests at a lunch given by the Ghataks and spent a musical evening withthe Lalkakas. Among the other guests at the lunch were SvetoslavRoerich, the younger brother of George Roerich, and his wife DevikaRani, the famous film actress, both of whom I had met a few weeks earlierin Kalimpong at a tea-party given by Mrs Tagore in honour of Dr and MrsLiebenthal�s fortieth wedding anniversary. I was seated opposite DevikaRani and we talked about her mother, a niece (or perhaps it was agrand-niece) of Tagore, whom I had known in Kasauli and who in factwas one of the last people to whom I spoke before going forth �from homeinto the homeless life� in August 1947.
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At the Lalkakas� the Wadias and I were the only guests. Major Lalkakahad served in the British � not the Indian � army, and though no longerwearing the Queen�s uniform was very pro-British. He was also verypro-Western. So extremely pro-Western was he that he and his wife hadnot been content to adopt the language and social customs of their (for-mer) rulers. They had gone so far as to adopt their religion too. Both wereconverts to (Roman Catholic) Christianity, and I noticed that runninground the pointed arch of every doorframe in their comfortable, Euro-pean-style bungalow there was a text from the Vulgate, neatly executed inGothic script and in the original Latin. Despite such apparent signs of or-thodoxy, the kind and hospitable Lalkakas were not in the least bigoted,as converts to Roman Catholicism so often were, and I concluded thattheir Christianity was a matter of culture rather than of religion in thestrict sense. Major Lalkaka was in fact a great lover of Western classicalmusic, and in the course of the evening he played some of his favouriteBach and Mozart records for us on the gramophone. In my teens I hadbeen passionately fond of classical music, and had listened to it (on the ra-dio) as much as I could. During my years in India I had been able to hear itonly in odd snatches, and by accident, and in any case there was a ruleprohibiting members of the Theravadin monastic order from listening tomusic. As the ultra-orthodox Narada Thera had once remarked to LamaGovinda, in my hearing, a Buddhist monk was not allowed to appreciatebeauty � and classical music was certainly beautiful. Yet though I hadbeen so fond of classical music in the past, and had listened to it so much, Idid not miss it now, and never felt I was being deprived of something es-sential to my emotional wellbeing. I could therefore enjoy MajorLalkaka�s Bach and Mozart without wanting to prolong or repeat the ex-perience, and even when, on my departure, he presented me with twoboxes of records, my only thought � apart from gratitude to him for hisgenerosity � was that since I did not possess a gramophone I would haveto give them to somebody who did. Perhaps Joe would like them.Less harmonious than the musical evening at the Lalkakas�, in principleat least, was the situation I encountered when Sophia Wadia and I, on theafternoon of my last day in Bangalore, went to see the vihara that was be-ing built at Gandhinagar, in the older, western quarter of the city. It wasbeing built by the Maha Bodhi Society of Ceylon, and was nearing com-pletion, and we were shown round the place by A.R.S. Chari, the retiredjudge of the Bangalore High Court who had presided at my lecture on�Hinayana and Mahayana�. Mr Chari, I gathered, was in overall charge ofthe building project. He was also chairman of the vihara committee. Or
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rather, he was chairman of one of the two committees then contending inthe courts for control of the vihara. The dispute had been going on forsome time, as a paper drawn up by the retired judge informed me, andhad become quite complicated. Whether by accident or by design, theleading member of the other committee, one Ramaswami, was on thepremises at the very time Sophia Wadia and I were being shown round,and later that day he came to see me at the Institute.It did not take me long to get to the root of the problem. The root of theproblem, as so often was the case in South India, was the deep-seated an-tagonism between brahmins and non-brahmins. Chari was a brahmin,Ramaswami a non-brahmin. Chari�s committee consisted of brahminsand other Caste Hindus, Ramaswami�s of members of the ScheduledCastes. Several of these latter were, it seemed, followers of Dr Ambedkar,who for years had been telling the Scheduled Castes peoples that therewould be no improvement in their lot so long as they remained within theHindu fold and that they would have to change their religion. Only re-cently there had been rumours to the effect that the Scheduled Castesleader was about to embrace Buddhism, together with his followers, andseveral of the questions handed in at my Question and Answer meetinghad related to this burning topic. From the nature of the questions it wasfairly obvious that the Caste Hindus were opposed to any change of reli-gion on the part of the Scheduled Castes peoples, and I was left with theimpression that should Ambedkar and his followers ever take the drasticstep of giving up Hinduism for Buddhism they could expect little sympa-thy or understanding from that quarter. Much as Caste Hindus might ap-preciate Buddhism, to them it was only a branch of Hinduism, and theysaw no need for anyone born a Hindu to �convert� to it as though it was aseparate religion like Christianity or Islam. In their eyes Ambedkar wassimply a politician, and his periodic threats of mass defections from Hin-duism were no more than a political stunt.Scheduled Castes South Indians like Ramaswami saw things differ-ently. For them Ambedkar�s threats were seriously meant and conversionto Buddhism was a real option. Caste Hindu insistence that Buddhismwas not a separate religion but only a branch of Hinduism was intended,so they believed, to make it impossible for the Scheduled Castes peoplesto escape from Hinduism and, therefore, from Caste Hindu tyranny andexploitation. Chari�s involvement in the affairs of the Bangalore branch ofthe Maha Bodhi Society had a similar purpose. He and his brahmin andother Caste Hindu friends knew that a revival of Buddhism was inevita-ble and they wanted to be in a position to contain it. According to no less
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an authority than Swami Vivekananda, Hinduism had killed Buddhismwith a loving embrace, and it would no doubt try to repeat the perfor-mance if its hated rival ever came back to life.Thus the root of the conflict between the two vihara committees wasnot even just a conflict between brahmins and non-brahmins, or betweenCaste Hindus and members of the Scheduled Castes. It was a conflict,also, between different attitudes towards Buddhism, even different ide-ologies. If those conflicts were not resolved, or even if they were, whatwould be the future of the vihara? What would be the future of Buddhismin Bangalore?
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Chapter Ten
BUDDHISM AND THE NAGPUR BAR
Dharma Chakra day was the second most important festival in the Bud-dhist year. It was the day on which the Buddha, two months after his at-tainment of Enlightenment, �set in motion the Wheel of the Law� or, lesspoetically speaking, started communicating the Truth he had discovered.Like Vaishakha Purnima, Dharma Chakra Day was a lunar festival, fallingon the full moon day of the month Shravana, corresponding to June�Julyof the Western calendar. This year it had fallen on Thursday 15 July, theday of my lecture on The Voice of the Silence. Arriving at Madras Centralthree days later, however, on the morning of Sunday 18 July, I found thatthe Madras centre of the Maha Bodhi Society had yet to celebrate the fes-tival. Whether because a Sunday was more convenient than a weekday,or because I would then be in the City, the celebration had been post-poned to that afternoon. There would be a public meeting at five o�clock,Venerable Jinananda informed me, after we had exchanged greetings. Itwould be held at Kennett Lane, there would be three speakers, and Iwould be presiding over the function.At five o�clock I therefore took my place on the stage that had been setup in the courtyard, Jinananda administered the Refuges and Precepts tothe hundred or so people � some of them Buddhists � who had assembledfor the occasion, and the meeting proper began. The three speakers wereall from South India, and all addressed the audience in excellent English,a circumstance that reminded me of the region�s proud boast that al-though the English language might be forgotten in England it wouldnever be forgotten in Mylapore. The second, and principal, speaker wasR. Jayachandram, whom I had known when he was a boy in Travancoreand who now was Lecturer in Philosophy at the Vivekananda College,one of the city�s more prestigious educational institutions. We had re-newed our acquaintanceship prior to the meeting, and reminisced about



the time, six or seven years earlier, when he was a student and I one of thetwo long-haired, long-bearded wandering ascetics then staying at thehaunted ashram on the outskirts of the little town of Muvattupuzha.Some of my Buddhism had perhaps rubbed off on him. His lecture, whichI was required to announce as being on �The Life of the Buddha is not thestory of an avatara, but the story of a man�s true emancipation�, was notonly very well delivered, in a highly poetical style, but also imbued withthe speaker�s strong feeling for the person of the Enlightened One, a feel-ing especially in evidence when he was describing the Buddha-to-be�sdisillusionment with mundane existence, his departure from home, andhis early struggles for light. So vividly did Jayachandram describe theseevents, and to such a degree did he empathize with what he believedwere the youthful Siddhartha�s thoughts and feelings at the time, that heseemed to have been almost an eyewitness � or even to be speaking frompersonal experience. If he now and again departed from strict historicalaccuracy, or showed rather too marked a tendency to sentimentalize thefigure of the Buddha, no one appeared to mind, or even to notice, andwhen he sat down it was to warm applause.One person there was who did not join in the applause. This was thethird and last speaker. As the rather cumbrous title of Jayachandram�s ad-dress had made clear, the young college lecturer did not believe theBuddha to be an avatara or �descent� of the god Vishnu, and he in fact hadmore than once been at pains to remind his audience that the founder ofBuddhism was a human being who had attained Enlightenment by hisown human exertions. His successor at the microphone, who from his�surname� I knew to be a brahmin, was of a different opinion. The Buddhawas an avatara of Vishnu, he insisted. He insisted on the point so vehe-mently, and criticized Jayachandram in such unreasonable terms, thatthe latter could not forbear retorting, and had I not intervened to restoreorder the stage might well have been the scene of an unseemly alterca-tion. Rain in any case had started to fall, as if to cool hot tempers, and Iproceeded to deliver my presidential address, in the course of which I un-derlined the principal points made by Jayachandram and spoke at somelength on the danger of Christian missions, the avowed object of whichwas to destroy the religious and cultural traditions of India. By the time Ifinished it was raining heavily, and we were forced to retreat indoors.Here I talked with some of the South Indian Buddhists who had attendedthe meeting, as well as with two Italian travellers who had come to ask myadvice about extending their visas. One of the Italians was eager to visit
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Tibet, but I assured him that with the Chinese Red Army occupying thecountry this was impossible.At ten the next morning I gave a lecture at the Vivekananda College,which as its name suggested had connections with the Ramakrishna Mis-sion, Swami Vivekananda, after whom the college was named, havingbeen the founder of the Mission. The lecture was attended by about athousand people, mostly students, and after five or ten minutes of Vedicchanting I spoke, by special request, on �The Differences Between thePrinciples of Buddhism and Hinduism�. Who asked me to speak on thistopic, which was obviously a controversial one (though a Hindu speakerwould probably have denied that there was any difference between thetwo religions), I no longer remember, but whoever it was I had taken therequest seriously, perhaps even as a challenge, and had sat up late theprevious night writing my notes. After pointing out that both Hinduismand Buddhism were to be viewed against the wider background of In-dian spiritual tradition, I went on to give a systematic � if somewhat blackand white � account of the more important philosophical and ethical dif-ferences between them. This took me the best part of an hour, and pavedthe way for a vigorous attack on the caste system and on orthodoxBrahminism, the exclusiveness and bigotry of which I not only con-demned in the roundest terms but contrasted with the spirit of universal-ity and compassion shown by the Buddha. The attack came as a severeshock to the brahminical part of the audience, and the principal of the col-lege, who was in the chair, and who was himself a brahmin, did not knowwhat to say. Many of the students, however, were clearly pleased, andeven some of the more orthodox remarked that the Buddhist point ofview, though different from that of Brahminism, was deserving of carefulstudy.The remainder of the day was divided between poetry and philosophy,the former being represented by one Krishnamurti, the poet-proprietorof an arts and crafts emporium, who already had presented me with hislatest book of (English) poems, entitled The Cloth of Gold, and the latter byJayachandram,with whom I spent the evening discussing Buddhism andother topics of common interest. In the morning, straight after breakfast, Iwent to see Dr Natarajan, the scholarly successor of the famous NarayanGuru, who as Jayachandram had informed me was then staying in thecity. I had met Dr Natarajan � or Nataraja Guru, as he was also called �once before, in Travancore. Circumstances had permitted only the brief-est of exchanges, and on the present occasion, too, the interview had to bea short one, as I was seeing him on my way to the station and had a train to
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catch. There was time, however, for him to tell me about the radical newinterpretation (and translation) of the Bhagavad-gita on which he wasthen working and had, in fact, been working on for a number of years. AtMadras Central I located my berth, bought a volume of English essays atthe station bookstall, said goodbye to Jinananda, and settled myself forthe journey. Punctually at 9.15 whistles blew, doors were slammed, and Iwas on my way � not to Calcutta but to Nagpur.Nagpur, 500 miles from Madras, and situated at the exact geographicalcentre of India, was the capital of Madhya Pradesh. Though it lay on themain line between Bombay and Calcutta, and though I had passedthrough it several times, I knew little more about it than that it was the or-ange-growing capital of India and the headquarters of the RashtriyaSevak Sangh or National Service Association, an ultra-nationalist,right-wing Hindu organization one of whose members had assassinatedMahatma Gandhi. In recent months I had become more aware of theplace�s existence. Venerable Silabhadra, one of my colleagues on the edi-torial board of the Maha Bodhi, had lectured there on �Buddha and Bud-dhism� at the invitation of the local Ramakrishna Ashram, thencelebrating its Silver Jubilee, and I had been in correspondence with A.R.Kulkarni, the Secretary of the Buddha Society, Nagpur, who was a sup-porter of the Maha Bodhi Society and an occasional contributor to itsjournal. Either Kulkarni suggested I might like to visit Nagpur, or I sug-gested the Buddha Society might like to invite me. Whichever it was, avisit had been arranged, and I now was making a grand detour and re-turning to Calcutta from Madras by way of Nagpur. During the wholeday only three other persons entered the compartment, and I spent thetime immersed in my volume of essays. At ten o�clock in the evening, aswe were passing through Hyderabad State, a group of three Muslims gotin for an hour. It was a rather unusual group, consisting of a well-built po-lice inspector, a handsome young man, and a very pretty boy. Soon thepolice inspector was arguing politics with a Tamil brahmin who alreadyoccupied one of the berths, while his two companions, who may not haveunderstood English, sat quietly beside him. Twelve hours later the trainreached Nagpur.Kulkarni was waiting for me on the crowded platform. A middle-agedman of medium height, he was simply clad in a white kurta and dhoti, andwas shaven-headed, though without the crown lock that denoted the or-thodox Hindu. As I later discovered, he saw himself as a Hindu followerof the Buddha rather than as a Buddhist, which explained why the orga-nization of which he was secretary, and of which he was indeed the
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founder and moving spirit, was a Buddha society and not a Buddhist soci-ety. A taxi conveyed us to his residence in Dharampeth, which as its nameindicated was or had once been a brahmin locality, where I met his doctorbrother and his two teenage nephews. The women remained in the back-ground, cooking and washing clothes and drawing water from the wellin the yard. After we had discussed the condition of Buddhism in Nagpur(it was not good), and I had had lunch and written a letter to Kalimpong,he took me with him to see various people who would, he thought, be in-terested in arranging lectures. We did not meet with much success. Theregistrar of the University, a UP brahmin, did not respond at all favour-ably to my host�s suggestion that I should deliver a lecture in the Convo-cation Hall. Indeed, it was my impression that the forthrightness ofKulkarni�s approach, and the bluntness of his manner, which made a sug-gestion seem very much like an order, rather disconcerted him, not to sayannoyed him. The fact was that Kulkarni was by birth a Maharashtrianbrahmin, and Maharashtrian brahmins, as I had yet to learn, were re-nowned for their harshness and militancy � though the Deshastha brah-mins, of whom Kulkarni was one, were much less harsh and militant thanthe Chitpavans. At the Ramakrishna Ashram, which we visited next andwhere we met the two resident swamis, one young and one old, we faredhardly better than we had done at the University. While Young Swamiwas interested in my giving a lecture there, Old Swami very clearly wasnot � perhaps because they had already had a lecture on Buddhism thatyear, or because Silabhadra�s lecture had not been to his liking. In the endit was agreed that if it was possible for them to arrange a lecture theywould let us know. With the Theosophists we were more fortunate. ABengali follower of Mme Blavatsky assured us that there would be no dif-ficulty in arranging for me to speak at the local TS lodge, and promised toask the lodge secretary to get in touch with us. The rest of the afternoon,as well as most of the evening, was spent visiting first the Buddha Soci-ety�s library and reading room, then a temple where an image of theBuddha had been installed, and finally the headquarters of the State Con-gress. By the time we returned to Dharampeth I was feeling rather tired.Kulkarni, despite his fifty-odd years, was still full of energy, and bustledabout preparing �English tea� for me.The following morning it became apparent that our labours of the pre-vious day had not been in vain. From breakfast time until well after mid-day there was a constant flow of visitors, several of whom either wantedto arrange lectures or had already done so. The Principal of the ScienceCollege had arranged one for that very evening, the secretary of the TS
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lodge wanted to arrange one for the following Saturday (it was thenThursday), while a brahmachari or novice from the Ramakrishna Ashramcame with an invitation to speak there the following Sunday. YoungSwami had somehow managed to persuade Old Swami! The result wasthat for that and the next three days I was kept busy preparing and givingwhat seemed an uninterrupted stream of lectures and addresses.Kulkarni, who was a lawyer by training, kept a faithful record of them all,and an article from his pen entitled �Bhikshu Sangharakshita�s LectureTour in Nagpur� eventually appeared in the Maha Bodhi and elsewhere.Many of the details of where I spoke, to whom, and what I said, had van-ished from my recollection even before the article appeared. On the otherhand, incidents of which he made no mention, and of which he probablywas quite unaware, were indelibly impressed on my mind. Biographyand memoirs supplement and correct each other, especially when the bi-ographer writes about the memoirist from personal knowledge. Con-cerned as it was with my public activities rather than with my privateones, Kulkarni�s article naturally began with my visit to the Buddha Soci-ety�s library and reading room.
On the very first day of his arrival Rev. Bhikshu Sangharakshitapaid a visit to the Library of the Buddha Society, Nagpur, which islocated in Sitabaldi in the magnificent building of Dada SahebDhanwale, known as Dhanwale Chamber. After this the reveredBhikshu paid a visit to the Siddhartha Bhagyodaya Librarylocated in the Vithal Rukmini Deosthan Temple, Sitabaldi,Nagpur. The revered Bhikshu was immensely pleased to noticethe beautiful image of the Buddha installed in the temple in theheart of the Nagpur city. The revered Bhikshu then paid a visit tothe Abhyankar Congress House and attended the mass commonprayer conducted therein. Sri A.R. Kulkarni recited Trisarana andPanchasila and the revered Bhikshu made a short speechexplaining their meaning. The audience was spellbound whenthe Bhikshu was delivering his sermon.

Dhanwale Chamber may or may not have been a magnificent building,but the hundred or so Hindi, Marathi, and English volumes, some ofthem on Buddhism, that formed the Society�s library, certainly could notbe considered a magnificent collection. Running the library was, how-ever, the Society�s one permanent activity, and apart from Kulkarni�s oc-casional lectures it had for some years past been virtually the only sign ofBuddhist activity in Nagpur. More interesting to me was the image of the
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Buddha in the neighbouring Siddhartha Bhagyodaya Library. It wasmore interesting not on account of its beauty but because, as Kulkarni�sarticle failed to mention, it had been installed there by the ScheduledCaste followers of Dr Ambedkar. How it came to be installed there, espe-cially as the library was located in a Hindu temple, I was unable to dis-cover. Whatever the explanation may have been, in view of themomentous change that was to take place in the lives of Ambedkar�s fol-lowers only two years later, in that very city, it could be said that comingevents were casting their shadow before.On the second day, i.e. on July 22nd, the revered Bhikshu gave alecture in the Science College Hostel on �Buddhism and theModern World� under the presidentship of Dr Krishnamurti,Principal, Science College, Nagpur. In his opening address DrKrishnamurti pointed out how Buddhism was the purified formof Hinduism. The learned Bhikshu told the science students howBuddhism inculcated a scientific attitude in man. Buddhismnever believed in accepting anything on trust. �Come and see foryourself � is the motto of Buddhism. It was for this reason themost rationalistic religion on earth. The learned Bhikshu aptlypointed out that there was never any conflict between Buddhismand science. The lecture had an abiding effect on the studentswho actually declared their faith in Buddhism by saying BuddhamSaranam Gacchami.As my lecture lasted for an hour and a half, Kulkarni�s account of it wasnot even a summary. Probably I was at pains to rebut Krishnamurti�s as-sertion that Buddhism was a purified form of Hinduism, but I no doubtdid this gently, as the Principal of the Science College was a friendly, like-able man, and I had no wish to injure his feelings. The attitude inculcatedin man by Buddhism was, of course, �scientific� only in the wider sense ofits being objective, as I must have explained. Similarly, Buddhism�s �Comeand see� meant not that it was rationalistic (a word I never used in thisconnection) but that it was rational � a very different thing. As for the doz-ens of students who, at the conclusion of my lecture, thronged round mewith joyful shouts of �Buddham saranam gacchami! I go for refuge to theBuddha!� � they were members of the Scheduled Castes, and followers ofDr Ambedkar. Once again, coming events were casting their shadow be-fore.On July 23rd the revered Bhikshu delivered a learned discourseon �Buddhism� in the Nagpur Mahavidyalaya under the auspices
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of the Philosophical Society of the College and under thepresidentship of Prof. Ramnathan, Vice-Principal of the College.Earlier the revered Bhikshu had delivered a discourse on theDharma Chakra under the auspices of the Harijan Sewa Sangh.The occasion was the mass spinning programme organized bythe Sarvodaya workers of Nagpur to commemorate theeighty-sixth birthday of Mahatma Gandhi. The function wasattended by Sri R.K. Patil, ex-Minister, Sri Rauka, Sri Wazalwarand other eminent Sarvodaya workers. The whole audience washighly impressed by the learned and illuminating discoursedelivered by the revered Bhikshu. After questions and answersthe function terminated. Sri R.K. Patil was also presented in theevening function held in the Nagpur Mahavidyalaya.
The fifty-odd Sarvodaya workers taking part in the mass spinningprogramme were the biggest collection of freaks and eccentrics I had seenfor a long time. Old rather than young, and clad, or half clad, in coarsewhite homespun, they were wild-eyed, long-haired and, in some cases,long-bearded. Some tried to carry on hand-spinning when they stood upto address the audience. Others spoke with the most extraordinary ges-tures, at times touching the ground with one hand while simultaneouslyshooting the other towards the ceiling. The most sensible-looking personpresent was a local mill-owner in a white Gandhi cap who sat silent andimpassive, and without a charka, to one side. The Sarvodaya workerswere all disciples of Vinoba Bhave, whose proposal to enhance the impor-tance of Bodh-gaya by building there a temple of his own I had recentlyridiculed in the Maha Bodhi. Gandhi�s economic ideals, of which Bhavewas the principal inheritor and custodian, appealed to me strongly (theMahatma�s Hind Swaraj was one of the first books I read after my arrival inIndia), but if those ideals depended for their implementation on Bhave�sSarvodaya movement, as represented by the present collection of crack-pots, then I for one could not see them transforming Indian society.

On July 24th the learned Bhikshu delivered at 5 p.m. a lecture on�Buddhism the Gospel of Action� in the Hislop College, Nagpur,under the auspices of the Philosophical Society of that College. SriPadye, Professor of Philosophy, presided. The learned lecturerpointed out in the course of his stirring lecture how Buddhismwas essentially a religion of action. This lecture created afavourable impression on the younger generation who mostlyattended it. Immediately after this lecture was over the revered
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Bhikshu delivered at 6.30 at the Theosophical Lodge, Dhantoli, alecture on �Buddhism and Theosophy�. The learned Bhikshupointed out the many common points between Buddhism andTheosophy and laid particular emphasis on the universalbrotherhood of man which was an essential feature both ofTheosophy and Buddhism. The Theosophical Lodge was packedto its full capacity and the entire audience was listening to thediscourse with rapt attention. The simple but easy flowing style ofthe learned Bhikshu created a deep impression on the audienceand they thought they were listening to something which theyhad not witnessed before. In fact the revered Bhikshu�s lectureshad created a sensation in Nagpur.The Hislop College lecture was delivered at the invitation of the studentsthemselves, two of whom had come only that very morning to ask me toaddress them. Buddhism was a religion of action, but not of activism. Itwas a religion of action in that it recognized the law of karma, the law inaccordance with which impure actions of body, speech, and mind werefollowed by suffering, and pure ones by happiness. Thus Buddhism wasa religion of ethics. Meditation consisted, essentially, in an uninterruptedsuccession of ethically pure mental actions (or skilful volitions), that is, inan uninterrupted succession of mental actions free from greed, hatred,and delusion.On the morning of July 25th the revered Bhikshu went to thevillage of Bahadma at a distance of about 7 miles from Nagpur, towitness the anti-Untouchability campaign launched by SriRauka-ji and others. On this occasion the revered Bhikshudelivered a speech before the villagers in English which wasrendered into Marathi by Sri A.R. Kulkarni. In the course of hisvery simple but convincing speech the revered Bhikshu laidemphasis on unity in life and pointed out how disunity amongstthem may lead to their ruin.For the last mile of the journey we had to walk, threading our way be-tween the paddy fields along the narrow raised paths. On our arrival inthe village we had breakfast with Sri Rauka-ji and other members of theHarijan Sewa Sangh in an Untouchable hut. (Harijans, or Children ofGod, was Mahatma Gandhi�s name for the Untouchables, but many ofthem rejected the designation as a condescending euphemism.) Whilewe were having breakfast I had an experience that affected me morestrongly than anything else I saw or heard during my visit to Nagpur. We
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were seated directly on the beaten earth floor of the hut. In front of each ofus was a thali and beside the thali a brass tumbler. On picking up the tum-bler beside my own thali, and raising it to my lips, I found the water in it sothick with ochre-coloured clay as to be opaque. What was the reason, Iasked. Apologetically, our host explained that Untouchables were not al-lowed to draw water from the village well. They were therefore obliged totake it from the river, which at that time of year was naturally very turbid.Not allowed to draw water from the village well! Not even during therainy season! Those few simple words, spoken quietly and without bitter-ness, seemed to sum up all the wrongs the Untouchables had suffered,down the ages, at the hands of the Caste Hindus. They haunted me formonths afterwards, and I never forgot them.
At 4 p.m. the revered Bhikshu recited the Mangala Sutta at theresidence of Dr D.R. Kulkarni in the true Buddhist style andexplained its meaning in English which was rendered intoMarathi by Sri A.R. Kulkarni. This was a sort of private informalfunction attended by the members of Dr Kulkarni�s family and hispersonal friends, viz., Rao Bahadur D.K. Mohoin and Sri M.Y. andMrs Koli and others.

Besides his two sons, Dr Kulkarni�s family consisted of his wife and agrown-up daughter who was at medical college. The previous day thetwo women, together with the elderly maidservant and a little girl whomay or may not have been a relation, had been formally presented to me.Dressed in their best saris, bejewelled, and with flowers in their hair, theyhad come forward one by one, had silently touched my feet, and then hadwithdrawn. During the whole course of my stay they did not address asingle word to me, any more than I did to them, but they were very muchaware of my presence in the house, as I well knew, and did their best tomeet, and even anticipate, my material needs. With Dr Kulkarni and hissons I naturally had more contact, as I also had, to an even greater degree,with the indefatigable brother of the one and uncle of the others. Morethan once did I sit on the flat roof of the house with the doctor and his el-der son, Krishna, discussing Buddhism, until long past midnight. My dis-cussions with Kulkarni usually took place during the intervals betweenlectures, especially when the two of us were travelling by car or cycle rick-shaw to the next venue, or when we were waiting for a bus. In the courseof these discussions I learned, bit by bit, of the circumstances that had ledhim, a Deshastha brahmin by birth and a lawyer by profession, to declarehimself a follower of the Buddha and to dedicate his life to the task of
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making India �Buddha-minded�. It was an interesting story, and begantwenty years earlier in the Nagpur High Court.A Hindu monk from the Punjab had come and taken up residence in adeserted Shiva temple in Nagpur. The monk belonged to the Mahanu-bhava sect, the members of which worshipped not Shiva but Vishnu, par-ticularly in his avatara as Krishna, the preacher of the Bhagavad-gita andlover of the gopis or cowherd maidens. After taking up residence in thetemple, the Mahanubhava monk installed there an image of Krishna, as aresult of which the Krishna temple, as it now was, became a popular placeof worship for the local Hindus. At this point a Sanatani or �orthodox�monk who as a follower of the non-dualist philosopher Shankara was aworshipper of Shiva, filed a civil suit against the Mahanubhava monk,contending that the temple had been built by his guru and that on the lat-ter�s death he, the plaintiff, was its rightful owner. He further contendedthat the temple was a Sanatani temple and that the Mahanubhava monk,not being a Sanatani Hindu, had no right to reside there and no right tomanage the place as he was doing. Kulkarni appeared in the case for thedefendant. He had already appeared for him in the criminal case that hadpreceded the civil suit and which the Sanatani monk, then also the plain-tiff, had lost. This case did not really form part of Kulkarni�s story, and I infact learned about it only much later, on one of my subsequent visits toNagpur. In the civil suit there were three questions to be determined.What was a Hindu? Were Mahanubhavas Hindus? What was the differ-ence between a Hindu and a Sanatani Hindu? Under cross-examinationthe plaintiff defined a Hindu as one who believed in the authority of theVedas; admitted that the Mahanubhavas were Hindus; and averred thata Sanatani Hindu was one who, on the authority of the Vedas, believed �as the Mahanubhavas did not � in the caste system and untouchability. Insupport of his contention that the Mahanubhavas, though Hindus, werenot Sanatani Hindus, he called as witnesses a number of brahminpandits, the most eminent of whom Kulkarni cross-examined at somelength. From this pandit he elicited statements to the effect that the castesystem was based on birth, not on merit, that Tukaram, the famouspoet-saint of Maharashtra, despite his spiritual attainments was to beclassed as a Shudra (which he was by birth), not as a brahmin, and that theBuddha was not an authority on religion.These uncompromising statements shocked and distressed Kulkarni,the more especially as they represented the considered opinion of a brah-min pandit well versed in the Hindu scriptures. He realized that in ortho-dox Hinduism there was no place for social justice, and that the very
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people who were supposed to teach the principles of true religion werethemselves ignorant of those principles. The only remedy for such a stateof affairs, he concluded, was the Buddha. Only the Buddha could removethe evils of caste, untouchability, and communalism from the pres-ent-day Indian society. With the help of friends and well-wishers hetherefore founded in Nagpur, in 1944, a Buddha Society, with himself asSecretary. As I discovered later, the principal supporters of the little orga-nization were all Maharashtrian brahmins and all members of the legalprofession. Between Buddhism and the Nagpur bar there seemed to be adefinite connection. There was also a connection between Buddhism andthe Nagpur bench, the President of the Society being a judge of theNagpur High Court. The connection between Buddhism and the Nagpurbar, at least, was not a new one. Both then and in the course of my subse-quent visits to Nagpur, Kulkarni was wont to reminisce not only about theMahanubhava case but about some of his other experiences as a lawyer.In particular he reminisced about the legal giants, both British and Indian,who had dominated the Nagpur High Court in the days of the Raj. Promi-nent among these legendary figures was Sir Hari Singh Gour, aboutwhose forensic battles Kulkarni had many a story to tell and whom he as ayoung lawyer had evidently much admired. The name of Sir Hari SinghGour was not unknown to me. He was the author of Spirit of Buddhism, asubstantial and scholarly work on the life, teaching, and influence of theBuddha that had been published soon after my birth and which, as a teen-ager who recently had realized he was a Buddhist, I had devoured back inthe early forties.Two years after the founding of the Buddha Society Kulkarni experi-enced a further shock. In order to popularize the Buddha and make thepeople of India Buddha-minded, as he put it, he had started celebratingBuddha Jayanti every year on the Vaishakha Purnima (significantly, ithad not been celebrated in Nagpur before), and in 1946 invited TuklojiMaharaj, the well-known musician-saint of Maharashtra, to sing bhajansor devotional songs on the thrice-sacred day. Tukloji Maharaj being ex-tremely popular, and his bhajans greatly appreciated, the function was ahuge success. 20,000 people attended. Afterwards, however, as the crowddispersed, Kulkarni heard several people asking, �Who is this Buddhawhose Jayanti is being celebrated today?� These enquiries shocked anddistressed him even more than the brahmin pandit�s uncompromisingstatements had done two years earlier. That the Buddha, who was theglory of India, should be unknown in the land of his birth, was intolera-ble. It was a stigma on the fair name of India. The stigma must be re-
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moved. Who would remove it? He would undertake to do so. A fewweeks later he therefore gave up his practice as a lawyer and became ahomeless beggar for the sake of the Dharma. When he came to this part ofthe story Kulkarni was so overcome that he shed a few tears, as he woulddo on future occasions when he related it to me, and I saw that he was aman not only of iron determination but of powerful emotions. Havinggiven up his practice he paraded the streets of Nagpur every morning re-citing the Refuges and Precepts, distributing pamphlets, and calling out,�O noble sons of Bharat, arise, awake! Remove the thorn of misery and behappy! Destroy casteism, destroy communalism, destroy untouchability,destroy Brahminism! Preach the Dharma of humanity! Love mankindand glorify the Buddha!� Though he had kept this up for several years,even extending his activities beyond Nagpur, the noble sons of Bharathad so far shown little sign of responding to his appeal. The Buddha Soci-ety had not grown, being still confined more or less to a handful of brah-min lawyers. But Kulkarni was not disheartened. He still wanted to makethe people of India Buddha-minded, and was overjoyed that I was visit-ing Nagpur and that my lectures were proving a success.
At 7.30 p.m. the learned Bhikshu delivered his last lecture at theShivananda Hall of the Ramakrishna Mission. The subject of thislecture was �The Spiritual Path in Buddhism�. By this time therevered Bhikshu�s fame had spread far and wide in Nagpur andtherefore this lecture attracted a large audience. In fact the entireShivananda Hall was packed to the full. The audience was easilyabout 300 and was a distinguished one which included manyprominent persons. The meeting was presided over by SwamiBhaskeshwarananda. The revered Bhikshu in the course of hislecture pointed out how spirituality was of the essence ofBuddhism, and how there could be no progress in spiritualityunless we laid stress on ethics and on renunciation. An emphasison the Panchasila was the right emphasis in life. The learnedBhikshu further pointed out that the regular practice ofmeditation was indispensable to the higher life, and that nirvanacould be attained only by the complete elimination of the conceptof ego. The learned president in the course of his presidentialspeech profusely praised the lecturer and underlined the need forrenunciation and meditation. After the lecture was over there wasa rush towards the revered Bhikshu as everybody wanted to havea look at the young English monk.
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People seemed to be struck as much by the speaker�s youth as by the factthat he was a Westerner, as indeed had been the case in Bangalore. Notthat I was really so very young. I was in my twenty-eighth year, thoughbeing shaven-headed probably made me look younger than I actuallywas. In India religious knowledge tended to be associated with age, not-withstanding the fact that youthful � even sixteen-year-old � gurus werenot unknown to tradition.
In fact many institutions in Nagpur wanted to arrange the lectureof the learned Bhikshu but they were disappointed as theBhikshu had no time. The revered Bhikshu left Nagpur byCalcutta Mail on July 26th.

I had no time because there was an issue of the Maha Bodhi waiting to bebrought out. Otherwise I would gladly have stayed longer in Nagpur.Not only could I then have given more lectures; I could also have spentmore time with my host and his family and got to know them better. Shortthough my stay beneath their hospitable roof had been, there was alreadya good deal of warmth between us, and when the time came for us to sayour goodbyes, soon after breakfast, they were all subdued and sad.Krishna and his brother Raja, particularly, were quite affected. Krishnawas so affected, in fact, that he did not come to the station, and I was seenoff by the two elder Kulkarnis and Raja. Rather unusually, the compart-ment in which I had a reserved berth, and where the three of them sat andtalked with me until the train�s departure, was otherwise unoccupied, sothat for the early part of my journey I was able to sit back and think myown thoughts without fear of interruption. The visit had been a memora-ble one. I felt moved by all the devotion I had encountered, and won-dered what I had done to deserve it. In the course of the day only two orthree people got into the compartment, with one of whom, the Punjabimanager of a Birla concern, I had a little conversation before sleeping. Thefollowing morning, having enjoyed a good night�s rest, I talked withsome of the passengers who had joined us during the hours of darkness,including a young Bengali who turned out to be the nephew of someone Iknew and an MP from Orissa who was deeply interested in Tantric Bud-dhism. Thus the time passed pleasantly, so that when the train reachedHowrah Station I hardly noticed that we were three hours late. Soon I hadcrossed the mighty cantilevered span of Howrah Bridge and was makingmy way through the congested streets of Burrabazaar to College Squareand the Maha Bodhi Society.
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Within hours of my arrival at the headquarters building I received anasty shock. While I was away a meeting of the editorial board of theMaha Bodhi had been held, and at this meeting, as a copy of the minutesinformed me, decisions had been taken which were plainly designed tocheck me in my work for the Journal and make it virtually impossible, infact, for me to carry on. These treacherous and underhand proceedingsangered me considerably. I flatly told Silabhadra, who was the primemover in the business, that I proposed to take no notice of the editorialboard�s decisions and asked Jinaratana to call a special meeting of theboard. I then made up the August issue and the following morning, afterheated exchanges with my two yellow-robed colleagues (the third, thepacific Dharmaratana, was either away or remained in his room), begansending it to the press as usual, without going through all the channels Iwas now supposed to go through and without first obtaining the ap-proval of all the people whose approval I was now supposed to obtain.The special meeting, held a week later, was a stormy affair, but despiteSilabhadra�s determined opposition I carried the day, and with the ratherlukewarm support of Dr Kalidas Nag, the chairman of the board, and DrNalinaksha Dutt, managed to have the decisions previously taken re-scinded. What with proof-reading and counteractingthe machinations ofSilabhadra and Jinaratana (at one stage they even tried to intercept myletters to members of the governing body), the time between my arrivaland the holding of the special meeting was a busy one, so that with the ex-ception of Soratha, who lived on the premises, I could see little of my Cal-cutta friends. After the special meeting, however, I was able to see more ofthem, especially Phani Sanyal and his father and Sachin�s relations atHindustan Building. I was even able to pay a visit to the Kamalalaya bookdepartment, where I bought a copy of Gide�s If It Die.� None the less, theatmosphere at the headquarters building was such that I had no wish tostay longer than was absolutely necessary and accordingly left Calcuttaafter spending little more than a week there. Soratha, who had sympa-thized with me throughout, and who had written about my difficulties toDevapriya-ji, then still in Japan, accompanied me to Sealdah Station andsaw me off.During the daytime I talked with a Baptist missionary, and pointed outin very strong terms the shortcomings of the Christian missions. In theevening we crossed the Ganges, and from the upper deck of the paddlesteamer I watched the rose-red disc of the sun drop with increasing rapid-ity beneath the grey horizon. That night it was very warm and my berthso infested with bedbugs I was unable to sleep. Between Siliguri and
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Teesta Bridge there were some forty landslides. Once I had to transship,scrambling knee-deep in mud along the mountainside for about thirtyyards, with a sheer drop to the swollen waters of the river far below. Atmidday I reached Kalimpong � and The Hermitage. Hasta arrived soonafterwards with a companion, then Sachin�s cousin Durga, whom I hadrecently started teaching, then Sachin himself with a big bundle of mail,and finally Anand-ji. I was relieved to be back and overjoyed to be onceagain surrounded by friends.
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Chapter Eleven
BRICKBATS � AND A BOUQUET
In the Notes and News section of the August issue of the Maha Bodhi Jour-nal there appeared an item that was of more than usual interest to me. Itwas headed �Non-Theravada Articles in the Journal� and had been writ-ten not by me but by Dr Nalinaksha Dutt, who had joined the editorialboard a few months earlier. He had written it as a result of a letter that hadbeen received from Joseph Alles, the editor of the Buddhist World, a fort-nightly paper published in Colombo, complaining that the Journal waspublishing articles by Mahayana Buddhists, a practice Mr Alles seemed tothink was not only an innovation but contrary to everything for whichthe Maha Bodhi Society and its Journal were supposed to stand. As I was,effectively, the editor of the Maha Bodhi, the letter was obviously aimed atme and was not, in fact, the first brickbat to have been hurled in my direc-tion by the occupants of that citadel of supposed Buddhist orthodoxy,Theravadin Ceylon. Indeed, it was not the first brickbat to have beenhurled in my direction by the band of militant �fundamentalist�Theravadins who were responsible for conducting the Buddhist World.They had been deeply upset, even outraged, by my appointment to theeditorial board of what they insisted on regarding as a purely Theravadinpublication, and had lost no time in attacking the appointment in thepages of their fortnightly, which of course meant attacking me. JosephAlles�s letter represented a continuation of the campaign.The Buddhist World�s attack on me and my appointment, which wascouched in that paper�s usual intemperate style, was entitled �Thus AreWe Misled� and was by Dhamma Mamaka, a pseudonym that concealedthe identity of the wife of the founder and first editor of the paper, Ma-jor-General Tun Hla Oung. This article of hers was a good example of thekind of attitude that was, and unfortunately still is, characteristic of cer-tain representatives of the modern Theravada (as distinct from the



Theravada of the Pali Canon), and as Western readers of A Survey of Bud-dhism � as my Bangalore lectures became � and other writings of minemay have wondered whether my portrayal of the narrowness and big-otry of these people did not contain an element of exaggeration I repro-duce Dhamma Mamaka�s article here in full, together with a fewcomments. The article appeared in the Buddhist World of 28 April 1954, andwas featured on the front page.THUS ARE WE MISLEDBy Dhamma MamakaThe Mahabodhi, Vol 62, no 2 announces an improvement in itseditorial board consequent on the appointment of a MahayanistBhikshu (not Bhikkhu) as one of its senior members, despite hisvas. What improvement, we are entitled to ask, could be expectedfrom association with one having vetulyan ideas? Is it not aninsult to the memory of its revered Founder and the numerousTheravadins who have supported and maintained this journal forthe past 62 years to publish in its pages articles by avowedlyMahayanist contributors? It will be observed that all the fourarticles in this issue are by Mahayanists!�Vetulyan� meant heretical, the Vetulyavada being a quasi-Mahayanist,possibly Tantric, movement in early Sinhalese Buddhism that had beenforcibly suppressed by the dominant Theravada and whose name was re-garded, by modern Theravadins like Dhamma Mamaka, as synonymouswith every kind of doctrinal error and moral depravity. As for my havingbeen appointed as one of the senior members of the Maha Bodhi�s editorialboard �despite my vas�, i.e. despite my vassavasa or �rains-residence�, it wasnot clear what the writer meant by this objection. Did she mean despitethe fact that, having received the higher ordination in 1950, I had ob-served the rains-residence only thrice, and was therefore a very juniormonk, or did she mean despite the fact that for the duration of therains-residence, which lasted for three months, a monk was not allowedto travel? In either case her objection was beside the point. My being a ju-nior rather than a senior monk did not disqualify me from appointmentto the editorial board, any more than my having been appointed to thatbody in January was really incompatible with my observing the vassa-vasa later in the year.The columnist �Himavantavasi� hides under his pseudonym theMahayanist ideas of the Editor of this journal. Four columns ofhis article �In the Light of the Dhamma� have been devoted for
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the benefit of one of his staunch supporters, who, as �a sincereEuropean Buddhist� makes the preposterous suggestion to turnthe wheel of the Norm backwards. He actually dares to insult,and the columnist-editor apparently approves, the readers byasserting that the �current Theravadin system that makes thepresent [year] 2497 is incorrect�. He had even gone to the extent ofinsulting the Burmese who are sparing no pains to make the SixthBuddhist Council the great success it undoubtedly would be.The �Sincere European Buddhist� happened to be G.F. Allen (ex-BhikshuY. Siri Nyana), the scholarly author of The Buddha�s Philosophy. He was nota supporter of mine, staunch or otherwise, but simply a regular reader ofthe Maha Bodhi who had written to me in my editorial capacity. His �pre-posterous suggestion�, which according to Dhamma Mamaka amountedto a turning of the Wheel of the Norm backwards, related to the chronol-ogy of the Pali Canon. Inasmuch as such traditional stories as that inwhich Lord Buddha is said to have taught Abhidhamma to his departedmother in Tushita heaven and returned to earth to expound it to man-kind, and that the Tipitaka was rehearsed at the First Council held a fewmonths after the parinibbana, were not fact but legend, and inasmuch asthere was in existence a copious library of scholastic research into thechronology of the Pali Canon, contributed over the last half-century bythe finest scholars of Buddhism of both the East and West, did not the ap-proaching Sixth Council offer an admirable opportunity for the bestbrains of the Buddhist world to face that vitally important subject in a ra-tional and scientific manner, and work out an acceptable detailed chro-nology of the Three Pitakas? My well-meaning correspondent, who washimself a (liberal) Theravadin, ventured to offer two further suggestionsfor the Council�s agenda: that a uniform system of referencing the Pali ca-nonical quotations be introduced, and that the Council agree upon achronology of dates for the Buddhist era, the current system that madethe year 2497 being incorrect.Why this last suggestion should be regarded as an insult to the readersof the Maha Bodhi was unclear, unless the Buddhist World�s fiery contribu-tor was under the impression that the Journal�s readership was made upentirely of orthodox Theravadins, and unless she believed, likewise, thatthe Theravada was incapable of being mistaken in its chronology. It wasalso unclear in what the insult to the Burmese consisted. In fact it was un-clear whether it was the Sincere European Buddhist who had insultedthem or his friend the columnist-editor, the writer�s rage apparently hav-ing affected her ability to write coherently. But probably it was the colum-
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nist-editor. Earlier in the year I had upset some of the more conservativeBurmese Theravadins by pointing out that the Burmese pronunciation ofPali was incorrect, as well as by suggesting, in an editorial, that the moneybeing spent on building new shrines and gilding old ones should be de-voted, instead, to propagating the teachings of the Buddha. For the latteroffence the Australian-born editor of The Light of the Dhamma, the officialorgan of the Union of Burma Buddha Sasana Council, threatened mewith rebirth as a dwarf, while the Buddhist World attacked me on bothcounts in the most vitriolic terms. To these attacks I responded with twolight-hearted squibs in my Himavantavasi column and, more seriously,with an editorial on �Controversy� in which, after referring to the Bud-dha�s warning against �wordy warfare�, I quoted at length from Addison�sSpectator essay �Modes of Disputing�. The Buddhist World, I observed, haddiscovered a mode of disputing unknown to Addison, which we mightcall �arguing by abuse�.Whoever disagrees with its narrow, dogmatic and intolerantviews is at once attacked in the vilest and most virulent language.�Heretic�, �pseudo-Buddhist� and �Devadatta� are among themilder epithets with which it favours anyone whose ideas do notcoincide in every particular with its own. The leading Buddhistlayman of Ceylon, who has done more for the revival ofBuddhism than any other Sinhalese since Anagarika Dharmapala(who, by the way, had to face similar attacks even on hisdeath-bed), is assailed with accusations so wild and abuse sogross that one wonders how the paper concerned can venture todescribe itself as Buddhist. Of course it is not difficult forill-nature to disguise itself as zeal for religion, or dogmatism topose as �saddha�. In fact the paper�s official description of itsmud-slinging policy is �radiating Metta�.But regardless of whether my response to their attacks was light-heartedor serious, it saddened me that I should be the object of abuse by fellowBuddhists. When I confided my feelings to Anand-ji, however, my cynicaland worldly-minded elder brother in the Order only laughed. �If theywant to make you famous why should you worry?� he wanted to know.But I preferred not to be made famous by such means.The �Sincere European Buddhist� has asked his friend thecolumnist-editor to �see your way to making the suggestion in thecolumns of the M.B. Journal, i.e. the premier and eldestmouthpiece of our (the italics are ours) Buddhist world �
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providing, of course, that you agree as to its importance � it mightbear fruit.� We understand the agreement between these twofriends. That is why so much space has been allowed in thisjournal. It will certainly bear fruit � the rotten fruit which shouldnever have found a place in this journal. We would ask�Himavantavasi� to disclose the name of his friend, the �SincereEuropean Buddhist� or, is he ashamed or afraid to divulge it?�Himavantavasi� and people of his ilk would do well to bear inmind that the Mahabodhi is a purely Theravada publication,supported and maintained by Theravadins all these long years,and that anti-Theravadin views should not be allowed to sully itspages.I did not disclose the name of my alleged friend, the Sincere EuropeanBuddhist, as I did not wish to embroil him in my own disagreements withthe Buddhist World. Had I disclosed it, Dhamma Mamaka might well havereceived a shock, G.F. Allen having spent several years in India and Cey-lon as a monk and been highly regarded in Theravadin circles. His refer-ence to �our Buddhist world�, to which Dhamma Mamaka took suchexception, was simply an innocent acknowledgement of the fact that allBuddhists were members of a single ecumene. It did not represent a lay-ing claim to the Buddhist world on behalf of the Mahayanists, asDhamma Mamaka seems to have thought. Whether the Maha Bodhi So-ciety was a Theravadin organization, and its journal a purely Theravadinpublication, was the principal point addressed in Dr Dutt�s Notes andNews item on �Non-Theravada Articles in the Journal�, as shortly willtranspire.It would, perhaps, interest readers to know what the editor of TheWestern Buddhist says about Maha Bodhi. Here it is: �We valuehighly the encouragement given by many Buddhist periodicals,especially the most friendly welcome accorded us in the pages ofMaha Bodhi at the pen of Ven. Himavantavasi. We should do ourutmost to justify the welcome support of the Ven. Bhikkhu and tofulfil the prophecies he makes about us.� The Ven. Bhikshu is alsoa preacher of the western order!The Western Buddhist was the organ of the Western Buddhist Order,founded about two years earlier by Robert Stuart Clifton, an AmericanBuddhist, and its editor was Jack Austin, the young English bank clerkwho was one of my most faithful correspondents. Though I did not agreewith all Clifton�s ideas, and had not been too pleased at my involuntary
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co-option into his Order, I had, as Himavantavasi, indeed given the Or-der�s little journal a warm welcome on its first appearance. DhammaMamaka evidently thought that this fact would interest her readers asconstituting further evidence, if such were needed, of my Mahayana pro-clivities, the Western Buddhist Order being admittedly based on the FarEastern (Mahayana) Sangha of Japan, for which and other shortcomingsit had already been more than once castigated in the pages of the BuddhistWorld. She concluded her article by recurring to the theme that it was aninsult to the memory of Anagarika Dharmapala that Mahayanists shouldbe allowed to control the Maha Bodhi.
The Maha Bodhi Society of India must realize that it is an insult tothe memory of its reverend Founder and its numerous supportersin all parts of the Theravada world to allow Mahayanists tocontrol this valued Journal, and that the sooner they can get the�Rakshita� to �change his spots� the better it would be if itscontinuance is to be ensured for many, many years to come. Thisis the earnest wish of Theravadins. Otherwise, its knell would besounded sooner or later, sooner perhaps than later. If this were tohappen, it would indeed be a tragedy, and a success for theBhikshu!

I did not change my spots, or at least did not change them in the wayDhamma Mamaka had in mind, and continued to edit the Maha BodhiJournal and � pace her despicable suggestion that I was out to destroy it �managed to ensure its continuance as the leading English-language Bud-dhist journal until my final return to the West twelve years later. The his-tory of the Maha Bodhi Journal thereafter was one of steady decline. With�Mahayanists� no longer in control, its knell indeed sounded, and eventu-ally it ceased publication.But in 1954 all that was in the distant future. Though the August Notesand News section�s item on �Non-Theravada Articles in the Journal� hadbeen written as a result of Joseph Alles�s letter, it in fact made no mentionof that letter. Instead it took issue with Dhamma Mamaka�s article in theBuddhist World. The truth of the matter was that the nature of Alles�s letterhad at first been seriously misunderstood, and the action which, as I dis-covered on my return to Calcutta from Nagpur, had been taken by the ed-itorial board in order to restrict me in my work for the Journal, had beentaken on the basis of the misunderstanding. The letter had been received,apparently, by Silabhadra. At any rate, it was Silabhadra who had placedit before a meeting of the Governing Body, and Silabhadra who had in-
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formed the meeting that it was a complaint about the editorials that hadbeen appearing in the Society�s journal, editorials which were, as waswell known, written by me. The result was that, without those presenthaving actually read the letter for themselves, a resolution was passedupholding Alles�s complaint and, by implication, criticizing me for writ-ing the editorials. Armed with this resolution, Silabhadra was able to per-suade the editorial board to pass a resolution of its own restricting me inmy work for the Journal and making me, in effect, a tool in the hands ofhimself and the other members of the board. But Joseph Alles�s letter didnot so much as mention my editorials, as I ascertained from a perusal ofthe minutes of the Governing Body�s meeting, to which a copy of the let-ter was attached. His complaint was that the Maha Bodhi Journal was pub-lishing articles by Mahayana Buddhists, so that the resolution passed bythe Governing Body was entirely beside the point. I therefore went to seeKeshub Chandra Gupta, one of the Vice-Presidents of the Society, underwhose chairmanship the Governing Body meeting at which this resolu-tion was passed had been held.Keshub Babu was a tall, dark-complexioned, saturnine Bengali in latemiddle age whom I had seen a few times at Society functions but withwhom I was personally unacquainted. Besides being a prominent mem-ber of the Calcutta Bar, he was connected with several educational institu-tions, and was a regular contributor to leading Indian dailies andmonthlies, both English and Bengali. He was, of course, a Hindu, thoughnot a brahmin, and I was not sure how sympathetic a hearing he wouldgive to my representations, it being well known that I was no less criticalof orthodox Hinduism than I was of fundamentalist Theravada. I neednot have worried. As I proceeded with my story Keshub Babu�s heavyeyebrows elevated themselves in astonishment and he listened with in-creasing interest. The Governing Body had not understood the nature ofMr Alles�s letter, I explained, nor grasped its implications. Mr Alles hadnot complained about my editorials, as Silabhadra had led it to believe.His complaint was that the Maha Bodhi Journal was publishing articles byMahayana Buddhists, which he seemed to regard as an innovation. Thepoint to be decided by the Governing Body was, therefore, whether articlesby Mahayanists, or contributions dealing with Mahayana Buddhism, were to beexcluded from the Journal or not. In deciding this point it would have to bearin mind that neither the Society nor its Journal were limited to any sect ofBuddhism: both were international and inter-sectarian. Many membersof the Society, including the President, were Mahayanists. It would alsohave to bear in mind that articles by Maha-yanists, and articles dealing
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with Mahayana Buddhism, had appeared in the Journal ever since its in-ception. The Founder himself had written several appreciative articles onMahayana Buddhism, including one in the first issue of the Journal (May1892), and we were certainly not being unfaithful to his memory by con-tinuing the practice of publishing such articles. The Governing Bodymight also like to take note of the fact, of which it had evidently been un-aware (though Silabhadra had been well aware of it), that Mr Alles hap-pened to be the editor of the Buddhist World, a fortnightly paperpublished from Colombo that was well known for the violence and viru-lence of its attacks on Mahayana Buddhism. In view of these consider-ations, I concluded, the Governing Body should pass a fresh resolution,to the effect that a reply be sent to Mr Alles � preferably over the signatureof himself as chairman of the meeting � informing him that the Societyand its Journal were not limited to any sect of Buddhism, and that as theJournal had published articles on Mahayana Buddhism (including someby the Founder himself) from the very beginning, his complaint on thisscore could not be entertained.Experienced criminal lawyer that he was, it was not difficult for KeshubBabu to see the force of my arguments. Neither was it difficult for him tosee that Silabhadra had acted in a less than straightforward manner. Hetherefore told me that he agreed with me on all points and that if I wouldwrite to him officially he would raise the matter at the next meeting of theGoverning Body. Business thus having been dispatched to our mutualsatisfaction, we turned to other topics, and spent the rest of the eveningdiscussing Buddhism and literature.My next step was to have the decisions that the editorial board hadtaken in my absence rescinded. This I did at the special meeting of theboard that I had asked Jinaratana to convene, though I did not manage todo it without coming into violent conflict with Silabhadra, who was de-termined that the decisions should not be rescinded and who seemed, infact, to share Joseph Alles�s � and Dhamma Mamaka�s � conviction thatthe Maha Bodhi Journal was a purely Theravadin publication. In the courseof our rather heated exchange I confronted him with the deception hehad practised on the Governing Body, as well as on the editorial board it-self, and took him severely to task for his treacherous and underhand be-haviour. My language was rather strong, perhaps stronger than it shouldhave been to such an old man (Silabhadra was more than twice my age,and was to die the following year), but I was outraged that one who did solittle for the Journal should seek to obstruct my own efforts on its behalfand exasperated, moreover, by the obstinacy with which he continued to
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maintain his position even when it had been shown to be without foun-dation.The result of my meeting with Keshub Chandra Gupta, and of my hav-ing the editorial board�s decisions rescinded, was that I was able to leaveCalcutta for Kalimpong secure in the knowledge that I was still the de factoeditor of the Journal and free to operate without the restrictionsSilabhadra had sought to impose on me. A few days after my returnSachin brought me, along with the rest of the mail, my copies of the Au-gust issue of the Maha Bodhi, in which there appeared, as the second itemin the Notes and News section, Dr Dutt�s �Non-Theravada Articles in theJournal�.My scholarly colleague did not express himself as forcibly as I mighthave done, but he expressed himself forcibly enough, his contribution be-ing in fact based upon an editorial on �Our Policy� that I had sent KeshubBabu � along with the official letter for which he had asked � but whichhad not been used. Moreover, though he had given me only lukewarmsupport at the special meeting of the editorial board, soft-spoken, bespec-tacled Dr Dutt was, I knew, very much of my own way of thinking withregard to the Maha Bodhi Journal. When I saw him in his room at the Uni-versity, where he was Head of the Department of Pali, the day after themeeting, he indeed went so far as to characterize Silabhadra�s attitude asnarrow-minded and bigoted. Thus it did not surprise me that althoughthe item of which he was author could have been more forcibly written,he should have struck, in his opening paragraph, a sufficiently stern anddecisive note.A recent pseudonymous article published in the Buddhist World (28April 1954) of Colombo, he declared, had dragged in the name of the Soci-ety�s founder Anagarika Dharmapala without giving sufficient thoughtto the magnanimity of his outlook expressed in the early issues of theMaha Bodhi Journal in these words:
The Society representing Buddhism in general, not only singleaspects of it, shall preserve absolute neutrality with respect to thedoctrines and dogmas taught by sections and sects among theBuddhists. It is not lawful for anybody, whether a member or not,to attempt to make it responsible, as a body, for his own views.Membership being open to all, whether professed Buddhists ornot, the Society is bound to guarantee them their rights asneutrals. It will be equally ready to publish expositions of allBuddhist sects, but without committing itself to any one.
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Dharmapala�s outlook had indeed been a magnanimous one, as I wellknew, from having written about the Anagarika�s life two years earlier,and the noble statement cited by Dr Dutt served to make it clear, once andfor all, whether or not the Society and its Journal were the exclusive prop-erty of the Theravadins. Dr Dutt also drew attention to the fact that thewriter of �Thus Are We Misled� had even shut �his� eyes to the cover of theJournal in which it was clearly stated that �the Maha Bodhi is a monthlyJournal of International Buddhist Brotherhood�. He then proceeded toshow that out of the four articles complained of as being by Mahayaniststhree established nothing but Theravadin points of view, while the fourthpaper was a descriptive one, giving information about later Buddhismwhich, the editors considered, should be made known to the TheravadinBuddhists. As regards the particular exception that had been taken to theremarks of a �Sincere European Buddhist� who had attached more valueto the results of critical scholarship than to orthodox beliefs, such viewsadmittedly might not appeal to all Buddhists but there were Ceylonesescholars like Prof. Malalasekera and others who adhered to the formerviews. (Dr Dutt was evidently unaware that along with ChristmasHumphreys, Robert Stuart Clifton, and me, G.P. Malalasekara was one ofthe Buddhist World�s principal bêtes noires, and that it was constantly at-tacking him.) Finally, though probably upset by the names of the contri-butors, the writer of �Thus Are We Misled� should, on the contrary, haveappreciated that so many foreigners had been attracted to Buddhism andhad studied the Pali texts in order to find out what Buddhism really was.Thus my scholarly colleague. Though disappointed that my editorialon �Our Policy� had not been used, I could see that it was better thatDhamma Mamaka�s allegations should be refuted in the Notes and Newssection of the Journal rather than in an editorial, which would have giventhe Buddhist World more importance than it deserved. In any case, mypolicy of printing articles by Buddhists of all persuasions had been amplyvindicated, and the brickbats hurled at me from Theravadin Ceylon hadfallen short of their mark.But if brickbats were sometimes hurled in my direction I was also the re-cipient of the occasional bouquet. Not long after my return to Kalimpongthere arrived at The Hermitage a copy of The Mysorean, self-described as�a National Weekly with an International Outlook�. It contained an articleby M.A. Venkata Rao, a literary member of the Indian Institute of Cultureto whom, on my departure from Bangalore, I had presented a completeset of Stepping-Stones. Clearly the gift had not been wasted. The article,which was entitled �Poison � But Also Nectar�, bore the sub-title �When
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East meets West the fruit is sometimes of uncommon value�, and it wasabout me. Bhikshu Sangharakshita�s lectures at the Indian Institute ofCulture that year had shown him as a scholarly student of Buddhist lorewith a remarkable gift for clear and attractive exposition, the writer wasso good as to declare. But the puzzle remained as to why attraction to-wards ancient Buddhist teachings should have led a young Britisher toburn his boats and become a bhikshu. Were not specialization, assimila-tion, and even exposition possible without accepting sannyas and formalmonasticism and binding oneself to the limitations of historicaldogmatical schools? Whatever the answer to that question, a glimpse intothe discourses and poems contained in the twenty numbers ofStepping-Stones revealed, in the writer�s opinion, �a singularly attractivepersonality. One gets the impression that here we have one of the ro-mances of the inner life of our times.� Though the meeting of East andWest had generated much poison it had also brought forth nectar (as inthe puranic story of the churning of the ocean by gods and asuras), thenectar of immortality.Not that the bhikshu�s case was unique. A whole series of earnest andinspired Westerners, touched by something deep and unfathomable inEastern tradition, had devoted themselves heart and soul to the service ofthe Asian peoples. Such, in India, had been Sister Nivedita, C.F. Andrews,and Miraben, and such now were Sri Krishna Prem and Father VerrierElwin. What, then, made this British youngster come to India at the earlyage of nineteen at the height of the war of world powers (1944), castingout the pride of race and empire? And what sustained his resolve and car-ried him into the fold of Buddhist monasticism, in this age of secularism?Venkata Rao thought Stepping-Stones revealed much of the answer.
The young bhikshu (he is now 29) is a poet and has a genuinelyaesthetic temperament. His discourses and poems show a perfectand attractive fusion of poetic and spiritual strains. The appeal ofbeauty in life and nature overflows naturally into the sense of thetranscendental. We find here a variant of the new kind of priest,preacher or interpreter of spiritual things, of which there is agreat need everywhere. For the bhikshu has approached theBuddhist scriptures, not as an orientalist or unattached scholarbut as a thirsty soul seeking the water of everlasting life. And thelittle magazine is full of the appealing result.

Though I had certainly not achieved a perfect fusion of the poetic andspiritual strains of my own nature, I could appreciate that there was a
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need for a new kind of priest, preacher, or interpreter of spiritual things,and it was interesting that my Bangalore friend should see me as a variantof such a figure. Lama Govinda, I knew, believed that religion and poetry� indeed religion and all forms of art � were closely connected. In his In-troduction to The Veil of Stars, my little (as yet unpublished) volume of po-etic aphorisms, he had expressed his belief that �It was the poet inSangharakshita that led him to the religious life, and it was the path of re-nunciation that enabled him to see the world in a wider and truer per-spective, which is the hall-mark of genuine poetry.� He had also gone onto quote the words of Novalis: �Poets and priests were one in the begin-ning, and only later times have separated them. The real poet, however,has always remained priest, just as the real priest has always remainedpoet.� In my essay �The Religion of Art�, written the previous year, I had af-firmed my belief that art and religion overlapped, and that just as therewas in religion a constituent that was aesthetic, so there was also in art aconstituent that was religious. The essay indeed concluded with the dec-laration that the Religion of Art, as I called it, was peculiarly fitted to pro-duce a kind of character, a type of spiritual personality, which would bethe living embodiment of the fact that Religion and Art were in essenceone, and that Beauty was not merely Truth, but Goodness as well. Notthat I thought of my own character or personality as constituting such anembodiment. I still saw myself as simply a monk who wrote poetry, eventhough there were moments when aesthetic experience and spiritual ex-perience seemed to coincide. Perhaps I needed to redefine my identity.Be that as it may, having given a thumb-nail sketch of the youngbhikshu�s temperament Venkata Rao turned to Kalimpong, the placewhere he had settled, which he described at some length and in the mostgrandiloquent terms. Situated on a foothill of the Himalayan range,within sight of Kanchenjunga peak (which bore an unearthly purity andsplendour when the clouds lifted), with the deep and narrow river flow-ing and turning upon itself, skirting deep gorges between hills, coveredwith evergreen forests of sal and deodar, hills whose tops dotted the hori-zon all round, leading up on the north to the ice-clad Himalayan peaks inmid-sky, as it were, with houses peeping through foliage round the slopesof the hills at all levels, and the central road becoming the market road atthe Tenth Mile � Kalimpong was a dream of restful and various beauty,wrapped in translucent, lambent radiance all its own. Beyond the Hima-layas lay the mysterious land of Buddhist Tibet, �fabled still to containteachers of primeval wisdom.� From Tibet, via one of my poems, it was notdifficult for the writer to make the transition to reincarnation and karma,
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and from these to some of the topics with which I had dealt in my dis-courses, as he called my articles, from the �stepping-stones� of right con-duct, meditation, and wisdom, to the Bodhisattva Ideal, and from thesimple life to the nature of Buddhahood. Unfortunately, Venkata Rao�sappreciation of my having worked out for myself �an appealing form ofMahayana Buddhism through which a positive spiritual idealism gleamsforth, not in technicalities but in terms of thought and feeling while seek-ing out the higher values of life� was vitiated, for me, by his typicallyHindu insistence on seeing this as constituting a return, by an alternativeroute, to Upanishadic idealism. None the less I was pleased with the arti-cle. It really was a bouquet, even if among the flowers there was a weed ortwo. I particularly appreciated the writer�s pointing out the way in whichthe sights and sounds of Kalimpong, besides forming a natural back-ground to my thoughts, provided much of the symbolism and imagery ofthe �discourses� and poems. And of course I appreciated his quoting fromthree of my poems, even if his attribution to �Messengers from Tibet� of a�certain eerie lilt recalling Yeats and Walter de la Mare� rather puzzled me.My poems were very much in my mind at the time. Forty-five of them,most of which had been contributed originally to various magazines, hadrecently been brought out by a Bombay publishing house under the titleMessengers from Tibet and Other Poems, and notices had already begun toappear. The Illustrated Weekly of India, in an unsigned review that wasprobably by the English-born editor, Mr Mandy, characterized this myfirst publication in book form as �a pleasant volume, mainly religious anddescriptive in tone�. The idiom was conservative and the rhythmmellifluent; there was no great depth of thought behind the imagery,which was purely factual for the most part, as for example in �MountainMist�, from which the reviewer proceeded to quote. �A poet of gentle sen-timents and wistful longings, Bhikshu Sangharakshita consistently em-ploys straight rhymes, of a studiously correct and simple nature, and onefeels that had he resorted occasionally to well-contrived assonance, theresult would have been more effective.� I was best, the reviewer thought,in my shorter lyrics, some of which had �a strong flavour of the work ofWalter de la Mare.� Miss I.B. Horner, the distinguished translator of theVinaya-Pitaka, reviewing the collection in the Maha Bodhi, concentratedon the fact that the author of �these charming and happy poems�, as shecalled them, was deeply in the debt and under the spell of India, that�great and beautiful land, with her kindliness, patience and age-old wis-dom, the birthplace of �the Lord of Compassion��, that �Void-born Com-passion diamond-hard and petal-tender� to which I appealed in
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�Invocation�. Several of the poems, she pointed out, had India, �with hersnowy mountains, her rivers, plains and villages, her flowers, her sun-shine, mists and rain as the fount and as the symbols of man�s adventuresas he strives and aspires to fulfil the spiritual growth for which theTeaching of the Buddha provides a Way, a Track of �sunward-mountinggolden stages�.� She also drew attention to the fact that the poems were�happy� because their inspiration stemmed from Buddhism, and in Bud-dhism there was nothing sad, dismal, or depressing.Having a book published, it has been said, is one of the all-time mostsatisfying experiences. A good part of the satisfaction lies in presentingcopies to one�s friends. One of the first recipients of Messengers from Tibetwas Clare Cameron, the pixie-like former editor of the Buddhist Society�sjournal The Middle Way. The volume was in fact dedicated to her. Tenyears earlier I had shown her the best of my youthful verses and she hadgiven me, in the course of a walk in Kensington Gardens, the benefit ofsome very sound criticism for which I was still grateful. Recipients of thevolume nearer home included Sachin, Dawa, the Anagarika, Joe, and, ofcourse, Dr Hudson (still settled comfortably in Darjeeling), who had de-frayed the cost of publication. When I handed Joe his copy the hypercriti-cal upasaka could not forbear heaving a small brickbat of his own in mydirection. Glaring through his spectacles at the cream-coloured little vol-ume as though it was something the cat had brought in, he professedhimself extremely disappointed. Why, for the generous sum Dr Hudsonhad given me he had expected to see a handsome dee luxe edition, printedon the best hand-made paper, lavishly illustrated by a well-knownBombay artist, and with beautifully designed endpapers and a wateredsilk marker! But there it was. I had done things in my own way, as I alwaysdid. I had not consulted anybody, least of all him, with the result that thepublishers had swindled me and Dr Hudson�s money had been wasted.Joe�s outburst momentarily confounded me. Dr Hudson had given meseven hundred and fifty rupees, this being what the publishers had askedfor bringing out my poems, and from what I knew of printing and bind-ing costs in Calcutta their demand was not unreasonable. None the less Iwas sufficiently disturbed to write to Sophia Wadia, in whose Aryan Patha brief notice of Messengers from Tibet had appeared, asking her if shethought I had been swindled. Her reply was unequivocal. Seven hun-dred and fifty rupees was not a great deal of money, and I could rest as-sured that the book had been produced to as high a standard as could beexpected for that sum. Joe remained unconvinced, and not only refusedto retract his brickbat but before long was assuring Dr Hudson that it was
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useless for anyone to give me money as I was totally impractical and al-ways wasted it.Brickbats and bouquets were, it seemed, an integral part of mundaneexistence. Sometimes there were more of the former, sometimes more ofthe latter, but one never experienced the one without sooner or later expe-riencing the other. The wisest course was to treat them as one should, ac-cording to Kipling�s famous poem, treat those two impostors Triumphand Disaster, that is, �just the same�, or else be, in the words of the MangalaSutta, one of those �whose mind does not shake� when touched by the�eight worldly conditions� of pleasure and pain, gain and loss, praise andblame, fame and infamy. Not that the wisest course was necessarily theeasiest, especially to someone as sensitive as I was to people�s emotionalreactions to me and as liable, moreover, to fluctuations of mood � fluctua-tions which, more often than not, found expression only in my poetry.Nevertheless, conscious of the need to develop equanimity I did my bestto be neither cast down by Dhamma Mamaka�s (and Joe�s) brickbats norelated by Venkata Rao�s bouquet, and carried on with my work for Bud-dhism and the local people. As usual, this included the giving of a gooddeal of personal tuition. After my return to Kalimpong I had resumedteaching Sachin and Meera (the latter at her home, whenever I happenedto be visiting there) and had started teaching Durga, Sachin�s six-teen-year-old cousin, History and English Literature. Sweet-natured butinclined to be taciturn, Durga lived near Sixth Mile, and in the evening,after giving him his lessons, I sometimes walked a mile or two down theroad with him, instead of going up the road to Sachin�s place. I alsostarted teaching the Anagarika, or Thupten Chhokyi as she now was,having been ordained as a shramaneri or novice nun by Dhardo Rimpochethat summer. In her case the lessons were meant to serve the double pur-pose of helping her improve her English and deepen her knowledge ofBuddhism (not to mention satisfying her chronic need for attention), butthey did not continue for long, as after a few weeks the ever-restlessFrenchwoman decided she would be better off back in Darjeeling.I was not sorry to see her go, for though intellectually stimulating shewas extremely demanding, and had taken to complaining about theRimpoche�s supposed lack of interest in her in a way I did not like. Be-sides, I had not forgotten B.P. Wadia�s request that I should write out myBangalore lectures for publication in book form and wanted to set to workas soon as possible. This was not proving easy to arrange. Not that givingtuition was the only thing that took up my time. There were meetings tobe organized, letters to be written (usually I wrote several a day), and visi-

BR ICKBATS � AND A BOUQUET 173



tors to be received, as well as the Maha Bodhi Journal to be edited. Even-tually, however, on the last day of August, I seated myself at the ricketygate-legged table that served me as a desk, spread out my lecture notes,and started writing. �The importance of Right Motive, of a correct attitudeof mind, is emphasized more strongly in Buddhism than in any otherform of traditional teaching,� I wrote. Work on the first chapter of ASurveyof Buddhism had begun! Two hours later, having filled several foolscapsheets, I put down my pen and walked out into the garden. Despite therain, the sun was shining brilliantly. Looking up into the sky, I saw a rain-bow. According to Tibetan Buddhist belief the appearance of a rainbowwas an auspicious sign. Double and triple rainbows had spanned mypath when, almost exactly seven years ago, I had �gone forth� from homeinto the homeless life. This was a single rainbow. None the less, I hoped itsappearance was auspicious and that, now I had started writing the Sur-vey, I would be able to get on with the work without too many interrup-tions.

174 I N THE S IGN OF THE GOLDEN WHEEL



Chapter Twelve
CRAIGSIDE
In a long autobiographical poem written in 1949, when I was staying withKashyap-ji in Benares, I had described myself as roaming, after the havocwrought by war,

Without a friend, without a home,For many a year, with unquiet breast,Perplexed between the East and West.
In this there undoubtedly was an element of hyperbole. I was perplexedbetween East and West only in the sense that, notwithstanding VenkataRao�s eulogy, I had not yet succeeded in integrating the East as repre-sented by Buddhism, with the West, as represented by English (and Euro-pean) literature, and in particular by English poetry. Though a keenstudent of the Pali Canon and the great Mahayana sutras, of Shantidevaand Ashvaghosha, I was still an avid reader of Shakespeare and Milton,Wordsworth and Shelley, besides a host of lesser names. My spiritual lifeseemed to derive nourishment from both streams of inspiration. ThoughI had not roamed entirely friendless (had not Buddharakshita shared mylife for two years and more?) since my departure from England ten yearsearlier I had certainly been without a home. Indeed, for the last sevenyears, ever since the be-rainbowed day on which I had �gone forth� fromhome into homelessness, I had been formally pledged to being withoutone. None the less, from the time of my arrival in Kalimpong I had led acomparatively settled life. After six months as the (eventually unwanted)guest of the Dharmodaya Vihara and six months as the guest of the exiledPrince and Princess of Burma, I had moved into The Hermitage, where Ihad now lived for more than three years and which had become thecentre of my activities. But if I was in any danger of forgetting that thesemi-derelict frame building was not my home, and that I was in reality a



homeless wanderer, I was soon to be given a sharp reminder of the truestate of affairs. In the middle of October, when I had been working on thefirst chapter of the Survey for no more than six weeks, I received a curtmessage from the landlord. The Hermitage was going to be pulled downand rebuilt, and we would have to vacate the place.Whether the landlord ever intended to rebuild, or whether he simplywanted us out so that he could accommodate some of the drivers of hisexpanding fleet of taxis and buses, I never discovered. There was cer-tainly no rebuilding during my remaining years in Kalimpong, nor was itlong after my departure before wild-looking men who may well havebeen drivers were to be seen occupying my old abode with their families.Whatever the landlord�s real reason for giving us notice may have been,the fact was that I had to find fresh accommodation for myself and theKalimpong branch of the Maha Bodhi Society. Fortunately this did nottake me long, nor did we have to go very far. Jutting from the hillside onthe other side of the road, directly opposite The Hermitage, there was aspur, and strung out along this spur, at increasingly lower levels, therewere three bungalows. At the base of the spur, immediately below theroad, stood Glengarry, the biggest of the three, which was surrounded bytall privet hedges and occupied by Mrs Hamilton, the elderly, grim-facedAnglo-Indian widow with whom I sometimes had morning coffee. Onthe far end of the spur stood an anonymous bungalow that was occupied,during the summer months, by a Bengali family from the plains. In be-tween the two, but nearer Glengarry, whose well kept privet hedges tow-ered like a green wall above its red rooftiles, stood Craigside, a modestpukka building with a generous expanse of front lawn and a fewrose-bushes. Craigside was occupied by cheery, pipe-smoking MajorCummins, the retired commander of a Gurkha regiment, who strodeabout the town in khaki shirt and shorts and was much saluted by Nepa-lese ex-servicemen and others. We were not unacquainted; each occa-sionally dropped in on the other for a cup of tea, and soon after my returnfrom Calcutta I had borrowed his gramophone in order to play some ofCaptain Lalkaka�s records. On my returning the device he told me that hewould be moving to Darjeeling shortly, as he wanted to be nearer some ofhis old comrades-in-arms. At the time the information meant little ornothing to me, but on receiving our landlord�s message I remembered itand at once went to see Major Cummins, who not only confirmed that hewas moving to Darjeeling shortly, in fact that very month, but also gaveme the address of his Marwari landlord. The upshot was that by the end
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of October Major Cummins had moved out of Craigside and I had movedin.The business of moving did not take long. Apart from pictures andcrockery, which with Major Cummins�s agreement I had sent down sepa-rately a couple of days earlier, my worldly goods comprised little morethan robes and bedding, a few aluminium cooking pots, several dozenbundles of Stepping-Stones, a typewriter, and the handsome glass-frontedbookcase I had recently had made for my growing collection of books. Allthe same, they filled the back of the jeep I had hired for the occasion, andas we negotiated the track leading to my new abode I could not but re-flect, somewhat ruefully, that whereas I had arrived in Kalimpong withno more baggage than I could carry myself I now had fifteen or twentytimes that amount. If one stayed very long in one place, it seemed, posses-sions had a way of multiplying, which was probably why the Buddha notonly had restricted the personal belongings of his monk followers to justeight items but had exhorted them, moreover, to spend the greater part ofthe year wandering from village to village and town to town. That even-tually the majority of them settled permanently in one spot, there to en-joy the use of corporate monastic property, was another story, and onewith which I would be concerned in the second chapter of the Survey. Butalthough my worldly goods now filled a jeep, they at least did not includeany furniture, other than the glass-frontedbookcase. The Hermitage hav-ing been let to us furnished, that is to say, equipped with a table and chairsand two or three wooden bed-platforms, I had not needed to acquire anyfurniture. The same was the case with Craigside, which was also let fur-nished. The only difference was that the furniture in my new quarterswas of a better kind, the table being a real dining-room table and the bedsreal beds, with springs and mattresses such as I had not seen for years andwith which I could well have dispensed. Better or not better, the furniturewas soon re-arranged, and within a few hours of their being unloaded mybelongings had been distributed among the various rooms.There were three principal rooms in the bungalow, which wasL-shaped and flanked by an outhouse containing three much smallerrooms, the middle one of which was the kitchen. In the biggest room,which occupied the body of the L, I installed on a table beneath the case-ment window at the far end our three Buddha images, one standing andtwo sedent, thus transforming the apartment into our new � and muchmore spacious � shrine-room. This meant that we would be unable tohave a games room, as there was no other room in the bungalow capableof accommodating our full-size ping-pong table. Not that I regretted the
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loss of the games room. On the contrary, I had for some time past beenwanting to phase out our recreational activities, which in any case were alegacy from our earlier days as the YMBA, and to lay greater emphasis onthe more specifically religious activities that were appropriate to our pos-ition as a branch of the Maha Bodhi Society. One of the results of our mov-ing from The Hermitage to Craigside was that this could happen quitenaturally, rather than it being the result of a definite decision on my part.Far from regretting that we now had no games room, I therefore did noteven regret our having had to leave The Hermitage, despite the associa-tions the place had come to have for me. In some ways I was even glad toleave. For the last few months relations with the angry-looking driverwho, with his large family, occupied the tiny cottage at the far end of thegarden, had not been very happy. On my return from Calcutta he com-plained that during my absence our members had torn up a number ofletters that had arrived for him, a charge the latter all vigorously denied.Moreover, for the last eight or nine months he had refused to pay hisshare of our joint electricity bill (the cottage was supplied by an extensionfrom The Hermitage, and the account was rendered in my name), alleg-ing that the responsibility for paying it rested with the landlord, who wasalso his employer. The landlord apparently did not recognize any such re-sponsibility, and if I was not to continue paying for the driver�s electricityI had either to disconnect the extension or deduct his share of the bill fromour rent each month, neither of which courses I was keen to pursue. Thelandlord�s announcement that The Hermitage was to be pulled downand rebuilt, which served to resolve the impasse, therefore came as some-thing of a relief. My only real regret at our leaving The Hermitage was forthe loss of the garden up and down the gravel path of which I had so oftenwalked, either thinking about my next lecture or composing a poem, orsimply listening to the bird calls and enjoying the silent companionshipof the flowering trees and shrubs. If The Hermitage was pulled down andrebuilt the garden would, I hoped, be spared.But man is an adaptable creature. Within a matter of days I had ceasedto regret the loss of the garden, or even to think about it very much, andhad begun to feel as though I � and the Kalimpong branch of the MahaBodhi Society � had been at Craigside for years. This feeling was duepartly to the fact that my personal routine continued virtually un-changed, as did the rhythm of our more public activities. On the very dayafter we moved in there was a dana party. It was arranged by Dr Hudson,who a few weeks earlier had left Darjeeling to live a mile or so down theroad at a house called Winston (there was another nearby called Chur-
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chill). According to her, the dana party was a traditional Buddhist institu-tion, and she had come to know about it during a visit to Burma. In a lettersent out over her signature, our members and friends were invited tocome and see our new premises (I had to type the letters, Dr Hudson�stypewriter having broken down) and to bring with them gifts in cash or inkind. Not many people actually turned up, though a number sent gifts ofone kind or another, from small sums of money to household items.Among those who did come were our two most generous donors, the fas-cinating Princess Pema Tsedeun (�Coo-Coo La�), the eldest daughter ofthe Maharaja of Sikkim, and her husband Mr Pheunkhang. Though Iknew Princess Pema Tsedeun fairly well, I think it was the first time I hadmet her husband, who had probably been away in Lhasa.Pheunkhang-seor Pheunkhang Junior, as he was known, his father beingstill alive, was a pink-cheeked, affable young Tibetan nobleman, the de-scendant of the families of two previous Dalai Lamas, who some yearslater, when we were near neighbours, became quite a close friend. Theday after the dana party I resumed work on the Survey, and a week afterthat we celebrated the full moon day in our new shrine-room with an in-augural puja at which I spoke on the Buddha�s famous �Song of Victory�.Thus the days and weeks went by, and as autumn gave way to winter Iwas able to become more and more deeply involved in my writing. Some-times I wrote sitting out on the little veranda, from which I could look upat the increasingly clear blue of the sky and at the dazzling whiteness ofthe ever more frequently visible snows. Not that I was never interrupted,even in the mornings, when I was supposedly incommunicado. More of-ten than not, the interruptions took the form of visitors, both expectedand unexpected. One of my earliest visitors was Vilasak, a novice monkfrom the Dharmodaya Vihara who had no money for necessaries andwhom I promised to help. Another was Dr Ravi Singh, Sachin�s cheerfuland good-natured father, who came with Mrs Singh and Meera to see thenew premises. There was also a visit, one fine morning towards the end ofthe month, from tall, white-haired Mrs Barnet, a widow who lived withher unmarried elder sister in a big house not far from Joe. According to thewoman-wary upasaka, she wanted to marry him and was always givinghim opportunities of proposing to her. However, their tête-à-têtes were in-variably interrupted by the flirtatious, girlishly-attired elder sister, whoalso had her eye on Joe and who, to Mrs Barnet�s annoyance and Joe�s re-lief, would come flouncing in at the critical moment.My own acquaintance with the husband-hungry widow was muchslighter, being more or less limited to the occasion when, two years earlier,
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she had invited me to lunch and shown me some black kittens for whomshe was anxious to find good homes. When I enquired whether they weremale or female she replied that she would have to ask the servants, as�they always know about such things�. On the present occasion she hadcome not to dispose of unwanted kittens but to ask me if I would speak toDr Hudson about renting her house. Like other United Kingdom citizensleft high and dry by the retreating tide of the Raj she was worried abouther future in an independent India, especially as a feme sole with a penni-less sister to support, and wanted to let or sell her house and move to Eng-land. Eventually, Dr Hudson being already suited, she sold out to a localbusinessman, said goodbye to Kalimpong and her hopes of marrying Joe,and went to live in the Home Counties. Soon Joe was being inundatedwith heart-rending letters of complaint. England was unbelievably ex-pensive. She and her sister were living in a top floor back room with noamenities and had to do all their own work, even to the extent of carryingbuckets of water up three flights of stairs. Bitterly did she regret giving upher big house, her beautiful garden, and her band of devoted servants.Mrs Barnet was an unexpected visitor. Around the middle of DecemberI had a whole cluster of visitors whose arrival was not only expected buteven, in the case of one of them, eagerly anticipated. This especially wel-come visitor was Dhardo Rimpoche, who came accompanied by LobsangPhuntsok. Like me, the Rimpoche had moved since our first meeting theprevious year. He had moved, a few months earlier, from Sherpa Buildingat Tirpai, where he occupied a flat above the ground floor one formerlyoccupied by Joe, to the Old Bhutan Palace at Eleventh Mile. The Old Bhu-tan Palace, so called to distinguish it from Bhutan House farther up theroad, which had been built in the thirties, was a large, two-storey woodenstructure in the traditional Bhutanese style of architecture. Once it musthave been a magnificent sight. Now, though still impressive on account ofits size and noble proportions, it was so shabby and in such a state of dis-repair as to resemble the ruined mansion so graphically described in theWhite Lotus Sutra�s �Parable of the Burning House�. Dhardo Rimpochelived in a suite of rooms on the first floor, where I had seen him the pre-vious week and invited him to visit Craigside and give us his blessing. Intwo of the big downstairs rooms classes in Tibetan had been started, it be-ing the Rimpoche�s ambition to establish a school where Tibetan boys andgirls could study both the Dharma and modern subjects through the me-dium of their own language, instead of being obliged, as so many of themwere, to attend Christian missionary schools where non-Buddhist andeven anti-Buddhist values were inculcated. Soon after his arrival at
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Craigside Dhardo Rimpoche was joined by Geshe Wangyal, who had notyet left for America and whom I had also invited. With the assistance ofthe Geshe and his personal attendant, a rather dour-looking monk whohad been with him for many years, he then performed the traditional Ti-betan ceremony of purification and blessing, after which he and LobsangPhuntsok discussed with me their plans for a Tibetan school. I was al-ready familiar with those plans. They were part of a bigger plan, for thecreation of an Indo-Tibetan Buddhist Cultural Institute, also to be located,for the time being at least, at the Old Bhutan Palace. In fact I had alreadyagreed, at Lobsang�s request, to draw up the rules of the Institute. Duringthe weeks that followed his and the Rimpoche�s visit, the young ex-monkofficer was a frequent visitor to Craigside, with the result that I not onlybecame better acquainted with their plans for the Institute but agreed togive a fortnightly lecture under its auspices. I also promised to help himwrite the chapter on Tibetan Buddhism he had undertaken to contributeto a book on the Path of the Buddha that was being brought out by anAmerican publisher.My most frequent visitor during this period, however, apart from myregular students, was Thupten Chhokyi, who having changed her mindabout being better off back in Darjeeling was now again in Kalimpong.Restless as ever, she was staying up at Tirpai in someone�s outhouse, andwas hoping to be able to move into a cave she had discovered in the hill-side just above the village, by the side of the track leading to Dailo. Mean-while, she spent a good part of each day at Craigside, arriving as soon as itwas light and joining me in my puja and meditation. In the week or so fol-lowing my removal to the new premises she had a reason for being somuch in evidence there, having taken on the responsibility for arrangingthe shrine-room and sewing the maroon silk hangings. This task she ac-complished with her usual energy, and on the whole I was pleased withthe result, even though there were perhaps rather too many frills and fur-belows for some tastes. Unfortunately, the fact that she had worked sohard on the shrine-room led to her developing a proprietary attitude to-wards it and even towards Craigside. Sometimes I thought she was de-veloping a proprietary attitude towards me. She certainly resented myspending so many hours a week teaching Sachin, Durga, and my otherstudents, an activity she frankly regarded as being a sheer waste of time,especially as it meant I had less time to spare for her and her problemsthan I might otherwise have had. For Durga, in particular, she appearedto feel something akin to hatred, and would dart in his direction, when-ever she saw me giving him a lesson, venomous glances that gave mean-
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ing to the expression �if looks could kill�. Durga, for his part, remainedunperturbed by the Frenchwoman�s hostility, only remarking once, aftershe had gone, that he could not imagine anyone less like a Buddhist nun,who was supposed to be the very embodiment of gentleness and com-passion.Poor Ani-la (as the Tibetans called her, Ani-la or �Reverend Auntie� be-ing the customary way of referring to, or addressing, a female monastic),she was her own worst enemy! Though loud in her demands for help, es-pecially for help with her Tibetan studies, and bitter in her complaintswhen that help was not forthcoming, she invariably acted in such a wayas to frustrate the efforts of those who were trying to help her. At her re-quest, Dhardo Rimpoche had arranged for her to read a Tibetan text withhis dour-looking personal attendant. She soon tired of this, however, thetext being of a simple, devotional character, and began plying the monkwith questions about the Madhyamika philosophy, a subject which hehad not studied and which she, in any case, did not know Tibetan nearlywell enough to be able to discuss properly. Moreover, she was in the habit,when having her lesson, of sitting as close to him as possible, sometimessqueezing herself up against him and even leaning so far across him as tobe almost sitting in his lap. Such behaviour he, as a monk, found ex-tremely embarrassing. So embarrassing did he find it that he eventuallybegged the Rimpoche to relieve him of the responsibility of teaching sucha pupil. This the Rimpoche had no alternative but to do, with the resultthat Ani-la became more than ever convinced that Dhardo Rimpoche wasnot really interested in her and had no desire to help her.She could not have been more wrong. During the last two or threemonths, ever since the discontinuance of her lessons with GelongLobsang, as the dour-looking personal attendant was called, DhardoRimpoche and Lobsang Phuntsok had more than once jointly consultedme, with every sign of concern, about the reason for the terrible mentalstates into which she tended to fall and what the three of us could do tohelp her become a better and happier person. So far we had been unableto come to any definite conclusion. But if our consultations brought noimmediate benefit to Ani-la, they at least had the effect of strengtheningthe ties between Dhardo Rimpoche and Lobsang Phuntsok, on the onehand, and me on the other, and now that I was co-operating with them intheir plans for a school and a cultural institute those ties were becomingstronger still. Not that Ani-la was left entirely without help. Somehow Ifound myself acting as an intermediary between her and the Rimpoche,especially when she wanted to communicate something which, she was
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convinced, he would not understand unless it was accompanied by de-tailed explanations from me. Once I was in the uncomfortable position ofhaving to ascertain from him whether a certain activity, in certain circum-stances, did or did not amount to (female) masturbation and, therefore, toa breach of the Vinaya or monastic code. Not that I felt particularly un-comfortable discussing such matters with the Rimpoche himself, butAni-la was so anxious that he should understand the exact nature of herquestion that she insisted on communicating to me facts about the anat-omy and physiology of the human female that I had no wish to hear andin fact found distasteful. Thereafter I was careful to steer the conversationaway from sexual topics, which she seemed more eager to discuss than anun ought to have been, though I continued to act as her intermediarywith Dhardo Rimpoche. I also found myself acting, not long after themove to Craigside, as her unofficial meditation instructor. Since shefound the mantra-recitation and deity-visualization practices into whichthe Rimpoche had initiated her too difficult, or at least not to her liking, Itaught her the rudiments of the anapana-sati or �respiration-mindfulness�practice, at the same time pointing out that this did not make me herteacher and that I was not assuming any responsibility for her spiritualprogress. She was Dhardo Rimpoche�s disciple, I firmly reminded her,and whatever help I was able to give her was given in my capacity asfriend and fellow Buddhist.Towards the end of December, when despite visitors I had managed towrite at least two or three foolscap pages of the Survey virtually every dayfor the past six weeks, I paid a short visit to Darjeeling. It was my third orfourth visit that year, and the second since my return from Calcutta andsince my starting work on the first chapter of the Survey at the end of Au-gust. This time I was accompanied by Durga, who was currently in dis-grace for having failed his yearly examinations and with whom his father,the municipality�s gnome-like head fitter, was so angry that he verynearly refused to allow him to make the trip, relenting only at the lastminute as a result of Sachin�s intercession on his young cousin�s behalf.In Darjeeling I stayed at Chota Khagjhora, at the GandhamadanVihara, whose Bengali Buddhist supporters treated me with their usualhospitality. On my previous visit, which had taken place in September,when I had been working on the Survey for only six weeks, I had stayed inBhutia Busti, the �Tibetan� settlement on the hillside below theChowrasta, on the other side of the town. My stay there had lasted twoweeks, and I had been the guest of the local Young Men�s Buddhist Asso-ciation. The Bhutia Busti YMBA, as it was known, had no connection with
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its now defunct Kalimpong counterpart. It had been founded abouttwenty-five years earlier by Bhikkhu Jinorasa, a Sikkimese monk of noblefamily who had received ordination in Ceylon. After his death in 1931 theassociation�s religious activities had come to an end, except for the cele-bration of Vaishakha Purnima, and it was in the hope of my being able torevive these that I had agreed to stay in Bhutia Busti that autumn, at theYMBA�s spacious but run-down premises. Besides giving a public lectureon the Three Refuges and Five Precepts, and presiding at the MahatmaGandhi birth anniversary celebrations, during my stay there I took everyopportunity of pointing out to the people of the locality, many of whomwere Buddhists, the need for taking a more active interest in the Dharma.I also spent time with Dr Hudson, then still living in Darjeeling, whopressed Theosophical literature on me, showed me the manuscript of herbook on blood (not to be published, lest the information in it be used forpurposes of black magic), and reminisced at great length, and to her ownevident satisfaction, about her various record-breaking achievements inthe early years of the century. On my happening to remark, in all serious-ness, that she seemed to have had a wide experience of life, and to know agreat deal, her craggy features lit up with a smile of amusement at myhaving only just woken up to the fact and she replied, with a complacentchuckle, �Oh, I know everything!�My most vivid memory of those two weeks, however, was of theweather. It was bitterly cold, much colder than in Kalimpong, which wasonly four thousand feet above sea level to Darjeeling�s eight thousand,and I shivered in the mornings as I sat in my unheated room at the YMBAtrying, with frozen fingers, to write a few more pages of the Survey. Butthere were compensations. If it was cold, it was also clear, and I had onlyto step outside to see piled up against the intensely blue sky, bigger andwhiter than they were when seen from Kalimpong, the jagged sunlitmasses of the eternal snows.On the occasion of my present visit to the town, the fact that I was stay-ing at Chota Khagjhora did not prevent me keeping up my contact withBhutia Busti and its Young Men�s Buddhist Association. Indeed, one ofthe reasons for my being in Darjeeling again so soon was that the secre-tary of the association, a Nepalese Hindu sympathetic to Buddhism, hadinvited me to preside at the annual prize-giving ceremony of the YMBAprimary school. The function took place the morning following my ar-rival. After the pupils of the school had given a variety performance,Ani-la, who had left Kalimpong before me, distributed the prizes, and Igave an address on the importance of dana or giving, explaining it in the
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traditional manner as the giving of material things, of education, and ofthe Dharma. In the course of my two remaining days in Darjeeling I re-ceived a visit from two leading mountaineers, one a Tamang and one aSherpa (not the famous Tenzing Norgay), with whom I had an interestingexchange about mountaineering and Buddhism. I also went to seeMankazi Lama, a Newar Buddhist who had confined himself to a tinyroom for puja and meditation. Something about him must have im-pressed me. That night I dreamed that the two of us were in Gangtok andthat he was giving me mantras. The morning after this dream I left forKurseong, still accompaniedby Durga, who had spent much of his time inDarjeeling learning to ride. In Kurseong, to which we travelled by the toytrain, taking three freezing hours to cover a distance � as the crow flies � ofabout twenty miles, I presided at another prize-giving ceremony andgave, under the auspices of the Young Tamang Buddhist Association, alecture on the Bodhisattva Ideal. From Kurseong it was only an hour, byjeep, to Longview, where Durga continued his riding lessons and wherePadmanathan took me to view the site of a new temple he was planningto build.Soon after my return to Kalimpong I received a visit from Anand-ji. Hedid not come alone. With him came Dinesh and Jayadev, now trans-formed into Naginda and Sumedha and wearing, rather shamefacedly Ithought, the yellow robes of the Theravadin samanera or novice monk,Anand-ji having just ordained them. The ordinations came as a completesurprise to me, neither of the young men having shown the slightest in-terest in the monastic life, and I could only assume that mynone-too-scrupulous elder brother in the Order had ordained them sim-ply as a means of enabling himself to keep them with him at theDharmodaya Vihara. There were also visits from Ani-la, who had re-turned to Kalimpong before me. It did not take me long to realize thattrouble was brewing. The first time she came she was extremely angrywith me for going out without waiting for Lobsang Phuntsok, who hadarranged to see me but was late; the second time she left in a huff, withoutstaying for lunch as she usually did when she came in the morning, andthe third time she handed me a note and her keys and went away withoutspeaking. Understanding from this last action that she was thinking ofcommitting suicide I called her back, as she no doubt knew I would, anddid my best to reason with her. �Like summer tempests came her tears�,though unlike the subject of Tennyson�s poem she wept not for a real lossbut out of self-pity and because of the frustration of her unreasonable de-mands. In the end, having talked with her for an hour or more, I suc-
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ceeded in bringing her a little to her senses, and as it was by that timequite late allowed her to stay the night in Man Bahadur�s room in the out-house.But if I had thought that my talking with her had produced more than atransient effect on Ani-la I was soon made to realize my mistake. A fewdays later there occurred an incident that illustrated, all too clearly, the re-calcitrant nature of the material with which I had to deal. Dr Hudson,having noticed that the little table at which I worked stood on the cold ce-ment floor, had brought me a small woollen rug and had herself spread itbeneath my feet. Soon after her departure, when my lower extremitieswere beginning to feel pleasantly warm, Ani-la arrived. Her sharp, dart-ing eyes immediately saw the rug. �That�s much too good for your feet!�she exclaimed, in shocked tones. �Its proper place is in the shrine-room.�Whereupon she whipped it from beneath my feet and without furtherado bustled with it into the apartment in question. Thinking the matternot worth arguing about, I said nothing and went on writing. Next timeDr Hudson came to see me she naturally wanted to know where her rughad gone. When I explained what had happened she was extremely an-noyed, not so much with me for my weakness (as she saw it) in allowingAni-la to have her own way as with the French nun for having had the te-merity to interfere with her arrangements. Marching into theshrine-room, she retrieved the rug, replaced it beneath my feet, andsternly told me that it was on no account to be used for any other purposethan the one for which she had expressly given it. When Ani-la saw therug again beneath my feet she became quite hysterical, crying, �Oh thebeautiful rug! You will spoil it! It must go into the shrine!� and attemptedto take it from me. This time, however, I was firm with her and did not al-low her to have her own way, with the result that she wept all throughlunch and left Craigside looking crushed and miserable.
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Chapter Thirteen
TWO FUNERAL PYRES
People taking up the spiritual life tend to fall into one or other of two cate-gories. There are those who are drawn to the Unconditioned becausethey are disgusted with the conditioned, and there are those who lose in-terest in the conditioned because they are enamoured of the Uncondi-tioned. The former, one might say, are pushed from behind by the sheerpainfulness of mundane existence, whereas the latter are pulled from infront by the sheer beauty and attractiveness of the transcendental. So faras I could tell, I belonged more to the second than the first category, myoverall experience of life having been positive rather than negative. Oneof the main reasons for the painfulness of mundane existence is that it in-volves separation, especially separation by death, from those who arenear and dear to us. Though I had been geographically separated frommy parents and my sister, as well as from my English Buddhist friends, formore than ten years, the circumstance of my having as yet suffered no se-rious bereavement meant that, while I knew I would die one day, the factwas not fully real to me. With the sudden death of Miss Barclay a year ago,however, it had assumed greater reality, the elderly Englishwoman hav-ing been a friend of sorts, despite all the trouble she gave me; and with theloss, during my first few months at Craigside, of two more members ofmy circle of friends and acquaintances in Kalimpong, it assumed greaterreality still.The first to go was Miss Rao�s mother. Miss Rao was the tiny, fantasti-cally dressed South Indian woman who from time to time came andpoured out her woes to me, usually at great length and when I was busy.Often she could be heard coming in the distance, as it was her practice tostart talking long before she actually reached my door and to continuetalking, on her arrival, without pausing for breath and as though I hadbeen listening to her all the time. She invariably addressed me not as



�Bhante�, as everybody else did (except, of course, my seniors in monasticordination), but as �Swamiji�, which was the mode of address for Hindurenunciants. Bedaubed, bedizened little Miss Rao was in fact a universal-ist of the deepest dye, though from instinct rather than from intellectualconviction. For her there was no difference between Buddhism and Hin-duism, all religions being one or, what amounted to the same thing, noth-ing but different forms of Hinduism. It was therefore not surprising thatbesides addressing me as Swamiji she should have done her best, over theyears, to make me look like a Hindu renunciant and my abode like aHindu temple or ashram. At different times she presented me with sealedcopper pots of holy Ganges water, a yellow silk �Benares shawl� stampedin red with the name of Rama, a pair of wooden sandals, and a string ofbrass mango leaves. While I had no objection to hanging the string ofbrass mango leaves above my door, I drew the line at installing the pots ofholy Ganges water in the shrine-room and at wearing the yellow silkshawl or the wooden sandals � particularly at wearing the wooden san-dals. It was not simply that they were very uncomfortable (there was apeg to be gripped between ones�s great toe and its neighbour), or that itwas generally the more orthodox Hindu renunciants who wore them.The black-maned, crimson-clad Bengali tantrik who lived at Eighth Milesported a pair, creating a tremendous clatter with them as he walked upthe road on market days, and I had no wish to resemble him in that or anyother respect. Not that my reluctance to be Hinduized seemed to botherMiss Rao, if indeed she was aware of it at all (I sometimes thought that theHinduization of Buddhist India had been as much the work of the MissRaos of the time as of the Vedantic philosophers). She continued to inun-date me with details of her financial difficulties, her brother�s misbehav-iour, and her differences with her landlady, and indeed to treat me as acombination of Roman Catholic father confessor and Hindu familypriest. Thus it was that I had learned from her that autumn, when I wasstill living at The Hermitage, that her seventy-year-old mother was seri-ously ill. Would I mind going to see her?Naturally I did not mind. During the next few weeks I went to see MrsRao a number of times, at first visiting her in the flat she and her daughteroccupied in the High Street and then, her illness having taken a turn forthe worse, in a private room at the Charteris Hospital, where she was at-tended by Dr Singh. Each time I saw her she seemed to have grown thin-ner and weaker, and her refined, aristocratic features � so different fromthose of poor Miss Rao � more transparent to the tiny flame that still flick-ered within. She made no complaint, her only anxiety being about her
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two children. But eventually even that anxiety received its quietus, andone morning, as I was about to have breakfast, I heard that Mrs Rao haddied. I at once went to the hospital, where I consoled Miss Rao and herbrother as best I could and gave instructions to the Nepalese Christiannurses about the laying out of the body. Returning to Craigside, I thensent Dawa up to Tirpai to inform the lamas of the Tharpa ChholingGompa of Mrs Rao�s death and invite four or five of them to take part inthe funeral. Normally, funeral arrangements were made by the oldermale members of the deceased�s family, or at least (in the case of Hindus)by his or her caste-fellows, and had Mrs Rao died in South India this is un-doubtedly what would have happened. In Kalimpong the Raos had nei-ther relations nor caste-fellows, so that had I not taken on theresponsibility for making the necessary arrangements, as the distraughtbrother and sister both begged me to do, the old brahmin lady wouldprobably not have had a proper funeral and her remains, in all likelihood,would have been unceremoniously disposed of by the hospital authori-ties.As it was, at three o�clock that afternoon there issued from the hospitalcompound, where a small crowd had gathered to see Mrs Rao off on herlast journey, a cortège consisting of a lorry and two or three other vehi-cles. In the back of the lorry with the coffin were Miss Rao�s brother, the la-mas in their red robes and yellow ceremonial headgear, and as many ofour members and friends as were able to squeeze themselves in. Miss Raohad of course to be left behind, it not being the custom for women to bepresent at a cremation. She was in any case still hysterical with grief, andbefore we set out I asked Beena, the most good-natured of Sachin�s threesisters, to look after her. From the hospital the little procession slowlymade its way through the High Street down to Craigside, where the la-mas and others were given tea, and then, rather less slowly, fromCraigside down to the River Teesta. The cortège having halted a few hun-dred yards short of Teesta Bridge, the coffin was manhandled down thenarrow, zigzag track that led from the road to a stretch of white sand lyingwithin a bend of the river. Here a shallow trench was dug, a row of stonesplaced on either side of the trench, and wood from the nearby bazaar laid,in alternate lengthwise and crosswise layers, on top of the stones to aheight of two or three feet. Mrs Rao�s body was then taken out of its coffinand lowered on to the pyre, more layers of wood were added, kerosenewas sprinkled, and finally Miss Rao�s brother, as next of kin and chiefmourner, thrusting a lighted torch in among the wood set the wholestructure on fire.
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Soon a ruddy blaze was illuminating the foreshore and the faces of thetwelve or fifteen people who, in little groups, sat watching the flames leapup and the smoke billow forth. At first very little was said, but as timepassed everyone relaxed, and there was a distinct change in the atmos-phere. Voices again rang out, cups of tea appeared, and there was the oc-casional burst of laughter. Even Miss Rao�s brother, who sat next to me,seemed to be affected by the general change of mood, At any rate, he nowhad a more cheerful look, and we exchanged a few commonplace re-marks. I had not really met him before, though I had seen him once ortwice, but I had heard a lot about him from Miss Rao, according to whomhe was the worst of sons and brothers, a drunkard, a wastrel, and an in-veterate frequenter of bad company. In appearance he was admittedlynot very prepossessing, being as thin and black, though not as sau-cer-eyed, as the pretas or hungry ghosts I had once seen at the hauntedashram at Muvattupuzha. But he seemed inoffensive and well-meaning,and was evidently grateful for the help he had received in connectionwith his mother�s funeral, and in any case I had always taken Miss Rao�sdenunciations of her sibling with a grain of salt.By this time night had fallen, the stars had come out above theDarjeeling hills, and the pyre was beginning to burn low. There couldhardly have been a more beautiful setting for a cremation, or one that wasmore appropriate, and I could understand the poetry of the old Indiancustom of committing a body to the flames on the bank of a river, wherethe four elements to which it was being returned were all present in someof their sublimest forms. On the occasion of Mrs Rao�s cremation we hadall round us the steep, tree-clad slopes of the Himalayan foothills; be-tween the foothills wound the river, glassily sliding down to join theBrahmaputra, and on the hither bank of the river stood the pyre, its lastplumes of smoke slowly dissolving into the air. Even the fifth element,that of ether or space, was present, being represented by the dark blue in-verted bowl of the sky, now �thick inlaid with patines of bright gold�. As Iwatched, a shower of golden sparks flew up from the pyre, so that for amoment I was unable to tell which were the sparks and which the stars.The following morning I arranged for Miss Rao to spend a couple ofweeks at the Singh family�s bungalow, where she would have the com-pany of Sachin�s mother and sisters. This, I thought, would be better forher than going back to the cheerless flat in Chung Building, where shewould be on her own most of the time, it being unlikely that she wouldwant to see much of her brother, though he did not seem to have the sameanimosity towards her that she had towards him. In the event Miss Rao
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stayed with the Singh family for more than a month, and the arrange-ment worked quite well, at least at the beginning. As she recovered fromthe shock of her mother�s illness and death, however, some of the morebizarre features of her character and behaviour started reasserting them-selves. In particular she made herself ridiculous by addressing Sheila, theoldest of Sachin�s sisters, as �Didi� or �Elder Sister�, just as Meera andBeena did, even though that college-going young lady was little morethan half her own age. What was worse, at least from my point of view,was that she managed to convince herself that her mother had on herdeathbed entrusted the responsibility for looking after her to me and thatI had accepted the responsibility. This was sheer fantasy, but it was a fan-tasy that gave her an excuse for visiting me several times a week, evenseveral times a day, in order to consult me about even the most trivial mat-ters. Eventually, Sachin�s mother having warned me that the frequency ofher visits to Craigside might give rise to misunderstanding on the part of�uneducated people�, I wrote and asked her not to come more than onceor twice a month as I wanted to devote more time to the writing of theSurvey. To her credit, she accepted the situation with a good grace and cutdown on her visits, so that I was able to help and advise her, when she didcome to see me, without laying myself open to the kind of misunder-standing to which Mrs Singh had referred.Before all this happened I had, however, suffered the loss of the secondmember of my circle of friends and acquaintances to die during this peri-od. Having just had breakfast, I was about to settle down to my morning�swork on the Survey when Anand-ji came to tell me that Burma Raja haddied the previous night. The news affected me much more deeply thanthe news of Mrs Rao�s death had done. Burma Raja, as he was popularlyknown, was Prince K.M. Latthakin of Burma, the nephew and son-in-lawof ex-King Thibaw. I had been his guest for six months before moving toThe Hermitage. In fact he had come to my rescue at one of the most diffi-cult and painful times in my life, when the choleric Newar monk incharge of the Dharmodaya Vihara was trying to oust me from my roomthere and I had nowhere else to go. He and the Princess had treated mewith great kindness during my stay with them and Burma Raja himselfhad become, indeed, a good friend. After my removal to The Hermitagewe still kept in touch. I went to see them from time to time, though lessand less frequently, and very occasionally Burma Raja came to see me. Forthe last few months there had been no contact between us. I had not evenknown that Burma Raja was ill. The news of his death therefore came asquite a shock, and I at once set out for Panorama with Anand-ji.
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During my stay with them Burma Raja and the Princess, together withtheir adopted son and their maidservant, had occupied the upper bunga-low, or Panorama proper, and I had occupied the lower bungalow, orguest cottage, which stood on a lower level, in its own compound. Sepa-rating the two compounds there was a hedge, in which Burma Raja hadmade a hole so that he could come and see me � as he did nearly everymorning � without having to go round to the front entrance. Since my lastvisit he and his little family evidently had shifted from the upper to thelower building. On our arrival Anand-ji and I found the Princess sittingout in the sun, in the little garden beside the guest cottage, smoking a ci-gar and having her long grey hair combed by the maidservant. Sheseemed quite unperturbed by Burma Raja�s death, but was obviouslyglad to see me and indicated, in her quaint mixture of Hindi and Nepali,which sounded like gibberish to anyone who did not know her, that Iwould find Raja Sahib inside the cottage. Inside the cottage I indeedfound him. I found him in the little room I had used as a bedroom. My oldfriend�s face was so purple as to be almost black, his jaw had collapsed,and his wispy white hair, normally concealed beneath an imposing tur-ban, lay scattered across the pillows. He looked as though he had died af-ter a long and debilitating illness.Within minutes I had dispatched notes to my lawyer friend MadanKumar Pradhan, who was Vice-Chairman of the Municipality, and to theSecond Officer of Kalimpong, informing them of Burma Raja�s death andasking for their co-operation in making arrangements for his funeral. TheGovernment of India had, I knew, inherited from its imperial predecessora certain undefined responsibility for him and the Princess, and in factpaid them a modest monthly allowance, the Burmese Government hav-ing refused to pay them anything unless they returned to Burma, whichBurma Raja steadfastly refused to do. He was safer in India, he declared.While I was writing my notes people started arriving, some of them withbunches of flowers and khatas, but it was not possible for them to pay theirlast respects as the body had not been laid out. After I had talked withAlaungyi, Burma Raja�s adopted son, and with the maidservant, both ofwhom were evidently quite upset, I accompanied Anand-ji back to theDharmodaya Vihara. On the way we met Madan Babu, who had receivedmy note and was now hastening to Panorama. Money would have to befound for the funeral expenses, I told him, as according to Alaungyi thePrincess was in debt, as she usually was, and there were only a few rupeesat the bungalow. Madan Babu promised to see what he could do, andhaving left Anand-ji at the Dharmodaya Vihara I went home.
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My lawyer friend was as good as his word. Soon after lunch, when I wastyping an urgent letter to Devapriya-ji, he arrived at Craigside with thetwo thousand rupees he had drawn from the Kalimpong Treasury, as wellas with Anand-ji, whom he had collected on the way, and the three of usset out for Panorama. By this time quite a number of people had gatheredoutside the guest cottage, as well as in the lane that led to the Panoramacompound. Many of them were known to me, at least by sight, and nowthat money was available I asked some of these to help with preparationsfor the funeral. One of the first things to be done was to send to theTharpa Chholing Gompa for four lamas. No sooner had the burly,red-robed figures clambered out of the jeep, however, than difficultiesarose. The Princess, who so far had shown no interest in the proceedings,seemed to take a dislike to them and refused to allow them to touchBurma Raja�s body, insisting that it should be prepared for cremation byme and only by me. Eventually Madan Babu and I succeeded in convinc-ing her that it would be impossible for me to do what was requiredsinglehanded, and she grudgingly allowed the lamas access to the body,on the strict understanding that I would remain in the room with them allthe time and personally supervise everything they did. The Princess�s re-luctance was due not so much to the fact that the lamas were followers ofTibetan Buddhism, whereas she was a Theravadin, as to the fact that theywere complete strangers and she was by nature suspicious almost to thepoint of paranoia.Even with the help of four lamas the task of preparing Burma Raja�sbody for cremation was not an easy one. Nor was it a pleasant one. Theold man could not have been properly cared for during the last few daysof his life, and may even have died before the previous night. On remov-ing the coverlet we found his sheets and nightshirt soaked in urine andfaeces and stuck together in a solid mass that could not be separated fromthe body. Used as they were to such work, the four lamas were horrifiedby the sight, as I also was. There was no question of Burma Raja being laidout in the usual fashion. While Anand-ji remained in the background,looking very sick, we arranged the body as best we could, wrapped it,sheets and all, in the coverlet, and laid it in the coffin. The coffin was thenloaded on to one of the waiting vehicles and the cortège � a rather moreimpressive one than had accompanied Mrs Rao�s body � started movingup the lane and on to the road. As it left the Panorama compound BurmaRaja�s maidservant burst into tears. The Princess, however, remained un-concerned. Or rather, she was concerned about only one thing. AsAnand-ji and I were about to board the vehicle with the coffin, she drew
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me aside and hissed vehemently in my ear, �Raja Sahib must be crematedwith sandalwood logs. Nothing but sandalwood logs. Members of theBurmese royal family cannot be cremated with anything else.�On the cortège�s arrival at the Tibetan cremation ground at Tirpai thevehicle containing the coffin came to a halt, not near the stupa-like struc-ture in which Miss Barclay had been cremated but in front of the iron bed-stead, as it seemed to be, lying on which those of the nobler sex werecremated. It did not take long to build a pyre, plenty of wood being avail-able from the stall inside the entrance. There was no question of our cre-mating Burma Raja with sandalwood logs, which would have cost afortune, though one or two Marwaris had bought packets of sandalwoodpowder. When the pyre was complete Alaungyi set it alight, and Anand-jiand I chanted Pali suttas and other verses appropriate to the occasion. Sictransit gloria mundi, I thought, as I watched the flames leap up, except thatBurma Raja had not experienced much gloria in his life, despite havingbeen born into a royal family. But if he had not experienced much glorianeither had he experienced much hardship. Judging by the tenor of someof his remarks to me, the happiest time of his life had been the years be-fore the war, when the Raj paid him and the Princess a generous monthlyallowance (generous in comparison with what the Government of Indiasubsequently paid them) and when he had been a leading figure in thesocial life of Kalimpong, taking part in everything from tennis parties totiger hunts.As the evening was growing cold, it being mid-January, I left early,without waiting for Burma Raja�s funeral pyre to burn itself out, and hav-ing had a hot drink at Sachin�s place made my way back to Craigside.Ani-la was chanting in the shrine-room. When she came out I talked toher for a while, then finished typing my letter to Devapriya-ji and at-tended to Maha Bodhi Journal work until it was time to go to bed.A few days later came offerings from the Princess. Obviously I shouldgo to see her; but I was busy, and kept putting the visit off, until one day Iheard that she had left the Panorama guest cottage, together withAlaungyi and the maidservant, and gone to stay in an outlying village.She was living in a hut, and subsisting on greens from the garden.Though I made extensive enquiries, no one could tell me the name of thevillage or in which direction it lay, and I had no further news of her until Ilearned that she had moved to Calcutta. She was living with her sister,and Alaungyi was working in the Burmese consulate as a clerk. Though Inever saw her again, this was not the end of my connection with thestrange old woman. Two years later I found myself standing inside the
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very �hut� in which she had spent her last days in Kalimpong, and thebuilding thereafter came to occupy an important place in my life.
TWO FUNERAL PYRES 195



Chapter Fourteen
THE UNACCEPTABLE FACE OF COMMUNISM
When I went forth from home into the homeless life, on 18 August 1947, itwas with the intention of renouncing the world in the fullest and most lit-eral sense. For me pravrajya or �going forth� meant giving up family ties,social position, and national and racial identity, as well as mundane inter-ests and activities of every kind. It meant giving up pleasure and posses-sions, and whatever else might serve to aggrandize the ego or enhancethe sense of separative selfhood. The only thing from which I did not goforth that day � not because I refused to go forth from it but because theidea of so doing did not occur to me � was my mother tongue, English, towhich I was in fact (unconsciously) quite attached. Since then it had beenborne in upon me that it was less easy to achieve a full and literal renunci-ation of the world than I, in my youthful enthusiasm, had imagined, andthat the reasons for this were not merely subjective but also solidly objec-tive. Because I had no identity papers and refused to declare my national-ity, saying that as a renunciant I had none, I had not been allowed to enterBuddhist Ceylon, and because I had no money, as I was trying to observethe precept of not handling gold and silver, I had been refused ordinationby the time-serving Theravadin monks of Sarnath. Eventually I had beenobliged to make concessions. In Kalimpong I admitted to being English,though without going into details, and not only handled gold and silver,in the form of specie and bank-notes, but engaged in at least some of thetransactions of which this was an inseparable part.But concessions were one thing, abandonment of principle quite an-other. Believing as I did that �going forth� was of the essence of the spir-itual life, I tried not to think of myself as an Englishman, did my best not toutilize whatever money came my way for the gratification of personal de-sires, and abstained as much as I could from mundane interests and activ-ities. Thus I abstained from reading newspapers and from discussing



politics, though at times it was difficult for me to stop my ears against Joe�sviolent denunciation of all the works and ways of Prime MinisterWinston Churchill and President Dwight Eisenhower or even to refrainfrom questioning some of his wilder assertions. Largely because I did notread the newspapers I had little sense of what was going on in the widerworld, or even in India. I lived for meditation and study, for my students,and for the work for the good of Buddhism that my teacher Kashyap-ji,before his departure from Kalimpong, had enjoined upon me. Neverthe-less I was vaguely aware of vast events looming on the horizon. I wasaware that in the West World War II had been succeeded by the Cold Warbetween the Soviet Union and Eastern Europe on the one hand and theUnited States and Western Europe on the other, and that in the East Tibethad been occupied by the forces of Communist China and its religion andculture ruthlessly suppressed. I was aware that the aim of Marxian Com-munism was world domination.Unlike many others of my generation I had no sympathy with Commu-nism, either as a philosophy or as a programme for social change, and nosympathy with its adherents as such. Why this should have been so I findit difficult to say. My lack of sympathy was instinctive rather than beingthe reasoned result of study and reflection. It was as though I sensed inCommunism a threat to everything I held most dear, whether in therealm of ideas, the field of poetry and the fine arts, or the domain of ethicsand spiritual life. Communism was the negation of truth, of beauty, ofgoodness. Not that I knew very much about Marxian Communism, factu-ally speaking. As a fifteen-year-old evacuee in Barnstaple, during the war,I had read Das Kapital. Why I read it I do not know, except that in thosedays I read everything on which I could lay my hands, but for me therewas no Marxist equivalent of a �road to Damascus� experience and I wasnot converted to the faith. A year or two later, having returned home to-wards the end of the Blitz, I discovered a left-wing bookshop near TootingBroadway (probably it was the only bookshop in the whole of south-westLondon) and after a certain amount of hesitation bought and read Le-nin�s The State and Revolution, which was more interesting than DasKapital as well as being much shorter. At about the same time one of mycolleagues at County Hall, where I was working, lent me a copy of DavidGuest�s Dialectical Materialism. This colleague was himself a Communist,but if he had expected David Guest to succeed where Marx and Lenin hadfailed he was disappointed and I remained unconverted. When I re-turned the book to him it was with the remark that in my opinion it wasnot Hegel (in whom I was then deep) who was standing on his head, as
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the author alleged, but Marx, it being axiomatic for Marxist thought thatMarx had found Hegel upside-down and had restored him to his feet,that is, had given his idealism a materialist interpretation. Not long after-wards my colleague received his calling-up papers and our discussionscame to an end. Before the time came for my own induction into thearmed forces he was back in the department and doing his old job � mi-nus both legs and on crutches.The war was inflicting its terrible casualties, in both Europe and the FarEast, and on service personnel and civilians alike. During those days I didread the newspapers, as well as listen to the wireless (as many people stillcalled the radio), and though the full horror of what was happening wassometimes concealed from us we were aware that what was happeningwas dreadful beyond imagination. In particular we were aware, in thewinter of 1942�43, of the long-drawn-out battle for Stalingrad and of thesufferings of the Russian people as they endured, then resisted, and fi-nally routed, the forces of invading Nazi Germany. With others in BritainI rejoiced at their victory and mourned their great losses, nor could I hearthe soulful, not to say sentimental, popular ballad �Russian Rose� (as Ithink it was called), with its promise of new life for the heroic Russianpeople, without the tears coming into my eyes and a lump rising in mythroat. It was the Russian people who were victorious, not the Commu-nists. Russia was not Trotsky and Lenin, Stalin and Beria. Russia wasPushkin, Lermontov, Gogol, Turgenev, Chekhov, Tolstoy, andDostoevsky. In the very month that I had read Das Kapital I had also readThe Brothers Karamazov, and there is no doubt which of them had madethe deeper impression on me.It was the same in the case of China. To me it was not the Chinese peoplewho had invaded Tibet so much as the Chinese Red Army. China was notMao Tse-tung and the Little Red Book. China was Confucius and Lao-tzu,Wei Lang and Chi-i, Li T�ai-po and Tu Fu, as well as the great painters oflandscapes and of flowers. I therefore felt for China and the Chinesepeople the same love that I felt for Russia and the Russian people, so thatwhen, towards the end of February, the two young Nepalese organizerscame with an invitation to speak at the inaugural meeting of theKalimpong branch of the Indo-Chinese Friendship Society I was happyto accept, the more especially as the meeting was to be held under thepresidentship of Anand-ji. Not that I accepted without having ascer-tained the exact nature of the gathering. Relations between democraticIndia and totalitarian China were then at their most cordial; on all sidesthe mantra Hindi-Chini Bhai Bhai, or �Indians and Chinese are Brothers�,
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could be heard. In these circumstances it was unlikely that a body whoseobjective was the promotion of friendship between the two Asian giantswould not have at least a quasi-political agenda, and neither as a Bud-dhist monk nor as a foreign national residing in a sensitive border areadid I wish to get involved in politics. I could take part in the meeting, Itherefore informed the two young men, only if it was completely non-po-litical. This would certainly be the case, they both hastened to assure me:the meeting was to be a purely cultural affair, without the least trace ofpolitics; and Anand-ji, when I met him a few days later, gave me a similarassurance.The afternoon of the first Sunday in March accordingly saw me leavingCraigside for the Town Hall soon after lunch. I did not really need to leaveso early, but knowing Anand-ji�s dilatory, dawdling ways it was my inten-tion to call for him en route and make sure he was not late for the meeting.On entering the upstairs room he occupied at the Dharmodaya Vihara Ifound he was not alone. With him was Arun Karki, one of the young menwho had invited me to speak at the inaugural meeting. This in itself wasnot surprising. What was surprising was that the two of them were en-gaged in finalizing the wording of some three dozen resolutions and thatthese resolutions, which were to be passed at the meeting, were each andevery one of them strongly condemnatory of the policies and actions ofthe United States in this or that part of the world. Under cross-examina-tion Arun Karki eventually admitted that the real purpose of the inaugu-ral meeting was political, and that the Indo-Chinese Friendship Societywas in fact a political organization, whereupon I told him that it would beimpossible for me to attend. Anand-ji did his honeyed best to persuademe to change my mind, but I was not to be moved by his specious plead-ings, and having reminded them that the meeting was at two o�clock andthat they had five minutes in which to get to the Town Hall I left the build-ing and made my way back to Craigside.As I walked down the road I experienced a variety of emotions. I wasannoyed that the young organizers should have attempted to gain mysupport for their society by deliberately misleading me as to its true na-ture, and annoyed that Anand-ji should (apparently) have secondedthem in the attempt. At the same time I was relieved that their machina-tions had not succeeded, for had I spoken at the meeting (no doubt beforethe resolutions were read out) I would have been placed in a very awk-ward, indeed a quite false, position. To have supported the resolutions, ifonly by my silence, would have given the impression that I wasanti-American and pro-Communist, while to have objected to them
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would have given the impression that I was pro-American and anti-Communist. In either case I would have become involved in politics, or atleast have appeared to have become involved in them, which in a placelike Kalimpong amounted to much the same thing.My predominant emotion, however, as I made my way back toCraigside that afternoon, was one of satisfaction, almost of elation. I wasglad I had not yielded to Anand-ji�s pleas not to leave him in the lurch, oraccepted his absurd suggestion that, as a compromise, I should sit withhim on the platform but not actually speak. The knowledge that I haddone what I believed to be right, regardless of possible untoward conse-quences, indeed had the effect of giving me an increased sense of energyand purpose. It was as though my refusal to take part in the inauguralmeeting, after discovering its true nature, constituted an affirmation ofmy status as a moral agent and of the fact that in the last analysis, and irre-spective of circumstances, the responsibility for my life and actions wasmine and mine alone.What explanation Anand-ji gave for my absence from the meeting Inever really knew. According to one account he said I was unwell. Ac-cording to another he joked about my having changed my mind at thelast minute for unexplained reasons no doubt connected with the poetictemperament. Whatever he may have said, the fact that I had not at-tended the meeting was the subject of a good deal of comment and specu-lation in the town, especially as I had been billed as the principal speaker.So much was this the case that I decided, a few days afterwards, to makemy position clear. What better way was there of doing this than throughthe medium of the local press? The press existed, after all, to keep its read-ers informed about matters of public interest. I accordingly wrote a letterto the Himalayan Times, the town�s English-language weekly newspaper,describing exactly what had happened, and dispatched it to the editorwith a covering note requesting him to publish it as soon as possible. Hedid not publish it, either that week or any other. If my experience with theIndo-Chinese Friendship Society gave me a glimpse of the unacceptableface of Communism (not that there was necessarily an acceptable face be-hind the unacceptable one), then my experience with the HimalayanTimes gave me a glimpse of the unacceptable face of the press. As was to beincreasingly borne in upon me in the years to come, newspapers andmagazines, no less than Communist front organizations, had their ownagendas, and the dissemination of truth did not always feature amongthem. Perhaps it was a measure of the extent to which I had �gone forth�from the world and its ways � a measure of my ignorance of real life, Joe
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would have said � that it had not occurred to me that the organizers of apublic meeting might want to mislead and deceive me or that the editorof a local newspaper might be unwilling to give space to a statement ofthe facts on a matter of public interest, especially when that statementclarified a confusion.My refusal to speak at the inaugural meeting of the Indo-ChineseFriendship Society, or even to support Anand-ji with my silent presenceon the platform, made no difference to my relations with my opportunis-tic elder brother in the Order, as I knew would be the case. There was littlethat he did not regard with good-humoured cynicism, least of all the ob-jections and reservations of his eccentric, over-idealistic young friendwho, he was convinced (to the extent that he could be convinced of any-thing), was inclined to take his Buddhism far too seriously and to be muchtoo rigid in his attitude towards such things as bending the truth a little inthe interests of a good cause. A glimpse of just how cynical Anand-ji reallywas had been vouchsafed me only a few weeks earlier. Happening to callat Craigside one morning, and having entered my room without my no-ticing, he had looked over my shoulder to see what I was writing. I musthave been working on the Survey, for I had written, that very moment,something about ethics, meditation, and wisdom being the means to therealization of nirvana. �Why are you wasting your time on that old-fash-ioned stuff?� a sneering, contemptuous voice behind me wanted to know.The unfeeling words pierced me to the quick. It was as though Mara him-self had released a poisoned arrow from his bow. However, out of respectfor Anand-ji�s seniority I made no attempt to justify myself, and wel-comed the unexpected visitor in my usual fashion.His characterization of ethics, meditation, and wisdom � the three greatstages of the Buddhist spiritual path � as old-fashioned was no momen-tary aberration. For him �old-fashioned� meant �not to be taken seriously�,even as �new�, �modern�, �up-to-date�, and �advanced� meant �to be takenseriously� � though not too seriously. As I already knew, Anand-ji was atleast as much a progressivist as he was a Buddhist. Or rather, he was aBuddhist only to the extent that Buddhism could be seen as �progressive�,that is, seen as a rationalistic, scientific, and iconoclastic system that wasin keeping with the times and in line with the latest contemporarythought. It was thus possible for him to give his support to a Communistfront organization, and even to help draft anti-American resolutions,without feeling that this was in any way incompatible with his role as aBuddhist monk. At the same time, he was not so very much a Communistas to want actually to identify himself with Communism, or to risk a
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breach with me on its account. For my own part, I considered it no busi-ness of mine to correct one who had spent more than twenty years in therobes, and in any case, Anand-ji always treated me with so much friendli-ness, and evaded my attempts to draw him into serious discussion withsuch an engaging mixture of adroitness and good humour, that notwith-standing our differences of temperament and outlook I found it impossi-ble to quarrel with him or even to get him to acknowledge any realdivergence of opinion between us. Our first meeting after the Sunday af-ternoon debacle therefore passed off quite amicably. Anand-ji asked meto help him edit Lumbini, an English-language magazine devoted to theBuddha�s birthplace that Gyan Jyoti wanted to bring out, and I agreed todo so. We also discussed, on this and several other occasions that month,his and Gyan Jyoti�s plans for an evening college at the DharmodayaVihara. Most of these discussions took place in Anand-ji�s room. He wasusually writing when I called, but occasionally I found him talking with avisitor or two, and an exchange that took place between him and a Newardevotee served to open my eyes to another side of his character, thoughwithout making it any easier for me to comprehend him.In the vicinity of Tenth Mile, behind a row of open-fronted shops, stoodhalf a dozen tumbledown wooden shacks. I knew these shacks well, hav-ing included them in my alms-round in my early days in Kalimpong,when first with Kashyap-ji, then on my own, I had followed thetime-honoured practice of relying for my one meal of the day on my beg-ging-bowl. They were inhabited by poor but devout Newars, and it wasbetween Anand-ji and one of these good folk, the supporter of a wife andfive or six children, that the exchange in question took place. Cap claspedrespectfully to his chest with both hands, the Newar, a grey-haired, shab-bily dressed man of about forty, was kneeling in front of Anand-ji and re-garding him with an expression of intense devotion. My elder brother inthe Order, for his part, sat on the edge of his bed and appeared to be con-templating one of his sandals, which was broken. For a while nothing wassaid. Anand-ji then mused, as though speaking to himself, �Well, it�s bro-ken. I won�t be able to wear these sandals again.� But how will a poorbhikkhu like me get a new pair, I wonder?� Whereupon the fish swal-lowed the bait. �I�ll get you a new pair, Bhante, if you permit me,� breathedthe devotee, his eyes shining. But Anand-ji was too experienced an anglerto pull on the line straight away. �Well,� he sighed, �it would be nice ifsomebody bought me a pair. Otherwise �� This was permission enoughfor his interlocutor who, having made a triple prostration, left for the ba-zaar, returning half an hour later with a pair of sandals which he then pre-
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sented, with another triple prostration, to a smiling Anand-ji. I wasshocked. The sandals must have cost twelve rupees, and the Newar, a sil-versmith who was nearly always out of work, did not make more thanforty-five or fifty rupees a month, whereas Anand-ji received a pension oftwo hundred and fifty rupees a month from the Association for the Ad-vancement of the National Language, whose General Secretary he hadbeen for many years. Having glimpsed the unacceptable face of Commu-nism, and the unacceptable face of the press, was I now being vouchsafeda glimpse of the unacceptable face of Theravadin monasticism? But whileshocked, again out of respect for Anand-ji�s seniority I said nothing,though I wondered for how much longer I would be able to remain silent.Anand-ji was not only a Buddhist. He was also a progressivist, and assuch highly critical of any exploitation of the poor by the rich. Did he notrealize that by representing himself as a poor bhikkhu who did not knowwhere his next pair of sandals was coming from he was guilty of false-hood and guilty of taking advantage, moreover, of the faith of a pov-erty-stricken Buddhist layman? I myself, knowing the straitenedcircumstances of the Newar and his family, did not even accept their invi-tations to bhojana-danas or ceremonial food-offerings, which I somehowmanaged to do without hurting their feelings. Yet here was the compara-tively wealthy Anand-ji angling for a pair of sandals which, as he musthave known, the donor could ill afford to give him. Had he, then, noheart, either as a Buddhist or as a progressivist?But if I said nothing about the incident to Anand-ji, I could not help un-burdening myself to Naginda, who knew his preceptor a good deal betterthan I did. The young ex-Untouchable had long since got over his resent-ment at the undue strictness, as he saw it, with which I treated him, andsince his ordination had been to see me a number of times, usually in or-der to borrow money. Anand-ji was not exactly tightfisted, he explained.It was not that he bought nothing that he could get another to buy forhim, or that he never spent money on anyone. But his generosity was cer-tainly selective. If you were one of his favourites, as Sumedha was, hecould be very generous, but if you were not a member of that select band,as he himself was not, you got little or nothing. That was why he was al-ways coming to me for money, Naginda added with a laugh. Anand-jimust have allowed the Newar to buy him the sandals so that he wouldhave more money to spend on Sumedha, Gunakar, and Co., the second ofwhom, who was studying in Darjeeling, as I well knew, was costingAnand-ji quite a bit in college fees and pocket money. All the same, heagreed, it was wrong of his preceptor to have manoeuvred the Newar
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into buying the sandals for him, especially when he had two thousand ru-pees in his account with the Kalimpong branch of the Central Bank. Howdid he know this? Anand-ji had sent him to collect his pass book and onthe way back to the vihara he had taken a peep inside and seen theamount.Though Naginda�s disclosure made Anand-ji�s exchange with theNewar devotee seem even more shocking, I was as far as ever from com-prehending my many-sided elder brother in the Order. No doubt he wasdeceitful and manipulative, besides being a thorough cynic, and nodoubt he did not scruple to exploit those who were less astute, or moreprincipled, than he was himself. Yet he also possessed many admirablequalities. He was good-tempered, approachable, and without a trace ofthe arrogance and self-importance that characterized so manyTheravadin bhikkhus. Moreover, he lived simply, without caring for finerobes or rich repasts, and he did not eat in the evening � though he alwaystook a glass of hot milk before going to bed, which strictly speaking wasagainst the Vinaya. Like me, but unlike the vast majority of our yel-low-robed brethren in Ceylon, Burma, and Thailand, he was a vegetar-ian, probably as much because of early cultural conditioning (he had beenborn into a brahmin family) as out of religious conviction. A �progressive�journalist rather than a writer on Buddhism, he had contributed to the re-vival of Buddhism in India by translating the Anguttara-Nikaya or �Book ofthe Numerical Sayings� into Hindi and was now engaged in translatingthe entire Jataka Book.Thus Bhadant Anand Kausalyayan, politician, Buddhist monk, jour-nalist, and translator, champion of the national language and scourge ofHindu reactionaries, was a complex figure, and as such difficult of com-prehension. Though he once had told me it was his ambition to be knownas the Voltaire of India, there seemed to be no master principle, no domi-nant theme, no overriding motive � no jiban-debata, or �life-god�, inTagore�s language � which could be regarded as reconciling the different,even contradictory, sides of his character, and giving unity of purpose tohis various activities. He was certainly not aiming at the attainment of En-lightenment in this life, but neither was he wholly bent on professionalsuccess, whether political, journalistic, or even religious. There were oc-casions when I thought he did not really believe in anything, and simplywanted to pass the time in as amusing a fashion as possible, even if thismeant his having to stir up a hornet�s nest or two.Because I found Anand-ji difficult to comprehend I was not always surehow I should conduct myself towards him. I could hardly treat him as my
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monastic superior in the real sense, with all that this involved in the wayof receptivity on my part and responsibility on his. Indeed, it was not al-ways easy for me to regard him as a Buddhist. At the same time, there wasno question of my being able to treat him simply as a politician or a �pro-gressive� journalist, or even as an ordinary fellow monk. I therefore com-promised, outwardly showing him all the formal respect and deferencedue to a senior member of the Order, but inwardly keeping my thoughtsto myself, except when circumstances obliged me to reveal them by myactions, as had been the case that Sunday afternoon at the DharmodayaVihara when I had glimpsed the unacceptable face of Communism.
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Chapter Fifteen
A LIFE IN THE DAY OF THE ENGLISH MONK
Ani-la, otherwise known as the French Nun, had received her shramaneriordination from Dhardo Rimpoche in May the previous year. News of theevent was not long in reaching the ears of the three elderly ladies who ranLes Amis du Bouddhisme, the Gallic counterpart of ChristmasHumphreys�s London Buddhist Society, for soon afterwards I received aletter from G. Constant Lounsbery, the American-born president, askingme for what was, in effect, a progress report on the former DominiqueDelannoy. Miss Lounsbery was clearly troubled. She was troubled byAni-la�s periodic changes of tack, from Sanskrit to Indian Archaeology,from Indian Archaeology to Vedanta, and from Vedanta to Tibetan Bud-dhism and the Madhyamika, and troubled above all by her recent ordina-tion. What would happen, it seemed she was wondering, if thetempestuous nun were to return to France? What would be her positionvis-à-vis Les Amis du Bouddhisme and what effect would her presencehave on the tiny French Buddhist movement? I did my best to reassuremy correspondent. Since her ordination Ani-la had definitely been moresettled, I wrote, and in her red Tibetan robes, with shaved head, she wasnow a calm and dignified figure.Unfortunately she did not stay settled for long, and more often than notshe was neither calm nor dignified. Perhaps her most serious lapse fromgrace was when, some months after her ordination, she became so en-raged with the driver of a Landrover who had let her down that shestruck him a blow in the face with her fist, knocking out two or three of histeeth and causing the blood to flow. The incident occurred in Darjeeling,where she was then staying. She was of course overwhelmed with shameand remorse and wrote me a penitent letter the same day. While admit-ting that she had lost all self-control she at the same time pleaded extenu-ating circumstances and begged me to be careful how I treated her (this



was a constant theme of hers), as in her present state she was sensitive torejection and capable of killing herself for a trifle. If Dhardo Rimpocheand I were as clever as her (Catholic) Christian director had been, she con-cluded, we would �make a docile sheep of this savage masculine com-pressed nature�. Dhardo Rimpoche certainly never succeeded inreducing Ani-la to a state of ovine docility, and I was able to do little better.For all her theatrical self-abasement and protestations of humility andsubmissiveness, neither before nor after her encounter with theLandrover driver (to whom she made amends with an apology and a tinof fifty cigarettes) was she really amenable to control or discipline � noteven when performing the little penances which, at her insistence, I im-posed on her from time to time. It was as though she was willing to be di-rected, but only on condition that she could tell the director exactly howhe was to direct her. Perhaps the cleverness of her Christian director hadconsisted in his allowing her to think he was directing her in the way shewished to be directed when in reality he was doing no such thing. Be thatas it may, the fact that I had been firm with her over the incident of therug, which took place three or four weeks after her assault on the driver,and had not allowed her to have her own way, certainly did not mean thatshe had become more manageable or less liable to outbursts of temper orfits of sullen uncommunicativeness. Before long there was a crisis. Theimmediate cause was some remarks she made in front of Sachin and MissRao. The remarks were so unkind and so sarcastic, and showed her to bein such a state of rebellion against everything to which she was suppos-edly committed as a Buddhist and a nun that I at once wrote and handedto her a severe letter about her spiritual condition, it being customary be-tween us to communicate in this fashion when we had anything of im-portance to say, as Ani-la felt she was at a disadvantage when it came tocommunicating orally in a language not her own. The letter had the effectof reducing her to a truly dreadful state of despair and self-accusation,and I was obliged to spend more than an hour dealing with the emotionalfrustration that underlay the unkindness and sarcasm of her remarks andrestoring her to something like normality. Sachin and I then walked upthe road with her as far as his house (Miss Rao had already left), fromwhere a subdued French nun continued her journey up the hill back toTirpai alone.All�s well that ends well, even if it is well only for the time being. As a re-sult of Ani-la�s crisis I took the initiative and consulted with DhardoRimpoche and Lobsang Phuntsok about what could be done to help her.This time our consultations bore fruit. Ani-la obviously needed help with
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her Tibetan studies and in her spiritual life, as well as needing, perhaps,more structured conditions under which to pursue both the one and theother. With the Rimpoche�s approval, Lobsang undertook to give her Ti-betan lessons four or five times a week. He would give them at Craigside,where she came practically every day, and where he himself had in anycase started coming of an afternoon in connection with the article on Ti-betan Buddhism he was writing and I revising. For my part, I undertookto conduct for Ani-la�s especial benefit a regular evening session of puja,readings from the scriptures, and meditation. These arrangements, wehoped, would enable our unruly French nun to do greater justice to hervocation and to be more at peace with herself. When the plan was com-municated to her, the object of our consultations responded, initially,with gratitude and enthusiasm, and Lobsang and I lost no time putting itinto operation. For me this meant a few changes in my existing routine,but I did not mind. Though there were times when Ani-la�s irrational be-haviour exasperated me, I knew her sufferings were none the less real forbeing largely self-inflicted, and therefore sympathized with her and wasglad to be doing something to help. She was a strange woman, I reflected,as I looked out suitable readings for the first of our evening sessions. Whatdid she really want (Freud�s famous question with regard to all women!)and just why did she sometimes become so very upset? It was to be hopedthat as she developed, under the influence of the new arrangements, intoa better and happier person, answers to these questions would be forth-coming. Meanwhile, the concluding words of her letter provided mewith a clue to at least part of her nature, and I would do well to bear themin mind in my future dealings with her, including those that were to beconducted, in the case of our evening sessions, in a formally religious con-text and with the sanction of her official guru.Savage, masculine, and compressed were the terms she had used tocharacterize that nature of hers, and no doubt she knew herself wellenough for them to be of significance. She was certainly savage in the (dic-tionary) sense of being �wild; untamed�, at times �ferocious in temper�,and in certain respects �crude�, though not � paradoxically � �uncivilized�.Notwithstanding my having described her, to Miss Lounsbery, shortly af-ter her ordination, as being a calm and dignified figure, her overall ap-pearance tended to be expressive of the more savage side of her nature. Acommon friend, a cultivated European woman, was years later to averthat Ani-la had the physique of a French peasant and looked as thoughshe had been made to do heavy farm work and produce lots of babies. Ofmedium height, and sturdily built, she had a red bulldog face that was ca-
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pable of turning scarlet with indignation, rage, or sardonic mirth, andfrom which there looked out two blue-grey eyes that either blazed or glit-tered. Possessing as she did a peasant-like physique, it was not surprisingthat she should have been at home with animals. More than once, at theGandhamadan Vihara in Darjeeling, I had found her sitting on the flooramidst her pots and pans surrounded by stray dogs and cats she hadtaken in and whom she allowed to push their noses into the very platefrom which she was eating. Every now and then she would suddenlycatch up one of the cats and press it to her capacious bosom, at the sametime smothering it with kisses and squeezing it so tightly that thewretched creature struggled to escape. Brisk and decisive in her move-ments, except when overcome by feelings of despondency or despair, shewas always �on the go� and had a positive mania for re- arranging things.Masculine was for her more or less synonymous with �intellectual�, andhaving as she did a high opinion of intellect she naturally entertained alow opinion of women, whom she considered insufficiently endowedwith that faculty. Members of her own sex, with few exceptions, she infact regarded almost with contempt and thought talking to them a wasteof time. Whether or not she was �masculine� in the more accepted sense ofthe term (and certainly she had a few hairs on her chin) there was littledoubt that hers was a highly intellectual nature. A former professor ofPhilosophy and Literature, she had become a Buddhist for reasons thatwere metaphysical rather than religious in the narrower, more emotionalsense of the term. Disillusioned with Catholic theology and mysticism, aswell as with the Advaita Vedanta, she had found in Buddhism alone, es-pecially as represented by the Madhyamika of Nagarjuna, the non-substantialism she had come to regard as constituting the true doctrine ofliberation. My own reasons for becoming a Buddhist were less clear-cut,and less metaphysical. Nevertheless the exigent Frenchwoman and I hada lot in common intellectually, and I always enjoyed our discussions, atleast when they related to Buddhism. She enjoyed them too, when shewas in the right mood and not preoccupied with her personal difficulties.Once she went so far as to declare that with the possible exception of DrRoerich (who was in her bad books, having refused to teach her Tibetan) Iwas the only person in Kalimpong who was her intellectual equal and theonly person, therefore, with whom she could have a worthwhile ex-change of ideas. As Kalimpong was a small place, this was not really muchof a compliment. With her high, sometimes impossibly high, intellectualand academic standards, Ani-la naturally was an extremely criticalperson and very difficult to please. When she was pleased, however, she
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could praise lavishly, even excessively, her favourite term of approbationbeing �formidable�. Thus Dr A.C. Banerjee, with whom she had studied inCalcutta, was a formidable Sanskrit scholar and Paul Mus�s magnumopus Borobudur, a formidable study of Indian Buddhism.Probably it was to the lack of opportunities for intellectual exchange,among other things, that Ani-la was referring when she characterized hernature as compressed. It was compressed in the sense that her intellectualand emotional energies were squeezed into a space that was much toosmall for them. They had no proper outlet, no adequate means of expres-sion. Hence she felt frustrated, dissatisfied, restless. She was even �com-pressed� linguistically, in that her command of English, let alone Hindi orTibetan, did not allow her to express her thoughts and feelings as fully oras freely as she would have liked. It was noticeable that her spirits soaredwhen she had someone to talk to in her own language, even if it was onlyAryadeva, the Darjeeling-based French samanera, of whose mental ca-pacities she did not have a high opinion. An intensely patriotic person,with a strong feeling for the French language and French culture, she evi-dently was no less ill at ease outside her native milieu than was the fish inthe Dhammapada simile out of its watery home. Sometimes I thought thather real ambition was to spend half a lifetime working on a truly stupen-dous piece of original Indological research and then, when it was fin-ished, return in triumph to her own country. Having delivered before theAcademy or the Sorbonne a formidably brilliant allocution on the extentand significance of her discoveries she would declare, amid tumultuousapplause, that her humble efforts had all been for the glory of France.This, then, was the person for whose benefit I had undertaken to con-duct a regular evening session of puja, readings from the scriptures, andmeditation, and for whom I was having, therefore, to make a few changesin my existing routine. Once those changes had been made, and the eve-ning session incorporated into the structure of my day, the new routineremained virtually unchanged for several months, until my departure forCalcutta towards the end of March. So little did it change during this peri-od, and so much was each day like every other, that to describe one daywas to describe them all. In fact to describe one day was to describe my lifeat that time, so that a visiting journalist could well have written not of aday in the life of the English monk, or Imji Gelong as the Tibetans calledme, but of a life in his day.That day began before dawn, as people�s day usually did in India. Aftera cup of tea I performed puja in the shrine-room, reciting (in Pali) the Sal-utation to the Three Jewels, the verses for offering flowers, incense, and
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lighted lamps or candles, and verses invoking the blessings of the devas orshining ones. Sometimes I also recited such texts as the Mangala or �Auspi-cious Signs� Sutta and the Ratana or �Jewel� Sutta. All this took ten or fif-teen minutes, after which I meditated for an hour, concentrating mymind by means of the anapana-sati or �respiration-mindfulness� practice,and becoming absorbed, on some days at least, in the lower dhyanas orsuperconscious states. After puja and meditation came breakfast, whichconsisted of tea and buttered toast (without jam) and for which I wasjoined by Sachin. Examination time was approaching, and my youngfriend was staying with me so that he could revise subjects in which hewas weak without being disturbed by siblings or visiting friends. Onsome days I helped him, after breakfast, with his revision. Otherwise Iwas at my writing table by eight o�clock, or earlier, and there remained,with Dr Hudson�s rug beneath my feet, until it was time for lunch.Usually I wrote three or four foolscap pages, occasionally two or evenonly one. Besides the actual business of writing, there were quotations tobe selected and references checked. At my request Marco Pallis had sentme, from London, several dozen volumes of important texts and studiesthat I did not have in my own small library, and which were indispens-able. Thus for three or four hours I was totally immersed in the serene, ra-diant, and majestic world of the Dharma, or perhaps I should say �of theDoctrine� (as distinct from the Method), for had I not also been immersedin that world, in a different kind of way, when performing puja and medi-tating?Lunch was at twelve o�clock or even later. Strictly speaking, as abhikkhu I was supposed to finish eating by noon, but for the last year or soI had been observing the vikala-bhojana or �untimely meals� rule in thespirit rather than in the letter. Not that I thought the letter unimportant orthat I was in the least disposed to disregard it completely. Spirit and letterwere closely connected, the latter being ideally an expression of the for-mer and its observance, therefore, a means to the observance of the for-mer. I had been shocked and disgusted, however, by the extremeformalism of many Theravadin bhikkhus, whose strict observance of theletter of the vikala-bhojana rule was accompanied by a total disregard of itsspirit, and had no wish to risk becoming one of that company. For me theprinciple behind the rule was moderation in eating, and there was no nec-essary connection between this and the particular hour at which one ate.Lunch was therefore at twelve o�clock or even later and for this meal, too,I was joined by Sachin. Our simple rice and vegetable curry repast wasprepared and served by my new cook-bearer Padam Bahadur, a cheerful,
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competent thirty-year-old who at times struck me as being a Nepaleseversion of Sam Weller, Mr Pickwick�s quick-witted Cockney servant.After lunch I gave Aniruddha and his companion Luparatna, GyanJyoti�s cashier, a lesson in English grammar and composition. I had taughtthe Newar monk before, when his companion had been the hedonisticMr Bhumiveda, and now that he was again back in Kalimpong he wascontinuing his studies with me. By this time relations between us werequite cordial, despite their having got off to such an unpropitious startfive years earlier, and I had the impression that he had a better opinion ofme than he had of Anand-ji, for some of whose ways he at times ex-pressed strong disapproval. Aniruddha and Luparatna having departed,it was time for me to teach Durga and his school friend Mitra Kumar, astrapping young Hindu Newar whose family ran an orchid-growingbusiness down at Seventh Mile. Sometimes I taught them Geographyand Indian Administration, sometimes Civics and English Poetry. Occa-sionally they were joined by Lalit Shamsher, another of Durga�s friends,who was also Mitra�s cousin. The rest of the afternoon was spent writingletters, or editing the Maha Bodhi Journal (including writing the editorialand Himavantavasi�s column), and making up accounts.At half-past five or six o�clock I took my place in the shrine-room, Ani-lasitting opposite me on the other side of the image table. She had arrivedan hour or two earlier, and Lobsang had given her a Tibetan lesson while Iwas occupied with my students. After we had performed puja (the samePali puja that I performed in the morning) I read aloud a lengthy extractfrom a Theravadin or Mahayana canonical text, the idea being that weshould listen as receptively as possible and allow every syllable of theBuddhavachana or Word of the Buddha (as these texts were, according totradition) to sink into the depths of our consciousness. This was the firsttime I had experimented with reading (as distinct from chanting) theBuddhist scriptures in a liturgical context, and I soon discovered it to be ahighly effective spiritual practice. A �reading from the scriptures� alwaysformed part of our full moon day pujas, but as people�s attention spanwas limited the text chosen was short and the impression it producedtherefore correspondingly slight. From receptive listening to theBuddhavachana the transition to meditation was an easy and naturalone. At least it was comparatively easy and natural for me. For Ani-lameditation was the least enjoyable part of the evening. Though not un-used to the cross-legged posture, she was extremely restless, and couldnot sit still even for a minute. What kind of mental state she was in at suchtimes I did not like to think. None the less I gave her further instruction in
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the �respiration-mindfulness� practice, and did my best to clear up hervarious doubts and difficulties, though I took good care to do this only af-ter we had finished meditating. Had I attempted to clear them up beforewe started we probably would not have got started at all, for Ani-la�sdoubts and difficulties were hydra-headed, and no sooner was onecleared up than two more appeared in its place.That I found the transition from receptive listening to theBuddhavachana to meditation easy and natural did not mean that I nec-essarily found meditation itself easy. Though I had been meditating,fairly regularly, for seven or eight years, I still had to cope with wanderingthoughts, with negative emotions, and, sometimes, with the sheer disin-clination to sit down on the folded towel that served me as an asana, toclose my eyes, to watch my breath, and to calm and concentrate my mind.There were even periods of complete dryness, when for days on end Iwould be unable to concentrate properly and when Mara whispered inmy ear that nature had not meant me for a yogi and I had better stick tobooks. Yet there also came, every now and then and sometimes whenleast expected, experiences that not only encouraged me to carry on med-itating but pointed to the possibility that, eventually, Enlightenmentwould be attained. My whole body, especially the forehead, might be per-vaded by an indescribable feeling of refreshment. Or I might �see� theBuddha. Or the kundalini might start bubbling in the manipura-chakra. Or Imight have a strong sense of the impermanence of all conditioned things.Whatever the experience, and however much it was welcome (and some-times it was very welcome indeed), I told myself it was only a signpost,not the goal, and that I must press on. During the period of my eveningsessions with Ani-la these experiences came to me more frequently thanusual, especially experiences of vipassana or �insight� into � or, more liter-ally, �clear vision� of � the true nature of existence. This was probably dueto the fact that I was meditating twice a day instead of once, and thatwhen I meditated for the second time it was after performing puja and lis-tening to the Buddhavachana. By traditional Buddhist standards, twohours of meditation a day represented a very modest achievement, but Ihad no doubt that in combination with other spiritual practices, and withthe support of an ethical life, it really did conduce to progress towards En-lightenment.The end of my session with Ani-la did not mean the end of my day.Sachin was waiting for me, and together we walked up the road andthrough the brightly lit High Street to his house. Here I gave Meera herlesson while he had his (non-vegetarian) evening meal, after which we
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returned to Craigside. Neither of us burned any midnight oil, but thelights were on in our respective rooms until quite late, as he did more revi-sion and I concluded my day in the company of Rilke or Dostoevsky.Yet though my routine, during the first three months of the year,changed so little that a journalist could well have written a life in the dayof the English monk, that routine was by no means unpunctuated by in-terruptions. These interruptions usually took the form of casual visitors,either local people who were passing by and called to pay their respects,or sightseers staying at the Himalayan Hotel, or Darjeeling friends whowere in Kalimpong for a day or two and wanted to see me. If I was writingor teaching I dismissed them as soon as I decently could � unless, ofcourse, it was someone like Anand-ji, who could not be disposed of soeasily. Otherwise, if I was free, I talked to them about the Dharma, aboutthe Maha Bodhi Society, and (especially if they were Buddhists) about theneed to revive Buddhism in India and spread the teachings of theBuddha as widely as possible. Thus the days passed, each one much thesame as every other, until my work for the Maha Bodhi Journal required meto go down to Calcutta. Sachin went with me. His examinations wereover, and as he was confident of passing he wanted to look into the possi-bility of his joining one of the Calcutta colleges. Having said goodbye tothe friends who had gathered at Craigside to see us off, we left Kalimpongon a cold, wet afternoon in the third week of March, and withintwenty-four hours of catching the evening train at Siliguri were in hot,sticky, noisy, overcrowded, insalubrious Calcutta and unfastening ourbedding rolls in my old room in the Maha Bodhi Society�s headquartersbuilding.This time no nasty shock awaited me. Far from trying to check me in mywork for the Journal, as they had done the previous year, Silabhadra andJinaratana received me almost with open arms and behaved as thoughwe had always been on the best of terms. Their change of attitude was notentirely disinterested. As my friend Soratha, the Little Monk, soon pri-vately informed me, they had been guilty of a serious dereliction of dutyfor which Devapriya-ji (now again out on tour) had taken the pair ofthem, Jinaratana especially, severely to task, and as a result of which theywere in the Governing Body�s bad books and very much on the defen-sive. The dereliction related to the licence under which copies of the MahaBodhi were dispatched to the Journal�s subscribers all over the world at aspecial reduced postal rate. This licence had to be renewed each year andthe responsibility for its renewal rested with Jinaratana, as Managing Edi-tor, and to a lesser degree with Silabhadra. This year they had omitted to
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renew it, with the result that the Post Office had refused to accept copiesof the February issue at the reduced rate. The cost of dispatching them atthe standard rate being prohibitive, they had not been dispatched at alland were still piled up on the floor of Jinaratana�s office awaiting a solu-tion to the problem.One of my first tasks after my arrival, therefore, was to accompanyJinaratana to the General Post Office and there lend him, for a space oftwo hours, my moral support as he pleaded, argued, and expostulatedwith various officials. The situation was even worse than had appeared.Not only did the Journal�s licence have to be renewed each year. It had tobe renewed within a certain time and each issue had to be posted by a spe-cific date in the month in which it was brought out. Moreover, there hadto be twelve issues a year, neither more nor less, which meant that therecould be no Vaishakha double number as in previous years. Somehow itwas all sorted out, at least to an extent, and Jinaratana returned to his of-fice to arrange for the copies of the February issue lying there to be dis-patched at last and I to my room to start tackling the backlog of presswork. The February issue having not gone out, the articles for the Marchissue had not been sent to the printers. These I now had to see throughthe press, as well as edit and proof-read the April and May issues � allwithin the space of three weeks. The May Maha Bodhi was, of course, theJournal�s Vaishakha number. Though not a double number this year, itwas sufficiently substantial in content, including as it did articles by DrConze and Lama Govinda, among others, as well as an extract from thesecond chapter of the Survey entitled �The Transcendental Unity of Bud-dhism�, and an editorial on �The Reign of Law�. There was also a specialcover, designed by a Shantiniketan-trained Bengali artist, and ablack-and-white frontispiece. The latter was an art photograph of a sev-enth-century bronze head of Shakyamuni from the Nara Museum. �Thegentle eyes, the powerful lines of the nose, and the benevolent expressionof the face impart to this head a deeply religious feeling�, the museum�sguidebook observed. �It is one of the finest creations of the earliest period(7th and 8th centuries) in which Buddhist culture first permeated all Ja-pan.�My efforts on behalf of the Society�s journal did not go unnoticed, oreven unappreciated, and at a meeting of the editorial board held when Iwas nearly half-way through my stay its chairman, silver-haired and sil-ver-tongued Dr Kalidas Nag, presented me with a small (verbal) bouquet.Under my editorship the Maha Bodhi had improved enormously, he de-clared, in his customary charming manner, and he and his colleagues � in
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fact all the Society�s members � were deeply grateful to me for what I haddone. The contrast between the present harmonious occasion and thestormy meeting that had taken place last time I was in Calcutta was strik-ing, and I hoped it was indicative of a change of heart on the part of someof my colleagues.The fact that I had to bring out three issues of the Maha Bodhi in as manyweeks meant that I spent the greater part of the day (not excluding theevening) in my room, at a table strewn with galleys and page proofs, andhad little time to spare for other things. Nevertheless I took part in someof the functions organized by the Society, even speaking at one and pre-siding over another, and delivered three lectures in the Society�s hall, in-cluding one on �The Recollection of Death� which I gave just afterrecovering from a bout of fever. The biggest and in its own way most suc-cessful of the functions held at this time was the public reception given tothe ex-King of Cambodia, Prince Norodom Sihanouk Varma, in his capac-ity as leader of the Goodwill Delegation to India, which was attended bymembers of the Diplomatic Corps, Ministers of the West Bengal Govern-ment, prominent citizens of Calcutta, and other distinguished guests. Onme, for one, the ex-King did not make a very favourable impression. Apodgy figure in a white tunic and dark Cambodian-style sarong, he hadcrafty eyes and a suspicious expression that indicated, I thought, an un-friendly and deeply mistrustful nature.Besides taking part in functions organized by the Society I talked withvisitors to the headquarters building, lunched at the Grand Hotel with DrHudson, then on her way back to Kalimpong from Sarnath, visited theSikh Cultural Centre and the Sri Aurobindo Centre, had my usual discus-sions with Phani Sanyal, and on two or three occasions accompaniedSachin to Hindustan Building to see his relations. There were also meet-ings with two highly regarded members of the Theravadin monastic or-der, one of whom was from Cambodia, the other from Ceylon. VenerableVeera Dhammawara, the Cambodian monk, had founded near NewDelhi a vihara where he not only taught the Dharma but practisednaturopathy for the benefit of the local people. Though more or less set-tled in India, he maintained links with his native land, and was said to bean adviser to the ex-King, whom he in fact had accompanied to the MahaBodhi Society�s reception. Venerable Ananda Maitreya, the Sinhalesemonk, was a scholar, preacher, and educationist who was well knowneven outside Ceylon. Though both were very much my seniors (AnandaMaitreya had been ordained years before I was born), neither of themshowed the least disposition to treat me otherwise than as an equal and I
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soon had the satisfaction of discovering that they were well-informed,open-minded men who were Buddhists first and Theravadins after-wards. Ananda Maitreya even displayed a knowledge of the Mahayana,indeed a positive sympathy with it, that in my experience was rare amongTheravadins.My most enjoyable meeting, however, was with my old friendBuddharakshita, the companion of my wandering days, who was pass-ing through Calcutta on his way back to Burma. We had not met since1949, when he left for Ceylon and I went to stay with Jagdish Kashyap atthe Benares Hindu University. Letters had passed between us from timeto time, and from his I had gathered that he was not having an easy timein the Copper-Coloured Island. The irresistible force that was SinhaleseTheravadin Buddhism had collided with the immoveable object that wasbrahminical cultural conditioning (my friend had been born into a Ben-gali brahmin family), and there had been an explosion. The explosion hadblown him to Burma, where he had studied on a government scholar-ship, had learned Burmese, and was now serving as interpreter and liai-son officer between the Burmese authorities and the Indian bhikkhusattending the so-called Sixth Buddhist Council. This Council, which wasthe brainchild of the Burmese Prime Minister, U Nu, was being held nearRangoon in a specially constructed artificial cave. Proceedings had begunin 1954 and were due to come to a close in 1956, the year of the 2,500th an-niversary of Buddhism.Buddharakshita was full of praise for the Burmese laity but rather criti-cal of the monks, at least in certain respects. U Nu had made arrange-ments for the 2,500 bhikkhus attending the Council to be offeredvegetarian, rather than non-vegetarian, food each day, judging this to bemore in accordance with the nature of the occasion. The Burmesebhikkhus, who were very much in the majority, strongly objected. Unlessthey were given meat and fish, a delegation told him, they would with-draw from the Council en masse. U Nu had no alternative but to capitu-late, even though this meant that hundreds of animals would have to beslaughtered every week to feed the bhikkhus, and even though con-sumption of the flesh of animals killed especially for their benefit was pro-hibited to bhikkhus by the Buddha in the very Vinaya-Pitaka whose textthe Council was then engaged in reciting, checking, and �purifying�.Buddharakshita�s story did not surprise me. For some Burmese monks, Iwell knew, giving up meat and fish was equivalent to giving up Bud-dhism.
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The morning after my meeting with Buddharakshita, and a few hoursafter I had sent the last corrected page proofs of the Vaishakha number tothe press, Sachin and I left Calcutta. Previously one had always had tocross the Ganges by the ancient, overcrowded paddle steamer. Nowlaunches were plying, and in one of these we took our place. The resultwas that we reached the opposite shore ahead of most of the other pas-sengers, secured seats in the connecting train without difficulty, slept formost of the night, and arrived in Kalimpong the following afternoon nottoo much the worse for our journey.During my absence Anand-ji and Gyan Jyoti�s plans for an evening col-lege at the Dharmodaya Vihara had started to bear fruit. Classes were al-ready being held. Before my departure I had agreed to teach the IA andBA classes English and Logic and having had tea and talked withAniruddha and a few other early visitors I accordingly made my way tothe Dharmodaya Vihara and took my first class. After the class I discussedthe forthcoming Vaishakha Purnima celebrations with Gyan Jyoti. Thisyear, for the first time since my arrival in Kalimpong (perhaps for the firsttime ever), the dozen or more Buddhist organizations and institutions ofthe town were going to celebrate the thrice-sacred day jointly, as well asindividually, a committee had been formed for that purpose, and I hadbeen elected general secretary. For the next few weeks much of my timewas therefore taken up with committee meetings, consultations withGyan Jyoti, who had been made treasurer, and discussions with the stew-ards of the procession that was to be the main feature of the joint celebra-tions, as well as with the collection of funds for our own Maha BodhiSociety celebrations at Craigside.Inevitably my routine was affected. Though I taught Aniruddha andDurga most afternoons, and took my IA and BA classes at theDharmodaya Vihara three times a week, my mornings were broken intoand it was more than two weeks before I could resume work on the Sur-vey, and then only for a few days. There was no time for the evening ses-sions of puja, readings from the scriptures, and meditation. Ani-la was inany case in Darjeeling, and after her return to Kalimpong she evinced lit-tle or no interest in their being restarted. They had not benefited her asmuch as I had hoped they would. At the time of my departure for Calcuttashe was still liable to black moods, still in the habit of silently handing meletters about her difficulties, and capable of announcing that she had de-cided to �go away� and nobody would ever be bothered by her again.Now she was experiencing difficulties in connection with her living ar-rangements in Tirpai. Two or three months earlier she had moved from
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her quarters in someone�s outhouse into a roomy natural cave in the hill-side above the village. With the help of friends she furnished the cave, in-stalled electric light, and made herself otherwise comfortable in her newabode. For a while the French Nun�s wonderful �electrified cave� was thetalk of the town, with people walking all the way up to Tirpai from the ba-zaar just to see it. I had seen it once, when on an outing to Dailo, thewooded hill behind Tirpai, with some of our younger members. Recently,however, there had been friction between Ani-la and her neighbours, andshortly after returning to Kalimpong she tearfully informed me that itwas impossible for her to go on living there. Her neighbours did not real-ize she needed peace and tranquillity for her studies; despite her pleas forsilence they continued to shout and quarrel in the vicinity of her dwell-ing. Worse still, one of them wanted to cut down the row of bamboos thatscreened the entrance to the cave, thus depriving her of their protectionand exposing her to the gaze of passers-by.The evening sessions of puja, readings from the scriptures, and medita-tion not having been restarted, Ani-la was seen at Craigside less fre-quently than before. But Lobsang continued to come, even though therewas no rebellious French nun for him to teach, and we continued to workon the article on Tibetan Buddhism he was writing. Not that he had actu-ally written very much of the article. Weeks were to pass before he hadproduced a sufficient number of pages for me to be able to make a seriousstart on the work of revision � a work that was to last far longer than I hadexpected. Meanwhile, we spent our afternoons together discussing Ti-betan Buddhism in general and trying to clarify terminology. ThoughLobsang was writing the article, in a sense he was not its author, as thematerial for it was being supplied by Dhardo Rimpoche, for whose know-ledge of the Dharma he had the highest regard and with whom he was inregular contact. The Rimpoche was aware, of course, that I was helpingLobsang and aware, therefore, that material supplied to the young Ti-betan aristocrat was also material supplied, indirectly, to me, and that Iwould need to understand it thoroughly if I was to give the article an ade-quate revision. Sometimes Dhardo Rimpoche seemed to be communicat-ing to me, through Lobsang, material not intended for the article orindeed for publication at all. Thus for four or five afternoons in succes-sion, apparently at the Rimpoche�s behest, Lobsang gave me a detailedaccount of the meditational practices of the Guhyasamaja Tantra. So com-plex were these practices that as soon as he was gone I wrote down what Iremembered of them, in this way accumulating quite a sheaf of notes on ahighly esoteric subject. It was curious, I reflected. Ever since my first en-
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counter with it, some years earlier, in an article written by a BengaliIndologist, the mere name of the Guhyasamaja Tantra had possessed astrange resonance for me. In Nepal a lay Tantric yogin had told me that to-gether with the Prajnaparamita �in 8,000 lines� and the Bodhicharyavatara itwas one of the three foundational texts of Nepalese (Newar) Buddhism.With the Prajnaparamita or �Perfection of Wisdom� literature and theBodhicharyavatara or �Entry into the Life of Enlightenment� of ShantidevaI was already familiar. Indeed, I prized them highly. Was there, then, ahidden spiritual connection between these two texts and theGuhyasamaja, and why had Dhardo Rimpoche chosen to reveal to mesome of the secrets of Tantric Buddhist meditation?Whatever the answer to these questions may have been, or even if thelatter represented a misunderstanding on my part, one thing at least wasclear. Just as our consultations about Ani-la had strengthened the ties be-tween Dhardo Rimpoche and Lobsang, on the one hand, and me on theother, so my work on the article on Tibetan Buddhism was bringing me,through Lobsang, into ever closer contact with the kindly but, seemingly,aloof Gelugpa incarnate lama who was its true author. Thus when a situ-ation arose in which I needed Dhardo Rimpoche�s help I had no hesita-tion in approaching him directly. The situation related to the forthcomingjoint Vaishakha Purnima celebrations, now less than a week away. Forseveral days rumours had been circulating in the bazaar to the effect thatthe (Gelugpa) lamas, of whom there were about a hundred in Kalimpong,were deeply divided, that tensions between the two rival parties werebuilding up, that there was going to be a violent confrontation, and thatthe clash was due to take place on Vaishakha Purnima day, either in thecourse of the procession or at the public meeting that was to be held at theDharmodaya Vihara afterwards. What had led to the division I never dis-covered, but as the two groups seemed to regard Dhardo Rimpoche andthe abbot of the Tharpa Chholing Gompa, respectively, as their leaders, itwas these two dignitaries that I initially approached. Dhardo Rimpochepromised to intervene and restrain the lamas who claimed to be his fol-lowers, and the venerable old abbot, with whom I had been on friendlyterms since my arrival in Kalimpong, gave me a similar undertaking. Ialso took the precaution of speaking to the representatives of the twokidus or lay associations, both of which had become embroiled in the dis-pute, and warned that any violence on the Vaishakha Purnima, of all daysin the year, would bring shame and disgrace on the Buddhists ofKalimpong and particularly on the members of the Tibetan community.These and similar meetings kept me busy for several days, but at length I
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was satisfied that no untoward incident would be allowed to mar thesanctity of the thrice-sacred day. It was as well I had taken the action I did.Dhardo Rimpoche�s followers, who were the more aggressive party andincluded monks belonging to the Tharpa Chholing Gompa, apparentlyhad been planning to attack the abbot at the meeting at the DharmodayaVihara and drive him from the platform.Feelings within the Kalimpong Buddhist community could indeed runhigh. Besides the divisions among the lamas, there were serious differ-ences between Tamang and Newar Buddhists, or at least betweenDhanman Moktan and the Dharmodaya Vihara, and these, too, I had tosettle before I could be certain that everybody would be taking part in theprocession and the public meeting. Dhanman Moktan lived in Tirpai andwas a dealer in grains. As I had long known, he cherished a violent hatredtowards Newars, especially Buddhist Newars, and in particular towardsthe three (formerly four) Jyoti brothers, who were among the town�sleading merchants and the Dharmodaya�s principal supporters. For himno epithet was too bad to be applied to the unfortunate Newars. The rea-son for this inordinate hatred I had yet to discover, though over the yearshe had told me many a story purporting to reveal the arrogance, perfidy,and meanness of the entire Newar community. One of the more identifi-able grounds for his differences with the Dharmodaya Vihara (thoughnot for his unreasoning hatred) related to the ownership of the littleone-room vihara situated a few doors from his grain shop. This had longbeen a bone of contention between him as the (self-appointed) represen-tative of the Tirpai Buddhists and the Dharmodaya Vihara�sKathmandu-based parent body the Dharmodaya Sabha. If the issue wasnot resolved to his satisfaction, the irascible Tamang declared, he and hissupporters would neither take part in any procession that started fromthe Dharmodaya Vihara nor attend any meeting held on the Vihara�s pre-mises. Fortunately I was able, as a friend of both parties, to get them toagree to a compromise. In return for Dhanman Moktan�s recognition ofthe Sabha�s ownership of the little vihara, Gyan Jyoti, on behalf of theSabha, recognized the right of the Tirpai Buddhists to manage it. Thus theco-operation of Dhanman Moktan and his supporters in the jointVaishakha Purnima celebrations was assured.Not that Gelug lamas, and Tamangs and Newars, were the only oneswhose divisions and differences threatened to mar the unity of the Bud-dhist community. In Kalimpong there were only four Western Buddhists(or five if one included Dr Roerich), yet on the eve of the VaishakhaPurnima two of them managed to get into a foolish quarrel that created,
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for a time, a quite unpleasant atmosphere. The two offenders were Ani-laand Joe. Both were keen to help decorate Craigside for our Maha BodhiSociety celebrations, but knowing that they were not the best of friends,and knowing, moreover, that they possessed very different artistic tastes,I had been careful to demarcate their respective areas of responsibility.Ani-la was to be responsible for decorating the shrine-room, where themorning celebrations would be held, and Joe was to be responsible forsetting up the outside shrine, in front of which we would be holding theevening celebrations, when more people were expected to attend. Ouryounger members were given the responsibility of erecting the Tibetanmarquee I had borrowed for the occasion from the Tharpa ChholingGompa. Having displayed, as I thought, truly Solomonic wisdom, I wentto the Dharmodaya Vihara to see Anand-ji, leaving my helpers, youngand old, to get on with their respective tasks. But even the wisdom of Sol-omon was unable to prevent the intransigent French nun and the pricklyCanadian upasaka from finding cause for disagreement. Though I haddemarcated their respective areas of responsibility, I had omitted to de-fine exactly where one ended and the other began. In particular, I had notmade it clear to whose area the casement windows in the back wall of theshrine-room belonged, and during my absence a dispute arose betweenthem over this important point. Ani-la claimed that as the windows wereusually kept shut they formed part of the inside of the shrine-room andtherefore fell within her jurisdiction, whereas Joe contended that as theyopened outwards they should be considered as being outside it and there-fore as falling within his jurisdiction. The reason for Joe�s contention wasthat he had set up the outside shrine immediately below the windows; ifthe windows were opened, and the shrine-room�s main image turnedround, this would create a triptych-like effect, with the image forming thecentral panel of the triptych and the window-frames on either side of theimage the two wing panels. Obviously the idea was a good one, and de-spite Ani-la�s vehement protests Joe not only opened the windows butproceeded to line the inside � now transformed into the outside � of thewindow-frames with flowers. This high-handed behaviour, as she saw it(and Joe should really have waited for me to return and settle the dis-pute), infuriated Ani-la, and soon the two Western Buddhists were en-gaged in an unseemly altercation that dismayed and embarrassed theother helpers. Nor did the matter end there. After Joe had left, Ani-laclimbed up on to the outside shrine and threw down the flowers withwhich he had lined the window-frames. At this point I returned. On
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learning what had happened I ordered Ani-la to replace the flowers andafter the usual hysterics she obeyed.Joe was very angry the next morning when he discovered what Ani-lahad done to his handiwork, and Dr Hudson was even angrier on his be-half. �Why was that woman allowed to interfere?� she kept demanding, ofno one in particular, her bony frame trembling with rage. But this was notthe time for anger or any other negative emotion. Vaishakha Purnima dayhad dawned clear and bright; from early morning more than a dozenpairs of hands (including Ani-la�s) had been putting the finishing touchesto the decorations, and soon it was time for us to welcome DhardoRimpoche, to invite him to hoist the five-coloured Buddhist flag, and toconduct him to his throne in the shrine-room. Here he performed puja inTibetan and gave an address which Lobsang translated into English. Ithen administered the Refuges and Precepts to the gathering, led thechanting of the Salutation to the Three Jewels, and delivered a short ser-mon. Later in the morning, after an alfresco early lunch, our membersand I went in a body to the Dharmodaya Vihara and took our places in theprocession, which had just started moving. Anand-ji and I walked to-gether immediately behind the palanquin containing the image of theBuddha. In front of the palanquin went the red-robed lamas in their yel-low ceremonial headgear, some of them carrying flags and banners, oth-ers beating drums and clashing cymbals and blowing on various windinstruments, including a pair of twelve-foot copper trumpets. Behind uscame a motley crowd of Tibetan, Nepalese, Sikkimese, Bhutanese, Chi-nese, and Indian lay devotees, many of them in national dress and carry-ing on their shoulders images and sacred books. The mile-longprocession presented a colourful sight as slowly it wound through theHigh Street and Chowrasta, up past the Scottish Mission compound, andso along the ridge to the Tirpai bazaar and the Tharpa Chholing Gompa,whence it made its way back to the Dharmodaya Vihara by a differentroute. The public meeting, which took place soon afterwards, thoughshort was no less successful. I addressed the audience in English, afterwhich Anand-ji addressed it in Hindi. On the platform with us, seated intwo enormous armchairs, were Dhardo Rimpoche and the abbot of theTharpa Chholing Gompa. Though some of their respective followers ex-changed unfriendly looks, and though the abbot was the object of a fewaggressive stares, the two dignitaries greeted each other warmly on theirarrival. I was reminded of the Hindu saying that however much Shiva�sghosts and Vishnu�s demons might quarrel the two gods, their masters,remained the best of friends.
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The evening celebrations at Craigside were held on the lawn, beneaththe Tibetan marquee, and were attended by a couple of hundred peopleincluding the new Deputy Commissioner from Darjeeling and the Sec-ond Officer of Kalimpong. As in the morning, I administered the Refugesand Precepts, led the chanting of the Salutation to the Three Jewels, anddelivered a sermon. This time the sermon was a long one. Taking as mytext the words sukho buddhanamuppado, or �Happy is the birth of theBuddhas�, from the Dhammapada verse 194, I emphasized the fact that theWay to Enlightenment was also the path to supreme happiness. Thencame a reading from the Pali Canon descriptive of Siddhartha�s attain-ment of Enlightenment beneath the Bodhi-tree, after which there fol-lowed a short period of group meditation. This should have marked theend of the proceedings, but such was the atmosphere that had been cre-ated that more than half the people, including the Deputy Commissioner,sat on, as though unable to tear themselves away. If the predominantmood of the morning celebrations had been one of joy, that of the eveningcelebrations was one of peace and tranquillity. Some sat with eyes stillclosed. Others contemplated the �altar� Joe had set up at the far end of themarquee, against the outside wall of the shrine-room, where three tiers ofbutter-lamps burned and where, above the topmost tier, the sedentBuddha-image that was the focal point of the celebrations looked outfrom between banks of Madonna lilies.
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Chapter Sixteen
GANGTOK, THE VILLAGE CAPITAL

Gangtok, the capital of Sikkim, was fifty miles from Kalimpong by road. Ihad visited the place once before, when at the invitation of VenerableSangharatana I had joined the official delegation taking the relics ofShariputra and Maudgalyayana, the Buddha�s two chief disciples, for ex-position in Gangtok and at the Dungkara Gompa in southern Tibet,where the sixteen-year-old Dalai Lama was then staying. On that occa-sion the government of India, for reasons of its own, had prevented mefrom setting foot in Tibet, but I had at least seen Gangtok, where twicedaily for a week I assisted Sangharatana and Kashyap-ji at the ceremonialexpositions of the relics for the benefit of the faithful and where, in theevenings, I gave discourses on the Dharma. Since then, Gangtok andSikkim had become as remote and mysterious to me as the mythical king-dom of Shambhala, and I had expected to see no more of the Himalayanprincipality than the snows of Kanchenjunga and its other sacred moun-tains shining against the blue sky a hundred to a hundred and fifty milesaway. Early in December, however, there had come a message from theMaharaj Kumar or Crown Prince. He would like to consult me before at-tending a meeting of the Maha Bodhi Society�s Governing Body the fol-lowing week. Would I mind coming up to Gangtok for a day or two? Notknowing at that time that the Indian authorities, who controlled access toSikkim, gave invitees of the Palace their frontier passes automatically, Isent back a message to the effect that there might be a delay in my receiv-ing permission to cross the Inner Line. Could His Highness not see me onhis way down to Calcutta? He could and he would, and a few days laterwe accordingly met at Churchill, the Kalimpong home of his sister Prin-cess Pema Tsedeun, where we had a long discussion about the Society�saffairs.



The Maharaj Kumar must have found the meeting useful, for towardsthe end of May there had come a second message inviting me up to thevillage capital. Not only did the Maharaj Kumar want to consult me againabout the affairs of the Maha Bodhi Society; he also wanted me to give afew lectures. The invitation, though welcome, did not come at the mostconvenient time. It was less than a month after the Vaishakha Purnimacelebrations, I had only recently been able to re-establish my daily routineof writing and teaching, and did not want to interrupt it yet again. More-over, I had been re-reading D.T. Suzuki�s translation of the Lankavatara Su-tra, as well as the three volumes of his Studies in Zen Buddhism. I had firstencountered the great �idealist� sutra in the early forties, when I was stillin my teens and still in England. Though I had encountered it in DwightGoddard�s shortened version The Self-Realization of Noble Wisdom (after-wards included in his well-known Buddhist Bible), its teaching had im-pressed me almost as deeply as that of the Diamond Sutra, the reading ofwhich, at about the same time, had made me realize that I was, in fact, aBuddhist, and always had been. Reading the work again now, after an in-terval of thirteen or fourteen years and with, perhaps, a better under-standing of Buddhism, I found myself being plunged into a deeplyintrospective mood that I had no wish to disturb by a sudden change ofscene. Nevertheless I thought it would not be right for me to refuse theMaharaj Kumar�s invitation a second time, especially as on this occasion arefusal would mean not taking advantage of an opportunity to preach theDharma. Nor were these the only considerations. Sikkim was a Buddhiststate, with a ruler who was a Dharmaraja or Righteous Monarch, andthough Buddhists were now outnumbered by (immigrant) Hindus Bud-dhism was still culturally and socially dominant and it behoved me to seeas much of the principality as I could while the present regime was inplace. I therefore accepted the Maharaj Kumar�s invitation, and taking avolume of Suzuki�s Studies with me for company left for the village capitalat the beginning of June.During the last few days it had been raining heavily, and though theroad between Kalimpong and Gangtok was not blocked by landslidesthere was plenty of cloud and mist and I caught only an occasionalglimpse of the darkly wooded slopes on the other side of the Teesta. At thelittle market town of Rangpo, where trains of Tibetan mules stood discon-solately around in the rain waiting for their packs to be searched for con-traband, I alighted and showed my pass at the West Bengal policecheckpoint, after which we were free to cross the frontier by the narrow,swaying suspension bridge. On the Sikkim side a friendly police
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constable waved us on with a smile that was in marked contrast to the sul-len, suspicious looks of the Bengali sub-inspectors on the Indian side ofthe boarder. As we drove up into the hills clouds parted and mist clearedto reveal clusters of thatched huts and terraces already green with earlyrice and maize. Gangtok bazaar, where I was set down soon after midday,presented a depressing sight, consisting as it did of little more than a fewrows of nondescript shops and miscalled �hotels�, most of them of theopen-fronted Indian variety and most of them owned, judging by theirnames, by Indians. On the hillside behind the bazaar was a scattering ofwattle and daub cottages with here and there a modern bungalow. It wasnot difficult to understand why Gangtok was called the village capital, forapart from the Palace and a few other buildings out of sight higher up theridge what I saw before me was Gangtok, which with its two thousand in-habitants represented the biggest concentration of people in Sikkim.Fortunately I did not have to contemplate the bazaar for long. A tele-phone call to the Palace to announce my arrival soon produced thekhaki-clad Superintendent of Police to whom had been entrusted the re-sponsibility of welcoming me on behalf of the Maharaj Kumar and con-ducting me to the State guest-house. Hardly had this functionary gone,after seeing me settled in my quarters, than there appeared another, inthe shape of a tall, rather nervous young Sikkimese in a black chuba. Thiswas the ADC, who had come to make sure that I was comfortable and hadeverything I needed, as well as to inform me where and when I would begiving my lectures. The rest of the afternoon was my own. In the eveningI had a visit from Rai Bahadur Densapa, also known as Berniak Kazi,Berniak being the name of his estate and Kazi his title as a Sikkimese no-bleman. I had met him on my previous visit to Gangtok, as well as severaltimes in Kalimpong subsequently, and knew him reasonably well. Likethe ADC he wore a chuba, in his case brown, but unlike the ADC, whosported a Western-style haircut, he wore his uncut hair in the traditionalTibeto-Sikkimese manner, that is, plaited into two braids that were coiledtightly round the head. Tall and portly, with an exceptionally florid com-plexion, he was in fact a man of strongly conservative views and one ofthe pillars of the Sikkimese establishment. At one time or other he had oc-cupied all the major posts in the administration (at the time of my visit hewas, I think, in charge of the Department of Ecclesiastical Affairs), andwas well known for his capacity for work, his personal integrity, and hisloyalty to the Ruling Family � a loyalty that did not prevent him from of-fering, on occasion, unpalatable advice. He was also well known for hisscholarship and for liking nothing more than a good discussion on Bud-
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dhist history, or doctrine, or literature. If this was indeed the case, and if itwas the hope of having such a discussion that brought him to theguest-house that evening, then probably he was not disappointed, for wetalked far into the night and covered a good deal of ground.The following morning came ebullient, irrepressible Tseten Tashi, theMaharaja�s Private Secretary, whom I also knew reasonably well. He wasat my reverence�s service, he announced in his usual comical fashion,doffing his porkpie hat with a flourish and making an exaggeratedly lowbow, and had come to take me to the Palace. To the Palace we thereforewent, at dizzying speed, and up a succession of hairpin bends, and in lessthan ten minutes I was being ushered into the Maharaj Kumar�s privatesitting-room. Here I found Rai Bahadur Densapa, and talked with himand Tseten Tashi until the arrival of the Maharaj Kumar, upon which theywithdrew. Polden Thondup Namgyal, Crown Prince of Sikkim, was in hisearly thirties and of medium height. Like the members of his entourage,he wore a chuba, off-white in colour and with long sleeves into which heinserted his hands from time to time as if to conceal something. Apartfrom a pronounced stutter, his most noticeable feature were his eyes,which were black and beady, and could be said to twinkle, especiallywhen he became animated, as he had in Kalimpong when we discussedMaha Bodhi Society affairs. On the occasion of our present meeting,which lasted for the rest of the morning, his eyes twinkled more brightlythan ever, especially when we passed from the Society�s affairs to thequestion of the revival of Buddhism in Sikkim, which evidently was verymuch on his mind.The Dharma had been introduced into Sikkim in the seventeenth cen-tury, its introduction being especially associated with the name ofLhatsun Chempo, a learned Tibetan lama. According to legend, the lamawas guided across the mountains by the spirit of Kanchenjunga in theform of a white bird. Subsequently, monasteries sprang up at the spotswhere he had erected shrines. These monasteries, which eventuallynumbered more than forty, were divided fairly equally between theNyingma and Karma-Kagyu Schools. Whatever they may have been likein the past, it was generally admitted that their present condition was onthe whole one of serious decline. Hardly any of the lamas were celibate(according to Rai Bahadur Densapa, perhaps one of them was) and fewlived in the monastery to which they were affiliated. Most lived nearby,with their wives and families, cultivated the land, and gathered at themonastery twice a month to perform rituals. Religious knowledge wasminimal or non-existent, and drunkenness and sexual immorality were
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rife. With the clergy in such a state, it was hardly to be expected that the la-ity should be remarkable either for understanding or practice of theDharma, Rai Bahadur Densapa being very much an exceptional figure inthis respect. Clearly Buddhism needed to be revived in the State, andclearly it was fitting that the Maharaj Kumar, as the future Dharmaraja orRighteous Monarch, should be giving thought to the matter. There couldhowever be no revival of Buddhism without Buddhist education, in thesense of regular, systematic instruction in the fundamentals of theDharma, and he was therefore trying to ascertain how such instructionmight best be given. In the case of the lamas it would probably have to begiven with the help of qualified Nyingma and Kagyu teachers from Tibet,and it was to be hoped that from the lamas knowledge would trickledown to their largely illiterate peasant clientèle. But what of the Eng-lish-educated laity, who together with their Hindu counterparts nowformed the most highly influential section of the community? How wasthe Dharma to be communicated to them? Since they were to a great ex-tent alienated from their traditional culture, it would probably have to becommunicated in terms that were rational rather than symbolic and nottoo obviously incompatible with their Westernized outlook. Probably itwould even have to be communicated, at least for the time being, by aWestern Buddhist, which was where the English monk of Kalimpongcame in, the Maharaj Kumar apparently having not forgotten the enthu-siasm with which younger Sikkimese Buddhists, in particular, had re-sponded to the lectures I had given four years earlier, in connection withthe exposition of the relics of Shariputra and Maudgalyayana.Thus it was that I was again visiting Gangtok, the village capital, andagain giving a series of lectures there. The first lecture took place on theafternoon of the day following my meeting with the Maharaj Kumar, andthe second and third on the two succeeding days. I gave all three of themin the secretariat building adjoining the Palace, in a room that with thehelp of Tibetan painted scrolls, lighted silver lamps, and incense, hadbeen transformed into a veritable temple. Looking round, I could not butcontrast the care taken here in Gangtok to create the right kind of atmos-phere for my lectures with the very different way things were done inCalcutta. In Calcutta, when I lectured in the Maha Bodhi Society�s shabbyhall, no care whatever was taken to create the right kind of atmosphere.Jinaratana, who as Joint Secretary was in charge of such things, did noteven bother to advertise the lectures properly. Half an hour before I wasdue to speak a board announcing the title of the lecture and the name ofthe speaker (invariably described as �English monk�) would be placed
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outside the entrance in the hope that passers-by would see it and wanderin, which fortunately some always did, especially if it was raining. Whenthere was a reception to be given to a visiting politician or other such dig-nitary, however, no trouble or expense would be spared to decorate thehall and send out invitations, even Devapriya-ji not being free from suchopportunism. The fact that no care was taken to create the right kind ofatmosphere for my lectures did not mean that I took any the less troublepreparing and delivering them, especially as I had, in addition to thosewho came in off the street, a small band of regular auditors; but whensuch care was taken, as in Gangtok it patently had been, it was a great en-couragement to me and I felt more inspired than ever to give of my best.Mindful that on the occasion of my previous visit, when I spoke on suchbasic topics as the Four Noble Truths and the Noble Eightfold Path, someof the younger Sikkimese Buddhists present had declared they had noidea Buddhism taught such wonderful things, I had decided that thistime, too, I would stick to fundamentals. I therefore spoke on the ThreeJewels, devoting my first lecture to the Buddha, the second to theDharma, and the third to the Sangha, which enabled me to present theBuddha�s teaching not only in its depth but in its breadth. According to acontemporary report, in the course of these lectures, none of which lastedfor more than an hour, I gave a survey of practically the whole field ofBuddhism. �The unique status of the Buddha as not only the preacher butthe discoverer of the Path to nirvana, the Dharma as the Means to En-lightenment, the treading of the Threefold Way, the practice of medita-tion, the duties and mutual obligations of monks and laymen, thewrongfulness of supporting Christian missions, the importance of theGuru, and the need for properly trained and educated monks, were top-ics upon which the Ven. Bhikshu laid particular emphasis.� That I shouldhave laid such emphasis on them was not surprising, for they wereamong the topics with which I was dealing in the Survey and thereforevery much in my thoughts.Though the lectures were held in the secretariat building, which forthose without means of transport meant a long uphill climb, all threewere well attended, especially the second and third. My auditors in-cluded the Maharaj Kumar, Princess Pema Tsedeun, the new Dewan (aplump little Parsee from Bombay whom I had yet to meet), Rai BahadurDensapa, and Tseten Tashi, as well as members of the Sikkimese nobilityand officers of the State, both Sikkimese and Indian. Each lecture was fol-lowed by questions and the questions by a discussion which became attimes, quite lively. Afterwards I mingled with the audience, greeting old
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friends and being introduced to people I had not met before. Thus I talkedabout Tibetan art with Kanwal Krishna, whom I had met in Kalimpong afew years ago and who had given lessons to Burma Raja and to theMaharaja of Sikkim, discussed the teachings of J. Krishnamurti with MotiChand Pradhan, an elderly Theosophist who once had been Sub-Divi-sional Officer of Kalimpong, and made the acquaintance of Apa B. Pant,the new Political Officer, who as the representative of the Government ofIndia was the real if unavowed ruler of the little Himalayan principality.Having not forgotten that it was the Government of India that had pre-vented me, through a previous Political Officer, from accompanying therelics of Shariputra and Maudgalyayana to Tibet, I was inclined to treatthe present agent of its authority � and ambitions � in the region with acertain amount of reserve. However, when we had chatted for a whilePant said he would like to have some discussion with me in Kalimpongand naturally I replied I would be happy to see him there.In between the lectures, and when not busy working on my notes in theguest-house, I was usually out and about seeing places and meetingpeople. The most interesting place I saw was Enchay Gompa, where Igave a short talk to the fifteen or twenty boy lamas studying at the Tibetanschool there. They were a mixed bunch, some of them looking as thoughthey were not at all suited to the religious life, but I gave them what en-couragement I could, exhorting them to be faithful to the Dharma and toregard being a lama as a vocation rather than as a profession. The gompa,which was situated on the outskirts of Gangtok, was a large woodenbuilding of the traditional type. As Rai Bahadur Densapa afterwards toldme, it was about two hundred years old and a branch of PemayangtseGompa in western Sikkim, which was the royal monastery and the big-gest and most important Nyingma establishment in the principality. De-spite its (indirect) connection with the Ruling Family, however, EnchayGompa was in a state of considerable disrepair; some of its massive tim-bers were warped and decayed, and like the old Bhutan Palace inKalimpong it reminded me of the ruined mansion described in the WhiteLotus Sutra�s Parable of the Burning House. On the day I saw EnchayGompa I also visited the Sir Tashi Namgyal High School, where LamaKazi Dawa-Samdup, the translator of The Tibetan Book of the Dead, hadonce wielded the rod as headmaster. Here too I gave a talk, this time to ahundred or more boys who were not lamas, and discussed the curriculumwith the staff. Discussion turned on religious education in schools and ittranspired that only one teacher, a Caste Hindu from Bihar, was against it.On other days I talked with a Superintendent of Police from Shillong, an
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American journalist, a friend of Phani Sanyal�s, a Kazi friend of Ani-la�s,and the weaving master from the Cottage Industries Emporium, as wellas with various people whom I had known when they lived inKalimpong. There were also more long discussions with Rai BahadurDensapa, who seemed anxious to spend as much time with me as pos-sible.Despite all this external activity I did not altogether lose touch with theintrospective mood into which I had been plunged, shortly before the ar-rival of the Maharaj Kumar�s invitation, by the re-reading of theLankavatara Sutra and the three volumes of Suzuki�s Studies in Zen Bud-dhism. Whenever I could I had recourse to the volume of Studies I hadbrought with me to Gangtok, and one night, when I had been reading itand reflecting on its contents for two or three hours, I not only found my-self in a deeply meditative state but had a new insight into the nature ofZen. This served to confirm my belief that external activity and inner spir-itual experience were not necessarily incompatible, and that howevervalid the distinction between �introvert� and �extravert� might be on thepsychological level it was one that was transcended by the Bodhisattva�snon-dual experience of the Wisdom that is Compassion and the Compas-sion that is Wisdom.The confirmation was not untimely. Full as the last few days had been,my final day in Gangtok was to be even fuller. Four or five people came tosee me at the guest-house before breakfast, and straight after breakfastthe Maharaja�s Assistant Private Secretary whisked me off to the Palacefor further discussions with the Maharaj Kumar about the revival of Bud-dhism in Sikkim. These discussions were interrupted by the arrival, atabout 10.30, of R.M. Nehru, India�s Secretary for External Affairs, and hiswife, who were on their way to Bhutan and had decided to halt for half anhour at Gangtok. Mrs Nehru was European. In fact she had been born inHungary, and was pleasantly surprised to learn that I was of partly Hun-garian descent, my mother�s paternal grandfather having emigratedfrom Hungary at an early age. The Nehrus were accompanied to the Pal-ace by the Political Officer and the Dewan, whose name, I now learned,was Nariman K. Rustomji. When they had all gone the Maharaj Kumarand I resumed our discussion, which continued through lunch, whichturned from Buddhism in Sikkim to Buddhism in the sense of the generalprinciples of the Dharma, and in which Princess Pema Tsedeun and herhusband Pheunkhang-se, and the Maharaj Kumari or Crown Princess,eventually came and joined. What with the friendly, cultivated atmos-phere, and the sense that we were united in our common devotion to the
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Three Jewels, it was one of the most enjoyable discussions I had experi-enced for a long while, and I was sorry when the time came for me to saygoodbye to them all and leave the palace and leave Gangtok. A fortnightafter my return to Kalimpong the Maharaj Kumar sent me, through Prin-cess Pema Tsedeun, offerings in the form of sacks of rice, tins of cookingoil, and other no less welcome additions to my scanty stores.By that time I had again re-established my daily routine of writing andteaching, and was hoping to be able to keep to it, without any further in-terruption, all through the rainy season and into the autumn. In the eventI was more or less successful in doing so. During this period the Surveymade steady progress, I re-wrote the greater part of Lobsang�s lengthy ar-ticle on Tibetan Buddhism, edited three or four issues of the Maha Bodhi,produced the first two issues of Lumbini (after which the magazine ceasedpublication), and at the invitation of the editor of 2500 Years of Buddhismstarted writing an essay on �Cultural and Political Implications of Bud-dhism for the Modern World�. Though I still gave Aniruddha, Durga, anda few other students individual tuition at Craigside, most of my teachingwas done at the Dharmodaya Vihara, where I continued to take the IAand BA classes three times a week as part of the evening college. Besidestaking the classes I corrected essays, set question papers, and marked thestudents� answers, all of which took time. There were also staff meetingsto attend. These could be long and acrimonious, the longest and most ac-rimonious being the one at which my six or seven colleagues and I de-bated the issue of remuneration. So far we had all given our servicesvoluntarily, it being understood that most of the students were not in aposition to pay fees. At the meeting in question, however, PanditParamahans Misra, the uncouth, aggressive UP brahmin who took theSanskrit classes, not only raised the issue of remuneration but was ada-mant that we should all demand it as our right. The unabashed merce-nariness of the Pandit�s attitude embarrassed even the least philanthropicamong us, though when his proposal was put to the vote only two of ournumber actually voted against it. The two were Bhaichand Pradhan, theyoung littérateur who taught Nepali and was the proposal�s bitterestcritic, and the English Buddhist monk from the Maha Bodhi Society�sbranch at Craigside who taught English and Logic.Knowing as I did that any remuneration for the teachers would have tocome from Gyan Jyoti, and that the latter�s resources were not limitless, Iwas not very sanguine about the evening college�s chances of survival.But it certainly survived long enough for the IA and BA classes I tookthere to form a substantial part of my routine all through the latter half of
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the year. For these five or six months my routine was in fact a very de-manding one. I had never been as busy, nor worked so hard, in my life,and some of my friends, Ani-la in particular, were of the opinion that I wasdoing too much and that my health was suffering in consequence. Theonly variations from my routine were those provided by our full moonday celebrations and other festivals � and by visitors and guests fromoverseas or from other parts of India.
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Chapter Seventeen
BIRDS OF PASSAGE
A fine afternoon in the middle of May saw me leaving Craigside shortlyafter lunch and making my way to Sachin�s place. For the last few daysmy young Nepalese friend had been ill in bed, suffering from what hisdoctor father thought might be appendicitis, and I was going to see him.Accompanying me on my visit was Venerable Saranankara, the slow-spo-ken, kindly Sinhalese monk with whom I had become acquainted in Cal-cutta and who for the last two or three weeks had been staying with me.On our arrival at the bungalow where he lived with his family we foundSachin no better than he had been the previous day, and Saranankaraproposed that we should perform a paritta or �protection� ceremony forhis benefit. Such ceremonies were, I knew, popular in the TheravadinBuddhist world of South-east Asia, just as their more elaborate andcolourful Mahayana counterparts were in China, Japan, and Tibet. I didnot have much faith in them as remedies for actual disease, though will-ing to concede they might have a kind of placebo effect, but Saranankarawas a firm believer in their efficacy, and as Sachin himself had no objec-tion and as his mother and sisters rather liked the idea of a religious cere-mony being performed in their house, I agreed to co-operate. A length ofwhite thread and a brass pot filled with water were accordingly pro-duced, the thread was passed round Sachin�s bed and between his hands,and for the next twenty or thirty minutes Saranankara and I chanted theparitta suttas, all the while keeping hold of the thread, the ends of whichhad been allowed to hang down in the water inside the pot. By the timewe finished Sachin was fast asleep, and having tied a portion of thethread round his wrist we departed. Saranankara was sure he wouldwake up feeling much better.From the hospital compound we made our way not back to Craigsidebut a little farther up the road, to Tenth Mile. Our destination was the



Homes Studio, where we had arranged to meet Joe, Ani-la, Aryadeva,and Lilian Silburn for a group photograph. Whose idea the group photo-graph was I no longer recollect. Probably it was mine, in which case I musthave thought it would be a good idea to have a record of some of the(mainly Western) Buddhists who were associated with me at that time.Joe, Ani-la, and I were now permanently resident in Kalimpong, thoughAni-la and I, at least, were often out of town; but Saranankara, Aryadeva,and Lilian Silburn were birds of passage, spending the hottest weeks ofthe year in the comparative cool of the hill station. Saranankara andAryadeva were in fact due to leave the following day, though MissSilburn would be staying for another fortnight. In the photograph thethree monks are seated on chairs. Saranankara, as the seniormost, sits inthe middle, looking uncharacteristically glum, with an amused-lookingAryadeva on his right and a faintly smiling Sangharakshita on his left. Be-tween Saranankara and me, a little to the rear, stands Joe, lips pursed asthough he had just sucked a lemon and eyes looking piercingly throughheavy spectacle-frames. Lilian Silburn, who wears a sari, sits cross-leggedon the floor at my feet. Like me, she manages a faint smile. Ani-la, sittingat Aryadeva�s feet, has the mournful, resigned expression of one who, inher own opinion at least, is obliged to put up with a good deal of ill usage.She fingers a rosary, but mechanically, her thoughts far away.It being a studio photograph, none of us looks very natural, with thepossible exception of Aryadeva, who appears about to crack a joke, as heoften did. Though Ani-la�s mournful, resigned expression was quite char-acteristic of her, she was in fact at that time happier than I had ever knownher to be. She had abandoned her electrified cave at Tirpai and movedinto a room on the ground floor of the Manjula cottage. As Lobsang andhis wife were living in the upstairs flat that had once been Miss Barclay�sshe had easy access to Tibetan lessons, Lobsang having offered to teachher again. She was also studying daily with Tethong Rimpoche, a Gelugincarnate lama recently arrived from Tibet. But probably what contrib-uted most to her happiness at this time was the fact that with Aryadevaand Miss Silburn in Kalimpong she had two friends with whom she couldcommunicate in her own language. Miss Silburn was indeed staying withher (Aryadeva was staying with me), so that the �compressed� French nunhad someone with whom she could share her thoughts and feelings on aday-to-day basis.Lilian Silburn was almost the exact opposite of Ani-la, at least in temper-ament. A quiet, modest, unobtrusive Englishwoman, auburn-haired andof no particular looks, she was (or had been) a student at the Sorbonne
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and was working on a doctoral thesis on discontinuity in Indian thought,the discontinuity in question being that between the substantialist andnon-substantialist philosophies. During the month she was inKalimpong I saw a good deal of her, sometimes together with Ani-la andAryadeva but more often on her own. Knowing that my mornings and af-ternoons were occupied she usually came and had lunch with me andthen stayed on for a while afterwards. In fact I soon gave her a standinginvitation to lunch, as she was intelligent and well-informed and I greatlyenjoyed her company. The Survey being very much in my mind, I natu-rally told her about it and explained the general plan of the work. No lessnaturally, she told me about her thesis and we discussed some of thepoints with which she was having to deal. She also spoke of her re-searches into Kashmir Shaivism, one of the comparatively unexplored ar-eas of Indian philosophy and religion � unexplored, that is, by Westernsavants and their Indian followers. Jagadish Chandra Chatterjee, the wilyold Bengali pandit with whom I had been briefly associated in 1947, wasone of the few modern scholars to have investigated this ancient trad-ition, apparently one of the richest and most complex in the whole field ofIndian thought and praxis, and I had read his pioneering book on the sub-ject. Yet scholar though Lilian Silburn undoubtedly was (and her know-ledge seemed well on its way to winning Ani-la�s accolade of�formidable�), her approach to Indian philosophy and religion was farfrom being academic in the pejorative sense of the term. She was as mucha devotee as a scholar, though only towards the end of her stay did I learnthat her affinities were with Hinduism rather than with Buddhism andthat she had taken initiation from a Hindu guru.Among her more peripheral interests were Indian films, about whichwe had a long discussion, and graphology and other forms of characteranalysis. One day I selected from my files specimens of the handwritingof some twelve or fourteen correspondents who were personally knownto me and asked her to tell me what she could about their respective char-acters. Her readings proved to be remarkably accurate. At least they ac-corded with my own knowledge of the persons concerned. Towards theend of the session, however, it was evident she was tiring and her analy-ses becoming less confident, as though the task of concentrating on somany different handwritings � and so many different persons � one afteranother demanded a degree of energy that could not be sustained indefi-nitely. The other forms of character analysis in which she was interested,and which she showed me, included one I had not encountered before.The subject or analysand was given a sheet of paper and a pencil and
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asked to draw a landscape containing houses, trees, bushes, ponds,bridges, and other such features. Several of our younger members weredesirous of submitting themselves to this novel method of analysis.Saranankara, who like many Sinhalese monks was an amateur palmist,had already told their fortunes for them, and they were eager to learnmore about their characters and future prospects. By far the most inter-esting of the drawings thus produced was the one made by Dawa. Thefaithful secretary of our little Maha Bodhi Society branch had depictedtwo solidly built houses, identical in size and every other respect but sep-arated by a thick wall that ran right down the middle of the paper, divid-ing it into roughly equal halves. There was no door in the wall, and nomeans of climbing over. Miss Silburn was not surprised when I told herthat Dawa�s affections were divided between his mother, who had forbid-den him to marry a non-Tibetan, and the Nepalese girl with whom he hadlong been in love and to whom he was secretly engaged. Not that I alto-gether escaped analysis myself, even if it was only self-analysis. At the in-tuitive little Englishwoman�s suggestion I too drew a landscapecontaining all the prescribed features, but when I asked her to tell mewhat it revealed of my character she refused to do so, saying I would haveto work it out for myself.Neither Ani-la nor Aryadeva cared to have recourse to paper and pencilin this way, Ani-la indeed being inclined to pooh-pooh the whole idea ofcharacter analysis. Had they cared to have recourse to them the resultswould probably have been both interesting and informative, especially inthe case of Aryadeva, whom I knew much less well than I knew Ani-la. InAni-la�s case I at least knew what she was like, even if I found it difficult tounderstand why she was like it, whereas in Aryadeva�s case my know-ledge of what he was like was limited. Though we had corresponded forseveral years, ever since his ordination as a samanera by my own teacherJagdish Kashyap, we had spent very little time together. I had bumpedinto him once or twice in Darjeeling, and he had stayed with me at TheHermitage for a few days, and that was all. During his stay at The Hermit-age he had been an object of great interest to our younger members, someof whom were positively fascinated by him. This was due partly to hisheight, on account of which his yellow-robed form towered above themall in a way at which they never ceased to marvel, and partly to the factthat he played the flute. His flute was in fact his constant companion, andhe played it on the slightest provocation. Sometimes he replied to ques-tions by producing on it a kind of derisory flourish. He did this withAni-la in particular, especially when he thought she was becoming argu-
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mentative or too obsessed with her own problems. This annoyed her in-tensely. At the same time, he would look at her with an expression of suchcomical good humour that she could not help laughing in spite of herself.Aryadeva, I reflected, was very good for Ani-la. He handled her muchbetter than I did, or at least handled her in a way that gave him less trou-ble than my way of handling her gave me. For her part, the French nunwas quite fond of her flute-playing com- patriot, even though she disap-proved of his flippancy and had no great regard either for his mental ca-pacity or his knowledge of Buddhism. Despite his having been ordainedby Kashyap-ji, who was a scholar of the first water, Aryadeva�s know-ledge of Buddhism, as of Indian philosophy and religion generally, in-deed was not only rudimentary but extremely patchy, though he madeup for this by a perverted intellectual ingenuity which enabled him to de-tect all sorts of �correspondences� in the fields of philology and compara-tive religion. One of the most outrageous examples of his ingenuity in thisrespect was his �discovery� that the Abraham and Sarah of the Old Testa-ment were none other than the Brahma and Saraswati of Hindu mythol-ogy, and this proved that Hebrew was derived from Sanskrit and thatJudaism was a branch of Hinduism. For discoveries of this kind his littleband of Hindu admirers in Darjeeling were accustomed to speak of him,much to Ani-la�s sardonic amusement, as �a very great scholar�.So patchy was Aryadeva�s knowledge of Buddhism, and so little inter-est did he evince in traditional Buddhist practices such as meditation andpuja, that even after making all possible allowances for differences ofbackground and temperament I still wondered, sometimes, if he was re-ally a Buddhist. Nor was this my only doubt. So hysterical was hishigh-pitched, whinnying laughter, so bizarre his thought processes, andso manic the expression in his staring blue eyes, that I also wondered if hewas entirely sane. But whether or not he was really a Buddhist, andwhether or not he was entirely sane, he certainly regarded himself as aBuddhist (though he may have defined the term in his own way), andclaimed to have been one even before leaving France for the East. In Parishe had attended meetings of Les Amis du Bouddhisme, and possessed afund of anecdotes about the members of the formidable female triumvi-rate that ruled the tiny French Buddhist organization. One of his mostamusing anecdotes related to an encounter between ConstantLounsbery, the expatriate American president of Les Amis duBouddhisme, and Alexandra David-Neël, the famous explorer and au-thor, who was not one of the triumvirate. The encounter took place onVaishakha Purnima Day, which Les Amis du Bouddhisme was celebrat-

B IRDS OF PASSAGE 241



ing in a grand, neo-classical building in the heart of Paris. Standing at thetop of the steps, Mme Lounsbery was receiving, queenlike, members ofthe association and specially invited guests. Among the guests was MmeDavid-Neël, who came wearing her red Tibetan lama costume and bran-dishing a trumpet made from a human thighbone. Having climbed thesteps, she halted directly in front of Mme Lounsbery and blew a blast onthe trumpet right in the latter�s ear. �What do you think of that, madame?�she demanded triumphantly. �I think it is not Buddhism, madame,� re-torted Mme Lounsbery, quivering with indignation. Whereupon thereensued, according to Aryadeva, a violent argument between the two la-dies as to what was, and was not, Buddhism. So violent was the argumentthat, if he was to be believed, the building rocked.Though Saranankara, Lilian Silburn, and Aryadeva all spent the hottestweeks of the year in Kalimpong (and Darjeeling, in Aryadeva�s case),birds of passage there were who descended on the English monk at otherseasons. Some came earlier, some later, than the three with whom Joe,Ani-la, and I had our photograph taken that afternoon in mid-May, whenSaranankara and I had visited Sachin and performed a paritta ceremonyfor his benefit. There were those who settled in the town � a few of themat Craigside � for months and weeks together, and those who came andwent within a matter of days or even hours. Some were already known tome, either personally or through correspondence, while others werepeople of whom I had not heard but who had, apparently, heard of meand wanted to meet me. Some, again, were people who, regardless of thelength of their stay or the extent of our contact, printed themselves indeli-bly on my memory � not necessarily to their advantage. Others, on thecontrary, left on it only the faintest of traces. Among the latter was a MrHobson, of whom I remember only that he was an Australian Theoso-phist, that he arrived early in the year, and that he stayed with me for sev-eral months. He must have given me no trouble (otherwise I wouldprobably remember him better), for when I went down to Calcutta at theend of February I allowed him to stay at Craigside on his own. But if hegave me no trouble he apparently was giving it to someone else. While Iwas in Calcutta a woman came to see me who had been searching for himfor several months and who was, she claimed, his wife. At my suggestionshe travelled to Kalimpong to see him. What the result of the interviewwas I never learned, or have forgotten, but on my return to Kalimpong Ifound Mr Hobson still quietly living at Craigside.The bird of passage who printed himself most indelibly on my memory,and by no means to his advantage, was a young Italian named Dosi
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Angelo. We had met in Calcutta, where I helped him obtain a renewal ofhis visa, and a week or two later he turned up on my doorstep with a lot ofluggage and no money. As he spoke not a word of English, communica-tion was difficult, but with Ani-la�s help (either she knew a little Italian, orhe a little French) I established that he was from northern Italy, that hisfamily owned a bakery and would be sending him money, and that hehad come to India in search of initiation into the mysteries of Tantric Yoga.�La Yoga Tantrica� was a perfect obsession with him. As I had noticed inCalcutta, he could not meet a new person without asking, in an agitatedmanner, �La Yoga Tantrica? La Yoga Tantrica?� as though he fully expectedthem to have the much coveted object somewhere about them and to beable to hand it to him on the spot, like one of his parents� pastries. Yetthough the phrase �La Yoga Tantrica� was constantly on his lips, andthough apart from his creature comforts he seemed to think of nothingelse, the twenty-three-year-old Italian gave the impression of being as de-void of religious feeling as he was of consideration for other people. Withthe possible exception of someone I had known in the Army he indeedwas the greediest and most selfish person I had ever met. At mealtimes hegrabbed at food without waiting to be served, and on one occasion drankthe entire contents of a jug of milk. When it was pointed out to him, withthe help of gestures, that his action left the rest of us with no milk for ourtea, he protested (in Italian, presumably, though his aggrieved expressionmade his meaning clear enough), �But I wanted it!�So disruptive was Dosi�s infantile behaviour that when his money camethrough (and getting it for him involved me in protracted negotiationswith the bank and the Sub-Divisional Officer) I insisted he moved to a ho-tel, which with a very ill grace he eventually did. During his last days withus he spent much of his time in the bazaar, making up for the deficienciesof our admittedly spartan diet. To the astonishment of passers-by, whohad not seen a European behave in that way before, he would squat at theroadside cracking eggs on the kerb and dropping the contents into his up-turned open mouth. At Craigside he spent his afternoons out on thelawn, reclining in the cane-bottomed armchair I had inherited from Ma-jor Cummins and eating the little cakes with the brightly coloured icingthat he had bought from the itinerant roti wallah or bread man. The arm-chair was one of the old colonial type, with double-length wooden armson which one could rest one�s legs after the day�s work. Having spacedout his cakes along these arms, five or six of them on each side, Dosiwould pop them into his mouth one by one, a smile of satisfaction on hispink, rather rat-like features. After his departure for the Himalayan Hotel,
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where he stayed only long enough to obtain a pass for Gangtok, I did notsee him again until, some years later, I ran into him in Calcutta. He stillknew no English, though he had picked up a few words of Hindi, wasagain having trouble with his visa, and was as obsessed as ever with �LaYoga Tantrica�.On the eve of Vaishakha Purnima day, some weeks after Dosi Angelohad left Craigside, I received an unexpected visit from a very differentkind of person. She was small, bowed down with age and infirmity, worethe brown robe of an anagarika or �homeless one�, and wasshaven-headed. It was Mother Vipassana, the Nepalese nun who hadtaken a great liking to Buddharakshita and me when, six years ago, we ar-rived at Kusinara in search of ordination as samaneras or novice monks.Not only had she looked after us, and arranged for us to meet U Chandra-mani, who we hoped would agree to ordain us. When the old man finallydid agree, partly as a result of her intervention on our behalf, she also hadconstituted herself our Dharma Mata or �Mother in Religion�, organizingthe preparation of our robes and making the customary food-offerings toU Chandramani and all the other monks (including our newly ordainedselves) after the ordination ceremony and doing, in short, everything ourbiological mothers would have done had they been Buddhists and pres-ent on the occasion. Now she had come to say goodbye. She did not havemuch longer to live, she explained, with a smile of the same peculiarsweetness that had lit up her worn features in Kusinara, and wanted tosee me, and pay her last respects, before she died. I was deeply touched,but also a little surprised. Though I knew how devoted she was toBuddharakshita and me I had not imagined that almost the last act of herlife, as it turned out to be, would be to travel all the way from Kusinara inorder to see me for an hour and bid me farewell. Contrary to Theravadintradition, I offered her something to eat before she left, and was gladwhen she did not scruple to accept. It was the least I could do. She hadbeen a real Dharma Mata to me. Without her intervention, UChandramani might not have agreed to ordain me, and had he not or-dained me my life thereafter could well have been very different, andprobably much more difficult. That apart, I honoured Mother Vipassanaas one truly devoted to the spiritual life and would always cherish hermemory.Another anagarika who came to see me about this time was Magandiya.Like Mother Vipassana she was a disciple of U Chandramani, but unlikeher older and more literate sister she lived not at Kusinara but on the hill-side above Teesta Bazaar, where she had a cottage and piece of land which
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she cultivated herself, doing all the digging and planting with her ownhands, and where I had once visited her. With her lived her father, theaged Sadhu Lama, who was not a lama in the Tibetan sense but one of themany Tamang Buddhists who were called �Lama� on account of their fore-bears having belonged to the Tamang priesthood. In the course of my visitI asked what had led her to become an anagarika. �Dukkha, Bhante,� shereplied, using the Pali word, �nothing but dukkha.� She did not elaborate,but no elaboration was necessary. The tone of her voice, and the look inher eyes, told me all. Suffering had been her teacher, not books. It wasdeep personal suffering that had made her turn to the Dharma, giving upall worldly ties and responsibilities save that of supporting and caring forher old father, who was unable to manage without her. Not that as ananagarika she had experienced no suffering. Her life was one of greathardship, even of privation, and I was therefore all the more surprisedwhen she told me, probably during that same visit of mine, that she andSadhu Lama were planning to make a pilgrimage to Lhasa, as the latterwanted to worship at the holy places there before he died. Lhasa beingthree hundred miles away, and the passes into Tibet more than fifteenthousand feet up, I privately doubted if this was a very practicable propo-sition, especially as Sadhu Lama was seventy and Magandiya herself overforty. But months later, around the time of Mother Vipassana�s visit, theycame to see me at Craigside on their way back to Teesta Bazaar from Tibet.They had made their pilgrimage. Sadhu Lama had worshipped in theholy places of Lhasa and could die in peace, his last wish fulfilled. Yet thejourney had not been an easy one. To begin with, like true pilgrims theyhad covered the entire distance on foot, walking there and back and tak-ing, altogether, three months to do so. Then they had been snowbound,Sadhu Lama had fallen ill, and when their funds ran out Magandiya hadbeen forced to support the pair of them by begging. But they did not com-plain, and after I had given them tea they set off down the road with stouthearts, seemingly none the worse for their adventure.The old Tamang and his daughter were by no means the only people ofmy acquaintance to go on pilgrimage to Lhasa that year, nor was it onlyBuddhists, apparently, who went. Opening my door one morning Ifound crouching on the veranda a half naked sadhu or Hindu holy man.He was extremely dark-skinned, with aquiline features and a shock ofblack hair, so that I judged him to be from South India. Unlike mostsadhus he had an excellent command of English, and was in fact an MAWe had not exchanged more than a few words before I realized he was inquite an abnormal mental state, though whether as a result of a nervous
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breakdown or of an overwhelming religious experience it was difficult totell. Anyway I took him in, and after staying with us for a few days he setout for Lhasa. From various disjointed utterances I had gathered that hewas looking for something (what it was he did not know, or could notsay), that it was of supreme importance to him to find it, and that he wasconvinced he would find it in Tibet. Months later he, too, came to see meon his way back to the plains from Lhasa. This time he wore the maroonrobes of a Tibetan lama and was shaven-headed. When I asked him if hehad found what he was looking for he answered, simply, �Yes.�Like the birds of passage who visited me before Vaishakha Purnima,some of those who winged their way to Kalimpong after the thrice-sacredday came from overseas and some from other parts of India. Gregory (as Ishall call him) came from England and was a scion of a family well knownin English history. Though he stayed with me for three months, leavingonly when I myself left Craigside for yet another rented property, heseems to have made little impression on me, for had it not been for an inci-dent that occurred half-way through his stay I might well have remem-bered him no better than I remember the shadowy figure of innocuousMr Hobson.The incident in question took place late one night. We had been talkingfor some time, probably about the Buddhist attitude towards psychicpowers, when Gregory started to speak about black magic. He was evi-dently well acquainted with the subject. In graphic detail he describedthe black mass and other satanic rituals, some of which involved animal �and, he hinted, human � sacrifice. The principal centres of black magic inEurope were London, Paris, and Brighton. In all three cities lived power-ful black magicians, some of whom were at enmity with one another andfought, by means of black magic, pitched psychic battles that in somecases resulted in the actual death of one or more of the participants �deaths that doctors and the police were unable to explain. These battlestook place, I gathered, mainly between the French and the English blackmagicians, and so vivid a picture of this supernatural warfare did Greg-ory paint that, as he spoke, I could see in my mind�s eye the psychic mis-siles winging their deadly way across the Channel from Paris to Londonand Brighton and from London and Brighton to Paris like so many satanicV-1s and V-2s. There was something else I could see � in the literal sense.In the pupils of the young Englishman�s eyes burned two tiny greenflames. As he continued to speak, and I to listen, the flames grew steadilybigger and brighter, until eventually the entire room was engulfed in abrilliant green fluorescence. At this point, when I could see nothing but
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the fluorescence, I realized that something untoward was going on andstarted mentally reciting the mantra of Avalokiteshvara, the Bodhisattvaof Compassion. Immediately the green fluorescence disappeared, andthere was my clean-featuredcompanion again, sitting on the other side ofthe table and still quietly speaking.Sikkim was not a part of India, and it was certainly not overseas. It wasan Indian protectorate and the larger state was represented, as in the daysof the Raj, by a resident Political Officer who was the principality�s de factoruler. During my visit to Gangtok the new Political Officer, Apa B. Pant,had expressed a wish to have some discussion with me in Kalimpong,and one afternoon in August he accordingly came to tea and we talked atlength about conditions in Sikkim and Bhutan and about Buddhism. Hewas particularly interested, it seemed, to ascertain the extent of Commu-nist influence in the area, especially among members of the younger gen-eration, and though he was responsible to the Ministry of External Affairsin Delhi, which was well known to be riddled with fellow travellers, Iformed the distinct impression that personally he was anti-Communistrather than otherwise. He was also concerned to assure me that as IndianHigh Commissioner in Kenya he had not aided and abetted the Mau Mauterrorists, as alleged in the British press. The reason for his concern wasnot clear. I was in any case unaware of his having been High Commis-sioner in Kenya, and probably had not even heard of the Mau Mau be-fore. Perhaps my visitor took me to be more British, or a greater reader ofthe newspapers, than I actually was.
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Chapter Eighteen
BOMBAY REVISITED
Towards the end of August, when I had been living at Craigside for lessthan a year, the landlord informed me that the property had been boughtby a wealthy Tibetan refugee and that the new owner wanted to move inright away. Though I had not been following events in Tibet very closely, Iknew the Chinese were tightening their grip on the country and that theTibetans were becoming increasingly restive. I also knew that members ofthe aristocratic governing class had started arriving in Kalimpong ingreater numbers and that many of them were buying from the Marwaris,at vastly inflated prices, such English-style houses and bungalows as hap-pened to be on the market. It was one of these moneyed new arrivals, Igathered, who had taken a fancy to Craigside and made our landlord anoffer the latter felt unable to refuse.The idea of our leaving Craigside did not disturb me personally, eventhough I knew that the move to new premises would mean an interrup-tion to my work on the Survey. I had put down no roots in the place, andthere was nothing about it I would regret as much as I had regretted theloss of the garden when we left The Hermitage. But if the idea of our leav-ing Craigside did not disturb me personally it certainly disturbed me inmy capacity as bhikshu-in-charge of the Kalimpong Branch of the MahaBodhi Society. Since my arrival in the town more than five years earlier Ihad conducted Buddhist activities at, and from, as many as five differentpremises, and well knew the disruptive effect a change of location couldhave on those activities. But there was no help for it. We had to leaveCraigside, a new place had to be found, and I accordingly asked our mem-bers and friends to look out for a suitable property that was available at arent we could afford. In the end it was Chunnilal, our landlord, whofound our new home for us and persuaded the owners to let us have it fora hundred and thirty rupees a month, which was still thirty rupees more



than we were paying at present. Where the extra money was going tocome from I did not know, but trusting it would come from somewhere,as it always did when really needed, I closed the deal and prepared tomove.Everton Villa was situated on the outskirts of the Development Area,not far from Panorama, which meant that it was about two miles from thebazaar. Like Panorama it occupied a broad hillside terrace, and like Pan-orama it commanded a magnificent view of the Darjeeling foothills, aswell as the foothills of western Sikkim. Like Panorama, too, it was notoverlooked by any other building and was strangely quiet, not only atnight but even during the day. Oblong in shape, and with a roof of so lowa pitch that it was almost flat, the isolated, unpretentious bungalow con-tained three large rooms at the front and three much smaller ones at theback. The middle room at the front, which was very large, opened on to anarrow veranda running the whole length of the building. Behind, therewas a kitchen, storeroom, and servants� quarters, and on one side asquare of lawn in the centre of which stood a small monkey puzzle tree.Access was by means of a flight of stone steps that from the pukka roadconnecting the Upper and Lower Cart Roads ran down to the square oflawn. When Chunnilal first took me to see Everton Villa I was not favour-ably impressed. It had been empty for a couple of years (why, I discoveredonly later) and presented a shabby, neglected appearance. The roofleaked, some windows were broken, and on the walls of the front roomspatches of mould had developed, so that the air indoors was damp andmusty. However, the owners undertook to repair and decorate the place,within little more than a week the work was finished, and on a rainy dayin mid-September I moved into our new abode, now smelling of paintand varnish and wearing a brighter, more cheerful look. A few days latercame Anagarika Dharmapala�s birth anniversary, which we celebratedunder Anand-ji�s presidentship with the usual speeches in honour of �thegreatest Buddhist missionary of modern times�, and the following day Iresumed work on the Survey.Not that the work on the Survey was merely resumed. I actually put on aspurt, and in the course of the next few weeks not only succeeded in fin-ishing Chapter Three, �The Mahayana Schools�, but also made a goodstart on Chapter Four, �The Bodhisattva Ideal�, with which the book con-cluded. What made it possible for me to put on the spurt was the fact that,though I still taught at the Dharmodaya Vihara�s evening college, and stillgave lessons to Durga and his friends, I was no longer having to devotetime to the rewriting of Lobsang Phuntsok�s article on Tibetan Buddhism,
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the handwritten draft of which had eventually come to comprise morethan three hundred foolscap pages. I had finished the work a week beforemoving into Everton Villa, and had handed the last typed correctedsheets to the grateful young Tibetan aristocrat with a feeling akin to relief.It was well that I had finished it when I did. Dr Kenneth W. Morgan, theAmerican scholar who had commissioned the article, arrived inKalimpong a few days later, and Lobsang was able to deliver the com-pleted manuscript to him personally in Dhardo Rimpoche�s and my pres-ence. The following year, edited and drastically shortened, the articleappeared in Dr Morgan�s The Path of the Buddha, which also contained anarticle by Kashyap-ji on �Origin and Expansion of Buddhism�.As the material for Lobsang�s article had been supplied by DhardoRimpoche, and as the Rimpoche himself had been educated at Drepung,the manuscript delivered to the American scholar inevitably reflected themore intellectual Buddhism of the great Gelug monastic universities. To-wards the end of September, and during the month of October, I becamebetter acquainted with a very different kind of Tibetan Buddhism. Thiswas the ethnic, almost tribal Buddhism of the inhabitants of the Tamangvillage at Seventh Mile. Despite their living just down the road, so tospeak, for one reason or other I had seen much less of these rustic follow-ers of Padmasambhava than I had of their more numerous co-religionistsin Darjeeling, but recently they had invited me to give a lecture for theirespecial benefit in the village school. Down to Seventh Mile one after-noon I therefore went and spoke for an hour and a half on �The ThreeJewels�. So successful was this lecture, which was attended not only bythe Tamangs themselves but by their Hindu neighbours, that in thecourse of the next few months I was invited to give two more lectures andaccordingly spoke on �Meditation and the Mantra om mani padme hum�and on �The Buddhist World�. The first lecture having dealt with the fun-damentals of Buddhism, of which I knew the Tamangs to be woefully ig-norant, in the second I sought to elucidate a sacred formula with whichthey were familiar but of which they had little or no understanding, andin the third to give them an idea of the extent and diversity of the religionto which they belonged and of which their own tradition formed a part.At the conclusion of the third lecture I was taken to see the gompa, whichstood a little apart from the village. It was very small, and comprised nomore than a single whitewashed room at the far end of which, on a lowplatform, sat three life-size clay images. The images representedBuddha Amitabha, Bodhisattva Avalokiteshvara, and the Precious Guru,Padmasambhava � the traditional Nyingma triad. All three were of ex-
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tremely crude workmanship and painted in colours which must havelooked gaudy when new. The art of a religion, I reflected, tended to flour-ish or decline as the religion itself flourished or declined, and if images ina Tamang gompa were crude it was probably because the Nepalese fol-lowers of the Precious Guru had long been out of touch with the spirit ofthe Nyingma tradition.After seeing the gompa I took tea at the house of a sympathetic HinduNewar, with whom I discussed the possibility of buying land at SeventhMile and building a monastery there, for remote as Everton Villa wasfrom the bazaar a wealthy Tibetan refugee was just as likely to take afancy to it as to Craigside, in which case we should be homeless again.Sooner or later, it seemed, the Kalimpong Branch of the Maha Bodhi Soci-ety would have to acquire its own permanent premises. I therefore con-tinued to think of buying land at Seventh Mile, and did so for some time,but nothing ever came of the idea. In any case, shortly after giving my lec-ture on �The Buddhist World� I left for Bombay, and when I returned toKalimpong six months later I had other things to think about.There were two reasons for my making the trip to Bombay. Towards theend of 1952, after taking part in the re-enshrinement of the relics of theArahants Shariputra and Maudgalyayana at Sanchi, I had spent threeweeks in the city as the guest of Raj Kapoor, the famous film star, who wasplanning to produce a film with a Buddhist theme and wanted to consultwith me about it. During those weeks I struck up a friendship withArjundev Rashk, the young Punjabi scriptwriter of the film, which was tobe called Ajanta, after the famous cave temples, and we had kept up a des-ultory correspondence ever since. Recently he had been urging me to payanother visit to Bombay. Raj Kapoor was again thinking seriously aboutAjanta, he wrote, and he himself was busy revising the script and badly inneed of my assistance. Would I please come as soon as possible? The otherreason for my going to Bombay was that the Wadias wanted me to give acouple of lectures there and that I needed, in any case, to discuss with B.P.Wadia the forthcoming publication of the Survey, now complete exceptfor the last four sections of Chapter Four. On 1 November, having deliv-ered my usual full moon day sermon the previous night, I therefore trav-elled down to Siliguri and caught the evening train to Katihar Junction.Fortunately I was not having to make the long journey across the subcon-tinent on my own, as Sachin had decided to accompany me. He hadpassed his IA examination, with honours, and after spending two weekswith me in Bombay would be joining college in Calcutta and reading foran Arts degree.

252 I N THE S IGN OF THE GOLDEN WHEEL



At Katihar Junction, which we reached at two in the morning, we had towait twelve hours for our connection and it was another twelve hours be-fore we reached Benares. Ten minutes earlier I had been surprised to seethe pink sandstone tower of the Mulagandhakuti Vihara appearingabove the trees, as I had not realized we would be approaching Benaresfrom the Sarnath side. In the City of Ghats our train arrived after we hadbeen waiting little more than an hour, and soon we were again on ourway. Eighteen hours later, when we had enjoyed a good night�s rest(Sachin on the luggage rack, I on the bench below), we found ourselvesclanking slowly through the insalubrious suburbs of Bombay and steam-ing, at last, into the soot-blackened neo-Gothic splendours of the VictoriaTerminus. My friend Soratha, the Little Monk, was there to meet us. In theabsence of a permanent bhikshu-in-charge he was spending his holiday,at Devapriya-ji�s request, looking after the Ananda Vihara, one of theMaha Bodhi Society�s two centres in Bombay, and it was to the AnandaVihara that he joyfully took us to stay.The modest, two-storey building was situated on a busy thoroughfarein the heart of the city, not far from Bombay Central Railway Station, andstood in a corner of the Nair Hospital compound. Vihara and hospital hadbeen built in the twenties by the late Dr Anandrao Nair, a wealthy physi-cian from South India who had become a Buddhist, or at least a very goodfriend of Buddhism, and who had organized the Buddha Society, Bom-bay. The hospital was, of course, much bigger than the vihara, and in factseemed likely to squeeze the latter out of existence. It was also muchbusier. Not more than half a dozen people came to the vihara from oneweek�s end to the next, Soratha told me, whereas hundreds came to thehospital every day, as I could see for myself by looking out of the window.Moreover, in the centre of the common courtyard between the vihara andthe main entrance to the hospital stood a small Hindu shrine, which mayor may not have been built by Dr Nair. This was constantly thronged withworshippers, mostly women, either praying for someone�s recovery orgiving thanks for a cure. None of them even glanced in the direction ofthe vihara, much less entered its modest portals or sat quietly for a fewminutes in front of the big alabaster Buddha, as Dr Nair apparently hadhoped they would. The Ananda Vihara was in fact distinctly under-used.Vaishakha Purnima was celebrated every year, and there was the occa-sional lecture, and that was about all. Soratha, however, was determinedthat the place should not be under-used while he was in charge, albeittemporarily, and least of all while I was in Bombay and available as aspeaker. He had therefore made arrangements for me to give two lectures
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at the vihara. Quite a few people, it seemed, wanted me to give lecturesfor them that winter. So much was this the case that not long after my ar-rival, when I had met Mme Wadia, Rashk, and other friends and had anidea what I would be doing in Bombay, the Little Monk and I drew up aprogramme of my lectures for the next five or six weeks.I gave my first two lectures at Aryasangha, the Wadia mansion on Mala-bar Hill, in what evidently had once been the ballroom. As they were heldunder the joint auspices of the PEN, the Indian Institute of Culture, Bom-bay Branch, the Maha Bodhi Society of India, Bombay Branches, and theIndian Council for Cultural Co-operation, both lectures were attended bywhat the newspapers were accustomed to describe as the cultural élite ofBombay. In the first lecture, �Buddhism as Doctrine and as Method�, I em-phasized that the criterion of Truth was pragmatic, and that as DoctrineBuddhism might be defined as a body of teachings the intellectual accep-tance of which tended to lead to a course of action eventually resulting inthe attainment of Enlightenment. As was famously illustrated by theBuddha�s �Parable of the Raft�, Doctrine had only a relative and provi-sional value, and it was because they were convinced of the relativity oftheir own doctrines that Buddhists could be undogmatic and, therefore,tolerant. The course of action following from acceptance of the doctrinesof Buddhism, and resulting in the attainment of Enlightenment, wasthreefold, consisting of ethics, meditation, and wisdom. All the methodsof Buddhism, comprising its entire practical side, could be included un-der one or another of these heads. As Method, Buddhism therefore com-prised all those practices that were conducive to Enlightenment. AfterEnlightenment, doctrine or Wisdom meant the actual realization ofTruth, and Method the dynamic compassion that caused us spontane-ously to help others. Not that we needed to wait for Enlightenment be-fore helping others. Buddhism included both the Path of the Arahant andthe Path of the Bodhisattva, and helping oneself and helping others weresystole and diastole of the spiritual life at all its levels.My second lecture, �Inspiration � Whence?�, given a few days later, wasof a more general nature. Though artistic inspiration might appear tocome from without, in reality it came from within. The artist was notwholly passive; he had an active or creative aspect to his being. Creationmeant expression, and expression meant communication, for which acommon medium was necessary. Formerly, ideas derived from tradition,especially religious tradition, provided that medium. Not that the pur-pose of a work of art was to communicate ideas. Its purpose was to com-municate feeling (for want of a better term); but feeling could not be
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communicated without ideas. Though there was no poetry, for example,without intellectual content, poetry was not identical with intellectualcontent. In modern times, because tradition was breaking down therewas no proper medium of communication. We did not know what to be-lieve, and hence there was chaos in the arts. Modern artists were open tolow-level inspiration, with results that were often unintelligible, as in thecase of Surrealism. The two great difficulties facing the artist today were(i) to remain open to high-level inspiration, which could be done with thehelp of yoga (the poet was, after all, the prophet), and (ii) to have a philos-ophy of life. Ideally, inspiration should come from the highest possiblelevel and be expressed in the most universal terms. Literature should ele-vate; nowadays it merely depressed.Both lectures were well received by my cosmopolitan, not uncritical au-dience, and after each of them I was besieged by people who wanted toask questions or simply to meet me. The second lecture indeed aroused aquite exceptional degree of interest. This was due partly to the nature ofthe subject, which was of special concern to the many people presentwho were involved with the arts, and partly to the fact that having takenthe measure of my audience I spoke with considerable feeling and gavewhat in my opinion was a particularly good lecture. Among the peoplewho besieged me afterwards there was a short, middle-aged woman in aWestern-style frock who, being more pertinacious than the rest, was soonclaiming my exclusive attention. So excited was she, and so voluble, that itwas not easy for me to make out what she wanted to convey. Eventually Igathered that in my lecture I had given utterance to some of her owndeepest beliefs, that she painted and meditated, that she considered her-self a Buddhist, that she wanted me to meet someone called Dr Mehta,and that she would be coming to the Ananda Vihara in a few days� timeand taking me to her place for tea. Thus began a connection that was tolast many years and be the occasion, before long, of my making newfriends and extending the sphere of my activities.After the lectures at Aryasangha came the lectures Soratha hadarranged for me to give at the Ananda Vihara. I gave them the followingweekend, and being held under the auspices of the same group of organi-zations as before they were attended by much the same kind of people,who, if they came in considerably smaller numbers, at least came out of amore definite interest in Buddhism. Unfortunately the atmosphere of thesecond meeting, when I spoke on �Buddhist Meditation�, was initiallyspoiled by some long-winded and unnecessary remarks from the chair.Mme Wadia had introduced my first lecture at Aryasangha by reading
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aloud one of my poems, Sir H.V. Divatia, the Vice-Chancellor ofAhmedabad University, had introduced the second with a few appropri-ate words, while the well-known Pali scholar Dr N.K. Bhagwat, who hadpresided at the Ananda Vihara the previous day, when I spoke on �Bud-dhism and the Future of India�, had followed up my lecture by heartilyconcurring with my belief that Buddhism still had much to contribute tothe land of its birth. Silver-haired Dr Kaikini, a tall, angular figure in a greyWestern-style suit, chose to do things differently. His introduction was arambling, incoherent discourse in which he perpetrated, in the course ofhalf an hour, more blunders about Buddhism than I had encounteredduring the previous twelvemonth. Before I could speak on Buddhistmeditation I therefore had to explain, pace the president of the meeting,what Buddhism did not teach. This unpropitious beginning did not pre-vent my lecture from being a success, and to judge by the length of the en-suing discussion Buddhist meditation was a subject in which manymembers of the audience were deeply interested. None the less I was dis-mayed that Dr Kaikini had been able to air his muddled views on such anoccasion, especially as he was one of the leading members (an officebearer, I think) of the Ananda Vihara branch of the Maha Bodhi Society, asthe Buddha Society had become after Dr Nair�s death. If the tiny Bud-dhist movement of Bombay had many friends like Dr Kaikini, I reflected,it would not need enemies.Not that the Ananda Vihara was the only Buddhist centre at which Ihad cause for dismay, or at least for disappointment, that week. Two daysafter giving my lecture on �Buddhist Meditation� I spoke at the BahujanaVihara, Parel, and at the Japanese Buddhist Temple, Worli. The BahujanaVihara, the Maha Bodhi Society�s other branch in Bombay, was situateddown a side street in a working-class district dominated by factory chim-neys. It consisted of a Sinhalese-style preaching hall, open on three sidesand having a stupa at the far end, and a small bungalow for the accommo-dation of the bhikshu-in-charge. Despite its name, which meant �Viharaof (or for) the Masses�, it did not enjoy much support among the localpeople, most of whom were in any case Hindus, and according to Sorathait was almost as under-used as its sister vihara in the Nair Hospital com-pound. Its principal function was to serve as a hostelry for Sinhalese Bud-dhists, and it was probably no coincidence that my audience that eveningincluded a party of thirty-one monks on pilgrimage from Ceylon. I spokeon �Dharma-Vijaya�, or conquest by righteousness as opposed to con-quest by force, and at the conclusion of my lecture I appealed to themonks � their lay guide interpreting � to come forward and assist in the
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propagation of Buddhism in India, which I said was severely handi-capped for want of workers. My appeal fell on deaf ears. For all the re-sponse I received, I might as well have appealed to the stupa behind me.The faces of the thirty-one yellow-robed figures betrayed not so much asa flicker of interest. Most of them indeed seemed more dead than alive. Atthe Japanese Buddhist Temple, where I spoke on �The Message of Bud-dhism� to a very attentive audience, the situation was hardly better. TheScheduled Castes Hindus who frequented the place had learned to chantnam myoho renge kyo, �Homage to the Lotus Sutra�, to the thunderous ac-companiment of the big temple drum, and that was about all. What theLotus Sutra was, and why they were paying homage to it, they did notknow, and as the Nichirenite monk or priest who banged the drum for anhour and a half every evening spoke only Japanese he was not in a pos-ition to enlighten them.With the Ananda Vihara being under-used, or even misused, theBahujana Vihara serving mainly as a hostelry for Sinhalese pilgrims, andthe Japanese Buddhist Temple confining itself to drum-beating andchanting in Japanese, it appeared that Buddhism in Bombay was not in avery flourishing condition. I even began to suspect that it had been inbetter shape during the twenties and early thirties, when Dr Nair orga-nized the Buddha Society and built the Ananda Vihara. This suspicion ofmine was soon confirmed. Though Dr Nair had been dead more thantwenty years his widow was still living in the city, and shortly after givingmy Parel and Worli lectures I found myself partaking of a ceremonialfood-offering in the block of flats that had once been the family mansionand listening to her rapturous accounts of what her philanthropic physi-cian-husband had done for the poor of Bombay and for Buddhism. Shewas in fact very pleased to see me and overjoyed to be able to show meher Buddhist treasures, as she called the various works of Buddhist art DrNair had collected over the years. Treasures indeed they were, the collec-tion including as it did magnificent bronze and alabaster Buddhas fromThailand and Burma, Gandharan sculptured panels, Japanese foldingscreens, Chinese porcelain pagodas, copies of Ajanta frescoes, and largemodern oil paintings of scenes from the life of the Buddha, together witha hundred objets d�art in ivory, crystal, and sandalwood. Alas! they wereall crammed into two or three shuttered rooms and covered in dust. AfterDr Nair�s death the family�s fortunes had declined, Mrs Nair had beenobliged to withdraw into a corner of the mansion, letting out the rest, andhad neither the space in which to display her treasures nor the means tolook after them.
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By this time Sachin and I had been in Bombay a fortnight. While I lec-tured and met Buddhists and sympathizers with Buddhism, he had beenlooking up old friends who were either studying or working in the city,especially the film actress Malla Sinha and her parents, who were Nepa-lese and hailed from Kurseong. But now his holiday was over, and it wastime for him to leave for Calcutta and for me to get back to the Survey andto start helping Rashk revise the script of Ajanta. On the evening of theday on which Mrs Nair showed me her Buddhist treasures I accordinglysaw my young companion off at VT, as the Victoria Terminus was univer-sally known, and the following day moved to Rashk�s ground floor flat atKhar, a newish, middle-class suburb on the western side of the Bombaypeninsula. I was sorry to say goodbye to Sachin, especially as for the nexttwo years we would not be seeing much of each other, and sorry to leavethe Ananda Vihara, where Soratha and I had enjoyed our usual lively ex-changes and where, moreover, I had made friends with a young Burmesemonk who happened to be staying there. This young monk was excep-tionally good-looking, and I was not surprised to learn that thereby hunga tale. He told me the tale not long after we had got to know each other,and though he told it in a simple, unaffected manner it was the kind ofstory to which only the colourful, impressionistic pen of a Lafcadio Hearncould really have done justice, in the sense of sketching in its idyllic back-ground, exploiting its romantic interest, and bringing out the charactersof the two people involved.The scene of the story was a small monastery on the outskirts of a vil-lage in the heart of rural Burma. There Visuddhisara or �Essence of Pu-rity�, as the good-looking young monk was called, had lived with thelearned elder under whose direction he was studying. Each morning, asthe custom was, the two monks went into the village with theiralms-bowls, moving silently from door to door until they had collectedenough rice and curry for their one meal of the day. On festival days andother special occasions, however, the villagers brought food to the mon-astery and served it to the monks on the broad veranda. Two of the villag-ers, a mother and her unmarried daughter, were especially assiduous inthis respect. By the time Visuddhisara had been at the monastery a fewmonths they were bringing food to him and his teacher every day, so thatthe two monks no longer had to go into the village with their alms-bowls.One day the daughter came alone. Her mother was ill, she explained. As ithappened, Visuddhisara�s teacher had gone to visit a colleague in aneighbouring village, so that the young monk and the maiden had theveranda to themselves. When she had served him and he had eaten his
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fill and chanted a blessing, the maiden prostrated herself three times be-fore him and asked him to excuse her presumption. She had a confessionto make, she said � and a proposal. His good looks, and dignified bearing,had impressed her deeply � so deeply that she had fallen in love with him.As her mother�s only child, she would inherit the house where they lived,along with some land. If his reverence wished, he could give up the yel-low robe and marry her. He would not have to work, and they could livehappily together for the rest of their lives. She would be a good and faith-ful wife to him, and he would have no cause to regret his decision. Theproposal took Visuddhisara completely by surprise. He had never con-templated marriage, nor had he ever felt any romantic interest in themaiden. Since he kept his eyes lowered in the presence of women, as amonk should, he had not even realized before how beautiful she was.None the less he promised to consider her proposal. Whereupon sheprostrated herself three times and left.During the next few days Visuddhisara looked deep into his own heart.What he saw shining there, like a vein of gold in the depths of a mine, wasa desire to be a monk for the rest of his life, and though tempted by theproposal he had received, and conscious that in Burma it was possible toleave the yellow robe without dishonour, he knew he had no alternativebut to be true to that desire. When he and the maiden next had the ve-randa to themselves he therefore told her that much as he appreciatedher offer he wanted to remain a monk and strive for nirvana. Deeply dis-appointed, she prostrated herself in silent acceptance of his decision. Norwas her proposal mentioned between them again. But she and hermother still came to the monastery every day, bringing food for him andhis teacher, and continued to do so right up to the time of his departurefor Bombay.Simply and unaffectedly as Visuddhisara told his story, I found it diffi-cult to know which to admire more, the firmness with which the youngmonk had rejected the maiden�s proposal, or the good grace with whichshe had accepted that refusal. A Western woman, I reflected, might nothave given up so easily. The manner in which the two actors in the littledrama had acquitted themselves in fact reflected credit on them both, aswell as on the traditional culture of Buddhist Burma, within which theyhad grown up and whose values had no doubt influenced their behav-iour.
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Chapter Nineteen
THE PRESENCE IN THE CORNER
The suburb to which I had moved was on the local railway line. From thestation a road ran north, and from this road, at regular intervals, the stillunmade-up roads extended east towards the middle of the peninsula andwest towards the coast. Rashk�s flat was located in a square white build-ing, very similar to all its square white neighbours, which was situatednear the end of 18th Road, one of the last side roads to the west. It was asmall flat, consisting, besides the usual offices, of a lounge, a bedroom,and a kitchen. The lounge was furnished, Western-style, with a sofa, twoarmchairs, a coffee table, and a bookcase containing, as I soon discovered,a stack of Time magazines, numerous American and Russian novels (notthe classics), and the ten-volume official biography of Mahatma Gandhi.Here I was installed, Rashk having come and fetched me and my smallluggage from the Ananda Vihara, and here for the next two months andmore I stayed. The lounge was very quiet, as was the rest of the flat and,indeed, the whole building. This was due principally to the road not be-ing a through road but coming to an abrupt end at the edge of a piece ofwaste ground, beyond which were only the huts of the dark-skinnedfisherfolk who, until a few centuries ago, had been the sole occupants ofthe seven islands that were now the city of Bombay.In circumstances thus propitious it did not take me long to settle down,and two or three days after moving to Khar I resumed work on the Survey.As my custom was, I worked on it in the morning, usually managing tocomplete three or four foolscap pages before lunch. After lunch I restedand read, dipping into Rashk�s bookcase, and in the afternoon or evening� sometimes until late at night � my scriptwriter friend and I would dis-cuss the story line, or the dialogue, of Ajanta, as well as the Hindi novel-ette he was writing. At least such was our routine initially. Before a weekhad passed Rashk was having to spend much of the day out on business



of his own, sometimes leaving the flat early in the morning and not re-turning until 11 or 12 at night, to the ill-concealed annoyance of his youngwife, who disliked spending the whole day with only the two teenagemaidservants for company. For my part, I did not mind having extra timein which to work on the Survey, especially as B.P. Wadia was getting themanuscript typed and had started sending me bulky instalments of type-script for correction. Nor did I mind having extra time for the explorationof Rashk�s bookcase, and besides reading several of the modern Ameri-can and Russian novels, of which only Hemingway�s The Old Man and theSea really impressed me (I had not read any Hemingway before), man-aged to get through Kenneth Walker�s Venture with Ideas and AxelMünthe�s The Story of San Michele and to make a start on the multi-volumeMahatma.My exploration of his bookcase led to some lively discussions withRashk, when he was at home, and I formed the impression that he washappier to talk about literature than to finish revising the script of Ajanta,to serious work on which we got down only several weeks later. His tasteswere very different from my own, modern American authors being theprincipal occupants of his literary Valhalla, and William Faulkner the godof his particular idolatry. At that time my knowledge of American litera-ture was confined to Emerson, Poe, Walt Whitman, and Harriet BeecherStowe; of the moderns I knew nothing, and if, years later, I got round toreading Faulkner (and certain of his contemporaries) this was to some ex-tent due to my discussions with Arjundev Rashk at Khar in the winter of1955�56. Not that our discussions at his flat, and in taxis and Iranitea-shops on our occasional joint forays into town, were by any means re-stricted to literature. They ranged over a variety of topics, from politics tosex, and from Buddhism to the Japanese film. We also talked about our-selves. At least Rashk talked about himself. As I already knew, his mothertongue was Punjabi, and his preferred literary medium Urdu, in whichhe had written poetry (�Rashk� was not his surname, i.e. caste name, buthis poetic nom de plume, and as such rightly to be enclosed within singleinverted commas). What I did not know was that he had not been born inIndia. He had been born and brought up in Burma, in Rangoon. At thetime of the Japanese invasion, when he was still in his teens, he and hisfamily had fled as refugees to India, making the last part of their journeyon foot through the jungles of Burma and Assam. In this connection hehad a curious story to tell. Like the tale told me by Visuddhisara, it wasone to which only the pen of a Lafcadio Hearn (in this case the Hearn of
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the late Japanese ghost stories), or perhaps, in a different style, the pen ofa Somerset Maugham, could have done justice.A year or so before the invasion he had consulted an astrologer abouthis future. Not that he had much faith in astrology then, he explained, butmost Hindus believed in it, even English-educatedones, and being on thethreshold of manhood, and uncertain which direction in life to take (hisreal ambition was to be a poet), he thought he might as well find out whatthe stars had to say on the subject, if indeed they had, or could have, any-thing to say on it. To his surprise the astrologer, after making his calcula-tions, professed himself extremely puzzled. He could tell his client whathe saw, he declared, but not its meaning. What he saw was a broad trackthrough dense jungle. On either side of the track, for its entire length, hu-man skeletons were lying, and along this track, between the skeletons, histeenage client was walking, tired and hungry, with the sun blazing over-head and the vultures circling. A year or so later the prediction � for suchit turned out to have been � was strangely and tragically fulfilled. Withwhat remained of his family, Rashk told me, a more sombre expressionthan usual clouding his pleasant, irregularly-shaped countenance, hehad found himself in just such a jungle as the astrologer had described,stumbling along just such a track, fleeing as fast as his failing strength per-mitted from the advancing Japanese troops. He must have passed thou-sands of skeletons, their bones picked clean by vultures � the remains ofthose Indian and European refugees, indistinguishable now in death,who had fallen exhausted by the wayside and perished before they couldreach safety. As a result of this experience, he said in conclusion, he haddeveloped a certain amount of faith in astrology. At least he no longer dis-missed it out of hand. There were good astrologers in Bombay, one ofwhom came to the flat every month and gave him the benefit of his � orthe stars� � advice and guidance. That this was the case I already knew,having seen a thin, elderly brahmin arriving one morning and beingshown into the bedroom, where he remained closeted with Rashk anhour for what, the latter afterwards told me, was a professional consulta-tion. What I did not know was that before I left Bombay I would be hav-ing, in connection with that same elderly brahmin, a curious story of myown to tell.As a Buddhist, I had no faith in astrology, in the sense that I did not be-lieve that the relative positions of the stars and planets determined eventson Earth, including events in individual lives. Had not the Buddha (asBodhisattva, in the Jataka Book) scornfully demanded, in words my ratio-nalist friend Anand-ji was fond of quoting, �Kim karissanti taraka? What
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can the stars do?� Yet the resemblance between Rashk�s experience, as hejourneyed on foot through the jungles of Burma and Assam, and whatthe Rangoon astrologer had predicted, was too close to be explicable interms of pure coincidence. A clue was perhaps to be found in the fact thatthe astrologer had, as it appeared, spoken of seeing the track through thejungle, the human skeletons, and his client walking between them. Per-haps it was a case, not of his having predicted Rashk�s future in accor-dance with calculations made on the basis of a reading of the stars, butrather of his having �seen� that future clairvoyantly by means of aprecognitive faculty that had been brought into play as a result of the in-tense concentration the making of those calculations required. Be that asit may, one story about the occult led to another, as usually happenedwhen that fascinating subject was broached, and I think it was on this oc-casion that I told Rashk about my own precognitive experiences as a teen-ager, when I �saw� what was going to happen to me (though not wasgoing to happen to others) half an hour or so beforehand, as well as aboutmy �seeing� Buddharakshita clairvoyantly one night when he was severalhundred miles away. I did not, however, tell him about a strange experi-ence that had befallen me much more recently, under his own hospitableroof, and in the very room in which we were sitting. I did not tell himabout it, partly because it was not occult in the sense that clairvoyanceand precognition were occult, being an experience of an entirely differentorder, and partly because I had no words with which to describe it.It was an experience of Presence or, perhaps I should say, of a Presence.Though what was present was definitely not a thing but a person (notthat Presence and person were really distinguishable), equally thepresentness was not that of any particular person. Moreover, the Pres-ence was spatially located. �It� occupied a certain corner of the room, theone nearest the door, which, as I sat cross-legged on the sofa writing, wasto my left. Objectively speaking, it was a strange experience, but though Irecognized it, intellectually, as being strange, I never felt it to be so. Therewas nothing �spooky� about the Presence, and when it was �there�, in itsusual corner (not that it had any dimensions), I felt quite comfortable withit and at home. It always �appeared� (not that I ever actually saw any-thing) when I was alone, perhaps when I had been alone for some time,and while I was writing. By now the end of the Survey was in sight, and Iwas working on the penultimate and antepenultimate sections of the lastchapter, which dealt, respectively, with �The Thought of Enlightenment�and �The Ten Perfections�. As this whole chapter, and these two sections inparticular, were devoted to the Bodhisattva Ideal, �the perfectly ripened
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fruit of the whole vast tree of Buddhism�, as I then believed it to be, I couldnot forbear wondering, later on, if there had been a connection betweenmy �strange� experience and the lofty ideal about which I was writing.Might not the Presence have been that of a Bodhisattva, or even of theBuddha? But this was only speculation after the event. What I experi-enced at the time was Presence, or a Presence. Not any particular person,good or bad, human or divine. Just personal-impersonal Presence.The Presence appeared when I was alone, or rather, it did not appearwhen I was not alone. But I was not often alone, especially after Rashk, hisoutside business apparently concluded, started bethinking himself of theunfinished script of Ajanta and of the work we were supposed to be doingon it together. The time I was least alone, both before and after our gettingdown to serious work on the long-neglected script, was the evening, thisbeing the time, usually, when Rashk�s friends called on him and whenwe, though more rarely, went to see them. His friends were all men (atleast I remember no women, though he appeared to be acquainted withsome of the wives), and most of them belonged to, or were connectedwith, the film industry, whether as producers, directors, actors,scriptwriters, musicians, or artists. The friend of whom we saw most, andwhom I got to know best, was tall, portly Jairaj, a South Indian in his earlyor middle forties who, Rashk told me, had played the hero in more thanthirty Tamil �mythological� films. What was of greater interest to me, healso happened to be a nephew (by marriage, I think) of Sarojini Naidu,the Nightingale of India, on whose poetry, shortly after my arrival in In-dia, I had written an article. Like other members of Rashk�s circle, he had agenuine interest in religion and philosophy, as his library attested, andwe had more than one discussion on these subjects. Producers excepted,most of those who worked in the film industry were, I found, much lessinterested in their actual jobs than they were in doing other things. Rashkhimself, I remembered, had told me, on my earlier visit to Bombay, that hewrote film scripts only because he could not afford to write poetry. Simi-larly, Achrekar, who was Raj Kapoor�s art director (and designer of theMaha Bodhi Journal�s new cover) would rather have been painting pic-tures, and Abbas, a more successful scriptwriter than Rashk, would havepreferred to be adding another popular novel to his �uvre.Besides the people I met of an evening, there were those I saw in thecourse of my forays into town, both with and without Rashk. As my workon the Survey drew to a close (I must have finished it early in the NewYear) these forays became not only more frequent but longer and more ofthe nature of excursions. On four or five of these I gave lectures, and on
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one of them presided over the World Religions Day meeting organized bythe Baha�i community. This last-named event, which went off even betterthan the organizers had dared hope, was attended by representatives ofan astonishing variety of religions, sects, and cults. Bombay was not just acosmopolitan city, not just a whole world in itself; it was a world withinwhich there was a multitude of sub-worlds, religious, cultural, linguistic,and so on, most of which overlapped only to a limited extent. During themonths of December and January I became acquainted, or better ac-quainted, with at least three of these sub-worlds, one cultural (if the filmindustry sub-world could indeed be so categorized), one religious, andone socio-religious, as well as with the three outstanding personalities bywhich they were severally dominated. As there was no overlap betweenthe three sub-worlds, and as in each of them I appeared in a different ca-pacity and functioned in a different manner (though still as a Buddhistmonk), during this period I was leading, in a sense, three different lives,or part-lives, and expending my energies in three different directions. Of-ten all three lives, or part-lives, were lived on different days of the sameweek, even at different hours of the same day, so that in the interests ofconsecutive narration each �life� is best dealt with separately from theother two. As Ruskin observes in Praeterita, his autobiography:
Whether in the biography of a nation, or of a single person, it isalike impossible to trace it steadily through successive years.Some forces are failing while others strengthen, and most actirregularly, or else at uncorresponding periods of renewedenthusiasm after intervals of lassitude. For all clearness ofexposition, it is necessary to follow first one, then another,without confusing notices of what is happening in otherdirections.

What is true of successive years may be equally true, sometimes, of thedays and weeks of two successive months, even if in their case it might bea question, not so much of forces failing and strengthening as of differentforces being deployed at different times, according to circumstances.The part I played within each of my Bombay sub-worlds was to a greatextent determined, at least initially, by my relationship with its leadingpersonality. In the film industry � certainly in the important part of it thatwas R.K. Films � the leading personality was Raj Kapoor. On my 1952 visitto the city, when he had shared with me his ideas for a film with a Bud-dhist theme to be called Ajanta, we must have met a dozen or more times.Miss Nargis, his principal leading lady, was usually by his side. This time
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we met only twice or thrice, and he was alone, in the sense that Nargiswas not there. As before, we met at The Cottage, Raj Kapoor�s privatequarters at R.K. Studios, Chembur. At our first meeting, after I had goneon to the set and seen some shooting, discussion naturally soon turned toAjanta. Though we discussed it at some length, indeed, until quite late inthe night, I formed the impression that his mind was really on otherthings. This impression was not unconnected with the fact that in thecourse of the evening he had brought out from an inner drawer, with theair of a card-player revealing a winning hand, a sheaf of black-and-whitephotographs of his latest �discovery� � an attractive Anglo-Indian girlwhom he had met, quite by accident, in Delhi. She had the makings of afine actress, he assured me, his eyes gleaming, and he had promised her aleading role in one of his films. On our way back to Khar Rashk enlight-ened me as to the background of the story. Relations between Raj Kapoorand Nargis were strained, and he was looking for a new principal leadinglady. Whether she was to be given the leading female role in Ajanta he didnot know. Personally, he did not think Nargis could be so easily replaced.But, with or without Nargis, Raj Kapoor would, he was confident, makethe film. Achrekar had already designed costumes for it and created, inhis room at R.K. Studios, a plaster and clay model of the main set. Rashkwas also confident that the film would be a financial success and that RajKapoor would be happy to give me, out of the proceeds, the 20,000 rupeesthat would be required for the monastery I wanted to build inKalimpong. Perhaps I would call the monastery the Ajanta Vihara!The next time Raj Kapoor and I met at The Cottage he was in a very dif-ferent mood, in fact in a very different mental state altogether. Nor was healone. Not that it was Nargis who was with him. On this occasion he hadfor companion the bottle of Black Label on which it was his habit, appar-ently, to rely for moral support at times of crisis or when he was feelingparticularly sorry for himself. The plain truth was that he was drunk,though not so drunk that we were not able to have a long, if rather incon-sequential, discussion which he insisted on tape-recording for the benefitof posterity. The discussion was punctuated by maudlin outbursts inwhich he lamented the loss of his �discovery� and upbraided her for hertreachery, deceitfulness, and ingratitude. She had ruined his life, he de-clared, to heart-rending sobs. She had destroyed him. Once again it wasRashk who enlightened me as to the background of the story. The An-glo-Indian girl had come to Bombay (R.K. Studios had flown her there).Her screen tests had proved highly satisfactory, and Raj Kapoor had be-come more convinced of her talent, and more infatuated with her, every
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day. But last week there had come a message. Would he meet her in townat a certain fashionable restaurant? On entering the place he found, to hisastonishment, that his �discovery� was not alone. She was with agood-looking young man. He was still more astonished when she intro-duced the young man as her fiancé. They were going to be married quitesoon, she said. �But what about your film career?� a shocked Raj Kapoorhad demanded, clutching at a straw. �Oh my fiancé is a multi-millionaire,�she replied. �He�s ready to make as many films for me as I want.�The leading personality in the Society of Servants of God was DrDinshah Mehta. This was the same mysterious Dr Mehta whom the short,middle-aged woman who had claimed my exclusive attention after thesecond Aryasangha lecture had been so anxious I should meet. True toher word, she had come to the Ananda Vihara a few days later and takenme to her Marine Drive flat for tea. There I learned that Dinoo Dubash, asshe was called, was a Parsee by birth but a Buddhist at heart, that she wasa Montessori teacher, having trained with Mme Montessori herself in It-aly in the thirties, that she was an insomniac, that the rest of the flat wasoccupied by her Montessori school, and that she wanted to give a thou-sand rupees for the Buddha Jayanti. In between she scolded the cook,gave me (or tried to give me) a sumptuous tea, and showed me her Bud-dhist books, many of them heavily underlined, as well as her watercolourpaintings, among which there was a series of striking �portraits� of theblue-eyed, golden-haired figure who had appeared to her in meditationand whom she believed to be the Buddha Maitreya. I also learned that DrMehta was by profession a naturopath, in fact a well-known one, that myhostess had once been a patient of his, and that he had founded the Soci-ety of Servants of God three years earlier. Originally it had been called theSociety of Servants, Miss Dubash confided, not without a smile ofgood-natured amusement, but people thought it was a domestic ser-vants� agency and kept telephoning about cooks and bearers, and DrMehta had been forced to change it. She herself was not a member of theSociety (at least, not a member of the inner circle!), nor did she believe inall its teachings, or accept everything Dr Mehta said, even though it wassupposed to come from God, but she liked the Society�s emphasis onmeditation and for that reason sometimes attended its meetings.Despite her excitedness and volubility � her skittishness, even � DinooDubash was, I could see, an essentially serious-minded person, with agenuine devotion to the spiritual life. She was like a little babbling brook,whose excess of foam, as it skips and dances down from the hills, concealsthe depth and translucency of its water. I was therefore all the more dis-
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posed to treat seriously her reiterated wish that I should meet Dr Mehtaand see what I thought of the Society of Servants of God, without allow-ing myself to be inhibited by the fact that its members were dedicated tothe service of a being in whose existence good Buddhists did not believe.As it happened, I had already been approached by a stout, shifty-eyedyoung representativeof the Society and invited to address the Servants ofGod on �Love and Devotion in Buddhism�, and one morning three weeksafter taking tea with Dinoo Dubash accordingly found myself being es-corted, by the same shifty-eyed young man, from Khar to the flat onMalabar Hill that was the Society�s headquarters.The flat was located on the ground floor of Mayfair, a block of luxuryapartments not far from the Hanging Gardens. From the gloomy hallwaythere was a dark, narrow passage between what seemed to be woodencubicles, and at the end of this passage a sunny room furnished, Indianstyle, with white-covered mattresses and bolsters. Opposite the door, hisback against the far wall, sat a grizzled-haired, grossly corpulent figure inclose-fitting muslin tunic and white cotton jodhpurs. On the floor besidehim rested a telephone set, while in front of him a portable electric fan,swivelling energetically from side to side, sent a swathe of cold air in hisdirection. He welcomed me cordially, if with a certain solemnity, a smileof satisfaction on his grey, flabby features, after which the two of us gotdown to a serious discussion, mainly about meditation, that lasted for theremainder of the morning and well into the afternoon. Several membersof the Society were present, as was Miss Dubash, but apart from thelast-named, whose tongue could not be easily restrained, they were con-tent to lean back against their bolsters and listen. After lunch, eaten fromthalis in the same room and solemnly blessed before being served, DrMehta (for indeed it was he) read to me from what he called The Scripts.The Scripts, I gathered, were the written records of the �guidance� he hadreceived, over the last few years, when in a state of deep meditation. Theywere of various lengths, though none of them comprised more than acouple of thousand words. Some were in verse, some in prose. The verseScripts, which were the shortest, reminded me, in their general tone andtenor, of the earlier, shorter suras of the Koran. But long or short, in verseor in prose, and regardless of their actual subject-matter, whether horta-tory or consolatory, practical or deeply metaphysical, all the Scripts fromwhich Dr Mehta read that afternoon were couched in the first person sin-gular. Who, then, was the speaker? According to the Society, and indeedThe Scripts themselves, it was none other than God. It was God who,through the Servant of Servants, Dr Mehta, directed the affairs of the So-
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ciety and the lives of its members. The Scripts were thus a species of di-vine revelation, similar in content, if not in form, to the revelations vouch-safed by the prophets and founders of religions in the past, fromZoroaster to Muhammed.That the members of the Society (at least the members of what DinooDubash had called the inner circle) believed its affairs, as well as their ownlives, to be personally guided by the Almighty meant that their involve-ment with it had a special significance for them. It also meant that the in-volvement had a certain depth of seriousness. Something of thatseriousness was apparent in the faces of the thirty or more people who,later on in the afternoon, squeezed into the room to hear me speak on�Love and Devotion in Buddhism�. I was glad to have the opportunity ofspeaking on this subject. Indeed, it may have been of my own selection.Even in a city like Bombay, supposedly the cultural as well as the commer-cial capital of India, the few who knew anything at all about Buddhismusually thought of it as a sturdy rationalism, or sterile agnosticism, inwhich there was no place for devotion, and I wanted to disabuse the Ser-vants of God, at least, of any such idea, and in this way remove whateverprejudice they might have had against Buddhism. Love was of threekinds, depending on whether it was directed towards a person or an ob-ject superior, or equal, or inferior to ourselves. The first kind of love wascalled shraddha, the second maitri, the third karuna, and on each in turn Ispoke at some length, giving examples from the Pali scriptures and ex-plaining how it was to be developed. In Buddhism the principal object ofshraddha or devotion was the Buddha, the Enlightened human teacher,the embodiment of Reality, just as in the theistic religions it was the Cre-ator. I also emphasized that shraddha was to be balanced by prajna or wis-dom, even though the predominantly emotional factors of bliss, joy, andequanimity played an important part in spiritual life right up to the at-tainment of nirvana. Nirvana itself was both absolute wisdom and infi-nite compassion. Since the Buddha had no superior, and no equal, inrelation to ordinary humanity it was compassion that was the most prom-inent aspect of Enlightenment. Compassion was characteristic of Bud-dhism � perhaps its most important teaching. It was because of thecompassion he felt that the Buddha spent his life showing the Path to oth-ers. His actions had all been the spontaneous overflow of his love for sen-tient beings.My talk was well received and followed by a discussion, initiated by DrMehta, on meditation as a source of nutrition. This enabled me to describethe four kinds of nutriment recognized in Buddhism, as well as to relate
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how the Buddha, in the course of his early struggles for Enlightenment,had refused to allow the devas to provide him with celestial nourishment.These particulars Dr Mehta seemed to find especially interesting. TheServant of Servants indeed had followed my talk with close attention,and a week or two later, when I attended a lecture on �The EconomicStructure of Islam� (in Urdu, which I could not follow very well), he askedme to give another talk and engaged me in further discussion about med-itation. This second talk, which I gave a few days later, was on �TheBuddha and the Spiritual Life in Buddhism�. I spoke for nearly two hours,and whether on account of the concentrated, meditative atmosphere ofthe meeting, or because I was upheld by the sustaining power of theBuddhas and Bodhisattvas, I gave what I afterwards thought was one ofthe best talks I had ever given, and probably the profoundest. At any rate,the audience was sufficiently impressed, and it was evident that some ofits members, at least, were beginning to realize that there was more toBuddhism than they had imagined. In the weeks that followed I paid sev-eral more visits to Mayfair and had further discussions with Dr Mehtaabout meditation, as well as about Buddhism. He also read to me fromThe Scripts, of which there were about two thousand. At least this was thefigure given by the youngish woman in a white sari who appeared to beDr Mehta�s chief disciple and who, I subsequently learned, ran the qual-ity control business that was the Society�s principal source of income.Sundri Vaswani, as her name was, also told me that a large proportion ofThe Scripts had been received in the first year or so of the Society�s exist-ence, when Dr Mehta had �sat for guidance� several times a day. Nowa-days he sat for it only occasionally, she said � a little regretfully, I thought.None the less, before leaving Bombay perhaps I would have an opportu-nity of being present when he sat and seeing him receive guidance inmeditation.It so happened that I did have an opportunity. There was no meeting atMayfair that evening, and only the members of the inner circle were pres-ent in the room. Besides Dr Mehta himself, this consisted of SundriVaswani and her brother Hira (the shifty-eyed young man); DurgadasBirla, a minor member of the famous business family, and his bespecta-cled wife; and Father Mascarhenas, an elderly, disaffected Goanese Cath-olic priest who was fond of denouncing, at least within the walls ofMayfair, the iniquities of what he termed �the Roman racket�. Proceedingsbegan with a kind of group meditation. Dr Mehta then went into whatappeared to be a trance state, turning up his eyes until only the whiteswere visible. After a while he closed them, his right hand was seized with
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a violent trembling, and snatching up a pen he began scribbling furiouslyon the top sheet of the stack of paper that had been kept in readiness be-fore him. I was sitting beside him, on the same mattress, and observedthat his eyes remained closed during the whole time he was writing andthat he could not see what he was doing. Sheet after sheet he covered,Sundri snatching away each one as it was finished and making sure thesheet underneath was so positioned that his pen did not run off the pa-per. When seven or eight sheets had been covered he suddenly stopped,and his head slumped forward on to his chest. God had again spoken andgiven his guidance. Another Script had come into existence. When thelight was switched on, I saw that the Servant of Servants� face was greyerthan ever, and that he was bathed in perspiration.The socio-religious sub-world of the Scheduled Castes Federation wasmuch bigger than the religious sub-world of the Society of Servants ofGod. I had met Dr B.R. Ambedkar, the leading personality of the Federa-tion, in 1952, after having been in correspondence with him two years ear-lier. On that occasion we had met at Rajgir, his residence in Dadar, in theheart of industrial Bombay, and I had asked him, probably with his recentarticle �The Buddha and the Future of His Religion� in mind, whether hethought Buddhism had a future in India. His reply was an indirect one.He had no future in India, he declared bitterly (he was at that time in thepolitical wilderness), as if his own future in India and that of Buddhismwere inextricably interconnected. But his attitude, or at least his mood,had since changed. Having realized, after a lifetime of unsuccessful cam-paigning, that the Caste Hindus were not going to give up their trad-itional inhuman treatment of the Untouchables, as the Scheduled Castesand Depressed Class people were popularly known, he had come to theconclusion that he and his followers would have to change their religion.They would have to become Buddhists, Buddhism being a religion thatwas of Indian origin, that was rational, and that treated men (andwomen) according to their worth, not their birth, i.e. not according totheir (hereditary) caste. Within the last few months he had twice visitedBuddhist Burma, and only days before our second meeting, which tookplace on 25 December, he had installed an image of the Buddha in thetemple that had been built by members of the Scheduled Castes commu-nity at Dehu Road, near Poona.We met not in Dadar but in the Fort area of Bombay, in Dr Ambedkar�soffice on the top floor of Buddha Bhavan, one of the buildings of theSiddharth College of Arts and Science. In appearance he was greatly al-tered. At the time of our first meeting his demeanour had been belliger-
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ent, and his expression grim and lowering, and though inclining tocorpulence he had seemed in good health. Now, three years later, he wasquieter and more subdued, and so crippled by arthritis that, as he ex-plained when apologizing for receiving me sitting down, he could standonly with difficulty. But though quieter and more subdued he had, as itseemed, made up his mind that he and his followers should become Bud-dhists, and was even now drawing up plans for the revival of Buddhismin India. These plans he explained to me at some length, adding, with evi-dent emotion, that he intended to devote the rest of his life to Buddhism.Mrs Ambedkar, who stood beside him as he sat behind his desk, appearedto support his plans, and from time to time intervened to reinforce a pointhe had made, especially when his energy flagged. For my part I ex-plained, in response to Dr Ambedkar�s enquiries, that formal conversionto Buddhism consisted in �going for Refuge� to the Three Jewels, i.e. theBuddha, the Dharma, and the Sangha, and in undertaking to observe thefive basic principles of ethical behaviour. One could �take� the Refugesand Precepts from any monk or other senior Buddhist. All the same, heand his followers would be well advised to take them from someone likeU Chandramani of Kusinara, probably the seniormost monk in India,rather than from a junior monk like myself (Ambedkar had asked me if Iwould be willing to perform the conversion ceremony for them), as theBuddhist world would probably then take their conversion to Buddhismmore seriously. Before we parted the Scheduled Castes leader asked meto write to him recapitulating what I had said about conversion. He alsoasked me to explain to his followers what conversion to Buddhism reallymeant. On my acceding to both these requests, he promised to see that atalk was organized for me by his lieutenants in the city.Dr Ambedkar was as good as his word, with the result that on NewYear�s Day I addressed a gathering of some 3,000 people on �What itMeans to Become a Buddhist�. It was not the first time I had spoken tomembers of the Scheduled Castes community on this burning topic, as itwas fast becoming for all of them. Only days before my meeting with DrAmbedkar I had addressed the residents of the so-called Harijan Colonyat Khar, and had afterwards explained to its elders the implications ofconversion to Buddhism. Compared with the meeting now organized forme by Dr Ambedkar�s local henchmen this had been a very small affair,and it was clear that there would be no conversion to Buddhism, at leastnot on a mass scale, unless the Scheduled Castes leader himself took thefirst step. The meeting took place at Worli, on a piece of waste groundoverlooked by a row of chawls or tenement blocks, and since many of
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Ambedkar�s followers were factory workers who did not get home muchbefore eight o�clock it did not begin until quite late. By that time there wasa cold wind blowing, so that when I at last rose to speak I was shivering inmy thin cotton robes. With the President of the Bombay Branch of theScheduled Castes Federation of Bombay giving a running translation intoMarathi, I addressed the gathering for more than an hour, speaking assimply as I could and confining myself to fundamentals.Becoming a Bud-dhist meant going for Refuge to the Buddha, the Dharma, and theSangha, I explained, just as I had to Dr Ambedkar, as well as undertakingto observe the Five Precepts, but one could not truly go for Refuge unlessone understood what it was to which one went for Refuge. The greaterpart of my talk was therefore devoted to explaining that the Buddha wasa human being who had gained Enlightenment by his personal efforts,not an avatar of the god Vishnu; that the Dharma or Teaching of theBuddha was the principial Way to Enlightenment, especially as repre-sented by the three �trainings� of Morality, Meditation, and Wisdom, andby the Noble Eightfold Path; and that the Sangha was the spiritual com-munity of the Buddha�s disciples � past and present, monk and lay.In speaking about the Dharma Refuge I was at pains to emphasize thatin Buddhism the word �dharma� possessed a meaning quite differentfrom that which it bore in Hinduism. In the latter it meant one�s duty asdetermined by the (hereditary) caste to which one belonged. If one hadbeen born as a brahmin, one�s duty was to study the Vedas and receive of-ferings; if as a shudra, to serve the members of the three higher castes. Ifone had been born as an untouchable then, of course, one�s duty was toremove night soil and animal carcasses and to avoid polluting Caste Hin-dus by coming into contact with them. According to Hinduism one couldno more change one�s dharma than one could change one�s caste. Itwould be a sin even to try to change it. In Buddhism, however, theDharma, in the sense of the Way to Enlightenment, was the same for allhuman beings, regardless of caste, which in any case was not recognizedby Buddhism. Becoming a Buddhist and practising the Dharma meant,among other things, breaking free from the caste system, and fromuntouchability, and following a path of ethical and spiritual developmentthat was for the benefit of oneself and others.Sitting there on the bare ground, my poorly clad and mostly illiterateaudience followed my talk with the closest attention and in a silence thatwas broken only by the applause that greeted any remark of which theyparticularly approved. Not surprisingly, the greatest applause was re-served for my comments on caste and untouchability. From the warmth
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with which the organizers congratulated me on my talk after the meet-ing, I left Worli that night with the impression that provided DrAmbedkar lived long enough Buddhism did have a future in India.
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Chapter Twenty
NATURE CURE CLINIC
Dr Mehta�s Nature Cure Clinic and Sanatorium occupied a spacious com-pound in a tree-shaded avenue immediately behind the Poona RailwayStation. It consisted of two buildings, one much larger than the other. Thelarger of the buildings was a tiled, barn-like structure consisting of a cen-tral hall surrounded by eight or ten suites of small rooms, hall and roomsalike being paved with black flagstones. The smaller building, whichmust once have been servants� quarters, was situated in a corner of thecompound, on the same side as the front entrance of the larger building. Itoccupied an important place in the history of India, or at least in the his-tory of the Independence movement, Mahatma Gandhi having stayedthere a number of times in the forties, with his entourage, and taken treat-ment from Dr Mehta, who was his personal naturopathic physician andthe manager of two of his three 21-day fasts. The smaller building wastherefore called Bapu Cottage in his memory, Bapu or �Father� being thename by which the Mahatma was known to his more intimate associates.The room where he had lived and worked was kept much as it had beenin his day, and his bed, writing table, and spinning wheel could still beseen. Flush with the top of the rear wall of the compound was the stoneplatform from which he was wont to address the people who had gath-ered in the adjacent Railway compound for his evening prayer meeting.On my arrival at the Clinic, one day towards the end of January, I couldnot help noticing that the larger of the two buildings had a shabby, ne-glected look, and that the paths surrounding the garden between it andthe rear wall were overgrown with weeds. Though the occasional patientstill convalesced there, the Clinic had been inoperative for two or threeyears, Dr Mehta himself having not so much as visited the place duringthat period, despite the fact that his wife and his two small children wereliving at Bapu Cottage. But recently things had changed. God had spo-



ken. Guidance had come to the effect that a branch of the Society of Ser-vants of God should be established in Poona, at the Nature Cure Clinic,that the Union Government Minister of Planning, Sri Gulzarilal Nanda (aformer patient of Dr Mehta�s), should be invited to address the inauguralmeeting, which was to be on a grand scale, and that Bhikshu Sangha-rakshita should be invited to preside. Even though I did not, indeed as aBuddhist could not, believe that the guidance received by Dr Mehta inmeditation came from God (though I was willing to concede it might comefrom a source higher than his own conscious mind), the knowledge that Iwas the object of what the Servants of God regarded as nothing less thanthe personal attention of the Almighty gave me a peculiar sensation, themore especially as I also knew that the question of whether or not I wouldaccept an invitation that had actually come for me �in guidance� was oneof intense interest and concern to Sundri and the other members of the in-ner circle. In the end, having consulted with Dinoo Dubash (who was ofthe opinion that the Society could do with a good dose of Buddhism), Idecided to accept. My decision was in no way determined by the fact thatthe invitation might have come from a higher source. The reason for myacceptance was that I was glad of an opportunity to visit Poona and, pos-sibly, make contact with the Buddhists there, of whom I had heard therewas a considerable number. Thus a day towards the end of January sawme arriving in Poona by Deccan Queen, being met at the station by MissDubash, and by her being conducted to the Nature Cure Clinic inTadiwalla Road. Dr Mehta was already there, having arrived a few daysearlier, together with members of the inner circle, and I was soon accom-modated in a suite of rooms across the hall from his own.The inaugural meeting of the Society�s Poona branch was indeed on agrand scale, at least so far as the preparations were concerned. An enor-mous square stage, replete with white mattresses and bolsters, had beenerected in the space � once a garden � between the main building and therear compound wall. This was surmounted by a canopy, at the four cor-ners of which hung curtains, so that from a distance the structure had theappearance of a four-poster bed of Brobdingnagian proportions. On theground in front of the stage were row upon row of white mattresses.Strings of fairy lights hung between the buildings, and from branch tobranch of the giant flame-of-the-forest trees. Yet despite the elaboratepreparations the meeting was poorly attended. It must have been a longtime since Gulzarilal Nanda, a wiry, Gandhi-capped figure with a blackwalrus moustache and a surprisingly bass voice, had addressed so smallan audience. Even I usually had a bigger one. But though there could not
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have been more than seventy people down there in front of us on thewhite mattresses, the Union Minister for Planning made a cheerfulspeech, in which he eulogized Dr Mehta and the Society in very generalterms, while I, for my part, spoke of the need for a sense of direction in life.People might talk about ideals, I declared, but a man could know what hisideal was only when he knew himself. Human beings lived on two levels,the animal and the rational, between which they oscillated. But beyondthe rational mind there was the level of the superconscious, and beyondthat the transcendental or divine. The aim and object of human life was tolive at those higher levels, which were attainable through the practice ofconcentration and meditation. Those attending the present inauguralmeeting would, I hoped, feel that they had been shown the way to ahigher life.In the evening there was a concert, the principal performer being a pro-fessional singer of devotional songs who, accompanied by her mother,had travelled from Ahmedabad for the occasion. Madhuribehn, as shewas called, had a dark, pock-marked face and a pair of brilliant black eyes,and must have been in her middle or late thirties. In her green silk sari,and with flowers in her sleek black hair, she presented a distinctlyqueenly appearance as she sat facing the audience that had gathered inthe flagstoned hall beneath the gently whirring ceiling fans. Her face, es-pecially when she was singing, wore a kind of triumphant smile, such asone saw on the faces of certain gods and goddesses in ancient Hindu tem-ples. She sang accompanying herself with a sort of sistrum, as well as on astringed instrument of a type with which I was unfamiliar but which wasnot a sitar, and from the first notes that the strong, rich voice plucked soconfidently out of the air it was evident that Madhuribehn was a perfectmistress of her art. Song after devotional song she sang, with a vitality,and an intensity of expression, that raised the emotional temperature ofthe crowded hall by several degrees and no doubt brought some of herauditors nearer to a higher level of consciousness than I had been able tobring them with my presidential address. Though I had been privilegedto hear some fine renderings of devotional songs, by singers both profes-sional and non-professional, the present performance was of an entirelydifferent order, and I could well understand why the saints and sages ofthe Hindu bhakti tradition should have come to regard sacred music asconstituting an independent path to the realization of the divine.The Poona branch of the Society of Servants of God having been dulyinaugurated, and the stage dismantled and taken away, the Nature CureClinic was a very quiet place. Besides Dr Mehta, Sundri, and Hira, the
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only persons left in the main building were me and Parvati, a mid-dle-aged woman with permed white hair, dark glasses, and anexaggeratedly English accent who was, it seemed, still under Dr Mehta�scare and semi-convalescent. Dr Mehta was staying on in Poona becausehe had received guidance to this effect in meditation, and I was staying onbecause Dr Mehta had invited me to do so, though whether the invitationcame from him or from God through him was unclear. Whichever mayhave been the case, I was glad to be there. Poona was very pleasant in win-ter. It was cooler than Bombay, and much less humid, and despite the blueskies and brilliant sunshine the heat was not oppressive. In subsequentyears Poona was to become one of my favourite places in India, and one ofthe principal centres of my activities. On this first visit, however, I sawnothing of the city proper (as my Indian friends would have expressed it),being content to enjoy the peace and quiet of the Nature Cure Clinic, apeace and quiet broken only by the sound of the occasional train and thehigh-pitched, incessant note of the brain-fever bird, as well as to join therest of our little community in the daily routine that had soon been estab-lished. There was a group meditation in Dr Mehta�s room early in themorning, while it was still dark, followed by a second one after breakfastand a third in the evening. In between I read, talked with Dr Mehta, andtook a constitutional stroll along the weed-grown paths that borderedwhat had once been the garden. Meals were taken out of doors, in thecourtyard of Bapu Cottage, at a table set beneath one of the giantflame-of-the-forest trees. Thus the days and weeks passed. It was an idyl-lic existence, such as would not have been possible in strife-torn Bombay,which had been the scene, shortly before my departure, of serious distur-bances in connection with the demand, by the Marathi-speaking sectionof the population, for a separate Maharashtra State with Bombay as itscapital. Rashk and I had happened to be in town at the time of the worst ofthese disturbances, when the police opened fire on a crowd of demon-strators at Flora Fountain, in the heart of the Fort area, killing six peopleand injuring many others.In a letter to Dinoo, written in the fourth or fifth week of my stay at theNature Cure Clinic, I gave my new friend a glimpse of what life was likethere at the time. Though she was, I knew, eager to know how I was get-ting on at the place, it was not possible for me to satisfy her curiosity in aletter, or even in many letters. Having apologized for not writing earlier,and expressed the hope that we might meet in Bombay before she left forher pilgrimage to Ceylon and Japan, I therefore proceeded to give hermore news of common friends than of myself.
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Dr is keeping quite well [I wrote]. He has been reading severalextracts from Buddhist books, and repeatedly refers to theBuddha�s life and teachings. He is even thinking of making asmall Buddhist shrine here. Gulbehn is quite cheerful, and ofcourse as active as usual. She and I have become well acquainted,and she too likes to hear about Buddhism. We chant the Buddhistprayers or verses from the Dhammapada together every day beforemeditation. You would like it! Mrs Rasma Mistri is coming everyday. She too is very Buddhist-minded. Sundri and Hira are asbusy as ever, and bear the main brunt of the work. Probably youhave heard that the Society will be publishing a journal called�Living Silence�, and that Hira will be publisher, Sundri editor,and myself associate editor. Parvati has not been keeping well andhas been confined to her bed for several days. On the whole theatmosphere here is very good, with everybody friendly andcheerful.
One of the reasons Dr Mehta was keeping quite well was, probably, thathe had taken to joining me on my constitutional stroll round the garden,instead of remaining indoors on his gaddi all day as was his custom inBombay. At the time of my arrival at the Clinic Gulbehn, his wife, had notbeen at all cheerful. The fact that her long-absent husband had chosen tostay in the main building with his disciples, rather than at Bapu Cottagewith her and the children, had hurt her deeply, and initially she had re-fused to have anything to do with the inauguration of the Society�s Poonabranch. Friends had interposed, however, and eventually she was per-suaded to attend the evening concert. By the time I wrote to Dinoo shehad more or less adjusted to the situation and, as mentioned in my letter,she and I had become well acquainted. At first, thinking I was a disciple,she had been a little wary of me, but on learning that this was not the case,and that I no more believed that The Scripts came from God than she didherself, her attitude had changed. Like Dr Mehta she was a Parsee, andlike him she wore khadi, the coarse cotton handloom cloth that was themark of the Gandhian true believer and which took, in her case, the formof a baggy, Gujerati-style sari that was really much too thick and heavy forsuch warm weather. Unlike her husband, however, Gulbehn was a fol-lower of the way of Martha, rather than of the way of Mary, being no lessconvinced of the importance of good works than he was of the value ofmeditation. She indeed was a kind, open-hearted woman, with a quiteexceptional willingness to be of service to others.
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Though Gulbehn attended the group meditations she always leftstraight afterwards, so that my principal contact with her was at mealtimes. These were pleasant, sociable occasions, over which Dr Mehta pre-sided in patriarchal fashion, with his wife at his elbow and his servants inattendance. In the days when the Nature Cure Clinic and Sanatoriumwas a thriving institution, and he one of Poona�s (and Bombay�s)best-known physicians, he and Gulbehn had, it seemed, kept openhouse, and even now old friends and ex-patients would drop in at mealtimes and be invited to join us at the big round table. Sometimes Dr Mehtaafterwards told me their histories. Many of them, like the Bud-dhist-minded Mrs Rasma Mistri mentioned in my letter to Dinoo, wereParsees, and many, I noticed, were more than a little perplexed by theirhost�s transition from naturopath to divinely-guided guru and unsurehow to relate to him in his new capacity. One who was not at all perplexedwas Mr Bo, as everybody called him, a lean, hatchet-faced, jovial Italianwho had been interned at Dehra Dun with Lama Govinda and who, afterthe War, had settled in Poona and made a living for himself as generalhandyman and amateur inventor. Mr Bo was not perplexed because hedid not believe in God and could, therefore, cheerfully dismiss DrMehta�s claims to divine guidance and continue to treat him as he alwayshad done. He was in fact a militant atheist, an ardent socialist, and asworn enemy of the Roman Catholic Church, with an inexhaustible fundof stories and jokes that were very much at the expense of popes, cardi-nals, bishops, priests, and the whole clerical fraternity. Some of his storiesand jokes were extremely funny, and Mr Bo�s comically fractured Englishand expressive gestures ensured that they lost nothing in the telling. DrMehta did not much relish these jeux d�esprit, though Gulbehn and I en-joyed them immensely, nor did he really like being treated as though hewas still just the eminent naturopath and not, as he believed himself nowto be, the recipient of God�s guidance to the Society, India, and the world.Sometimes he tried to bring God into the conversation and assert his ownnew character, but with Gulbehn there to remind him of the past this wasnot always easy, especially when she produced, as she did on one occa-sion, photographs of the famous �Greek Statue� posing performances hehad given thirty years previously, when he was not only mad aboutbody-building but a thoroughgoing agnostic. These trials the Servant ofServants bore with reasonable good humour, secure in the convictionthat (as he used to tell me afterwards) a prophet had no honour in his owncountry, or at least in his own house, and that this was proof positive of hisbeing a prophet. Once he confided to me that he was sure the Buddha
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must have had difficulties with Yashodhara, even though there was nomention of this in the Buddhist scriptures.Our more serious discussions usually took place after the second medi-tation or when we were strolling round the garden later in the day. AsGulbehn was in the kitchen of Bapu Cottage, Sundri often away in Bom-bay on quality control business, and Hira out running errands in the ba-zaar, we were usually undisturbed. Though Dr Mehta did, no doubt,repeatedly refer to the Buddha and his teachings, more often than not inan attempt to discover parallels with his own experiences, our discus-sions covered a good deal of ground, from Nature Cure to the ethics ofhunting (he confessed to having been a great shikari in his time), and fromIndian politics to the Moral Rearmament movement (he had known DrFrank Buchman). As a result of these discussions we became better ac-quainted, and I could not but acknowledge that while Dr Mehta�s man-ner could be a trifle portentous there was a simple, human side to hischaracter, and that whatever reservations I might have about the natureof the guidance he received he was, in fact, undoubtedly a man of broadsympathies, deep understanding, and great personal integrity. One dayhe told me the story of his conversion from agnosticism to a life ofGodguidedness.Towards the end of what was to have been a fast to deathhe had heard a Voice. The Voice told him to terminate the fast, which hehad undertaken because he was at the end of his tether intellectually, andterminate it on its fiftieth day. Many more such spiritual experiences fol-lowed, but on account of his agnostic convictions he was unable to acceptthem. The inner struggle had lasted seventeen years. In the end he hadasked for a sign, a sign had been given him, and thereafter he had �ac-cepted� to follow the guidance vouchsafed him � by God, as he believed �when he was in a state of deep meditation. That was just over two yearsago. Since then his whole life had gradually changed. He had foundedthe Society of Servants of God, and now all his activities were based onthe guidance he received in meditation, as the activities of the Society alsowere.Meditation, and the acceptance of the guidance received in meditation,indeed formed the principal themes of Dr Mehta�s teaching. With muchof what he said about meditation I was in complete agreement, especiallyas it was evident that he spoke more from personal experience than frombooks. Guidance was another matter. Though the actual content of theguidance received might be acceptable, it was acceptable, so far as I wasconcerned, only because it was in agreement with my own reason and ex-perience and with the Buddha�s teaching, not because it was said to come
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from God. And of course sometimes that content was unacceptable. DrMehta himself was inclined to see any refusal to accept guidance (that is,the guidance that came for one through him) as being simply a matter ofthe ego�s resistance to divine grace. But as I pointed out, the fact that onedid not follow the guidance that came through him did not necessarilymean that one�s life was unguided. Take my own case. I was a Buddhist; Ifollowed the guidance given by the Buddha in the Buddhist scriptures,and felt no need to look for guidance elsewhere. Rather grudgingly, DrMehta admitted that it was possible to be guided in this �general� way,though he added that such guidance was much less reliable than thatwhich came for one through a God-guided personality with which onewas in actual contact. The most reliable kind of guidance was, of course,that which came to one directly from God, when one was in a state ofdeep meditation, which was the way his guidance came to him. But thevast majority of people were incapable of reaching such a state and theirguidance had, therefore, to come to them indirectly. Those who were notGod-guided had to submit themselves, unconditionally, to the guidanceof those who were. This was one of the great laws of spiritual life.The upshot of this exchange (and others like it) was that during the sec-ond half, especially, of my stay at the Nature Cure Clinic I made a specialeffort to deepen my meditation. Though I had been meditating for anumber of years, my achievements in this field were far from commensu-rate with my aspirations. There were experiences of the bliss and peace ofthe lower dhyanas; there were visions, usually of the Buddha orAvalokiteshvara; there were flashes of insight, not always in connectionwith the meditation itself: and that was about all. What I now had to do, Ifelt, was to achieve a level of meditative experience which would enableme to receive whatever might be the Buddhist equivalent of Dr Mehta�s�guidance�, for much as I rejected the possibility of guidance by God (a be-ing in whose existence I did not believe) I was well aware that for realspiri tual progress to take place the ego, or �defi led mind-con-sciousness� (as the Yogachara termed it) needed to open itself to the influ-ence of what I was later to call �the transcendental outpourings of theAbsolute�. Just how that deeper � or higher � level was to be achieved wasnot clear, but I trusted that if I was able to stay long enough in the lowerdhyanas the inherent momentum of those states, together with my in-tense desire to be truly guided, would be sufficient to carry me further.Conditions were favourable. The Nature Cure Clinic was quiet andpeaceful, I was meditating three times a day with a small group of spiritu-ally-minded people, at least one of whom appeared to have an extensive
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acquaintance with �meditative states�, and I had no worries about mylivelihood. In order to be able to review my daily and weekly progress (orotherwise) I started keeping a meditation diary. I had kept one once be-fore, during my wandering days, but after two years it was so bulky that Idiscontinued it and eventually burned it. The present diary, which I keptfrom the morning of 1 February to the evening of 7 March, was a muchless weighty affair. The entries were no more than rough notes, meant formy own eyes, but even so, like dried flowers long pressed within thepages of a book, they had the power to evoke in after years a sense of theexperiences of which they were mementoes.Though progress during those five weeks was by no means uniform(there were occasions when my concentration was poor), overall I suc-ceeded in achieving higher states of consciousness than usual and stay-ing in them longer. Often I experienced what I described in my diary as�positive peace�, by which I meant a peace that was not merely the absenceof conflict but which had a definite nature of its own, cool, refreshing, andvibrant. Sometimes this peace came percolating into my consciousnessfrom a level even higher than the one I had attained, like water tricklingdown through the soil. At other times it was felt in the body. On the eve-ning of 7 February, for example, as my diary records:
Concentrated quite easily. Neither quite in nor quite out ofordinary mind. Experience of positive peace in crown of head. Thisdescended and spread throughout whole body. Experience ofascending and descending at same time. All kinds of movementsand explosions of energy in the body, though not exactly in thephysical body. As though some healing, at the same timedestructive, force, was pulling and stretching and kneading themind.

Dr Mehta explained, when I told him about these experiences, that therewas a conflict between grace descending through the topmost chakraand effort ascending through the lower chakras, the point of meeting be-ing at the third or navel chakra. It may have seemed so, but nevertheless Idid not find the explanation entirely satisfactory, especially as I tended, inany case, to be wary of employing the language of �chakras� and�kundalini�. To me such language, together with its underlyingphilosophy, smacked not so much of Buddhism as of Hinduism. Be that asit may, besides positive peace I also experienced feelings of intense loveand devotion towards the Buddha (especially in the form of Amitabha)and Avalokiteshvara, which was not often the case with me. Sometimes
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these feelings were accompanied by the corresponding visionary experi-ences, but more often there would be an awareness of the transcendental�person� in question without my being conscious of any particular form.On several occasions this awareness was so strong that I was able to putquestions and receive answers. Not that I heard any words, whether myown or the Buddha�s. I pronounced the words of my questions sub-vo-cally, and those of the Buddha�s answers were imprinted directly on myconsciousness without being pronounced at all. The first such experienceoccurred on the morning of 11 February, the diary entry for which reads:
Concentrated. Feeling of total dissociation between past andpresent life. Doubt. Awareness of answer: �Whatever leads to etc� is My Dharma�. Decided to ask more questions, as follows:Q. What should be my attitude towards surroundings afterreturning to K.?A. Absolute detachment. This detachment is positive. Must bedetached even from the Buddha. Detachment as taught by theBuddha transcends both attachment and detachment in theordinary sense.Q. How behave towards people?A. Buddha first and everyone else second. � Awareness ofshortcomings in this respect.Q. What about acquiring land etc.?A. This will be settled after your return. You must be ready to beanywhere and nowhere.Awareness of the Buddha�s presence, though rather faintly (sic).Reflected whether these awarenesses were genuine guidance.Concluded that since they were in agreement with the Scripturesand were not unreasonable they could be accepted.

The diary entry for the evening of the following day, 12 February, recordsa similar experience:
Good concentration. Sensation of positive peace descending.Asked, �What should I do?� Awareness of answer came at once ��Nothing�. Experience of emptiness and stillness. Self reduced toan absolute pinpoint. This state lasted for some time. Awareness:�Whatever works you may have to do later on, in the midst ofthem you will have to maintain this state of mind.�

Experiences on subsequent days included visions of �flowers� made asthough of flame, and of jewels of intense light, sensations as of a light try-

286 I N THE S IGN OF THE GOLDEN WHEEL



ing to break through, as well as of vastness and emptiness, and an aware-ness of the importance and meaning of the White Lotus Sutra. Mypredominant experience, however, especially during the second half ofthe month, was one of increasingly intense feelings of love and devotiontowards the Buddha and Avalokiteshvara.On one occasion I felt in the re-gion of the heart a love and peace so strong that I was unable to bear it andhad to stop meditating for a while. There was also a sensation as of some-one touching me on the heart, and an experience of my �heart chakra� be-ing suddenly opened. During this period the Bodhisattva of Compassion,Avalokiteshvara, featured no less prominently in my experience than didthe Buddha, and it was not without significance that his name should bementioned in my last diary entry, for the evening of 7 March, which ran:
Fairly good concentration. Feeling of devotion. Awareness ofuniverse as it appears in the eyes of A[valokiteshvara]. Againfeeling of devotion. Consciousness of peace descending from agreat height.

More often than not I discussed my experiences with Dr Mehta, andsometimes he told me about his own. One morning he had a vision ofthree monks meditating under the influence of the Buddha � which wasprobably indicative of his growing interest in Buddhism. But though wespent much of our time discussing meditation, and though meditationand the acceptance of the guidance received in meditation formed theprincipal themes of his teaching, the Servant of Servants� life had notchanged so much since his conversion that he had forgotten the secularand humanist ideals of his unguided days. Whether owing to his Parseefamily background or his Gandhian associations he still had an active so-cial conscience. He continued, for instance, to be strongly opposed to thecaste system, especially to its most abhorrent manifestation, the practiceof untouchability. His opposition was not only theoretical but practical.As I had soon discovered, the servants at the Nature Cure Clinic, who hadbeen with him and Gulbehn for decades, were Marathi-speaking mem-bers of the Scheduled Castes and, therefore, potential converts to Bud-dhism. Perhaps they would know whereabouts in Poona the Buddhistswith whom I wanted to make contact lived. In the event they did notknow, any more than did Mrs Mistri, or Mr Bo, or any of the other visitors Iquestioned on the subject, and I began to think that the �considerablenumber� of Poona Buddhists of whom I had heard in Bombay had apurely mythical existence.
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Dr Mehta was of the same opinion. At least, during all his years in Poonahe had not come across a single Buddhist. He did, however, believe thatconversion to Buddhism would be very much to the advantage of theScheduled Castes people, and when I told him about my meeting with DrAmbedkar he at once suggested I should write to the Scheduled Castesleader inviting him and Mrs Ambedkar to spend a few days at the NatureCure Clinic and continue our discussions there. The place being a nursinghome, whatever medical facilities he might require would be available.Whether because he could not spare the time, or because the institution�sGandhian associations did not appeal to him (he and Gandhi had beenpolitical opponents), Dr Ambedkar did not take up the invitation, andwhen we did meet, ten or more months later, it was in a different place,and under very different circumstances.
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Chapter Twenty-One
2,500 YEARS OF BUDDHISM
The Buddhist era has always been regarded as beginning with theparinirvana or final passing away of the Buddha. According to the trad-itional Sinhalese reckoning, which is accepted by all Theravadin Bud-dhists but which modern scholarship has shown to be incorrect, theparinirvana took place in the year 544BCE. Thus the 1956 Vaishakha fullmoon day, which fell on 24 May, marked the completion of 2,500 years ofBuddhism � the Vaishakha full moon day being the anniversary, accord-ing to late Sinhalese traditions, not only of the Buddha�s attainment ofEnlightenment but also of his birth and his parinirvana. The year from theVaishakha full moon day of 1956 to that of 1957 was accordingly celebratedas the year of the Buddha Jayanti by Buddhists all over the world, not ex-cluding those whose own traditional chronologies differed from that ofCeylon but who, in the words of a Japanese scholar at the time, �were gladto collaborate with Theravadin Buddhists in their 2,500th year ceremo-nies honouring the Buddha.�India was not a Buddhist country, and its Buddhist population was tiny,consisting of perhaps a quarter of a million people scattered mainly alongits northern borders. Moreover, India was a secular state. None the less,Prime Minister Nehru and his colleagues had decided that India shouldjoin the Buddhist countries of South-east Asia in celebrating the Jayantiand that the cultural, as distinct from the religious, celebrations should besponsored by the Union government. Preparations had been set in trainand a programme drawn up. On the eve of the Vaishakha full moon dayPandit Nehru would lay the foundation stone of a monument to theBuddha in New Delhi, thus inauguratingthe nation�s Buddha Jayanti cel-ebrations, and the following day, 24 May, the President of the Republic, DrRajendra Prasad, would address a mass meeting. The occasion would bemarked by special programmes on All-India Radio, by the publication of a



volume entitled 2500 Years of Buddhism, and by the issue of commemora-tive postage stamps. Foreign Buddhists visiting the Buddhist holy placeswould be able to travel on the railways for half the usual fare, and facilitiesat the holy places themselves would be improved. The main celebrations,however, would take place in the month of November, in the coolerweather, when an exhibition of Buddhist art would be held in New Delhi,as well as a meeting of UNESCO and an international symposium on�Buddhism�s Contribution to Arts, Letters, and Philosophy�. A documen-tary film on the life of the Buddha would also be released.To a minority of orthodox Caste Hindus the idea of the Government ofIndia sponsoring the Buddha Jayanti celebrations even to a limited extentwas anathema. One of their number, a certain Acharya Neminath ofSouth India, went so far as to publish a pamphlet in which he accused theGovernment of violating the Constitution by spending public money onthe celebration of Buddha Jayanti, called on them to �keep themselves ab-solutely away from all religious functions�, and incidentally admitted thatit caused him �heart burnings� to hear national leaders praising Buddhismas the best of religions. As usual, such people wanted to have it both ways.They wanted to be able to claim Buddhism as a branch of Hinduism; atthe same time, they did not want Buddhism to be praised or patronized.Replying to the Government�s orthodox Hindu critics, Dr S.Radhakrishnan, the Vice-President of India and Chairman of the BuddhaJayanti Celebrations Working Committee, pointed out that: �When wecall ourselves a secular State we do not mean that we are worshippers ofcomfort, security, and worldly goods. We mean by it respect and appreci-ation of all faiths that have found a home in this country.� Judging by theway in which preparations for the Jayanti were going on all over India themajority of Indians agreed with Dr Radhakrishnan. The State Govern-ments had drawn up programmesof their own, as had a number of publicbodies. The Government of Bihar proposed to shower the Maha BodhiTemple at Bodh-gaya with rose petals from a helicopter. More prosaically,the Government of Bombay planned to drop leaflets.The Maha Bodhi Society�s Buddha Jayanti celebrations were to takeplace mainly at its Calcutta headquarters and at its centres in Sarnath andBodh-gaya, and unlike the government-sponsored celebrations theywere to be of a predominantly religious character. The dozen or so othercentres were expected to organize celebrations of their own, andDevapriya Valisinha, the Society�s General Secretary, had toured thecountry visiting them and exhorting the bhikkhus-in-charge to rise to theoccasion and enlist the support of the local people. He had not visited
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Kalimpong, which was off the beaten track, but on my returning there, to-wards the end of April, I found that a public meeting had been held in theTown Hall and a Buddha Jayanti Celebrations Committee set up with, aswas usual on such occasions, Rani Chunni Dorji as Chairman, Gyan Jyotias Treasurer, and Bhikshu Sangharakshita as General Secretary. I hadbeen away six months. From Poona, after saying goodbye to Dr Mehtaand the Nature Cure Clinic, I had gone to Bombay, and from Bombay Ihad made my way to Calcutta, though I did not leave the former citywithout spending a few days at Khar with Rashk. No doubt we discussedthe script of Ajanta, and no doubt my friend gave me the latest news of RajKapoor, but my principal memory of those days relates to something of avery different order.Before my departure for Poona I had given Rashk, at his request, thedate, time, and place of my birth, and these details he had communicatedto his personal astrologer, the thin, elderly brahmin whom I had seen ar-riving at the flat one morning. The latter had drawn my horoscope andmade certain calculations, and one afternoon, at Rashk�s suggestion, hecame to tell me what the stars had revealed. The first thing they had re-vealed was that I had broken my vow of brahmacharya or chastity. I hadbroken it on a certain date in February. When I told him categorically thatI had done no such thing the old man became quite furious, declaring thatthe stars could not lie and that if he was proved wrong he would throwhis books in the Ganges. I could only conclude that, supposing the starscould reveal the state of one�s brahmacharya and that the brahmin�s calcu-lations were correct, I must have got my birth hour wrong, which was infact more than likely. The stars had revealed not only my immediate pastbut also my remote future. I would have many disciples, the brahmin as-sured me, but when I was fifty (or it may have been sixty) I would give upbeing a monk and after that I would have more disciples than ever.These revelations gave me food for thought as the train sped towardsCalcutta. In the first place my friend�s astrologer was a brahmin, and or-thodox brahmin householders were notoriously hostile tonon-brahmin ascetics, especially if the latter happened to belong, as I did,to one of the great non-Vedic traditions. What better way could there be ofundermining people�s faith in such ascetics than by casting doubts on thepurity of their morals? Rashk knew me well enough to believe me when Igave the stars the lie, despite his (qualified) faith in astrology, but otherswho came to know what the brahmin had said might well think that Imust have broken my vow of brahmacharya in Poona and was no longera true monk. As for the revelation about my future, this could be under-
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stood as an attempt to induce me to give up the monastic life by appealingto my religious ambitions. But I had no wish to give up the monastic life,and no ambitions of the kind the stars� � or the brahmin�s � predictionseemed to envisage. Even if I had entertained such ambitions I would inany case have stood a better chance of realizing them by remaining amonk in my old age than by giving up being one. Elderly ex-monks, in myexperience, were much more likely to lose such disciples as they had thanto attract new ones in even greater numbers. However that might be,there was little doubt that astrology was a powerful weapon, quite irre-spective of its truth or falsity, and that people could be manipulated by itsmeans. Politicians of every party had their personal astrologers, just asRashk had, and these were said to exercise, through the advice they gavetheir powerful clients, an enormous influence behind the scenes. Busi-nessmen too had their astrologers, as did film actors and others con-nected with the cinema industry. Astrology in fact dominated large andimportant areas of Indian life, and to the extent that it tended to play onpeople�s hopes and fears, on their greed, hatred, and delusion, those ar-eas could be said to be dominated by the forces of Mara the Evil One. Itwas therefore no wonder that the Buddha should have included astrol-ogy among the �low and lying arts� in which his monk disciples were notto engage. � With reflections such as these did I beguile the tedium of mytwo-day journey.In Calcutta I stayed, as usual, at the Maha Bodhi Society�s headquartersbuilding, behind the Sri Dharmarajika Vihara in College Square, and asusual the greater part of my time there was spent attending to the work ofthe Maha Bodhi Journal, the last five or six issues of which I had beenobliged to bring out on the wing. The Vaishakha full moon day was fastapproaching, and therewith the time for the appearance of the Journal�sspecial Vaishakha number. It would be the third such special number Ihad brought out, and since it would also be the 2,500th Buddha Jayantinumber I was anxious that it should be bigger and better than any of itspredecessors. Despite the intense heat I set to work with a will, editing thearticles I had collected, choosing the illustrations, which this year in-cluded two in full colour, commissioning a cover design, changing print-ers (for two issues only), reading proofs, and writing the editorial andmuch of the Notes and News section.For the last four months my editorials had dealt, in one way or another,with the forthcoming Buddha Jayanti. The January editorial, which wasentitled �The Coming Year�, drew attention to the fact that, as many indi-cations showed, Buddhism was capable of meeting a very definite need,
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satisfying a spiritual hunger, not only in the East but in the West. TheVaishakha Purnima of 1956 would therefore present the whole Buddhistworld with a unique opportunity � and a challenge. It would present achallenge, because opportunities, besides revealing our strength, also ex-hibited our weakness.The great weakness of the Buddhist world today [I continued] islack of unity. By unity we do not, of course, mean mere externaluniformity, much less still simply a keeping up of friendly socialrelations. We mean by unity an effective recognition of the factthat despite differences of presentation and interpretation, bothyanas and all schools of Buddhism accept, teach and follow thatThreefold Path of Morality, Meditation and Wisdom, leading toEnlightenment, wherein consists the very essence of the Dharmaof the Lord Buddha. The nearer we approach to actual practice ofthe essentials of the Teaching the nearer we shall approach toeach other. That �unity is strength� is none the less true for being atruism. The nearer we approach to each other the moreeffectively shall we be able to take advantage of the opportunity,to meet the challenge, which the coming Anniversary represents.Only a united Buddhism will be able to fulfil the old prophecythat from this year the Dharma will begin to overspread thewhole earth.The editorial for February struck a different note. Entitled �The InnerPreparation�, it reminded readers of the Maha Bodhi that Buddhism hadits origin in the fact that, five-and-twenty centuries ago, a man sat under atree in the forests of north-eastern India and meditated. Buddhism hadbeen able to spread so wide outwardly because the sources of its inspir-ation lay so deep within. In this fact there was an important lesson for ustoday. Preparations for the 2,500th anniversary of the parinirvana hadbeen going on for some time, and the celebrations promised to be thegrandest with which the name of Buddhism had ever been associated,but there was one question which those who were in any way connectedwith these events had to ask themselves:What is the inner basis of all these manifestations of zeal for theBuddhist cause? Is it a love of pomp and circumstance, of theparade and pageantry of religion? Is it merely faith? Or is it,again, merely an opportunistic taking advantage of a particularconjunction of circumstances of the historical order?The tree of Buddhist revival can shoot high only if its roots are
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planted deep in the soil of our hearts. The modern Buddhistmovement must be based not on faith, not on unreflectingenthusiasm, � much less still on meaner motives, � but on actualrealization of the import of the Dharma.To such a realization there is only one way: Meditation. TheBuddhist texts are unanimous that the Truth can be discernedonly by the mind which has been thoroughly purified by thesystematic practice of meditation. Not to the intellect, not to theemotions, but only to the mind which is at equilibrium in samadhido there arise those flashes of insight which destroy all wrongviews, such as belief in a creator God and the reality of theego-soul or atman, and which eventually culminate in theattainment of that Aryan knowledge which constitutes the Path toSupreme Enlightenment.Hence we urge upon all our readers the necessity of making,during the coming months, a special effort not only to study andpropagate the Doctrine but to realize it through meditation.� Onan occasion so auspicious as the one we shall be celebratingshortly, we should make every effort to raise our consciousness tothe highest possible level. For only if it proceeds from withinwithout will the modern movement of Buddhist revival be trulysuccessful. Without underrating the part played by externalorganization, it may be said without fear of contradiction that it isthe inner preparation which is the more important. To that innerpreparation, therefore, let us devote ourselves during the comingmonths, so that the coming Vaishakha Purnima will be ananniversary not merely in the history of Buddhism but in ourown spiritual life.
The March and April editorials suggested other ways of making a specialeffort in honour of the Buddha Jayanti. In the former, entitled �Buddhismand the Indian Languages�, I appealed to �our friends in every corner ofthe Buddhist world� to inaugurate, as part of their Jayanti programme, amovement to have as much Buddhist literature as possible translated intoas many Indian languages as possible, and in the latter, entitled �BuddhaJayanti Among the Birds�, I pleaded for a measure of vegetarianism. Ameasure of vegetarianism, I pointed out, besides demonstrating ourmuch-advertised maitri for the animal creation, would go a long way to-wards enabling birds and beasts to participate in the Buddha Jayanti cele-brations.
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Buddhist pilgrims to India in particular would be well advised toabstain from fish and meat during the period of their pilgrimage.Whether rightly or wrongly, the average Indian is deeply shockedat the spectacle of Buddhists, especially monks, who even whileon pilgrimage are unable to control their palate to the extent offorgoing, even temporarily, this particular article of diet.Now, in my fifth editorial of the year, for the 2,500th Buddha Jayanti num-ber, I was concerned to point out that the present anniversary did notmean that the Buddhist world, with twenty-five centuries of history be-hind it, was now justified in resting still more comfortably and compla-cently upon its laurels. Rather did it mean that, enriched by twenty-fivecenturies of experience, it could now prepare itself for a concerted effortto make the limits of the Dharma conterminous only with the limits of theglobe itself. The May editorial was therefore entitled �Ring in the New�and concluded, after referring to the duty of the Buddha�s followers tospread the Dharma:Let us, therefore, on this unprecedentedly solemn and auspiciousoccasion, vow to make so great an effort for the world-widedissemination of the Dharma that when, after two and a halfmillenniums, we celebrate the five thousandth Anniversary of theMaha Parinirvana, we shall do so in a world united by a commonallegiance to the Buddha, the Dharma, and the Sangha.The aspiration was a grandiose one, but what with the preparations forthe Buddha Jayanti, and the rumours of the impending conversion of DrAmbedkar and his followers to Buddhism, at the Maha Bodhi Society�sheadquarters at that time there was, perhaps, a whiff of triumphalism inthe air.Triumphalism or no triumphalism, the work of editing the 2,500thBuddha Jayanti Vaishakha number, together with that of seeing two orthree booklets through the press, left me with scant leisure for otherthings. I was able, none the less, to see a little of Soratha, now back in Cal-cutta after his spell as locum at the Ananda Vihara, and to spend a fewevenings with Sachin. My Nepalese friend was now a student at St Paul�sCollege, the prestigious Anglican missionary institution where PhaniSanyal was Professor of Economics and, I believe, at that time warden ofthe hostel where Sachin was staying. Talking with Sachin naturallybrought the image of Kalimpong very vividly before my mind�s eye, es-pecially as we exchanged news of common friends and reminisced aboutthe early days of the YMBA, and I longed more than ever to escape from
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the stifling heat of the plains to the comparative cool of the hills, and fromthe noise and bustle of the headquarters building to the tranquillity ofEverton Villa. Fortunately it was not many days after writing my editorialon �Ring in the New� that I was able to give the print order for the lastforme of the Vaishakha number, pack my bags, and summon a taxi to takeme to Sealdah Station.Once back in Kalimpong it did not take me long to slip into the dutiesmy fellow citizens had assigned me and start organizing the processionand public meeting that was to be the town�s principal contribution to theBuddha Jayanti celebrations. As I had organized functions of this sort be-fore, and was well acquainted with the various people whose co-opera-tion would be required, this did not prove difficult. Moreover, I had aregular assistant in the form of a young Thai bhikkhu from Shantiniketan.Khemasiri was in India to study English, but finding he did not makemuch progress at the Visvabharati University, where he and the otheryoung Thai bhikkhus spent much of their time talking together in theirown language, he had decided that the best thing he could do would be togo and stay with the English monk in Kalimpong for a few months. Quiet,modest, and diligent, he not only helped me organize the town�s contri-bution to the Buddha Jayanti celebrations but thereafter spent severalmonths with me as my assistant, friend, and companion. Not thatKhemasiri�s was the only help I received during the run-up to theBuddha Jayanti. Besides Dawa, Durga, and others of our members andfriends there were occasional helpers from outside Kalimpong. One ofthese was Dr Kalidas Nag, the Chairman of the editorial board of theMaha Bodhi. Following Devapriya-ji�s example, he was touring the MahaBodhi Society�s centres with a view to stimulating interest in the BuddhaJayanti. Unlike Devapriya-ji, he had included Kalimpong in his itinerary,and in the course of the two days he spent in the town his affable looksand charming manners captivated everybody he met. Another suchhelper was Narada Thera, the doyen of the English-speaking bhikkhus ofCeylon, whose public appearance, at least, was less than a complete suc-cess.I had met Narada Thera in Kathmandu in 1951, and in 1952 I had shareda tent with him at Sanchi, where we had disagreed as to whether or not vi-tamin tablets counted as food and whether or not, therefore, a monkcould take them after twelve o�clock without breaking the Vinaya. (Ac-cording to Narada Thera they were not, and he could; according to methey were, and he could not.) My last meeting with him had taken placein Calcutta, at the Maha Bodhi Society�s headquarters building, where
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one evening he took me aside and pumped me for information about thestrictness with which the Society�s bhikkhus observed certain minor mo-nastic rules. He also spoke about the higher stages of the Path, but in sucha way that I formed the distinct impression that he wanted me to think hewas an Arahant. Be that as it may, he concluded by saying, in a confiden-tial would-you-believe-it tone of voice, �Do you know, Avuso, somepeople actually think I am a hypocrite.� (Avuso or �Friend� was the correctmode of address from a senior to a junior monk.) �Yes, Bhante,� I re-sponded brightly, �I have heard as much.� �Oh dear, Avuso, have you re-ally!� he exclaimed, shocked and momentarily flustered by thisunwelcome confirmation of his worst suspicions. The truth was that al-though Narada Thera was a great favourite with the Theravadin laity,mainly on account of his pedantically strict observance of the Vinaya, hewas not very popular with his fellow Sinhalese bhikkhus, the majority ofwhom tended to regard him as something between a joke and a fraud.Many were the stories that were in circulation about him. Soratha hadtold me a number of them, some of them very funny and to be appreci-ated only by those acquainted with the finer points of the Vinaya and thejealous, proprietary attitude of the Sinhalese laity towards its monks. In-deed, it seemed that all the stories ever told in the monasteries of Ceylonabout hypocritical monks had come to be related, over the years, of theunfortunate Narada Thera, just as in India all the jokes ever told aboutdim-witted Sikhs had come to be related of Sardar Baldev Singh, PanditNehru�s bearded and turbaned Minister of Defence.But hypocrite or not, the elderly Sinhalese monk was a prominent fig-ure in the Buddhist world, and on learning of his arrival at theDharmodaya Vihara I at once went and invited him to give a public lec-ture. He accepted the invitation with alacrity, whereupon I not only pub-licized the meeting extensively but personally urged everybody I met toattend, saying that Venerable Narada was the most famous Buddhistmonk in Ceylon, that he was well known as an author and speaker, andthat he had lectured on Buddhism in many Western countries, all ofwhich was perfectly true. When the time came the Town Hall was there-fore crowded. Unfortunately what should have been one of the high-lights of the run-up to our Buddha Jayanti celebrations turned out to be anear disaster. Narada Thera�s lecture was dull and platitudinous in the ex-treme and delivered, from what were evidently old notes, in ahigh-pitched voice and with an air of benign condescension. People werebitterly disappointed, some of them afterwards going so far as to comparethe Sinhalese monk�s abilities as a lecturer with my own in a way that was
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by no means to his advantage. Friends wanted to know why I had praisedNarada Thera so highly. But an incident which occurred before he beganto speak created, perhaps, an even less favourable impression than thelecture itself.As my custom was, I had arranged for the speaker and chairman (onthis occasion me) to occupy the Town Hall�s tiny stage and for the moredistinguished members of the audience, including bhikkhus and lamas,to occupy the first two rows of chairs in the auditorium. No sooner hadNarada and I taken our seats on the stage, however, than my elder brotherin the Order insisted that the bhikkhus (but not the lamas) should join usthere, nor was he satisfied until, with much hauling and scraping ofchairs, and a good deal of confusion, the eight or ten bhikkhus in the audi-ence were all squeezed together with us on the stage. But that was by nomeans the end of the matter. Narada Thera had not been speaking formore than a few minutes when a yellow-robed figure slipped into the halland unobtrusively took a seat in the back row of the auditorium. It wasAnand-ji�s disciple Sumedha. He had been to see me in Bombay, and atmy request Dr Bhagwat had agreed to teach him Pali; but having no realinterest in study he was now back in Kalimpong and again staying at theDharmodaya Vihara. Not realizing that the meeting would be starting ontime, he had turned up late. Narada Thera�s eagle eye at once spotted thenew arrival and, interrupting his lecture, he called upon him to come for-ward and take his rightful place on the stage. �That�s all right, Bhante,�protested Sumedha, in his uncultivated Hindi (which the Sinhalesemonk did not understand), �I�m fine where I am, thanks.� But NaradaThera, who was accustomed to having his own way, continued to callupon the recalcitrant samanera to come forward until the latter, deeplyembarrassed to be the centre of everyone�s attention, eventually made hisway to the stage, where an extra chair was somehow squeezed in amongthe rest. Having seen him merged with the other yellow robes, NaradaThera turned to the audience and observed, in his blandest manner, �I amglad to see that the good people of Kalimpong know how to show properrespect to the members of the Holy Order.�This was not to be my last experience of Theravadin orthodoxy, as rep-resented by the doyen of the English-speakingSinhalese monks. Wishingto be hospitable, I had not only invited Narada Thera for lunch but madesure that Padam, my cheerful Nepalese cook-bearer, prepared a moreelaborate meal than usual. Moreover, knowing what a stickler my guestwas for the observance of the twelve o�clock rule (the rule that prohibitedmonks from taking solid food after midday), I had made sure that the
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meal was ready by eleven o�clock, for which time the Thera was invited.But eleven o�clock came and went, then 11.30, and still there was no sign ofhim. What could have happened? By 11.45 I was feeling distinctly worriedon his account, as it was an unheard-of thing for an orthodox Theravadinmonk to be late for a meal. Eventually, at 11.55, a panting, perspiring figurein yellow could be seen hastily descending the flight of rough stone stepsthat led from the road to Everton Villa. It was Narada Thera! Realizingthat if he missed his lunch he would probably have to fast until the follow-ing day (except for vitamin tablets), and not wanting Padam�s meal to bewasted, I told Naginda, who had invited himself to lunch that day (as heoften did), to put the clock back half an hour and position it prominentlyon the dining-room table. No sooner had he done this than in rushed adistraught Narada Thera. �Avuso, Avuso,� he gasped, �Am I late, am I late? Ilost my way! Those Dharmodaya people misdirected me!� �Don�t worry,Bhante,� I replied, �you�re not very late.� Whereupon Narada Thera sawthe clock. �Oh!� he exclaimed, with evident relief, �I thought it was laterthan that� � and lost no time in sitting down to the meal. He was careful, Inoticed, not to look at his own watch. Even if Narada Thera was not ex-actly a hypocrite, there were clearly times when he regarded the appar-ent observance of the Vinaya as being of greater importance than its realobservance.But with the Vaishakha Purnima almost upon us I had little time tothink about such things. According to an ancient prophecy, the 2,500thBuddha Jayanti would mark the beginning of a period of revival for Bud-dhism, and if this was the case it was to be hoped that the pseudo-ortho-doxy of the Narada Theras of the Buddhist world would soon dissolvelike mist in the light of a truer understanding of the Buddha�s teaching.Indeed, when at last the snows of Kanchenjunga flushed with the dawn-ing of the great day, and as Khemasiri and I made our way up to theTharpa Chholing Gompa, it really did seem that the Buddhists ofKalimpong, like those of the rest of the Buddhist world, were ringing in anew cycle in the history of their religion. Five-coloured Buddhist flagsfluttered everywhere, incense smoked from braziers in front of shops andhouses, and on all sides the sound of chanting could be heard. On arriv-ing at the gompa we found that two thousand people had gathered totake part in the procession, and it took me some time to organize theminto their different sections. According to a report I subsequently wrotefor the Maha Bodhi, the procession was led by more than a hundred Ti-betan lamas, �all magnificent in their ceremonial robes of silk brocade,who blew trumpets and clarinets, beat upon drums, and swung censers
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in which incense burned. A beautiful image of the Lord Buddha, picturesof His Holiness the Dalai Lama, and banners of victory, Buddhist flagsand emblems were borne in the procession. Nearly a thousand devoteescarried on their backs huge volumes of the Buddhist Scriptures inTibetan.� What I did not write was that although the procession was ledby the hundred Tibetan lamas in their ceremonial robes of silk brocade,the lamas themselves were led, by popular demand, by Khemasiri andme in our yellow cotton robes. Down from Tirpai to Eleventh Mile we ledthem, along the main road, through the narrow, shop-lined streets of theupper bazaar, and so to the Mela Ground. The Mela Ground was a levelopen space that had been cut out of the hillside between the High Streetand the lower bazaar. As its name implied, it was really a fairground,though in my time only football matches were ever held there. It was sur-rounded on three sides by tiers of seats, also cut out of the hillside, and atintervals there were broad flights of steps. Down one of these flights ofsteps Khemasiri and I led the lamas, the rest of the procession behindthem, and began following the lines of the maze which, with the help ofPheunkhang-se and two other Tibetan officers, I had marked out on thefloor of the Mela Ground the previous day. Back and forth we went, fromone side of the Mela Ground to the other, until by the time we hadreached the end of the maze, and the tail of the procession was descend-ing the steps, the entire space was a sea of red robes and colourful na-tional costumes from which rose, like the masts and sails of ships, the stillmore colourful Buddhist flags and banners of victory.In the afternoon the Mela Ground was the venue of a public meeting.Sri S.N. Roy, the current Sub-DivisionalOfficer, presided, and the guest ofhonour was Sri S.R. Das, the Chief Justice of India, who was a regular visi-tor to Kalimpong and with whom I was well acquainted. Speeches in vari-ous languages were delivered, including one in Tibetan by Jigme Dorji,the de facto Prime Minister of Bhutan, and one in English by me. Immedi-ately after the meeting prayers � as one could not help calling them inEnglish � were chanted by a large congregation of Tibetan lamas in frontof the gilded and jewelled Buddha image that had been lent for the occa-sion by Rani Dorji, who was also responsible for the tasteful appearanceof the shrine. Later, the Kalimpong branch of the Maha Bodhi Society andthe other Buddhist institutions of the town held special functions in hon-our of the day at their own premises.On the following day a meeting was held at the Town Hall especially forstudents, when the results of the Students� Essay Competition were an-nounced and prizes distributed. A variety entertainment, including dra-
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matic sketches dealing with the life of the Buddha, was also given.Though I had organized the meeting I was unable to be present, as I wasin Gangtok, taking part in the second and third days of the BuddhaJayanti celebrations being held there. Tibetan Buddhist chronology,which was followed in Sikkim, differed from that of TheravadinSouth-east Asia by several centuries, but in 1956, the year of the 2,500thBuddha Jayanti, the Tibetan Shaga Dawa or anniversary of the Buddha�sEnlightenment, and the South-east Asian (and Indian) Vaishakha fullmoon day, happened to fall, miraculously, on the same date, so that Hi-malayan Buddhists could join in the Buddha Jayanti celebrations withoutfeeling that they were being unfaithful to their own traditions. Besidesservices in all the monasteries of Sikkim, the previous day had seen a pub-lic meeting in Gangtok, and the next day, shortly before my arrival in thevillage capital, the Buddha�s image had been taken in procession from thePalace Temple. I gave my first lecture that evening, and the second the fol-lowing evening, both of them being given at the White Memorial Hall un-der the presidentship of the Maharaj Kumar. In the first I spoke on�Tradition and Progress� and in the second on �Buddhist Meditation�. Bothlectures were well attended, members of the Sikkimese nobility and offi-cers of the State being particularly prominent in the audience.On my previous visit to the Village Capital I had been a guest of the Pal-ace and had stayed at the Palace guest-house. This time I was the guest ofApa B. Pant, the Political Officer, and stayed with him and his family at theResidency, where he lived in much the same style as his British predeces-sors, employing the same aged Lepcha butler and dining off the same sil-ver plate on formal occasions. The Residency had been built some fifty orsixty years earlier, in a superior version of Himalayan Mock Tudor, andcommanded a view of the snows that was unequalled even in Gangtok. Itwas surrounded by extensive lawns, the lawns were bordered by flowerbeds, and the flower beds were backed by shrubs and blossoming trees,behind which rose the dense enclosing mass of the Sikkim jungle. Thespace occupied by the whole mise en scène � house and outbuildings,lawns and flower beds � seemed to have been carved out of the jungle, sothat as I looked across the front lawn at the tree ferns and giant rhododen-drons I was reminded of the way in which, in the Garden of Eden as seenby the fallen Archangel in Book IV of Milton�s great poem, �the verdurouswall of Paradise up sprung�. Wandering in the grounds of the Residency,with their combination of the cultivated and the wild, it was easy to imag-ine oneself in the Garden of Eden, and I could not help wondering if anyof Apa Sahib�s English predecessors, walking there in the cool of the eve-
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ning, had not been reminded of the lines in Paradise Lost describing thatideal scene.I did not have much time to wonder. My stay was a short one, and I wassoon back at Everton Villa, catching up with correspondence and attend-ing to the work of the Maha Bodhi, for which I now had to write notices ofsome of the many special numbers that newspapers and periodicals of allkinds had brought out in honour of the 2,500th Buddha Jayanti. I did nothave any classes to teach at the Dharmodaya Vihara. As I had feared, thestrain of remunerating the teachers had eventually proved too much forGyan Jyoti�s limited resources, and during my absence in Bombay theevening college had collapsed, not without a certain amount of recrimi-nation. For me personally the fact that I no longer had regular classes toteach was not without its advantages. It meant that I was now less tied toKalimpong (not that I had been much tied even before), and in the courseof the late summer and early autumn I was away twice, visiting threeplaces and giving three series of lectures, while during the month of No-vember I was away on pilgrimage to the Buddhist holy places withDhardo Rimpoche and others as a guest of the Government of India.In Calcutta, where I spent much of August attending to Journal work,my lectures were given as three of the �Thursday lectures on Buddhism�which now formed part of the regular activities at the Maha Bodhi Soci-ety�s headquarters. On successive weeks I spoke on �Buddhism and Mod-ern Thought�, on �Buddhism and the Arts�, and on �Buddhism and theSocial Order�. What prompted me to speak on the last subject, other thanthe simple desire to explore the relation between Buddhism and variousdepartments of human life, I do not know, though the fact that DrAmbedkar and his Scheduled Castes followers were, as it now seemed,about to embrace Buddhism, may have had something to do with it.However that may have been, the president at this lecture was my oldteacher Kashyap-ji, in accordance with whose injunction I had stayed inKalimpong to work for the good of Buddhism. Having established thePali Postgraduate Institute in Nalanda, the site of the ancient monasticuniversity, he was now editing the entire Pali Tipitaka � the Canon ofTheravadin Buddhism � in Devanagari characters for publication by theGovernment of Bihar. As we discussed this enormous project, which wasto occupy him for many years, I recalled an incident which had occurredsix or seven years earlier, when I was staying with him at the BenaresHindu University. Indicating the palm of his hand, he had one day ex-claimed, with reference to the same forty-five-volume Tipitaka,�Sangharakshita, I have it all here!� I certainly could not claim to have the
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Tipitaka, or even a small portion of it, in the palm of my hand, but textslike the Sutta-nipata, the Udana, and the Itivuttaka, if not my constant com-panions, were often in my thoughts and had long been a major source ofinspiration.The three lectures I gave at Shantiniketan, in the first week of Septem-ber, were given under the auspices of two different departments of theVisvabharati University and one of its campus organizations. At CheenaBhavan, under the auspices of the International Club, I spoke on �Bud-dhism as a Religion for Life�, under the auspices of the English Depart-ment on �Eastern Thought and English Literature�, and under theauspices of the Philosophy Department on �The Philosophical Interpreta-tion of the Buddha�s Personality�. The �philosophical� interpretation inquestion was that of the subtle and mysterious doctrine of the trikaya or�three bodies�, according to which the Buddha possessed, in addition tothe earthly body perceived by gods and men, a sublimely beautiful ethe-real body that was perceived only by highly advanced Bodhisattvas andother Buddhas, and an unmanifested body which, besides including thetwo previous bodies, was the Supreme Reality of all individual personsand things and the goal to be realized through transcendental wisdom.Lobsang Phuntsok had dealt with the trikaya doctrine in his article on Ti-betan Buddhism, and my own exposition drew on his account, whichwas in turn based upon oral explanations given him by DhardoRimpoche. The trikaya doctrine was important, in my view, not least be-cause it served to illustrate the fact that, enlightened human being thoughthe Buddha was, his enlightened humanity possessed � as did the unen-lightened humanity of all men potentially � dimensions undreamt of inthe modern, secular conception of what constituted humanity. That theBuddha possessed three �bodies� was, of course, a distinctively Mahayanateaching, originally promulgated by the Yogachara School on the basis ofearlier, uncoordinated traditions, and it was mainly to the Mahayana thatI devoted the two lectures I gave in Gangtok the following month. Thefirst of these was on �Hinayana and Mahayana�, the second on �The SixParamitas�. Both lectures were given in the White Memorial Hall, theMaharaj Kumar again presiding. To the Buddhists in my audience, in-cluding the Maharaj Kumar, the question of the relation between theHinayana and the Mahayana was of more than academic interest. In re-cent years they had become increasingly aware that the Hinayana, as rep-resented by the Theravadin bhikkhus with whom they came in contact inIndia, differed widely from the Mahayana, as represented by theNyingma and Karma-Kagyu lamas of Sikkim. Was the Hinayana the orig-
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inal Buddhism, of which the Mahayana was only a corrupt and degener-ate form, as the bhikkhus (and some Western orientalists) tended tobelieve? Or was the Mahayana a higher, more developed form of Bud-dhism, to which the Hinayana was only introductory, as the more learnedlamas asserted? Or, again, were the two yanas complementary? Thesewere questions which Western Buddhists, too, were having to face, and Ihad attempted to deal with them in Chapter Two of A Survey of Buddhism,on which the Gangtok lecture on �Hinayana and Mahayana� was partlybased.In between my visit to Calcutta and Shantiniketan and my visit toGangtok, and my visit to Gangtok and my tour of the Buddhist holyplaces, I spent my time in Kalimpong organizing full moon day meetingsat Everton Villa, editing (and writing for) the Maha Bodhi, helping Khema-siri with his English, and doing my best to follow Dr Johnson�s justly fa-mous injunction that a man �should keep his friendship in constant repair�.I did more than follow it. Besides keeping old friendships in repair,whether through personal contact or by means of correspondence, in thecourse of the brilliant autumn days I made two new friends, who came tobe as much associated, in recollection, with Everton Villa, as Sachin andDurga were with The Hermitage and Mitra and Lalit with Craigside. Au-tumn seemed to be the season of friendship, as spring was the season oflove. In an essay written in the year of my arrival in Kalimpong, when Iwas still intoxicated with the mingled grandeur and loveliness of my sur-roundings, I had not only linked autumn with friendship but celebratedboth in the highly lyrical terms that then came naturally and spontane-ously to my exultant twenty-five-year-old heart.
Beautiful indeed is the Indian Autumn [I wrote], but mostbeautiful of all here in the foothills of the Himalaya. The rains areover and gone, and one has no longer to huddle day after daywithin doors listening to the thunder of them on the roof, orwatching the jagged lightning as it glares from end to end of thesky swollen with black clouds. Doors and windows are all opennow, open to the warm golden sunlight glistening on the grass,on the long green hair of the earth, as she emerges from the rainsas a naiad with dripping locks from the river. The human heartalso expands and opens, unfolding petals of brotherhood andlove. People meeting in the cool of the evening eagerly renew theacquaintanceship of last year, and friends who have not met for aseason, turning aside from the highways and the heat at noon,

304 I N THE S IGN OF THE GOLDEN WHEEL



lose themselves in the cool of the forest and once more wanderhand in hand through the deep silence of innumerable trees.The friends who wandered hand in hand were friends in the strict,non-sexual sense of the term, not lovers, for in India it was possible fortwo men to hold hands in public without this giving rise to unwarrantedsuspicions. Whether Narayanmani and Taranath ever wandered hand inhand, in the forest or anywhere else, I do not know, but I became ac-quainted with them at about the same time. They were good friends, andthey often came to see me together. Both were of Nepalese stock,Narayanmani being a Hindu Newar and Taranath a Chhettri. One wasfair-complexioned, religious-minded, and cheerful; the other sallow-featured, philosophically inclined, and somewhat cynical. Though differ-ent in temperament, the two young men were not without commoninterests, the chief of these being Buddhism and English literature, whichwere the usual topics of discussion among the three of us and betweenme and one or the other of them when they came to see me independ-ently. Both had been away at university for a couple of years, returning toKalimpong only in the vacations, which was the principal reason we hadnot met earlier, though each had heard of me through friends or relations.Taranath, who was the elder of the two, had spent some time in Calcuttaafter graduation. There he had become engaged to an Anglo-Indian girlfrom Darjeeling. His engagement did not, however, prevent him from be-ing something of a Don Juan, which, as he was extremely good-looking,he did not find it very difficult to be. Partly on account of their havingseen a little of the outside world, both Narayanmani and Taranath pos-sessed a greater degree of emotional and intellectual maturity than didtheir more stay-at-home contemporaries, so that in the course of our dis-cussions I was often able to share my deeper thoughts and feelings in away that it was not possible for me to do with anybody else in Kalimpongat the time.Besides being religious-minded, in a devotional kind of way,Narayanmani was sensitive almost to the point of being psychic. Once,when staying at Everton Villa overnight, he woke me in the early hours ofthe morning by calling out to me, from the bed he occupied near my own,�Bhante, who is that lady standing in the doorway?� I could see no lady,and thinking that he might be dreaming with his eyes open (though hesounded wide awake) I asked him to describe what he saw. �She is notvery young and not very old,� he replied, �and she is wearing a white sariwith a red border.� Enquiries subsequently revealed that Everton Villahad been occupied, some years previously, by a Bengali family; the lady
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of the house had died, and her ghost was believed to haunt the place,which was why it had remained unoccupied for so long. The white sariwith a red border was typical of the Bengali married woman whose hus-band was living, the red border being torn off if she was so unfortunate asto become a widow. Narayanmani�s experience may or may not havebeen connected with some odd experiences of my own. The room inwhich we had been sleeping, and in the doorway of which the ghost � ifghost it was � had appeared to him, was both my bedroom and study, andthe table at which I worked stood directly beneath the window. When Iworked there in the evening, as I usually did, I would hear a sound as ofhandfuls of gravel being tossed against the glass. When I went outside onto the veranda to look there was nobody there, neither was there so muchas a speck of gravel to be seen on the ground beneath the window. Afterthe first three or four nights I took no further notice of the phenomenon,and eventually came to accept it as a normal part of life at Everton Villa.Not all the friends I made around this time were Nepalese, nor werethey all from Kalimpong. Simmons and Marcia Roof were Americans,Vaidyasekera was Sinhalese, and Michael Junius was German, and so faras their immediate antecedents were concerned all four hailed fromShantiniketan. The precise nature of the Roofs� connection with that seatof the muses was unclear, but Vaidyasekera was a student there (he hadorganized my recent lectures), as was Michael Junius, who was studyingIndian classical music at Sangeet Bhavan and learning to play the sitar.Simmons and Marcia, who as Americans were no doubt accustomed tocomfort, stayed in a rented bungalow on the Homes Estate above Tirpai,while Vaidyasekera and Michael stayed with me at Everton Villa. The fiveof us (plus Khemasiri) met frequently, as there were few days when theAmerican couple did not take a taxi to my place and spend a good part ofthe afternoon and evening there. Simmons was in his early or middlethirties. Tall and inclining to corpulence, he had a smooth manner and ex-uded complacency to a degree that bordered on the ludicrous. Onlywhen we had been acquainted several weeks did I learn that he was aUnitarian minister and in India on a sort of study sabbatical. Marcia, whowas of about the same age as her husband, was slim, nervous, and in-tense. As soon became evident, she was in love with Michael (a situationSimmons appeared to accept), who was at least ten years her junior andthe veritable embodiment of blond Teutonic young manhood. For hispart, Michael was not interested in Marcia, except as a friend, and was infact soon in blatant pursuit of Taranath, who was then staying with meand who, on more than one occasion, had to take refuge in my room from
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the young German�s importunity. Michael was, however, a pleasantenough companion, and already both an expert musician and a seriousmusicologist. Early each morning he played his sitar for an hour or more,starting while it was still dark, and I would wake up to the sound of theplangent notes of the appropriate raga coming from the shrine-room,where I had allowed him to practise and where, after he had finished, Iwould go and meditate.Though the Roofs came to see me so often, the only visit of theirs ofwhich I have a distinct recollection is associated, in my mind, not so muchwith the American couple themselves as with the figure of someone theyvery much wanted to meet and who, at their request, I had invited tohave lunch with the three of us at Everton Villa.Like others in India on a study sabbatical, Simmons Roof was gatheringmaterial for a book. It was to be a book about the spiritual life, as illus-trated by his personal religious quest, and in this connection he was anx-ious to meet as many spiritual personalities, both Hindu and Buddhist, aspossible. Being now in Kalimpong he wanted to meet a real lama. I do notknow if he had met Dhardo Rimpoche, if indeed the latter was inKalimpong at the time, but it so happened that I had recently become ac-quainted with a Nyingma lama who had impressed me greatly. I had be-come acquainted with him through Ani-la. On my return from Bombay Ihad found the volatile Frenchwoman in a state of great excitement. Shehad found a new guru! He was a most remarkable man, and she had methim in the strangest fashion!Little by little the story of the meeting came out, Ani-la�s words tum-bling over one another in her eagerness to tell me everything at once. Shehad been wandering in the mountains of western Sikkim on her own, in astate of deep depression, thinking that life was not worth living and thatthe only course left her was to commit suicide. Thus wandering, not car-ing in which direction she went, she came upon a small clearing in the for-est. A tent had been pitched in the clearing, and in front of the tent sat ashaven-headed,red-robed figure whom she at once recognized as a lama.Her curiosity aroused, she approached and saluted him in her best Ti-betan, and the two got into conversation. The lama, it transpired, wasfrom Tibet. He was on his way to Pemayangtse Gompa, the premierNyingma monastery of Sikkim, where he was to be installed as abbot. Ac-cording to tradition, he had to enter the monastery on a certain auspi-cious day. That day had not yet come, and in the meantime he was stayingon his own in the forest and meditating. Having satisfied the Frenchnun�s curiosity, he naturally expected her to satisfy his, a white woman in
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monastic garb no doubt being the last person he had expected to meet inthe forest-clad mountains of western Sikkim. She was a getsulma or nov-ice nun, Ani-la explained. Who had ordained her? Dhardo Rimpoche, aGelug incarnate lama who lived in Kalimpong. Which sadhana or spiritualpractice was she doing? She was doing the sadhana of Manjughosha, �Heof the Gentle Voice�, the Bodhisattva of Wisdom. So far the interrogationhad proceeded along familiar lines, but at this point the strange lama�s ex-pression changed. �No,� he said, in a stern but kindly manner, �you are notdoing the Manjughosha sadhana. You have not done it for six months.�Ani-la was overwhelmed. It was true. Being angry with DhardoRimpoche she had stopped doing the sadhana he had given her at thetime of her ordination and had not done it for exactly six months. Thelama must have read her thoughts. He was a real lama. She would be-come his disciple.The upshot was that Ani-la had spent some time at PemayangtseGompa, after the lama�s installation, and there received teachings fromhim. Nor was this all. Within weeks of my returning from Bombay andhearing Ani-la�s account of how she had found her new guru, the lamahimself had spent a few days in Kalimpong, and I had met him. On mynot only telling Simmons Roof the French nun�s story, just as she had toldit to me, but adding the information that the lama was even now paying asecond visit to Kalimpong, both he and Marcia begged me to arrange ameeting. Thus it was that I had invited the lama to have lunch with thethree of us at Everton Villa.Kachu Rimpoche was a cheerful, straightforward, down-to-earthperson who certainly did not give the impression of being possessed ofsupernormal powers of any kind. He was undoubtedly very knowledge-able, however, and over lunch, and for some time afterwards, Simmonsplied him with questions on a wide variety of topics, with me acting as in-terpreter and translating the Unitarian minister�s questions from Englishinto Nepali and the Nyingma incarnate lama�s answers from Nepali intoEnglish. As the discussion progressed, the questions Simmons asked re-lated to topics of a more and more abstruse nature. All the Rimpoche�s an-swers, as well as his additional explanations, were clear and to the point,especially when the question related to meditation, of which he evidentlyhad extensive personal experience. Sometimes the alternation of ques-tion and answer was so rapid that I had difficulty keeping up with mytranslations. Eventually, when Simmons had put a highly philosophicalquestion regarding the nature of nirvana, I noticed the Rimpoche hadstarted replying to it without waiting for me to translate it for him. He was
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replying not to the words of the question, which were in a language hedid not understand, but to the thought (and possibly also to the feeling)behind the question, which it seemed he was able to comprehend di-rectly, without having to rely on its verbal expression. For some reasonSimmons failed to notice this, but after the Rimpoche�s departure he andMarcia expressed themselves entirely satisfied with the meeting, whichhad exceeded their expectations.According to Buddhist tradition, parachittajnana, knowledge of theminds of others, was one of the mundane abhijna or superknowledges.Though a sign of attainment in meditation, its development was not es-sential to the realization of Enlightenment. That Kachu Rimpoche wasable to know Simmons�s mind, if such indeed had been the case, did notin itself mean that he was far advanced spiritually. None the less, themeeting at Everton Villa left me more impressed by him than ever andanxious to continue the acquaintance, despite the fact that he was livingin western Sikkim and I in Kalimpong. As it happened, he was of muchthe same mind, with the result that in subsequent years we met a numberof times and he came to occupy an important place in my life as friend andteacher.
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Chapter Twenty-Two
HOLY PLACES AND EMINENT BUDDHISTS
By the end of the thirteenth century Buddhism had almost disappearedfrom India as an organized religion. Assimilation by Hinduism, with-drawal of royal patronage, centralization of learning in grand monasticuniversities, and the destruction of those universities by Muslim invadersfrom the north-west, had all played a part in the process, though the rela-tive importance to be attributed to each of these factors remains a matterof dispute among scholars. During the next six hundred years the situ-ation did not greatly change, so that when India achieved independencein 1947 Buddhist communities were to be found only in the border areas,principally those in the north (Ladakh and Himachal Pradesh) and in thenorth-east (Sikkim, Assam, and the North-East Frontier Agency). As partof the Buddha Jayanti celebrations, some fifty representatives of thesecommunities had been invited to tour the Buddhist holy places as guestsof the Government of India and to spend four days in Delhi in the samecapacity. Among the Eminent Buddhists from the Border Areas, as theinvitees were officially designated, were two from Kalimpong, in the per-sons of Dhardo Rimpoche and me, for both of us had by that time residedin the town long enough, and played a sufficiently prominent part in itsBuddhist activities, to be regarded as the de facto representatives of theplace�s rather heterogeneous Buddhist population.The tour started from Calcutta, and it was outside the national touristoffice in that city that we all assembled on the morning of 29 October.Many of those who gradually filled the little compound were monks.There were shaven-headed, yellow-robed bhikkhus from West Bengaland Assam (none of them, unfortunately, known to me) andshaven-headed, red-robed lamas from Ladakh and NEFA, besideslong-haired, red-robed figures from some indeterminate border regionwho may or may not have been monks and who presented, in some cases,



a rather fantastic appearance. There were also laymen in a variety of na-tional and regional costumes, from Nepalese coat and jodhpurs to Ti-betan-style kaftan. Some of my fellow Eminent Buddhists werebewildered, even disoriented, by the experience of being suddenlyplucked from a remote village or monastery and set down in the heart ofthe biggest city of India, especially as they knew neither Hindi nor Eng-lish and could communicate, in a few cases, only in their own local dialect.This meant that the stylish young Bengali woman who was in charge ofthe tourist office and responsible, apparently, for getting us to HowrahStation, did not have an easy time ascertaining their identities and induc-ing them to board one of the waiting buses. At times, indeed, she was re-duced to darting hither and thither, sari-end floating out behind her,pushing and shoving the more uncomprehending of them in the direc-tion she wanted them to go � an unceremonious proceeding to which themore elderly and conservative among them clearly took exception. Even-tually, however, she succeeded in getting everyone on board, and half anhour later we were being off-loaded at the station and escorted to the spe-cial train that was to take us to the holy places and which was to be ourhome for the duration of the pilgrimage.In the course of the next week we visited Bodh-gaya, Rajgir, Nalanda,Sarnath, Kusinara, Lumbini, Sanchi, and Agra, as well as seeing two orthree of the enormous dams the government was constructing as part ofone of its ambitious hydroelectric power schemes. What with the time ittook the train to get from one pilgrimage centre to another, and the time ittook the coach to convey us from the railway station to the temple or ar-chaeological site that was our objective, we rarely were able to spendmore than an hour or two at any of the holy places we visited, with the re-sult that in most cases my impressions of them are not very distinct. Ofsome of the most important holy places, including Bodh-gaya, I have in-deed no recollection at all, at least so far as the present pilgrimage is con-cerned. My only really vivid recollections are of Sarnath and Kusinara,and these are recollections not so much of the places themselves as of cer-tain incidents that took place in them, one of which was ultimately to af-fect the whole course of my life and thought as a Buddhist and as a monk.As for the dams we were taken to see, my only recollection of these is ofstanding in front of one of them with Dhardo Rimpoche and his shakinghis head and remarking, with a smile, �Such things don�t really solve theproblem of human suffering.� If the organizers of the tour had hoped thatthe Eminent Buddhists from the Border Areas would be no less im-pressed by the temples of modern India, as Pandit Nehru was fond of call-
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ing dams and power stations, than they were by the ruined shrines of theancient Buddhist holy places, then they were doomed to disappoint-ment.Sarnath was one of the four principal places of Buddhist pilgrimage, to-gether with Lumbini, Bodh-gaya, and Kusinara, the Buddha havingpreached there, to his five former companions, what had come to beknown, in English, as his �First Sermon�, but which was much more likelyto have been more of the nature of an informal talk. In the course of thelast seven years I had visited Sarnath at least four or five times, more thanonce staying there for a few days, and was familiar with its excavatedarea, dominated by the massive bulk of the Dhamekh Stupa, its two orthree modern temples or monasteries, its archaeological museum, and itsBirla dharamsala or pilgrims� rest-house, as well as with the half-dozenSinhalese bhikkhus who ran the Maha Bodhi Society�s activities thereand cared for the Mulagandhakuti Vihara, the pink sandstone templebuilt by Anagarika Dharmapala in the late twenties and early thirties.Since my last visit much had been done in the way of improvement.Lawns and flowerbeds had been laid out, giving the whole place a serene,park-like appearance, and beyond the excavated area, not far from theMulagandhakuti Vihara, a deer park had been created, Sarnath havingbeen in the Buddha�s day a place of refuge for deer and other wild crea-tures. As soon as we had paid our respects to the Dhamekh Stupa, whichaccording to an ancient inscription marked the exact spot where theBuddha had delivered the First Sermon or, in traditional parlance,�turned the Wheel of the Dharma�, Dhardo Rimpoche and I and the restof the Eminent Buddhists were led to the Mulagandhakuti Vihara. Here areception by Venerable Sangharatana and his yellow-robed colleaguesawaited us. Before it could begin there was a point of protocol to be set-tled. The Vihara consisted of a spacious rectangular hall, the walls ofwhich were covered with frescoes, with a kind of chapel at the far end.The floor of the chapel, which contained a life-size gilded image of theBuddha, was a foot or so higher than the floor of the hall. On entering theVihara the bhikkhus in our party automatically went and sat inside thechapel, where the Maha Bodhi Society bhikkhus were already seated,leaving the lamas to occupy the floor of the hall along with the laity. Someof the lamas, as Sonam Topgay Kazi, the Sikkim representative, was notslow to point out to Venerable Sangharatana, were however celibates, liketheir Theravadin counterparts. Would it not therefore be better, he po-litely enquired, if these lamas sat inside the chapel with the bhikkhus,rather than in the hall with him and the other lay members of the party?
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As I knew from my own acquaintance with him, Sangharatana was moreopen-minded than most Theravadin monks, and I was not surprisedwhen, after he had briefly consulted with his colleagues, the celibate la-mas were invited, to their evident satisfaction, to sit with the bhikkhus onthe higher, more honourable level.On the opposite side of the excavated area from the MulagandhakutiVihara stood the modest structure that was the Burmese temple. It was inthis temple, almost exactly six years earlier, that I had received mybhikkhu ordination, and I naturally did not want to leave Sarnath with-out visiting the place, paying my respects to the resident monk, UKittima, and renewing my commitment to the monastic life. On enteringthe compound I saw a number of Burmese pilgrims, all in national cos-tume and smoking cheroots, and either strolling about or squatting ontheir heels beneath the big, shady trees. But there was no sign of UKittima, and no one seemed able or willing to tell me where he was oreven if he was on the premises at all. At length there emerged from theservants� quarters the brahmin woman who, as I knew, was U Kittima�scook, and the young man, her son, who acted as the temple manager. Assoon as she recognized me the woman uttered a great cry and threw her-self at my feet. Babaji wanted to throw her and her son out, she exclaimed,bursting into a flood of tears. She had served him faithfully for twentyyears and more. She had been a good wife to him and now he wanted herand her boy to leave the place. Where would they go? What would theydo? Would I please write to Big Babaji in Kusinara and ask him to tellBabaji not to turn her out? Would I speak to Babaji himself, who for thelast two or three weeks had been staying in Benares and who had vowednot to return until she was gone? �You all know Babaji and I were living to-gether,� she pleaded. �You all know my son is his son too. Please help us.�I had not known that U Kittima�s cook was also his concubine, thoughhis brother bhikkhus in Sarnath (and Kusinara) had evidently been privyto what was going on. Nor had I known that the young man in the lungiwho acted as the temple manager was the Burmese monk�s son, thoughwhen I looked at him, as he stood there beside his mother, arms stoicallyfolded, the resemblance was obvious. The distraught woman�s revela-tions therefore came as a complete surprise to me and for some minutes Idid not know what to say, especially as several Eminent Buddhists whowanted to see more of Sarnath had accompanied me to the Burmese tem-ple from the Mulagandhakuti Vihara and were clearly wondering whatwas amiss. There was no question of my writing to �Big Babaji�, whom Iwas in any case hoping to meet the following day when the party visited
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Kusinara and who of course was none other than U Chandramani, fromwhom I had received my samanera or novice ordination in 1949. Neitherwas there any question of my speaking to U Kittima, whom I had alwaysregarded as being very much my elder brother in the Monastic Order.When I had recovered from my astonishment I therefore simply assuredthe discarded cook-concubine of my sympathy, and expressed the hopethat Babaji would change his mind and allow her to stay, after which I leftthe Burmese temple without having renewed my commitment to the mo-nastic life and in a state of considerable perplexity.That taciturn, scholarly U Kittima was, as it appeared, �a layman in theguise of a monk� was not a matter that concerned him alone, or even onethat concerned only him and the unfortunate woman he now wanted todismiss from his service. It was a matter that concerned the wholeTheravadin monastic order, or at least that branch of it to which he and Iboth belonged. It was certainly a matter that concerned me personally. UKittima had been present at my bhikkhu ordination. He had taken part init, sitting inside the sima or consecrated area with the other members ofthe ordaining chapter. It was he who, as presiding monk of the Burmesetemple, had signed my ordination certificate, testifying that I was �prop-erly ordained as a Bhikkhu according to the Vinaya of TheravadiBhikkhus.� If at the time of my ordination he was �a layman in the guise ofa monk� and if, as I had been told, the presence of such a person inside thesima as a member of the ordaining chapter invalidated the proceedings,then my ordination was technically null and void and I was not in fact abhikkhu. What, then, was I? While I was certainly not �a layman in theguise of a monk� in the way that U Kittima was, I was technically a laymannone the less, in that according to the Vinaya I was neither bhikkhu norsamanera and there was no fourth category of male ecclesiastical personsto which I could belong. Yet I did not feel myself to be a layman. I was asmuch committed to the spiritual life, and to being a monk, as I had beenbefore that fateful visit to the Burmese temple, and did not have theslightest wish to return to the life of the world. Indeed, I knew myself tobe more committed to the spiritual life, and to being a monk in the truesense, than were many bhikkhus of my acquaintance, technically validthough their ordinations may have been. But if according to the Vinaya Iwas neither bhikkhu nor samanera, and if I did not feel myself to be a lay-man, then what was the basis of my commitment to the spiritual life?What was it that enabled me to live as a monk and work for the good ofBuddhism? Such were the questions that passed through my mind as I re-joined my fellow Eminent Buddhists and boarded the coach that was tak-
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ing us back to Benares, and it was to be many years before I found asatisfactory answer to them. Meanwhile I had no alternative but to live asthough I had, in fact, been validly ordained and was a bhikkhu in thetechnical Vinaya sense.Kusinara was about 150 miles from Benares, and if we did not see the siteof the Buddha�s parinirvana or �final passing away� the following day wecertainly saw it the day after that. Like Sarnath, it had been much im-proved since my last visit, and as that visit had occurred in 1949 therewere even more changes for me to take note of here than in Sarnath. Inmy eyes not all the changes counted as improvements. The brand-newtemple with the big �Ajanta-style� horseshoe windows that now housedthe ancient thirty-foot-long recumbent image of the Buddha was nodoubt a fine building, but it entirely lacked the atmosphere of the primi-tive structure, hardly bigger than the image itself, in the gloom of which,seven years ago, Buddharakshitaand I had meditated each morning withonly two or three flickering candles between us and the enormous face ofthe dying Master. Other changes were even less welcome. The half-crazyChinese monk who lived in a peepul tree, and who burned candles ondifferent parts of his body, had come down from his tree. But he had notonly come down. He had built himself a cottage, and was even now build-ing a kitchen on to the cottage with bricks taken from inside the exposedrim of the newly excavated Angyar Chaitya, the mound marking the spotwhere the earthly remains of the Buddha had been cremated. A party ofcoolies was busy dislodging hundreds of bricks with crowbars and re-moving them in baskets. When some of us went and complained to theArchaeological Department overseer he flatly denied that anything of thesort was happening, whereupon we insisted on his accompanying us tothe spot and seeing with his own eyes what the coolies were doing. Eitherthere had been gross negligence on somebody�s part or somebody hadbeen bribed. Whichever it was, serious damage had been done to an an-cient and important Buddhist monument.Though Kusinara had been much improved since my last visit, fewchanges had taken place in the dimly-lit, sparsely-furnished ground floorroom where Buddharakshitaand I had been favoured with our first inter-view with U Chandramani and where my former preceptor now re-ceived as many of the Eminent Buddhists as could be squeezed into thelimited space. Very little was said, conversation being hardly practicablein the circumstances and the visitors being for the most part content, inany case, simply to sit there and have the old man�s darshan. At one point,however, as slowly he surveyed the different faces in the room, U
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Chandramani�s gaze fell upon me. �Is it Sangharakshita?� he asked won-deringly, as if unable to believe his eyes. I confirmed that it indeed was,but though he seemed pleased to see me there was no further exchangebetween us. We had not met for seven years. For my part, though I waspleased to see him, and though the occasion brought back poignant mem-ories of my samanera ordination at his hands, the brahmin woman�s pleafor help still rang in my ears and I was uncomfortably aware that UChandramani, too, had known of U Kittima�s liaison with her and hadtherefore been, in a sense, a party to it. Despite his eighty years he still pre-sented a fairly robust appearance as he sat there, cross-legged, on thesame old cane-bottomed armchair, but his face was more deeply fur-rowed and the flesh hung a little more loosely on his bones. He alsolooked a little tired. This was not surprising. He had not long returnedfrom an exhausting trip to Madhya Pradesh, where on 14 October, inNagpur, he had formally initiated Dr Ambedkar and his wife into Bud-dhism, after which the Scheduled Castes leader had himself adminis-tered the Three Refuges and Five Precepts, together with twenty-twovows of his own devising, to more than a quarter of a million of his follow-ers, thus inaugurating the movement of mass conversion ofUntouchables to Buddhism. Before taking leave of U Chandramani theEminent Buddhists, at Sonam Topgay�s whispered suggestion, dug intopockets and shoulder bags with the result that we were able to place at hisfeet a small pile of currency notes.Lumbini was not in India but in Nepal, so that in order to reach it onehad to cross the border, but apart from having my photograph taken withDhardo Rimpoche in front of the pillar that marks the spot where theBlessed One was born I remember nothing of our visit to the place. I dohave a vivid recollection, however, of the evening the Rimpoche and Ispent in Gorakhpur, where our special train was kept at the station fortwo nights in a siding and whence we were conveyed by coach first toKusinara and then to Lumbini. Gorakhpur was an old-fashioned townwith, it appeared, a predominantly Hindu population. At least that wasthe impression we formed as we made our way to the bazaar area, forthere was a Hindu festival in progress and everybody was taking part.Night had already fallen and the houses and open-fronted shops, and theinnumerable little wayside stalls, were all lit not by electricity but by thesoft golden glow shed by myriads of tiny oil lamps. Despite the fact that afestival was being celebrated there was little noise, and an atmosphere ofdeep peacefulness prevailed. As though in a dream � a dream filled withthe smell of incense and crushed flowers � we drifted down bylane after
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bylane and from stall to stall. Many of the stalls were selling beautifullypainted and decorated wooden or clay figures a few inches high. Who orwhat the figures represented, or whether they had a connection with thefestival, we did not know, any more than we knew what the festival itselfwas all about. Nor did we want to know. I myself was perfectly contentsimply to observe the scenes through which we passed, taking in colour,shape, and movement as it were for their own sake, without thinkingabout what I saw. �In the seen only the seen, in the heard only theheard.�� Though we obviously were strangers to the town, nobody ac-costed us, or tried to sell us anything, or bothered us in any way. It was al-most as though we were invisible, so that we returned to the train wellpleased with our nocturnal outing and favourably impressed byGorakhpur.By this time the tour was more than half over, and something like afriendship had begun to develop between Dhardo Rimpoche and me, aswell as between the pair of us and the two other occupants of our com-partment. These were Sonam Topgay Kazi and S. Yhonzone. SonamTopgay was a friend of the French nun, in fact the same Kazi friend whohad come to see me in Gangtok on the first of my recent visits to the vil-lage capital. Small, light-complexioned, and invariably attired in the trad-itional chuba, he worked as a translator in Apa Pant�s office, where he hadacquired a reputation, I afterwards learned, for elusiveness. Thoughbroad in his Buddhist sympathies, he was a convinced follower of theNyingma tradition and the personal disciple of some of its most distin-guished living masters. It was from him, in the course of one of our manyconversations during the tour, that I first heard of Dzogchen, the highestNyingma teaching. He possessed, in fact, a good general knowledge of Ti-betan Buddhism and was acquainted with learned lamas of every school.In Benares he had taken me to see a Gelug lama whom he particularly es-teemed, both for his learning and his asceticism. We found the lama,whose name was (I think) Sherab Gyaltsen, occupying a tiny white-washed room whose sole contents were a mat, two or three Tibetanbooks, and a small tin suitcase that served him as a desk. He was over-joyed to see us and with Sonam Topgay as interpreter he and I were ableto have a short conversation. All he wanted to do was study, he told meenthusiastically, his eyes shining. It was in order to study that he hadcome to Benares, as despite his advanced age (I judged him to be aboutfifty) he wanted to learn Sanskrit. On our taking leave of him he lookedround the room for something to give me. But there was nothing there.Whereupon he looked inside the tin suitcase, but except for a few dried
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apricots it was empty. But he was not to be defeated. As though seized bya sudden inspiration, he broke the string of his rosary and gave me a bead,saying, �Many millions of mantras have been said on this bead. Please ac-cept it with my blessing.�The fourth member of our quartet, S. Yhonzone, was a Tamang school-master from Kurseong with whom I was already acquainted as a result ofthe visits I had paid to that place. Like Sonam Topgay, he was about myage, but unlike that staunch traditionalist he preferred Western dress, asdid most English-educated young Nepalis in the Darjeeling area. For thepurpose of the tour, however, he had decked himself out in a light bluecoat and jodhpurs, complete with a black conical cap. Though a Tamang,and therefore technically a Nyingmapa, he knew little or nothing aboutthe Nyingma tradition or, for that matter, about any form of Buddhism.Consequently he did not find it easy to join in the doctrinal discussionswith which Dhardo Rimpoche, Sonam Topgay, and I passed the time be-tween holy places, and when he did join in it was usually only to reveal anignorance and a confusion that would have been laughable had they notbeen so lamentable. But though not very bright he was sincere andwell-meaning, and in the course of the tour the three of us did our best toinculcate a few basic Buddhist ideas and to clear up at least some of hisconfusion. Occasionally our quartet received a visit from DhondupLhendup, the leader of the NEFA contingent, who had studied with mefor a few months in Kalimpong, in the days when I was living as the guestof Burma Raja, and whose good looks had been much admired by MarcoPallis. Since then he had graduated, joined the Indian Administrative Ser-vice, and been posted to a sub-division in the depths of NEFA. There, Ihad heard, he exercised despotic sway, enjoying unlimited access to thelocal liquor and the local women. Absolute power had corrupted abso-lutely. The first time he appeared in the doorway of the compartment Ihardly recognized him. Gone were his looks, he had put on weight, hiseyes were bloodshot, his gaze dull and vacant. In the crumpled navy bluesuit he was wearing he looked like a middle-aged man, though he couldnot have been more than thirty. When I told Marco Pallis, a few years later,about the change that had taken place in my old pupil, he was quite dis-tressed, and exclaimed, �Oh, he was so good-looking!�Whenever the Eminent Buddhists were ferried from a railway stationto a holy place Dhardo Rimpoche and I would sit together in the middlesection of the coach. Initially this occasioned astonishment, even indigna-tion, on the part of the yellow-robed members of the party. Like mostTheravadin bhikkhus they were great observers of protocol, and the first
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time we had to board a coach, which must have been when we visitedBodh-gaya, they made sure that they got on first and occupied the frontseats. Their red-robed counterparts, on the contrary, motioned others toprecede them with a polite �After you.� When we were all on board, theleader of the Assam bhikkhus turned round in his seat, saw me sittingwith Dhardo Rimpoche a dozen rows back, and called out, �Come and sitin the front with us! You�re a bhikkhu too!� But I stayed where I was, andas I sat with the Rimpoche for the rest of the tour he and the otherbhikkhus eventually concluded that I was a renegade from their ranksand could not be relied on to help them maintain the prestige of theTheravadin monastic order. From our position half-way down the coachmy companion and I could not only see what was going on in front of usbut hear what was going on behind. Often we heard squeals and scuffles.These sounds came from the back seat, which extended for the entirewidth of the coach. In the middle of this seat, facing the aisle, sat a stout,youngish woman who, we had been told, was a Bhutanese nun. She worea short, apron-like skirt that barely reached to her knees, leggings, a littlejacket, and a conical hat with a feather in it, and her round, rosy face wasalways wreathed in smiles. On each side of her sat two or threeshaven-headed, red-robed lamas. Every now and then one of the lamaswould pinch her plump thigh (hence the squeals), whereupon she wouldturn in his direction and try to give him a slap (hence the scuffles). Whileshe was thus engaged, a lama on the other side would pinch the otherthigh, whereupon she would turn round and try to hit him. Everyoneseemed to enjoy this little game, including the dignified Bhutanese ab-bess, said to be a relation of the king, who from a seat nearby regarded theproceedings with an indulgent smile. At any rate, both the lamas and thenun enjoyed it sufficiently to play it every time we were in the coach formore than a few minutes.Friendship implies a degree of mutual knowledge, and the fact thatsomething like a friendship had begun to develop between DhardoRimpoche and me meant that we had got to know each other better. InKalimpong this had hardly been possible, as we met only at intervals andusually on some formal occasion. Moreover, we were both rather re-served, whether by nature or as a result of having had, in his case a Gelugmonastic training, in mine an English upbringing. None the less, eachhad definite feelings of goodwill towards the other, while from my sidethere was an appreciation of the Rimpoche�s unusual qualities. That ap-preciation naturally increased during the tour, as well as in Delhi after-wards, when the fact that we were constantly together meant that I got to
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know him much better than before, even as he, no doubt, got to know mebetter. Though he had many positive qualities, the two that impressed memost were his uniform kindness and generosity and his unfailing mind-fulness. The latter consisted, not only in an entire absence of anything re-sembling forgetfulness or inattentiveness,but also in a degree of foresightand preparedness that was almost supernatural. In later years I was to saythat Dhardo Rimpoche was never caught napping. On the tour itselfthere occurred an incident which strikingly exemplified this quality ofhis. The officials who were responsible for looking after the party and or-ganizing its transport used to tell us each morning which places wewould be visiting that day. One morning they told us we would be visit-ing a certain dam in the morning and in the afternoon, after returning tothe train for lunch, a certain holy place. Unfortunately there was some-how a mix-up. An hour after leaving the train we found ourselves not atthe dam, as we had expected, but at the holy place. This in itself did not re-ally matter, but thinking that we would not be needing them until the af-ternoon none of us had brought any candles or incense sticks. None of us,that is, except Dhardo Rimpoche. As we were lamenting the fact that wewould be unable to offer worship in the proper manner, he producedpackets of candles and bundles of incense sticks from beneath his volumi-nous robes and smilingly distributed them among us. Strange to say,there proved to be enough candles and enough sticks of incense for ev-eryone.If Sarnath meant the Dhamekh Stupa, and Kusinara the colossal imageof the recumbent Buddha, then Agra � our last stop before Delhi � meantthe Taj Mahal. It was the first time either Dhardo Rimpoche or I had seenthat �one solitary tear hanging on the cheek of time�, as RabindranathTagore characterized Shah Jahan�s masterpiece. Having seen so manyphotographs and paintings of the famous monument, not to mention theplastic models that were on sale at every railway station, I was more thanhalf afraid that the beauty of the original had been spoiled for me and thatI would be disappointed. Nor was it really to be expected that any build-ing on earth could live up to the superlatives that had been heaped uponthe Taj Mahal. In the event I was not disappointed. The Taj Mahal far ex-ceeded my expectations. It was incomparably more beautiful than I hadimagined it to be. It was also very much bigger. The perfect proportions ofthe building and its flanking minarets, as shown in a hundred pictures,had led me to think of it as small and dainty, but as the Rimpoche and Iwalked from the high red sandstone gateway, along one of the paths bor-dering the long watercourse in whose depths it was reflected, it grew
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steadily bigger until eventually the dazzlingly white marble mass loomedover us almost blotting out the blue sky. Inside it was cool and compara-tively dark, especially in the crypt containing the actual tombs of thewoman in whose memory the Taj Mahal had been built and the grievingemperor who had built it. A few months later, recalling the visit, I com-posed a quatrain in which the love and death � eros and thanatos � thatwere everything inside the crypt were contrasted with the life and hatethat seemed to be everything outside it. The fact was that I had visited theTaj Mahal at the time of the Suez Canal crisis, when �voices prophesyingwar�, ancestral and other, could be heard on all sides. But it was not onlythe prospect of war which dismayed me. I was also dismayed by India�sadoption of the double standard. I had not expected this. Had there notbeen an ethical dimension to the freedom struggle, and had not inde-pendent India so far shown a marked tendency to occupy the moral highground in international affairs? Yet here was Pandit Nehru, the PrimeMinister, vigorously condemning the Anglo-French action in Egypt whileat the same time responding to Soviet Russia�s invasion of Hungary, andits crushing of that country�s nascent reform movement, simply with amild expression of concern. India�s foreign policy, it seemed, was in real-ity no more guided by moral considerations than was that of less Pecks-niffian nations.On our way back to the station from seeing the Taj Mahal and the AgraFort a strange thing happened. Dhardo Rimpoche and I both saw thewords �Buddha Vihara� on the end of a small roadside building. This wasnot strange in itself, even though none of the other Eminent Buddhists onthe coach saw them. What was strange, as we discovered afterwardswhen we compared notes, was that whereas the Rimpoche had seen thewords in Roman script I had seen them in Devanagari. Obviously weought to investigate, for where there was a Buddha Vihara there werebound to be Buddhists and we had not expected to find any Buddhists inAgra. As none of our Eminent Buddhist colleagues was willing to accom-pany us, some of them indeed being of the opinion that both theRimpoche and I had only thought we saw the magic words, the two of usgot into a rickshaw and set off on our own. Finding the route taken by thecoach did not prove easy, and it took us a long time to locate the area inwhich the building we sought was situated; but eventually we did so, andthere it was, and there were the words �Buddha Vihara� � in both scripts. Itwas a rather nondescript building, and consisted of little more than a sin-gle chamber and a veranda. Peering through the grille in the woodendoors, we saw inside a Buddha image of the traditional Burmese type. A
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Hindu temple had evidently been turned into a Buddhist place of wor-ship. As there was no one to be seen, it being by that time about ten o�clockand very dark, I seized the rope of the large bell that hung, Hindu-style,inside the veranda, and gave it several sharp tugs, producing a corre-sponding number of loud clangs. Soon several dozen poorly dressedmen, women, and children from the nearby hutments had gathered onthe veranda. Despite the presence of the Buddha image on the shrine,which an elderly man now opened, they seemed uncertain whether theywere Buddhists or not, nor did they know much about Buddhism,though I gathered that a few of the men had attended Dr Ambedkar�smass conversion ceremony in Nagpur the previous month. Though sur-prised by our sudden appearance in their midst, especially at such anhour, they were pleased to see us, and pleased when I gave them atwenty-minute impromptu talk on Buddhism. Dhardo Rimpoche and Itherefore returned to the station well satisfied with the success of our ex-pedition and glad we had followed our instinct in the matter.In Delhi the Eminent Buddhists were guests of the Government of In-dia for four days, after which we were expected to shift for ourselves.Some of us found shelter at the local branch of the Maha Bodhi Societyand at the Ashok Vihara, Mehrauli, which had been founded by Venera-ble Veera Dhammavera, the Cambodian monk I had met in Calcutta theprevious year, but which an Englishwoman married to a well-known In-dian communist was trying to wrest from his control. During the daysthat we were still government guests we continued to live in our specialtrain, whence we were conveyed each day not to a Buddhist holy place ora dam but to a meeting or reception. Our first meeting was with the Presi-dent of India, Dr Rajendra Prasad, and it took place at his official resi-dence, Rashtrapati Bhavan, the palace-like building that had once beenthe Viceroy�s House. As it was his government that had invited us to tourthe holy places as its guests, we naturally wanted to express our gratitudefor the invitation to Dr Prasad, and I had been elected to perform this of-fice on everybody�s behalf. Besides thanking him, I made a number of re-quests. These requests had been agreed among the Eminent Buddhistsbeforehand, and related to such matters as facilities for worship at theVajrasana in Bodh-gaya, the acquisition of land in Bodh-gaya by BorderArea Buddhist organizations, the protection of the Angyar Chaitya inKusinara, and the provision of scholarships for Tibetan-speaking borderarea Buddhists who wished to study Sanskrit, Hindi, and Pali. To all ourrequests Dr Prasad gave a sympathetic response, promising to refer themto the appropriate authorities. Only one request did he reject, and that
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was made not by me but by the leader of the Assam bhikkhus. Seeing thepresident was in what he must have thought was an indulgent mood, heasked if he and his fellow bhikkhus could stay on in the capital as the gov-ernment�s guests, and at its expense, for an extra two weeks. Dr Prasadcould not help smiling at this absurd request, and stroking his walrusmoustache replied, as gently as he could, that he did not think that wouldbe possible, whereupon the bhikkhu sat down looking crestfallen anddiscomfited.When I made the requests on which we had all agreed I noticed that assoon as I mentioned Bodh-gaya the president stiffened in his seat and hisexpression, hitherto kindly, became grave. He evidently thought I wasabout to raise the vexed question of the Bodh-gaya temple, control ofwhich the Buddhists had been demanding since the time of AnagarikaDharmapala. But I knew it was unwise to ask for something the otherparty would never give, especially when the asking was likely to cause of-fence. Devapriya Valisinha had told me that Rajendra Prasad, though nota brahmin, was a staunch Hindu, and that in pre-Independence days,when he was president of the Indian National Congress, he had once ap-proached him regarding the Bodh-gaya temple. In the course of the inter-view Prasad warned him that if the Maha Bodhi Society persisted incampaigningfor Buddhist control of the temple he would personally leada counter-campaign and see to it that the Buddhists had no say at all in itsaffairs. People seemed to feel strongly about the Bodh-gaya temple, butwhile it was natural that Buddhists should want to be in control of theirown holiest shrine it was difficult to understand why Hindus shouldwant to hold on to a place that had come into their possession as a result ofa series of historical accidents. When it became clear that I was not goingto raise the Bodh-gaya temple question the president relaxed and his faceresumed its previous kindly, almost fatherly, expression.At our meeting with the Vice-President, Dr S. Radhakrishnan, we hadno requests to make, and he did practically all the talking. Indeed, hetreated us to a glib homily on the subject of the inseparability, even theunity, of prajna and karuna, Wisdom and Compassion, which SonamTopgay translated into Tibetan for the benefit of the Tibetan-speakingdel-egates and over which they afterwards shook their heads. That anon-Buddhist layman should take it upon himself to address Buddhists,including lamas, on one of the profoundest Mahayana teachings struckthem as extremely odd. When we met Pandit Nehru there were neitherrequests from us nor any lecture from him. Dr Rajendra Prasad had re-ceived us in a sort of throne room, sitting on a dais and flanked by uni-
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formed ADCs and attendants in scarlet tunics. At the meeting with DrRadhakrishnan there had been much less formality, the Vice-Presidentreceiving us in his drawing-roomand addressing us from an easy chair. AtPandit Nehru�s house, where we were given lunch and met Indira Gan-dhi and her two young sons, Sanjay and Rajiv, there was no formality atall. After the lunch, for which we sat, Indian-style, at individual small ta-bles decorated with flowers, Pandit Nehru took me into the garden toshow me the pair of giant pandas he had recently been given by the gov-ernment of the People�s Republic of China. Despite their keeper�s entice-ments, they refused to come down from their eucalyptus tree and all Iwas able to see of them was two black-and-white patches high up amidthe grey-green foliage. Much as one might disagree with Pandit Nehru�sforeign policy statements there was no disputing the fact that he was afriendly and charming person and the perfect host.Dr Radhakrishnan�s homily may have occasioned some head-shakingon the part of Tibetan-speaking Eminent Buddhists from the BorderAreas, but he at least had attempted to meet us on our own ground. Nosuch attempt was made at the reception we were given by the Hindu or-ganizations of Delhi. The reception took place under a shamiana in thegrounds of the Buddha Vihara, the little temple that was part of the MahaBodhi Society�s Delhi centre and a sort of Buddhist annexe to the hugeLakshmi Narayan Temple next door, both of them having been built � thelatter �in grand and cakey style� � by a philanthropic Hindu multi-millionaire. Evidently our hosts had decided to take the Buddhist threatseriously. The capital�s seven or eight leading Hindu scholars and intel-lectuals had been invited to address us, with the result that we had to sitthrough more than two hours of speeches. There were speeches in Hindiand speeches in English, long speeches and short speeches. But regard-less of whether they spoke in Hindi or in English, or for a longer or ashorter time, all the speakers harped on a theme that was only too familiarto me. They all told us, with varying degrees of emphasis, that Buddhismwas only a branch of Hinduism and that there was no difference betweenthe two religions. The Buddha himself had lived and died a Hindu, andhis teaching was no more than a restatement of the teachings of theUpanishadic sages. Buddhists were really Hindus, and it was very wrongof them not to want to be included in the Hindu fold but to want, instead,to set Buddhism up as a separate, independent religion. They should giveup their narrow-mindedness and intolerance, recognize that Buddhismwas part and parcel of Hinduism, and allow themselves to be absorbed bythe one true universal Hindu Sanatana Dharma.
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The message had not been repeated more than four or five times beforethe Eminent Buddhists, together with the other Buddhists in the audi-ence, started becoming restive under the onslaught. There were signs ofunease, even of indignation. Eventually two or three of my colleagueswhispered to me that the Hindus ought not to be allowed to have thingsall their own way. I therefore sent a note up to the chairman asking if Imight reply to the speeches (they were ostensibly speeches of welcome)and thank the organizers of the reception. Not suspecting anything, heagreed. I began innocently enough. We were grateful to the Governmentof India for inviting us to Delhi; we were grateful for having been giventhe opportunity of worshipping in the Buddhist holy places (I did notmention that as non-Hindus we had not been allowed to enter theVishwanath Temple in Benares), and we were grateful to the Hindu orga-nizations of Delhi for having arranged the present reception. All this Isaid at some length, and in the kind of language that was customary onsuch occasions. But having said it, I changed my tune. �When you invitesomeone to your house for a meal,� I told the speakers, �you offer them thefood that they like. You do not offer them food that for one reason or an-other is unacceptable to them. For example, you would not offer a vege-tarian non-vegetariandishes. Now you know very well that Buddhists donot agree that Buddhism is �only� a branch of Hinduism, or that theBuddha lived and died a Hindu. You know that such ideas are quite unac-ceptable, even repugnant, to them. Yet having invited us to your housefor a meal, so to speak, this is the fare you insist on setting before us. It isnot a reception. It is an insult.� These words of mine created consternationon the platform. Several speakers started up to protest that they had notintended to hurt the feelings of the Buddhists, while the chairman, whohad himself shown signs of unease during some of the speeches, did hisbest to conclude the proceedings on a conciliatory note. Next morning areport of the reception appeared on the front page of the Statesman, andthough I was not quoted verbatim the report made it clear that Buddhistsdid not agree that Buddhism was a branch of Hinduism.Once the meetings and receptions were over (and there were severalothers, of all of which I have only a faint recollection), the Eminent Bud-dhists from the Border Areas were free to go their separate ways. DhardoRimpoche and I, and the other two members of our quartet, continued tokeep in touch and to go out and about in one another�s company. A visitthat Dhardo Rimpoche, Sonam Topgay, Yhonzone, and I made togetherended in a way that was not only unexpected but also amusing and eveninstructive, as did a visit that Sonam Topgay and I made on our own. The
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first visit took the four of us back to Rashtrapati Bhavan, while the secondtook the two of us to the Ashoka Hotel, where the foreign delegates to theBuddha Jayanti celebrations had been accommodated. One of the Presi-dent�s ADCs was Yhonzone�s cousin. This cousin had invited Yhonzonefor lunch at his quarters, which were in Rashtrapati Bhavan. When theday came our Kurseong friend insisted that the rest of us should accom-pany him and that we should all have lunch with his cousin. As we hadnot been invited, Dhardo Rimpoche, Sonam Topgay, and I naturally de-murred, but Yhonzone was so positive that there would be plenty for ev-erybody, and that his cousin, with whom he was on the best of terms,would be very pleased to meet us, that in the end, rather against ourbetter judgement, we allowed ourselves to be persuaded.Plump, sleek, smiling Captain Tamang was indeed pleased to meet us,and an hour passed in light general conversation. But of lunch there wasno sign. Half an hour more passed. Still there was no sign of lunch. Even-tually, when the atmosphere had become rather strained, Yhonzoneasked his cousin sotto voce, in Nepali, when he thought lunch would beready. Captain Tamang replied, smoothly, that he had not expected somany people and that the chicken curry his cook had prepared wouldonly be enough for two. �Couldn�t we divide it up and make it do?� askedYhonzone in desperation. But Captain Tamang was afraid they couldn�t.At this point, when Yhonzone was sweating with embarrassment, SonamTopgay intervened, also speaking in Nepali. Obviously there had been amisunderstanding, he said, in his usual quiet, courteous tones. But therewas no cause for concern. He would be happy to take the two venerableones into the city and give them lunch at a restaurant. Leaving an apolo-getic Yhonzone and a sleek, still smiling Captain Tamang to enjoy theirchicken curry (of which I, at least, would in any case have been unable topartake), we caught an auto-rickshaw to Connaught Circus and had a be-lated lunch at Gaylord�s. Over the meal we chuckled, goodnaturedly, atour well-meaning but naïve friend�s faux pas, and I was reminded of thefamous apologue of the Town Mouse and the Country Mouse. As CaptainTamang was doubtless explaining to Yhonzone at that very moment, thecity was not the village, and the free and easy behaviour appropriate tobackward, out-of-the-way Kurseong was out of place in sophisticated,cosmopolitan Delhi.Not long afterwards it was Topgay and I who found ourselves in theposition of Country Mouse, at least so far as political naïvety was con-cerned. We had gone to the Ashoka Hotel to meet Narada Thera, whomwe found well pleased with himself for having taught the youthful Mus-
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lim bearer not to offer him a banana without first removing the skin(bhikkhus were not allowed to peel their own bananas), and not to offer itwithout repeating the traditional Pali formula. He had great hopes for theDhamma in India, he told us. People were very receptive. After we hadleft Narada Thera it occurred to me that we ought not to leave the hotelwithout trying to meet at least some of the delegates from the Communistbloc countries. There was a Buriyat head lama from Soviet Russia, for in-stance. Having obtained his and his secretary�s room numbers at the re-ception desk we made our way upstairs. The two rooms were adjacent toeach other. Rather gingerly, we knocked on the right-hand door, whichwas the head lama�s. After a second and a third knock it opened to reveala burly layman who looked out at us with an unfriendly, even hostile, ex-pression without saying anything. We had knocked on the wrong door.Or rather, we had knocked on the right door, but the right door was thewrong door, the secretary having installed himself in the room suppos-edly occupied by the head lama and vice versa. It was an old trick, and wehad been taken in by it. None the less, Sonam Topgay asked the burly lay-man, first in Tibetan and then in English, if it would be possible for us tomeet the lama, but he appeared to understand neither language, and af-ter a few minutes shook his head and closed the door.I had also hoped to meet the members of the Buddhist Association ofChina, but thinking I would probably have no more success with themthan Sonam Topgay and I had had with the Buriyat head lama I aban-doned the idea. In any case, the Association was little more than the will-ing or unwilling tool of Chairman Mao�s regime, and its members�principal function, when travelling abroad, was to make, in the name ofthe Buddhists of China, statements supporting the regime�s current pos-ition in international affairs. But if I did not meet any Chinese Buddhists Iat least saw a good deal of ancient Chinese Buddhist art. The Governmentof India had sponsored an exhibition of Buddhist art as part of the Jayanticelebrations. Each of the participating countries had its own individualsection, the contents of which had been selected and arranged by nativeexperts. One thus was able to see that the Buddhist art of each countrypossessed a certain distinctive quality, which pervaded all its expressionsand was found at all periods. Sikkimese and Bhutanese Buddhist art wereusually subsumed under Tibetan Buddhist art, but seeing them in bulk, asit were (both sections took the form of a shrine), I was struck by the extentto which both differed not only from the art of Tibet but even from eachother, Sikkimese art being more �feminine�, Bhutanese art more �mascu-line�. But rich and varied though the exhibition was, many of the exhibits
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not having been seen outside their own country before, probably the big-gest and most striking section was the one devoted to Chinese Buddhistart, and the most striking feature of that section, in my eyes, were the mu-rals from Central Asia (or rather, from that part of Central Asia that wasnow part of the People�s Republic of China). I had never seen anythinglike them, though they were not the originals but only full-scale copiesand though they reproduced, apparently, the changes that had takenplace over the centuries in the colour of the pigments that had been used.Unfortunately, picture postcards were not available, but images of the fa-mous meeting between Manjughosha the Bodhisattva of Wisdom andthe elder Vimalakirti, as described in the Vimalakirti-nirdesha, as well as offlying apsarases (or �fairies�) and angular Buddhas with extraordinary,multi-coloured haloes, lingered in my mind for many years afterwards.It was a far cry from communist China, where Buddhism was in de-cline, to democratic India, where it was being revived and where, amonth earlier, more than a quarter of a million people had been con-verted to Buddhism at a stroke. I had not been able to be present at theceremony, as my invitation arrived late, when I had already made ar-rangements to visit Gangtok. Realizing the importance of the step DrAmbedkar and his followers were about to take I had, however, sent amessage to be read out on the occasion:
In these days when there is so much lip-sympathy for Buddhismand so little real devotion, it is a refreshing and stimulatingcontrast to find a great national leader boldly breaking away fromoutworn creeds and obsolete dogmas and openly taking refuge inthe Buddha, the Dharma and the Sangha. Even if Dr Ambedkarstood alone to-day his conversion to Buddhism would be anevent of epochal significance. But he does not stand alone. Withhim on this historic occasion are tens of thousands of his devotedfollowers, bent upon emulating his noble example. With him areTruth, Justice and Compassion. With him, as he stands with hisface towards the glorious Sun of Buddhism as once more it risesupon this land, are all those mighty spiritual forces which elevatethe human mind and conduce to true progress. With him is thefuture of India.

I had also written an editorial about the forthcoming conversions for theOctober number of the Maha Bodhi Journal. The editorial was entitled �TheTide Turns�, and in it I sought, inter alia, to remind readers of the back-ground against which the conversions would be taking place.
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Let none think that Dr B.R. Ambedkar has taken this momentousstep hastily or without due consideration [I wrote], or that he hadembarked upon this truly revolutionary course without fullconsciousness of its socio-religious implications and itsfar-reaching historical significance. It is perhaps five-and-twentyyears since Dr Ambedkar first declared that though he had beenborn a Hindu he did not intend to die a Hindu. Twenty-five yearsis a big enough slice of anybody�s life, and a period of timesufficiently long for the pondering even so momentous a step asthe changing of one�s religion. Brahminical clamours to thecontrary notwithstanding, Dr Ambedkar knows what he is doing,and his followers know what they are doing, too.Not theoretical considerations merely but their own bitterexperience of all the unspeakable cruelty, the soul-searinginjustice and systematic relentless inhumanity through the ageshas eventually convinced them that Hinduism is incapable ofreformation and that the only course now open to them is tobreak away from it and embrace Buddhism.Within the Buddhist fold they will find not only socialemancipation but, what is even more important, a way of lifeconducive to the attainment both of happiness here and hereafterand that unshakeable deliverance of mind which is the gist of theBuddha�s teaching. They will also find the hand of brotherhoodstretched out to them from every side, not only welcoming butassisting and supporting them as they make their first step alongthe Noble Eightfold Path.My own hand was certainly stretched out to them, literally as well as met-aphorically. Coming to know that Ambedkar was in Delhi, whither hehad returned from Nagpur a few days after the conversion ceremony, Idecided to go to see him and personally congratulate him on his great andhistoric achievement. Most of the Eminent Buddhists from the BorderAreas were still in the city, waiting to receive the Dalai Lama and thePanchen Lama when they arrived at the end of the month, and I was ableto persuade them to accompany me, even though many of them had notheard of Ambedkar before and did not know that he had been responsi-ble for the conversion of hundreds of thousands of people to Buddhism.Thus it was with representatives of several different Buddhist trad-itions that I descended, one fine morning in the second week of Novem-ber, on Dr Ambedkar�s modest residence in Alipore Road. As there was noroom big enough for him to receive us all in, chairs were set out in the
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compound, and there, in a semi-circle, we sat facing our host in the hotsunshine. The Scheduled Castes leader � now a Buddhist leader � sat be-hind a small table, his wife at his side. I saw at once that he was far fromwell, and that the brown, pear-shaped face beneath the pith helmetlooked tired and haggard. So tired and haggard did it look, and so full ofsuffering the dark eyes, that I apologized for disturbing him, saying thatwe had come simply to pay our respects and to congratulate him on hisconversion to Buddhism. It had been my intention that we should stay nomore than fifteen minutes, but in the event we stayed two hours.Ambedkar was unwilling to let us go. Or rather, he was unwilling to letme go, for it was solely to me that he addressed himself throughout themeeting, to the exclusion of Dhardo Rimpoche, Sonam Topgay, and therest of the Eminent Buddhists. He was a deeply worried man. The move-ment of mass conversion had been successfully inaugurated, but what ofthe future? There was still so much to be done.� From the way he spoke,sitting there with arms resting on the table and lowered head, it was clearthat the weight of his responsibilities had become almost too much forhim to bear and that he wanted to transfer some of that weight to youngershoulders. Indeed, I had the distinct impression that the shoulders towhich he wanted to transfer some of it were my own. Be that as it may, themeeting was undoubtedly tiring him. The broken sentences came fromhis lips with increasing difficulty, and at ever longer intervals. Eventually,when his head was already resting on his outstretched arms, his eyesclosed in utter weariness. Whereupon, to his doctor wife�s evident relief,we all quietly left.If Dr Ambedkar was an old man who had started a new Buddhist move-ment, the Dalai Lama was a young man who represented an ancient Bud-dhist tradition. Whereas one was beholding the sun of Buddhism oncemore rise upon India, albeit amid clouds, the other would see that sun setupon Tibet for no one knew how long. Though it had been known for sev-eral months that the Government of India had invited the Dalai Lama toattend the official Buddha Jayanti celebrations in Delhi, only in Octoberwas it known that he would definitely be coming. Certain obstacles stoodin the way, the Chinese authorities had declared, and it would not be pos-sible for His Holiness to leave Tibet. But Pandit Nehru had intervened,the obstacles had been swept aside, and now it was certain that the DalaiLama would be coming. He would be coming at the end of November,and the Panchen Lama would be coming too. The news was receivedwith great satisfaction by the Indian public, and official and unofficialagencies alike prepared to give the two Grand Lamas a rousing welcome.
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They arrived in Gangtok on 24 November, and the following day thethree planes carrying, respectively, the Dalai Lama, the Panchen Lama,and the Maharaja of Sikkim, touched down one after another at Palamairport, where tens of thousands of people had gathered to receive them.Each in turn was welcomed with the traditional white scarves, inspecteda guard of honour, and was introduced to ministers of the Central Gov-ernment and members of the Diplomatic Corps, some of whom also of-fered scarves. The Dalai Lama himself was welcomed by DrRadhakrishnan and Pandit Nehru, and when the formalities were over,and the last diplomat had been introduced, he advanced towards thewaiting bhikkhus. According to the newspapers, Delhi had never seen somany yellow-robed Buddhist monks as were then gathered on the tar-mac (there were no red-robed lamas, apparently because the authoritiesfeared they might take advantage of the opportunity to demonstrateagainst the Chinese occupation of Tibet). The monks came from all theSouth-east Asian Buddhist countries, as well as from India itself and fromNepal. There was even a yellow-robed figure from the United Kingdom.The only bhikkhu in Delhi who was not there was Narada Thera. TheDalai Lama was junior to him in monastic ordination, he had declared,and it would be highly improper for him to go to the airport to receivehim. The Dalai Lama ought to come to him. None of the other bhikkhusseemed to be in the least bothered about who was junior in ordinationand who senior, and as the Dalai Lama drew near everybody throngedjoyfully round the youthful hierarch, catching him by the hands and re-citing Pali verses invoking on him the blessings of the Buddha, theDharma, and the Sangha. For several minutes he remained standingthere in our midst, blinking in the strong sunlight and smiling, a maroonisland in a sea of brilliant saffron.A day or two later, thanks to Sonam Topgay, I was able to meet the DalaiLama privately and to exchange a few words with him. We met atHyderabad House, where he had been taken from the airport after givingdarshan there and making a short speech. It was also at Hyderabad House,I think, that I met him in company with two or three other British Bud-dhists, one of whom was Christmas Humphreys, Founder-President ofthe Buddhist Society, London, who had recently returned fromKathmandu after attending the fourth conference of the World Fellow-ship of Buddhists. I had already been to see him in his room at the AshokaHotel, and had been struck by his extreme coldness. Ten or twelve yearsago in London I had not noticed it, but here in India, where Buddhistsand Hindus alike tended to be warm and friendly rather than otherwise,
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it was very noticeable indeed. Besides being a cold person, theFounder-President of the Buddhist Society was a Theosophist (not thatthe two things were necessarily connected), or was at least as much a The-osophist as he was a Buddhist. When it was his turn to be presented to theDalai Lama he not only sank to his knees in stately fashion, rather as acamel does, but produced a copy of Mme Blavatsky�s The Voice of the Si-lence and asked the Dalai Lama to sign it for him. What was the book, HisHoliness naturally wanted to know. �It is a Buddhist scripture�,Humphreys replied. Whereupon the Dalai Lama signed. Years later,when I was again in London, I heard him tell members of the BuddhistSociety that The Voice of the Silence was a genuine Buddhist sutra and thatthe Dalai Lama had personally authenticated it as such.
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Chapter Twenty-Three
DEATH OF A HERO

At the time of my departure from Poona the previous March Dr Mehtahad urged me to see him again as soon as I could, and spend more time inhis company, and this I had promised to do. Having attended theUNESCO Seminar on Buddhism in Delhi (which I did after paying a fly-ing visit to Agra and Sarnath) I therefore decided not to return to Calcuttaby the direct route but instead to make a detour and see the Servant ofServants in Bombay, where he was now staying. On 29 November I ac-cordingly left the capital, and some forty hours later arrived at VT. Beforegoing to Mayfair I spent a few hours with Dinoo Dubash, who recentlyhad written to me expressing her disillusionment with Dr Mehta. In myreply I reminded her that she was a Buddhist, and that she had been at-tending meetings of the Society of Servants of God simply because shefound it helpful to the leading of her own Buddhist life, particularly as re-gards meditation. The minute she found the association no longer helpfulshe was justified in breaking it off. Personally speaking, I added, I ac-cepted Dr Mehta�s �guidance� only to the extent that it accorded with theBuddha�s teaching, which meant that in his sense I did not accept it at all.Whatever was discordant I rejected, and before leaving Kalimpong I hadwritten him a letter in which I made my position clear. In the course of mymeeting with Dinoo, which took place in her flat, I was able to reinforcethese points, as well as to emphasize that if her disillusionment with DrMehta was accompanied by any emotional disturbance it meant thatthere was a personal attachment from which she should try to free her-self. My words were not without effect, and I left my voluble Parsee friendless upset by her disillusionment with the Servant of Servants and moreconfident that in ceasing to attend the Society�s meetings she had donethe right thing.



At Mayfair I was welcomed very warmly by Dr Mehta and Sundri, aswell as by Durgadas Birla and some of the other friends I had made thereand at the Nature Cure Clinic earlier in the year. Dr Mehta�s welcome, Icould not help noticing, despite its warmth was not unmixed with some-thing of the satisfaction a good shepherd feels on seeing a wanderingsheep return at last to the safety of the fold. But there was no question ofmy having returned to the fold, for even if I could be regarded as belong-ing to the ovine species (which I rather doubted) I belonged to a differentflock, had my fold elsewhere, and hearkened to the voice � however dis-tant � of quite another Master. Though the pasturage at Mayfair was in-deed green, and though I could happily have grazed on it for a while (DrMehta wanted me to go on a meditation retreat there), I knew that it wasessential for me to be on my way and that I could not spend more than afew days with my Bombay friends. How I knew this I was unable to say,any more than I was able to say why it was essential for me to be on myway. I did not hear an inner voice, neither did I have a sudden intuition. Itwas simply that I knew, clearly and certainly, that I had to be on my way, andaccordingly fixed my departure for 5 December. Dr Mehta was not at allhappy that I would be going so soon, and did his best to persuade me topostpone my departure until later in the month. Indeed it would be goodif I postponed it indefinitely. Making plans was nothing but a form ofego-assertion, he solemnly assured me, and the more one allowed theego to assert itself the more difficult it became for one to surrender to theDivine and accept its guidance. As if to reinforce his words, a few dayslater there came a Script. It came in the usual manner, when we were allseated in meditation and Dr Mehta had gone into a kind of trance state,and among its various directives there was one for me. The Buddhistmonk Sangharakshita, the mysterious entity behind The Scripts de-clared, should postpone his journey to Calcutta and remain at Mayfair, inthe company of �My Servant Dinshah (i.e. Dr Mehta)�, for at least a fewweeks.Believing as Dr Mehta and the members of the Society did that the en-tity behind The Scripts was God, they naturally also believed that the�guidance� given in these communications, whether for themselves oranyone else, was to be followed unquestioningly. Dr Mehta therefore re-newed his efforts to persuade me to postpone my departure, and to hisurgings Sundri added hers. Now that God himself had spoken it was intheir eyes no longer simply a matter of my refusing to accede to thewishes of my friends but rather, what was an infinitely more serious mat-ter, of my resisting � even rejecting � the �guidance� that had come for me
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from the Divine through the Divine�s chosen instrument, the Servant ofServants. Emanating as it did from such an exalted source, the guidancewas obviously in my best interest, and any reluctance on my part to ac-cept it must be due, they broadly hinted, to that root of all evil, ego-asser-tion, which despite my having committed myself to the Buddhist way oflife evidently was still able to prevent me from surrendering wholeheart-edly to the Divine. I did not blame Dr Mehta and Sundri for putting thisconstruction on my failure to accept the guidance that had come for me.Believing as they did, it was hardly possible for them to put any other con-struction on it. Far from blaming them, indeed, I recognized that their ef-forts to persuade me, not so much to postpone my departure, as to acceptGod�s guidance, were motivated by a genuine concern for my spiritual wel-fare and were the expression, therefore, of true, if misguided, friendship.Had I not known, with such clarity and certainty, that it was essential forme to be on my way, I would probably have stayed a little longer in Bom-bay, simply in order to please them. As it was, the fact that they were nowpressing me to postpone my departure because I had been �divinelyguided� to do that meant that I had to confront the issue squarely and ex-plain, as I had already explained in the letter I had written Dr Mehta fromKalimpong, that I did not accept the latter�s �guidance� unconditionally.In fact, I added, I was of the opinion that it was positively wrong to do so.Having made my position clear I felt much better, though I was not surehow Dr Mehta would take my plain speaking. In the event he took it quitewell, probably because he was not unaccustomed to people �resisting theguidance� (was not his own wife still resisting it?), and was prepared to bepatient and wait for them to come round to his way of thinking. At anyrate, he and Sundri stopped trying to persuade me to postpone my de-parture, and for the remainder of my stay at Mayfair I joined them in theirthrice-daily meditation sessions, and talked with Dr Mehta, without ref-erence being made to my unwillingness to accept divine guidance. I alsoarranged for one of the Society�s evening meetings to be addressed by an-other Buddhist speaker.The speaker in question was Christmas Humphreys. Having attendedthe Fourth Conference of the World Fellowship of Buddhists inKathmandu, the Founder-President of the London Buddhist Society wasnow on his way back to the United Kingdom and making a brief stopoverin Bombay. Besides being curious to know what the Society�s memberswould think of Zen Buddhism (Humphreys�s chosen topic, on which hehad written several books), I had a Boswellian desire to see what two suchdissimilar characters as the English criminal lawyer-cum-Buddhist and
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the Parsee naturopath-cum-guru would make of each other and howthey would get on together. The audience at Humphreys�s talk consistedof much the same kind of people as those who had attended my own talksa year earlier. Few of them had even heard of Zen before and though thetradition was, supposedly, of Indian origin, its �style� was so foreign tothem as to be virtually incomprehensible. As his custom apparently was,Humphreys emphasized the irrational, anti-intellectual, iconoclastic sideof Zen (probably a useful emphasis in concept-ridden, tradition-boundIndia), illustrating his points with some of the more outrageous Zen anec-dotes. He was a fluent and forcible speaker, at times even a fiery one, butthe fire was the cold fire of the intellect, not the warm fire of the heart, andI could see that although the audience was impressed by his dramatic, notto say histrionic, manner of delivery, they were not moved. As for DrMehta, he sat through the talk motionless, eyes upturned so that only thewhites were visible, and from the rambling, inconsequential nature of hissumming up afterwards, in the course of which he spoke about �(sexual)union at the highest level�, it was clear that there had been no meeting ofminds between him and Humphreys and that he had perhaps not evenbeen listening to what the latter said. The truth was that the two mencould hardly have been more different. Despite his (reluctant) assump-tion of the prophet�s mantle, Dr Mehta was very human, whereas therewas something inhuman about Humphreys. If the former was easy to like(as Dinoo was later to observe, he had �a way of melting one�), then to likethe latter would, I imagined, be a rather difficult task. However that mayhave been, on my departure from Mayfair Dr Mehta�s softer side wasvery much in evidence, and he bade me an almost tearful farewell; at thesame time, he was full of dark forebodings about my failure to �followguidance� and predicted that all my plans would come to nothing.Though sorry to part from my God-guided friend, I did not allow hisforebodings to disturb me, and my predominant feeling as I caught theovernight train to Nagpur was one of satisfaction, even relief, that at last Iwas acting on the knowledge that it was essential for me to be on my way.Why it was essential for me to be on my way I did not know. Dr Mehta hadpredicted that all my plans would come to nothing; but it was not becauseI had plans that needed to be carried out immediately that it was essentialfor me to be on my way. I was on my way simply because it was essential Ishould be on my way. True, I was on my way to Calcutta, where I wouldbe editing the next issue of the Maha Bodhi Journal, and I would be break-ing my journey in Nagpur in order to make the acquaintance of the newlyconverted Buddhists, who had invited me to spend a few days with them
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and deliver some lectures. But it was not because I had to do these thingsimmediately that it was essential for me to be on my way. I could just aseasily have edited the next issue of the Maha Bodhi Journal in Bombay, andjust as easily have given my Nagpur lectures two or three weeks later. Iwas on my way because it was, I knew, essential for me to be on my way,though why it was essential I did not yet know. Before leaving Bombay Iwired the date and time of my arrival in Nagpur to A.R. Kulkarni, the el-derly brahmin advocate, and secretary of the Buddha Society, withwhom I had stayed on my previous visit and who had arranged for me tospeak at the University and elsewhere.On the occasion of that visit, more than two years earlier, my arrival inNagpur had attracted little attention. Only Kulkarni was waiting on theplatform to receive me, and he had taken me to his � or rather hisbrother�s � house in Dharampeth by taxi with a minimum of fuss. Thistime it was very different. As the train came to a halt I saw that the plat-form was a solid mass of excited, white-clad figures. There must havebeen 2,000 of them and I realized, with a shock of astonishment, that theywere all new Buddhists and that they had come to receive me. Kulkarniwas also there, and on my emerging from the carriage he and the of-fice-bearers of the Indian Buddhist Society (which Ambedkar hadfounded a year or two earlier, and which had been responsible for the or-ganizing of the mass conversion ceremony) pushed their way throughthe crowd towards me. I was profusely garlanded, and then to repeatedshouts of �Victory to Baba Saheb Ambedkar!� and �Victory to BhikshuSangharakshita!� was led to the waiting car and escorted to Dharampethand the Kulkarni residence. Since my previous visit Krishna, Kulkarni�selder nephew, had married, and as he and his wife now occupied theroom where I had stayed I was accommodated in the wooden outhousethat Kulkarni had built for himself at the end of the back yard. Here I wasleft to undo my bedding roll and spend the rest of the afternoon recover-ing from my journey.But this was not to be. I had arrived in Nagpur at one o�clock. Less thanan hour later, when I was still settling into my new quarters, there was asudden commotion in the yard outside and a few seconds later three orfour members of the Indian Buddhist Society burst into the little out-house. �Baba Saheb� was dead. He had died in Delhi the previous night.The bearers of these dire tidings were not only in a state of deep shock bututterly demoralized. They were barely able to tell me that the Society�sdowntown office was being besieged by thousands of grief-strickenpeople who, knowing of my presence in Nagpur, were demanding that I
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should come and speak to them. Obviously it would be impossible for meto address so many people without a microphone and loudspeakers. Itherefore told my visitors to organize a proper condolence meeting. Theyshould organize it for seven o�clock that evening. I would address themeeting and console people for the loss of their great leader as best Icould. There being no time to lose, my visitors departed without furtherado, taking with them others who had arrived after them, and I was left toconsider my own reactions to the news of Ambedkar�s death. Thoughshocked, I was not surprised. At the time of our last meeting he was evi-dently a very sick man, and I had been astonished to learn, before my de-parture from Delhi, that he had flown to Kathmandu in order to attendthe Fourth Conference of the World Fellowship of Buddhists. There, as Iafterwards heard, he was given a standing ovation by the assembled del-egates and addressed them, by popular demand, on �Buddha and KarlMarx�. Returning to Delhi on 1 December, he visited the exhibition of Bud-dhist art, attended a meeting in honour of the Dalai Lama, and passedsome time in the Rajya Sabha or Council of States, of which he was amember. The evening of 5 December was spent receiving a deputation ofJain leaders, listening to a record of his favourite Buddhist devotionalsong and, apparently, working on the preface to his book The Buddha andHis Dhamma. At 6.30 the following morning, when I was on my way toNagpur, his wife had entered his bedroom to find him dead.The condolence meeting was held in the Kasturchand Park, which waslittle more than a large open space part of which was occupied by a smallpavilion. Roads apparently debouched into it from a number of direc-tions, for on my arrival there at seven o�clock, by which time night hadfallen, it was the dark centre of a gigantic wheel the golden spokes ofwhich were formed by the lighted candles carried by the long columns ofmourners who were converging on the place from all over the city. As thecolumns entered the park I saw that the men, women, and children carry-ing the candles were all clad in white � the same white that only sevenweeks ago they had worn for the conversion ceremony. Whether on ac-count of their demoralized state, or because there was not enough time,the organizers of the meeting had done little more than rig up a micro-phone and loudspeakers. There was no stage and, apart from a petromaxor two, no illumination other than that provided by the thousands of can-dles. By the time I rose to speak � standing on the seat of a rickshaw andwith someone holding the microphone up in front of me � about 100,000people had assembled. Under normal circumstances I would have beenthe last speaker, but on this occasion I was the first. In fact as things turned
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out I was the only speaker. Though some five or six of Ambedkar�s mostprominent local supporters one by one attempted to pay tribute to theirdeparted leader, they were so overcome by emotion that, after utteringonly a few words, they burst into tears and had to sit down. Their examplewas contagious. When I started to speak the whole vast gathering wasweeping, and sobs and groans filled the air. In the cold blue light of thepetromax I could see grey-haired men rolling in agonies of grief at myfeet.Though deeply moved by the sight of so much anguish and despair, Irealized that for me, at least, this was no time to indulge in emotion.Ambedkar�s followers had received a terrible shock. They had been Bud-dhists for only seven weeks, and now their leader, in whom their trustwas total, and on whose guidance in the difficult days ahead they hadbeen relying, had been snatched away. Poor and illiterate as the vast ma-jority of them were, and faced by the unrelenting hostility of the CasteHindus, they did not know which way to turn and there was a possibilitythat the whole movement of conversion to Buddhism would come to ahalt or even collapse. I therefore delivered a vigorous and stirring speechin which, after extolling the greatness of Ambedkar�s achievement, I ex-horted my audience to continue the work he had so gloriously begun andbring it to a successful conclusion. �Baba Saheb� was not dead but alive. Tothe extent that they were faithful to the ideals for which he stood and forwhich he had, quite literally, sacrificed himself, he lived on in them. Thisspeech, which lasted for an hour or more, was not without effect.Ambedkar�s stricken followers began to realize that it was not the end ofthe world, that there was a future for them even after their beloved BabaSaheb�s death, and that the future was not altogether devoid of hope.While I was speaking I had an extraordinary experience. Above thecrowd there hung an enormous Presence. Whether the Presence wasAmbedkar�s departed consciousness hovering over the heads of his fol-lowers, or whether it was the collective product of their thoughts at thattime of trial and crisis, I do not know, but it was as real to me as the people Iwas addressing.In the course of the next four days I visited practically all the ex-Untouchable �localities� of Nagpur, of which there must have been severaldozen, and addressed nearly thirty mass meetings, besides initiatingabout 30,000 people into Buddhism and delivering lectures at NagpurUniversity and the Ramakrishna Mission. My locality speeches were ren-dered simultaneously into Marathi by Kulkarni, who despite beingnearly twice my age not only kept pace with me but did full justice to the
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energy and passion with which I spoke. As he had done on the occasion ofmy previous visit, he maintained a detailed record of my engagementswhich he afterwards wrote up in article form. When the time came for meto be again on my way I had addressed altogether 200,000 people andforged, incidentally, a very special link with the Buddhists of Nagpur, in-deed with all Ambedkar�s followers. As I wrote to Dinoo from Calcutta afew weeks later:
� I think I can say without vanity that I created a tremendousimpression. Dr Ambedkar�s followers told me that they felt mybeing there at that critical juncture was a miracle and that I hadsaved Nagpur for Buddhism. Had I not been there, there is noknowing what would have happened. At first people felt that theend of the world had come. But after listening to my speeches �which were very strong indeed � they felt full of hope andcourage and determined to work for the spread of Buddhism. Onthe last day of my visit I gave no less than eleven lectures. Thelast meeting was held at 1.30 in the morning, when fifteenthousand people were converted to Buddhism.

Nor was that all. The events of the last four or five days had had their ef-fect on me as well as on my auditors. My letter to Dinoo continued:
My own spiritual experience during this period was mostpeculiar. I felt that I was not a person but an impersonal force. Atone stage I was working quite literally without any thought, justas one is in samadhi. Also, I felt hardly any tiredness � certainlynot at all what one would have expected from such a tremendousstrain. When I left Nagpur I felt quite fresh and rested. Now let ussee about the rest of the programme.

By the rest of the programme I presumably meant the work that had beenawaiting me at the Maha Bodhi Society�s headquarters, where I spent sixor seven weeks seeing the December 1956 and January 1957 issues of theMaha Bodhi Journal through the press, as well as bringing out my dialogue�Is Buddhism for Monks Only?� and essay �Buddhism and Art� in bookletform with funds provided by Dinoo. A considerable portion of the Notesand News section of both the December and January issues of the Journalwas taken up by reports of the arrival in India of the Dalai and PanchenLamas, their participation in the Buddha Jayanti celebrations in Delhi,and their subsequent pilgrimage to the principal Buddhist holy places.Newspaper coverage of the activities of the two hierarchs was extensive.
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People were fascinated by the exotic visitors from beyond the Himalayas.The fascination was due partly to the Lamas� extreme youth (both were intheir early twenties), partly to their being celibate monks, and partly �perhaps above all � to the fact that after being surrounded for centurieswith an aura of remoteness, inaccessibility, and mystery, the Dalai andPanchen Lamas of Tibet were now treading the soil of India and could beseen and heard and even photographed. Despite the Chinese Govern-ment�s efforts to ensure equal treatment for the two visitors (efforts whichso far as official protocol was concerned were entirely successful), theDalai Lama inevitably attracted more attention than the Panchen. Thepress regularly � and incorrectly � referred to him as the God King of Tibet(�God King Worships Relics� was a typical headline). Commentators alsoobserved that the Dalai and Panchen Lamas were markedly different intemperament, the former being jovial and outward-going, the latterthoughtful and reserved. During their stay in Delhi Pandit Nehru hadgiven them a choice of films. The Dalai Lama, characteristically, had askedto see a Marx Brothers film, while the Panchen Lama, no less characteristi-cally, wanted to see War and Peace.By the time the Lamas came to Calcutta, which was when they hadbeen in India for about two months, a note of criticism had started tocreep into the newspaper coverage, which hitherto had been uniformlyfavourable, even adulatory. Many people were shocked to learn that twosuch great religious personalities as the Dalai and Panchen Lamas werenot vegetarians, as were the vast majority of Hindus, all Jains, and someSikhs. But as I well knew, vegetarianism formed no part of Tibetan Bud-dhism, though the Tibetans did not maintain, as some Burmese did, thatone could not be a (Theravadin) Buddhist and a vegetarian. There alsowere complaints that the two Lamas lived in a lavish style more appropri-ate to secular princes than to religious leaders and exemplars � a contra-diction perhaps inherent in the very nature of their position in theocraticTibet. An instance of this lavishness which excited particular comment oc-curred while they were in Calcutta. They were staying at the Grand Ho-tel, the best hotel in the city. One day they both decided they neededhaircuts. A barber was accordingly sent for, and with the aid of a pair ofclippers soon reduced their redundant locks to the regulation monasticlength. For this service they each tipped him two thousand rupees. Thesize of the tip excited comment because if the Lamas gave two thousandrupees each for a haircut (in Kalimpong I gave one rupee, which was thetop rate), then the rest of their expenditure was, presumably, on a corre-spondingly grand scale, which meant that each of them would be spend-
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ing lakhs of rupees every month. What the two Lamas and their advisersseemed not to realize was that in India, unlike in Tibet, spirituality tendedto be associated, in most people�s minds, with poverty rather than riches,simplicity rather than ostentation.It was in his suite at the Grand Hotel, after he had received his haircut,that I had my second private meeting with the Dalai Lama. Havinglearned that he (though not the Panchen Lama) would be spending aweek or so in Kalimpong before returning to Tibet I wanted to invite himto Everton Villa for a reception in his honour by our branch of the MahaBodhi Society. Probably as much on account of the name of the MahaBodhi Society, with which he was by this time well acquainted, as for anyother reason, he accepted without demur. The reception was to be heldon 27 January, four or five days after his arrival in Kalimpong. As this wasnot far off, I left Calcutta as soon as I conveniently could, which happenedto be the very day the Dalai Lama himself left. Before my departure I hadwritten the editorial for the January issue of the Maha Bodhi. It washeaded simply �Dr Ambedkar�. After giving a résumé of his eventful ca-reer, I wrote:A lifelong student of religions, Dr Ambedkar had step by stepcome to the conclusion that [Hindu] orthodoxy was incapable ofreformation, and that the victims of age-old socio-religiousoppression and exploitation in India could be freed from theirdisabilities only by embracing Buddhism. Towards thisconsummation he gradually bent more and more of his energies.Some, even among his own people, opposed him, feeling perhapsthat no mere �religion� could solve a problem of such tremendouscomplexity. But Dr Ambedkar�s faith in Buddhism stood firm as arock. With characteristic boldness, he declared that he was goingto become a Buddhist even if nobody else became one. But whenthe time for taking the momentous step came far from taking italone he carried hundreds of thousands with him. All over India,wherever the name of Dr Ambedkar was honoured, peoplegathered in their thousands and in their tens of thousands to takerefuge in the Buddha, the Dharma, and the Sangha.Before the movement of mass conversion could reach its heightDr Ambedkar, worn out by the labours of a lifetime, died. Somethere were who thought that with his death the movementwould come to an end, or at least receive a serious setback. Neverwere prophets more false. The ashes of his funeral pyre werehardly cold before the movement gathered a momentum beyond
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the expectations of the most wildly optimistic. Nay, even as allthat was mortal of him was consigned to the flames the sacredchant �Buddham Saranam Gacchami� rose spontaneously fromthe lips of tens of thousands of mourners there. Since thenreports have come in of mass conversion ceremonies at Nagpur,Poona, Ahmedabad, Agra, and a score of other important centres.Great as Dr Ambedkar�s influence was during his life, evidently itis greater still in death.
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Chapter Twenty-Four
�WHERE THE THREE YANAS FLOURISH�
One of the first things I did after my return to Kalimpong was to buy aspecial cup and saucer for the Dalai Lama. It was the Tibetan custom to of-fer a guest three cups of tea, and when the guest was an important incar-nate lama the Chinese-style cup would be of porcelain or jade and itsstand and lid of gold and silver studded with semi-precious stones. TheKalimpong branch of the Maha Bodhi Society possessed no such cup, nei-ther did it have the means of purchasing one, but at least we should servethe Dalai Lama tea in a brand-new cup and saucer, I thought, and that cupand saucer should be the finest the Himalayan Stores was able to supply.We also erected a throne of the traditional type, consisting of five (or wasit seven?) square Tibetan-style mattresses piled one on top of the other,covered with a rug, and backed by a brocade cushion the upper edge ofwhich was draped with a white ceremonial scarf. This throne was set upin the shrine-room of Everton Villa, the walls of which were hung withsilk for the occasion. There was also an archway of greenery and buntingat the entrance to the building.The Dalai Lama arrived on the morning of the appointed day, whichhappened to be a Sunday, accompanied by the current Sub-DivisionalOfficer and by members of his entourage. On his arrival I, Khemasiri, DrSingh, and Dawa offered him ceremonial scarves on behalf of the Recep-tion Committee and conducted him down the flight of steps leading fromthe road to our centre. At the bottom of the steps I had stationedmonk-musicians from the Tharpa Chholing Gompa, and it was to the so-norous rumblings of their giant trumpets that the Dalai Lama passed be-tween the rows of assembled members and friends who, with lightedincense-sticks in their hands, lined the path between the steps and the en-trance to Everton Villa. On entering the shrine-room he prostrated him-self three times before the image of the Buddha (the standing one Lama



Govinda had given me), performing each prostration in the elaborate Ti-betan manner. Having rearranged his voluminous upper robe, he thenremained standing for about ten minutes as he chanted Tibetan verses inpraise of the Enlightened One. He chanted in a deep, resonant voice,smilingly scattering grains of rice as he did so. When he had finished hetook his seat on the improvised throne and Dawa poured him his first cupof tea. As I afterwards discovered, in Tibet it was considered a great hon-our to be allowed to pour tea for the Dalai or Panchen Lama, and thosewho had enjoyed that privilege were permitted to wear their cap turnedup at the side in a particular manner. How aware of all this our young sec-retary was I do not know, but he certainly filled the Dalai Lama�s cupslowly and mindfully, with the lowered eyes and deferential inclinationof the body that were second nature to a Tibetan in such circumstances.Our guest having taken a few sips of tea, as etiquette prescribed, I readout the address of welcome I had prepared. To this the Dalai Lama repliedin Tibetan, an English version of his speech being supplied by SonamTopgay, whose services the Government of India had, it seemed, placed atthe Tibetan hierarch�s disposal. In the course of his reply the Dalai Lamaexpressed his satisfaction at finding a �young branch� of the Maha BodhiSociety at Kalimpong and exhorted its members to follow the teachings ofthe Lord Buddha. I then presented him, on behalf of the branch, with anancient palm-leaf manuscript of a Pali Abhidhammawork and a completeset of our publications in English and Nepali, including a two-volumebound set of the twenty issues of Stepping-Stones. The Dalai Lama spentthe remainder of his visit, which lasted for about an hour, bestowing indi-vidual blessings on all those present, who filed past him for that purpose,offering white scarves and flowers as they did so. I noticed that he blessedeverybody with the �double-handed blessing�, that is, by placing bothhands firmly on each individual head, at the same time smiling broadly.In Tibet itself, apparently, he would simply have touched them lightlywith a bunch of coloured ribbons fastened to the end of a stick. Amongthe recipients of the double-handed blessing were a number of local Ti-betans who, having got wind of the fact that the Dalai Lama was visitingour centre, had taken advantage of the opportunity to have the darshan oftheir revered leader. After his departure they drank up what remained ofhis third cup of tea (actually, the third topping up), sharing the preciousdrops among themselves with the kind of devotion with which, I imag-ined, pious Catholics took holy communion. Before leaving they thankedme warmly for making it possible for them to have such close contact withHis Holiness. They could not have had it otherwise, they averred, as the
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members of Kalimpong�s Tibetan community were finding it difficult toget so much as a glimpse of him.On my arrival the following morning at Bhutan House, where the DalaiLama was staying, I saw that this was indeed the case. There was a policeguard on the gates, and Tibetans who had come for the Dalai Lama�sdarshan were being refused admission. This was because the ChineseGovernment wanted that there should be as little contact as possible be-tween the Dalai Lama and the Tibetan population of Kalimpong, whowere known to be strongly in favour of independence for Tibet and op-posed to the continued occupation of their country by the Red Army. Iand the rest of the little party from the Maha Bodhi Society�s branch hadno difficulty gaining admission, as the Dalai Lama had asked us to callthat morning. We found him seated in the Dorji family�s richly appointedchapel, where he was apparently putting up, and where, four years ear-lier, Anand-ji and I had recited suttas over the dead body of Raja S.T. Dorjiand I had delivered the funeral sermon. The Dalai Lama received us withhis usual cordiality, and after a few minutes� conversation presented mewith a Buddha-image, block prints of two Tibetan scriptures (thePrajnaparamita or Perfection of Wisdom �in 8,000 lines� and the smallerLamrim or Stages of the Path by Tsongkhapa), and a signed and sealed pho-tograph of himself, plus a cash donation. We were then smilingly dis-missed.While there were people in Kalimpong who wanted to see the DalaiLama but could not, there were others who, although they had no wish tosee him, were nevertheless obliged to do so. The Government of Indiawas eager that the Dalai Lama should visit a modern educational institu-tion, just as it had been anxious that the Eminent Buddhists from the Bor-der Areas should see dams as well as holy places. In Kalimpong whatbetter institution was there for him to visit than the famous Dr Graham�sHome, where five hundred orphans of mixed descent were housed,clothed, fed, and educated, and which was in many respects a model of itskind? The Homes authorities were therefore informed, through theSub-Divisional Officer, that the Dalai Lama would be visiting the placeand that he was to be shown round. To the Scottish Presbyterians who ranthe Homes this was far from being welcome news; many of the teachersand house-parents were convinced that Tibetan Buddhists weredevil-worshippers and practised black magic. Now they were being re-quired to welcome the chief devil-worshipper himself on to their pre-mises. But there was no help for it. Christian missionaries were beingattacked in the press, restrictions had already been placed on some of
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their activities, and the Homes authorities dared not risk incurring theCentral Government�s displeasure by refusing to receive the Dalai Lamawho was, after all, a State guest. If only something would happen to pre-vent his coming to the Homes! Perhaps God would prevent it if theyprayed hard enough. The more bigoted teachers and-house parentstherefore held an all-night prayer meeting before the Dalai Lama was dueto arrive, but their united prayers no more availed to keep him away fromthe Homes than the Tantric �rites of destruction� ordered by the LhasaGovernment in 1950 had availed to halt the steady advance of the RedArmy into Tibetan territory. The chief devil-worshipper came the nextday as planned, breakfasted with Mr Duncan, the whey-faced Superin-tendent of the Homes and his family, saw the school, met the children,and by all accounts thoroughly enjoyed his visit.The Dalai Lama was not the only important Tibetan religious leader Isaw in the New Year, nor the one with whom I had the most contact. Hap-pening to meet Sonam Topgay in the bazaar one day, a few weeks afterthe Dalai Lama�s return to Tibet, I learned that there was a celebratedNyingma lama staying at Tirpai and that my Sikkimese friend had comefrom Gangtok in order to see him and pay his respects. The lama�s namewas Sangye Dorje (Buddhavajra in Sanskrit), but he was commonlyknown as Chattrul Sangye Dorje. �Chattrul� meant something like �with-out affairs� or �without concerns� and the sobriquet had been bestowed onhim on account of his complete indifference to such things as organizedmonasticism and ecclesiastical position. It was not even clear whether hewas a monk or a layman. He roamed freely from place to place, no oneknowing where he was going to turn up next or how long he would stay.He was an accomplished yogi, having spent many years in the solitudesof eastern Tibet, meditating; and if popular report was to be believed, hepossessed many psychic powers and was a great magician. Despite his in-difference to organized monasticism and ecclesiastical position, SonamTopgay added, and his frequently bizarre and eccentric behaviour,Chattrul Sangye Dorje was highly esteemed by several prominent mem-bers of the Gelug hierarchy. Once, when in Lhasa, he had bestowed anumber of esoteric Tantric initiations on the Regent of Tibet (whether thiswas Reting Rimpoche or his successor my friend did not say). At the con-clusion of the ceremonies, which lasted several days, the Regent madethe customary offerings which, his position being what it was, were ex-tremely valuable. Chattrul Sangye Dorje swept them all on to a cloth, tiedthe cloth up into a bundle, and handed the bundle to the Regent, saying,�Look after it for me�. Whereupon he resumed his wanderings.
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Sonam Topgay�s account intrigued me. In fact I was fascinated by hispicture of the unconventional lama whom, it was evident, he very muchadmired. (Later I discovered that Chattrul Sangye Dorje, though not anincarnate lama, was widely revered as one of the three great Nyingma gu-rus of the century.) Seeing my interest, Sonam Topgay observed that itwould not be difficult for me to meet the lama, who notoriously did notstand on ceremony and who was very accessible � once you had suc-ceeded in tracking him down. He moreover hinted that althoughChattrul Sangye Dorje was highly unpredictable, and one could never besure how he would respond to a particular request, he might be willing togive me Tantric initiation. In any case, I ought not to miss the opportunityof meeting so great a lama and obtaining his blessing.The result was that a day or two later, on Friday 8 March, I left EvertonVilla soon after breakfast and made my way through the bazaar and up toTirpai. With me was the French nun, who had stopped by early thatmorning and who, on learning I was going to see Chattrul Sangye Dorje,had asked if she might accompany me. Though I would really have pre-ferred to go without her, I raised no objection, as she was again experienc-ing �difficulties� in connection with her Tibetan studies and I thought thelama might be able to help her, especially as she was by this time begin-ning to be no less disappointed with Kachu Rimpoche than she had beenwith Dhardo Rimpoche. What I had expected the famous Nyingma lamato look like I cannot say, but on meeting him I received a shock. He was ofindeterminate age, perhaps somewhere between thirty and forty, hiscoarse black hair was cut short, like a monk�s, and he was clad in a nonde-script maroon garment lined with what appeared to be grubby sheep-skin. What I was most struck by however was his face, which was coarseand unrefined almost to the point of brutality, and could easily havepassed for that of a horny-handed peasant with no thought beyond hispigs and poultry. At the same time, his whole being communicated suchan impression of strength and reliability that one could not but feel reas-sured, and it was not long before the two of us were deep in conversation.As was proper, Chattrul Rimpoche (as my Sikkimese friend respectfullycalled him) took the lead, and asked me a number of questions, first aboutthe Vinaya or Monastic Code and then about the Abhidharma. Thisseemed to be the standard procedure in Tibetan religious circles. At myfirst meeting with the abbot of the Tharpa Chholing Gompa, I recalled,the old man had questioned me closely about the Vinaya before movingon to more abstruse topics. Apparently the idea was that one shouldmake sure one was operating within the same universe of discourse as the
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other person, and that the two of you had a common medium of commu-nication (a medium that was not merely linguistic) and only then proceedto engage in serious discussion. On the present occasion I must have an-swered Chattrul Rimpoche�s questions to his satisfaction, for from theAbhidharma we progressed � through what intermediate steps I no lon-ger recollect � to meditation and meditational experiences, and eventu-ally I found myself telling him about Dr Mehta�s �guidance� and askinghim to what extent he thought this could be accepted. Perhaps not sur-prisingly, as we were both Buddhists, his reply was in agreement with myown conclusions. Teachings and directives received in a state of trance,whether by oneself or by another person, were not to be accepted uncriti-cally but were to be subjected to the test of reason and experience andcompared with the Buddhavachana, or Word of the Buddha, as ex-plained by the enlightened masters of India and Tibet.By this time I had developed considerable confidence in the Rimpoche,and I therefore asked him to tell me who my yidam or tutelary deity was.Though unable to accept Dr Mehta�s �guidance� on his (or its) own terms, Ihad taken very much to heart his insistence that in the spiritual life thebest and most reliable guidance was that which came from beyond one�sego. For me it could not come from God, but perhaps it could come fromone or other of those transcendental beings who according to the Bud-dhism of Tibet (as of that of China and Japan) were the different, infinitelyvarious, aspects of the Buddha�s sambhogakaya or �body of glory� � the su-pra-historical �body� in which he communed with advanced bodhisatt-vas and they with him. Chattrul Rimpoche showed no surprise at myrequest. In fact he seemed rather pleased, and after a moment of innerrecollection told me that my yidam was Dolma Jungo or Green Tara, the�female� bodhisattva of fearlessness and spontaneous helpfulness, add-ing that Tara had been the tutelary deity of many of the great pandits ofIndia and Tibet. In other words, I had an affinity with Green Tara, in thesense that she was the transcendental counterpart of my own mundanenature and that I could, therefore, more readily come to a deeper under-standing of myself through devotion to her. Having told me my yidam,the Rimpoche proceeded to bestow the appropriate initiation. First hegave me the ten-syllabled mantra, which he pronounced very forcibly inthe Tibetan manner, after which he explained the sadhana or spiritualpractice that would enable me to visualize Green Tara and call down herblessings on myself and all sentient beings. The latter he did at somelength, so that it was mid-afternoon when I finally bade him a gratefulfarewell, having spent more than four hours in his company. My mood
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was one of considerable elation. Before leaving Tirpai I called on the agedTibetan artist who lived there and commissioned from him a thangka orscroll painting, which I would be needing as an aid to visualization. TheFrench nun, for her part, was more cheerful than she had been for a longtime, Chattrul Rimpoche having spoken to her about her Tibetan studiesand persuaded her to give up the fast on which she had embarked in or-der to force someone to do something about the difficulties she was expe-riencing in connection with them.A few days later the Rimpoche came to see me at Everton Villa. Thoughhe probably arrived unannounced, he must have been accompanied bySonam Topgay, for he explained the Green Tara sadhana to me again andgave me further instructions about its practice. I had already committedhis previous explanations to writing and therefore was able to check whatI had written with him and make sure I had got the details of the sadhanaabsolutely right. As soon as the thangka I had commissioned was ready Iwould start practising. A new phase in my spiritual life was about to be-gin. Hitherto I had been a Theravadin monk practising meditation withthe help of the Theravadin tradition of anapana-sati or respiration-mind-fulness. From now on, while remaining a Theravadin monk, I would bepractising meditation with the help of the Mahayana-cum- Vajrayanatradition of mantra-recitation and deity-visualization. This did not meanthat previously I had not valued the Mahayana and Vajrayana, any morethan it meant that in future I could afford to dispense with the practice ofrespiration-mindfulness. I had always valued the Mahayana andVajrayana very highly. Mahayana scriptures like the Diamond Sutra andthe Lankavatara Sutra and Vajrayana works such as The Life of Milarepa andThe Golden Rosary of the Precepts of the Gurus had been important sourcesof inspiration from very early on in my Buddhist career. It was after read-ing the Diamond Sutra at the age of sixteen that I realized I was a Buddhistand in fact always had been one. But though the Mahayana and theVajrayana meant so much to me, and though I had derived abundantinspiration from their respective canonical literatures, I had not practisedany of the distinctively Mahayana or Vajrayana methods of meditation.Now I was taking up the Green Tara sadhana, and the fact that I was sodoing marked an important transition in my spiritual life.Changes of a more external nature were also imminent. In the course ofhis visit Chattrul Rimpoche elicited from me the information that EvertonVilla was only a rented property, that our lease would expire in Septem-ber, that it would be difficult for us to find an equally suitable propertythat was to let, and that although my real aim was to establish a perma-
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nent monastic centre in Kalimpong there seemed at present little likeli-hood of my being able to do so. The centre, I explained, would bededicated to the study, practice, and dissemination of the total Buddhisttradition, for I had long been convinced that, in the noble words of Dr Ed-ward Conze, �the doctrine of the Buddha, conceived in its full breadth,width, majesty and grandeur, comprises all those teachings which arelinked to the original teaching by historical continuity, and which workout methods leading to the extinction of [ego-]individuality by eliminat-ing the belief in it.� The Rimpoche�s response to this information was ascategorical as it was unexpected. There was no doubt that I would estab-lish a permanent monastic centre in Kalimpong, he assured me. In fact Iwould establish it quite soon, and I should call it �The Vihara Where theThree Yanas Flourish (or Blossom)�. Having given the as yet non-existentmonastery its name in what I afterwards described as a mood of high spir-itual inspiration, Chattrul Rimpoche addressed to me the Tibetan originalof the following stanzas:In the sky devoid of limits, the teaching of the Muni isThe sun, spreading the thousand rays of the three sikshas[i.e. morality, meditation, and wisdom];Continually shining in the radiance of the impartial disciples,May this Jambudvipa region of the Triyana be fair!In accordance with his request, [made] in the Fire-Monkey YearOn the ninth day of the first month by the Maha SthaviraSangharakshita,This was written by the Shakya-upasaka, the VidyadharaBodhivajra: [may there be] happiness and blessings!Notwithstanding what was said in the first line of the second stanza, thestanzas were not in response to any request of mine. The Rimpoche pro-duced them quite spontaneously. That he should cast them in the form ofa response to a request was probably no more than literary convention,even as his styling me Maha Sthavira or �Great Elder� when I was only asimple bhikshu was just the normal Tibetan politeness.The fact that Chattrul Rimpoche had named my future monastery of hisown accord greatly impressed my Tibetan friends, especially those of theNyingma persuasion. According to Kachu Rimpoche, who came to seeme shortly afterwards, it was exceptionally auspicious, as whateverRimpoche Chattrul Sangye Dorje named was sure to prosper. I waspleased to hear this, but before the Triyana Vardhana Vihara � as I had de-cided the place should be called in Sanskrit � could prosper it had to come
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into existence, and as yet there was no sign of this happening. It was notthat I doubted the reliability of the Rimpoche�s prediction, but �quitesoon� was a relative term and could as well mean next year as this year, oreven the year after next.In the event, my dream of a permanent monastic centre was trans-formed into a reality much sooner than I had dared hope. The turningpoint in its fortunes came less than six weeks after Chattrul Rimpoche�svisit, when I was in Calcutta, having flown to the City of Dreadful Heat(as it now was) from Cooch Behar after a short lecture tour in the Doors,an important tea-growing area near the Bhutan-Assam border wherethere were many thousands of Nepalese Buddhists. In Calcutta I saw theVaishakha number of the Maha Bodhi Journal through the press, gaveweekly lectures in the hall of the Sri Dharmarajika Vihara, and spent timewith friends like Soratha and Sachin. One day I received a batch of redi-rected mail from Kalimpong. Among the letters there was a rather dis-turbing communication from the landlord of Everton Villa. Though ourlease did not expire till September, he wrote requiring us to move out by 15May, as the property had been bought by a Tibetan who insisted on im-mediate occupation as one of the conditions of the sale. It looked as if theMaha Bodhi Society�s Kalimpong branch would soon be homeless. Thenext letter I opened was from Marco Pallis, and in it my old friend prom-ised very substantial assistance towards the realization of my plans. Hav-ing been buffeted one minute by the �worldly wind� of loss, I was beingassailed the next by that of gain, and it was not easy for me to contain myfeelings of joy, thankfulness, and relief. We would not be homeless, afterall, and I would be able to establish my permanent monastic centre! Theplans to which Marco Pallis referred were, of course, the ones I had al-ready outlined to Chattrul Rimpoche and which had prompted him notonly to give the monastery its name but to predict its establishment �quitesoon�. Earlier in the year I had written to four or five people asking fortheir help in acquiring a place of our own in Kalimpong, as owing to theinflux of Tibetans, who were buying up properties right and left, it wouldbe impossible for me to find another suitable place when the lease onEverton Villa expired. So far the only response to my appeal had comefrom Dinoo, who had promised a thousand rupees. On the strength ofMarco Pallis�s promise of very substantial assistance (he did not mentionthe actual figure) I was in a position to start looking for a property and en-tering, perhaps, into preliminary negotiations.There were three properties which I knew to be for sale and whichwere, severally, suitable for conversion into a small monastic centre, be-
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sides being of a price that might be within my reach. Two of the propertieswere situated down at Seventh Mile, not far from the Tamang village, theother at Chebo Busti, on the Lower Bridle Road, a mile or so beyondChitrabhanu and Manjula. On my return to Kalimpong on 21 April, afterspending exactly a month in Calcutta, I viewed each one of these in turn.It did not take me long to make up my mind. The Chebo Busti propertywas far and away the most suitable, and the most attractive, comprisingas it did a stone cottage, sheltered on the north and south by magnificentKashmir cypresses, and four acres of terraced hillside land. The cottage,which was perched on a rocky spur high above Fifth Mile, faced due westand commanded a panoramic view of the foothills of both the Darjeelingand Sikkim sides of the River Rangit. The only drawback was that theproperty�s asking price was somewhat higher than I had expected.Fortunately, in the course of our occupancy of Everton Villa I had got toknow the landlord�s plump Bihari manager. Taking him into my confi-dence, I told him I was willing to move out of Everton Villa by 15 May pro-vided I could move into the Chebo Busti property at the same time, butthat I would be able to move into the latter only if I bought it and that Iwould be able to buy it only if the price was right. As his employer stood tomake a very handsome profit if the sale of Everton Villa went through,and was therefore desperate to have me out by the stipulated date,Ramsingh promised to do what he could to help. The result was thatthere followed ten or twelve days of intensive negotiations, withRamsingh acting as intermediary between me and the Marwari ownersof the Chebo Busti property, and, I suspected, between the latter and thelandlord of Everton Villa as well. At the end of that period I found myselfaccompanying Ramsingh to Lakhmichand Kaluram�s High Street officeand there making my final offer in person. �Nineteen thousand rupees,� Isaid, as previously instructed by the plump Bihari; �nineteen thousandand not a rupee more.� �No, I can�t let it go at that price,� protested the yel-low-turbaned figure behind the desk. Whereupon, as also instructed byRamsingh, the organizer of this little comedy, I rose to my feet, expressedregret at our inability to reach an agreement, and strode briskly to thedoor. Before I was half-way there I was called back. My offer was ac-cepted, and I was free to move into the property even before all the for-malities had been completed.A few days later, on 13 May, the Maha Bodhi Society�s Kalimpongbranch held its last full moon day meeting at Everton Villa. It was the fullmoon day of the month Vaishakha, the anniversary of the Buddha�s at-tainment of perfect Enlightenment, and therefore marked the end of the
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Buddha Jayanti year � the year celebrating twenty-five centuries of Bud-dhism. For the tiny movement of Buddhist revival in India � a movementnow augmented by hundreds of thousands of converts from among thefollowers of Dr Ambedkar � it had been a memorable year, even though itremained to be seen how deep or how lasting an impression the govern-ment-sponsored celebrations had made on the national psyche. It hadbeen a memorable year for me too. In fact it had been a veritable annusmirabilis, a year of wonders. I had visited the principal Buddhist holyplaces in the company of Dhardo Rimpoche, I had met the Dalai Lama, Ihad forged a special link with the newly-converted followers of DrAmbedkar, I had received Tantric initiation from Chattrul Rimpoche, andI had been enabled to establish in Kalimpong a vihara that would serveboth as my personal headquarters and as a centre of living Buddhism.Nor was that all. A Survey of Buddhism, brought out a few months earlierby the Indian Institute of Culture, was already attracting highly favour-able notices � notices that were to culminate in its publication beinghailed by one Buddhist reviewer of Ceylon, a leading scholar, as the prin-cipal event of the Buddha Jayanti year.The week following the full moon day was spent making the newly-ac-quired property habitable, as it had been left unoccupied for more than ayear and was badly in need of repair and decoration. In the course ofthese proceedings I discovered that it was to Chebo Busti that the Bur-mese Princess had gone to stay after the death of my old friend BurmaRaja, and that the hut in which she was then supposedly living, subsist-ing on greens from the garden, was none other than the substantial, oak-panelled cottage that I was about to transform into the Triyana VardhanaVihara. But there was no time for reminiscence. On Thursday 23 May, as-sisted by the friends who were staying with me, I dismantled the shrinewith its much-travelledstanding Buddha image and set it up in its perma-nent quarters, in this way formally marking the move from the old to thenew premises. Next day I was off to Gangtok, where I was to give a seriesof lectures, leaving the others to finish the business of moving. Havingcompleted its first two and a half millennia, Buddhism had entered uponits second, which according to tradition was to culminate in the appear-ance of Maitreya, the Buddha of Love; and I, a tiny cell in the multi-di-mensional body of the Sangha or Spiritual Community, was about toenter upon a new period in my Buddhist life.
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