
s angharak sh i ta
Moving Against the Stream

the b i r th of a new buddh i s t movement

windhorse publications



Published by Windhorse Publications11 Park RoadMoseleyBirminghamB13 8AB
© Sangharakshita 2003Cover design DhammaratiPhoto layout SatyadarshinCover photograph of Old Hall, Biddulph, © Clear Vision Trust Picture ArchivePrinted by Interprint, Marsa, Malta
British Library Cataloguing in Publication DataA catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library
ISBN 1 899579 11 7



Contents
Chapter One A Cool Reception 1Chapter Two The Story So Far 4Chapter Three The Embroidered Cushion 16Chapter Four Family Reunions and a Big Disappointment 21Chapter Five At the Summer School 25Chapter Six Rustle of Autumn 30Chapter Seven Healing the Breach 33Chapter Eight �The World of Publishing� 41Chapter Nine London Twenty Years After 47Chapter Ten A Portrait in Oil �and a Few Sketches 52Chapter Eleven Monks and Laymen 59Chapter Twelve The Penalties of Success 65Chapter Thirteen Enter the Special Branch 72Chapter Fourteen A Startling Claim 77Chapter Fifteen The History of a Depressive 82Chapter Sixteen Strangers Here 92Chapter Seventeen Visitors from East and West 102Chapter Eighteen Shadowy Figures and a Strange Experience 108Chapter Nineteen Meditating Among the Ruins 113Chapter Twenty An Important Milestone 121Chapter Twenty-One The Divine Eye and Dialectic 127Chapter Twenty-Two An Inquisitive Princess 134Chapter Twenty-Three Changes at the Vihara 141Chapter Twenty-Four North of the Border 151Chapter Twenty-Five A Secret Life 156Chapter Twenty-Six Restoring the Balance 160Chapter Twenty-Seven Circles Within Circles 166



Chapter Twenty-Eight News from Sikkim 175Chapter Twenty-Nine Buddhism and the Bishop of Woolwich 180Chapter Thirty A Important Anniversary and a Typist�s Nightmare 189Chapter Thirty-One Giving The Three Jewels a Final Polish 194Chapter Thirty-Two Ordinations on the Easter Retreat �and a Birthday 198Chapter Thirty-Three Preparing for Greece 203Chapter Thirty-Four Boyhood Haunts 210Chapter Thirty-Five Over the Alps 214Chapter Thirty-Six Reclaiming a Heritage 219Chapter Thirty-Seven The Road to Delphi 230Chapter Thirty-Eight Athens and the Peloponnese 247Chapter Thirty-Nine Naples, Rome, and Florence 264Chapter Forty Picking up the Threads 278Chapter Forty-One Back to the Vihara 282Chapter Forty-Two Journey to India 286Chapter Forty-Three A Letter from India 293Chapter Forty-Four Among the New Buddhists 300Chapter Forty-Five On Pilgrimage 313Chapter Forty-Six Editorial Interlude 324Chapter Forty-Seven Friends, Teachers, and a Letter from London 329Chapter Forty-Eight The Man in the Pit 339Chapter Forty-Nine Packing and Printing 344Chapter Fifty The Valediction that Failed 351Chapter Fifty-One Agra �Almora �Cairo 361Chapter Fifty-Two What the Dispute Was About 366Chapter Fifty-Three A Basement in Monmouth Street 375Chapter Fifty-Four Cui Bono? 379Epilogue 386Index 395



About the Author
Sangharakshita was born Dennis Lingwood in South London, in1925. Largely self-educated, he developed an interest in the cultures andphilosophies of the East early on, and realized that he was a Buddhist atthe age of sixteen.The Second World War took him, as a conscript, to India, where hestayed on to become the Buddhist monk Sangharakshita. After studyingfor some years under leading teachers from the major Buddhist trad-itions, he went on to teach and write extensively. He also played a keypart in the revival of Buddhism in India, particularly through his workamong followers of Dr B.R. Ambedkar.After twenty years in India, he returned to England to establish theFriends of the Western Buddhist Order (fwbo) in 1967, and the WesternBuddhist Order (called Trailokya Bauddha Mahasangha in India) in1968. A translator between East and West, between the traditional worldand the modern, between principles and practices, Sangharakshitabrings to the task a depth of experience and clarity of thought that havebeen appreciated throughout the world. He has always particularlyemphasized the decisive significance of commitment in the spiritual life,the paramount value of spiritual friendship and community, the linkbetween religion and art, and the need for a �new society� supportive ofspiritual aspirations and ideals.The fwbo is now an international Buddhist movement with over sixtycentres on five continents. In recent years Sangharakshita has beenhanding on most of his responsibilities to his senior disciples in theOrder. From his base in Birmingham, he is now focusing on personalcontact with people.



Chapter OneA Cool Reception
had i been keeping a diary at the time, my entry for the day would prob-ably have read something like this: �Wednesday 12 August 1964. ArrivedHeathrow 2.00 p.m. local time. Raining. Met by Ananda Bodhi and MrsRauf and driven to the Hampstead Buddhist Vihara. On the way passedthrough St John�s Wood. Sun came out. Little front gardens full of flow-ers.� Indeed I do not remember much more than that, even though I wasreturning to England after an absence of twenty years. I have no recollec-tion of the flight from India, nor am I sure whether I boarded the plane atBombay or Calcutta, though I think it was at Calcutta and I think I wasseen off by a small group of friends and well-wishers.I do, however, remember that there was a stopover in Paris and thatwhile stretching my legs in the brilliantly lit concourse I saw standingnot many yards away two tall, elegant young women in identical skyblue uniforms and identical little sky blue hats. They were air hostesses,and they were engaged in conversation. As I watched, I saw first oneman, then another, approach them with what was evidently a polite re-quest for information or direction. To my astonishment, on each occa-sion the two haughty beauties not only failed to respond to him butcarried on with their conversation as if totally unaware of his presence,so that after vainly repeating his question he was obliged to retreat non-plussed by their behaviour. Indian women in similar circumstanceswould never have behaved like that. What had happened while I wasaway? Had European women become dehumanized? Certainly the twoair hostesses, with their angular forms and studied gestures, were morelike dummies worked by wires than creatures of flesh and blood.The incident must have made an impression on me, for even now,thirty-three years later, in my mind�s eye I can see the elegant, blue-cladfigures standing there talking and see the way in which they treated thetravellers who approached them. Perhaps it made such a strong impres-



sion on me because it gave me my first experience of Europe for twentyyears and was a concrete reminder of the fact that Europe was not Asiaand that the England of 1964, besides being very different from India,would be socially and culturally a different place from the England of1944.At Heathrow the sky was overcast and it was raining slightly. It wasalso strangely quiet, and there seemed to be hardly anyone about. Hav-ing been out of the country for twenty years, I was half expecting that theimmigration officer would want to know where I had been all that time,and what I had been doing, but he returned my passport without a wordand I was through. I was now officially back in the United Kingdom andI could see, waiting behind the glass doors, the figures of the tall,yellow-robed Western monk and the much shorter, white-hairedWestern laywoman who had come to meet me.In the car there was no conversation that I can remember, thoughAnanda Bodhi must have asked me what the flight had been like. In factI was aware of a feeling of constraint between us. I therefore spent muchof the journey looking out of the window. We were now making ourway through a part of London that was terra incognita to me (I had neverbeen further north than Regent�s Park), and as at Heathrow a strangequiet prevailed. Very few people were on the streets, and there was littletraffic. By the time we reached St John�s Wood (a name that was familiarto me from correspondence with Christmas Humphreys, who livedthere) the sun had come out from behind the clouds and was shining onthe slate roofs and neat little front gardens with their roses, delphiniums,and antirrhinums. The sight of those colourful little front gardens re-mains my most vivid memory of the whole journey. I have no recollec-tion of arriving at the Vihara, or of the people who must have come tosee me on that and the following day.I do, however, remember having breakfast in the basement next morn-ing with Ananda Bodhi and the three novices. There was a choice of fouror five different hot drinks, and at the centre of the table, besides jam,marmalade, and honey, there were various spreads quite new to me. Inmy own monastery in Kalimpong we drank only tea, and jam had beenseen there on only one occasion when, plums being unusually cheapthat year, we had made a couple of dozen jars of it. As I was goingupstairs to my room after the meal I heard the oldest of the novices or-dering supplies on the phone. �You�ve only two kinds of salmon?� he wassaying. �Then send the more expensive kind.�
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Three days later I received an unexpected message from AnandaBodhi, who was away visiting one of the provincial Buddhist groups.Would I give the Sunday lecture that afternoon, as he would not be backat the Vihara in time to give it himself? It was then nearly four-thirty, andthe lecture was due to start at five. Though rather taken aback by theshortness of the notice, I had no objection to giving the lecture. Indeed Iwas glad to do so, though on second thoughts I decided not to give a lec-ture but to hold a question-and-answer meeting instead, as this wouldgive me an opportunity of getting to know a cross-section of the Vihara�ssupporters and finding out how much � or how little � they knew aboutBuddhism. There were twelve or fourteen people in the meeting room,of various ages, and since nobody was there to introduce me I had to in-troduce myself. At first the questions were fairly routine, but then ayoung man suddenly demanded, �Why have you come to England?� Histone was belligerent, even challenging, as if my presence was unex-pected, even unwelcome, and standing in need of explanation. Thisgave me the opening I needed, and I therefore replied at some length,giving an account of my life and work in India, emphasizing that I appre-ciated all schools of Buddhism, and making it clear that I had come prin-cipally in order to bring British Buddhists together. My franknessseemed to give general satisfaction, and when the meeting ended therewas a more relaxed and friendly atmosphere in the room than there hadbeen at the beginning.My work in the West had begun.
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Chapter TwoThe Story So Far
though north-west london was terra incognita to me I nonethelesswas a Londoner, having been born in Stockwell and brought up inTooting, not far from the famous Broadway. When I was eight I was di-agnosed as suffering from heart disease and for the next two years wasconfined to bed, not being allowed even to sit up by my own efforts. Isaw no one except my parents and the doctor and had nothing to do allday except read. Fortunately I was already something of a reader, havingworked my way through Andrew Lang�s Fairy Books, and thereforedevoured, during those two years in bed, whatever reading matter myhard-pressed parents were able to provide me with, from boys� paperslike the Wizard and the Hotspur to classic English novels such as PickwickPapers, Jane Eyre, Hypatia, and The Last Days of Pompeii. My biggest singleresource was a complete set of Arthur Mee�s Children�s Encyclopaedia, thegift of a kindly neighbour, every one of whose sixty parts became asfamiliar to me as the owl clock on the wall, whose eyes clicked from sideto side with the swing of the pendulum, or the nasturtium-and-trellispattern of the wallpaper.I have more than once reflected that the two years I spent confined tobed, alone with a few books and the Children�s Encyclopaedia, must havehad a decisive influence on my character and thus on the course of mywhole life thereafter. Until then, so far as I know, I had been just an ordi-nary boy, indistinguishable from other working-class Tooting boys. Likethem I loved playing in the street, was not particularly fond of school,got into scrapes (and fights), and was overjoyed when I could go fishingwith my father on a Saturday afternoon. The discovery that I had heartdisease put a stop to all that. From a lively, occasionally naughtyeight-year-old I was transformed, overnight, into a bedridden invalidwho was scarcely permitted to move his arms freely. Abruptly anddrastically, the current of my youthful energies was dammed and redi-



rected. Strange to say, I cannot recall ever resenting this, or even feelingfrustrated or restless: perhaps I was sedated. I may even have been quitehappy, in a way. Yet such a lengthy period of enforced immobility couldnot but have affected me radically.From a distance of more than sixty years I can see it as having affectedme in at least three ways. It forced my energies inwards, towards theworld of thought and imagination, making me more introspective thanwas normal for one of my years or than I probably was by nature. Thenthe fact that I was scarcely permitted to move my arms freely meant thatI was obliged to be conscious of what I was doing. This was even morethe case when I came to graduate, at the end of the two years, from bedto wheelchair and when, later still, I started using my legs again. Therewas always a voice in my ear � my mother�s or father�s � warning me tobe careful, or not to move so quickly, and I may have ended up internal-izing that admonitory voice. This constant need to be aware of what Iwas doing had both a positive and a negative effect: while it made it eas-ier for me, years later, to cultivate the Buddhist virtue of mindfulness,whether of bodily movements or mental states, it also tended to checkany spontaneous physical expression of my feelings. Finally, my con-finement to bed not only cut me off from contact with boys of my ownage but made me feel separate and different. This feeling of separatenessand difference persisted after my eventual return to school, for I was notallowed to take part in games or to play with my schoolfellows.The habit of reading that I had acquired during my period of enforcedimmobility remained with me even after my return to school. No soonerwas I able to get out and about on my own than I started spending mypocket money in the woefully inadequate bookshops of Tooting, as wellas carrying away from the Tooting Public Library every week the armfulof books I had borrowed using my father�s ticket. My principal interestswere Ancient Egypt, the Italian Renaissance, and what Dr Johnsoncalled �the biographical part of literature�, and in all these fields I read aswidely as I could. Later I added to the list philosophy, poetry, and paint-ing, and the Greek drama. Fiction I hardly ever read and anything of ascientific nature I instinctively avoided.On 1 September 1939 the air raid sirens sounded for the first time:World War II had begun, and eight or nine months later I was evacuatedto North Devon. In the course of the next three years I left school,worked in a coal merchant�s office in Torquay, returned to London intime to experience the last of the Blitz, and joined the staff of the LondonCounty Council as a clerical assistant. During this period I continued to
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read avidly, and after my return to London developed a passionate lovefor classical music and, though to a lesser degree, for the theatre. I alsohad a series of realizations that exercised a decisive effect on the wholesubsequent course of my life. I realized there was no reason why I shouldconfine myself to the literature of Europe; I realized that I was not aChristian; and I realized that I was a Buddhist and had, in fact, alwaysbeen one. The first of these realizations came when I read MmeBlavatsky�s Isis Unveiled, especially volume two, Theology; the second,when I read the Diamond Sûtra, of the ineffable truth of whose teaching Iat once had an immediate apprehension. The way for this last realizationmay have been prepared by certain experiences of a �mystical� naturethat had befallen me several years earlier.Three months after my eighteenth birthday I was called up, havingbeen found fit enough for the army despite my history of heart disease.�You can make yourself comfortable even in hell if you go about it in theright way,� says a Tibetan proverb. The Signals Unit in Surrey to which Iwas posted was certainly not hell, yet army life was so different fromanything I had hitherto experienced that for the first two weeks I was ina state of shock. But youth is resilient, and eventually my numbed facul-ties revived. I made friends, went home on weekend leave, joined theLondon-based Buddhist Society, borrowed rare books on Buddhismfrom the Society�s library, continued my practice of writing poetry, andin short led my own life to the extent that the army permitted me to doso. One weekend I arrived home to find my father contemplating whatremained of our house, which half an hour earlier had suffered a directhit by a flying bomb. Luckily no one was inside at the time. A few weekslater the Unit was ordered to India, and I celebrated my nineteenthbirthday on a troopship bound for Bombay. After three months spent atthe Unit�s headquarters in Delhi I was posted first to Colombo, then (atmy request) to Calcutta, and finally to Singapore. While I was in Ceylon,Germany was defeated, Japan surrendered after the dropping of the firstatom bomb, and World War II came to an end.Wherever I happened to be, whether in Delhi or Colombo, Calcutta orSingapore, I spent much of my free time visiting mosques, temples, andviharas and making the acquaintance of Hindu swamis and Buddhistbhikshus. I also bought books on Buddhism and Hinduism that were notavailable in England and experimented, at times with results I had notforeseen, with different methods of meditation. During my stay inCeylon I saw less of Buddhism and Buddhists than I had hoped, thoughI was able to visit the Tooth Relic Temple in Kandy and pay my respects
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to the historic Tooth. But if I saw less of Buddhism and Buddhists than Ihad hoped, of Hindus and Hinduism I saw more than I had expected. Inparticular I got to know two Indian swamis belonging to theRamakrishna Mission, and soon was spending several evenings a weekat their ashram. My friendship with them led to introductions to theirbrethren in Calcutta, where I met my mother�s youngest brother and hisfamily, and these in turn led to my being introduced to the rich culturaland religious life of the city. In Singapore I met Sinhalese and ChineseBuddhist monks, and was a regular visitor to the newly revived lodge ofthe Theosophical Society, as well as to the local branch of theRamakrishna Mission, which had somehow managed to functionthroughout the Japanese occupation. I also became a vegetarian, muchto the amusement of the Unit�s Indian cooks, wrote a good deal ofpoetry, and started giving public lectures.All this was good in its way, and my year in Singapore passed quicklyenough. But the war was over. My twenty-first birthday had come andgone, and I wanted to get on with my own life. I wanted to be a monkand devote all my energies to the study and practice of Buddhism, andwhile still in Ceylon I had written to my parents informing them of myintentions. Initially I had assumed that after being demobilized in Eng-land, and spending some time with my family, I would be able to returnto India and there don the saffron robe. I now discovered that this wouldnot be possible, as the new Labour government was discouraging anydrainage of manpower out of the country. The discovery gave rise to afeeling of desperation � a feeling that recent developments within theUnit did nothing to assuage. Discipline had been tightened up, and suchthings as parades and fatigues increased, as if to remind us that althoughthe war might have ended we were still in the army and were not goingto escape from it so easily. Not wanting any more of my life to be wastedpainting rings on fire buckets or preparing for yet another inspection, Idecided to take drastic action. I would apply for six weeks� leave in India,on the grounds that I had an uncle in Calcutta with whom I could stay,and that at the end of that period I would not return to Singapore. In-stead, I would melt into the Indian background � and disappear. Tech-nically I would be deserting, and could be court-martialled if ever I wascaught. Convinced that what I was doing was morally justified, I wasprepared to take the risk.In Calcutta I lost no time contacting Robin Banerjee, the idealisticyoung Bengali whom I had met in Singapore. He was there as part of theCongress Medical Mission to Malaya, we had become good friends, and
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on the Mission�s return to India we had agreed that as soon as I was freewe would meet in Calcutta and somehow work together. When myleave ended I therefore said goodbye to my uncle and his family, andRobin and I moved first to the Ramakrishna Mission Institute of Cultureand then, a month or so later, to the Maha Bodhi Society. We were notvery happy in either place. In neither of them did we find the sort of con-ditions that were, we believed, essential to our ethical and spiritual de-velopment. Moreover, towards the end of March, when we were stayingat the Maha Bodhi Orphanage and looking after the boys, there occurreda renewal of the communal rioting of the previous year. Throughout thecity Muslims attacked Hindus and Sikhs, and Hindus and Sikhs retali-ated by attacking Muslims. Hundreds, perhaps thousands, were killed,and I witnessed more bloodshed and violence than I had ever seen whilein the army. Calcutta was not a particularly healthy place to be just then.But the Maha Bodhi Society�s headquarters, to which the orphans hadbeen removed for their safety, was not a particularly healthy placeeither, morally and spiritually speaking, and the longer my friend and Istayed the more we became aware of this unpleasant fact. When I leftCalcutta the following month to attend an inter-religious gathering inAhmedabad, on the other side of the country, as a representative of Bud-dhism, it was therefore with the hope that I would be able to contactother Buddhists and make arrangements for us to join a more genuinelyBuddhist organization.At the week-long Dharma Parishad, which was dominated by Hinduholy men of various colourful persuasions, I met Pandit-ji, an aged Ben-gali scholar of venerable appearance who had plans for the revival ofBuddhism in India. He invited me to accompany him to Kishengunj inthe up, I accepted, and not long after our arrival there we were joined byRobin. Pandit-ji had assured me that his plans had the approval and sup-port of Anandamayi, the famous Bengali mystic, who was then stayingat her ashram in Kishengunj with a band of devotees; but as the weekspassed it became obvious that Anandamayi, many of whose followersbelieved her to be a divine incarnation, had not the slightest interesteither in Buddhism or in Pandit-ji�s schemes. She was an orthodoxHindu who insisted on the strict observance of the caste system. ButPandit-ji refused to give up hope. When Anandamayi left for her ashramin Raipur we left for Raipur too, and when she left Raipur for Delhi heand Robin followed her there. I remained in Raipur, studying and medi-tating, and after a week or so Robin rejoined me. Eventually the three ofus were reunited in Kasauli, a hill station in East Punjab where
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Anandamayi had stayed the previous year. Here Robin and I discoveredthat none of Pandit-ji�s schemes (he now talked of starting a girls� board-ing school in Anandamayi�s name) had ever progressed beyond thefund-raising stage and that the old man was well known for his chica-nery. Shocked and horrified, we decided we would have nothing moreto do with religious organizations of any kind. We would give up thehousehold life and go forth as homeless wanderers in search of Truth.Having shaved our heads and dyed our clothes saffron (I had alreadyadopted Indian dress), on the morning of 18 August, three days after In-dependence Day, we accordingly left Kasauli on foot for the plains. Thepath of our descent was spanned by a series of double and even triplerainbows, through which we passed as though through a triumphalarch. It was an auspicious beginning.But the auspiciousness did not last. Our intention had been to studyBuddhism in Ceylon and perhaps become monks there, but as we hadno means of identification and refused to disclose our nationality (wehad decided that as sadhus we had none) on our arrival at Colombo wewere not allowed to land and had to return to India by the same boat.Disappointed but not downhearted, we therefore travelled to CapeComorin, the southernmost point of India, and having paid a visit to thefamous Kenya Kumari temple started walking up through what thenwas the princely state of Travancore, eventually settling atMuvattupuzha, a subdivisional town in the interior, where we took upour abode in a deserted ashram situated on a low ridge amid rice-fields.We stayed in Muvattupuzha for about eighteen months. During thattime we learned something of the history and culture of the state (nowpart of Kerala), and came to appreciate its distinctive character; we alsopicked up a little Malayãlam. The reason for our settling in Muvattu-puzha was that we wanted to deepen our experience of meditation,which we had not been able to do while on the move, and our day wasorganized accordingly. We meditated in the morning, rising beforedawn, and again in the evening, sometimes sitting on until quite late.During the day we studied (Buddhism in my case, English in Robin�s),paced up and down the veranda, or sat contemplating the view. We alsoexperimented with periods of fasting and silence, and once or twice amonth we went calling on the ashram�s supporters, some of whom wegot to know quite well. This arrangement suited me perfectly, but it soonproved too restrictive for Robin, who for a while therefore put hisabundant energies into plans for starting an industrial school at theashram, leaving me to my studies and literary work.
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I was thus enabled to reflect on the Dharma uninterruptedly for longperiods. Six years ago I had read the Diamond Sûtra and realized that Iwas a Buddhist. Since then I had delved not only into Buddhist but alsointo many Hindu scriptures, as well as into Western philosophy andChristian mysticism, and though my commitment to the Buddha and histeaching was basically unimpaired I needed to get the various spiritualand intellectual influences that had been impinging upon me into somekind of perspective, especially as I was now living in a predominantlyHindu environment. I needed to clarify my doctrinal position as a Bud-dhist. This I did with the help of the first fifty discourses of theMajjhima-Nikãya or Collection of Middle Length Discourses of theBuddha, �ãntarakëita�s encyclopedic Tattvasaægraha or Compendium ofPrinciples, and Mrs Rhys Davids� meaty little book on Buddhism in theHome University Library series. I concentrated on three basic formula-tions of the Buddha�s teaching: the doctrine of dependent origination(or conditioned co-production), the Four Noble Truths, and the ThreeCharacteristics of Conditioned Existence. Though all three formulationswere well known to me, I had not previously given them much system-atic attention; but at that juncture, as I have written elsewhere, �they oc-cupied my mind virtually to the exclusion of everything else. Besidesreflecting on them during the day I meditated on them at night. Orrather, as I meditated, flashes of insight into the transcendental truths ofwhich they were the expression in conceptual terms would sometimesspontaneously arise.� By the time these �sessions of sweet silent thought�had come to an end, and Robin had switched his energies from plans foran industrial school to the intensive practice of hatha yoga, includingprãäãyãma or breath control, I had succeeded in clarifying my ideas on anumber of important doctrinal issues. As a result, my approach to theDharma changed, becoming as much a rational understanding of prin-ciples as an emotional response to an ideal.Our eighteen months in Muvattupuzha were followed by six weeks inKanhangad, in North Malabar, with the famous Swami Ramdas, and sixweeks in Tiruvannamalai, in the Tamil country, with the still morefamous Ramana Maharshi. In Tiruvannamalai we stayed in a cave on theslopes of Arunachala, the Hill of Light, from which we had a panoramicview of the courtyards, shrines, and gopurams of the great Shiva templebelow. Once a day we descended to the town for alms, and every fewdays we walked round the hill to the ashram, in the hall of which theMaharshi sat giving darshan to sixty or seventy inmates and visitors.One night I had a vision. I saw Amitãbha, the Infinite Light, the Buddha
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of the West. Ruby-red in colour, he sat cross-legged on an enormous redlotus and held up by the stalk a single red lotus in full bloom. The lotuson which he was seated floated on the sea, across which the light fromthe red hemisphere of the setting sun made a glittering golden pathway.Visions had come to me before, but this one was unique, and it stirred medeeply. I took it to mean that our apprenticeship to the homeless life hadcome to an end, and that it was time for us to return to North India andseek ordination in one of the Buddhist centres there.But we did not leave the South immediately. Friends we had met atTiruvannamalai invited us to Bangalore, and from there another friendtook us on a ten-day excursion into the heart of what then was theprincely state of Mysore. We drove through vast sandalwood forests,visited marvellously beautiful Hindu temples, and spent a night at animportant centre of Jain pilgrimage, where a 60-foot nude statue ofGomateshwara towered against the sky. We even penetrated into theShringeri Math, the Vatican of Hinduism, and met the Shankaracharya.In Bangalore itself we made the acquaintance of Yalahankar Swami, aone-eyed guru with highly unconventional methods of dealing with hisdisciples� egos, who was reputed to be 600 years old. At his suggestionwe spent some time in the nearby mountains, where we found shelter ina ruined temple that at night was surrounded by leopards. We then leftfor Bombay.In Bombay we stayed with a devotee of Swami Ramdas, who besidestaking us to see the Kanheri Caves, an ancient Buddhist monastic com-plex, also bought us tickets for our journey to Benares. From Benares, af-ter spending a few days sightseeing, we walked out to Sarnath, wherethe Buddha had first taught the Dharma and where we hoped to be or-dained. We were disappointed. The Sinhalese monks of the Maha BodhiSociety wanted nothing to do with the two barefoot, penniless strangers(since leaving Kanhangad we had not been handling money), and wetherefore decided to walk up to Kushinagar, where the Buddha haddied, and seek ordination there. It was the worst time of year to be doingso. The hot wind was blowing, the temperature was 120°F or more, andpeople were dropping dead from the heat. But there was no alternative.Doing as much of our walking as we could in the early morning, and atnight staying at temples and ashrams, we covered the distance in tendays.The Burmese senior monk in Kushinagar received us kindly, ordainedus as �rãmaäeras or novice monks on Vaishakha Purnima Day, the anni-versary of the Buddha�s Enlightenment, named Robin Buddharakshita
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and me Sangharakshita (previously we were Anagarikas Satyapriya andDharmapriya), and told us to go and preach the Dharma to his disciplesin Nepal. Up through the jungles of the Terai we therefore went, still onfoot, but now carrying bowls with which to go for alms in the traditionalBuddhist manner. We spent two months in Nepal, in the course ofwhich we visited Lumbini, the birthplace of the Buddha, and ministeredas best we could to the spiritual needs of the tiny Buddhist communitiesin Butaol and Tansen. Longer we could not stay, as the autocratic Ranaregime was still in power and our unauthorized presence aroused thesuspicions of the local police.Buddharakshita and I therefore returned to Benares. Here we partedcompany. Buddharakshita left for Ceylon, while I went to live withBhikkhu Jagdish Kashyap at Buddha Kuti, his cottage on the campus ofthe Benares Hindu University, where he was professor of Pali and Bud-dhist philosophy. I was sorry to lose my friend, but also relieved. Thepractice of prãäãyãma, which on Ramdas�s advice he had given up, hadinflamed his naturally hot temper, and relations between us were attimes strained. I stayed at Buddha Kuti for nine months, studying Pali,Abhidhamma, and logic, and making extensive use of the Universitylibrary. With a monk from Sarnath, I went on pilgrimage to Bodh Gaya,the scene of the Buddha�s Enlightenment. When spring came, Kashyap-ji showed me the Buddhist holy places of his native Bihar, after whichwe travelled up to Kalimpong, a cosmopolitan little hill station in theeastern Himalayas, not far from Darjeeling and within sight of Tibet.In Kalimpong my teacher left me, with the parting injunction that Iwas to stay there and work for the good of Buddhism.I stayed in Kalimpong for the next fourteen years, working for thegood of Buddhism as best I could, getting to know the local people, bothBuddhist and Hindu, and being uplifted and inspired by the sight ofMount Kanchenjunga, the third highest peak in the world, dazzlinglywhite against the blue sky. In the course of my first seven years in thetown I founded a Young Men�s Buddhist Association; started a monthlyjournal of Himalayan religion, culture, and education called Stepping-Stones; was ordained as a bhikshu or full monk by an internationalsangha; organized a public reception for the relics of the Buddha�s twochief disciples, then touring India amid scenes of wild popular enthusi-asm; found a kindred spirit in Lama Govinda, the German-born artistand scholar; re-established contact with the Maha Bodhi Society (condi-tions at its headquarters had recently changed for the better); and be-
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came well known as a lecturer not only in Kalimpong and thesurrounding area but also in Calcutta, Bombay, and Bangalore.But if I was not to work for the good of Buddhism at the expense of myown good, spiritually speaking, I needed to have a means of uniting thetwo. I found this in the Bodhisattva ideal, especially as presented in�ãntideva�s �ikëã-samuccaya or Collection of Teachings: the ideal of theone who strives for Enlightenment not just for his own sake but for thesake of all living beings. It was not that the Bodhisattva literally gave upthe prospect of Nirvãäa for himself in order to remain in the world andhelp others achieve Nirvãäa, as in the popular version of the ideal, butrather that he saw no difference between striving for his own Enlighten-ment and striving for theirs. He saw no difference because he had tran-scended the dichotomy of �self� and �others�; and it was this verydichotomy that was the real obstacle to Enlightenment. Some years laterI affirmed my allegiance to the Bodhisattva ideal by taking the Bodhi-sattva ordination. I took it from Dhardo Rimpoche, a Tibetan incarnatelama who had arrived in Kalimpong shortly before I did, whom I gradu-ally got to know, and whom I came to revere as a living embodiment ofthe Bodhisattva ideal.During those first seven years in Kalimpong I operated from a succes-sion of borrowed or rented premises. In March 1957 the generosity offriends enabled me to buy a small hillside property on the outskirts ofthe town and there establish the Triyana Vardhana Vihara, the Monas-tery Where the Three Yanas Flourish. It was the year of the BuddhaJayanti or 2,500th anniversary of Buddhism, a year that was importantfor me on a number of counts. Besides establishing the TriyanaVardhana Vihara, I toured the Buddhist holy places as a guest of theGovernment of India together with Dhardo Rimpoche and fifty-oddother �Eminent Buddhists from the Border Areas�; took part in the offi-cial Buddha Jayanti celebrations in Delhi; met the Dalai and PanchenLamas; and had the satisfaction of seeing my book A Survey of Buddhismpublished to widespread acclaim. Most important of all, perhaps, I be-came involved with the movement of mass conversion of so-called�ex-Untouchable� Hindus to Buddhism.This historic movement had begun in Nagpur, where Dr B.R.Ambedkar, the leader of the ex-Untouchables, had embraced Buddhismwith 400,000 of his followers. Six weeks later he died suddenly in Delhi. Ihappened to arrive in Nagpur less than an hour before the news of hisdeath was received there, and that night I addressed a condolence meet-ing attended by 100,000 grief-stricken and demoralized new Buddhists.
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Ambedkar was not dead, I assured my audience. He lived on in them,and his work � especially the work of conversion � had to continue. Inthe next four days I visited practically all the ex-Untouchable ghettoes inthe city, made more than forty speeches, and initiated 30,000 personsinto Buddhism. By the time I left for Calcutta I had addressed altogether200,000 people, and given them renewed confidence in their future asBuddhists. Leading members of the community declared that I hadsaved Nagpur for Buddhism. That may or may not have been true. I hadcertainly forged with the Buddhists of Nagpur, and indeed with allAmbedkar�s followers, a link that was destined to endure.In the course of my second seven years in Kalimpong I developed theTriyana Vardhana Vihara as a centre of interdenominational Buddhism.Thai, Vietnamese, and Tibetan monks came to stay with me, and therewas even the occasional Western Buddhist. Much of my time when I wasactually in Kalimpong was spent at my desk, and my literary output dur-ing this period included the books later published as The Three Jewels andThe Eternal Legacy. At the suggestion of a friend I also started writing mymemoirs. When not in Kalimpong I was usually to be found either inCalcutta, editing the Maha Bodhi Society�s monthly journal, or touringcentral and western India preaching to the followers of Dr Ambedkar.The fourth and longest of my preaching tours lasted from October 1961to May 1962. In those eight months I visited more than half the states ofIndia, gave nearly 200 lectures, and received 25,000 men and women intothe Buddhist community.But there was another thread running through the fabric of my life,during that second seven-year period: the colourful thread of theVajrayãna. Since the invasion of Tibet by the Chinese in 1950, there hadbeen a steady trickle of refugees into Kalimpong, and in 1959, when theDalai Lama himself fled to India, the trickle became a flood. A number ofthe refugees were incarnate lamas. Naturally I got to know these, and be-tween 1957 and 1964 received from some of the most distinguished ofthem various Vajrayãna initiations. Among my Vajrayãna gurus wereDilgo Khyentse Rimpoche and Dudjom Rimpoche, both of whom subse-quently became well known in the West. The Vajrayãna being nothing ifnot practical, I naturally came to devote more and more of the time Ispent in Kalimpong to deity yoga and to the Four Foundation Yogas, es-pecially to the Going for Refuge and Prostration Practice centred uponthe figure of Padmasambhava, to whom I had felt strongly drawn eversince my arrival in the Himalayan region. As though in recognition ofmy connection with him, in the course of one of my initiations I was
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given the name Urgyen, Padmasambhava being known as the Gurufrom Urgyen or Uôôiyãna.In 1963 the English Sangha Trust invited me to spend a few months inEngland. Prior to that I had not thought even of visiting the West: my lifeand my work lay in India. Two considerations induced me, eventually,to accept the invitation. The first was that my presence might help re-solve the differences that had arisen between the two principal Buddhistorganizations in London; the second, that my parents were growing oldand I ought to see them. After several delays and postponements, andone more visit to western India, in August 1964 I therefore returned toEngland after an absence of twenty years.
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Chapter ThreeThe Embroidered Cushion
the hampstead buddhist vihara was situated on Haverstock Hill, op-posite a public house and within easy reach of Belsize Park Under-ground Station. It was a narrow, three-storey terrace property with abasement, and it was permeated by a peculiar smell which I subse-quently identified as that of a combination of dry rot and boiled cabbage.At the time of my arrival the Vihara�s only occupants were AnandaBodhi and the three novices. The latter had all been ordained by Venera-ble Saddhatissa, the incumbent of the Sinhalese Vihara at Chiswick(Ananda Bodhi as a junior bhikkhu was not competent to ordain), but itwas Ananda Bodhi with whom they actually lived. Two of the noviceswere English and one was German (Ananda Bodhi himself was aCanadian), and all three wore dark brown habits girt about the waistwith a cord, so that they looked more like Franciscan friars than Bud-dhist monks. When they went out they donned voluminous cloaks ofthe same colour, as did Ananda Bodhi whenever he did not want his yel-low robes to be seen.As none of them spent much time at the Vihara I usually saw themonly at breakfast and lunch (there was of course no evening meal), andnot always even then. On those occasions when we did eat together nei-ther Ananda Bodhi nor the novices made the slightest attempt to includeme in the conversation, or to let me know what was going on, and anyquestion I put received no more than a perfunctory reply. The noviceswere totally wrapped up in Ananda Bodhi, and Ananda Bodhi clearlywas wrapped up in himself and in his own schemes. Considering that Iwas a senior monk, their behaviour was a violation of monastic etiquette:it was deplorable even by the most elementary standards of decency; butI said nothing, kept my ears open, and bided my time.One day the conversation over lunch was more than usually ani-mated. Ananda Bodhi and the novices were all wildly excited; even the



rather saturnine orderer of the more expensive kind of salmon was af-fected by the general mood. I gathered that they had spent the morningat Hampstead Town Hall, where an international psychiatric congresswas being held that week. It was not clear in what capacity AnandaBodhi himself had been present (he was not a psychiatrist), but he hadintervened in the morning�s debate, apparently speaking from the gal-lery, and after criticizing the current methods of treating schizophreniahad confidently assured the assembled psychiatrists that the conditionwas curable and that it could be cured by means of Buddhist meditation.The kind of meditation he had in mind was the controversial Burmese�insight meditation�, his teaching of which was a principal cause of thedifferences that had arisen between the Sangha Association, as repre-sented by him, and the Buddhist Society, as represented by ChristmasHumphreys � differences with which I would soon be having to deal.How the psychiatrists had responded to the intervention � whether withinterest, or astonishment, or amusement � did not transpire. AnandaBodhi obviously was elated by what he had done, while the three nov-ices gazed at him more admiringly than ever. The Master had spoken,their shining eyes seemed to say, and a new era was about to dawn forthe world.In the midst of the jubilation the telephone rang, and Ananda Bodhianswered it. The caller was Beth, whose name I had already heardbandied about. It seemed she telephoned the Vihara frequently, some-times twice or thrice a day, to ask if she had the permission of �theSangha� to open a window, or wash her hair, or do one of a number ofother quite ordinary things. Whether or not she was a schizophrenic,and whether or not Ananda Bodhi was treating her, I do not know, butthe novices regarded poor Beth as a great joke, and talked about her inthe most unfeeling manner. Later I inherited her, so to speak, and thetelephone calls turned into a series of long, rambling letters that eventu-ally petered out.More than once, during those first few days of mine at the HampsteadBuddhist Vihara, the conversation at mealtimes revolved round variousschemes of Ananda Bodhi�s. These were referred to, as often as not, in anallusive manner that was obviously intended to keep me in the dark as towhat was going on, but I gathered that Ananda Bodhi had purchased, orwas about to purchase, a large country house in Scotland. The projectwas being funded by one of his supporters, an elderly spinster, and theplace was to serve as his personal headquarters and be quite separatefrom, and independent of, the Hampstead Buddhist Vihara. I also gath-

THE EMBRO I D ER ED CUSH ION 1 7



ered that two other members of the English Sangha (or rather, of theSangha in England) would shortly be arriving in England. They wouldbe arriving from Burma, where they had been undergoing training asmeditation teachers.Mangalo and Vimalo were much more friendly than Ananda Bodhi,and much more communicative, so that I soon had a better understand-ing of what was going on, not only at the Vihara itself but also within thewider British Buddhist movement. Like Ananda Bodhi, both were con-siderably junior to me, in years as well as in respect of monastic ordina-tion, and like Ananda Bodhi both were, of course, Theravãdins. Mangalowas English, and evidently from an upper middle-class family. He wastall and thin, with a round, monkey-like head and protruding ears, andthough not really ill-natured he was much given to indulging in ridicule.As I afterwards discovered, he had given up a promising career at theForeign Office � and left a fiancée � in order to become a Buddhist monk.Vimalo, who was German, presented a more robust appearance.Pink-faced and smiling, he bore himself stiffly, and was somewhat slowof speech. I never learned anything about his background, but he had atwin brother who also had become a bhikkhu and who for a while hadlived at the Vihara with him and Mangalo. This brother had returned toGermany, where he had disrobed and married and was now a yogateacher.Different though the English and the German bhikkhu were in charac-ter and background, they had much in common. Both of course weremonks, and both were Theravãdins, in addition to which both were in-clined to attach more importance to the practice of meditation than todoctrinal study. Their position to this extent was unexceptionable; butthey also shared, unfortunately, an attitude that I later on found to becharacteristic of a certain kind of Western Theravãdin, whether memberof the monastic order or lay supporter. While unsympathetic and evenhostile to the Mahãyãna, they at the same time were strongly drawn toChristianity, especially in its more mystical aspects. Theravãda Bud-dhism and Christianity, they seemed to believe, had more in commonwith each other than had Theravãda Buddhism and the Mahãyãna. Itwas as though one could be a Theravãdin Buddhist without ceasing tobe a Christian, whereas if one was a Theravãdin it was not possible forone to be a Mahãyãnist or even to accept the Mahãyãna as a genuinelyBuddhist tradition. My own position was clean contrary to this. For me,theistic Christianity and non-theistic Buddhism were radically incom-patible, so that it was impossible for a Buddhist to be at the same time a
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Christian, or a Christian a Buddhist, even though it might be possible forthem to appreciate some of the more peripheral features of the religionto which they did not belong. During the period of my acquaintancewith Mangalo and Vimalo (we were never close friends) the three of ustherefore had some interesting discussions, and the differences betweenme and my two colleagues sometimes had amusing consequences.I once happened to refer to the fact that for orthodox Christians thedogmas of Christianity were true in the literal sense, citing as an exampletheir belief that Christ ascended bodily into heaven after his death on thecross. Mangalo emphatically denied this. According to him, the ascen-sion was a purely spiritual event; its significance was symbolic, and noChristian believed otherwise. To this I replied that the doctrine of thebodily ascension of Christ was one of the Thirty-nine Articles of theChurch of England. But this too Mangalo refused to accept, declaringthat it was just another example of the way in which I misrepresentedChristianity. Fortunately in the Vihara library there was a copy of theBook of Common Prayer bound up in one volume with the Bible. Turningto the Thirty-nine Articles, I read out Article 4, Of the Resurrection ofChrist:Christ did truly rise again from death, and took again his body, withflesh, bones, and all things appertaining to the perfection of Man�snature; wherewith he ascended into Heaven, and there sitteth, until hereturn to judge all Men at the last day.For once Mangalo �had not what to say�. On another occasion I returnedfrom a short stay at the Sangha Trust�s meditation centre at Biddulph, inStaffordshire, to find people expressing their dissatisfaction with theprevious Sunday�s lecture, which I had asked Vimalo to give in my place.All the German bhikkhu had done, they complained, was to read out aseries of extracts � more than thirty of them � from the writings ofMeister Eckhart. �We come to the Vihara to hear the Dharma,� some ofthem told me, �not to learn about Christian mysticism.� The two inci-dents lay in the future, but I mention them in this place, partly becausethey revealed something about the state of Buddhism in Britain at thetime and partly because Mangalo and Vimalo play little further part inmy story. (Mangalo disrobed a few years later and became an Anglicanpriest.) Meanwhile the two of them were there at the Vihara with me,and shortly after their arrival we agreed that since four Westernbhikkhus were now living under the same roof we ought to hold a chap-ter meeting.
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We met in the front room on the first floor, where lectures were heldand where a green-and-gold Thai shrine, complete with shining brassBuddha image, stood against the far wall. To the left of the shrine, and tothe right, two chairs had been placed, and on one of the chairs next to theshrine there was an embroidered cushion. When Ananda Bodhi at lastswept in, he straightway plumped himself down on the chair with theembroidered cushion, as if it were his by right. Vimalo at once objected.�We ought to let Venerable Sangharakshita sit there,� he said bluntly, �ashe is senior to us.� Whereupon the Canadian monk vacated the chairwith a very ill grace, I took my seat on it, and our meeting began. I do notremember what we discussed. Probably it was on this occasion that itwas agreed between us that during the winter Mangalo and Vimalowould take it in turns to live for a month at a time at the Biddulph centreand be available for individual instruction in meditation. Ananda Bodhitook very little part in the proceedings. His being compelled to relin-quish the seat of honour seemed to have shaken him badly, and he mayhave been thinking that the incident represented a deposition from thethrone of his hitherto unquestioned supremacy at the Vihara and withinthe English Sangha Association. Whether this was actually the case ornot, I noticed that whereas when surrounded by the admiring noviceshe was quite bumptious, in the presence of his fellow bhikkhus he wasmore like a pricked balloon. No wonder he avoided our company asmuch as he could! I also noticed that Vimalo did not take him very seri-ously, and at times spoke of him slightingly.After the chapter meeting none of us saw much of Ananda Bodhi.When in London he usually stayed at the English Sangha�s old home inSwiss Cottage, the lease on which had not quite run out. I therefore tookpossession of his room at the Vihara. It was situated on the second floorof the building, immediately above the meeting room, and was knownas �the abbot�s room�. Beside the bed I found a crystal ball, together withhalf a dozen yards of black velvet.
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Chapter FourFamily Reunions and a Big Disappointment
my parents had separated during the War, when I was still living athome. Later they were divorced, and each remarried. Once I had meltedinto the Indian background and disappeared, for prudential reasons Istopped writing to them (I did not want the Army to be able to track medown, supposing it was minded to do so), and once I had gone forth as ahomeless wanderer I naturally thought it incumbent upon me to severall earthly ties. It was not that I did not love my parents, but that I lovedthe Dharma more, and wanted to devote my whole life to it; and devot-ing my life to the Dharma, I had concluded, meant becoming a monk,with all that this entailed in the way of separation from society and thefamily. Whenever I thought of my parents, and I certainly did think ofthem from time to time, it was with unalloyed affection, and gratitudefor having given me a happy childhood. In any case, while in Ceylon Ihad told them that I was thinking of becoming a monk in India after de-mobilization and they had, in effect, given me their blessing.At the time the English Sangha Trust invited me to England I had beena bhikshu for nearly fourteen years, during which period a change in myattitude to the monastic life had taken place. Though continuing to valuereal, as distinct from merely formal, monasticism, I no longer saw monas-tic life and spiritual life as virtually identical, which is the strict Theravãdinposition, nor did I any longer see monastic life as necessarily involvingan austere aloofness from the world. I therefore accepted the Trust�s in-vitation, not only because I might be able to help resolve the differencesbetween the English Sangha Association and the Buddhist Society, butalso because it would give me an opportunity of seeing my parents.My mother was living in Rayleigh, in Essex, and within a week of myarrival in England I had caught the train at Liverpool Street and was onmy way to see her. She had written to me some months earlier, havingobtained my address from Christmas Humphreys, who had informed



her that I was expected in the country shortly. This I had immediatelyconfirmed, thus giving her plenty of time to get used to the idea of seeingme again. Our meeting was a joyful one. I would not have been sur-prised if my mother had become emotional and shed a few tears, or evenif she had reproached me for having kept her without news of mywhereabouts for so many years, but she did neither. She simply wasoverjoyed to see me, and it was clear from her demeanour that the onlything that mattered to her was that I was actually there at last. She hadbeen a widow for three years and lived alone, though John, her eldergrandson, who was nineteen and whom she had brought up, still had aroom at the bungalow. News having been exchanged over a cup of tea, Igave her the presents I had brought. They included a set of six silver tea-spoons, of ornate Newar workmanship, each one of which was set with aturquoise. The following day she took me with her when she went outshopping, and proudly introduced me to the numerous friends she meton the way. What they made of my shaven head and yellow robes Icould not tell, for they were much too polite to show any surprise atthem and behaved as though meeting a Buddhist monk in the highstreet was an everyday occurrence.In outward appearance my mother was very little changed. Thoughshe had grown a trifle stout, her expression was still youthful and herstep light. But mentally there had been a change, though perhaps it wasnot so much a change as a development, a maturation, of qualities al-ready present in her. She seemed more confident and self-assured than Iremembered her to have been. I attributed this to the fact that during theseventeen years of her second marriage she had travelled abroad a lotwith her husband, an inspector of school supplies whose official dutiesfrequently took him to conferences in Europe. Her favourite countries,she told me, were Switzerland and Austria. They were so clean!But if there had been little change in the outward appearance of mymother, the years had not dealt quite so kindly with my sister, who cameto see me on the second or third day of my visit, my mother not havingallowed her to come any earlier as she wanted to have me entirely to her-self for a while. Joan was fifteen months younger than me, but alreadythere were silver threads in her dark brown hair and it was soon appar-ent that she was a habitual smoker. She had been a young girl when I leftEngland; now she was a haggard-faced woman on the verge of middleage. As my mother afterwards told me, she had led an adventurous �even a hectic � life, had married more than once, had given birth to threechildren and now was expecting a fourth, and for several years had lived
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� to my mother�s horror � in a real gypsy caravan, as she had an aversionto the city, to houses, and to ordinary domestic life. She was neverthelessof a placid, easy-going disposition, as I well knew, and I gained the im-pression that my mother worried about Joan much more than the latterworried about herself. That same day I met John, a shy and reservedyouth, as well as his eleven-year-old brother David, who bombarded mewith questions about India and wanted me to �talk Hindu�. I may alsohave met Joan�s husband Eddie, who was ten or twelve years her seniorand whose entire working life had been spent with Ford Motors.My father was living in Southfields, not far from Wimbledon Com-mon, in the ground floor flat of the terrace house that had belonged tomy grandmother. She had lived there with Aunt Helen, my father�s un-married younger sister, and the place was hardly less familiar to me thanmy own home. On the outside it was unchanged. There was the sameprivet hedge, the same neat front garden, the same balustraded porch,the same dark green front door with the stained glass panels, and thesame polished brass letter box which, as a very small boy, I had loved torattle to announce my arrival. Within, much had changed. Gone fromthe walls of the entrance hall were the big Chinese painting and the cere-monial swords, gone from behind the front door the Tibetan ritual bell Ihad so loved to ring, and gone all the old-fashioned mahogany furniturethat my grandmother had polished with such loving care. Gone, even,were the well-known portraits of my grandmother�s two deceased hus-bands and the photograph of my parents with me as a baby in longclothes, that used to hang in the living room. The living room itself wasrelatively unchanged, though it seemed smaller and narrower. There Igave my father and his wife their presents, and there the three of us hadtea. My father�s present was a bowl from Bhutan, carved from the excres-cence of an apple tree and lined with silver. (When I was a boy he hadbought me many a �curio�, and it was fitting that now I should be givinghim one.) To his wife I gave a set of Indian handmade place mats. No in-troduction to her had been necessary; she was already well known tome, and had been no less glad to see me than had my father. She was thesister of Auntie Hilda, the first wife of my mother�s brother Jack, and as agirl had often acted as my nursemaid.Though my father was glad to see me, I soon observed that there wassomething on his mind. It related to my grandmother. I was certainly notsurprised to learn she had been dead for some years, but it came as a shockwhen my father told me she had committed suicide. She had been livingwith them at the time (or they with her), there in Elborough Street, and

FAM I L Y REUN IONS AND A B IG D I S A P PO I N TMEN T 2 3



one morning Florrie had returned from the shops to find her with her headin the gas oven. They had been shocked and distressed beyond words, andfrom the heartfelt way in which my father spoke of the unhappy event Icould tell that it still distressed him even to think about it. I also had theimpression that he was anxious I should not think that he and Florrie hadneglected my grandmother in any way or made her feel she was a burdento them. They had done everything for her they could, he assured me.Nothing had been too much trouble. I had no difficulty believing him, ashe had always been an affectionate and dutiful son. But I also knew thatmy grandmother was a strong-minded, independent old lady, whowould not have enjoyed being dependent on others, however close toher they were, and however happy they may have been to look after her.My grandmother�s death had not been the only one within the imme-diate family. Uncle Charles, my father�s stepbrother and his junior by tenor more years, had died prematurely of a heart attack. He had inheritedthe Chinese painting and the ceremonial swords, together with theother curios and antiques his father had collected, which explained whythey were not in their usual places. Like the rest of his estate, they werestill the subject of litigation between his ex-wives. Aunt Helen had notbeen seen for many years. She had turned strange, as my father put it.Strangest of all, having inherited my grandmother�s house, she had soldit over their heads without consulting them, so that he and Florrie hadwoken up one morning to find they had a new landlord. This astonishedme greatly, as Aunt Helen had always been conspicuously devoted tomy father, and Florrie had for many years been her best friend.Before I left my father handed me my Post Office Savings book, whichI had entrusted to him twenty years earlier, on the eve of my embarka-tion for India. I had forgotten all about it. But my father had not forgot-ten. He had religiously sent the book in every year for the interest to bemade up, with the result that I now had £120 to my name. I also had en-trusted to my father the various notebooks containing my poems, to-gether with the manuscript of my novel and the hundred or more booksthat had not been destroyed when our house was bombed. These I cer-tainly had not forgotten. I was looking forward to the opportunity ofcasting a critical eye over my early literary efforts, especially the poems.But when I asked my father about them he looked blank. �Oh yes,� he re-sponded at length, passing his hand across his brow as he tried to re-member, �there were a few poetry books. I think your cousin Ezalda tookthem.� I was deeply disappointed.
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Chapter FiveAt the Summer School
the buddhist society�s summer school was the highlight of the Brit-ish Buddhist year, and had been so for more than a decade. It lasted aweek, and was held at High Leigh, a conference centre on the outskirtsof Hoddesdon, a small town in Hertfordshire. People came to it from allover the country. They came to meet fellow Buddhists and sympathizerswith Buddhism, to attend lectures and classes, and to buy books on Bud-dhism and other Eastern religions that were not easily obtainable out-side London.That year I was the principal teacher, and as such was kept fully occu-pied. According to a report later published in Sangha, the monthly jour-nal of the Buddhist Sangha Association, in the course of the week Iconducted six meditation sessions, delivered ten lectures, held a ques-tion-and-answer meeting, participated in the School�s concluding brainstrust, and recorded two interviews for the bbc. As the report went on tosay,The Ven. Sthavira�s experience at the Summer School, where hecontacted a representative cross-section of English Buddhists, besidesmeeting old friends, was a great help to him in assessing the presentposition of the Buddhist movement in England.One of the old friends I met was the author and translator John Blofeld,who four or five years earlier had spent three weeks with me inKalimpong. He was not only a friend but a fellow disciple, the two of ushaving received the Vajrasattva initiation together from DudjomRimpoche. Another report, which appeared in TheMiddleWay, the quar-terly journal of the Buddhist Society, spoke of me as combining the threeapproaches of the Hînayãna, Mahãyãna, and Vajrayãna, and as showinghow the seeds of the last two are found in the first, and how the laterdevelopments grew without losing the fundamentals of the earlier



approach. At the morning study classes, according to the same source, Ioutlined the Theravãda and Tibetan schools.Thirty-three years later I have little or no distinct recollection of all this,which is why I am having to rely on the two journals for an account ofwhat was, nevertheless, my first important assignment on my return toEngland. But although I have no distinct recollection of what I did at myfirst Summer School, in the way of delivering lectures and conductingmeditation classes, a few vivid, if unconnected, impressions still remain,one of them sufficiently striking for me to have wanted to set it down inmy notebook shortly afterwards. There also survives an article I wrotefor The Middle Way on �Twenty Years After: Impressions of Buddhism inEngland�. In this article I commented on the fact that a high proportionof Western Buddhists seemed interested in meditation. I also gave an ac-count of an experiment in Guided Meditation, as I called it, that I con-ducted at the morning meditation sessions.The dining room at High Leigh was occupied by rows of long tables,with seating on either side. There were separate tables for vegetariansand non-vegetarians. At breakfast the first day I joined the vegetarians,among whom were Maurice Walshe, the Chairman of the EnglishSangha Trust, and his wife Ruth, both of whom had already been to seeme at the Vihara. In previous years, monks attending the SummerSchool had always eaten by themselves, thus reinforcing the rigidTheravãdin separation between monks and the lay community, and thefact that I chose to do otherwise occasioned a certain amount of astonish-ment. But it also gave rise to a good deal of pleasure, so that I still have avivid impression of the satisfaction and delight with which people re-ceived me when I sat down at their table that morning and the joy withwhich they hastened to serve me. Christmas Humphreys and his entou-rage, I noticed, were not vegetarians.Anne Lobstein may or may not have been part of the entourage. Shewas a short, fresh-faced woman of about forty who, I afterwards learned,had written an article that the editor of TheMiddleWay refused to accept,on the grounds that it contained, besides an account of the writer�s mys-tical experiences, revelations concerning her love life. At the SummerSchool she took the morning study class in Zen, and it was this class I de-cided to sit in on as part of my programme of informing myself about thecurrent state of Buddhism in Britain. When I walked in, the class waspleasantly surprised, but Anne looked shocked. �Oh no!� she cried, �Thisis not fair.� �In Zen everything is fair,� I retorted, as I took my seat, and thepoor woman had no alternative but to proceed. There would be a short
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period of quiet reflection, she at length announced, in an unsteady voice,presumably so that she would have time to compose herself. When wehad sat with closed eyes for ten or fifteen minutes she gave a confused,rambling talk about the trees and the flowers and the butterflies, andabout the blue sky and the bright sunshine (and indeed it was a gloriousAugust day outside), and about how it was all One, and how that wasZen. Years later, when we were better acquainted, she told me that theepisode had caused her deep embarrassment. She was then new to Zen,and had never taken a Zen class before, but Mr Humphreys had askedher to do so, and as she regarded him as her teacher (she was a memberof his Zen class at the Buddhist Society) she felt unable to refuse.Humphreys himself spoke more than once that week, his principalcontribution in this regard being the evening lecture he gave on �A Bud-dhist Travelogue�. In this lecture he compared the spiritual life to climb-ing up the side of a mountain, and at one point described the spiritualmountaineer as �hacking off great bleeding lumps of self� in the course ofhis ascent. The violent image made me shudder at the time, and it makesme shudder still. Of my own lectures I remember nothing. I do, how-ever, remember an incident that took place immediately before one ofthem. Christmas Humphreys was to take the chair. On arriving at thelecture hall I found him waiting impatiently outside the door. �You�retwo minutes late,� he observed disapprovingly, looking up at the clockabove the lintel as though for confirmation of his words. I could hardlyexplain that in India I was accustomed to meetings beginning two hourslate, and murmured something about not having a watch. The upshotwas that the following day he sent me into Hoddesdon with MurielDaw, his Meetings Secretary, to choose a watch for myself at the localjewellers. The day being my birthday, it would be a birthday present tome from him and the Buddhist Society. At the jewellers I unwittinglyselected what I afterwards came to know was a quite expensive watch,but it lasted me a long time, and served to remind me that I was now liv-ing in a different culture, with a different set of values, one of which waspunctuality.The impression that was sufficiently striking for me to want to set itdown in my notebook, once I was back at the Vihara, related to the dem-onstrations of ikebana, the Japanese art of flower arrangement, thatwere given towards the end of the week by Stella Coe and her pupils.Stella Coe was a leading ikebana teacher, so I gathered, and a regular vis-itor to the Summer School. Some of the flower arrangements appearedto have a therapeutic effect. This was particularly the case with an
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arrangement representing a thoroughly selfish person carrying �a heavycoil of knotty karma�, the work of a stout, middle-aged woman in a bluedress. As my notebook entry went on to ask:Did the almost hysterical laughter of the audience represent a release oftension brought about by the recognition, in consciousness, of the darkside of themselves? Does the traditional Japanese art have thistherapeutic effect, or is it merely aesthetic? Or are the two notinseparable? Miss Coe and her pupils (except the young man, acomparative beginner) had a peculiarly radiant grace and kindlinesswhich might, perhaps, be the result of continually evoking, through theflower-arrangements, images of beauty from the unconscious andincorporating � even assimilating � them into consciousness.Whatever the explanation may have been, the grace and kindliness ofStella Coe and her three women pupils was very evident, and it glad-dened my heart to see such a high degree of emotional positivity.The differences that had arisen between the Sangha Association andthe Buddhist Society were connected with the teaching of a particularform of meditation. I was therefore concerned to find out what placemeditation occupied in the lives of British Buddhists, and in my article�Twenty Years After� I touched on the subject. A high proportion ofWestern Buddhists seemed interested in meditation, and it was signifi-cant that at the Summer School there were four different meditation ses-sions a day, all of them well attended. In view of the alarmingly highincidence of mental strain and disorder this interest was natural, I ob-served, adding that it was always to be borne in mind that the signifi-cance of Buddhist meditation was not merely psychological butprimarily spiritual: its goal was Enlightenment. The article continued:Some people at the Summer School, however, regretted that a widerrange of meditation practices were not available. As one of them toldme, �We aren�t attracted by Zen, and we don�t like Vipassanã, and theredoesn�t seem to be anything in between.� Actually there is very much �inbetween�. At the 9.30 meditation sessions I conducted an experiment inwhat I afterwards called Guided Meditation, the class progressing fromone stage to another of Mettã Bhãvanã (Development of Love) practiceas directed at five-minute intervals by the voice of the instructor. Verbaldirections were gradually reduced to a minimum until, in the lastsession, transition from one stage to the next was indicated merely bystrokes on the gong. The experiment seemed successful, and it may bepossible to apply the same technique to the teaching of other types ofmeditation. In any case, I feel strongly that there is a great need, amongEnglish Buddhists, for a wider and more intensive practice of the
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�classical� systems of meditation, such as Mettã Bhãvanã and ÃnãpãnaSati (Respiration-Mindfulness), which are common to all Yãnas andwhich constitute the indispensable foundation of the more advancedtechniques. I also feel that less attention is paid than might be to thedevotional side of the Buddha�s Teaching. As the formula of the FiveSpiritual Faculties reminds us, Faith (�raddhã) and Wisdom (prajñã),Energy (vîrya) and Meditation (samãdhi), must be in perfect equilibrium:Mindfulness (smòti) �is always useful�.The Vipassanã that some people at the Summer School didn�t like wasthe controversial Burmese �insight meditation� that Ananda Bodhi hadbeen teaching, about which I shall have something to say later on. My ex-periment in Guided Meditation was an experiment in the sense that Ihad not taught meditation in this way before, and as the experiment wassuccessful it did prove possible to apply the same technique to the teach-ing of types of meditation other thanmettã-bhãvanã. GuidedGroupMedi-tation, as I now called it, came to be the standard way in which I taughtmettã-bhãvanã and ãnãpãna-sati to beginners in meditation both at theVihara and elsewhere. This served to encourage the practice of the �clas-sical� systems of meditation among English Buddhists, some of whomwere inclined to hanker after more �advanced� methods of development.
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Chapter SixRustle of Autumn
during the war, meetings of the Buddhist Society were held at its two-room headquarters in Great Russell Street, not far from the BritishMuseum. I attended a number of them, as well as once or twice partici-pating in the Wesak celebration that was held each year in this or thatBloomsbury hotel, and made several friends among the other members.The most important of these new friends was Clare Cameron, thepixie-like editor of Buddhism in England (as The Middle Way was thencalled), who read my latest poems, invited me to tea at her Bayswaterflat, and took me walking in Kensington Gardens. Though following mydeparture from England we corresponded for a while, it was only after Ihad settled in Kalimpong that a regular exchange of letters became pos-sible. Clare was a good correspondent, so that I learned, in the course ofthe years, about Here and Now, the little magazine she had bought fromthe poet and mystic Derek Neville, about the magazine�s failure a fewyears later, about her growing interest in the teachings of Sri Aurobindoand J. Krishnamurti, about her association with Thomas Henry Hamblin(�an English saint in an ordinary serge suit�) and his Science of ThoughtReview, about her becoming editor of the review, and, most recently,about her moving, on the death of Hamblin�s widow, into BoshamHouse, where she now lived and worked and where, one early autumnday, I visited her.Bosham House backed on to the Sussex Downs, and from the frontlawn, where we had tea, there was a view out over the waters of BoshamCreek. Clare was not greatly changed. Her hair was still cut in pageboystyle, though it was grey now, her face wore the same enigmatic smile,and she was still a chain-smoker, albeit an apologetic one. As I knewfrom our correspondence, she had long since drifted away from the Bud-dhist Society, though she remained on friendly terms with ChristmasHumphreys, but I was dismayed, even so, at the extent to which she had



lost herself in the clouds of a vague, universalist mysticism. What wasmore, she assumed that after twenty years in the spiritual East I must belost in them too and would, therefore, be in agreement with everythingshe said. �As you, with your great wisdom, of course know,� she kept say-ing, by way of preface to some New Age platitude, blandly producing itas though it embodied the wisdom of the ages. Poor Clare! I felt deeplysorry for her; sorry that she had lost her way so badly; sorry she had notfulfilled the promise that shone so brightly in the pages of Rustle ofSpring, the story of her East End childhood, which she had given me inthe early days of our acquaintance. Much as I was glad to see my oldfriend again, my meeting with Clare was therefore a disappointment. Itwas a disappointment in more ways than one. Before leaving for India Ihad entrusted to her the thick black notebook containing my most recentpoems, together with three books I particularly prized: the original,Shanghai edition of the Sûtra of Wei Lang; Tao the Great Luminant, a ver-sion of the works of Huai Nan Tzu, bound in blue silk and likewise pub-lished in the Far East; and the Bohn translation of Hegel�s Philosophy ofHistory. But when I enquired after these precious volumes Clare onlylooked mystified. She had no recollection of them whatever.Another old Buddhist Society friend was Claire Maison, who liveddown the road from the Vihara, in a block of luxury flats. Like ClareCameron, she was nearly seventy, and either because the two womenwere of the same age or because their Christian names were virtuallyidentical I had always bracketed them together in my mind. ThoughClaire lived so near the Vihara, and was a member of the BuddhistSangha Association, she was rarely well enough to attend meetings andonce we had established contact I usually saw her in her own home. Shewas obviously a very sick woman, and even if I had remembered whatshe looked like twenty years earlier she now was so emaciated, and herdeeply lined face had such a cadaverous look, that I probably would nothave been able to recognize her. Besides often being in great pain, shewas subject to moods of black despair, and in the course of some of myvisits I had to spend time talking her out of them and into a more positivemental state. At times this was quite hard work, but I never minded, andClaire was always intensely grateful for whatever help I was able to give.Though I had never known her so well as I had known Clare Cameron,or spent so much time with her, there was an incident from our wartimeBuddhist Society days that had remained sharply etched on mymemory. One night, after a meeting, Claire and I had walked together toTottenham Court Road Underground Station, and while we stood wait-
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ing on the deserted platform she told me she was collecting material forthe biography of Ananda Maitreya she was planning to write. AnandaMaitreya, who was English by birth, was one of the first Westerners tobecome a Theravãdin Buddhist monk in the East, and the firstTheravãdin monk of any nationality to visit Britain or, for that matter,the West. He therefore occupied an important place in the history ofWestern Buddhism and a biography was a great desideratum. But whenI asked Claire, in the course of one of my visits, if she had been able tocarry out her plan, she admitted, sadly, that she had not. She had noteven been able to collect much in the way of materials for the work.Later, she gave me a few pamphlets written by Ananda Maitreya and aframed photograph of him, taken when he was a monk.When I hung the photograph in the lecture room the resemblance be-tween me and my predecessor was remarked on by a number of people.Some of them in fact took it, at first, for a photograph of me. Othersthought I must be the reincarnation of Ananda Maitreya. Strange to say,not only had I been born two years after he died, I also drew my firstbreath not far from where he had drawn his last. Not that I had anymemories of my previous existence, whether as Ananda Maitreya oranyone else. Yet if I had no memories of past lives, there were thosewithin the British Buddhist movement who did. Christmas Humphreysbelieved he had been an officer in Pharaoh�s bodyguard, with a goldbreastplate of which he was immensely proud. But he also once told methat he knew at least seven or eight women who claimed that in a pre-vious life they had been Cleopatra.
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Chapter SevenHealing the Breach
the idea of forming a Sangha Sabha or Council of Buddhist Monks ofGreat Britain was not mine but Venerable Ratanasara�s, though it was Iwho called the meeting at which that body came into existence.Ratanasara was a Sinhalese monk of a type with which I had becomefamiliar in India as a result of my connection with the Maha Bodhi Soci-ety. Portly, urbane, and voluble, and my senior in both years and ordina-tion, he was working towards a Ph.D. in the University of London with athesis on Pirivena Education in Ceylon. Though there was little of themonk about him except his robes (he wore a long overcoat over themwhen he went out, while his shaven head was concealed by a beret), andthough he regarded meditation as frankly a waste of time, he wasgood-natured and sociable, and since I was used to his type, and did notexpect much from him, spiritually speaking, I did not find it difficult toget on with him. We met at his lodgings in South Kensington, and at theVihara, where on occasion he could be found sitting at our dining roomtable in the basement, puffing away at a big cigar, and jovially presiding,through clouds of tobacco smoke, over a meeting of his Buddhist StudiesTrust.One day he told me that being newly arrived in England I was in dutybound, as a monk, to report my arrival to the Sangha and seek their co-operation. Thinking this a good idea, I made arrangements for a meetingof the Sangha to be held at the Sinhalese Vihara in Chiswick on the nextfull moon day. Seven monks in all attended, the seniormost being ChaoKun Rajasiddhimuni, a leading member of the Thai ecclesiastical estab-lishment who later became Sangharaja or Supreme Patriarch. He hadbeen in England since June or July, teaching �insight meditation� andconferring with his embassy about the temple the Thai governmentplanned to build in London. I had met him once or twice before, whenhe spent a few days at the Vihara, where a few weeks earlier I had been



welcomed with a warmth that was in marked contrast to the coldness ofmy reception at the Hampstead Buddhist Vihara. Phra Maha Vichitr,who was junior to me in years and monastic ordination, was the ChaoKun�s interpreter, besides being a teacher of �insight meditation� in hisown right. Plump and self-satisfied in appearance, he always remindedme of a well-fed cat. When the Chao Kun returned to Thailand, a monthor so after the formation of the Sangha Sabha, he stayed on at the Viharafor a year or more, though not without making it clear that he was notpart of the Vihara and had nothing to do with the English Sangha. Onthe door of his room he hung a sign announcing, in large letters, �Officeof Thai Sangha�. In the room itself he installed an enormous executivedesk, quite the biggest I had ever seen, behind which he sat when receiv-ing visitors. His standoffishness saddened me. In India, in recent years,Thai monks had been among my closest friends within the Monastic Or-der. They had stayed with me in Kalimpong, and accompanied me onmy lecture tours, and it seemed strange that in England one of their com-patriots should behave in such an unfriendly fashion. Besides Ratana-sara, who in respect of seniority came between Sumangala � the bhikkhuin charge of the Chiswick Vihara � and me, the remaining members ofthe meeting were Vimalo and Mangalo, the two juniormost inordination. Ananda Bodhi did not attend.After I had reported my arrival to my brother monks, and explainedthat we needed to discuss ways and means of ensuring the continuanceand expansion of Buddhism in Great Britain, the meeting got down tobusiness and a number of resolutions were passed. I was formally recog-nized as Head of the English Sangha and incumbent of the HampsteadBuddhist Vihara, and the establishment of the London Buddhist Col-lege, by the Buddhist Studies Trust, was �highly commended� and giventhe meeting�s wholehearted support. It was also resolved that thosepresent should constitute themselves into an organization known as theSangha Sabha or Council of Buddhist Monks of Great Britain, withVenerable Sayadaw U Thittila as President and Venerable SthaviraSangharakshita as Secretary. U Thittila was the first Buddhist monk Ihad ever set eyes on. It was from him that I took the Three Refuges andFive Precepts at a Wesak meeting in London, during the War, and I wasglad to be once again associated with him. A fine Pali scholar, he nowlived outside London with an elderly English couple, his supporters,and was engaged in editing an Abhidhamma text for publication by thePali Text Society.
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The fact that I had been formally recognized as Head of the EnglishSangha and incumbent of the Hampstead Buddhist Vihara naturallystrengthened my position, both at the Vihara and within the wider Brit-ish Buddhist movement. As I realized only later, this had not by anymeans been Ratanasara�s sole objective. His principal objective, in re-minding me of my duty as a monk, and getting me to call a meeting ofthe Sangha, was to secure the Sangha�s backing for his London BuddhistCollege, which was due to open the following month at the Vihara, inwhose premises the classes would be held for the time being. It was infact Ratanasara who had directed discussion at the meeting, who haddrafted all the resolutions, and who had persuaded the rest of us to agreethat novices should be encouraged to take advantage of the College, ashe tactfully put it, and it was clear that in his eyes, at least, my coopera-tion with him in his plans for the College was no more than a quid pro quofor the part he had played in my recognition as Head of the EnglishSangha and incumbent of the Hampstead Buddhist Vihara. When I wasobliged, later on, to oppose certain of those plans because of their impli-cations for the Sangha Trust�s finances he therefore felt that I was notkeeping my side of the bargain. For my part, I was unaware of any bar-gain having been struck. When I supported his plans I supported themon principle, and when I opposed them I did that, too, on principle.Ratanasara seemed quite unable to understand this. At the same time, hewas too shrewd a person to quarrel with me; we remained on friendlyterms, and when he found himself without anywhere to live (he was notwelcome over at Chiswick) I offered him a room at the Vihara.Whether or not I had Ratanasara to thank for it, I was certainly in astronger position after the holding of the Sangha Sabha, and could startthinking of establishing personal contact with the dozen or so little Bud-dhist groups that had sprung up outside London, some of whose mem-bers I had met at the Summer School, and of how best to heal the breachbetween the Sangha Association and the Buddhist Society. I had alreadyconducted a meditation class in Hastings and given a lecture in Leeds,where I stayed with the Secretary of the Leeds Buddhist Society, RosaTaylor, with whom I had exchanged letters while still in Kalimpong. AsRosa was not on the platform to meet me when my train arrived, as I ex-pected she would be, I went and waited for her outside the station en-trance. Two porters were talking to each other. As they were standingquite near me, and had loud voices, I could not help overhearing theirconversation, but it was only after a few minutes that I realized I did not
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understand a word of what they were saying. I was in the North of Eng-land! I was in Yorkshire!A less amusing experience awaited me in Staffordshire, at the medita-tion centre at Old Hall, which the Sangha Trust had bought the previousyear. Not much of the original building was still standing, the greaterpart of it having been reduced to ruins by Cromwell�s cannon during theCivil War. There were only eight or nine habitable rooms, two of themquite big, and I quickly perceived that a good deal of work would have tobe done on the place. This did not worry me. What worried me was thetense, strained atmosphere of the place. I do not remember who was incharge at the time, or if a formal course was in progress, but I noticed thatthe seven or eight meditators then in residence all had a remote look.They were practising �insight meditation�.As tiny, white-haired Mrs Rauf drove me back to London, crouchingover the wheel as we hurtled down the m1 at a speed to which I was un-accustomed, I had a lot to think about. �Insight meditation�, at least in theform taught by Ananda Bodhi, in conjunction with the Canadian monk�sbrash personality, had been responsible, at least in part, for the breachbetween the Sangha Association and the Buddhist Society. If that breachwas to be healed, and if more people were not to be given a wrong im-pression of Buddhist meditation, then the teaching of the controversialBurmese technique at the Vihara by Vichitr and Nai Boonman, a Thailayman, would have to be phased out and the more traditional methodstaught instead. This would have to be done circumspectly. In recentyears many members of the Sangha Association had come to identifymeditation with �insight meditation�, and in the eyes of some of them notpractising �insight meditation� was tantamount to not meditating at all. Italso had to be borne in mind that in the case of some people, at least, amoderate practice of the technique had proved beneficial. But even if theteaching of �insight meditation� was phased out at the Vihara this wouldnot by itself be enough to ensure that relations between the SanghaAssociation and the Buddhist Society were harmonious and cooperative.There were other, broader differences between the two organizations tobe resolved, some of which were rooted in their respective histories.The Buddhist Society had been founded in 1924 as the Buddhist Lodgeof the Theosophical Society, from which it separated two years later as aresult of the Krishnamurti debacle, and members and friends wouldsoon be celebrating its fortieth anniversary. Christmas Humphreys, thePresident (�Toby� to his intimates within the Society), was Britain�s best-known Buddhist and his best-selling Pelican Buddhism had probably
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introduced more people to the Buddha and his teachings than had anyother book since the publication of Sir Edwin Arnold�sThe Light of Asia in1879. Perhaps because of its origins in the Theosophical movement, andHumphreys� personal sympathies (he believed Buddhism and Theoso-phy to be complementary), the Buddhist Society�s approach to theBuddha-Dharma was not sectarian but ecumenical. Besides running itsown classes and holding the Summer School, it provided a platform forvisiting Buddhist teachers of all traditions, and was the central body towhich what London-based Buddhists called �the provincial groups�were loosely affiliated. Since the appearance of Dr D.T. Suzuki�s writingsin the fifties, Christmas Humphreys� special interest within the field ofBuddhism had been Zen, and his �Zen class� (the scare quotes indicate itsadmittedly non-traditional status) was in effect the Buddhist Society�sequivalent of the Theosophical Society�s esoteric section. Other mem-bers of the society had a special interest in the Theravãda and it was oneof these who, as the Bhikkhu Kapilavaddho (formerly William Purfurst),had in 1956 been mainly responsible for forming the Sangha Trust and, Ithink, the Sangha Association, with the object of creating in Great Britaina monastic community for Westerners.Kapilavaddho was by all accounts an eccentric, charismatic figure whooscillated between the cloister and the hearth, asceticism and hedonism,and who tended to go to extremes in both directions. After spending lessthan a year in Thailand, and achieving what he seems to have thoughtwas Enlightenment, he had returned to England, spent not much morethan a year in a whirlwind of activity, and then abruptly given up therobe in order to marry and run a public house. �I like my beer andwomen,� he had told the press, according to a cutting sent to me at thetime. Kapilavaddho was succeeded by Pannavaddho, who despite hisyouth and inexperience, and the fact that he had been a full monk foronly six months, nobly rose to the occasion and carried on his teacher�swork for the next five years. All the English Buddhists to whom I spokepraised him warmly for his simplicity, his sweetness of character, and hisconscientiousness. In 1961 he went to live permanently in Thailand andhis place was taken by Ananda Bodhi. At first all was well. Both Kapila-vaddho and Pannavaddho having worked in harmony with ChristmasHumphreys and the Buddhist Society (Humphreys had originallyhailed Kapilavaddho as �the modern Milarepa�), there appeared to be noreason why Ananda Bodhi should not do likewise. The Buddhist Societyhad accordingly made him welcome, invited him to teach under itsauspices, and published a portrait photograph of him in TheMiddle Way.
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It was not long before his �insight meditation� evangelism, coupled withwhat he himself called his �hell-and-brimstone� style of lecturing and hisabrasive personality, not only helped to bring about a split between theSangha Association and the Society but also alienated a number of theSangha Association�s own members, many of whom resigned. Therewas an exchange of letters between Maurice Walshe, who was both aVice- President of the Society and a loyal supporter of Ananda Bodhi,and Christmas Humphreys, in the course of which the latter had spelledout his objections to Ananda Bodhi�s teaching. This was more than a yearbefore my arrival on the scene, and since then the breach between theBuddhist Society and the Sangha Association had been complete.I had no wish to take sides in the dispute. I wanted to be fair to bothparties, and despite the fact that my first few days at the Vihara hadgiven me an unfavourable impression of Ananda Bodhi�s character I wasprepared to recognize that he was not without good qualities and haddone much for the Sangha Association and, indeed, for the cause of Bud-dhism in Britain. He was active and enterprising, and possibly on ac-count of his Canadian background was not afraid to break fresh groundor to do things in an unconventional manner. It was he who, the SanghaTrust having received a large donation, bullied the reluctant trusteesinto buying first the two adjacent properties on Haverstock Hill, one ofwhich was now the Vihara, and then, a year later, Biddulph Old Hall. Iwas also prepared to recognize that both parties may have been at faultto an extent, and that in respect of certain of Ananda Bodhi�s proceed-ings opponents and supporters alike may have over-reacted. The inci-dent of the bowl of jelly was a case in point. I was told about this incidentby many people, some of whom had been present at the time. It hadtaken place in Cambridge, at a meeting of the Cambridge UniversityBuddhist Society, among whose undergraduate members the controver-sial monk had an enthusiastic following, and had generated an enor-mous amount of excitement. Ananda Bodhi had walked into the lecturehall carrying a bowl of jelly and a large spoon with which he proceededto flick the jelly over the audience until the bowl was empty. His disci-ples were beside themselves with delight and admiration. Once againAnanda Bodhi had demonstrated his unique greatness as a teacher.Flicking jelly was an absolute masterstroke. It was a profound teaching,even an initiation of sorts. Others were less impressed.When I first heard about the jelly-flicking I could not help smiling tomyself. To me it seemed amusing at best, at worst childish and in poortaste, and I was surprised to learn that it had provoked such over-
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reactions. But I quickly perceived that, as symptomatic of a tendency topolarization within the British Buddhist movement, such over-reactionswere in reality no laughing matter. Ananda Bodhi�s teaching of theBurmese �insight meditation�, itself a controversial variant of an impor-tant traditional practice, may well have been one-sided, and his support-ers within the Sangha Association may well have gone to extremes intheir enthusiasm for the technique, but Christmas Humphreys andAnanda Bodhi�s other opponents at the Buddhist Society and elsewherehad also gone to extremes, albeit in the opposite direction. �Insight medi-tation� stood accused of concentrating on the development of the iddhisor lower psychic powers of which the Buddhist Society�s Theosophicalheritage had taught it to be so afraid. Some of its members went so far asto throw away the meditation baby with the �vipassanã� bathwater.Meditation was �dangerous�! I could perhaps have resolved the conflict,at least to an extent, by speaking to Ananda Bodhi and persuading himat least to teach �insight meditation� in a more traditional manner, but hewas no more willing to discuss matters with me than he had been todiscuss them with Christmas Humphreys, and shortly after the forma-tion of the Sangha Sabha he left for Canada. Better to be the first man in avillage than the second in Rome! His departure left me free to start phas-ing out the teaching of �insight meditation� at the Vihara. It also made iteasier for me to heal the breach between the Buddhist Society and theSangha Association and, perhaps, resolve some of the broader differ-ences between them.The first thing I did was to make myself equally available to bothorganizations. On Sunday afternoons I lectured at the Hampstead Bud-dhist Vihara and on Friday evenings at the Buddhist Society�s premisesin Eccleston Square, near Victoria Station, to which it had moved sevenor eight years earlier. I also started visiting the provincial groups on aregular basis and giving talks for societies and clubs of various kinds inand around London, besides officiating at funerals, speaking at the Bud-dhist Society�s fortieth anniversary celebrations at Caxton Hall, and or-ganizing an innovatory three-day Christmas Buddhist Seminar for fiftypersons at the Vihara. In this way I got to know quite a number ofpeople, especially in London. After my weekly lecture at the BuddhistSociety ten or twelve of us would adjourn to the Jiffy Bar, where thosewho had come to the lecture straight from work would have a meal or asnack, I would have a cup of tea, and where a lively discussion wouldgenerally take place, either on a point arising out of the lecture itself oron some unrelated Buddhist topic. Several of the participants told me
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that they enjoyed these informal gatherings even more than the lecturesthemselves and actually learned more about Buddhism from them. Aftermeetings at the Vihara, if no one wanted to see me privately, as was of-ten the case, I would invite two or three people up to my room for a chat.Some faces I saw both at the lectures I gave at the Buddhist Society andthose I gave at the Vihara. In fact I encouraged members of the SanghaAssociation to join the Buddhist Society and attend its meetings andmembers of the Buddhist Society to join the Sangha Association and takepart in its activities both at the Vihara and at the Biddulph meditationcentre. Many were happy to do this, though there were a few diehardson both sides who wanted to have nothing to do with the rivalorganization.Several of the faces I saw both at the Buddhist Society and at theVihara were to become very familiar to me. They included the moroseand radiant faces belonging, respectively, to Maurice and Ruth Walshe;the jovial, worried-looking, and smiling faces of the Vihara�s �ThreeMusketeers� � Alf Vial, Mike Hookham, and Jack Ireland; and the plump,cheerful face of Anna Phillips, who had a car and had already consti-tuted herself my driver. They all, in their different ways, played a part inmy life during the next two years, and even beyond, and I shall later onhave to attempt a portrait � or at least a sketch � of each of them.
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Chapter Eight�The World of Publishing�
in india i had been accustomed, when not on tour, to devote mymornings to literary work. At the time of my departure for England I wasengaged on a five-part �Heritage of Buddhism�, which had kept me busyfor the last two years and was still far from complete. As I did not want tostop working on it, in accepting the Sangha Trust�s invitation to spend afew months in England I had stipulated that I should have my morningsto myself. I had not been at the Vihara many weeks before it became ob-vious that I would be spending more time in England than I had ex-pected and that there was no question of my mornings being my own.There were always people to see, lectures to prepare, correspondence toattend to � and the telephone kept ringing. In these circumstances therewas little hope of my being able to produce more than the occasional ar-ticle. But if it was not possible for me to carry on working on my �Heri-tage of Buddhism� I could at least prepare the first part of it forpublication in separate book form and write a short preface.The �Heritage� had begun as a series of articles for the OriyaEncyclopaedia, but I soon realized � my enthusiasm for the Dharma hav-ing carried me far beyond the number of words required � that I waswriting not a series of articles but a book or books. I therefore startedlooking for a London publisher, and at Lama Govinda�s suggestionwrote to Gerald Yorke, the reader for Rider & Co., then the leadingEnglish publishers of books on Buddhism. He replied promptly, and af-ter a few more letters had passed between us an agreement was signed.As it happened I met him at the Summer School, which he was in thehabit of attending in quest of new authors.Gerald Yorke was a cheerful, communicative man of sixty or more, in atweed jacket, and with a brier pipe which he waved around when talk-ing. At the Summer School he was to be found of an evening in the OakRoom, where he would hold forth to some of the younger men until



quite late, reminiscing about his experiences in China in the thirties andsometimes telling, so I gathered, stories that were not fit for the ears ofmonks. Not least because I was one of his authors, he took a fatherly in-terest in me, and in the course of the next few years I saw quite a lot ofhim and his wife, both at their London flat and at Forthampton Court,their country house near Tewkesbury, in Gloucestershire. During one ofmy stays at Forthampton Court, once a residence of the abbots ofTewkesbury, Gerald showed me the house library, which had beenstarted in the eighteenth century by one of his ancestors and contained anumber of leather-bound volumes that I took the opportunity of perus-ing. He also showed me his personal library, which was of a very differ-ent character. In his younger days he had been a disciple of the blackmagician Aleister Crowley, �the Wickedest Man in the World�, and thecollection was rich in books and, I think, unpublished manuscripts, bythat strange and complex being, besides other memorabilia. Perhaps be-cause he wanted to see how shockable � or unshockable � I was, Geraldat one point drew from the shelves a slim, blue-covered volume andasked me to read the little work. It turned out to be a long stanzaic poemby Crowley in praise of the Virgin Mary, and it had been published byBurns, Oates & Washbourne, publishers to the Holy See. It was a ratherbeautiful poem, I thought, and showed that the celebrated Satanist pos-sessed, among his other talents, an admirable command of metre andrhyme. But before I could finish reading it my host, with a chuckle, drewmy attention to the fact that the first letter of each line of verse, readdownwards, spelled out a string of obscenities very much at variancewith the professed character of the work. Crowley had been delightedwith the success of his stratagem; Burns, Oates & Washbourne, deeplyembarrassed, had hastily withdrawn the book from circulation.Jack Austin, a Westminster Bank employee and whilom leading mem-ber of the Buddhist Society, had certainly not been a disciple of AleisterCrowley; but he shared the black magician�s tastes in at least one respect.He had a marked fondness for what has been called, in disparagement,�ecclesiastical millinery�. In his case the millinery was of Japanese prove-nance, and almost the first thing he did when I visited him at his home inBanstead, in Surrey, where he lived with his wife and two young chil-dren, was to fling open the doors of his wardrobe and show me his col-lection of brocade robes. There must have been several dozen of them, ofvarious colours and designs and degrees of sumptuousness, and Jacknot only explained to me, enthusiastically and at great length, who hadpresented each robe to him and in what circumstances, and when he
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was entitled to wear it, but paraded back and forth in his favourite itemsso that I could see how he looked in them. Had he lived in the previouscentury he would probably have been a Ritualist curate, very much pre-occupied with surplices and chasubles, genuflections and incense. In-stead he was a Mahãyãna Buddhist living at a time in the history ofWestern Buddhism when the only robes with which the average EnglishBuddhist was at all familiar were the yellow cotton robes of theTheravãdin monk, such as I was wearing, and when the only kind of or-dination of which he (or she) had any real knowledge was monasticordination.As I knew from our long correspondence, the topic of ordination was avery sensitive one with Jack. He did not want to be a monk, but he des-perately wanted to be an ordained person. He wanted to be a Buddhistpriest, and exercise priestly functions, conducting services, marrying andburying (or cremating) people, sitting on interfaith committees as theBuddhist �representative� and, of course, giving public lectures on Bud-dhism, of which he had a good general knowledge. Over the years hehad sought ordination in various quarters, at one time receiving fromRobert Stuart Clifton, founder of the short-lived Western BuddhistOrder, what he believed � wrongly, as it turned out � was a Soto Zenordination. It was on the strength of this ordination that he styled him-self, and insisted on being styled by others, the Reverend Jack Austin.But while he was comparatively well known outside the British Bud-dhist movement, his position within it was ambiguous. He had alwaysploughed a lonely furrow, and even though this was more by choicethan necessity it was impossible not to admire the energy and pertinac-ity of his ploughing. In particular I admired the way in which, year afteryear, he brought out Western Buddhist, his little magazine of MahãyãnaBuddhism. Bringing out a Buddhist magazine was not easy, as I wellknew. Though now living in England, I was still having to edit the MahaBodhi, the monthly journal of the Maha Bodhi Society of India, whichwas printed and published in Calcutta and which I had edited for thelast ten or eleven years.Fortunately I had the assistance of Mrs A.A.G. Bennett. In her capacityas the Maha Bodhi�s Representative in Europe and the Americas (a post Ihad created specially for her) she had assisted me for many years.Besides writing for the Journal herself, and providing news of Buddhistactivities in the West, she had translated a number of scholarly articlesfrom German and French, thus helping to give the Maha Bodhi a moreinternational flavour. Though she had assisted me for such a long time,
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and we had exchanged hundreds of letters, relations between us,though cordial, had remained rather formal (her letters were alwayssigned �Adrienne Bennett�), and I knew little more about her than whatshe had revealed in a biographical note which, at my request, she wrotein 1954 for a special number of the Maha Bodhi. The note read:Editor of the Bulletin of the Standing Conference of the Theological andPhilosophical Libraries of London. Studied Mathematics and Physics.Later changed to Painting, exhibiting frequently in London. Lived for 14years in India and China. 1939�45 war, engaged in linguistic work; thenon a history of the Development of Religious Thought. Librarian of theBuddhist Society, London, 1949�52. Editor of The Middle Way, 1951�52.Her association with The Middle Way � and the Buddhist Society � hadnot ended happily. Her efforts to upgrade the magazine intellectuallyhad been frustrated by Christmas Humphreys� determination to keep itpopular. According to Jack Austin, at that time a regular correspondent,there had been a stormy Council meeting at which Humphreys spoke toher so brutally that she left the room in tears.The Middle Way�s loss had been the Maha Bodhi�s gain, and since it hadbeen my gain too I was anxious to establish personal contact with ourfaithful representative in Europe and the Americas and get to know herpersonally. On visiting her at her flat in Holland Park, shortly after myreturn to England, I found a haggard-faced woman of sixty or there-abouts, wearing heavy make-up and with henna-dyed hair, who wasbursting with nervous energy that evidently needed an outlet. It beingour first meeting we naturally talked shop. I was particularly interestedin the translation of the Bodhicaryãvatãra on which she was then en-gaged, and encouraged her to persevere with it, despite the difficulty ofthe work. At that time there was only one English translation of�ãntideva�s classic celebration of the Bodhisattva ideal in print and this,though very readable, unfortunately was incomplete.The chapter of the Bodhicaryãvatãra that had been giving Mrs Bennettmost trouble was Chapter 9, on the Perfection of Wisdom, which LionelBarnett, the previous translator, had chosen to leave in the obscurity ofthe original Sanskrit. The Perfection of Wisdom was the principal subjectmatter of the Prajñãpãramitã or �Perfection of Wisdom� sûtras, an impor-tant body of Mahãyãna canonical texts that had been translated, almostin their entirety, by Dr Edward Conze, who had devoted twenty years ofhis life to the project, thus putting all English-speaking Buddhists verymuch in his debt. With him too, therefore, I was anxious to establish per-sonal contact.
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We met in Oxford, that famous �home of lost causes�, when the OxfordUniversity Buddhist Society invited me to give a lecture under its aus-pices that autumn. I spoke on �The Spiritual Ideal in Buddhism�. DrConze was in the audience, and afterwards the two of us met. This wasthe first of a number of meetings, at his home and at Manchester College,where he taught, and where I once heard him speak on theMadhyamaka School to no more than twenty people � a pitifully smallaudience for so great a Buddhist scholar. Though he was reputed to havea ferocious temper, and people were said to be terrified of his caustictongue, I never saw the least sign of either. He struck me as being akindly, even compassionate person. Common friends to whom I men-tioned my impression disputed this, but I remained convinced that thatwas what he was really like. If it is true that �As fire drives out fire, so pitypity,� then it could have been that his compassion for people�s spiritualignorance at times got the better of his pity for their mundane sensitivi-ties. His, perhaps, was the healing knife, that wounded only to cure.Be that as it may, Edward Conze struck me as being not only a kindlyperson but also quite a sad one, and indeed he was not very happy atOxford. When I naïvely asked him, during our first meeting, if there wasnot a good deal of interest in Buddhist philosophy at Oxford, now thathe was there, he replied, gloomily, that there was no interest in it what-ever. Oxford philosophers were interested only in linguistic analysis,which was not philosophy in the traditional sense at all. Buddhist philos-ophy was a lost cause, it seemed, even in the home of lost causes.There were other reasons for Dr Conze�s unhappiness. Academic Ox-ford was an exclusive, conventional, and snobbish place, and it was notabove humiliating a social and intellectual outsider in mean and pettyways. As Freda Wint and other Buddhist friends there told me, since DrConze held only Continental degrees he was listed in the University cal-endar as plain Mr Conze, and since the lady with whom he was livingwas not his legal wife the authorities refused to recognize her existenceand she was not included in invitations to official functions. So far as theUniversity was concerned, Mr Conze was a bachelor.I met Mrs Conze (as she truly was in Buddhist eyes) more than once.The first time was when I had lunch with them at their flat and Dr Conzeintroduced her in what I thought was rather an offhand manner, simplysaying, as she walked into the room, �This is Muriel.� Did he feel embar-rassed? Or was he unsure what my attitude would be? Whatever theexplanation, it pained me to think that a man of his eminence and dis-tinction should be placed by society in such an invidious position. Years
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later, having eventually succeeded in obtaining a divorce from his firstwife, Dr Conze married his Muriel. But by that time he had long severedhis connection with Oxford.
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Chapter NineLondon Twenty Years After
in recent years people have sometimes asked how long it took me toadjust to living in England, after my twenty years in the East. In fact ittook me no time at all. I might even say that the idea that one needs �timeto adjust� to a new situation, or set of circumstances, and has just to sitthere �adjusting� for a few weeks or months before being able to do any-thing, was meaningless to me, not to say absurd. There was not such agreat deal of difference between arriving in London and taking up resi-dence at the Hampstead Buddhist Vihara and arriving in Calcutta orBombay or Poona and going to stay at one of the local monasteries orwith friends. Of course this did not mean that there were not differencesbetween London and the various Indian cities I was accustomed to visit.Obviously the differences between them were enormous, but for methere was no question of my having to make a psychological �adjust-ment� to those differences as distinct from my familiarizing myself withthem and learning to take them into account when it was necessary to doso. There was no question of my being given an emotional shock by thenew situation and no question, therefore, of my needing time to recoverfrom that shock.One of the biggest differences between London on the one hand andthe Indian cities on the other was a singular one I had noticed on thevery day of my arrival. Compared with Calcutta and Bombay, and evenPoona, London was a very quiet place. The traffic rolled smoothlythrough the streets making hardly a sound; and it all kept, miraculously,to the side of the road to which it was supposed to keep. There were nobullock carts or wandering cows getting in the way, or sweating cooliespushing barrows piled high with tins of kerosene or sacks of flour. Whatwas hardly less strange, London was practically deserted. There were nostreets aswarm with men, women, and children, and the few peoplewho were about behaved in an orderly fashion; no one walked in the



road, or squatted to urinate in the gutter, and there were no beggars.Compared with what I was used to when I left my mountain retreat totravel the plains of India, London was �luxe, calme et volupté� as the landsto which Baudelaire, in a famous poem, invites his faithless beloved toaccompany him.The one place that was neither luxe, nor calme, nor volupté wasHaverstock Hill, or at least that part of it on which the Hampstead Bud-dhist Vihara happened to be situated. A busy arterial road, it was sonoisy that one had a long way to go before finding a noisier. Traffic, espe-cially lorries, roared and thundered up and down it incessantly, fromearly morning until late at night, or rather, until the early hours of thefollowing day, so that one had only a few hours� respite from the din.Sometimes the traffic was so heavy, even on a Sunday afternoon, thatthe whole building shook with the vibrations and the windows rattled.On the opposite side of the road stood the Haverstock Arms, and on Fri-day and Saturday nights, especially, the shouts and cries of revellerscould be heard above the noise of the traffic. In the whole of north-westLondon there could hardly have been a less suitable spot for a Buddhistmonastery.What, then, had led Ananda Bodhi and the Sangha Trust to fix on 131Haverstock Hill as the new home of the English Sangha and the venue ofits teaching activities? The reason was that Haverstock Hill, togetherwith its continuation Rosslyn Hill, ran straight through the then Londonborough of Hampstead, bisecting it along its north-south axis, andHampstead was reputed to have more intellectuals to the square milethan any other part of the metropolis. As Buddhism was an intellectualreligion, and could therefore be expected to have a special appeal forWestern intellectuals, what better location for a vihara could there bethan in the area where the potential interest was greatest? Western intel-lectuals, who had no faith in meaningless rites and ceremonies, and whorelied solely on reason, were already more than halfway to Buddhism.Let them only hear the Dharma, in its pure Theravãdin form, from thelips of a Theravãdin Buddhist monk, and they would be sure to embraceit immediately.I had long been familiar with this line of argument. It was a favouriteone with Western-educated Eastern Buddhists like Narada Thera, thedoyen of the English-speaking monks of Ceylon, who had visitedEurope on more than one �mission of mercy� and who seemed to believe,judging by the reports he wrote, that inasmuch as �the intellectualWesterners� had listened attentively to his lectures and applauded
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politely at the end he had made converts of them on the spot. No doubtthere were a few who really did think of Buddhism as an early Indianform of Rationalism and to whom it appealed for that reason, and nodoubt they had their representatives within the British Buddhist move-ment in London and elsewhere, but so far as I could make out Westernintellectuals in general were more likely to embrace scientific material-ism and scepticism, or even cynicism and nihilism, than a spiritual, tran-scendentally-oriented teaching such as Buddhism. Apart from MauriceWalshe, who was a minor academic rather than an intellectual, duringmy tenure as incumbent of the Hampstead Buddhist Vihara I did not, tomy knowledge, see even one of the famed Hampstead intellectuals atmy Sunday afternoon lectures. They preferred to play chess at PromptCorner in South End Green.People have also sometimes asked me, in recent years, if I ever missedIndia, especially Kalimpong, the little town in the foothills of the easternHimalayas where I had lived for fourteen years and where I had severalteachers and many friends. Did I not miss them particularly badly dur-ing those first few months after my return to England? So far as I remem-ber I did not miss them at all, if by �missing� one means pining for themand regretting that I was not there in India, and especially in Kalimpong,instead of being where I actually was. This is certainly not to say that Inever thought of them. I thought of India, and of Kalimpong in particu-lar, every now and then, and with great fondness. I thought of thecrowded, colourful bazaars, of the green rice-fields, of the great rivers, ofthe mighty, snow-capped mountain ranges. I thought of my peacefulhillside hermitage, where in latter years I had been wont to spend thethree or four months of the rains reading, writing, and meditating, andhearing no other sound than that of the rain drumming on the roof andthe occasional soothing tinkle of the wind-bells on the veranda outsidemy window. Above all, perhaps, I thought of (and sometimes found timeto write to) my kind teachers, particularly Dhardo Rimpoche, and to myaffectionate friends, of whom I had many in Calcutta, Bombay, Poona,Ahmedabad, Nagpur, Jabalpur, and Delhi, and other parts of thecountry.I have sometimes wondered why, after my return to England, I did notmiss my Indian friends at least to a small extent, especially as I was nowhaving to live and work with people who almost without exception wereperfect strangers to me. But unless memory plays me false, I did not missthem, did not, that is to say, pine for them or regret I was not in theircompany. In this connection I recall what one of them once told me, after
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I had spent some three weeks in Poona giving lectures for the benefit ofmy ex-Untouchable Buddhist friends. �We have all become very fond ofyou,� he said, �and we are extremely sorry to see you go, but you do notseem to be at all sorry to be leaving us.� Whether these words expressedadmiration for my detachment as a monk or disappointment at my indif-ference as a friend, or even a mixture of both, I do not know, but theymade an impression me at the time and gave me food for thought after-wards. Detachment, in the sense of freedom from self-interest, was onething, indifference, in the sense of a lack of concern for other people,quite another. While the former was perfectly compatible with truefriendship, the latter made any kind of friendship impossible. Did mynot feeling sorry to be leaving my friends in Poona, and my not missingmy Indian friends after my return to England, mean that I was detached,or did it mean that I was indifferent? Was there, I even wondered, a gen-eral lack of emotion in my make-up?In the end I came to the conclusion that I was neither without concernfor other people nor lacking in emotion generally. But my feelings wereto a great extent buried. They were buried beneath layers of reticenceand reserve through which it was difficult for them to break. For thisthere were, so far as I could see, a number of reasons. Besides my culturalconditioning as an Englishman, which had probably given me a stiff up-per lip without my realizing it, there was the fact that the natural expres-sion of my feelings had been inhibited by my being obliged, from anearly age, to be constantly aware of what I was doing. Then again, I was aBuddhist monk, who was expected to be always calm and controlled,and at the time of my arrival at the Hampstead Buddhist Vihara I hadbeen a monk for fourteen years � longer, if my period as a freelancewandering ascetic is included. But there were other, more positive rea-sons for my apparent coldness. If my feelings strove to break through thelayers of reticence and reserve less urgently than they might have done,it was partly because they had an alternative outlet. This outlet was po-etry, which I had written since I was a boy and in which I could expressmy feelings freely. Similarly, if I did not miss my Indian friends at all, mynot missing them was partly due to the fact that I possessed a vivid imag-ination, so that whenever I thought of them it was as though they were,in a manner of speaking, actually present and I could see them. In otherwords, I did not miss them in the ordinary sense of the term, becausethey were not really absent � at least not when I was thinking of them.Not that I very often felt the need to think of them and, as it were, en-joy their company. My life was a full one, and I was kept very busy, not
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infrequently until late at night and even into the early hours. I had themanagement of the Vihara to attend to, besides which there were lec-tures to prepare, provincial Buddhist groups to visit, people to see � andmy immediate environs to explore. During my first few weeks in Eng-land explorations were limited to the Belsize Bookshop and the nearerreaches of Hampstead Heath, but later I re-familiarized myself with cen-tral London, which I had known very well during the War, visiting thesecond-hand bookshops in Charing Cross Road again, renewing my ac-quaintance with the Egyptian mummies in the British Museum, andonce more walking past County Hall, where I had worked for two yearsbefore being conscripted. As I made my way around I realized that Lon-don was not only different, in so many ways, from the major conurba-tions of India; it was also different from its own former, wartime self. Reddouble-deckers still plied the major London routes, but the bone-shak-ing trams and swift, silent trolley buses had gone, and there were moremotor cars on the roads. Launderettes and Indian restaurants hadsprung up and become, apparently, an integral part of people�s lives, tvaerials sprouted from rooftops, and men no longer raised their hatswhen passing the Cenotaph in Whitehall. I also noticed that people weremuch better dressed and had, as it seemed, more money to spend (therewere certainly more consumer goods in the shops for them to buy), sothat I could not but recall the ignoble slogan �You�ve never had it sogood�, with which Harold Macmillan and the Conservative Party weresaid to have won a general election and which, when the echo of itreached me in distant Kalimpong, had almost made me ashamed of be-ing British.But though much had changed much had remained unchanged. Be-sides the red double-deckers, red telephone kiosks and red pillar boxeswere still to be seen; policemen wore the same kind of helmets as before;the Underground was as stuffy, crowded, and convenient as ever; and inthe City there were still a few bomb sites, grim reminders of the Blitz,from whose rubble-heaps there rose clumps of pink-floweringwillowherb.
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Chapter TenA Portrait in Oil �and a Few Sketches
portraits can be executed in oils, in water colours, and even in char-coal. A portrait of Maurice O�Connor Walshe � Reader in German atBedford College, Vice-President of the Buddhist Society, Chairman ofthe Sangha Association, etc. � would doubtless have to be executed inoils, for only in that rich and expressive medium would the artist be ableto do justice both to his mottled complexion and his complex, contradic-tory character. A portrait of him in words, even one that is no more thana sketch, must be executed in the literary equivalent of oils. I have de-scribed the expression on Maurice Walshe�s face as morose and that onhis wife Ruth�s as radiant. Both epithets are only approximations, as sin-gle epithets as applied to human beings unavoidably are. MauriceWalshe looked morose only when he was comparatively relaxed, as hesometimes was after attending a lecture or a meditation class. At othertimes his expression could range from the belligerent to the sullenly ob-stinate. Most often, though, and perhaps most characteristically, the facethat looked out from beneath the stiff grey hair and prominent brow wasthat of an angry child.In his capacity as a member of the Sangha Trust (he was not then itschairman, I think), I had been in correspondence with him for severalmonths prior to my departure from India, and after my arrival at theVihara we naturally became personally acquainted. He and RuthWalshe lived just round the corner from the Vihara, down a tree-linedside street a little further up Haverstock Hill, though whether Muham-mad had gone to the mountain or the mountain to Muhammad I neverdiscovered. The Summer School had not been long over before they in-vited me to tea, and soon an afternoon visit to their comfortable upstairsflat in Hewitt Road was a regular feature of my week. These visits usu-ally took place on the days I was lecturing at the Buddhist Society when,the three of us having had tea together, Maurice and Ruth would take



me down to Victoria and to the Society�s premises in Eccleston Square.After the lecture � and our usual session in the Jiffy Bar � they wouldbring me back to the Vihara. I was not used to being escorted and accom-panied in this ceremonious manner, but it seems my predecessors hadinsisted on it. Some of them, indeed, had always taken taxis when a pri-vate car was not available, as travelling by public transport was thoughtto be incompatible with monastic dignity. Kapilavaddho in particular, Iwas told, had cost the Trust hundreds of pounds in taxi hire for himselfand his attendant.While Ruth always chattered gaily on our journey into centralLondon, Maurice was usually morose and silent, and I was therefore notsurprised when, on the grounds that he had work to do, he eventuallystopped accompanying us. Tea being over, he would withdraw into hisstudy, leaving Ruth with the responsibility of getting me to the BuddhistSociety in good time for my lecture (or meditation class, as the case mightbe) and returning me safely to the Vihara afterwards. Occasionally hecame to the Society straight from college, arriving just before the lecturewas due to begin. On those days I did not have tea at Hewitt Road andRuth called for me at the Vihara.That I no longer had Maurice�s morose company on my shuttlings be-tween the rival Buddhist establishments (as they still were to an extent),but only that of his more cheerful and communicative wife, certainly didnot mean that I saw him only when the three of us had tea together. Liv-ing as he did just round the corner, it was easy for him to call in at theVihara, which he did at all sorts of odd times. At first he came simply tosee how I was settling in, or if there was anything I needed, but after awhile it was in order to confer with me on this or that item of SanghaTrust or Sangha Association business. I thus had many opportunities ofobserving him, even of studying him, at close quarters. Clumsy in man-ner and awkward in demeanour, he usually appeared ill at ease,whether in my own company or that of other people, and he often fidg-eted and grimaced as though torn by violent conflicting emotions. Whenengaged in conversation, he would study the floor, or glance from sideto side of the room � anywhere but in the face of the person to whom hewas speaking. All this tended to give him a shifty, untrustworthy look, asif he had something to hide, or was ashamed of himself, or felt guilty. Ialso noticed that when something went wrong, or if there was an emer-gency, Maurice either became flustered and threshed about helplessly,not knowing what to do, or else panicked and acted precipitately,without thinking. He moreover was extremely forgetful, being in this re-
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spect the typical �absent-minded professor� of popular belief. Once heforgot the key to the Buddhist Society, with which he had been en-trusted since he was chairing my lecture that evening, and had to goback to Hampstead for it while we all waited outside. Later on he repeat-edly forgot to send notices of my �outside� lectures to the press, with theresult that there was a smaller attendance than usual. He forgot so oftenthat I could have been forgiven had I wondered whether his forgettingwas not a Freudian slip.Though he always treated me with respect, even consideration, andseemed pleased that I was staying in England longer than I had origi-nally intended, and though for my part I appreciated his scholarlyknowledge of Buddhism, the fact was that we never really became wellacquainted. The reason for this, questions of personal chemistry aside,was that he knew I had serious reservations about the Burmese-style �in-sight meditation�, which he himself had been practising under the guid-ance of Ananda Bodhi and which he continued to practise under theguidance of Vichitr, with whom he had a weekly �meditation interview�in the �Office of Thai Sangha� whenever the plump, self-satisfied Thaimonk happened to be in residence. He also was aware that I was takingsteps to phase out the teaching of �insight meditation� at the Vihara, atleast where the public classes were concerned, and replace it with moretraditional methods � a process that in the end took me six or sevenmonths to complete. Thus although we could regularly discuss � andagree upon � Trust and Association affairs, and although we could some-times exchange views on points of general doctrinal interest, MauriceWalshe and I were never able to touch upon anything of a more personalnature, least of all on anything that had a bearing on the practice of med-itation. Had I attempted to take the initiative in this connection, and es-pecially if I had attempted to raise with him the question of the validityor otherwise of �insight meditation�, the result, I suspect, would havebeen an explosion.Maurice�s original instructor in the controversial Burmese methodwas, of course, Ananda Bodhi, and I gathered that he had loyallysupported the Canadian monk throughout the latter�s dispute withChristmas Humphreys and the Buddhist Society, even though he him-self was one of the Society�s vice-presidents. He supported him loyallystill. In the course of his Chairman�s report at the Association�s annualgeneral meeting, which was held at the beginning of December, hemade a point of paying �heartfelt tribute� to Ananda Bodhi, speaking ofhis great qualities as a teacher and his wonderful work. Yet for all his loy-
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alty, and despite the public eulogy, from time to time there escaped fromhim, almost against his will, a caustic comment, or acerbic aside, thatsuggested there was an element of ambivalence in his attitude towardshis former teacher.There was certainly an element of ambivalence in his attitude towardsChristmas Humphreys. It might not be too much to say that his entire at-titude towards the Founder-President of the Buddhist Society was oneof ambivalence. Publicly he sang his praises, just as he did those ofAnanda Bodhi, but in private he rarely spoke of him without disparage-ment. At the Vihara, and in his own home, he was in the habit of refer-ring to the older man as �the Pope of Eccleston Square�, a sobriquetwhich in view of Humphreys� high-handed, even dictatorial, way ofrunning the Buddhist Society was not entirely inappropriate. But thosewho bestow sobriquets must beware lest they are similarly honoured.One of the more waggish, and perhaps better read, members of theSangha Association had nicknamed Maurice himself �the Mock Turtle�(�Mock� for short), after Lewis Carroll�s famous character, as depicted byTenniel � either because of the way in which our Chairman held himselfwhen he stood up to speak at meetings, or because in the figure of theMock Turtle the author of Alice�s Adventures in Wonderland had satirizedthe academics of his day. Personally I thought that with his baggy suit,dangling flipper-like arms, and disconsolate air, he looked much morelike Tenniel�s Walrus, in Through the Looking-Glass, despite the absencefrom his upper lip of that oyster-loving creature�s drooping moustache.Had I then been better acquainted with psychoanalytic theory, I mighthave been tempted to conclude that Maurice had a problem with au-thority, for it was obvious that he tended to behave towards anyonehigher up than himself in the organizational, religious, or social hierar-chy with a mixture of respect and resentment, deference and defiance,submission and rebellion. This was all the more the case when the au-thority figure in question happened to be, as Christmas Humphreyswas, an older man. Whether Maurice�s father had been a Theosophist Ido not know, but his mother certainly was one. She was a member of theHastings Buddhist group, and once told me that Maurice had had a diffi-cult childhood. Difficult childhood or not, he had been brought up as aTheosophist, and perhaps it was not without significance that the fa-vourite target of his criticism, so far as Humphreys was concerned,should have been the latter�s marked Theosophical leanings. Beside be-stowing on the Society�s president the sobriquet of �the Pope ofEccleston Square�, he had dubbed the latter�s unique mixture of Bud-
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dhist and Theosophical teachings �Christmas pudding�. This was by nomeans unfair. Humphreys was as much a Theosophist as a Buddhist. Heindeed believed � and loudly proclaimed � that as expressions of thesame Ancient Wisdom Buddhism and Theosophy were fundamentallyidentical. In his pantheon, Mme Blavatsky � a large photograph ofwhom dominated the Society�s library � occupied a place that in effectwas practically on a par with that of the Buddha. Though I was ready toacknowledge the part played by the Theosophical movement in makingthe Enlightened One and his teaching known in the West, I no more be-lieved that Buddhism and Theosophy were identical than Maurice did. Icould, therefore, agree with many of the criticisms he levelled againstHumphreys on that score. I only regretted that on Maurice�s caustictongue those criticisms, objectively valid though they were, should havehad an emotional edge to them that was far from objective. Perhaps itwas the angry child speaking.Apart from the fact that she, too, was a Buddhist, Ruth Walshe was asdifferent from her husband as it was possible to be. Not only was her ex-pression as radiant as his, usually, was morose. She was as gracious inmanner as he was clumsy and awkward, and as much at ease withpeople as he was ill at ease with them. Possessing a delightful laugh, ascompared to the sardonic grin that was all he could manage, she spreadsweetness and light rather than the sourness and gloom he tended todispense and was a popular figure with the members of both Buddhistorganizations, whereas Maurice, while not exactly unpopular, was fewpeople�s favourite British Buddhist. How two persons of such very di-verse characters had ever come to meet and marry was a mystery ofwhich the popular theory that �opposites attract� seemed a quite inade-quate explanation. But they had met, and they had married, and ap-peared to jog along together beneath the matrimonial yoke ascontentedly as most married couples. I noticed, though, that Mauricerarely mentioned Ruth�s name in her absence, and even then only inpassing. Ruth, on the other hand, spoke of �dear old Maurice�, as she al-ways called him, quite frequently.In appearance Ruth was undistinguished. She was of medium height,rather slightly built, and probably had not been very pretty even as a girl.Her only remarkable feature, apart from her expression, was her hair,which was deep ginger in colour and so heavily permed as to resemble awig. I had been writing to her, as to Maurice, while still in India, andsince the correspondence was in this case of a personal rather than an of-ficial nature we were in a sense acquainted even before we actually met.
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But although the acquaintance was commenced at the Summer School,and over the cups of tea I had with her and Maurice at their flat, it wasonly when Maurice stopped giving us his company on lecture days, andRuth and I travelled down to the Buddhist Society without him, that ac-quaintance started developing into something like friendship. We bothenjoyed these trips. Except in very bad weather, when we were glad totake advantage of the Underground, we walked up to the South EndGreen bus terminus and there boarded one of the red double-deckersthat were usually waiting. We sat upstairs, at the front of the bus, and asthe journey to Victoria took forty minutes there was plenty of time forconversation.Ruth naturally was eager to know more about my life and work inIndia, and about my teachers, and I was happy to satisfy her curiosity. Sofar as I can remember, I never asked her about herself, as quite early inour acquaintance I had gained the impression that she did not like hav-ing to recall the past. Since she was of Austrian Jewish extraction andhad, I believe, come to England as a refugee, this was hardly surprising.Her curiosity regarding my life and work in India, and my teachers, hav-ing been satisfied, our bus-top conversations were generally concernedwith matters of Buddhist interest nearer home, and in this way I came tolearn much about recent events with the Buddhist Society and theSangha Association, as well as about some of the more prominent per-sonalities involved. But communicative, even talkative, though she was,Ruth was no gossip, and I never heard from her lips an unkind wordabout anyone. She certainly did not share Maurice�s ambivalent attitudeto Christmas Humphreys. On the contrary she liked and admired theman, was tolerant of his Theosophical leanings, and was a leading mem-ber of his Zen Class, Zen being the form of Buddhism to which she wasmost attracted. She was not attracted to the Theravãda, at least not to thekind of Theravãda that was virtually identical with Buddhist monasti-cism, and I gathered that she distrusted Ananda Bodhi and disliked histeaching. At the same time, she was aware of her husband�s loyalty to hisold teacher and of the extreme importance that �insight meditation� hadcome to have for him. On one occasion, when we had become goodfriends and were able to confide in each other, she spoke to me franklyabout this, saying, with great earnestness, �Bhante, please don�t criticizethe Vipassanã. Maurice�s whole emotional security is bound up with it.�Unfortunately, it was difficult for me to avoid criticizing the controver-sial Burmese method, however tactful I tried to be. Though I nevercriticized it in my lectures, people often asked me what I thought of it,
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both publicly and privately, and in honesty I could not conceal my realviews.Among those whose emotional security was not bound up with �in-sight meditation� were the Vihara�s �Three Musketeers�, jovial Alf Vial,worried-looking Mike Hookham, and smiling Jack Ireland. Alf, who wasthe leader of the trio, or at least its most vocal member, was a pink-faced,fair-haired man in his early or middle forties who for many years hadbeen a Communist and a shop steward. He worked as a cashier, spokewith a decidedly cockney accent, and was proud of the fact that he andhis two teenage children were Bethnal Green�s only Buddhists. BothMike and Jack were somewhat younger and both were bachelors. Mikehad a background in science and was engaged in scientific work of somekind. Though knowledgeable, he was a colourless sort of person, so thatI find it difficult to give even a sketch of his character. Jack was quiet andunobtrusive, and like the Cheshire Cat was at times little more than agrin. All three Musketeers were great admirers of A Survey of Buddhism,and referred to it constantly. But while Alf and Mike were strongly in-clined to the Mahãyãna, particularly in its Tibetan form, and were al-ways questioning me about the Yogãcãra and the Madhyamaka, andabout lamas and Tantric initiation, Jack on the other hand tended tofavour the Theravãda and wanted to know about Pali texts andtranslations.Anna Phillips�s plump, cheerful face had not long been in evidence atthe Vihara, her effective discovery of Buddhism having more or less co-incided with my own arrival on the scene. Middle-aged, and a divorcée,she was a strong, active, sociable woman for whose character �impulsive�was probably the most appropriate single epithet, though �good-hearted� and �generous� would have done almost equally well, whileterms such as slapdash, erratic, and reckless, would not have been en-tirely out of place. Since her car was at my disposal, together with herselfas driver (a confident rather than a careful one), I saw quite a lot of her,and since she did not stand much on ceremony I did not find it difficultto get to know her.
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Chapter ElevenMonks and Laymen
in 1965 i started keeping a diary. My entry for Friday 1 January beganwith a summary of my reflections as I faced the New Year, then went onto record the principal events of the day, which apart from the fact thatthere were no lectures, no classes, and no travel, was a fairly representa-tive one. The entry was as follows:After twenty years in the East, I find myself, at the beginning of 1965, inEngland, where I have now spent more than four and a half months.Not unexpectedly, this has been a busy period, though an interestingone, and, I feel, so far as the Buddhist movement in this country isconcerned, a time of crucial importance.I go on to reflect on the state of the British Buddhist community, which Ihad found to be practically split at least in part as a consequence ofAnanda Bodhi�s behaviour, to say nothing of his teaching, and its appli-cation of questionable meditation techniques.On one side stood the Sangha Trust, the Sangha Association, and theHampstead Buddhist Vihara; on the other, the Buddhist Society. Now,Ananda Bodhi is out, and (we hope) peace and harmony have beenrestored. During 1965 may I progress towards Supreme Enlightenment,and with the blessings of all the Buddhas, Bodhisattvas, dharmapãlas,and ôãkinîs may the Dharma continue to spread in England!Rose at 6.15 and attended puja in the Shrine Room with Ven.Dhammaloka (Ceylon), Ven. Maha Vichitr (Thailand), Ven. Vimalo(Germany), Rev. Kassapa (England), and Kenneth (usa) who, with Ven.S. as incumbent and Head of the English Sangha, make up ourcommunity at the Hampstead Vihara. Spent the whole morning in pujaand reflection, reading the Bodhisattva �îla and going through thevarious meditation texts translated from the Tibetan. Pleasantlyinterrupted by a phone call from Holland, from Rechung Rimpoche,whom I last saw in Kalimpong more than three years ago. Said his



colleague, a Tibetan monk I probably met in India, would be coming toEngland for a few weeks and would like to stay with me, if convenient.In the afternoon a long talk with Mr Revill about the affairs of theLondon Buddhist Vihara, Chiswick. All by no means well, it seems.Read latest �New Statesman�. Very peculiar behaviour by Vimalo; had tospeak to him strongly, almost harshly. In the end he saw his mistakeand apologized but the incident left me disturbed, as it showed he wasnot psychologically balanced, and that I would have to give attention tohis spiritual development, whereas I had thought before that he wassufficiently advanced to be able to get on without my interposition. Noone seems really normal. Mrs Phillips came. Discussed various people.She gave me, as a New Year present, the material for a Tibetan jacket. Inthe evening a long talk, about Buddhism, with Abraham�s friend Ruben,who did not leave till 10.30.Ananda Bodhi had indeed upset a lot of people. There was little doubtthat he had an exaggerated idea of his own importance, and little doubttoo that he had misled at least some of those who had come into contactwith him. His �insight meditation� retreats at Biddulph involved theobserving of complete silence, except for the daily ten-minute interviewwith the teacher, himself, and the systematic reduction of sleep to a max-imum of four hours a night. Such a regimen, with its lack of ordinaryhuman communication and lack of sleep, together with long periods inthe same posture, was sufficiently demanding to risk bringing about theunhealthy mental state for which I subsequently coined the term �alien-ated awareness�, or worse, in the unprepared or vulnerable.There were also serious doctrinal misunderstandings. Sensations ofpain in meditation, the meditator was told, was a sign that insight � tran-scendental insight � was being achieved. Experience of the fact of suffer-ing thus was confused, simply on account of its occurring within theframework of meditation, with the experience of transcendental insightinto the Buddha�s noble truth of suffering � a very different thing. More-over, the achievement of transcendental insight being equivalent tobreaking one or more of the fetters binding to mundane existence, themeditator was encouraged to think that he had attained, or was in pro-cess of attaining, Stream-Entry, the first stage of the transcendental pathleading directly to Nirvãäa. I had encountered misunderstandings ofthis kind before, in India. A Buddhist friend who had attended an �in-sight meditation� course in Burma, the original home of the method, re-turned with a certificate stating that he had completed the course andattained Stream-Entry. The certificate was signed by Mahasi Sayadaw,
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the leading monastic (as distinct from lay) �insight meditation� teacher ofhis generation.Ananda Bodhi did not hand out certificates, so far as I know, but thefact that it was he who authenticated � or did not authenticate � the spir-itual achievements of his disciples was sufficient to invest him, in theireyes, with tremendous authority, an authority which the formal �insightmeditation� interviews, with their repeated threefold prostrations,tended to reinforce. It also made the more susceptible of them depend-ent on his advice and approval even in quite minor matters.But if I thought that I now had little more to learn about Ananda Bodhi,I was greatly mistaken. I in fact had a lot more to learn, as I was to dis-cover less than a month later, when light was suddenly thrown uponhim and his activities from a totally unexpected quarter.The latter half of my diary entry introduces several new characters.Dhammaloka was a simple, scholarly monk who at Ratanasara�s invita-tion had come from Ceylon to teach Pali at the London BuddhistCollege, which as yet was no more than a weekly class or two held in thebasement of the Vihara. After his arrival it transpired that Ratanasarahad promised his old friend that he would meet all his travel expenses,provide him with board and lodging, and pay him a handsome monthlysalary. Or rather, he had promised that the Sangha Trust would do so. Asthe Trust had not authorized him to make these promises on its behalf,and as it was in any case not in a position to pay anyone a handsome sal-ary (the figure Ratanasara had mentioned was ludicrously high, espe-cially for a monk), there was the inevitable showdown, first betweenRatanasara and the Trust, and then between Ratanasara and Dhamma-loka. In the end the latter, who was much less worldly-minded than hiscolleague, agreed to teach at the College in return for board and lodgingplus a reasonable amount of pocket money. He was therefore accommo-dated in the house next door, which the Trust also owned and whichhad been divided into flats that were its principal source of income. Dur-ing the time of his stay with us he proved to be a conscientious teacher,as well as a friendly and helpful member of our little community.Kassapa was the elder of the two English novices and the one I hadheard, on my first morning at the Vihara, ordering supplies on thephone and asking for the more expensive kind of salmon to be sent. Ihave already characterized him as saturnine. Forty or more, of mediumheight, and formerly a civil engineer, he moved slowly, and said very lit-tle. Occasionally, for no apparent reason, he would let out a low chuckle.As Ananda Bodhi had left him on my hands without telling me anything
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about him, it was only later that I came to know he had been quite ill andsuffered from some form of mental illness. His gp warned me that hewould have to be kept under constant supervision and it would be betterif he did not stay at the Vihara. In consultation with Saddhatissa, his offi-cial preceptor, I therefore made arrangements for him to disrobe and re-turn to lay life and, I hoped, proper medical care.Kenneth was one of the handful of men who, during my incumbency,spent a few days or a few weeks at the Vihara, either because they werein search of peace of mind or because they wanted to have a taste of com-munity life. I remember no more about him than I remember aboutAbraham�s friend Ruben, who is mentioned at the end of my diary entry.Abraham himself I remember only as a youngish man with problems,who talked a lot, and who sometimes kept me up until very late at night.As my reference to him suggests, Rechung Rimpoche was an incarnatelama whom I had known in Kalimpong. Born into the aristocraticPheunkhang family, at the age of thirteen he had been recognized as thefourteenth reincarnation of Rechung, the gifted but wayward disciple ofthe great yogi Milarepa and author of the famous biography of his mas-ter. Like other lamas who had arrived in India in the aftermath of theChinese occupation, he had eventually been offered employment in theWest, and was now working with a Dutch scholar in Leyden. InKalimpong he had lived with his two brothers, one of whom was also anincarnate lama, the other being the husband of the eldest daughter of theMaharaja of Sikkim. Pheunkhang-se, the married brother, was already afriend of mine, and Rechung and I were soon acquainted. During hisyears in the hill station he was a frequent visitor to my monastery, stud-ied English with me, and was always ready to collaborate with me in myBuddhist activities there. By the time he left for the West he had becomemy closest friend among the incarnate lamas, so that when he phonedme from Holland I was glad to hear his familiar voice.Like Kassapa, William Revill had been a civil engineer (he was now re-tired), but unlike Kassapa he was cheerful, talkative, and very long-winded. A white-haired, ruddy-faced bachelor who lived with hismother in one of the remoter suburbs, he often spent the whole day atthe Vihara, bringing his sandwiches with him in a small attaché case thatalso contained an assortment of tools and copies of his most recent corre-spondence. Originally he came to complain about the monks attached tothe London Buddhist Vihara, as the Sinhalese Buddhist centre atChiswick was officially styled. None of them understood him, he de-clared, and they had treated him very badly. He was particularly critical
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of Vinita, a young monk with whom he had struck up a friendshipwhich, if Revill was to be believed, was being undermined by the monk�sobtuseness, intellectual dishonesty, and inability to admit that a bhikkhumight commit a mistake in relation to a layman. As evidence of Vinita�sshortcomings, and the correctness of his own position, he producedfrom his attaché case copies of the letters they had exchanged over thelast few months. His own were of considerable length, written in acrabbed hand with many underlinings, and so obscure and tortuous inexpression that it was difficult to make out what he was saying exceptthat he was in the right and his friend in the wrong. Vinita, a pleasant,good-natured monk whom I had met once or twice and who clearly wasout of his depth dealing with someone like Revill, had confined himselfto typewritten general expressions of good will and esteem that the ob-stinate, eccentric old man found highly unsatisfactory.Some months later Vinita and a Sinhalese monk whom I had come toknow in Calcutta, while staying at the headquarters of the Maha BodhiSociety, left England to teach at the Washington Buddhist Vihara, thenthe principal Theravãdin centre in the United States. One day they wentout together for a walk � and were not seen again. At least, they were notseen again for many months and not in America. When eventually theydid resurface it was in Japan, two years later, by which time both had dis-robed and married. Had they been as much out of their depth withAmerican Buddhists as Vinita had been with William Revill, I wondered,and had this had anything to do with their dramatic disappearance fromthe scene?
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Chapter TwelveThe Penalties of Success
the dharma, in the sense of the Buddha�s teaching, has been describedin a number of different ways. The Buddha himself described it as a raftand as a path. It was a raft inasmuch as it was something to be made useof and then left behind, and a path inasmuch as it consisted of a series ofsteps or stages that had actually to be traversed.Probably the best-known formulation of the path is that in which it isdescribed as eightfold, as consisting of perfect view, perfect motivation,perfect speech, perfect action, perfect livelihood, perfect effort, perfectmindfulness, and perfect meditation. Perfect view is view that is in ac-cordance with reality, while perfect motivation and the rest are perfectto the extent that they are in accordance with that view. Perfect view isnot easily achieved. It is achieved only with the help of, or on the basis of,right view, which is the mundane counterpart of perfect view in thesense of being the expression of that view � or better, that vision � in con-ceptual terms, perfect view or vision itself being of the nature of a supra-conceptual, transcendental, transforming insight or gnosis.The development of right view, and therewith the abandonment ofwrong view (views that are not in accordance with reality) thus is of cru-cial importance. Without right view it is difficult to make progress on themundane eightfold path and without systematic progress on the mun-dane eightfold path it is extremely difficult to achieve perfect vision andthus to make progress on the transcendental path and attain, ultimately,Nirvãäa or Enlightenment.Right view can be expounded, and wrong views exposed as such,through the medium either of the spoken or the written word. The spo-ken word, by virtue of its more immediate impact, is often the moreeffective medium, and much of my time was therefore spent givinglectures. Besides lecturing regularly at the Vihara and at the BuddhistSociety, I gave talks to the members of the provincial Buddhist groups,



and on different occasions addressed divinity students, young Jews, phi-losophers, farmers, and Theosophists. I always prepared my lectures, atleast mentally and in outline, and they always contained a strongly doc-trinal element. I also enjoyed giving them. In giving them I was commu-nicating the Dharma; I was sharing my own deepest convictions andinsights. But much as I enjoyed giving lectures whatever the nature ofmy audience, I most of all enjoyed lecturing at the Vihara and at the Bud-dhist Society, particularly at the Vihara. There were several reasons forthis. Apart from the circumstance that in both places my audience con-sisted mainly of Buddhists, or at least of persons sympathetic to Bud-dhism, there was the fact that I lectured at both of them regularly. Thismeant that I got to know my audience, and they got to know me, so thatas the weeks and months went by, and one lecture succeeded another, adefinite rapport was established between us. It also meant that in everylecture I was able to build, at least to an extent, on all the lectures that hadgone before, knowing that certain topics had already been dealt withand that the larger, more regular part of my audience was already famil-iar with them. This was particularly the case when I gave a whole seriesof lectures, as I did that winter at both the Vihara and the Society, speak-ing at the one on �The Bodhisattva Ideal and the Six Pãramitãs� everySunday and at the other on �The �Developed Buddhism� of theMahãyãna� on alternate Fridays. Other lectures were on such subjects asthe Middle Way, Tantric Buddhism, and Buddhist meditation.Many of the lectures, including those that made up the two series, cov-ered ground that was covered in a more detailed and scholarly mannerin A Survey of Buddhism. This made it possible for the more studious, ormore inspired, members of my audience to follow up the topic of theweek�s or fortnight�s lecture by turning to the relevant section of mybook. The Survey itself, of course, had grown out of a series of lectures. Ihad given the lectures ten years ago, in Bangalore, to a mainly Indian,predominantly Hindu gathering. I had given them without making anyconcessions to my audience, and now that I was speaking to a mainlyEnglish, predominantly ex-Christian audience in London I made nomore concessions than I had made then. On both occasions I beat thedrum of the Dharma, and blew the conch shell of the Dharma, vigor-ously and without compromise, and on both occasions my efforts metwith a positive response, the only difference being that in Englandpeople expressed their appreciation in a more restrained fashion.There was one lecture that did not meet with a very positive response.This was an independent lecture, that is, a lecture that did not form part
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of a series. It was on �The Pure Land�. I gave it at the Buddhist Society,and like the lectures that made up the two series it covered ground thatwas more adequately covered in the Survey. In Bangalore, so far as I canremember, my exposition of the Mahãyãna conception of the Pure Land,the archetypal realm where Enlightenment is more easily attained thanon earth, had met with as positive a response as the rest of my lecture onthe Mahãyãna schools, of which it formed part; but in London it fell flat,probably because the subject was new to my audience and, perhaps,confusing.Not all the lectures I gave covered ground that was covered in theSurvey, either at that time or later on. In some I explored aspects of theDharma I had not explored before, at least in lectures, while in others Igave expression to recent developments in my thinking. The first time Idid either of these things systematically, in a series of lectures, was whenI gave four lectures on �The Meaning of Conversion in Buddhism�. Inthese lectures, given at the Hampstead Vihara, I dealt with conversion to(and within) Buddhism in terms of Going for Refuge, Stream Entry, theArising of the Will to Enlightenment, and Turning About in the DeepestSeat of Consciousness. The immediate cause of my giving thought to thisquestion was that some English Buddhists spoke of their having beenconverted to Buddhism (some even claimed to have converted them-selves), though the fact that I had until recently been involved in themovement of mass conversion of ex-Untouchable Hindus to Buddhismmust also have played a part. Short as the series was, compared with thetwo others I had given, it was an important one. In it I not only gave ex-pression to some of the ideas that had come to me as a result of my real-ization, over the years, of the central importance in the Buddhist life ofthe act of Going for Refuge; I also paved the way, with the help of theconcept of conversion, for the further development of those ideas. Inparticular I paved the way for what I have elsewhere described as �thatradical reduction of Stream Entry and the Arising of the Will to Enlight-enment � and even of Turning About in the Deepest Seat of Conscious-ness � to Going for Refuge which characterized my later Buddhistthinking�.Success is not without its penalties. The fact that I was giving so manylectures, and that more and more people were coming to hear me(though they still came in their dozens, not in their hundreds), gave riseto certain problems. There was a problem of logistics, for instance, andthere was a problem of space. The logistical problem was due to the factthat I lectured both at the Hampstead Vihara and at the Buddhist Soci-
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ety, as well as elsewhere, and that the programmes of the two establish-ments had to be co-ordinated. Usually Muriel Daw, the Society�s black-browed, rather intense Meetings Secretary and I did this between us. Butwhenever there were arrangements for the joint celebration of a festivalto be agreed upon, or a common policy on some matter of general Bud-dhist concern, Christmas Humphreys came instead. The first time thishappened he drew from his briefcase a list of proposals which he pro-ceeded to run through at top speed, prefacing each proposal with �I�msure you�ll agree that �� and ticking it off and passing on to the next onebefore I had a chance to say anything. When five or six proposals hadbeen dealt with in this way I interrupted him with �Wait a minute, Toby,I�m not sure if I agree with that,� whereupon he looked up from his listwith undisguised astonishment. Evidently he was accustomed to havinghis proposals accepted without demur, and the possibility of my actuallywanting to discuss any of them had not occurred to him. But though in-clined to be dictatorial he was no fool. By the time our meeting ended hehad realized I was not to be steam-rollered into agreement and hadchanged tack accordingly. At our subsequent meetings, therefore, agree-ment was always preceded by discussion, in the course of which a pro-posal � whether his or mine � might be amended or even dropped.It was at one of these meetings, I think, that there arose the question ofmy place in British society. Just how it arose I do not remember, but atone point Christmas Humphreys told me, in all seriousness, that I oughtto regard myself as being the Buddhist equivalent of the Vicar of Hamp-stead. If I could do that, he seemed to think, I would be doing very wellfor myself, besides bringing credit to British Buddhism. Though I hadyet to meet the Vicar of Hampstead, who for all I knew was a veryworthy gentleman, I did not relish the idea of being the Buddhist equiv-alent of a Christian cleric, Anglican or otherwise, nor did I see why thearea of my jurisdiction should have to correspond with his. Britain wasmy parish, and I had no intention of allowing myself to be confined toany one part of it.Space was a problem only at the Vihara, for whereas the BuddhistSociety�s meeting room held between ninety and a hundred people, theVihara�s, which doubled as the shrine room, could hold little more thanhalf that number. At first this did not matter, but as the weeks went by,and as attendance at my Sunday lectures gradually increased, difficul-ties arose. People had to sit on the floor on either side of the green-and-gold shrine, on the landing outside the door, and even at the top of thestairs, from which position it fortunately was still possible to hear my
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voice and follow what I was saying. Obviously, if we wanted to continueholding lectures at the Vihara the meeting room would have to be en-larged. As we � the Sangha Association committee members and I � defi-nitely did want to go on holding them there, the Sangha Trust agreedthat the partition wall between the meeting room and a second, smallerroom at the back should be demolished and collapsible doors installed.This would give us an L-shaped room capable of seating ninety peoplethat could be divided, whenever necessary, into two. While the workwas being done lectures would be held amid the eighteenth-centurysplendours of Burgh House, in the heart of old Hampstead.On my recommendation the contract for enlarging the meeting roomwas given to a young builder called Krishna Gamre. One of a smallgroup of Indian Buddhists, all followers of Dr Ambedkar, who some-times came to see me, he was badly in need of work and I wanted to helphim. Though I was now living in England, I had not forgotten my ex-Untouchable friends in central and western India, many of whom werestill suffering at the hands of the Caste Hindus, and spoke about themand Dr Ambedkar and the movement of mass conversion to Buddhismwhenever I had an opportunity. Earlier in the year I had spoken aboutthem at Linacre House in Oxford, when I addressed the HammarskjöldSociety on �What Buddhism has done for the Untouchables in India�. Butwords were not enough. I wanted to give some practical help, on how-ever small a scale, and the least I could do, now that I was at theHampstead Buddhist Vihara, was to urge the Sangha Trust to give thecontract to Krishna Gamre. It did not take him and his labourers � all im-migrant Indian Buddhists � long to demolish the partition wall. But thatwas the easiest part of the job. Soon it became evident that there wasmuch more to demolishing a wall than demolishing a wall. It also be-came evident that Krishna Gamre had had much less experience ofbuilding work than, in his eagerness to secure the contract, he had ledme to believe, and that he was in fact quite out of his depth. I thereforehad to become personally involved and ended up virtually supervisingthe project. There was the District Surveyor to be consulted, floorboardsto be taken up, the number of joists doubled to take the weight of ninetypeople. Above all, there was a twenty-foot steel girder to be inserted be-neath the ceiling where the partition wall had been and across the wholewidth of the building. As it was too long to be manoeuvred up the nar-row stairs, we had to hire a crane and swing it in through the window.Miraculously, not a single pane of glass was broken. Maurice became al-most ill with anxiety during this exercise, and even I felt a little worried,
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since I knew no more of building work than Krishna Gamre did and hadonly my common sense to guide me. But eventually the job was done.The collapsible doors having been hung, and the carpet relaid, I was ableto go down to Camden Town and buy the additional wooden foldingchairs that would now be needed. Krishna Gamre had estimated that thework of enlarging the meeting room would take altogether two weeks.In the event it had taken more than six.Besides my ex-Untouchable friends in central and western India, therewere my Nepalese and Tibetan friends in Kalimpong. I had not forgot-ten them either. In particular, I had not forgotten my servants and disci-ples at the Triyana Vardhana Vihara, the interdenominationalmonastery I had established on the outskirts of the town seven or eightyears earlier, who continued to be financially dependent on me, as didthe Vihara itself. Previously I had supported them out of the donations Ireceived and from my remuneration for articles and book reviews, butnow I was living in England these sources of income had dried up. If Iwas not to have no alternative but to return to India I would have to finda way of raising funds where I was. Having sounded out Anna Phillips,Alf Vial, and a few others, all of whom were anxious to keep me inEngland, I set up a small, informal organization, the Friends of theTriyana Vardhana Vihara, the members of which all contributed a smallmonthly sum towards the upkeep of the monastery and the support ofits inmates. Among the two dozen members (no greater number was re-quired) were the President of the Buddhist Society and the Chairman ofthe Sangha Association.Though I was the principal speaker at the Hampstead Vihara I was notthe only one. Mangalo and Vimalo also spoke there occasionally, whenthey were in London, as did some of the more knowledgeable membersof the Sangha Association. Since the lay speakers had a poor delivery(not that Vimalo was a shining example in this respect), besides beingdeficient in other ways, I launched the speakers� class, as it was called.Membership was open to all who were willing to prepare and give a fif-teen-minute talk which would then be collectively criticized by the othermembers of the class. There was no honorary membership. We met ev-ery other week, initially at the Vihara but subsequently (at ChristmasHumphreys� invitation) also at the Buddhist Society, and at each meet-ing there were three or four talks. Subjects (given by me in advance) in-cluded �Practical Buddhism�, �The Three Jewels�, �Faith in Buddhism�,�The Message of Buddhism�, �The Symbolism of the Stupa�, �RightAction�, and even �A Teenager�s View of Buddhism�, the teenager in
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question being Alf Vial�s sixteen-year-old daughter Christine. Soon thespeakers class was not only improving old speakers but producing newones, so that the Sangha Association was in a better position to respondto the growing demand for talks from schools, women�s clubs, and othergroups. Our �star performers�, by general consent, were Ruth and Alf,whose talks later appeared in the Association�s journal The Buddhist (for-merly Sangha), which I now edited. Maurice either spoke very well orspoke very badly � there was no middle way. Probably because he was inthe habit of doing so at college, he always spoke extemporaneously, andif he got into the right track straight away he could be brilliant and evenwitty. If this did not happen, he very soon lost his way and flounderedfrom one inconsequential point to another until he dried up and had tosit down. All the time he would be frantically twiddling a pencil or fid-dling with his bottom waistcoat button.My Sunday lectures at the Hampstead Vihara were generally fol-lowed, both before and after the enlargement of the meeting room, by alittle quiet socializing. People talked with one another or came up to meand introduced themselves. One evening I was approached by a youngwoman. She was a nurse, she said, but she also had a kind of second sightthat enabled her to �see� when someone was suffering from cancer. Shewas sorry to have to tell me that I had cancer of the stomach, and that Ishould see a doctor as soon as possible. Her words naturally gave mequite a nasty shock, especially as she obviously believed what she saidand was deeply concerned for me. I therefore consulted Maurice andRuth, both of whom strongly advised me not to go to an �orthodox� med-ical practitioner but to an acupuncturist. The acupuncturist was Mr VanBuren, from whom Ruth herself had been receiving treatment for sometime. As a result of this treatment, so she assured me, she felt much betterand was bringing up enormous quantities of mucus. (A tendency todwell on this unpleasant subject was one of Ruth�s few weaknesses.) ToMr Van Buren I accordingly went. He could find no trace of cancer butsaid I needed treatment for my heart. He would give me a �little prick�then and I could come for the �big prick� in June or July (it was nowmid-February), summer being the best time for the treatment of heartconditions. I little knew that when I visited him for the second time, fiveor six months later, I would have one of the strangest experiences in mylife.
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Chapter ThirteenEnter the Special Branch
one afternoon early in February I received a visit from the SpecialBranch. The visit was not unexpected, it being the result of a telephonecall I had received that morning from Christmas Humphreys. TheBranch wanted to talk to someone in the Buddhist movement aboutAnanda Bodhi, and he had suggested they should talk to me, as theperson most likely to be able to help them with any enquiries. Would I bewilling to see one of their people and tell him what I knew about AnandaBodhi and his activities? As it seemed I did not really have much choicein the matter I agreed, and thus it was that Detective-Inspector Ginncame to be sitting in my room at the Hampstead Buddhist Vihara thatFebruary afternoon.In the event I learned much more about Ananda Bodhi from him thanhe, so far as I could tell, learned about the Canadian monk from me. Hewas in fact extremely communicative, even chatty, possibly in order toencourage communicativeness on my part. Ananda Bodhi had recentlybeen in Scotland, so my visitor informed me, and while there he hadgiven a talk to a Buddhist group. (Whether or not this was the group thatmet at Johnstone House, the newly acquired mansion in Dumfriesshire,was unclear.) In the course of this talk he had spoken in such a way as toconvince at least one member of the group, herself a Buddhist, that hewas not a Buddhist monk at all but a Communist who, under the cloak ofBuddhism, was engaged in propagating the gospel according to Marxand Lenin. Horrified, she had written to the Special Branch denouncinghim and demanding an investigation. On their looking into the matter,Detective-Inspector Ginn continued, they had made the interesting dis-covery that Bhikkhu Ananda Bodhi was none other than their old friendLeslie Dawson, of whom they had lost track four or five years earlierwhen he suddenly �disappeared�. Now he was again under surveillance,it seemed, for Ginn added that according to reports they had received he



did not behave like a Buddhist monk. What exactly this meant I thoughtit best not to enquire. Except for his disregard of monastic etiquette, I hadwitnessed no un-bhikkhu-like behaviour on his part, nor had I everheard him talk in a way that suggested he might be at heart a Commu-nist. But then, I had seen very little of him, and he had shown no sign ofwanting to take me into his confidence even to a small extent. There wasonly one circumstance that could be regarded as being at all suspicious.This, as I explained to my visitor, was the fact that he and two of hisstaunchest supporters, a youngish married couple based in the WestCountry, had first met in Moscow, when the three of them were attend-ing an international Communist students� conference.A few days later Mangalo told me that the previous evening while Iwas away at the Buddhist Society taking a meditation class, AnandaBodhi had been to see him. In the course of the visit he had declared, inhis usual dramatic fashion, that he was now trying to �tear people away�from Buddhism as it was �too stultifying�. How seriously were thesewords to be taken? Neither Mangalo nor I really knew, but if AnandaBodhi had been indulging in that kind of talk in Scotland, and perhapsalso giving expression to left-wing political views, it was not surprisingthat people should have started doubting his bona fides as a Buddhistmonk or have even become convinced, in the case of at least one person,that he was not a Buddhist monk at all but a crypto-Communist.Though I found it difficult to believe that the brash, controversial Ca-nadian monk was truly a Buddhist (as distinct from being simply thepurveyor of a mixture of �insight meditation� and psychotherapy), Ifound it no less difficult to believe that he was a paid-up member of theCommunist Party who had become a Buddhist monk in order to propa-gate the gospel according to Marx and Lenin under the cloak of Bud-dhism. The fact that he had first met two of his staunchest supporters inMoscow, at an international students� conference, did not really amountto much. Many young people went through a vaguely �idealistic�, left-wing phase, and Ananda Bodhi, in his days as Leslie Dawson, may wellhave been one of these. At the same time, I could not ignore the fact thatthis troubled world of ours, halfway through the sixties, was still in thegrip of the Cold War, with the Soviet Union and Eastern Europe rangedon one side of the great ideological divide and the United States andWestern Europe on the other. Three years earlier the Cuban missile crisishad brought the world to the brink of nuclear war, but although Khrush-chev had drawn back at the last minute the Soviet Union had not yetawoken from its dream of a world dominated by totalitarian Commu-
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nism. As I knew from my own experience in India, its strategy includedsuch activities as subsidizing fellow-travellers, setting up front organiza-tions, and infiltrating cultural bodies (not to mention government de-partments, trade unions, and the media), and it was not inconceivablethat the British Buddhist movement, tiny as it was, had been thoughtworthy of the kgb�s attentions. The Indian Buddhist movement had cer-tainly been infiltrated, as had a section of the Theravãdin monastic orderin Ceylon. I could not, therefore, altogether rule out the possibility thatAnanda Bodhi was in fact a crypto-Communist, or, at the very least,more of a Communist than a Buddhist.Despite the Cold War, and the fact that the British Buddhist move-ment might have been infiltrated by Communists, I took little interest inpolitics. Least of all did I take interest in British party politics. I knew, ofcourse, that there had been a change of government in the autumn, but Iwas no more enthused by Harold Wilson�s talk of the white heat of tech-nological revolution than I had been, in India, by Harold Macmillan�stalk of Britain never having had it so good. But if I was not interested inBritish party politics I was interested in the opportunity of meeting aBritish politician, especially one who was a famous journalist and an au-thor to boot. The politician was Tom Driberg, the Labour mp (and futureChairman of the Executive Committee of the Labour Party), with whoselively �William Hickey� column I had been familiar during the War. Wemet in the Lobby of the House of Commons, the meeting having been ar-ranged by Anna Phillips, who had once worked for him and who hadtold him that I liked his book The Mystery of Moral Re-Armament, a copyof which she had given me, and was planning to review it in a Buddhistmagazine. So far as Anna was aware, he knew little or nothing aboutBuddhism, but years later I discovered, on reading his autobiography,that he wished he had kept more of his parents� Indian �curios� � for in-stance, a Tibetan prayer-wheel.At the time of our meeting Driberg was a tall, well-preserved man ofsixty, with rugged features and a non-existent hairline. He received uswith what was even then being described as �old-fashioned courtesy�,but when Anna, with misplaced flirtatiousness, attempted to rally himon his having neglected her for the last few months he repressed herpromptly and without mercy, and I perceived that there was a streak ofbrutality in his composition and that he was not a man with whom it waswise to take liberties. Naturally we talked about the book, and about DrFrank Buchman, the leader of the Moral Re-Armament Movement,about whom my Bombay friend Dr Dinshaw Mehta had often spoken to
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me, the American evangelist�s ideas on divine guidance having influ-enced his own. As Driberg was well known for his championship of theunderdog, I took the opportunity of telling him about the plight of theex-Untouchables, and about Dr Ambedkar�s movement of mass conver-sion to Buddhism, as well as about the visit that B.K. Gaikwad, one of thepolitical leaders of the new Buddhists, was proposing to make to Eng-land. Our host listened with what appeared to be genuine interest andsympathy, and expressed his willingness to help with newspaper pub-licity in connection with Gaikwad�s visit.When the three of us had talked for half an hour Driberg obtainedpasses and showed Anna and me to the Distinguished Strangers� Gal-lery, where we spent the next half hour and more listening to the debate.We heard two short speeches, one by Quintin Hogg (the former Vis-count Hailsham) and one by Anthony Crosland. Hogg was a Conserva-tive, and thus spoke from the Opposition Benches, and as theDistinguished Strangers� Gallery faced these we had a good view of himas he spoke. He spoke extremely well, in the sense that his delivery wasexcellent and his language polished. What the debate was about I no lon-ger remember, if indeed I ever knew. Of Crosland�s speech I have no rec-ollection whatever. But what drew my attention even more than the twospeakers was the historic Chamber itself. It was much smaller than I hadexpected it to be, and much more �Gothic� in style. Indeed, with its abun-dance of elaborately carved woodwork and heraldic reds and blues andgolds it looked less like the home of a modern legislative body than aroyal chapel � which is what it was originally. As I looked round at theplace, and thought of the great issues that had been debated there, it wasas though the fretted roof still echoed with the oratory of Canning,Cobden, and Bright, of Gladstone and Disraeli, of Lloyd George andWinston Churchill.Churchill had died the previous month, so that it was not difficult toimagine that bulky, cigar-smoking figure rising to address an anxiousHouse in the darkest days of the War. Happening to drive past theParliament building on a grey January afternoon, I saw the long darklines of mourners silently waiting to pay their last respects to the greatman as he lay in state in Westminster Hall. At least, I think I saw them.Vividly as the picture of Big Ben and the Houses of Parliament in thegathering dusk, the lines of mourners, the drizzle, and the occasionalblack-caped policeman, presents itself to my mind�s eye, I may only haveseen it in the newspaper the following day.
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Not that I was a great reader of newspapers. I sometimes looked at theconservativeDaily Telegraph, of which I had been a regular reader duringthe War, as well as at the weekly New Statesman, the left-wing house or-gan of the Hampstead intellectuals, and that was about all. In those daysthe press hardly ever carried material of specifically Buddhist interest.When it did so the item related, more often than not, to the HampsteadBuddhist Vihara. In the weeks following my return to the country I wasin fact interviewed several times. One reporter, from a popular women�smagazine, apparently thought that Buddhist monks were something todo with the Trappists. Was I allowed to speak to people, she asked, or toleave the Vihara? Another wanted to know who had sent me to England,as though somewhere in the East there was a central Buddhist authority,rather like the Pope, who sent out missionaries in all directions.But my most interesting encounter with the press came when I was in-terviewed by a journalist from a leading Scottish daily. He could nothave spent more than half an hour with me, yet in his article, which ap-peared under a pseudonym, he described at length how he had asked if Iwould ordain him, how I had agreed, and how he had spent the week-end at the Vihara wearing the yellow robes and fasting and meditating.Apart from me, he informed his readers, he had seen nobody during thattime, and the silence of the place had been uncanny.
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Chapter FourteenA Startling Claim
the college of psychic science was situated down a side street inSouth Kensington, not far from the Underground. A product of thewave of interest in spiritualism that had struck mid-Victorian England, itoffered a programme of lectures on various aspects of the paranormal aswell as demonstrations of mediumship under controlled conditions. Ihad no special interest in either the lectures or the demonstrations, forthough I knew from my own experience that things for which there wasno scientific explanation did happen, and was willing to believe that notall mediums were frauds, for me such matters had no direct bearing onthe living of the spiritual life. What interested me about the College ofPsychic Science was the fact that its lecture room was for hire at a reason-able rate, and that the College itself was located in a part of London towhich I was keen to extend the Sangha Association�s activities. True, Iwas already giving a weekly lecture at the Hampstead Vihara, and fort-nightly lectures at Burgh House and the Buddhist Society, besides occa-sional lectures elsewhere, but at that time I was possessed by a passionfor spreading the Dharma through the medium of the spoken word.Socially and economically, South Kensington was a very different kindof place from Hampstead, and a series of lectures there might be ex-pected to attract a correspondingly different kind of audience.Beginning in the middle of March I therefore travelled, every alternateWednesday, from Belsize Park down to South Kensington and to therather gloomy premises of the College of Psychic Science. The lectureroom, which was situated at the front of the building, on the first floor,seated about sixty people, and thanks to its big windows was fairly welllighted. Entrance hall, staircase, and first floor landing and passageswere on the contrary all dimly lit, though not so dimly that one could notmake out, through the gloom, the framed examples of spiritualist artwith which the walls on either hand were entirely covered � an art of



crepuscular colours in which mysterious robed figures floated throughvast cathedral-like interiors. The atmosphere of the place was not exactlyspooky, but one sensed that something out of the ordinary went onthere.My first lecture, on �Buddhism and Humanism�, was poorly attended,Maurice having forgotten to advertise it, and the second, devoted to�Buddhism and Mental Health�, fared only a little better; but for the thirdin the series we had a full house, the subject on this occasion being �Bud-dhism and the Problem of Death�.What had led me to speak on such a topic I cannot say. Perhaps Ithought it might attract some of the people who attended the College�sown lectures. There certainly were a lot of unfamiliar faces in the audi-ence that evening, as well as those of Anna Phillips, Bill Revill, and Ruth,and the rest of the little contingent from the Vihara that manned thebookstall, tape-recorded my lecture, and stood at the door with the danabowl at the end of the meeting. Death was not something about which Ihad thought very much. Awareness of the inevitability of death hadplayed no part in my becoming a monk, any more than it had in my real-ization that I was a Buddhist. I knew that I would die, but the knowledgedid not go very deep until the day I heard the young English monkKhantipãlo (then known as Sujiva) speak on the subject at a trainingcourse I had organized for new Indian Buddhists in Poona. Khantipãlosaid nothing I had not heard, or read, many times before. I could havebeen giving the talk myself. But on this occasion the familiar words tookon a vital new meaning and sank deep into my heart. I knew that I woulddie. That was three years ago. Khantipãlo was now in Thailand, but wewere still in touch, and it perhaps was a letter from him which, by reviv-ing memories of that day, had led me to speak on �Buddhism and theProblem of Death�.I began by denying that the subject was a morbid one. Far from beingmorbid, thinking about the fact of death was realistic, even thoughpeople who liked to think of themselves as realistic tended to be unreal-istic in this regard. To speak of death in euphemistic terms, to havegloomy funerals, and to hide the dead body in a wooden box � this waswhat was really morbid. It was morbid because it represented a refusal toaccept the fact of death, and it was this refusal � not death itself � thatconstituted the problem. The reason we refused to accept the fact ofdeath was that we clung to �self�, and saw death as signifying loss of self-hood. We therefore feared death. Indeed, so terrible to us did loss of self-hood appear that we were unable to contemplate even the bare idea of it.
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This suppressed � or repressed � fear of death was the cause of muchpsychological disturbance. We were unable to come to terms with life �were unable to live happily � because we had not faced the fact of death.Haunted, as it were, by suppressed fear of death, we were like the manwho sees a ghost but pretends it isn�t there.The problem could be solved, I declared, if we first learned to face thefacts, and the Recollection of Death practice, one of the group of fortytraditional Buddhist meditation exercises, could help us do this. Havingdescribed the practice at length, I pointed out that if we bore the fact thatwe will die one day constantly in mind, and oriented our lives accord-ingly, many things now regarded as important would become unimpor-tant. Quarrels would cease, and funerals instead of being gloomy wouldbe relatively cheerful affairs, as they were in the Buddhist countries ofAsia. Besides teaching the Recollection of Death practice, Buddhismstudied the phenomenon of death in detail, paying greater attention tothe psychological and spiritual dimensions of the process than was usualin the West. According to Buddhism death takes place in five stages. Thephysical senses withdraw from their respective objects, so that the exter-nal world is no longer perceived; the breath ceases; heat departs fromthe body; the dying person swoons; and, finally, consciousness is com-pletely dissociated from the physical organism. Buddhism also taughtthat at the time of death various experiences of a hallucinatory naturecould occur. One might see oneself performing past actions, whetherskilful or unskilful, or see signs indicative of one�s place of next rebirth.All this was common ground to the different forms of Buddhism, Isaid, but Tibetan Buddhism investigated the death process in greater de-tail than any other school. In particular it investigated what happened inthe bardo or �intermediate state�, the period between the ending of onelife and the beginning of another. Having explained that in fact therewere three bardos, I went on to describe each of them in turn, followingthe account given in the so-called Tibetan Book of the Dead. I describedhow in what was termed the bardo of the moment of death one is sud-denly confronted by the Pure White Light of the Void, the light of-Ultimate Reality, and how, if one does not shrink back from it in terror,and is able to recognize it as being one�s own mind in its primordial state,one achieves Liberation from the cycle of repeated births and deaths.Such an achievement was within the reach only of those who, duringtheir lifetime, had been advanced practitioners of meditation. Next Idescribed how in the bardo of (glimpsing) Reality those who had beenunable to achieve Liberation in the bardo at the moment of death are

A STAR T L I NG CLA IM 7 9



faced by a succession of glorious visions � visions of archetypal Buddhasand other divine beings; and how, if one has meditated on them duringone�s lifetime, and neither shrinks from their dazzling radiance nor is at-tracted by the duller light proceeding from the corresponding sphere ofmundane existence, one attains Buddhahood in the Archetypal Realm.Finally, I described how in the bardo of seeking rebirth those who hadneither achieved Liberation nor attained Buddhahood see a vision of thefive (or six) spheres of mundane existence, and how, if they are attractedto the human sphere, as usually is the case, they see their future parentscopulating, try to get between them, and fall into a swoon, whereuponthere follow conception and, eventually, rebirth.While I was describing the three bardos the audience was especiallyattentive, and there prevailed in the room an atmosphere the intensity ofwhich relaxed only slightly when I went on to speak of the post-mortemrituals of Tibetan Buddhism and to draw attention to the correlation be-tween the three bardos and the deep sleep, dream, and waking states,and the three kãyas or �bodies� of Buddhahood. I concluded by sayingthat death was a problem only when it was ignored, or seen out of con-text. If life was understood, death was understood, and vice versa. Lifeand death were the two sides of the same coin. Once this was realizedthere was no �problem� but only a great opportunity for which we had toprepare ourselves now.After the lecture, which lasted nearly an hour and a half, several mem-bers of the audience came and spoke to me, as people often did on suchoccasions. The last person to come was a tall young man in a darkthree-piece suit who had been sitting in the front row making notes andwhom I had, I thought, seen once or twice before. �I just wanted to tellyou,� he said, �that I have seen the Pure White Light.� Had almost anyoneelse made such a startling claim I would have been inclined to think hewas either crazy or a charlatan, but so unassuming was the young man�sdemeanour, and so frank and trustful his gaze, that it was impossible forme not to believe that he spoke the truth. What reply I made I do not re-member. Probably I simply acknowledged his communication in a waythat showed him I took it seriously.The following month he was at the Vihara for my Sunday afternoonlecture on �Right Livelihood�, and I invited him to come and see me oneevening. This he shortly afterwards did, and we had a long and interest-ing talk, lasting until nearly midnight, in the course of which he told mehis entire history. �Quite an exceptional person,� I commented in mydiary. After my next lecture at the College of Psychic Science, which this
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time was on �Buddhism and Mysticism�, he offered me a lift in his Volks-wagen caravan, Anna�s little car not being available. Not wanting totrouble him unnecessarily, and thinking that perhaps he could drop meat a convenient Underground station, I asked him how far in the direc-tion of the Vihara he was willing to drive.�I can drive you as far as you like,� was the cheerful response.�Could you drive me to India?� I asked, the words springing unpre-meditated to my lips.�Yes,� he replied, his face lighting up, �I could.�Thus began a friendship that was to have important consequences forthe rest of my life and, through me, for the future of British Buddhism.
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Chapter Fi f teenThe History of a Depressive
terry delamare was ten years younger than me, and like me he was aLondoner born and bred. On the spear-side he was partly of Huguenotdescent, his father being a nephew of the poet Walter de la Mare, whohad died as recently as 1956 but whom Terry had never met. More thanonce I wondered what would have happened had the two been able tomeet and whether the aged author of �The Listeners� and �Peacock Pie�would have understood his sensitive great-nephew.Terry�s father clearly did not understand him, any more than hishypochondriacal mother did. A butcher by trade, and a Freemason whohad once had the honour of welcoming a member of the Royal Family tohis lodge, he was a stern, harsh man of decidedly Victorian views whobelieved that to spare the rod was to spoil the child, and the rod had cer-tainly not been spared in Terry�s case, either literally or metaphorically.One of Terry�s earliest memories was of his father catching him, at theage of three, �playing� with another little boy and thrashing him, in theinterest of his morals, very severely. Whether he told me about the inci-dent in the course of our first talk I do not remember, but I know hespoke of it, whether then or later, on only one occasion, probably be-cause the subject was so painful. This thrashing may have preventedhim from making friends with other boys at school. An only child, hegrew up lonely, anxious, and withdrawn, his main concern being toguard himself against the encroachments of the outside world.Not that he could guard himself against those encroachments com-pletely. In particular he could not guard himself against them on Satur-day mornings, when he had to help his father in the shop. The smell ofblood and the sight of carcasses and sections of carcasses hanging upwas bad enough. What was worse was the fact that his own special jobwas to kill the rabbits. If Terry did not speak of his school life (and I donot remember him speaking of it even once), uncongenial as this must



have been, it probably was because the unhappiness of weekdays wasquite eclipsed, in his memory, by the horror of those Saturday mornings,about which he spoke several times. He hated having to kill the rabbits,but was much too afraid of his father to refuse to do the work or even tothink of refusing. Once, when we had known each other for two or threeyears, I suggested he tried writing about the rabbits and how he feltabout having to kill them, as writing could have a cathartic effect, and heeventually made the attempt. It was not very successful. After describinghow before killing the rabbits he had cuddled and talked to them, tellingthem how sorry he was and trying to soothe their fears, he broke out in acold sweat and started trembling and shaking so violently that he had tostop.The strength of his reaction was hardly surprising. He had beenshown how to kill rabbits when he was ten or eleven, and had carried onkilling them week after week, except when on holiday with his parentsat the seaside, until well into his teens. Naturally the experience of hav-ing to do something so utterly repugnant to his feelings, and having todo it repeatedly for so many years, traumatized him deeply. But of thishis parents knew nothing. They were quite oblivious to the fact that �asoul raged in their child� � a soul which, being unable to communicatethe pain it felt or even to grasp it consciously, simply shrank back into it-self. Quiet and obedient, and physically healthy, Terry gave them notrouble, and they assumed he was happy. When years later, as a man ofthirty-three, he tried to tell them, in a carefully-worded letter, that hischildhood had not been a happy one, they were incredulous, and hismother wrote back saying, inter alia, �We always thought we three got onso well together.� According to their lights they had been good parents.Terry had always been well fed and well clothed and had, in fact,wanted for nothing, and they were puzzled to think what had gonewrong.Having to kill rabbits on Saturday mornings was not the only cause ofTerry�s later resentment against his parents, though it was perhaps themost important one. He was also bitter because they had allowed him toleave school at fifteen. His bitterness was due not so much to his havingliked school as to his conviction that, having received only an elemen-tary education, he was at a serious disadvantage when mixing withpeople more educated and knowledgeable than himself, whether at hisplace of work or socially. Such people made him feel inferior and inade-quate and, therefore, nervous and tongue-tied.
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Terry�s place of work, at the time we met, was the New Bond Street of-fices of a well-known advertising agency. How he had managed to getinto the highly competitive world of commercial advertising, then aspopular a career choice for ambitious young men as television and com-puting would be in future years, he never thought it worth while to tellme, but I gathered that his having been �good at art� when at school hadopened a door. Once in the advertising world he had stayed in it andwithout actually reaching the top of the tree had done quite well, even-tually joining his present firm and becoming a chief designer there. Thereason for his success, he believed, was that unlike some designers hedid not think of himself as an artist manqué and did not try to be �cre-ative�. He simply followed the client�s instructions. Much of his workwas concerned with motor vehicles, especially trucks, and his photo-graphs of the latest model appeared regularly on the front covers of lead-ing trade magazines.There had been only one interruption to his career. This was when hewas doing his two years� National Service, an experience that did him noharm and perhaps some good. He worked in the company office, waspopular with his colleagues, and was away from the repressive anddeadening influence of home. A year after leaving the army, when hewas twenty-one and back at work, he married the daughter of a Jewishsolicitor. They had a church wedding, and her father gave them, as awedding present, two houses in north-west London, one to live in andone as a source of income. Terry never told me how he had met Gillian,or why he had chosen to marry her rather than any of the other womenhe knew, though I gathered he had not been �in love�. What he did tellme, more than once, was what he had thought marriage would be like. Itwould be like living in paradise. Indeed, it would be paradise itself. Itwould be a supremely blissful state of perfect harmony and fulfilmentthat left nothing further to be desired. How he had arrived at such a con-ception of marriage was not clear. He could hardly have believed hisparents to be living in paradise, unless he was as ignorant of their realfeelings as they were of his, and it is unlikely that he had been influencedby Renaissance love poetry like that of Spenser or � at the other end ofthe literary scale � by modern popular romantic fiction like that ofBarbara Cartland.Tennyson claimed that the peace of God came into his life when hemarried, and Dean Inge made a similar claim. Both men married whenthey were over forty, after a lifetime of celibacy, and the peace of whichthey spoke evidently was not St Paul�s �peace of God which passeth all

8 4 MOV I NG AGA I N S T TH E S TREAM



understanding� but the peace of sexual fulfilment after a long period ofabstinence and frustration. In Terry�s case there had been no such periodof frustration, and the peace Tennyson and the Gloomy Dean claimed tohave experienced did not enter into his life at this time. Marriage never-theless brought him a measure of sexual fulfilment (Gillian had been hisfirst girlfriend), though he had never responded to women in a purelyphysical way and considered himself to be lacking in male aggressive-ness. The fulfilment, such as it was, proved to be short-lived. Terry soondiscovered that Gillian was a very frigid woman who found sex distaste-ful and who regarded copulation as an unpleasant marital duty to be gotover as quickly as possible. The discovery left him more emotionallytraumatized than ever. He was unable to give free rein to his feelings,and sexual intercourse, never satisfactory, became a repulsive and de-grading exercise that brought on headaches and a feeling of stuffinessthat gave him what he called a cotton-wool mind. Gillian herself heeventually came to despise. Though a nice person and an excellenthousewife, she was naïve, with many adolescent enthusiasms, and nomore capable of responding to him intellectually than she was of re-sponding sexually. That Terry should have realized this so late in the daysuggests that he could not have known Gillian very well before theirmarriage and had, perhaps, been so convinced of the paradisal nature ofmarriage as to think that who one was actually married to hardlymattered.However that may have been, for Terry domestic life was becomingunbearable. He and Gillian never argued. Perhaps it would have beenbetter had they done so. Between them lay what has been called the si-lence of marriage � the silence not of mutual understanding but of mu-tual estrangement. To make matters worse Gillian was pregnant, andwhen the child came Terry felt more tied down than ever. So tied downdid he feel that his attitude towards the new arrival was one of indiffer-ence, though later he grew very fond of his little daughter. Not only didhe feel tied down; he felt he was spending the best years of his life simplydissipating his energies, besides which he realized how emotionally andintellectually deprived he had been as a teenager and how lacking infreedom. Eventually he came to loathe everything connected with mar-riage and the home. In deciding to get married, he concluded bitterly, hehad acted immaturely and now was having to suffer the consequences.At this juncture he encountered Vivien, a Chilean girl who alsoworked in advertising. Though in his opinion she lacked the capacity tobe creative or original, he found talking nonsense with her, as he termed
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their light-hearted exchanges, a pleasant relaxation from his debilitatingeveryday experiences. Just when the friendship developed into a sexualrelationship, whether shortly before or shortly after Terry left his wife, Ido not know, but at the time he and I met Vivien was still his girlfriend,though they did not live together and apparently had never done so.Perhaps it was not without significance that the first time I saw her sit-ting primly beside Terry at one of my Sunday afternoon lectures I wasuncertain if she was his wife or his sister. Despite her South Americanorigins she was light-complexioned, with auburn hair, cold blue eyes,and full flushed cheeks, and though she was slightly built, and small inthe waist, when she stood one saw that her legs were remarkably thick,almost like tree-trunks. If his friendship with her had turned into a sex-ual relationship while he was still living with Gillian Terry must have feltextremely guilty, for he certainly felt guilty about it after leaving the mar-ital home, and continued to do so for some time. In his own eyes he wascommitting adultery, and adultery, he had been brought up to believe,was a sin. Divorce was unthinkable.It was therefore with some trepidation that he eventually told hisparents that his marriage had broken down irretrievably, and that heand Gillian were thinking the unthinkable. Though shocked and upsetbeyond measure, they were in no doubt as to who was to blame for thecatastrophe. The culprit was Vivien. She was the fatal �other woman�who had wrecked their son�s marriage and no words were too bad forher. Thereafter she was always �that South American bitch� or simply�that bitch� and they refused to meet her. So far as Terry was concernedVivien was only a minor factor in the breakdown of his marriage, but hecould not tell his parents this without telling them what the major fac-tors were, and this it was psychologically impossible for him to do. Hecould not speak of the chronic emotional frustration he had experiencedwith Gillian (sex had always been a taboo subject at home), nor could hetell them of the revelation that had finally brought matters to a head.The revelation had come without warning, like a flash of lightningfrom a clear sky. There was a telephone call from Gillian to Derek at theoffice, as a result of which Terry was told that the two of them were hav-ing an affair. Derek was not only Terry�s colleague. He was his best � infact his only � friend, the only friend he had ever had, and he owed a lotto him. It was Derek who had taught him how to handle money, Derekwhose influence had made him less self-conscious in social situations,Derek who had helped him get through many a bad weekend. Andnow.� Terry felt, in his own phrase, that everything had been blown
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sky high. At the same time, he felt free � free to tell Gillian about Vivien,and free to see Vivien herself as often as he wanted.The fact that he was free to see Vivien as often as he wanted did notmean that all was well. On the conscious level he had no qualms aboutseeing her, but deep down it was another story, and each morning hewoke exhausted by the conflict. He was particularly concerned for thefuture of his daughter Fiona, now three years old, and though annoyedwith Gillian for her �foolishness� (he used no stronger term) in becominginvolved with Derek he therefore felt obliged to point out the implica-tions, for both her and the child, of the situation in which she had landedherself. Derek was loose-living and erratic, as he well knew, and it wasunlikely that she would be able to rely on him for long. With Derek, towhom he still felt a basic loyalty, he was no less frank, warning him whathe had to look forward to where Gillian was concerned. Derek soonfound this out for himself. Within a few months he was complaining toTerry about Gillian�s lack of individuality, and the way her views fluctu-ated, and before long the wretched affair was over.For some time afterwards Terry was undecided what to do. Life wasproving too much for him, and initially he was tempted to creep backinto the shell from which, with Derek�s help, he had emerged not manyyears earlier. But he resisted the temptation. Instead of withdrawing, hewould on the contrary face the problems that had arisen and try to un-derstand them. The biggest of these problems was his continued lack ofsexual responsiveness. In fact the problem haunted him, and convincedthat unless it was sorted out his emotions could not be unblocked hesought the advice of Dr David Cooper, an associate of R.D. Laing.Cooper, with whom he was to be in contact, on and off, for the rest of hislife, advised him to postpone any decisions. This advice Terry had re-jected. Far from postponing any decisions, he had proceeded to aban-don all interests and activities other than his job, had stopped trying topatch up his marriage, and finally had broken to his parents the newsthat he and Gillian were thinking of getting divorced.The next four years � the years immediately preceding his appearanceat my lecture on �Buddhism and the Problem of Death� � was a period ofpsychological exploration and adjustment, mystical experience, andwidening intellectual horizons. The psychological exploration tookplace at the London Clinic of Psychoanalysis, to which David Cooperhad given him a referral. He was a patient of the Clinic for two and a halfyears, attending each day for fifty minutes, five days a week (exceptwhen on holiday), and paying eight shillings a session for treatment. As
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the Clinic was situated in New Cavendish Street he was able to get therein the morning on his way to work. Psychoanalysis freed him up sexu-ally and, in consequence, emotionally too to an extent, and he ceased tosuffer from a lack of sexual responsiveness. But sex was not everything,and in any case, even at its most satisfactory he never experienced the�erotic glow� he had sometimes felt as a child. When he had been attend-ing the London Clinic for two and a half years he therefore again soughtthe advice of David Cooper, who this time recommended that he be-come a short-term patient at Villa 21.Villa 21 was an experimental therapeutic unit for young schizophrenicpatients in the Friern Mental Hospital just north-west of London.Cooper had started the unit in 1962 (it lasted until 1966), and it was exper-imental in the sense that it dealt with schizophrenic patients accordingto the �family-oriented� ideology of R.D. Laing and A. Esterson. That heshould have thought Terry might benefit from treatment in the unit didnot mean that he regarded him as suffering from schizophrenia, butonly that he thought he exhibited some of the characteristics on accountof which a person was labelled as schizophrenic by his family and mem-bers of the medical profession. For Cooper such terms as �schizophrenic�,�patient�, and �treatment� were mentally to be placed within single in-verted commas, and in a book published in 1971 he was to define schizo-phrenia asa micro-social crisis situation in which the acts and experience of acertain person are invalidated by others for certain intelligible culturaland micro-cultural (usually familial) reasons, to the point where he iselected and identified as being �mentally ill� in a certain way, and is thenconfirmed (by a specific but highly arbitrary labelling process) in theidentity �schizophrenic patient� by medical and quasi-medical agents.Terry�s parents may not have actually labelled him a schizophrenic, butthey certainly regarded his evident dislike of what he called �the stereo-typed living of suburbia� as a sign of mental illness or, at least, of there be-ing something seriously wrong with him.The treatment Terry was given at Villa 21 was simple and, in a sense,drastic. He was given ether. There were two sessions, and on both occa-sions the ether was administered by a certain Dr Caple. As he wroteshortly afterwards, �As Dr Caple administered the ether so my mindseemed to ascend one level of understanding after another. Time wasthe first fiction to be exposed coupled with the crippling effects that per-sonality has upon a person�s true self. As my awareness increased thefrequency at which my mind seemed to function was fantastic and in
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contrast to that of my surroundings. I was irritated by Dr Caple�s ignor-ance of my experience and longed for her to stop questioning me as itwas time-consuming and inane. I became reluctant to talk and wishedonly for silence.� Presently he transcended time and the feeling he hadwas one of exquisite fineness � a fineness he at one stage described as thepoint of the point of the point of a needle. Yet knowing that there wasthe climax of �no point� still to come he waited and observed. Where-upon he experienced a sensation of �standing in pure knowledge� � amoment of total comprehension � that represented a human being�s per-fect and total development. But even this moment of �no point� con-tained a subtle experience of knowing. It therefore was not the absoluteexperience, which was.� But what it was Terry was never able to say. Orrather, he gave different accounts of it at different times. It was a state oftotal oblivion, a fluorescent darkness (a description that reminded me ofDionysius the Areopagite�s �deep but dazzling darkness�), and even, onone occasion, an experience of being back in the womb. In his discus-sions with me he usually spoke of it, borrowing the language of theTibetan Book of the Dead (with which he seems to have been familiar evenbefore meeting me), as the Pure White Light or, more simply, as the etherexperience or ether abreaction.At both of his two sessions of treatment the experiences Terry under-went followed much the same pattern. On both occasions, ether havingbeen administered, there was the same immediate rapid ascent throughsuccessively more refined levels of consciousness, and on both occa-sions, unfortunately, the same irritating questioning by Dr Caple. At onepoint in the second session he was so exasperated by her continual bom-bardment that he decided to satisfy, for a moment, her desire that heshould become aggressive, and in the course of so doing demonstrated �presumably in relation to the attendants who were restraining him � �in-credible strength�. Having thus dispensed what he termed the appropri-ate shock treatment he returned to lying on his back and allowed theprocess of ascent to continue. At no stage of the ascent, on either that orthe previous occasion, were there any lsd-type visionary experiences,and on both occasions the climactic moment � the moment of total obliv-ion � occurred simultaneously with the descent back into ordinary con-sciousness. The moment of �death� was also the moment of �birth�. Butdespite his having returned to ordinary consciousness it seemed to him,again on both occasions, that silence was imperative, and he attemptedto remain quite mute. At the same time, coupled with a feeling of detach-ment and serenity, there was an intense love for, and understanding of,
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all the people around him, including the insensitive and talkative DrCaple.The ether experience had a permanent effect on Terry�s thinking. It lefthim convinced that for human beings there were two possible ap-proaches to reality. They could either develop an understanding ofthemselves and their environment over scores of lifetimes, and experi-ence reality as the reward of their creative effort to evolve; or they couldsimply see that the truth, pure and unadulterated, was and always hadbeen available and that it moreover was capable of being experiencedhere and now, whether by means of fasting or meditating or as the resultof a drug abreaction such as he had undergone. He also realized that inthe course of a lifetime a human being had to put in what seemed anunbelievable amount of effort and discipline, and this �hideous, self-imposed struggle� he found so upsetting, when recovering after his firstsession of treatment, that he burst into tears. He also felt compelled to tellDr Caple, in this connection, that she could not help him, for while herdrugs were extremely potent he now knew that for him the best psycho-therapy was a prolonged and sincere attempt to dispel the clouds thatwere obscuring the pure light of the mind.That attempt could not be made in an ideological vacuum. It had to bemade within the context of a particular philosophy, and with the help ofthat philosophy�s special disciplines. Terry therefore started attendingthe meetings of a number of different organizations, from the FabianSociety to the Personalist Group, and from the Gurdjieff Society to theCollege of Psychic Science. He did not look for what he was seeking inany of the Christian churches, nor did it ever occur to him to look for itthere. This was partly because he had not been brought up to be reli-gious (his parents, though puritanical, had no time for religion), andpartly because conventional Christian piety nauseated him. Even afterhe had come to regard himself as a Buddhist he saw Buddhism as a phi-losophy rather than as a religion, and though by no means lacking in aspirit of reverence (a phrenologist would have said that his bump of rev-erence was a big one) he was disinclined to join in acts of corporate wor-ship such as pujas.The organization whose meetings Terry attended most regularly, andwhose teachings he took most seriously, during the difficult time thatfollowed his ether experience, was the School of Economic Science. Inthe summer of 1965, when our paths started to converge, he was still at-tending classes at its premises in the Haymarket (he was to attend themuntil the end of the year), and in the early days of our friendship the
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organization and its teachings was one of the topics of discussion be-tween us. I knew nothing about the School of Economic Science, thoughthe name was quite familiar to me. Like many others, I had seen on thewalls of various London Underground stations � usually from the otherside of the track, while waiting for the train to come in � the big black-and-white posters advertising the School�s courses. Later I learned it wasthe front organization, so to speak, for a curious amalgam of WesternEsoterism and brahminical Advaita Vedanta. The Western Esoterismderived from one of the numerous Gurdjieff-Ouspensky splintergroups, while the brahminical Advaita Vedanta derived from theMaharishi Mahesh Yogi and, subsequently, from Swami ShantanandaSaraswati, one of the four principal Shankaracharyas and a fellow dis-ciple of the Maharishi. The School�s teachings were therefore sufficientlybroad, not to say eclectic. Students moreover were encouraged to readthe philosophical and religious classics of both East and West. In particu-lar, it seems, they were encouraged to read Plato, and Terry was alreadyfamiliar with several of the dialogues, including The Republic. Contactwith the School of Economic Science had, in fact, widened his intellec-tual horizons, and he had much to be thankful to it for. But �much� wasnot �everything�. There was still something lacking.�Which was why he had started coming to my lectures at the College ofPsychic Science.
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Chapter SixteenStrangers Here
what was lacking at the School of Economic Science was communica-tion. At least, communication was one of the things that were lackingalbeit perhaps the most important. The teaching given out at the classeswas undoubtedly interesting and helpful, at times even stimulating, butthere was no room for discussion, and Terry�s soul panted for discussionas much as the Psalmist�s hart panted for the water brooks. He desper-ately wanted to be able to engage, with a sympathetic friend or two, inthe kind of intellectual exchange of which the Platonic Dialogues werethe supreme example. Discussion, however, was something �School�frowned upon. Teaching was given very much ex cathedra, and studentswere not expected to ask questions or air doubts, or even to talk muchamong themselves during the coffee break. Communication thus wasentirely one-way, which meant it was not communication at all in thefull sense of the term, and it was not surprising that the tutors (as theclass instructors were called) should have been in Terry�s opinion rathertoo conscious of their position.He therefore was pleased when I asked him to come and see me oneevening, and still more pleased to have the opportunity, when he tookup the invitation shortly afterwards, of telling me his entire history. Twodays later came my lecture on �Buddhism and Mysticism� and our ex-change about India. I had been only half serious when I asked him if hecould drive me there, for I was undecided whether to go back that yearor not, but an hour or two later, when we were in my room at the Vihara,he confirmed that he was ready to accompany me there. This time, too,he stayed until nearly midnight, and I confided to my diary, �As before,had an extremely interesting exchange of thoughts. Find he brings outwhat is best and deepest in me.� Thereafter our friendship developedrapidly. Usually we met once or twice a week, more often than not afterTerry had driven me back to the Vihara from either a lecture at the



College of Psychic Science or a lecture or meditation class at the BuddhistSociety. On one such occasion, being loth to stay indoors, we went for awalk on Hampstead Heath, and despite two showers of rain (it was earlyJuly) sat on Parliament Hill talking and looking down on the lights ofLondon until somewhere a clock struck twelve. We then drove to anIndian restaurant in West Hampstead, where Terry had a meal and I acoffee, after which he returned me to the Vihara and I gave him a copy ofthe Sûtra of Wei Lang.Most of our conversations were à deux, but whenever Vivien accompa-nied Terry to the Sunday afternoon lecture, as she occasionally did, theywould both come up to my room afterwards, and one Sunday Terry wasaccompanied by his younger colleague Alan who wanted to meet me.Though I knew now that Vivien was Terry�s girlfriend, I was not sur-prised that I had at first been uncertain whether she was his wife or hissister, for they behaved more like good friends than lovers and it wasobvious she had a life of her own apart from Terry and did not expecthim to spend all his evenings and weekends with her. What was more,she too was looking for a philosophy, and may have attended classes atthe School of Economic Science for a while. She had certainly been givena mantra, either there or at the School of Meditation (both organizationstaught the so-called Transcendental Meditation introduced by theMaharishi Mahesh Yogi) and in the course of the next couple of years shewas to visit me independently of Terry a few times in order to discuss herpractice. Though Terry still thought she lacked the capacity to be cre-ative or original, and though there was no question of her being the idealpartner of his youthful dreams � the partner he once hoped Gillianwould be � he remained fond of her, in a detached sort of way, and wasgrateful for the companionship she had given him over the years.If Vivien was more like a friend than a lover, then Alan was more like adisciple than a colleague � at least outside office hours. An unsympa-thetic observer might even have described him as Terry�s sidekick. Shortand stocky, with a square, pallid face and dark hair, and an expression atonce good-natured, earnest, and puzzled, he evidently hero-worshippedTerry and hung on every word that fell from his lips. In his own way hemust have been looking for a philosophy, or at least for something morethan a career in advertising could give, but he had little capacity forabstract thought and I noticed, at both that and our few subsequentmeetings, that he received the scraps of Gurdjieff and Plato that Terryfed to him from time to time with the same mixture of awe andincomprehension with which the average ancient Greek must have re-
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ceived the pronouncements of the Delphic Oracle. I also noticed thatTerry adopted towards Alan an attitude that was distinctly didactic,even a shade patronizing, and that he was less open with him than hewas with me or even Vivien.The truth was that Alan did not know Terry very well. He knew noth-ing of the unhappy childhood, the problems with Gillian, or the two anda half years of psychoanalysis. Least of all did he know about Terry�sether experience or the effect this had had on him. In Alan�s admiringeyes Terry was a young man who, besides being remarkably well versedin philosophy and psychology, had a good job in advertising, an accountat the fashionable Berkeley Square branch of Lloyds, an attractive girl-friend, a Volkswagen caravan the office had jocularly christened �the sexwagon� (Terry himself was known as �Golden Balls� on account of hissupposed success with women), and a bachelor flat in nw3.Terry indeed was all that, but he was very much more. What Alan andothers saw was only his persona, the mask he had learned to don for so-cial purposes or, in the more radical language of an author to whosewritings we were to give a good deal of attention in days to come, onlythe �character armour� he had developed in order to protect himself ini-tially from his parents but afterwards from a hostile world. Behind thepersona, beneath the armouring, there existed the lonely frightenedchild who was forced to kill rabbits, the lover who never experienced anerotic glow, the �schizophrenic� for whom the moment of total oblivion �the moment of seeing the Pure White Light � was also the moment of areturn to a world which, in comparison with that, was hell, and the des-perate seeker after a philosophy within whose context he could attemptto dispel the clouds that were obscuring the natural radiance of themind. Looking at Terry�s relaxed figure as we sat talking in my room,and listening to his measured speech, it was difficult for me not to be-lieve, as Alan and others did, that the maskwas the man, and that the his-tory Terry had related to me on our first evening together was a tale of�old, unhappy, far-off things� that now belonged to the past. Only gradu-ally did I come to realize, in the course of the months and years that fol-lowed, that the account he had given me was as much synchronic asdiachronic, and that my friend�s past was very much part of his presentreality, indeed was steadily encroaching upon it. Even his experience ofthe Pure White Light, euphoric as it had been, had left him with an exist-ential problem to solve.Though our conversations were interesting and worthwhile even withother people present, Terry and I found them most stimulating when
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there were only the two of us, which usually was the case. After thesemore intimate exchanges my diary for the day would include such en-tries as �Felt very strong affinity�, �Long talk until 2.00 [in the morning]�,�Good quiet discussion for an hour�, and �Deep mutual exchange�. Apartfrom the one on Hampstead Heath, these early discussions all took placein my room at the Vihara, in the evening, and they invariably lasted along time. But stimulating though they were, and crucial to the develop-ment of our friendship, I have no recollection of their actual content, ex-cept that I know we talked about some of the Gurdjieffian ideas Terryhad acquired from �School�, and about Timothy Leary�s recently pub-lished The Psychedelic Experience (an updated version of the Bardo Thödolor Tibetan Book of the Dead), into which I had dipped at Terry�s sugges-tion, and that I once spoke about the late great Jamyang KhyentseRimpoche, from whom I had received a number of Vajrayãna initiationsin 1958. My capacity for reproducing a conversation or discussion verba-tim has always been limited, so that it is not surprising that at a distanceof more than thirty years, and with only a few laconic diary entries tohelp me, I should be able to give no more than a general idea of the kindof things Terry and I talked about at the time.Not that this really matters a great deal. What the two of us talkedabout was less important than the fact that we did talk, and that our talkwas of such a kind as to bring us closer together and, in this way, to for-ward our friendship. The key to the nature of that friendship was per-haps to be found in the word affinity, which I had used in one of mydiary entries, and in a dream I had a couple of months after Terry and Imet. The affinity was a spiritual, even a transcendental one. Terry hadseen the Pure White Light and I, at the age of seventeen, had awoken tothe truth of the teaching contained in the Diamond Sûtra � described byDr Conze as one of the sublimest spiritual documents of mankind � andin the words of my earlier memoirs �had at once joyfully embraced itwith an unqualified acceptance and assent. To me theDiamond Sûtrawasnot new. I had known it and believed it and realized it ages before andthe reading of the Sûtra as it were awoke me to the existence of some-thing I had forgotten.� Neither Terry nor I had been able to remain per-manently on that higher level. Both of us had been forced to descendand devote ourselves to the task of what he called dispelling the cloudsobscuring the pure light of the mind and what I, more Buddhistically,thought of as self- and world-transformation in accordance with PerfectVision. But though both had descended it was as though we had de-scended on either side of a veil, a veil that was sufficiently transparent
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for us to be able to communicate with each other through it without toomuch difficulty.The dream, according to my diary, was both curious and impressive.�[I] was seated round a table,� I wrote, �with a number of other people (asat last night�s meeting). In front of me, on the table, [there was] a collec-tion of jewels, of all sorts of beautiful shapes and colours. Apparently Ihad been away somewhere and had brought the jewels back with me. Inthe dream [I] felt rather sad because no one was interested in the jewelsor even wanted to look at them. Suddenly, [my teacher] DhardoRimpoche appeared on my left, smiling, and looked at the jewels,whereupon I felt happy and awoke.� Jewels, and objects made of jewels,often figured in my dreams, and the beautiful ones about which I haddreamt the previous night were all the Buddhist teachings I had broughtback to England with me from India and which I was trying to communi-cate to the people attending my lectures and classes. No one appreciatedthose teachings at their true value, the dream seemed to be telling me.Between me and my auditors, too, there was a veil, but this veil was athick and opaque one, through which it was difficult for me to make my-self heard. The �last night�s meeting� was a meeting of the Sangha Trust.The meeting had been a stormy one (probably it was the one at whichthe Trust eventually decided, by a majority vote, to rescind its supportfor the London Buddhist College), and the fact that tempers had beenlost and harsh words spoken must have disturbed me and left me withthe impression that the Dharma was the last thing anyone really wantedto know about. Deep down I must have felt that I was �a stranger here�, ametaphysical Outsider (I had read Colin Wilson�s famous book inKalimpong), so that when I came across Hans Jonas�sThe Gnostic Religionsome years later I felt I was in familiar territory and that I understoodwhat had led the ancient Gnostics to formulate their doctrine � or createtheir myth � of the Alien whose true home is Elsewhere and whosojourns on earth as in a foreign land.But if I was spiritually a stranger in my present environment, and anoutsider, Terry was equally a stranger and an outsider in his. Inasmuchas we had both �descended� we were in a similar predicament, and justas two exiles in the literal sense are overjoyed when they happen to meetand at once feel at home with each other, so Terry and I, recognizing thatwe were both citizens of another realm, were able to communicate with-out too much difficulty and to develop, before many weeks had passed,a friendship such as neither of us had experienced previously. I did notfeel I had known Terry in a former earthly existence, nor did he entertain
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any such idea with regard to me. Our affinity was beyond time, so tospeak, not within it. Neither did I feel that in Terry I had miraculouslyfound my Platonic � or rather Aristophanic � other half (I have never feltthat way about anyone), though Terry still hoped to find the ideal part-ner who would enable him to experience himself more fully and func-tion more effectively. Not that he was actively in quest of her; he wasonly too happy, for the present, to concentrate on developing his friend-ship with me.That friendship soon was disembarrassed of any remnants of formal-ity. Due partly to his strict and repressive upbringing, Terry in any casetended to dislike formality, preferring that human relations should beconducted on an informal basis. This did not mean that he treatedpeople casually, much less still took liberties with them, but only that hesought to relate to them simply as fellow human beings rather than in ac-cordance with their social or economic position. Me he never treated as amonk in the way others did; the fact that I wore a yellow robe, and wasHead of the English Sangha, meant nothing to him. He even took to ad-dressing me not as Bhante or �Your Reverence�, as everybody else at theVihara and the Buddhist Society did, but by my Christian name, a factthat scandalized one or two good lay Buddhists when they came toknow of it. I did not mind him addressing me in this way (had hethought I minded, he certainly would not have done so), even though Ihad never liked my Christian name and had been glad when eventuallyit was superseded by a Buddhist monastic one. Indeed I rejoiced thatsuch a degree of intimacy and mutual confidence could exist betweenus, and that I was in contact with at least one person who was able to re-late to me not as layman to monk, or even as disciple to master, but asfriend to friend in the highest and fullest sense. We even talked of oneday working together, though it was difficult for us to imagine whatform this would actually take. Terry had his job, and a seven-year-olddaughter whom he saw every other weekend; I had the incumbency ofthe Hampstead Buddhist Vihara, as well as my work in India, especiallyamong the newly converted ex-Untouchable Buddhists. For the time be-ing, therefore, we collaborated just intellectually and spiritually, by wayof our late-night discussions, and did what we could for each other insmall practical ways. Terry was particularly anxious to be of service tome as a designer and as the driver of a Volkswagen caravan, and towardsthe end of July I was able to afford him the opportunity of functioning inboth these capacities.
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The publishers of A Survey of Buddhism had written a few weeks earlierinforming me that they were planning to bring out a third edition of thework, printing double the number of copies, and enquiring if I wanted towrite a new preface or make any corrections. When I told Terry this he atonce volunteered to design a new dust jacket for the book. I therefore letthe publishers know that I would be sending them not only a new pref-ace and a list of corrections but the draft design of a new cover too, a pro-fessional designer who was attending my lectures in London havingagreed to do the work for nothing. When we had decided, after a gooddeal of discussion, that the cover should feature not the Buddha�s wholeform, as the old one did, but simply his face, Terry and I went to seeClaire Maison who, I recollected, possessed a fine, rather mysterious-looking image of Sino-Japanese provenance. Terry thought the imagewould photograph well, Claire had no objection to him keeping it at hisflat for a couple of days, the publishers signified their approval of thedraft design he soon produced, and a year or so later the third edition ofthe Survey came out. Not everyone liked the black and red cover, with itssimple white lettering, but Terry and I liked it, and my friend waspleased that his skills as a designer had been of use to me.Despite having been out of England for twenty years, since my return Ihad done very little in the way of sightseeing. I had been to HamptonCourt, and had taken a young Indian visitor, the son of my old friend DrMehta of Bombay, to see the Tower of London, and that was about all.When Terry one day asked me if there was any place in England I partic-ularly wanted to see, and offered to drive me there in his Volkswagenone weekend, I naturally jumped at the opportunity of seeing a littlemore of my native land. But was there a place I particularly wanted tosee? There were so many places I had not seen, and that I would haveliked to see. In the end I decided on Stonehenge. I had not seen thefamous megalithic monument before, it was less than a hundred milesfrom London, and if I was to start contacting my roots (then a growingpreoccupation in some quarters), it was surely the best place for me tobegin. One Friday evening, therefore, towards the end of July, we tookthe m4 to Windsor and thence headed for the South-West.It was the first time Terry and I had travelled outside London together.I usually left town only when I had a lecture to give, or a class to take, atone of the provincial Buddhist groups, but on this occasion there was nolecture to give, no class to take, and I felt freer than I had done for a longtime. Probably Terry, too, felt free. He was certainly glad to be drivingnot just from one part of London to another, through heavy traffic, but
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from one part of the kingdom to another, along an open road on which itwas possible to maintain a decent average speed. He was also glad thatthere lay ahead of us several hours of uninterrupted discussion, and lostno time coming up with one of his usual philosophical questions. Thisled to a small disagreement � the first we had ever had. With me it wasaxiomatic that a driver should keep his eyes on the road, especially whendriving at speed, and that it was impossible to drive safely and carry on aserious conversation at one and the same time. Terry however thoughtotherwise. Two quite separate areas of the brain were involved, he ex-plained, and in any case he had been driving since the age of sixteen andhad never had an accident. Though not entirely satisfied by these argu-ments I allowed myself to be convinced (later I came to have completefaith in Terry�s ability to keep his eyes on the road and carry on a seriousconversation), and for the remainder of our journey the time passed allthe more quickly for our being deep in discussion.It was ten-thirty when we reached Stonehenge. To my astonishment itwas surrounded by a barbed wire fence (I had not realized that vandal-ism was a problem) up against which several cars were parked. Weparked alongside, and in the light of the headlamps were able to see thegrey shapes of the Stones. Probably because they were some distanceaway, and because there was no object beside them � no human figures,no tree � by which to estimate their real dimensions, they looked disap-pointingly small, and rather forlorn, huddled together there in themiddle of the desolate Wiltshire plain like so many fallen Titans.The following morning I woke early, while it was still dark, and as soonas dawn broke sat up and looked out of the window at the Stones. Ilooked at them, on and off, for an hour or more, and when Terry eventu-ally woke he looked at them too. There had been rain the previous eve-ning, but now it was wonderfully bright and clear, without a cloud in theblue sky, and the venerable Stones, as they stood bathed in the earlymorning sunshine, appeared more gold than grey. The gate did notopen until nine-thirty. We therefore had time for a walk, after whichTerry prepared breakfast, for the Little Bus (as he called the Volkswagen)was of the Dormobile type, and besides being capable of sleeping fourpersons contained a miniature kitchen and sundry other conveniences.Once inside the fence we wandered in and out among the giganticStones, some of which were fallen or broken, and Terry took photo-graphs. Most impressive of all were the three trilithons, twenty or morefeet in height, which stood within what remained of the great outer cir-cle of stone uprights. Chauvinistic Indian friends (mostly upper-caste
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Hindus) had been fond of pointing out that India was highly civilized ata time when Britain was still sunk in barbarism, but as I looked aroundme that bright Saturday morning, and reflected on the skill and know-ledge that must have gone into the shaping and positioning of theseenormous sarsens, more than four thousand years ago, I found it diffi-cult to believe that the builders of Stonehenge had been quite such bar-barians as my Indian friends supposed.As the place was aswarm with visitors, some clambering over suchStones as were fallen or in fragments (evidently the weekend was notthe best time to see the monument), we did not stay long at Stonehenge,but drove back to Salisbury, through which we had passed the previousnight. According to my diary, I thought Salisbury Cathedral the mostbeautiful cathedral I had yet seen, by which I probably meant that Ithought it more beautiful than either Norwich Cathedral or ChichesterCathedral, those being the two episcopal seats with which I was thenmost familiar. But beautiful as its cathedral was we did not stay long inSalisbury either, and having left the city behind us we managed to findour way to a delightful spot by the river. Here we lay for more than anhour in the sun and here, having slept for a while, Terry made tea andwe had lunch. We also had �[an] exceptionally deep exchange, perhapsour deepest so far�, but regarding the nature of that exchange my diary,once again, is silent. Perhaps I was contacting my roots in more sensesthan one.On our arrival back at the Vihara Terry telephoned his friend Ivan. As Ialready knew, Ivan was infatuated to the point of obsession with ayoung woman colleague of theirs who, unfortunately for Ivan, refusedto have anything to do with him, and Terry was concerned for hisfriend�s mental balance. The news was not good. Ivan had attempted tocommit suicide, and Terry spent the best part of an hour talking to himand trying to persuade him not to repeat the attempt. He then signalledto me to take over from him, as he needed a break. I had not met Ivan,but Terry told him who I was and that I would like to talk to him. Theminute I took over I felt I was struggling with the powers of evil. He wasdetermined to commit suicide, Ivan said. But it was not what he said thathorrified me so much as the way he said it. He sounded desperate, pos-sessed. I had the impression I was talking not to a human being but to ademonic entity which, thanks to the state of intense, overwhelmingcraving into which Ivan had allowed himself to fall, had been able toenter into him and was now speaking through his lips. After Terry hadtalked to Ivan a second time there seemed to be an improvement in his
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condition, and he said he might call back before twelve. Terry thereforewent to sleep in my armchair, while I told my beads, but the telephoneremained silent and at twelve o�clock Terry went home, though not be-fore we had arranged that I should let him know if Ivan called back.Fifteen minutes after he had left the telephone rang. It was Ivan, with amessage for Terry. I passed the message on, and at two o�clock my friendtelephoned to tell me that he had just finished talking to Ivan and hopedthat everything would now be all right.At noon next day, when I was making notes for the Sunday lecture,Terry telephoned again, this time with the news that Ivan had commit-ted suicide. He had gassed himself, apparently during the night. I wasnot surprised, though I had not expected the sad and shocking event tohappen so soon.A few hours later Terry came to see me, and we discussed Ivan�s death,and arranged to visit the Brighton Buddhist group together the follow-ing evening. Terry also told me that he had broken the news of Ivan�sdeath to Nicki, the girl at the centre of the tragedy, and had brought heralong to the Vihara with him to hear me speak. The lecture dealt with theArising of the Will to Enlightenment, and was the third in the series �TheMeaning of Conversion in Buddhism�. Nicki sat in the front row, withTerry and Vivien � a dark-haired, white-faced figure in black that wasprobably not mourning. After the lecture Terry took her home, and I didnot see her again.
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Chapter SeventeenVisitors from East and West
during the months that I was lecturing at the College of PsychicScience and developing my friendship with Terry Delamare I was occu-pied in a number of other ways too. Besides running the Vihara, visitingprovincial Buddhist groups, and editing two Buddhist magazines (oneof them published from Calcutta), I met, and spent time with, people Ihad known in Kalimpong, or who had been to see me there. I also hadone of the strangest experiences in my life, led three meditation retreatsat Biddulph Old Hall, the last of which Terry attended, and ordainedone person as an eight-precept lay Buddhist � the first time I hadordained anyone in England.Kesang Dorje was the younger daughter of Raja S.T. Dorje of Bhutanand his Sikkimese wife Rani Chuni, sister of the then Maharaja ofSikkim. Our acquaintance dated from 1950, when we met at her parents�house on the outskirts of Kalimpong, shortly after my arrival in thetown. A few years later she married the King of Bhutan, Jigme DorjeWangchuk. Apparently the union was not a happy one. At least therewere serious tensions within it. The Dorje family was the second mostpowerful family in Bhutan, and reputedly even wealthier than the royalfamily itself, and the marriage between Kesang and the young ruler hadbeen arranged, it was said, in order to consolidate the family�s influencein the kingdom. Kesang�s eldest brother Jigme Dorje, whom I had alsoknown, was the (non-elected) �Prime Minister� of Bhutan, while herastute sister Tashi sometimes represented Bhutan in its dealings with theIndian Central Government in New Delhi. Jigme had been assassinateda year ago, when I was still in Kalimpong, and I well remembered thesensation the news of his death had caused throughout the surroundingarea and the rumours to which it had given rise. One rumour attributedthe assassination to a Nepalese whose brother Jigme Dorje had shot theprevious year; another, to friends and supporters of the King acting, per-



haps, with the connivance of the King himself. Whatever the truth mayhave been, Bhutan was for months in a state of turmoil and Kesang, find-ing herself in an increasingly difficult position, had for a time taken ref-uge in Calcutta. Now she was in London and had asked ChristmasHumphreys to arrange a private memorial service on the anniversary ofher brother�s death and Toby, as he usually did on such occasions, hadinvited me to conduct the ceremony.Whether by accident or design, however, he had omitted to tellKesang this, so that when she and her younger brother Lhendup arrivedat the Buddhist Society they were pleased and surprised to find that themonk who would be conducting the ceremony was the same Englishmonk whom they and their family had known in Kalimpong. The mem-orial service took place in the Society�s library, which I had previouslymade ready for the occasion. Only Kesang and Lhendup were present,together with Kesang�s elder son Jigme, the future king, then nine or tenyears old. After chanting the appropriate suttas I gave a short talk in thecourse of which, besides referring to Jigme�s assassination, I spoke of theshortness of human life, of the inevitability of death, and of the impor-tance of practising the Dharma while one was still in a position to do so.No doubt Kesang and Lhendup remembered, as I did, the occasionwhen, thirteen years ago, I had jointly conducted a similar service overthe dead body of their father and had spoken in much the same vein tothe grief-stricken family. After I had given my talk and concluded theceremony by chanting verses invoking on the bereaved brother and sis-ter the blessing of the Three Jewels, Mrs Humphreys and the threewomen who worked in the Society�s office brought in tea and soon alighter atmosphere prevailed. Later on in the afternoon Lhendup and Iwere able to have a private talk, and he gave me his version of what hadhappened in Bhutan the previous year. He also spoke about the politicalsituation in Sikkim, where the position of the new Maharaja, his cousin,was becoming increasingly untenable. As he did so, I could not helpthinking how greatly he had changed since our last meeting. Then hehad been a strapping young man whose principal interest, apart fromwomen and drink, was football. Now he looked as though he had suf-fered a lot, his once stalwart frame appeared to have shrunk, and it wasevident that all his old confidence was gone. Kesang, on the other hand,had changed very little, and I was glad to see she was still her sweet andgentle self. When the time came for us to part both she and Lhendupexpressed a wish to see me again, and in Kesang�s case, at least, the wishwas fulfilled.
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Four weeks after the memorial service Toby and Puck (as MrsHumphreys was familiarly known) invited me to lunch. The Queen ofBhutan would also be coming, I was told, as would my old friend MarcoPallis. This time Kesang was accompanied not by Lhendup but by Tashi,who was the elder of the two and still unmarried. As Marco Pallis (orThubden Tendzin, as he preferred to be called) had lived in Kalimpongfor several years and had known both sisters, as well as their parents andother members of the Dorje family, the occasion had something of thecharacter of a happy reunion. I myself had seen Marco only once sincemy return to England, and had formed the impression that he was notanxious to keep up the connection, either because he had no time tospare from his musical activities or, what was more likely, because hedisapproved of my failure to adhere to the strict �traditionalist� principleshe had imbibed from René Guénon, the French Sufi master. Unfortu-nately I had to leave early, as that evening I was giving a lecture inBirmingham. Before my departure Kesang presented me with threelengths of Bhutanese hand-woven cloth.We met for the third and last time two weeks later, when she and Tashiattended the Buddhist Society�s Wesak celebrations, which took place inCaxton Hall, Westminster. This was my first Wesak since I returned toEngland, and as the thrice-sacred day was the highlight of the Buddhistyear I had been looking forward to it. In the event I was disappointed.Things were much the same as they had been the last time I attended theSociety�s Wesak celebrations, some twenty years earlier. Toby was in thechair, there were speeches and a reading from the scriptures, and thatwas about all. The audience had not changed much in the interval either,whether numerically or in respect of its composition. There could nothave been more than a hundred people in the hall, not all of them Bud-dhists, and including a sprinkling of colourfully attired Asian nationals.The big difference, so far as I was concerned, was the fact that twentyyears ago I had been a humble member of the audience, �taking pansil�from a Burmese monk and listening to the various speeches, whereasnow I was on the platform, a monk myself, leading the audience in a(rather ragged) recitation of the Three Refuges and Five Precepts andgiving the opening speech after being warmly welcomed by the chair-man. In a way it was unfortunate that I spoke first. Back in India I hadpreferred to speak last on such occasions, so that if any of the previousspeakers, who often were orthodox Hindus, happened to misrepresentthe Dharma, I would have an opportunity of correcting them. This timethere were no previous speakers to be corrected. Rather was it a question
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of stirring up the audience, which seemed to be in anything but a cele-bratory mood. I therefore spoke vigorously, reminding my listeners thatwhat we were celebrating that day, above all else, was the supreme factof the Buddha�s Enlightenment; that by following his teaching we couldachieve what he achieved; that whether followers of the Theravãda, theMahãyãna, or any other tradition, as Buddhists we were all one in theDharma, and that Buddhism in Britain was not going to be confined toany one school. According to a report appearing in The Middle Way Iwent on to say that I had noticed in the East that when people celebratedWesak they were remarkably joyful, whereas in the West there was gen-erally an atmosphere of gravity and seriousness. �Surely when we cometo a meeting like this we can concentrate our hearts on the fact of theBuddha�s Enlightenment,� I concluded, �which should mean so much toall of us.�My words were not altogether without effect, but that effect, such as itwas, was soon nullified by the other speakers. White-haired DouglasHarding, who was known to many of the Society�s members through hisbook On Having No Head, lost himself and his audience in his very per-sonal brand of �Zen� mysticism, Toby�s speech was very flat, and thoughMarco Pallis rightly emphasized the importance of devotion in the spir-itual life he did so in such a pedantic, �old-maidish� way that few peoplecould have been inspired by what he said. The decade had yet to learnthat �the medium is the message�.What Kesang and Tashi thought of our English way of celebratingWesak I do not know. In Bhutan and Sikkim, as I was only too aware, themajor Buddhist festivals were celebrated in a highly elaborate andcolourful manner, and in Tibet this was still more the case � or had beenuntil recently. Even in Kalimpong, where Buddhists were a minority, al-beit a substantial and influential one, Buddha Jayanti � as Wesak wasgenerally known in India � was celebrated not just with speeches butwith pujas and processions and the singing of devotional songs. When Ispoke to the sisters afterwards I did not, therefore, ask them what theythought of the meeting. Had I done so, they no doubt would have beenfar too polite to express anything save warm appreciation of our efforts.But they must have been disappointed. Certainly I was disappointed. Ifelt I had hardly celebrated Wesak at all, and was glad that two days laterwe would be celebrating the thrice-sacred day at the Vihara in what Ihoped would be a very different manner. Two days later, therefore, wecelebrated it not for an hour but for the greater part of the day, and notjust with speeches but with a morning devotional meeting, an afternoon
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�At Home� for members and friends, and a ceremonial flower-offering bythe younger devotees at the commencement of the evening publicmeeting.If lawyer Christmas Humphreys was the best-known English Bud-dhist at the time, then probably poet Allen Ginsberg was the best-knownAmerican Buddhist. Three years earlier, when he was not even a name tome, he had come to Kalimpong in search of Tantric initiation and oneafternoon had unexpectedly appeared on the veranda of my hillsidemonastery � a dirty, hirsute, and dishevelled figure. I had taken him tosee my Chinese friend and teacher the hermit Yogi Chen, and Yogi Chenhad directed him to the celebrated Dudjom Rimpoche. Since then I hadnot seen or heard anything of the poet, and it was only when someyoung men came to see me that I learned, quite by chance, that he was inLondon. They were from the printers, the young men explained, andhad come to enquire what a thousand-petalled lotus looked like. Theywanted a picture of one, together with a Sanskrit oæ, for the programmeof the poetry reading Allen would be giving at the Albert Hall in a fewdays� time. I gave them a note for Allen, and a week later he came to seeme � still hirsute, but this time clean and tidy.We spent the whole afternoon talking, and Allen told me all about hisexperiences in India after leaving Kalimpong. Having visited Sikkim andmet the Karmapa, the head of the Karma Kagyu school of Tibetan Bud-dhism, he had rejoined his �wife� Peter in the plains and for months thetwo of them had lived in cheap rooms in Calcutta and in Benares,associating with ganja-smoking holy men, watching bodies beingburned at the ghats, reading and writing poetry, and � eventually �being harassed by the cid. Allen had loved India, even though he hadnot succeeded in obtaining Tantric initiation and his guru was stillWilliam Blake. He did not play his finger cymbals and sing �The Tyger�that day (as he did the next time we met, a decade later), but before leav-ing he presented me with a copy of Reality Sandwiches, from which hehad read at the Albert Hall, and I took the opportunity of asking himwhat had really happened on that historic occasion. According to thepress, the poetry reading had been a rowdy affair. Allen did not beatabout the bush. �I was drunk,� he said.A few months later there was a sequel to my meeting with the Beaticon. Among the people Allen had got to know in London that summerwas a young poet called Dick Wilcocks. Dick was secretary of thePeanuts Group, and Allen, the born facilitator, had told him about meand urged him to invite me to give the group a Buddhist poetry reading.
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This he eventually did, with the result that on the evening of 5 Novem-ber � Guy Fawkes Day � Terry drove me from the staid Victorian ambi-ance of the Buddhist Society, where I had just spoken on �The Schools ofTibetan Buddhism�, to the King�s Arms public house near LiverpoolStreet Station, where, in an upstairs room with a bar at the other end, Iread poems by Milarepa and Han Shan to an audience of about fiftypeople. This was the first public poetry reading I had given, but the occa-sion was a great success, and Terry and I did not get away much beforeeleven o�clock.Before my return to England I had been keenly following develop-ments in South Vietnam, where persecution of the Buddhists by theRoman Catholic oligarchy headed by President Ngo Dinh Diem had led,towards the end of 1963, to the overthrow of his much hated regime. Ihad been kept abreast of those developments not only by the newspa-pers but by my Vietnamese monk friends. The chief of these was ThichMinh Chau, who was studying at the then Nava Nalanda Mahaviharawith my own teacher, Jagdish Kashyap, and sometimes spent the hotweather with me in Kalimpong. One afternoon in June, the day beforemy meeting with Allen Ginsberg, I received a visit from the South Viet-namese ambassador. Dr Thich Minh Chau would shortly be arriving inEngland, he informed me. In fact my old friend did not arrive until themiddle of August. He stayed with me at the Vihara for four days, and inthat time did a good deal of sightseeing. With me for guide, he visitedvarious places of historic interest in London, including WestminsterAbbey, St Paul�s Cathedral, and the Tower, as well as spending a fewhours in Oxford, where he was particularly impressed by the AshmoleanCollection and by the �monastic atmosphere� � it not being term time � ofChrist Church and St John�s.The second day of his stay happening to be a Sunday, a special meet-ing in his honour could be held at the Vihara instead of the usual lecture.After I had introduced him to the gathering, he spoke at length on Bud-dhism in Vietnam, dwelling especially on recent developments in thatunhappy country, and answering questions put to him by members ofthe audience. What struck people most about his talk, I think, was thefact that, as he made clear, Vietnamese Buddhism was characterized by aharmonious combination of the contemplative Buddhism of the Thienor Ch�an School and the devotional Buddhism, centred on the figure ofthe �archetypal� Buddha Amitãbha, of the Pure Land School.
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Chapter EighteenShadowy Figures and a StrangeExperience
the sangha trust was a rather shadowy body. Or perhaps I should saythe members of the Trust were rather shadowy figures. The only one Icould be said actually to know was Maurice Walshe, with whom I hadbeen in correspondence previous to my return to England. Indeed it wasMaurice who, on the Trust�s behalf, had invited me to spend a fewmonths at the Hampstead Buddhist Vihara. Whether he was at that timeits chairman I do not know; he was certainly chairman at least from theearly days of my incumbency. He was also chairman of the Sangha Asso-ciation, and in this double capacity was often to be seen at the Vihara,especially when there was an organizational crisis, at which time hewould rush round from his home in a panic and generally succeed inmaking matters worse. Withold Stepien, an amiable but excitable Pole,was the treasurer of the Trust. He was a friend of Ratanasara, and a sup-porter of the latter�s plans for a London Buddhist College, and it was hewho, without consulting his fellow trustees, had allowed the ambitiousSinhalese monk not only to invite his old friend Dhammaloka to teachPali at the College but to promise him that the Trust would meet all histravel expenses, provide him with board and lodging, and pay him ahandsome salary. Stepien�s loyalty was to the London Buddhist Collegerather than to the Sangha Trust, and I knew him much less well than Iknew Maurice, even, especially as he took little part in the activities ofthe Vihara and was seen there only occasionally � usually in the com-pany of Ratanasara. The most shadowy figure, among the trustees, wasMarcus � so shadowy that I cannot recall his first name. Marcus was asolicitor. Though not a Buddhist or even interested in Buddhism, he hadbeen brought into the Trust in his professional capacity, and was itslongest-serving member. He was seen at the Vihara, very briefly, only on



the rare occasions when the Trust met, and I could not have spoken tohim more than once or twice.But though two of the three current trustees were such shadowy fig-ures, the Trust itself was not really a shadowy body, in that it was a regis-tered charity and controlled by statutory requirements and limitations. Itwas the Trust that owned the Vihara and the house next door, as well asBiddulph Old Hall, and it therefore was the Trust that, in point of fact,allowed the Sangha Association (and, latterly, the London BuddhistCollege) to use the Vihara premises for its activities and that invitedmonks to come and stay there. It was the Trust, too, that appointed theresident caretaker of the house next door, the rents from which consti-tuted the Trust�s only regular source of income.The caretaker, Bernie Whitelaw, was a lean, hyperactive man in hislate thirties, with a thin, haggard face, grey-blue eyes, and an expressionthat was both startled and worried. He lived with his cats in the nextdoor basement, all the other flats in the building, with the exception ofthe one occupied by Dhammaloka, being let furnished to short-term ten-ants of various nationalities and varying degrees of rectitude. Besidesthe actual caretaking, Bernie had the unenviable task of advertisingvacancies, interviewing prospective tenants, keeping existing tenantshappy, collecting rents, and making sure nobody fell into arrears or did amoonlight flit. It was also his duty to come and see me every Saturdaymorning and give me, out of the rent money, the fifteen pounds theTrust allotted me each week for the housekeeping and other expenses ofthe Vihara (I had no personal allowance from them). On such occasionsBernie liked to stay for a little chat, and as he was a talkative soul Ilearned quite a lot about the idiosyncrasies of his tenants, the troublethey gave him with their unreasonable demands, their squabbles, andtheir reluctance � in some cases � to pay their rent on time. I also learneda lot about the previous occupants of the Vihara. Monks and novices,like the tenants who were their next-door neighbours, had come andgone over the years, but Bernie and his cats, in their snug basementabode, had remained a permanent fixture, and as his confidence in meincreased he expressed himself about them, and their predecessors atthe old Sangha House in Swiss Cottage, more and more freely.From all this I gathered that Bernie did not have a very high opinion ofthe trustees, either past or present, nor view with unmixed approvalwhat had been going on at the Vihara previous to my arrival on thescene. Though he was loyal to the Trust in his caretaking capacity, andserved it conscientiously, his real connections were with the Buddhist
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Society rather than with the Vihara and the Sangha Association. He wasan ardent admirer of Christmas Humphreys, and a faithful member ofhis Zen Class. His most fervent admiration, however, was reserved forthe police, whose praises he sang even more frequently than he sangthose of the Society�s lawyer president. �They�ve got this fantastic loy-alty!� he would exclaim, his eyes shining. It did not surprise me thatBernie�s best friend was a policeman. Gordon was a large, slow-moving,blond young man who, since he lived (with his wife) in a distant suburb,sometimes stayed overnight with Bernie after attending the Zen class, ofwhich he too was a regular member. Lest there should be any misunder-standing on my part, Bernie was at pains to assure me that although heand Gordon shared the same bed on such occasions their friendship wasa platonic one. Whether Toby was aware of his acolyte�s enthusiasm forthe force, or what he would have thought of the way Bernie distributedhis praises, I do not know. I do however remember an incident which,though slight, may not have been without significance. Toby was payingme a visit, and we were standing by the window of my room talking. Onhappening to look out, we saw a black police car draw up outside thehouse next door and three or four uniformed officers get out and go in-side. I knew the officers were friends of Bernie�s, probably dropping infor a cup of tea and a chat, but Toby�s eyes narrowed, and he watchedthe car for some time, apparently in order to satisfy himself that therewas nothing wrong.What Bernie had told me about the Sangha Trust, particularly its fail-ure to submit returns to the Charity Commissioners, disturbed me. Itherefore spoke about the matter to Maurice, who had already beenmade uneasy by the extent to which Stepien, under Ratanasara�s influ-ence, had in effect been siphoning funds belonging to the Trust into theLondon Buddhist College. Partly as a result of my intervention, andpartly due to tensions within the Trust itself, there was a showdown, theupshot of which was that Stepien resigned as a trustee and GeorgeGoulstone was elected in his place. There was also talk of inviting AlfVial to join the Trust, and both he and Mike Hookham in fact did join itsome months later.So far as I remember I had not heard of Goulstone before. He certainlyhad not been attending lectures or classes at the Vihara, even though helived only a few hundred yards up the road. Like Marcus he was a solici-tor, and Maurice, who seems to have known him socially, may well haveinvited him to join the Trust in his professional capacity. Unlike Marcushe was a Buddhist, of sorts. At least he had installed an image of the
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Buddha in the garden of his weekend cottage, so I was told, and wassponsoring a young Tibetan refugee, an incarnate lama, who had re-cently arrived in Oxford. I never had the opportunity of verifying thefirst report, but a few weeks after his joining the Trust Goulstone, a shortmiddle-aged man who sported an imperial and dressed in black, invitedme to accompany him and his wife to Oxford to meet the new rimpoche,whom they would be seeing for the first time themselves. We reachedthe towery city by midday, after a pleasant drive, collected the rimpoche,and took him to the Randolph Hotel for lunch. Throughout the meal MrsGoulstone, a tall handsome woman I had not met before, was very gayand lively, even flirtatious, and I could not help wondering what therimpoche, who seemed a decent, serious young man, thought of her be-haviour. As he knew Hindi, we were able to have a good discussion, andI presented him with a set of Tibetan monastic robes I had brought withme from Kalimpong and never used. From the hotel we returned him tothe flat where he was living with two other incarnate lamas, Trungpaand Akhong, both of whom were already known to me. Trungpa and Ihad met in India, not long after his arrival there in 1959 as a refugee. Hewas only nineteen then and did not know a word of English. Since thattime he had acquired a reasonably good command of the language, and Ihad invited him to speak at the Vihara�s Wesak celebrations.The day I accompanied the Goulstones to Oxford it was very hot. Ithad been hot all that week, and was getting hotter, and the fact served toremind me of what Mr Van Buren the acupuncturist had said, back inFebruary, about my needing treatment for my heart and about summerbeing the best time for treating that organ. In mid-July I therefore wentto him for the �big prick�, as he had called it. There in fact were twopricks, one in the little finger of my right hand, the other in my rightwrist. The instant he gave me them there surged up my arm, and fromthe depths of my trunk, a current of energy which, hitting the brain,knocked me right out of the body. I found myself located, as it seemed,fifteen or twenty feet above my own head, a little to the right. I felt quiteunperturbed, as though what had happened was the most natural thingin the world. Moreover, even though I was out of the body I still had abody � a body that was in all respects identical with my ordinary physi-cal body. (Presumably this was the manomaya-kãya or �man-made body�of Buddhist tradition.) Looking down with the eyes of this body, I couldsee Van Buren frantically massaging my legs. When I �came to� my heartwas beating faster than usual, I felt slightly sick, and I was bathed in
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perspiration. I also had a feeling of physical well-being such as I hadnever experienced before � a feeling that lasted several days.Before I left him Van Buren told me that for thirty or thirty-five min-utes I had been technically dead. With this statement I was not in a pos-ition either to agree or disagree, since while looking down at myself, soto speak, I had no awareness of the passage of time. So far as I was con-cerned, the experience could have lasted two minutes or it could havelasted two hours. Years later medical friends assured me that Van Burenwas mistaken in thinking I had actually been dead. At the time of deaththere might well be an �out of the body� experience, they pointed out, butit did not follow from this that an �out of the body� experience was an ex-perience of death. Whatever the truth of the matter, the experience I hadin Van Buren�s consulting room, that hot July afternoon in 1965, was cer-tainly one of the strangest in my life.After the acupuncture I went to a tea-shop with the friend who hadaccompanied me, and sat drinking tea outside in the sunshine feelinglike one new-risen from the dead. From the tea-shop we walked toOxford Circus, and from Oxford Circus through Soho to the CharingCross Road, where I bought a copy of P.W. Martin�s Experiment in Depth,a Jungian work popular at the time, and where my friend left me. Hav-ing looked in a new Chinese shop and bought a small porcelain figure ofKuan Yin for my mother, whom I would be visiting the following month,I made my way to Cambridge Circus and so up St Martin�s Lane toMonmouth Street. Here I found a shop selling Japanese arts and crafts,and on going inside found that the proprietor, a cheerful man of aboutforty with big, bulging eyes, had been attending my lectures at theVihara. The name of the place was Sakura, and in years to come the ob-scure little Japanese shop � or rather its basement � was to play an impor-tant part in my life and in the history of British Buddhism.
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Chapter NineteenMeditating Among the Ruins
in kalimpong I had been accustomed to start the day with puja andmeditation, rising at dawn for this purpose and repairing to the shrineroom as soon as I had drunk a cup of tea. For the first six or seven years Ispent in the town my principal practice was ãnãpãna-sati or �respira-tion-mindfulness�, as it had been during my years of wandering, butfrom 1957 onwards there was a change. In that year, and the years thatimmediately followed, I received from Chattrul Sangye Dorje and otherleading Tibetan lamas, including Dilgo Khyentse Rimpoche andDudjom Rimpoche, a number of Vajrayãna initiations, as a result ofwhich an increasing amount of my time came to be devoted to such prac-tices as deity yoga and the Four Foundation Yogas, especially the Goingfor Refuge and Prostration Practice centred upon the awe-inspiring fig-ure of Padmasambhava. After my return to England I soon found thatmy duties as Head of the English Sangha and incumbent of the Hamp-stead Buddhist Vihara left me with as little time for personal meditationas for literary work. Not that I minded overmuch. For me, communicat-ing the Dharma through the medium of the spoken word was an impor-tant spiritual practice, and one that sometimes left me, at the end of alecture, in an exalted state of consciousness from which it was not alwayseasy to come down. Nonetheless it was with a feeling akin to relief thatone morning towards the end of May, with Ruth and the Vihara�s �ThreeMusketeers� for travelling companions, I left Euston for the first of thethree meditation retreats I was to lead that summer for the benefit ofmembers of the Sangha Association and other friends.The first and second of these retreats each lasted a week, while thethird lasted a whole fortnight. All three were held at Biddulph Old Hall,the Sangha Trust�s meditation centre on the Staffordshire-Cheshire bor-der. I had last visited the place early in March, when the countryside wascovered in snow. Now it was spring, and since spring not only �comes



slowly up this way� but stays later than it does in the south, the groundsof Old Hall were gay with clumps and banks of daffodils, the brilliantyellow of which contrasted admirably with the green of the turf and thegrey of the ruins that once had been part of the original building. In IndiaI had occasionally given instruction in meditation to individuals, but Ihad not led a meditation retreat for a group of people before, so that thefirst thing I had to do, on my arrival at Old Hall on that first day of thefirst of my summer meditation retreats, was to decide what kind ofprogramme we should follow. As the retreat and its two successors werebilled as meditation retreats, the practice of meditation, in the form ofãnãpãna-sati andmettã-bhãvanã, naturally had to predominate, but for ob-vious reasons I did not want to adopt the �insight retreat� type of format,which with its twenty hours of so-called Vipassanã practice a day, com-bined with a complete lack of normal human communication, tended toreduce the retreatant to the alienated state I had observed on my veryfirst visit to Biddulph. I therefore devised a more balanced, �mixed� typeof programme. There were altogether five sessions of guided groupmeditation a day, one in the morning after breakfast, three in the after-noon after an early lunch, and one in the evening. The morning and eve-ning sessions were preceded by the performance of the Sevenfold Puja,while for the first four days the last afternoon meditation was followedby a session of the speakers� class, at which Ruth, Alf, Mike, and othersspoke on different aspects of the Dharma. The atmosphere of the retreatis well conveyed in an article by Ruth that appeared in the Sangha Asso-ciation�s journal a few months later under the title �Meditating Amongstthe Ruins�:It is difficult to convey the atmosphere of complete relaxation and, atthe same time, of complete alertness. We really lived every minute ofthese days in such harmony with everyone and everything around us,as I had never experienced before. There was a constant two-way streamof understanding and friendship between the members of the groupand, simultaneously, between teacher and pupils. And the animals wereincluded too. The two Siamese cats who used to be so wild anddestructive during their short stay at the Hampstead Vihara, that theneighbours complained bitterly, were now quite tame and part andparcel of the meditation-family.�Our week passed quietly and swiftly in the routine of Buddhist practice.The day started with the sounding of the gong at six-thirty and soonafter breakfast our group silently crept up the stairs leading to the Ven.Sthavira�s tower-room where we always had our meditation. We wereusually joined by Anna who is staying at Biddulph all the year round
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practising serious meditation as well as helping the wardens in therunning of the centre. At the weekend Margaret managed to join us tooand even Douglas popped up from time to time when neither thekitchen nor the garden was calling him.We always started and finished the day with puja � a little devotionalMahayana service, which included the taking of the three refuges andthe five precepts. In the morning we usually had just one hourmeditation � on watching breathing. The rest was spent in walkingquietly amongst the shrubs and bluebells in the extensive grounds ofthe centre, or studying.�Early lunch � the last meal of the day � and then extensive meditationon watching breathing and loving kindness with always one hour breakafter each hour of meditation. We could help ourselves to cups of tea,coffee or soup in our own little pantry during our off-time and if thepangs of hunger were too strong, someone might even take a chunk ofbread and a little cheese. There was no �you must not!� uttered orwritten on noticeboards � but, instead, it was left to each of us to decidehow much of the monastic discipline he was willing to take.In the evenings in the Great Hall under the supervision of our belovedSthavira, we had miniature speakers� training classes where we lecturedon practically all the schools of Buddhism. The staff happily joined uson these occasions and once even a Buddhist couple from Manchestercame along to listen in. This was so nice about Biddulph � all the peoplewho came to work and meditate there, were practising Buddhists.I had forgotten the bluebells and the Siamese cats, but I remember Ruthand the other retreatants creeping silently up the stairs to the towerroom every morning after breakfast and meditating with me there. I hadalready meditated on my own earlier having risen at dawn in order to doso. In between the day�s sessions I gave personal interviews, discussedrepair and reconstruction work with a local builder, and tape-recordedthe Three Refuges and Five Precepts in Pali for Douglas, the centre�syouthful warden, who though wary of me at first (he was a disciple ofAnanda Bodhi) soon realized I was not as bad as he and Margaret, hiswife, had been led to believe. I also finished reading Rodney Collins� TheTheory of Eternal Life and started on his Theory of Celestial Influence and onIamblichos� The Egyptian Mysteries. After a few days of this peaceful rou-tine I felt almost as though I was back in Kalimpong in my secluded hill-side monastery, where during the Rains Residence I would concentrateon meditation and study, see only my resident students and the occa-sional visitor, and go no further than the garden gate.
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When we were four days into the retreat I received an unwelcome re-minder of the existence of the outside world. There was a telephone callafter breakfast from an agitated Maurice, who told me, in his usual pan-icky fashion, that there was a �crisis� at the Vihara and that immediate ac-tion was required. On my contacting Victor, the young man who wasabout to join our little community, he assured me that all was well, and Itherefore asked him to go and see Maurice and try to sort things out.Later that morning, during the pre-lunch break, I telephoned our eas-ily-alarmed chairman, whom Victor had by that time seen. There hadbeen no crisis. All that had happened, it transpired, was that there hadbeen no bread for breakfast, and that Ratanasara, instead of sending hispersonal attendant out to buy a loaf, had used the fact that there was nobread as an excuse for making various complaints of the �hardship� and�difficulty� he was experiencing at the Vihara. I was so disgusted by histotal lack of the spirit of renunciation that I could not forbear speakingabout the matter to Mangalo, who was then at Biddulph, though not tak-ing part in the retreat, and he agreed with me that when it came tospreading the Dharma in England such worldly-minded South-EastAsian monks were useless. Nor was this the only time Ratanasara gaveme cause to regret I had ever invited him to stay with us. On another oc-casion I returned to the Vihara to find that, in my absence, he had run upa bill for ninety-two pounds at the local delicatessen � a bill I had to pay.Small wonder that Victor, who was a shrewd judge of character, shouldhave christened him �King Rat�!The fifth day of the retreat was a day of silence (there had been no talk-ing during breaks from the third day), and instead of the speakers� classthere was an extra session of meditation. A very good atmosphere pre-vailed, and as I had no personal interviews, and the weather was fine, Iwas able to spend some time strolling in the garden and grounds. Theprogramme the following day � our last full day at Biddulph � was some-what less demanding. We meditated as usual, but people could talk dur-ing the breaks, and in the evening there was a special Buddhist versionof that old bbc favourite The Brains Trust. I divided the retreatants intowhat I hoped were two evenly matched teams, which then took it inturns to ask and answer questions on the Dharma. The puja before thefinal meditation was more elaborate than usual.Next morning, when we had all meditated together for the last time,those of us who were returning to London left for Congleton station. Wehad spent a week bathed in a special kind of atmosphere, and in thewords with which Ruth concluded her article, �this Biddulph
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atmosphere of calm and quiet happiness, greatly deepened through ourprolonged meditation, we carried away with us when we faced theturbulent waters of the outside world once more.� For me those waters,as I encountered them on my return to the Vihara that afternoon, werenot so much turbulent as stagnant. It was evident that during my ab-sence the meeting-room shrine, with its brass Buddha image, had beenshamefully neglected. There were no candles, and the flowers in thevases were all withered. Having settled in, and had a talk with Victor, Iwent for a walk over Hampstead Heath, taking Victor with me. As it wasSaturday afternoon, and the weather was fine, there were rather a lot ofpeople about � a fact of which I was all the more conscious for being freshfrom the silence and calm of the retreat. On the way back to the Vihara Ibought a packet of candles and some flowers, sadly reflecting, as I did so,that Ratanasara was mindful enough of food but not, it seemed, at allmindful of the Buddha.The second retreat took place four weeks later, and apart from the factthat there was no speakers� class it followed the same �mixed� type ofprogramme that I had devised for its predecessor. This time I travelledup to Biddulph not by train but by car, and thus could pay a short visit toLichfield, which as the birthplace of Dr Johnson was to me an importantplace of literary pilgrimage. I had become an ardent Johnsonian at anearly age, after borrowing Birkbeck Hill�s six-volume edition of Boswell�sLife from the Tooting Public Library, and in the course of the next fewyears managed to read practically everything the Great Lexicographerhad written. Even in India I did not neglect his works completely, andonce back in England had returned to them with renewed zest. It wastherefore with great delight that, after visiting the fine old cathedral, I ex-plored the four-storey corner house, now a museum, where Johnsonhad spent the first eighteen years of his existence, and which containedmany interesting relics of his life and work. Before leaving I purchased abrass paper-knife as a souvenir, the handle of the knife being in the formof the bewigged head of the Doctor. The souvenir lies beside me on mydesk as I write. Since purchasing it I have visited Lichfield more thanonce, and seen the corner house on the market square turn from a rathershabby museum into a smart information centre and from an informa-tion centre back into a (well maintained) museum, complete with com-prehensive Johnsonian bookshop. I have also seen, seated high abovethe awnings of the market stalls and facing the birthplace, the massive,brooding figure of Johnson, which I do not recollect having seen on myoriginal visit.
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Partly because of the weather, which was inclement for the time ofyear, in comparison with the first retreat the second was a little dull,though with two people, at least, I had some interesting discussions, oneof them being on Jung�s psychology with particular reference to theanima and animus archetypes. As before, the penultimate full day of theretreat was �peak day�, as I called it, with silence being observed practi-cally the whole time. For me the silence � and the peace � was broken byMangalo, who, having returned earlier in the day from a trip to London,came to see me that evening full of the gossip and backbiting he hadheard there. Ratanasara, he said, had not only asked him to cooperate in�ousting� me; he had also told him that Alf Vial ought not to be a memberof the Sangha Trust as he was a Mahãyãna Buddhist! It was the last straw.Such interference was not to be tolerated. On my return to London, I dis-cussed the situation with Maurice and with Alf, and a few days later, atthe same stormy meeting at which it rescinded its support for the Lon-don Buddhist College, the Trust decided that Ratanasara should beasked to leave the Vihara. The following afternoon I had a frank talkwith him and communicated the Trust�s decision, for which he appar-ently had been prepared by Stepien. According to my diary, �[It was] in-teresting to observe his change of tactics.� What those tactics were I havelong since forgotten, but �all ended well, and he swore eternal friend-ship�, and I was pleased and relieved at the way things had turned out.The third and last of the three summer meditation retreats was in pointof fact two separate retreats, even though a few people from the first re-treat had stayed on and joined the second. Among those who stayed onwas Anna Phillips, who, as Ruth mentioned in her article, was living atBiddulph all the year round. With characteristic impulsiveness, Annahad plunged into Buddhism at the deep end. Not satisfied with attend-ing all my lectures and classes, and being a member of the Sangha Asso-ciation committee and secretary of the Friends of the Triyana VardhanaVihara, she had persuaded her trustees to allow her to sink what re-mained of her capital in the purchase of a terrace property in CamdenTown where she would live and create a Buddhist community. She hadalso asked me to ordain her as a lay sister, and I had agreed to do so oncondition that she spent a year at Biddulph deepening her experience ofmeditation and studying the Dharma. This she was now doing, and theordination ceremony was due to take place on the peak day of the sec-ond of the two weeks that, between them, comprised the last summermeditation retreat. Part of my time during the first week was thereforespent going through the stages of the ceremony with her, and

1 1 8 MOV I NG AGA I N S T TH E S TREAM



impressing upon her the significance of the step she was taking, as wellas in giving meditation interviews to her and the other retreatants,among whom there were several who had not been to Biddulph before.Terry was one of these. Though entitled to three weeks� summer holi-day, he had already made arrangements to spend the second and thirdof those weeks with Vivien in the south of Spain, where they in fact wentevery year, driving down in the Little Bus and camping. However, hewas free to devote the first week to Biddulph and meditation, and weboth had been looking forward to a longer period of continuous per-sonal contact than it so far had been possible for us to have. We drove upto Old Hall via Coventry, where neither of us was impressed by the newcathedral, and that evening, after the guided group meditation, I tookhim through the visualization and mantra-recitation practice centredupon the figure of Vajrasattva, the embodiment of Primordial Purity.In this practice the meditator imagines a stream of milk-white nectarfalling from the heart of Vajrasattva upon the crown of his head, whenceit descends through the median nerve, permeating his entire being, andwashing away all the defiling passions that obscure the innate purityand radiance of the mind. Terry already thought of the spiritual life inthese terms. As a result of his ether abreaction, he had realized that thetruth, pure and unadulterated, could be experienced here and now, andthat for him � as he had told Dr Caple � the best psychotherapy was aprolonged and sincere attempt to dispel the clouds that obscured thepure light of the mind. In the philosophy of Buddhism he had found acontext within which, he thought, it would be possible for him to makethat attempt, and I judged that the spiritual practice which would enablehim to do this in the most direct and effective manner was the one cen-tred upon the figure of Vajrasattva. We did the practice together everymorning before breakfast, and in the afternoon Terry did it alone in hisroom while I talked with some of the other retreatants, one of whom, ayoung man who had been coming regularly to the Vihara for the last fewmonths, wanted to become a �rãmaäera or novice monk under mydirection.The fact that Terry and I were doing the Vajrasattva practice together,as well as meditating for five or six hours a day with everyone else, gaveto our friendship a new dimension, and created between us a field ofspiritual energy that was almost tangible. It was as though within thelake of silence and stillness that was the retreat (that is, the retreat at itsbest) there was a charmed area of intenser silence and more vibrantstillness that we alone occupied. In these circumstances communication
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between us naturally deepened. Besides a mysterious �mutual revelationof loneliness�, there were exchanges my diary, in its usual laconic fash-ion, characterizes as being, respectively, �profound and poignant�, �in-tense�, and �serious and important�. There are also a few references of amore specific nature � references to a discussion on affinity, arising outof notes Terry had made earlier in the day (he was an inveterate maker ofnotes and filler up of notebooks), to a talk we had about his daughterFiona, and to a long walk in the course of which we touched on �deepestthemes�. One of those themes was his ether abreaction, and I think it wasonly then that I fully appreciated the effect the experience had had onhim and the extent to which it determined the way he thought abouthimself and about the spiritual life. By the end of the week I was not onlywell satisfied with the progress of our friendship but felt I understoodTerry better than before. I also realized there was a qualitative difference,so to speak, between him and the rest of the people on the retreat, genu-ine as their interest in Buddhism and meditation may have been, up to apoint. Victor and certain of the other young men (not excluding the onewho wanted to become a novice monk) were capable of behaving, onoccasion, in a crude and insensitive fashion, but Terry was invariablymindful, invariably well-mannered, and invariably sensitive to the feel-ings of others, besides being possessed of a depth of seriousness whichthey entirely lacked.On the last day of the retreat Terry and I slipped out after the eveningpuja and meditation and drove to Rudyard Lake. Having walked roundit, and explored the picturesque countryside nearby, we found a quietspot at the edge of a field and there passed the night in the Little Bus. Theweather next day was exceptionally fine, and it was with reluctance that,around noon, we returned to Biddulph, having spent the morning inserious talk. Before leaving the place we said our goodbyes, in case weshould not be able to do so in private at the meditation centre, and Ihung my rosary round Terry�s neck and asked him to wear it while hewas away. We both were much affected by the thought of our impend-ing separation. After lunch I saw Terry and others off, and a little laterfound myself being taken by bubble car to Manchester, where I met themembers of the Manchester Buddhist Society at the home of ConnieWaterton, the secretary of the group, and gave a public lecture in a hiredhall. Having stayed up late several nights running I was feeling ex-tremely tired, even after two or three cups of tea, but an energy fromdeep within came to my rescue and the lecture, which was on TibetanBuddhism, was pronounced a great success.
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Chapter TwentyAn Important Milestone
ordination was a subject that had preoccupied me for some time. In1959, five years before my return to England, I had written an article enti-tled �Ordination and Initiation in the Three Yanas�, the purpose of whichwas to distinguish, firstly between ordination (saævara) and initiation(abhiëeka), and secondly between the different kinds of ordination. Thethree yãnas in question were the Hînayãna, the Mahãyãna, and theVajrayãna, representing the three successive phases of historical devel-opment through which Buddhism passed in India, as well as the threesuccessive stages of spiritual ascent through which the individual Bud-dhist, according to the late Indo-Tibetan tradition, passes on his way toSupreme Enlightenment. Speaking of the difference between ordinationon the one hand and (Tantric) initiation on the other I pointed out thataccording to that tradition the rite of admission to the status of laybrother (upãsaka), no less than to that of novice monk (�rãmaäera), fullmonk (bhikëu), or Bodhisattva, was termed a saævara, literally �restraint�,�control�, �obligation�, or �vow�. This was an important discovery. As Iwrote many years later in The History of My Going for Refuge,The fact that admission to upasaka, sramanera, bhikshu, andBodhisattva status was in each case termed a samvara or �ordination�meant that the differences between the various grades of religiouspersons were of far less significance than they were sometimes thoughtto be. In particular it meant that the difference between the monk andthe layman was not a difference between the ordained and theunordained. Both monks and laymen were ordained persons and bothmonks and laymen were, therefore, full members of the Buddhistspiritual community. This came very close to saying that saævara orordination was a unifying rather than a dividing factor in Buddhism,and therefore very close to saying, as I afterwards did say, thatordination and Going for Refuge were in fact synonymous and that



Going for Refuge was a unifying factor in Buddhism � indeed, that itwas the unifying factor.In latter-day Theravãda Buddhism, as this had developed in Ceylon andthe other Buddhist countries of South-East Asia, ordination was defi-nitely not a unifying factor. In those countries ordination was identifiedexclusively with monastic ordination, whether as a novice monk or as afull monk, with the result that the difference between monks and lay-men was a difference between the ordained and the unordained. Untilquite recently the handful of monks living and teaching in England hadall been Theravãdins, and they had introduced into British Buddhism, asa matter of course, the rigid separation of the monks from the laity whichwas so prominent a feature of Theravãda Buddhism and which theytended to regard as part of the natural order of things. Monks did not eatwith the laity, for example, and the fact that at the Buddhist Society�sSummer School I chose not to adhere to this convention, as monksattending previous Summer Schools had done, was the occasion of a cer-tain amount of astonishment � and a good deal of pleasure. Broadlyspeaking, the Buddhist Society, which provided a platform for allschools of Buddhism, preferred not to emphasize the division betweenmonks and lay people (though monks were always treated with re-spect), whereas the Sangha Association, whose allegiance was to theTheravãda and which described itself as �supporting a community ofBuddhist monks�, not only emphasized the division but like the SanghaTrust, its sister body, in fact had that division for its constitutional basisand raison d�être. This was one of the reasons for the tensions that haddeveloped, in recent years, between the Society and the Association �tensions which Ananda Bodhi�s abrasive personality, and his assump-tion that he, as a monk, was the sole authority on what was Buddhismand what was not had increased to the point where there was an openbreach between the two organizations. In these circumstances it was notsurprising that a year before I returned to England ChristmasHumphreys should have written to me, apropos of my expected arrival,that there could be no question of a red carpet welcome at the start, theBuddhist Society being, at that moment, frankly �sick to death of theword �Bhikkhu�!�During the year that had passed since my return I had been able toheal the breach between the Buddhist Society and the Sangha Associa-tion, to an extent, as well as to convince at least some people that thedivision between monastic order and laity was less great than they hadsupposed. In an editorial on �Sangha and Laity�, published in the
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February issue of The Buddhist, I went so far as to assert that �to the extentthat they, too, have gone for refuge to the Buddha, the Dharma, and theSangha, the laity are as much Buddhists as are the members of theMonastic Order�, and that monks and nuns, lay brothers and lay sisters,�together form one great spiritual family�. Knowing that most Thera-vãdin monks would reject as ridiculous, even blasphemous, the idea thatthe laity were as much Buddhists as were members of the monastic order, Iwas careful to add that in so far as between the monk and the laymanthere was a difference of commitment there was traditionally also a dif-ference in their respective duties, the monk being expected to study,practise, and disseminate the Dharma and the lay disciple to give mate-rial support to the Sangha (i.e. the monks) and fulfil at least the basic eth-ical requirements of the Buddhist way of life. Nonetheless, in theconcluding paragraph of the editorial I observed:At this stage in the development of the Buddhist movement in Englandit is unlikely that the traditional pattern of Sangha�laity relations will beperpetuated in the extreme form that it has taken in some parts of theBuddhist world, and perhaps undesirable even if it were possible. Thefew bhikshus present in the country have, inevitably, to be more deeplyinvolved in organizational problems than they might care to be, whilethe laity � as witness the newly formed speakers� class � are obliged totake a more active part in the propagation of the Dharma than theymight feel really qualified for. Nevertheless, if without confusing theirdistinctive functions this development helps to bring Sangha and laitycloser together, and strengthen their common devotion to the ThreeJewels, it will be fully justified.In ordaining Anna Phillips as a lay sister I was actually doing more thanjust bringing Sangha and laity closer together: I was demonstrating thatthe two bodies overlapped. They overlapped by virtue of the fact thatthe ceremony in which Anna became a lay sister was not merely a simplelay �precept-taking� ceremony, such as was customary in Theravãdincountries, but a samvara or rite of (lay) ordination � a rite that registered asdefinite a commitment to the spiritual life as did that of monastic ordina-tion. In a report that appeared in The Buddhist Anna�s ordination wastherefore correctly described as �an important milestone in the develop-ment of Buddhism in this country.� It was a milestone not because it wasthe first time a particular Eastern Buddhist ceremony had been per-formed in the West, for in the East, as represented by the Theravãdincountries of South-East Asia, lay ordination, as distinct from the taking ofthe lay-disciple precepts, was quite unknown. It was a milestone � and

AN IMPOR T AN T M I L E S TONE 1 2 3



an important one � because it served to make British Buddhists aware ofthe fact, of which they had not been aware before, that there was such athing as lay ordination, and that the ordained lay person was as much amember of the Buddhist spiritual family as a monk or nun. Anna�s ordi-nation as a lay sister thus constituted a milestone on the road that led me,eventually, to the crucial realization that �Commitment (to the ThreeJewels) is primary, lifestyle secondary.�Though in my address on the occasion I made it clear that Anna wasbeing ordained, probably not one of the twenty people who witnessedthe ceremony had even an inkling of what this signified. (It was years be-fore I realized its full significance myself.) Most of the twenty were al-ready at Old Hall on retreat, following the �mixed� type of programme Ihad devised earlier and working their way up to peak day and Anna�sordination, and of these the majority were not people who had stayedon from the previous week but new arrivals. Among the new arrivalswere Gerald Yorke and Jack Ireland, who this time came without hisbrother Musketeers, a Swedish youth, an Austrian Buddhist fromVienna, a young man who was mixed up with the black arts, and an el-derly Frenchwoman. The elderly Frenchwoman was AntoinetteWillmott, who was married to an Englishman, who lived with him inFrance, who attended my lectures whenever she was in London visitingher daughter, and who was to become a lifelong friend and supporter.The ordination took place in the Great Hall, which was decorated forthe occasion. After the gathering had taken the Three Refuges and FivePrecepts in the traditional manner, and Mangalo and I had chanted theKaranîyamettã Sutta or �Discourse on Loving-Kindness�, Anna came for-ward and kneeling before me asked me to give her the Three Refuges to-gether with the Eight Precepts of the lay disciple. She made the requestusing the traditional Pali formula, which she had learned by heart,whereupon I asked her if she realized the seriousness of the step she wastaking and if she was free of such other obligations as would interferewith the discharge of her responsibilities as a lay sister. To both questionsshe replied in the affirmative. A short catechism followed. What werethe Four Noble Truths? What were the steps of the Noble EightfoldPath? What were the three categories of the training? To these questions,too, Anna gave satisfactory answers. She then left the room, returningafter a few minutes wearing a Tibetan-style gown (she had cropped hercurly brown hair some time ago) and followed by two women atten-dants bearing flowers, candles, and incense. I then gave her the ThreeRefuges and Eight Precepts of the lay disciple and announced that
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henceforth she would be known as Amritapani or �Nectar-in-Hand�,after which she offered the flowers, candles, and incense at the shrine asa sign of her commitment to the Three Jewels, Mangalo and I chantedverses of blessing, and amid the congratulations of the gathering the�solemn and impressive ceremony�, as The Buddhist afterwards called it,came to an end.But solemn and impressive as the ceremony was, I detected in the cele-bratory atmosphere of the retreat that morning an element that was notquite Buddhistic. On reflection I realized that this was due to the fact thatsome of the women present, quite unconsciously, responded to the cere-mony emotionally as though they were witnessing not an ordination buta wedding. They even referred to the two older women who acted asAnna�s attendants and who accompanied her to the altar, so to speak, asher �matrons of honour�. It was as though they somehow felt that Annawas �taking the veil�, with all that the phrase suggested in the way ofunion with a heavenly bridegroom. Anna � or rather Amritapani � her-self appeared to be untouched by any such feeling, and I was confidentthat in becoming a lay sister she had genuinely committed herself to theThree Jewels. Whether she would be able to sustain that commitmentthrough the years to come was another matter.By the following morning, the morning of our last full day at Old Hall,the atmosphere of the retreat had changed from the celebratory to thedeeply peaceful, and it remained deeply peaceful up to the time of ourdeparture the next day. Like most of the retreatants I left Biddulph soonafter breakfast, though not without first having a final word withAmritapani. I was glad that in the course of the summer I had been ableto spend four weeks on retreat, one of them together with Terry, andglad that it had been possible for me to devote more time than usual tomeditation. I was also glad that I had not only gone through theVajrasattva visualization and mantra-recitation practice with Terry buttaken it up again myself, and resolved that after returning to London Iwould continue to do it every morning before breakfast.Since I returned to find myself caught up in a busy weekend (it was theweekend of Minh Chau�s visit), this was more easily resolved than done,though it was done, at least for a few weeks. The ensuing fortnight wasno less busy. During that time I gave lectures and took classes, compiledan issue of The Buddhist, saw the Three Musketeers and sundry otherpeople, at least two of whom were mentally disturbed, and spent my for-tieth birthday at Rayleigh with my mother.
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Marking as it does the beginning of the inevitable decline into old age,one�s fortieth birthday is generally supposed to be a time of serious re-flection, but in my own case I do not recall having had any particularlyserious thoughts in connection with the anniversary. My diary certainlyrecords no such thoughts. As it was a year since I had seen my mother, Itravelled down to Rayleigh two days before the actual date, so that wewould have a little more time together. She was very glad to see me, Igave her the white porcelain Kuan Yin I had bought on the day of my�out of the body� experience, and we spent the rest of the day veryquietly, going for a walk in the afternoon and watching television in theevening � the first time I had watched it. The following afternoon wetook the bus into Southend, where we sat in deckchairs on the front for awhile, enjoying the sunshine and the sea breeze, and where we had tea.In the evening we spent an hour with my sister Joan and her husbandEddie, who since my last visit had moved to Rayleigh, and I gave Joanand David, her younger son, the presents I had bought for them inSouthend. David, now twelve, was much quieter than he had beenbefore, and obviously devoted to his baby sister, who had arrived at thebeginning of the year and whom I was asked to name. I named herKamala, or �Lotus�, which years later, as a teenager, she chose to reduceto Kay.Next day was my birthday, but after lunch I was obliged to bid mymother an early goodbye. The Buddhist Society�s annual SummerSchool was due to begin the following afternoon, and I had much to doat the Vihara before leaving for High Leigh.
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Chapter Twenty-OneThe Divine Eye and Dialectic
while it is possible to fall in love instantly (�Whoever loved, that lovednot at first sight?�), friendship requires time for its development andeven for its recognition as being such. Though I had taken seriouslywhat Terry told me, after my lecture on �Buddhism and the Problem ofDeath�, about his having seen the Pure White Light, and though I hadcommented in my diary, after hearing his entire history, �A quite excep-tional person�, I cannot say I felt particularly drawn to him in a personalway at that time or that I envisaged a friendship developing between us.As we got to know each other, however, a friendship did develop � anddevelop rapidly. We discovered we had a spiritual, even a transcenden-tal, affinity, and communication between us accordingly deepened. AtBiddulph it had deepened still further, with the result that by the end ofTerry�s week there with me I was not only well satisfied with the prog-ress of our friendship but felt I understood him better than before.Perhaps I understood myself better too. It was not simply that I waswell satisfied that the friendship between Terry and me was makinggood progress. I realized that Terry himself had come to occupy an ex-tremely important place in my life and that if anything untoward was tohappen to him I should feel I had suffered an irreparable loss. Until I re-ceived the letter in which he informed me that he and Vivien had arrivedsafely at their destination in the south of Spain, after a non-stoptwenty-four-hour drive, I therefore felt increasingly anxious about him,imagining all sorts of dangers and disasters. The long-awaited lettercame on my birthday (the postal service between Spain and Englandwas very slow), and the extent of my relief � and the nature of my expec-tations � is evident from what I wrote in my diary. �He is all right. Bigload off my mind. Can hardly imagine what future may bring.� A fewdays later, in the middle of the Summer School, Terry telephoned me tosay he was back in England. As it happened, I had promised to perform a



name-giving ceremony at the Vihara the following afternoon, and wetherefore arranged to meet there shortly afterwards.The name-giving ceremony was for the infant son of Ken Pardoe, aburly, bearded young Midlands Buddhist who was attending the Sum-mer School. After collecting Olive and the baby from Eltham we drovethrough the dense rush-hour traffic to Hampstead, I performed the cere-mony in the meeting room, before the green-and-gold shrine, and be-stowed on the little boy the three names his parents had chosen for him,the middle name being a Buddhist one. In India I had performed scoresof name-giving ceremonies, most of them for children of the newly con-verted followers of Dr Ambedkar, but this was the first time I had per-formed a name-giving ceremony in England. Though I was happy tooblige Ken and his wife on this occasion, my feelings about such ceremo-nies were mixed, and I certainly had no wish to see performing domesticrituals for the lay community becoming a regular part of the duties of aBritish Buddhist monk. On leaving the meeting room I spoke briefly toRatanasara, who happened to be visiting the Vihara, and a few minuteslater Terry arrived.For some time we could hardly speak, and we realized � if we had notrealized it before � how deep a feeling we had come to have for eachother. To me it was almost as though Terry, after being dead for threeweeks, had been miraculously �restored to life and power and thought�.Eventually we found our tongues, and with an intermission at our usualIndian restaurant in West Hampstead, where Terry had a meal, wetalked until half-past four in the morning. Whether on account of thestimulating and refreshing character of our exchange, or simply becausewe were glad to be together again, neither of us felt in the least tired, andbefore parting we arranged to visit the Brighton group in a few days�time and Maidstone and John Hipkin the weekend after that. Though Idid not get to bed until nearly five o�clock, I rose at half-past seven,roused Ken, who had slept in the meeting room, and at eight o�clock, af-ter drinking a cup of tea, left the Vihara with him for High Leigh. We ar-rived in time for breakfast, after which I led the morning session ofguided group meditation, attended Toby�s talk on Zen, and in this wayeased myself back into the whirl of activities that was the BuddhistSociety�s Summer School.As it was my second Summer School, and as it followed much the sameprogramme as before, my impressions of it are less vivid than those ofmy first, and I have few distinct recollections of what I did that week.The Recording Angel, in the form of the Notes and News section of the
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October Buddhist, credits me with having delivered fourteen lecturesand talks, and conducted twelve guided group meditation classes andthree devotional meetings, besides participating in the brains trust andgiving many personal interviews. Such recollections as I do possess re-late to the violent toothache I suffered for two days as a result of anabscess, which eventually burst, and to the evening devotional meetingsI conducted in the Oak Room on the last three days of the School. In thecourse of the devotional meetings the participants made offerings offlowers, lighted candles, and incense at the improvised shrine, and re-cited verses expressive of reverence for the Three Jewels. I rememberthese meetings because they were very much an innovation, and be-cause Christmas Humphreys had doubted whether more than a handfulof people would want to attend them � nine or ten at the most, hethought. In the event, practically the whole Summer School attended onall three days, only Toby and his immediate entourage remaining aloof,which suggested that some British Buddhists, at least, understood thatin order to achieve a balanced approach to the spiritual life it was essen-tial to cultivate the spiritual faculty of faith (�raddhã).The Brighton Buddhist group was run by Carl and Violet Wragg, awhite-haired, septuagenarian couple who had become interested inBuddhism only a few years previously, after a lifetime of involvementwith Spiritualism. As theirs was one of the provincial groups I visitedregularly, I had come to know both of them quite well, and indeed re-garded them as friends. Terry knew them too, as he had accompaniedme on more than one of my Brighton visits and once, when I was on re-treat at Biddulph, had actually gone and led the guided group medita-tion class on my behalf. On the occasion of the visit that had beenarranged at the time of our reunion, a few days before, we met beneaththe indicator at Victoria Station as usual and caught the six-thirty train.We were soon deeply absorbed in discussion, so deeply that we wereastonished when we saw rising sheer on either side the white chalk-cliffsthat showed we had reached our destination. A member of the groupwas there to meet us and drive us to the month�s venue, the group�smeetings being held sometimes at the treasurer�s house and sometimesin a rented room above the Tatler restaurant. Later they were alwaysheld at the Wraggs� house in nearby Hove, in a downstairs room whosedoors opened into the garden and where a permanent shrine had beenset up.The name of the Tatler restaurant has remained lodged in my mem-ory, not on account of the number of times we met on its premises, but
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because of an experience Violet had there during one of my lectures, anexperience about which she told me some time afterwards. While I wasspeaking, she said, she saw standing behind me a strange figure, ratherlarger than life, who appeared to be overshadowing me and inspiringme. He was clad in a red robe and wore a curiously shaped red hat, andalthough his features were of a decidedly oriental cast they were neitherIndian nor Chinese but somehow both. From this description I had nodifficulty recognizing Padmasambhava, the Greatly Precious Guru,whose form I had been accustomed to visualize as part of the Going forRefuge and Prostration Practice. Neither Violet nor Carl had even heardof him before. They knew nothing of Tibetan Buddhism, and had only alimited acquaintance with Buddhist doctrine and history. Their interestin Buddhism was practical rather than theoretical, and Violet, whom Iknew to be psychic, was a serious meditator. A few years later there wasto befall me, in the Wraggs� own sitting room, an experience in connec-tion with Violet no less remarkable than the one that had befallen her atthe Tatler restaurant in connection with me.John Hipkin was a personable, confident, and highly articulate youngman who lived at the Blue House, a sixteenth-century farmhouselocated about seven miles out of Maidstone. He lived there with his wifeBronwyn and his friends John and David, who like himself were teach-ers. John Eliot � �the other John� as he was called � was his best friend,and in so far as the four young people � the married couple and the twosingle men � shared the expenses of the place it could be regarded as acommune. I do not remember when or where John Hipkin and I firstmet, but it must have been either at Eccleston Square or at a meeting ofthe Cambridge University Buddhist Society (Cambridge was his AlmaMater and he was, or soon would be, a Fellow of King�s), for he had noconnection with the Hampstead Buddhist Vihara at that time and joinedthe Sangha Association only later at my suggestion � an act which was tohave consequences that could not then have been foreseen. Wherever itwas we met, we had taken to each other, and at the beginning of the yearI had spent a couple of days at the Blue House with him and the othermembers of the commune. Naturally we discussed Buddhism, and as�the other John� was a Methodist lay preacher and one of the friends whodropped in was preparing for the Methodist ministry (another was anex-sramanera!), the question of the relation of Buddhism to Christianityin general and to Methodism in particular, as well as to psychology andexistentialism, inevitably arose. Though discussion was at times verylively, it was both serious and friendly, and I confided to my diary, �Very
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much impressed by the spirit of these young people.� John Eliot seemedparticularly open-minded, and he evidently had read quite widely inBuddhism. John Hipkin, though no less open-minded, had read muchless widely, and on the second day of my stay we therefore visited thenew County Library and I selected for him, from the rather good sectionon Buddhism, some half a dozen books to read. This would be his �home-work� for the next three weeks, I told him. Since then we had kept intouch, our most recent meeting having taken place at the SummerSchool. Probably it was on that occasion that John had suggested Terryand I pay him a visit some time during the weekend after next.As I was free that weekend (except for the Sunday afternoon meetingat the Vihara), my friend and I did not drive straight to Maidstone. In-stead, we made an extensive detour, spending two nights on the roadand taking in Rochester, Canterbury, Ashford, and Tenterden. InCanterbury we looked round the cathedral. �Very much impressed,� mydiary recorded. �Like projection of contents of own mind.� Whether bothof us were impressed, or only I was (on a subsequent visit Terry was de-cidedly not impressed by the �ecclesiastical goings-on�, as he calledthem), and what I could have meant by the comment that the interior ofthe vast Gothic structure was like a projection of the contents of my ownmind, I am now quite unable to remember. What I do however recall isthe atmosphere of the place, which was quite unlike the atmosphere ofany of the cathedrals I had hitherto visited or was to visit in years tocome. But distinctly as I recall it, I can find no words to describe thatatmosphere, though such epithets as �warm and golden� and �harmoni-ous and gracious� may give an indication of the kind of effect it had onme both at the time and subsequently.It was on a gloriously fine Sunday morning that Terry and I arrived atthe Blue House, there to be welcomed by John and Bronwyn and theothers. Not long after our arrival a pure white bird � either a dove or apigeon � came and settled on the roof of the garage, where it stayed forhalf an hour. The bird had not been seen before, and its appearing whenit did seemed like a good omen � an omen that portended the success ofour visit. Good omen or not, the visit certainly was a success. Terry goton well with the Johns (owing to his high standards he did not alwaysfind it easy to get on well with people), and in the discussions which wehad with them and with the various friends who dropped in both beforeand after lunch he acquitted himself admirably. It was not just that hehad a good mind. He was a formidable dialectician who invariably suc-
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ceeded in driving his opponent, step by relentlessly logical step, into acorner from which there was no possibility of escape.I use the word �opponent� advisedly. For Terry, anyone with whom hebecame locked in serious discussion (myself alone excepted) repre-sented a threat. He was dangerous. He was dangerous because he waspowerful and because, being powerful, he might want to harm Terry, oreven destroy him. He therefore had to be defeated, for an opponent de-feated was an opponent rendered powerless and, therefore, incapable ofharming one. Consciously or unconsciously, Terry regarded discussionas being like a game of chess, in which one picked off one�s opponent�spawns, bishops, and other inferior pieces until his king was left defence-less and could be immobilized and checkmated. The only difference wasthat Terry played not to win so much as to prevent the other person fromwinning; he had no wish to harm his opponent, but wanted only tomake sure his opponent could not harm him.His dialectical method was in a way Socratic, for like the Socrates of atleast some of the Socratic Dialogues he was concerned not to advanceany thesis of his own but simply to undermine whatever thesis might beadvanced by his interlocutor. In this he was often highly successful, attimes leaving his opponent totally nonplussed and on the verge of anexistential crisis, much as Socrates sometimes left a respondent feeling asthough he had been stung by an electric ray whose touch temporarilyparalyses. On future occasions Terry was to give John Hipkin � himselfno mean debater � a taste of this kind of treatment, thus earning his deeprespect, but in the present discussions he made no attempt to presshome his advantage over either of the two Johns, though leaving themin no doubt as to his dialectical ability. He therefore was no less satisfiedwith our visit to the Blue House than I was, and when the time came forus to set out for London we both regretted having to leave.Though now living in Kent, John Hipkin kept up his connections withCambridge (he and Bronwyn were soon to move there), especially hisconnections with King�s College. It was in a room at King�s that I hadaddressed the Cambridge University Buddhist Society back in April �eight months after my arrival at the Hampstead Buddhist Vihara. Thereason for the delay was that Ananda Bodhi had quite a followingamong the undergraduate members of the society, some of whom werestrongly opposed to my being invited to speak, the Canadian monk hav-ing told them � as it seems he had told everybody else � that I had been�thrown out� of the Hampstead Buddhist Vihara. The leader of thisgroup was one Lance Cousins, a pretty, effeminate-looking youth who

1 3 2 MOV I NG AGA I N S T TH E S TREAM



besides being a member of the Cambridge University Buddhist Societywas also a member of the Sangha Association, and who shortly after myarrival in England came to see me at the Vihara. The opposition hadeventually been overcome with the help of Dr Carmen Blacker, the lec-turer in Japanese at the University, who I believe was then either SeniorChairman or Senior Treasurer of the Society, and John Hipkin himselfmay well have played a part. He certainly played a part some two yearslater, when Lance Cousins and his supporters again tried to prevent mybeing invited to speak by the Society and were again defeated.Not all Ananda Bodhi�s followers were as blindly devoted to him asyoung Lance. Some of them, much as they might have benefited fromhis �insight meditation� teaching, or have relished his �hell and brim-stone� style of lecturing, were by no means unaware of the fact that theirhero�s character was deeply flawed, and could even make jokes at his ex-pense. Maurice Walshe, who in any case was more devoted to theso-called Vipassanã than to Ananda Bodhi himself, and in whose atti-tude to his old teacher there lurked (as I had noticed quite early on) a dis-tinct element of ambivalence, was one of these. Clare Sampson wasanother. At the time of my arrival on the scene she was Secretary of theSangha Association, and having been re-elected to the post a few monthslater worked with me, quite happily, for the whole of the ensuing year.Svelte and sophisticated, and the daughter (so I was told) of a titledwoman, twenty-year-old Clare to the best of my knowledge was theAssociation�s sole socialite member. At first she came and consulted withme at least once a week, wearing a black sheath dress and a string ofpearls and with her blonde hair dressed in the fashionable �beehive�style. Though she took her duties as (Honorary) Secretary of the Associa-tion seriously, and was helpful to me personally in a number of ways,she never attended my meditation classes, or went on retreat with me,and was hardly ever seen at lectures � least of all when they took place atthe Buddhist Society. Like Maurice, she had practised �insight medita-tion� under the guidance of Ananda Bodhi, and after the Canadianmonk�s abrupt departure had continued, like Maurice himself, to prac-tise it under the guidance of Vichitr whenever the plump Thai happenedto be in London. Unlike Maurice she had little or no interest in Bud-dhism, and when she relinquished her post in order to have more timefor her social life (she was said to have set her cap at Jeremy Thorpe, thefuture leader of the Liberal Party) I was not greatly surprised.
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Chapter Twenty-TwoAn Inquis it ive Princess
the british buddhist movement was very small � much smaller than Ihad imagined it to be when I was still in India. Because it was so small, itfelt it needed to keep up its connections with the wider Buddhist world,and the Buddhist Society, as represented by Christmas Humphreys, hadlong made a point of laying on a reception for any prominent Asian Bud-dhist who happened to be visiting, or passing through, London,regardless of whether they were monk or layman, and regardless of theschool of Buddhism to which they belonged (before my arrival theSangha Association had honoured only Theravãdin monks in this way).I was therefore not surprised to learn, towards the end of September,that the President and Council of the Society were giving a reception totwo leading Thai Buddhists who were then in town and that I wasamong those invited to attend the function.The two visitors were Princess Poon Diskul, a cousin of the King ofThailand, and Mr Aiem Sanghavasi, President and Honorary Secretaryrespectively of the World Fellowship of Buddhists, and the receptionwas held at the Society�s premises in Eccleston Square. Princess Poonwas no stranger to London. As she reminded her hosts and the otherguests, when replying to Christmas Humphreys� words of welcome, shehad first visited the Society in 1930 with her late father, Prince Damrong,while her uncle, the late King Chulalongkorn, had been a patron of theoriginal Buddhist Society of Great Britain and Ireland in 1907. Toby wasobviously gratified by these references to the (present) Buddhist Soci-ety�s history, as he had a strong sense of tradition, and was particularlyproud of the Society�s links with the Thai royal house. What the purposeof her present visit was Princess Poon did not say, but knowing that sheand Sanghavasi were already preparing for the Fellowship�s next con-ference (conferences were held every two years, each time in a differentAsian country) I assumed the pair were in London to consult with



Christmas Humphreys, who I believe was one of the Vice-Presidents ofthe Fellowship, about the choice of venue.The World Fellowship of Buddhists had been founded at Kandy,Ceylon, in 1950, by Dr G.P. Malalasekera, the distinguished author of theDictionary of Pãli Proper Names, who some years later became the Ambas-sador for Ceylon in the ussr, where he had persuaded the StatePublishing House (so he once proudly told me) to print 40,000 copies of aRussian translation of the Dhammapada. Short, plump, and amiable,Malalasekera invariably dressed � at least when abroad � in traditionalSinhalese costume, consisting of white sarong, long white overshirt, anda sort of embroidered stole. He and I had corresponded during myKalimpong days, when we were both being violently attacked in thepages of the fanatical, but mercifully short-lived (Theravãdin) Buddhistpaper The Buddhist World, but it was not until our paths happened tocross in England that we actually met. I do not remember all the groundson which the paper�s fiercely �orthodox� and (as I afterwards discovered)alcoholic editor attacked Malalasekera, but one of them certainly wasthat he was sympathetic to the Mahãyãna and had by inviting the �heret-ical� Mahãyãnists to join his organization in effect recognized them asgenuine Buddhists, despite their not being followers of �the pure pristineDharma�, as the editor and his associates were pleased to term theTheravãda. Malalasekera was what I called a liberal Theravãdin (I hadno quarrel with the Theravãda as such, if by Theravãda one meant sim-ply the teaching of the Buddha as contained in the Pali Canon), andthere were many issues on which we were in hearty agreement, though Isuspect he would have been dismayed by some of the later develop-ments in my thinking, had he lived to see them.To date there had been seven conferences of the World Fellowship ofBuddhists, the last having taken place towards the end of 1964. It hadtaken place at Sarnath, near Benares, where according to tradition theBuddha spent the rainy season after his Enlightenment explaining to hisfive former companions in asceticism the Middle Way he had discov-ered. Toby and Puck attended as delegates of the Buddhist Society, and abrief mention of the conference appears in the former�s autobiography,Both Sides of the Circle. �We listened to the reports of the delegates, andthe splendid speeches,� Toby wrote, �and I played my part in the work ofthe committees. There was much talk of what should be done but little ofwho would do it, or how and when.� In the �official� account he pro-duced at the time forTheMiddleWayhe was less dismissive, though even
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here he spoke of �tedious messages from Heads of State� and resolutionsthat were �so many pious platitudes�.I did not attend the conference, and probably would not haveattended it even if I had been in India at the time instead of being newlyarrived in England. I had not attended any of the Fellowship�s previousconferences, though often urged to attend by friends who thought itwould be worth my while to do so. It was not that I disagreed with theFellowship�s �ecumenical� objectives, or that I was not happy to meetbrother and sister Buddhists from different parts of the Buddhist world.Such was far from being the case. But experience had convinced me thatgatherings of this sort were more or less a waste of time, and that I, forone, was better occupied getting on with my own work, of which in anycase I had more than enough to keep me busy. As for meeting Buddhistsfrom different parts of the Buddhist world, living in India as I did I metthem anyway, either at the Maha Bodhi Society�s Calcutta headquartersor at one or other of the places of Buddhist pilgrimage. Some of themeven made their way up to my hillside hermitage in Kalimpong.Despite my conviction that conferences were a waste of time, I mighthave been less disinclined to attend the Fellowship�s Sarnath confer-ence, had I still been in India, if I had not known that earlier conferenceshad been little more than talking shops. After the third conference, heldin Burma in 1954, the delegate of a North American Buddhist group hadwritten, in some bewilderment, �I had supposed that there would beconsiderably more attention to devotional practices, including periodsof meditation. My friends in asking about the conference almost invari-ably bring up this suggestion. The relatively small space given to devo-tions constituted a surprise. Am I merely betraying my occidental andChristian background in saying that world-wide Buddhism as a vitalforce will never come into existence until there is a spiritual basis moreconcrete than mere acceptance of a common faith?� I did not think thewriter was betraying any bias. Buddhists, in fact, by virtually excludingdevotional practices from the programme of their conferences, showed abias which was distinctly non-Buddhist and non-oriental. The sugges-tion that we needed �a spiritual basis more concrete than the acceptanceof a common faith� put a finger on one of the weakest points in the mod-ern Buddhist movement of revival. It put a finger, indeed, on one of theweakest points � perhaps the weakest point � in much of traditional Bud-dhism, and years were to pass before I was able to identify the act ofGoing for Refuge to the Three Jewels, considered as the central and de-finitive Act of the Buddhist life, as the concrete spiritual basis that was
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needed if Buddhism was to be a vital force in the modern world. Mean-while, in the fifties and sixties, conferences of the World Fellowship ofBuddhists continued to follow the type of programme of which myNorth American Buddhist had complained. Reviewing the official re-port of the Fellowship�s fifth conference, held in Thailand in 1958, and at-tended by 199 delegates, visitors, and observers from eighteen countriesincluding the host country, I wrote in the Maha Bodhi Journal:There were five Plenary Sessions, five business meetings, one for eachsubject committee, and an Executive Council meeting, besides a widevariety of religious, educational and social engagements. Despite thecriticism which had been so often levelled against the practice, thePlenary Sessions were as in previous years mainly occupied with thereading out of Messages. The committees all passed a number ofpraiseworthy resolutions but without making any concrete suggestionas to how they could be implemented. As with the reports of theprevious General Conferences, the reader is apt to get the impression ofa week of hectic sightseeing by representatives of various Buddhistorganizations or of none followed by two years of complete inactivity.The present report, for instance, comes out two years after theconclusion of the Conference.Having dealt with the last conference, I turned to the next:The W.F.B., which claims to be the global organization of the Buddhists,has been in existence for ten years. Apart from its excellent magazineWorld Buddhism, published from Ceylon, it appears to have nopermanent achievement to its credit. Work on the BuddhistEncyclopaedia, we understand, has practically come to a standstill. Thisreviewer suggests that if there is still enough life in the W.F.B. to holdthe Sixth General Conference � due to meet next month, though thevenue is not yet known � all concerned would be well advised to givemore serious thought to the future of the organization.The conference did not meet the following month. It met more than ayear later, in Cambodia, and a month before it did so I returned to theattack in an editorial in the Maha Bodhi. Having pointed out that a Bud-dhist organization was not something imagined to exist in its own rightabove and beyond the individuals who composed it, but simply themeans of their fruitful communication with one another, I continued:In view of the very nature of Buddhism it is impossible that theFellowship, or any other Buddhist organization however widespread,should develop into a kind of super-body which would control itsconstituent and affiliated groups in a dictatorial manner and think,
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speak and act on their behalf. Yet surely more is expected of the W.F.B.,after more than a decade of existence, than simply to assemble everytwo or three years for the purpose of sightseeing in the host country,listening to messages of greeting, and passing resolutions it is powerlessto implement.No thinking person needs to be reminded that we live in critical, evendangerous times, when the continued existence of the human race itselfis at stake. In circumstances such as these it is imperative that theBuddhist point of view should be powerfully projected in the world andthe pacific moral influence of the Buddha�s teaching brought massivelyto bear on contemporary issues. This year�s Conference should give itsmost serious attention to the question. The W.F.B. urgently needs apermanent headquarters, an efficient secretariat, and a really first-classjournal: makeshift arrangements will no longer suffice. It must deviseways and means of bringing about a much closer understanding andmore active co-operation between the Buddhists of the world than atpresent obtains. Unless such steps as these are taken without delay theW.F.B. will never be a force to reckon with in the world of Buddhistaffairs, much less still a vital factor in the much wider, more complexand more dangerous world of the Cold War and the Atom Bomb.These steps were not taken, least of all at the W.F.B.�s sixth conference,held as this was in the Cambodia of Sihanouk Varma, the playboyprince, and the organization never became either a force to reckon within the world of Buddhist affairs or a vital factor in the wider world of in-ternational relations and power politics. Nevertheless I continued tosupport the Fellowship�s �ecumenical� objectives, little as these wererealized in practice, and was glad to attend the Buddhist Society�s recep-tion and to meet Princess Poon and Aiem Sanghavasi, neither of whom Ihad met before. Two days later they came to see me.Princess Poon was a tiny, bird-like woman with a round, moon-likeface framed by an abundance of grey curls. She wore Western dress, asdid Aiem Sanghavasi, a rather small, youngish man who did not lookcomfortable in his dark, ill-fitting lounge suit. The princess took the leadin the conversation, her companion merely supporting her with anintervention from time to time. Every now and then they consulted to-gether sotto voce in their own language. After we had discussed Buddhistaffairs in general for a while, and I had given them a brief account of thepresent state of Buddhism in Britain, so far as this was known to me,Princess Poon started asking me about the activities of the Vihara andabout the relations between its various resident members. In particular,she wanted to know how well Vichitr and the Thai monk who had
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recently joined him there had fitted in and whether their behaviour hadgiven me cause for complaint in any way, and I began to realize that myvisitors had come with a definite purpose in view and that there wassomething they wanted to find out.Truth to tell, neither Vichitr nor his companion had fitted in very well.They had not made the slightest effort to fit in. Of Vichitr it could even besaid that all his efforts had been directed to not fitting in, and to making itclear to everyone that although temporarily based at the Vihara he be-longed to the Thai Sangha, not to the English Sangha. To an extent Icould understand their position and even sympathize with them. So faras they were concerned, they were living in a kind of bardo or intermedi-ate state, waiting for the moment when they would be able to move tothe temple the Thai government was building in Wimbledon, and prob-ably saw no point in trying to adjust to a situation in which they had nopersonal interest and would be leaving soon. Consequently they tendedto treat the Vihara very much as a hotel, where they ate and slept whenin London (Vichitr was often away), and where they received people,but with the running of which they had nothing to do. But even a hotelhas its house rules, and Vichitr and his companion did not always ob-serve the rules of the Vihara. The rule they most frequently flouted hadto do with food. Though the Vihara was vegetarian, I would often returnfrom visiting one of the provincial groups to find in the refrigerator theremains of whole chickens they had ordered from the local delicatessen.Yet little as the Thai monks had fitted in, and much as their behaviourhad given me cause for complaint, I was reluctant to apprise PrincessPoon of the true state of affairs. The very idea of informing in this way onmy two guests, who after all were fellow monks, was repugnant to me.Besides, though Princess Poon was clearly anxious to know how wellVichitr and his companion had fitted in, and whether their behaviourhad given me any cause for complaint, why she should want to knowthis was not clear at all. Were she and Sanghavasi trying to find out whatkind of attitude I had towards their monks? Or were they looking for ahandle against the monks themselves, whether because they came froma monastery that was out of favour with them, or because they belongedto a different faction within the Thai Buddhist establishment? Thai Bud-dhist politics were, as I knew, extremely complicated; there were wheelswithin wheels within wheels. There was also the question of �face� to beconsidered. �Face� was no less important to the Thais than to the Chi-nese, and if it was known that I had complained about them to two suchprominent and influential people as Princess Poon and Sanghavasi the
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two monks might suffer a serious �loss of face�, both in their own eyesand in the eyes of their compatriots. These thoughts all flashed throughmy mind in an instant, and I therefore simply gave my visitors to under-stand that the Thai monks had fitted in reasonably well and that I had nocomplaints regarding their behaviour.Though I must have known many of the guests at the Buddhist Soci-ety�s reception, the only people I actually remember meeting there,apart from Dr Malalasekera, are Maurice and Ruth Walshe. I remembermeeting them because they had just spent five weeks in Japan and I hadnot seen either of them since their return. At that time few EnglishBuddhists had visited Japan, or knew very much about Japanese Bud-dhism (apart from Zen!), and Maurice soon wrote for The Buddhist alively and informative article entitled �All is not Zen in Japan�. Ruth didnot write about their experiences, but she talked to me a lot about them.In particular she spoke about the visit she and Maurice had paid to theSoto Zen monastery where Peggy Kennett, a former member of the Bud-dhist Society, was staying and practising Zen and where they had a longdiscussion with her teacher. Kind-hearted Ruth was very concerned forPeggy. Her teacher, who was the abbot of the monastery, had seemedvery displeased with his English disciple. �He kept scolding her in front ofus!� Ruth exclaimed, in shocked tones. What she and Maurice had not re-alized, and I think never did realize, was that the abbot was scolding notPeggy but them. He was scolding them for their wrong views about Zen �views which she, supposedly, was �mirroring� for their benefit.�Mirroring� played an important part in Japanese education and culture.Basically it consisted in reflecting a child�s or a disciple�s misbehaviour ormisunderstanding back to him by mimicking it in such a way that he wasshamed into conformity. Four or five years later, when she returned tothe West as Jiyu Roshi, Peggy�s attempts to introduce this typicallyJapanese technique into the culturally very different world of BritishBuddhism had some amusing consequences.

1 4 0 MOV I NG AGA I N S T TH E S TREAM



Chapter Twenty-ThreeChanges at the Vihara
by mid-november I had been incumbent of the Hampstead BuddhistVihara for well over a year, and during that time my work had increasedto such an extent that it was hardly possible for me to do more than I wasalready doing. Indeed, I needed to do less. During the summer months Ihad suffered, on and off, from an extremely painful gumboil (with mealways a sign of physical strain), which I took to be a warning that I wasdoing too much work on too little nourishment, for I was still followingthe rule of taking no solid food after midday and did not always eatproperly even before then. Besides all my regular lectures and classes atthe Vihara and at the Buddhist Society, and my lectures at the College ofPsychic Science and elsewhere, I had The Buddhist to edit and produce,the provincial groups to visit, correspondence to deal with, visitors toreceive, personal interviews to give, and the everlasting telephone toanswer. There was also, of course, the Vihara itself to run, with all thatthis entailed in the way of caring for the shrine and meeting room andmaking arrangements for such mundane things as shopping, cooking,and cleaning.After returning from the Summer School I therefore started soundingout Maurice and Goulstone regarding the possibility of the Trust provid-ing me with full-time paid secretarial help. I already had an agencyshorthand-typist coming and taking dictation whenever I had an unusu-ally large number of letters to answer, but this ad hoc arrangement (paidfor, I think, by the Association) was not very satisfactory. The sameperson was not always available, sometimes I did not get the finishedwork back for a week or more, sometimes it contained mistakes, andsometimes the shorthand-typist herself � usually an elderly woman � ar-rived in so depressed and tearful a state that I was obliged to spend thetime listening to her troubles and counselling her instead of giving dicta-tion. Though I explained all this to Maurice, and though he was aware of



the extent to which my work had increased, his initial reaction when Isounded him out on the subject of full-time paid secretarial help was oneof alarm. The Trust couldn�t possibly afford it, he protested. It simplydidn�t have the money. Goulstone was more sympathetic. As Treasurerof both the Sangha Trust and the Sangha Association, he had a betterunderstanding of the needs of the situation. He knew that ClareSampson would not be around much longer, and that it would not beeasy for the Association to find a new Honorary Secretary, especially onewho could help him in the way Clare sometimes did. The upshot wasthat the trustees agreed, after weeks of discussion, that the Trust could,in fact, afford to meet the expense of a full-time secretary, that Goulstoneand I would share her services, and that it would be up to me to find theright person.I found her with the help of Kathy Phelps, the blonde, voluptuousyoung cockney woman who was soon to become General Secretary ofthe Buddhist Society in succession to staid, elderly Joan Pope, who hadoccupied the post for longer than most members of the Society could re-member. She had a friend who was looking for a job with a religious or-ganization, Kathy told me in the society�s office one afternoon over a cupof tea. This friend had spiritual interests, was working on a book onoccultism, and might well be just the sort of person I wanted. Could sheask her to come and see me? She certainly could. A few days later, there-fore, the friend presented herself at the Vihara. I saw and liked her, asdid Goulstone, and three weeks later, when November was almost over,despite last-minute objections from Maurice, our new full-time secretarystarted work in the ground floor front room that Vichitr and his compan-ion fortunately had just vacated. Instead of �Office of Thai Sangha� thesign on the door now read �Reception�.Francoise Strachan, brown-haired and simply dressed, was a quietlyspoken young woman of average looks and rather more than average in-telligence. Within a few weeks she had created a proper office, probablythe first either the Trust or the Association had ever had, and had startedrelieving me of all kinds of minor but time-consuming tasks. Besides typ-ing articles meant for publication in The Buddhist, she dealt with routinecorrespondence, received casual visitors, answered the telephone,passed on messages, went to the post office, and bought flowers for theshrine, all of which enabled me not only to devote more time to my ownreal work but to have a little time to myself. Goulstone found her no lessuseful than I did. Formerly he had rarely been seen at the Vihara, usuallyonly when there was a meeting of the Association committee or, more re-
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cently, of the Trust; but now, wearing his black opera cloak and smellingof whisky and cigars, he was to be seen there almost every weekdaymorning, generally spending at least half an hour closeted withFrancoise before going on to his legal practice. Despite his increased in-terest in the Vihara, he did not start attending lectures and classes, andon Sunday afternoons and weekday evenings I saw no more of him thanI had done before Francoise�s arrival.That we now had a full-time secretary working in our ground floorfront room, with all that this entailed for me in the way of reduced work-load, was not the only change to take place at the Vihara that autumn.Our little community saw various comings and goings both before andafter the departure of the Thai monks. Most of these were of young menwho wanted, or thought they wanted, to become monks, and whom I in-vited to stay at the Vihara for a while and have at least a �tongue-tip taste�of monastic life. Only three of them lasted for more than a couple ofweeks (one or two did not even manage to pluck up the courage to ac-cept my invitation), and they therefore remain, for the most part, shad-owy figures whose names I have long since forgotten. The threeexceptions were Victor, who had moved into the Vihara whenRatanasara moved out; the young man who, after coming to the Vihararegularly for some months, had been on retreat with me at Biddulph,and whom I had recently ordained as Vajrabodhi; and � the one wholasted longest � Eric, whom I was to ordain as Viriya.Eric was a pink-faced, sandy-haired young man of twenty-five ortwenty-six whose slightly aquiline nose was wrinkled up, more oftenthan not, in an expression of disgust. I do not remember where we firstmet, but it must have been either at a meeting of the Brighton Buddhistgroup or at the Buddhist Society�s Summer School, probably the latter.Wherever it was, he was soon coming to see me regularly; we had anumber of serious discussions, and one early September afternoon, inthe course of a particularly good exchange, he asked me to accept him asa probationer. I remember that afternoon very well, though not so muchon account of Eric�s request itself, which was not entirely unexpected, asbecause of what followed. Eric had a girlfriend called Elizabeth, whom Ihad not met, and he had asked her to come to the Vihara two hours afterhis own arrival there, by which time, as he knew, he would have madehis request and, he hoped, been accepted as a probationer. No soonerhad she entered my room, and been introduced, than he drew a deepbreath and told her, with evident emotion, �Liz, I�m going to become amonk.� However much she may have been aware of her boyfriend�s
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intentions, this abrupt announcement must have come as a shock to Eliz-abeth, but she took it well, and Clare having joined us for a cup of tea weall spent the rest of the afternoon together pleasantly enough. A weeklater Eric moved into the Vihara.A new broom sweeps clean, says the proverb, and so far as the domes-tic arrangements of the Vihara were concerned Eric proved to be everyinch a new broom. He swept and cleaned the kitchen and dining room,turned out cupboards, threw away junk, burned stacks of old maga-zines, mowed the lawn at the back of the house, and weeded the over-grown little front garden. Within a month of his arrival the Vihara waslooking neater and tidier than it had done for a long time. So much of anew broom was Eric that eventually he swept out of the Vihara bothVictor and Vajrabodhi, whose untidy ways, and lack of care for theplace, caused his nose to wrinkle up in an expression of deeper disgustthan usual. Victor, who in any case was not really a probationer, havingasked for ordination in a rash moment and then regretted it, had beenshowing signs of restlessness for some time. After spending three weeksin North Africa, and a week in his home town of Nottingham, he movedinto Amritapani�s community in Camden Town, where his girlfriendwas already staying. Subsequently, as a result of his being involved in anincident there, he had to leave the place in a hurry and was not seen for ayear or more. As for Vajrabodhi, he left the Vihara in a huff after he andEric had clashed in the kitchen. His departure may have had somethingto do with the fact that I had reprimanded him for allowing a six-teen-year-old girl to come to his room for private lessons in the Dharma,as he most unwisely had been doing. He left without telling anybody,and some weeks later I heard that he and the girl had gone to stay withfriends of the Vihara in Gloucestershire and that the girl was pregnant.Eric�s passion for cleanliness and order was not simply of the utilitar-ian kind but possessed a decidedly aesthetic dimension. He had a greatinterest in Japanese art and culture, was learning the Japanese language,preferred chopsticks to a knife and fork, and when not actually workingwore a blue and white patterned kimono about the house. Before longhe struck up a friendship with Emile Boin, the proprietor of the Japaneseshop in Monmouth Street, and Emile�s partially deaf wife Sara, and atEric�s suggestion Emile presented me with a yellow silk kimono. So far asI remember, Eric had no particular interest in Zen, but naturally he wasinterested in meditation, and therefore was happy to join me in mymorning sessions �on the cushion�. Sometimes we went for a walk onHampstead Heath before meditating, for like me he was an early riser
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and liked to be up and about before dawn. Sometimes, indeed, we wereout so early that it was still dark when we got back, and then Eric wouldtake up his guitar and in his pleasant, rather nasal tenor voice sing, to hisown accompaniment, plaintive country-and-western ballads (as I sup-pose they must have been) until the clock struck seven and it was time tomeditate. Terry usually joined us for our morning sessions, after whichthe three of us would have a cup of tea and a chat together and he wouldleave for work.The appearance at the Vihara of a full-time paid secretary, and thecomings and goings of various members of our little community � espe-cially the arrival of Eric on the scene � were important changes, and theymade a big difference to me. But there also took place around this timeanother important change, and one that made, in the long run, an evenbigger difference to both me and Terry. On 19 November Terry left hisjob. Or rather, he told the advertising agency for which he worked thathe would be leaving at the end of the year. He also moved, earlier thatsame week, from his old quarters in Chalk Farm to a bigger flat nearerthe Vihara.Terry�s decision to leave his job was not a sudden one. It was a step hehad been contemplating for some time, even before meeting me.Though good at his (well-paid) design work, and popular with his col-leagues, he nonetheless felt, in the competitive, manipulative world ofadvertising, out of place to the point of alienation, and indeed had devel-oped for its shallow, materialistic values a loathing that at times madehim physically ill. During the last few months he had been finding it in-creasingly difficult to carry on, though he kept up a cheerful front andnobody in his office � not even the faithful Alan � had the least idea howhe really felt. From time to time he was the victim of moods of depressionout of which I did not always find it easy to talk him.These moods were not entirely due to the kind of work he was doing.His visits to Ilford also played a part. Every other week he collectedFiona from her mother and took her to his parents� place for the week-end. These weekends under the parental roof were a sore trial to Terry.Besides reminding him of his solitary, unhappy childhood, and thus re-viving all his old feelings of resentment towards his parents (feelings hewas forced to conceal), they tended to confirm his impression that hisdaughter was being subjected, at the hands of her mother and grand-mother, to influences of the same repressive and deadening kind thathad had such a disastrous effect on his own emotional life. As an in-stance of this, he once told me that by the time she was three they had
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conditioned Fiona into refusing to be undressed, or given a bath, in frontof her father or grandfather. What was an even greater trial to him, hisparents had never told their friends and neighbours about the break-down of his marriage, the whole subject being in their eyes too painful �and too shameful � to be mentioned. If anyone asked after Gillian Terryhad to say she was quite well, thank you, as though the two of them werestill living together � a piece of pretence that revolted his honest andtruth-loving nature. He therefore returned from his visits to Ilford tiredand depressed, and in need of a good deal of encouragement andreassurance.The flat to which Terry had moved was situated in Lancaster Grove,conveniently equidistant from Belsize Park and Swiss Cottage Under-ground stations, and not far from the Hampstead Public Library. It wasbigger than his old flat only in the sense that it comprised not a single buta double room one corner of which had been partitioned off to form akitchen. Terry had moved there not only because his flat in King Henry�sRoad was small and dark, and not at all the sort of place he wanted tospend his days as well as his nights in once he had stopped working, butalso because he was concerned to provide me with a quiet place to whichI could retire whenever I needed a brief respite from the busy life of theVihara. The upstairs, eastward-looking front room at 3 Lancaster Grovewas certainly quiet � much quieter than my own room on busyHaverstock Hill. It was quiet partly because Lancaster Grove was a sidestreet, so that hardly any noise penetrated from outside even when thewindows were open, and partly because the various occupants of theother flats in the building, a substantial Victorian property, were outmost days of the week and even when they were in made little or nosound and kept out of each other�s way. During the six or seven monthsthat Terry (and I, sometimes) lived there, the only people we actuallysaw, apart from the landlady, were the two women, apparently motherand daughter, who occupied a room on the same floor as us and whom,to their embarrassment, we occasionally surprised tiptoeing along thepassage towards the common bathroom. The landlady herself, wholived in the rather gloomy basement flat, we saw only when Terry paidthe rent. Like many landladies, old Mrs Hartmann was a suspicious soul(rightly so, if even half the stories Bernie Whitelaw told me about his ten-ants were to be believed), and Terry had not won her confidence imme-diately. On his going to see her about the room and explaining that hewould be sharing it, occasionally, with a friend who was a Buddhistmonk, she had insisted on seeing me before accepting him as a tenant. As
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she only wanted to make sure I was not an Indian, the interview passedoff successfully, and two weeks later Terry moved in.From the middle of November, therefore, I had nearby a place of re-treat. I had only to walk a little way up Haverstock Hill, turn left intoBelsize Avenue and then, having continued along it for a few hundredyards in the direction of Swiss Cottage, turn left again into LancasterGrove. As I did so, the noise of the traffic would gradually die away, thencease altogether, and when, fifteen minutes after leaving the Vihara, Ientered Mrs Hartmann�s domain, it would be to find myself envelopedin a profound silence � a silence I could guarantee would be broken, overthe next few hours, only by the occasional flushing of a distant toilet.While Terry was still working I tended to make use of the flat only atweekends and late in the evening, sometimes staying there overnightwhen I had a lecture to think about the following morning. Since wewere free from interruptions (we took no telephone calls, and receivedno visitors), our discussions could last as long, and go as deep, as wepleased, without the necessity of our going away for the weekend in theLittle Bus. It was at this time, I think, that the subject of energy first aroseand was discussed, at great length, between us. How it arose I no longerrecollect. Probably it was in connection with the �sexo-yogic� practices ofthe Vajrayãna, as described to me in Kalimpong by Yogi Chen, or Wil-helm Reich�s highly controversial ideas about energy, character armour,and orgasm, or, what is most likely, in connection with both. Terry wasparticularly interested in the relation between sexual energy and spir-itual energy, especially so far as this has a bearing on the practice of celi-bacy. Fond as he was of Vivien, he was finding the sexual side of theirrelationship increasingly repugnant. Her orgasms, so he told me, werebecoming �more and more primitive�, and when they had intercourse hefelt as though a fine thread was being drawn from his brain. Whether heever communicated his repugnance to Vivien I do not know, but it wasshe who, in effect, solved the problem, around this time, by embarkingon a Freudian analysis one of the requirements of which was that sheshould abstain from sexual activity while it was in progress. As Terry wasnot interested in finding a new girlfriend, this meant a period of absti-nence for him too, and he in fact remained celibate for the next two yearsor more. But although not interested in finding a new girlfriend, he wascertainly interested in finding a ôãkinî. A ôãkinî, in Tantric tradition, is awoman or a goddess who, as the embodiment of a current of spiritualenergy, has the effect of arousing the dormant energies of the practitio-ner by whom she is taken, in fact or symbolically in meditation, as a
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paredra or consort. Terry had first heard about ôãkinîs from me, when Itold him, quite early in our friendship, about Jamyang KhyentseRimpoche, perhaps the most eminent of my Tibetan teachers, whoseown ôãkinî � and chief disciple � was a young woman remarkable alikefor her beauty, her intelligence, and her devotion. At the time he showedlittle interest in the subject, and in our discussions on energy it wastouched on only incidentally; but during the months that followed theending of his sexual relationship with Vivien he became increasingly in-terested, not just in ôãkinîs in general, but in the idea of finding thatunique, magical person who, by being his ôãkinî, would grant him thekind of ideal fulfilment he had expected to find in marriage. It was anidea that eventually came to preoccupy him virtually to the point of ob-session and which, in the end, proved to be no more than awill-o�-the-wisp leading him deeper into the morass of disappointment,frustration, and despair.That development was then many months away. Meanwhile, not allour time together at the flat was spent in discussion. Terry had a recordplayer, and sometimes we listened to music last thing at night. Our fa-vourites were Mozart, Chopin, and Grieg, especially the piano concertosof all three composers, and, in my case at least, Haydn and the Elgar ofthe Enigma Variations. As a teenager I had been passionately fond ofmusic, and had listened to symphony concerts on the radio whenever Ihad the opportunity. For me music was not the brandy of the damnedbut the ambrosia of the blessed, and swept me up to heights of ecstasy ina way that even poetry could not do. In India I was rarely able to listen tomusic � that is, Western classical music. Such music was not easy to comeby, and in any case, as a (Theravãdin) Buddhist monk I was expected toobserve the rule of abstaining from �dance, song, instrumental music,and improper shows�. This rule I had long understood as applying onlyto music of the cruder and more vulgar kind, such as must have been noless popular in the Buddha�s day than it is in our own, and I was there-fore able to listen to Mozart and the rest of my � and Terry�s � favouriteswith a clear conscience. The School of Economic Science, which Terryhad recently left, indeed regarded the music of Mozart, in particular, ashaving a positive, spiritualizing effect on the mind.What the �School� thought of Wagner I do not know. The composerwas by no means a favourite of mine, though as a teenager I had enjoyedthe overtures to Lohengrin and r, but when a member of theSangha Association offered, that autumn, to take me to see all four con-stituent parts of the Ring cycle at Covent Garden I was glad to accept.
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Wendy was a tall, angular woman of thirty or thereabouts who workedat Coutts in the Strand and was a keen practitioner of judo. Her angular-ity was not only physical but mental. There were all sorts of sharp cor-ners and edges to her personality, and while she could be warm-heartedand generous (as her offer to me demonstrated) she was morbidly quickto take offence and was, in truth, of so prickly, indeed so spiky, a disposi-tion, and so extremely sharp-tongued, that I called her � to her greatamusement and delight � Kutadanta or �Sharp Tooth�, after an old brah-min mentioned in the Pali scriptures. Had I then been as familiar withmodern psychology and its jargon as I afterwards became, I would prob-ably have said that Wendy-Kutadanta found it difficult to accept herselfas a woman (in India the women had appeared to experience no suchdifficulty). She certainly resented being treated as a woman, and the factthat I accepted her offer to take me to see the Ring cycle pleased her im-mensely, for since monks were not supposed to go out and about withwomen my acceptance meant I was not treating her as a mere womanbut as a man. So pleased was she that she dressed for our opera-going ina striking, Chinese-style outfit of yellow satin, heavily embroidered,which besides giving her a distinctly oriental look made her appearmuch more feminine. I of course had on, over my robes, the longfawn-coloured cloak I always wore outside the Vihara. We must havebeen an odd-looking pair. The first time we made our way to the RoyalOpera House, through Covent Garden market, one of the porters calledout to his companion, with true cockney wit, �Look, mate, �ere comesJulius Caesar and Cleopatra!� Neither of us could help laughing, andWendy, strange to relate, seemed not at all displeased to think that shelooked like the royal Egyptian femme fatale. As for me, for a moment itwas as though Caesar�s laurel wreath encircled my brow.An incident that occurred on our way back from Covent Garden onenight was definitely not a laughing matter at the time. I do not rememberwhich part of the cycle we had just seen (probably it was, the concluding part), but whichever one it was, so over-whelmed was I by the experience that during our journey back to BelsizePark I sat speechless, unable to utter a word. Unfortunately, Kutadantacompletely misunderstood my silence. She thought I was silent because Iwas angry with her, and that I was angry because I had not enjoyed theperformance and blamed her for being responsible for my havingwasted a whole evening. This was enough to throw her into a state ofemotional turmoil in which she blamed herself for taking me to theopera, blamed me for allowing myself to be taken, hated me for being
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angry with her, and hated herself for hating me. The misunderstandingwas cleared up only some days later when, having recovered the use ofmy tongue, I thanked her warmly for giving me the opportunity of see-ing the complete Ring cycle and assured her I had thoroughly enjoyedthe whole experience.Towards the end of November, when Terry had been settled in thenew flat for less than a fortnight, we spent two days in Cambridge. Thereason for the visit was that the University Buddhist Society had invitedme to speak on �Practical Problems of the European Buddhist� � prob-lems with which I was beginning to be well acquainted. The lecture wasto have been given by Marco Pallis (the subject was of his own choosing),but as he was ill I was asked, at short notice, to take his place, eventhough I had addressed the Society only a few weeks earlier, on �TheSpiritual Community in Buddhism�. On our arrival in the city we metJohn Hipkin for lunch, and at his suggestion went to see the RussianHamlet at the local Arts Cinema. Both Terry and I enjoyed this black-and-white version of the famous play, and though thirty-four years havepassed since I saw the film, the appearance of the murdered king�s ghoston the castle battlements, amid swirling mist, remains a vivid memory. Itwas also at John�s suggestion � indeed, on his warm recommendation �that we saw Peter Brook�s production of Peter Weiss�s controversialMarat/Sade at the Aldwych. Neither of us enjoyed it very much, thoughnot because it could be regarded, from a strict Theravãdin point of view,as being an �improper show�. Improper or not, I was in any case begin-ning to be less rigid in my observance of the rules relating to suchmatters as taking solid food after midday, listening to music, and wear-ing robes, at least when I was at the flat with Terry.
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Chapter Twenty-FourNorth of the Border
most of the ten or twelve provincial Buddhist groups were situatedin the southern part of Britain, and so far my pastoral excursions had car-ried me no farther north than Newcastle, whose chairman, the bluff,rationalistic Bill Halford, had introduced himself to me at my firstSummer School and invited me to pay them a visit.The visit did not take place until the following April. Having travelledup by the Flying Scotsman, and caught a glimpse of York Minster and ofDurham Cathedral and Castle on the way, I was met at the station by Billand by him driven some miles out of town to a small lake in the moorsknown, so he informed me, as the Duckpond. The trip served a doublepurpose. It enabled my host to tell me about the book he was writingabout Newcastle Buddhist affairs (the group had eight or nine regularmembers, all men), and what he thought of Ananda Bodhi, about whomhe was not very complimentary, as well as to show me the moors, ofwhich he seemed rather proud, but which, seen through a thin veil ofrain, beneath a leaden sky, to me appeared bleak and desolate in the ex-treme. In the evening I gave personal interviews to members andfriends, and conducted a meditation session, at the Quaker meetinghouse where the Newcastle group usually met. Bill and others then es-corted me to the station, where I caught the Pullman back to London af-ter what according to my diary had been a very worthwhile visit. As Isettled into my little compartment I could not help thinking how com-fortable and convenient the sleeping arrangements were, especiallywhen compared to the conditions under which I had been accustomedto travel in India.Since that visit to the Newcastle group I had penetrated no farthernorth than Biddulph. Later in the year, however, I received an invitationfrom Glasgow. The invitation came not from a Buddhist group � at thattime there was no Buddhist group in Glasgow � but from Glasgow Uni-



versity as represented by its lecturer in the Philosophy of Religion, theReverend E. H. Pyle. Glasgow being the second biggest city in GreatBritain, and its university an old and distinguished one, naturally I washappy to accept, and after a further exchange of letters it was agreed thatmy visit should take place during the first week of December. At teno�clock one Sunday morning I accordingly left for Glasgow from Euston,Terry accompanying me. Luckily we had the compartment to ourselves,so that we could talk freely and I was able to work on my lecture noteswhile my friend either read or dozed. Terry was visiting Scotland for thefirst time, but I had been there once before. It was from Glasgow that,twenty years earlier, I had embarked for India, and I had vivid memoriesof the docks, of the crowded quayside, and of how my khaki-clad com-rades and I had filed up the gangway into the bowels of the enormousgrey troopship without knowing where we were, where we were reallygoing, or how long we would be away.At Queen Street station Terry and I were met by Ernest Pyle, a short,balding man of about my own age, and an Indian student who was thepresident of the International Society. Our train having arrived twohours late, they took us straight to the university and straight to themeeting room where, after a cup of coffee, I addressed the members ofthe International Society on �The Buddhist Way�.I explained that Way in terms of the twelve positive nidãnas, beginningwith �in dependence upon suffering arises faith� and concluding with �independence upon liberation arises knowledge of the destruction of thedefilements.� Not that I plunged straight into my subject. After giving anoutline of the Buddha�s early life, and describing his attainment of En-lightenment, I explained how that Enlightenment or Vision of Realityfound conceptual expression, for purposes of communication, in theprinciple of conditionality, and how conditionality itself was of twokinds, cyclical and spiral, or reactive and creative, and how the BuddhistWay was based on the second kind of conditionality. Only when I hadprepared the ground in this manner did I launch into an extendedaccount of each of the positive nidãnas in turn.The lecture was attended by about 170 students of all nationalities, andI was given an enthusiastic reception. Many questions were asked, andthere was much vigorous discussion.The following afternoon I addressed a much smaller gathering, con-sisting mainly of Ernest Pyle�s own students, on �The Nature and Devel-opment of Buddhism�. As I wanted to leave plenty of time for discussion,this lecture was shorter than the previous one, besides being more tech-
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nical and less systematic. In it I dealt, initially, with various questions ofinterpretation, as I called them. �îlavrata-parãmar�a, the third of the tenfetters binding to mundane existence, was not �dependence on rites andceremonies� (the usual translation) but �attachment to moral rules andreligious observances� as ends in themselves. Nor had the Buddha �bor-rowed� this or that idea from his upanishadic predecessors, or frompopular Indian religion, as alleged by some scholars. He had simplyused the language of his time and place to communicate his own uniquevision, and in so doing had given a new meaning to such key terms asbrãhmaäa and vasala.This led me to explore the nature of the relation between a founded (oruniversal) religion like Christianity, Buddhism, and Islam, and an ethnicreligion like Judaism and Hinduism, and this, in turn, to what I called thephenomenology of Buddhism, that is to say, the fact that its history com-prised the three great phases of development known, respectively, asthe Hînayãna, the Mahãyãna, and the Vajrayãna. Having briefly charac-terized each of these phases, I addressed myself to the question of thesupposed �deification� of the Buddha in the Mahãyãna, insisting that theBuddha was neither �God� nor �man�. He belonged to a third category,for which there was no equivalent in Western thought � that ofEnlightened man. In conclusion I reminded my hearers that we should becareful how we applied Western categories to Eastern religions, a pointthat was well taken and one which, in particular, gave rise to a number ofquestions in the lively and prolonged discussion that followed.The actual giving of my two lectures occupied only a fraction of thetime Terry and I spent in Glasgow, but thanks to Ernest Pyle ourprogramme nonetheless was a full one. On the Monday morning hecame to the University Guest House, where we had spent the night, andtook us on a sightseeing trip into the city centre. �We went by bus,� Inoted in my diary that evening. �Everything very grim and grimy. Victo-rian Gothic. Not so cold as had expected.� After visiting a second-handbookshop, where I bought a nice edition of Bishop Butler�s Works, intwo volumes bound as one, we went to see the River Clyde, on whosedull, polluted waters we gazed down from an iron bridge and which Ithought, in the words of my diary, �quite picturesque�. At one point webumped into our guide�s teenage son. Down the side of the youngster�sface ran the scarlet line of a recently healed wound. He had been stand-ing outside a cinema one evening, his father explained, when someonehad suddenly appeared out of the darkness and slashed his cheek with a
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razor. The notorious razor gangs were, it seemed, still operating inGlasgow.Back at the University we took coffee with the Professor of Divinityand the University Chaplain, lunched with Ernest Pyle and the younglecturer in Logic, met the Professor of Zoology and his wife, and saw theuniversity library. We then had tea with our host in his study, where anumber of people came to see me, including the Chaplain for OverseasBuddhists, and where we were kept talking until it was time for me togive my second lecture. After the lecture and the ensuing discussionErnest Pyle took us round to his own place for tea and from there, aftermore talk, to the station and the Pullman in which we were to travel backto London that night.It had been an interesting visit, and we had much to talk about and, in-deed, to reflect upon. My visits to Oxford and Cambridge had been atthe invitation of their respective Buddhist Societies, which were studentorganizations, so that my contacts within those twin seats of learningwere largely confined to that tiny section of the undergraduate popula-tion which, for various reasons and in varying degrees, was attracted toBuddhism. In the case of Glasgow, my visit took place at the invitation ofthe University itself, and I addressed not only one of the bigger studentorganizations but Ernest Pyle�s class in the Philosophy of Religion. I alsohad the opportunity of getting to know Ernest Pyle himself and of meet-ing, through his good offices, representatives of some of the University�sdifferent faculties. Thus although my visit to Glasgow was a short one, Ihad there a range of contacts that was wider, intellectually speaking,than I had at either Oxford or Cambridge, or than was available to me atthe Hampstead Vihara and the Buddhist Society. My exchanges withrepresentatives of the various disciplines from Divinity to Zoology, lim-ited as those exchanges may have been, in fact gave me a better under-standing of the nature of the challenge to which Buddhism in Britainwould have to rise if it was to exert a real influence on the spiritual andintellectual life of the nation. Perhaps new ways of presenting theDharma would have to be found. We might even be able to learn some-thing from other spiritual groups. Only the previous month Terry and Ihad investigated an Ouspensky group with this possibility in mind. Thegroup met in a hired room in Victoria, in the shadow, so to speak, of theBuddhist Society. Including the speaker, there were four people presentbesides ourselves, and the talk, which was devoted to Ouspensky�steachings, was the poorest I had heard since leaving India. It was
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certainly poorer than any I had heard at the speakers� class, and Terryand I did not bother to visit the group again.We did not visit Glasgow again either (in the following decades I wasto visit it many times on my own), though Ernest Pyle and I continued tocorrespond. The correspondence came to an end only some years later,when the friendly, broad-minded Congregational minister transportedhimself and his family to the other side of the globe and took up a teach-ing appointment at an Australian university.
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Chapter Twenty-FiveA Secret Life
a biography or an autobiography � even a set of memoirs � can dealwith the particular human being who happens to be its subject in a var-iety of ways. It can skate more or less lightly over the surface of his life,describing circumstances and chronicling outward events, or it can seekto penetrate beneath the surface and to explore in greater or less depthattitudes and motivations that are not immediately apparent and whichmay even have been concealed. It can also do both, either balancing nar-rative and psychological analysis or giving more weight to one or otherof them in accordance with the inclinations of the author and the kind oflife his subject has led.Tibetan Buddhists have long recognized that inasmuch as a human lifeis lived on a variety of levels a biography should take account of all ofthem. The biography of a saint or a great teacher is therefore oftendivided into three parts, one giving his outer, one his inner, and one hissecret biography. The outer biography covers such matters as the saint�sbirth, parentage, secular education, doctrinal studies, monastic ordina-tion, and travels, while its inner and secret counterparts deal, respec-tively, with his spiritual practices and his transcendental attainmentsand realizations. It thus is a multi-layered work, reflecting in its highlyorganized formal structure the storeyed complexity of the saint�s orgreat teacher�s experience as he lived his life.Though the ordinary person�s experience will be much less compre-hensive in range, it is similarly stratified. Besides the outer world of workand play, there is the inner world of more or less conscious thought andemotion, great as the extent to which thought and emotion are bound upwith external objects and events may be. There is also the world ofdreams, recollections of which sometimes mingle with the stream ofwaking consciousness only, more often than not, to be quickly forgotten.



In my own case I have always been aware that I lived on different lev-els. Though neither a saint nor a great teacher, I too had an outer, an in-ner, and a secret life (secret in the Tibetan Buddhist sense) and had,therefore, in principle, not only an outer and an inner biography but asecret one as well. When I came to write the first volume of my memoirs,on which I started � rather light-heartedly � in 1959, there however wasno question of my structuring them in accordance with the time-hon-oured Tibetan model, about which, in any case, I may not have known atthe time. My life was far too complex to be divided up in any such way,besides which there were levels on which I dwelt only intermittently, sothat no connected account of them was possible. Indeed it is doubtfulwhether it ever is possible for all the experiences of a person�s lifetime tobe included in a single narrative line, greatly though such inclusivenessmay be desired, and doubtful, therefore, whether any biography canreally be considered complete.In my memoirs I had a good deal to say about my outer life, rather lessabout my inner life, and very little about my secret life (again in theTibetan Buddhist sense), so that the three divisions of traditional Tibetanbiography were by no means equally represented. This was due partly tothe fact that I happened to have a strong visual memory and enjoyeddescribing the scenes through which I had passed and the people I hadmet (I was definitely one of those for whom �the visible world exists�),and partly to the fact that, especially when working on my second andthird volumes of memoirs, I could rely on reports of my activities thathad appeared, over the years, in the pages of the Maha Bodhi Journal, aswell as on old letters, odd diary leaves, and my published writings onBuddhism. For my secret life there was no comparable record, save for ahandful of poems of a more personal nature and the occasional crypticreference in notebook or diary.A reference of this kind occurs at the beginning of the entry I made inmy diary for Monday 6 December 1965 � the second day of my visit toGlasgow. It reads, �Slept very little. Feverish most of the night. Mentalstate very clear. Extraordinary experience of Transcendental, such ashave not had since leaving Kalimpong. Terry had experience of in-tensely heightened state of awareness.� That is all. The entry goes on tospeak of the arrival of tea (presumably brought by one of the GuestHouse staff), breakfast, and the coming of Mr Pyle to settle ourprogramme for the day.Perhaps the most remarkable feature of this �experience of theTranscendental�, as of similar experiences of mine in the past, was its
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complete and utter discontinuity with any of my immediately precedingexperiences. True, I had been speaking, only a few hours earlier, aboutthe Buddha�s Vision of Reality, and about how that vision found expres-sion, for purposes of communication, in the principle of universal condi-tionality, but even though I had felt very much in tune with my subject,as I usually did on such occasions, this fact alone did not suffice toaccount for the abrupt appearance, or descent, of an experience of such atotally different order. It was as though I was living, on another level, asecret life that normally had no point of direct contact with my outer oreven with my inner life, and that by the time of my visit to Glasgow thissecret life had reached a point where its accumulated energy, no longerable to confine itself to its own level, so to speak, had suddenly burstthrough into the two lower levels. The sleeplessness, the feverishness,and the greatly enhanced mental clarity that accompanied the experi-ence of the Transcendental were, as I well knew, all symptoms of thatbursting through, and as such they could be seen as the infinitely remoterepercussions of that experience in my physical and mental being.That my experience of the Transcendental that night should have beensuch as I had �not had since leaving Kalimpong� was hardly surprising.The life I had been leading for the last sixteen months, with its continualround of lectures, classes, personal interviews, and travel, was verymuch an outer life, and although there was an inner life too this was sub-ordinated, to a great extent, to the requirements of the outer life. Of se-cret life there was none, or rather, that life was left to look after itself in itsown mysterious way on its own level, where it continued to accumulateenergy and from whence, during my Glasgow visit, it suddenly brokethrough into the lower levels on which I normally dwelt. It was not thefirst time such a thing had happened to me. In India, too, there had beentimes when my life was one of lectures, classes, personal interviews, andtravel for months together, and during these periods too (as duringquieter periods of retreat) there had been experiences which served toremind me that I had a secret as well as an outer and an inner life andthat this secret life continued almost regardless of what was happeningon the two other levels.I was reminded of the existence of this secret life not only by the occa-sional irruption of the Transcendental but also by dreams, or rather bythe appearance in a number of different guises of what was essentiallyone and the same dream. In these dreams there were always two build-ings. Sometimes the buildings were like a monastery or a hermitage,sometimes like an ordinary house, but whatever their appearance, and
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regardless of whether they were large or small, one was always either sit-uated on a higher level than the other or tucked away somewhere be-hind it, the two structures being connected by a secret path or, as in atleast one dream, by a flight of stone steps cut in the mountainside. Thebuilding standing on a lower level, or alternatively in front of the otherone, was open to the public; much frequented, it was a busy place, and itwas here that (in my dreams) I usually stayed. The other building wasprivate; it could not be seen from the one open to the public, and fewpeople were even aware of its existence. Occasionally I would find my-self making my way to it, either alone or with two or three friends. Inother dreams, again, it would be derelict, or deserted, or I would realizethat I had not visited it for a long time or even had forgotten that such aplace existed and that it belonged to me.When Terry moved to the flat in Lancaster Grove and I started spend-ing part of my time there, it was as though the dream that had hauntedme for so many years had, in a manner, come true. Once again therewere two buildings, one public and one private, and once again, onlythis time in full waking consciousness, I found myself making my wayfrom the former to the latter � from the Hampstead Buddhist Vihara towhat Eric, more truly than he realized, jocularly referred to as the OtherVihara. But there was an important difference. In my dreams I had vis-ited the private monastery or hermitage only occasionally, and at timeshad even forgotten about it completely. The Other Vihara, on the con-trary, I visited at least once or twice a week, and I was always very muchaware that by walking a couple of miles I could transport myself to anatmosphere rather different from the one by which I was usually sur-rounded. But though I spent much less time in Lancaster Grove than Idid at Haverstock Hill, the truth was that at this time my centre of spir-itual gravity had begun to shift from the Hampstead Buddhist Vihara tothe Other Vihara, or rather, to that for which the Other Vihara, as theoutward embodiment of the private monastery or hermitage of mydreams, had come to stand. This shift was eventually to have far-reach-ing consequences, not only for me but for the Buddhist movement inBritain, even for Western Buddhism as a whole. Those consequenceswould not begin to be felt for a year or more. In the meantime thereawaited me more work, many important new impressions, and an ex-perience of treachery such as I had never expected to have to face.
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Chapter Twenty-SixRestoring the Balance
my diary entry for 1 January 1966 was very different from my entry forthe corresponding day of the previous year. This time there was no sum-mary of my reflections on the recent history of British Buddhism, no ex-pression of my hopes for the future, and no invocation of the blessings ofthe Buddhas, Bodhisattvas, and ôãkinîs. There was only a record of theprincipal events of the day, as indeed there had also been in my entry forthe last New Year�s Day. That New Year�s Day I had spent at the Hamp-stead Buddhist Vihara. It was a fairly typical day, in the course of which Ihad attended puja in the shrine room with the rest of our little monasticcommunity, received an unexpected telephone call from an old friend,and seen members of the Sangha Association. This New Year�s Day Ispent with Terry at the flat, where I had in fact passed the night. The daywas by no means a typical one, either for my friend or for me. My diaryentry reads:Got up at about midday, having spent the morning talking. At about1 o�clock went and had lunch at the Indo-Pak. First time I had been outin civilian clothes. Then down to George Cummins, where Terrycollected a box of stuff from his former office. Looked down the CharingX Rd for a jacket for me, but finally decided against getting one. Walkedround Soho. Had a coffee. Did our shopping for the week, some of it ina street market. Stopped at Chalk Farm, where Terry collected hislaundry. Looked round a second-hand bookshop. Terry bought a coupleof paperbacks. Back to the flat. Terry found he had lost a black addressbook and thought it might still be at the office. Went back and searched,but without any success. Terry left a note for Alan. On returning to theflat discovered the address book in a camera case. Spent the eveningreading, talking, and listening to records. Terry still depressed onaccount of the circumstances of yesterday�s �farewell�.



There are several points here that require explanation. To begin withthere is the fact of my not getting up until about midday. By nature, I was(and still am) an early riser, and except for the rare occasions when I wasill I had not spent a whole morning in bed since I was a teenager. Terrywas an early riser too, though in his case this was due not so much to per-sonal inclination as to the fact that for many years he had had anine-to-five job. Now that he had stopped working he saw no reasonwhy he should not spend the morning in bed if he wanted to, and I sawno reason why I should not follow suit. In both cases there was an ele-ment of conscious rejection of a particular conditioning. What Terry wasrejecting, in effect, was the Protestant work ethic in which he had beenbrought up, which was an integral part of a system and a way of life hehad come to loathe, and according to which such minor indulgences asspending the morning in bed were not just wrong but positively sinful.In my own case I was rejecting the idea that as a Buddhist, and especiallyas a monk, it was necessary for me always to be leading a strictly disci-plined life, as I had done for the last so many years. Not that I was dis-posed to question the value of discipline. Leading a disciplined life,working methodically, and following a regular routine, were things thatcame easily and naturally to me, so that I was all the more aware of thedanger of their becoming matters of fixed habit and of my becoming in-capable, eventually, of functioning in any other manner. Discipline wasa means to an end, not an end in itself. From time to time it was thereforenecessary to go, prophylactically, to the opposite extreme, at least insmall harmless ways.Thus it was that on that New Year�s Day I did not get up until aboutmidday, after Terry and I had spent the morning talking to each otheracross the room from our respective beds. Thus it was, too, that it was notuntil about 1 o�clock that we drove across to West Hampstead and hadlunch at our favourite Indian restaurant. According to the Vinaya, it wasan offence for a monk to partake of solid food after midday. In India Ihad observed this rule strictly for a number of years, and it was �officialpolicy� at the Hampstead Vihara. During the last few years of my stay inIndia, however, I had adopted a more flexible attitude, especially whenon tour among the newly converted Indian Buddhists, though I contin-ued to observe the �12 o�clock rule�, as some of my bhikkhu friends jocu-larly called it, during the four months of the Rains Residence, when Iimmersed myself in study, meditation, and literary work and did not gobeyond the gate of my small hillside monastery. But regardless ofwhether I did or did not partake of solid food after midday, it was clear to
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me that the principle, as distinct from the rule, was moderation in eating,and that this was a principle to be honoured by monk and layman alike.Though it was an offence for a monk to eat after midday, it was a veryminor offence, and one that could be expiated by formal confession to afellow monk. Theravãdin lay folk, who generally were ignorant of theVinaya, tended to regard the offence as a serious one, sometimes evengoing so far as to equate it with the infinitely more serious offence of en-gaging in sexual intercourse with a woman, which automatically en-tailed permanent expulsion from the monastic community. Had aTheravãdin layman, especially one of the older generation, happened tosee me eating in the Indo-Pakistan restaurant that afternoon he (or she)would have been deeply shocked. He would have been still moreshocked to see me wearing civilian clothes. That is to say, he would havebeen shocked had it been possible for him to believe the evidence of hissenses and not think, as he was almost bound to think, that it was a caseof mistaken identity on his part. Back in his own Sri Lanka, or Burma, orThailand, it was unthinkable that a monk should ever wear civilianclothes. There a monk was one who wore the yellow robe, and one whowore the yellow robe was a monk, so that despite what the Buddha saysin the Dhammapada, verse 142, one who was not wearing the robe couldnot possibly be a monk and therefore the person seen in the restaurant,in this particular instance, could not possibly have been wearing civilianclothes and have been the Venerable Sangharakshita.In India I had not once thought of wearing civilian clothes, that is, notsince my going forth into the homeless state, and especially not since myformal ordination as a Buddhist monk. I always felt quite at home in theyellow robe, and in any case, in the socio-religious context within whichI was then living and working, the question of my wearing anythingother than the robe simply did not arise. People may have been some-what surprised, initially, to see a Westerner wearing the yellow robe ofthe renunciant, but they at least knew what the robe signified, so thateven though it happened to be a stranger who was the bearer of the mes-sage the message itself was a perfectly familiar one and communicationbetween us could, therefore, be easily established. In England � in GreatBritain � the situation was entirely different. There the yellow robe didnot signify anything, though the shaven head (if one did not wear aberet in public, as Ratanasara did) might convey a suggestion of some-thing vaguely medieval and ascetic. My mother�s friends had shown nosurprise at my yellow robe, not only out of English politeness but be-cause she had already told them all about me; but this was exceptional.
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Even in cosmopolitan London I had to put up with some strange looks,even with the occasional rude comment, when travelling by bus or tube,especially if I happened to be on my own. Some people seemed to think Iwas in fancy dress; others, that I was wearing a sari underneath mycloak, or even that I was a transvestite.Thus it was with a distinct feeling of relief that, for the first time innearly twenty years, I went out in civilian clothes. It was a relief to be ableto walk down Charing Cross Road and round Soho, and to have a cup ofcoffee, without being stared at or feeling that I was being looked at out ofthe corner of somebody�s eye. I have known Western Buddhist monkswho did not mind being intruded on in this way and who, in the case ofone or two of them, not only enjoyed being the object of so much atten-tion but flaunted themselves and their yellow robes in a manner thatwas calculated to attract it. I was of a very different temperament fromsuch exhibitionists. Far from wanting to attract attention, I sought toavoid it as much as possible. I wanted to be free to go about my occasionswithout being taken particular notice of by anybody. I wanted to be in-conspicuous, to be lost in the crowd, to be the observer rather than theobserved.I was certainly inconspicuous that afternoon, as I walked round cen-tral London in my civilian clothes. I was wearing a pair of grey flanneltrousers I had bought in Cambridge a few weeks earlier, together with atweed sports-jacket belonging to Terry. The jacket fitted me perfectly, asdid the shirt (complete with sober tie) that went with it, for my friendwas narrow-shouldered for his height, which was well above average.Terry was pleased to see me in civilian clothes, for he was one of thosewho believed that such oriental trappings as yellow robes had nothing todo with the actual study and practice of the Buddha�s teaching andcould, in fact, be an obstacle to its being taken seriously by intelligentpeople. For my part, I felt less strange in civilian clothes than I had ex-pected to be, given the length of time that had elapsed since I last worethem, and soon I felt as much at home in jacket and trousers as I did inrobes, besides being more comfortable in them when it was a question ofgoing out and about. Not that I very often went out in civilian clothes. Iwent out in them only occasionally, and even then only with Terry, andmore often than not we would be driving around in the Little Bus ratherthan walking or using public transport.Nobody at the Hampstead Vihara knew that I sometimes wore civilianclothes, with the possible exception of Eric, whom I may have told. Hadthe more decidedly Theravãdin members of the Sangha Association
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known they would have been scandalized, for thanks to the efforts of asuccession of Sinhalese, Thai, and Thailand-returned bhikkhus theminds of a section of the British Buddhist community were already im-bued with the formalistic notions that prevailed in the Buddhist coun-tries of South-East Asia. As for the other members of the Association,most, I suspect, would not have objected to my wearing civilian clothessometimes, any more than most members of the Buddhist Society wouldhave done. According to Christmas Humphreys the true Buddhist wasone who �wore the yellow robe within� (a favourite phrase of his), andprobably he and his colleagues at the Society would have preferred tosee Western monks wearing ordinary Western dress rather than goingabout in what the average Englishman, and even the average EnglishBuddhist, could not but regard as outlandish costume.My finally deciding against getting myself a jacket, when Terry and Ilooked down Charing Cross Road for one, was certainly not owing toany shortage there either of clothing shops or jackets. Rather was the op-posite the case. There were several such shops, and in each shop therewere so many jackets, of so many different sizes, colours, materials,styles, and prices, that in the end, unable to make up my mind which oneto choose, I decided to put off the whole perplexing business to anotherday, with the result that several years were to pass before I actuallybought myself a jacket. My indecisiveness was due, in part, to the factthat as a monk I was not used to buying my own clothes (one�s yellowrobes were provided by the laity, and were always of the same trad-itional pattern), in part to the fact that I had been away so long that I hadno idea what sort of clothes would be suitable for someone of my ageand position (or lack of position), and neither Terry nor the shop assis-tants were able to give me much help in this connection.While I had experienced no difficulty in adjusting psychologically tobeing back in Britain, the truth of the matter was that living, as I did, inthe esoteric enclave that was the Hampstead Buddhist Vihara, I had littleknowledge of what life in the workaday world outside was really like.Not only did I have no idea what sort of clothes to buy. Doing the week�sshopping and collecting laundry, as Terry and I did after walking roundSoho and having a coffee, were novel experiences for me, the more espe-cially as some of that shopping was done in a crowded and noisystreet-market and I had not set foot in a launderette before. To my friend,of course, such tasks as shopping and collecting one�s laundry were onlytoo familiar, and it was thanks to him that, as the weeks and monthswent by, these and a hundred other concomitants of modern living
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became familiar to me � or became less unfamiliar. It was Terry morethan anyone else, in fact, who enabled me to make the transition to liv-ing in England (as distinct from living at the Hampstead BuddhistVihara), just as twenty years ago it had been the then Robin Banerjeewho enabled me to make the transition to living in India, and for me, atleast, this was an important element in our friendship.The last point that requires explanation, in my diary entry for NewYear�s Day, relates to the fact that in the evening Terry was still feelingdepressed. He was depressed, as the entry itself indicates, on account ofthe circumstances of the send-off his colleagues at the advertisingagency had given him the previous evening. This had been a boisterous,alcoholic affair; he had not looked forward to it, and returned to the flatslightly drunk and wanting to talk. It was not the boisterousness, or eventhe freely flowing alcohol, that had disturbed him, so much as his beingthere on what he felt were completely false pretences. Though he hadworked for the agency for a number of years, and was regarded as apopular figure, none of his colleagues really knew him, so that the �goodold Terry� who was the recipient of their hearty, if alcoholic, good wishesfor the future was not he but a totally different person. They knew noth-ing of his problems, nothing of his aspirations, and did not understandwhy, at the age of thirty, he was leaving a well-paid job in order, appar-ently, to study philosophy.Another source of Terry�s depression was the fact of his having beenunable to make a short speech acknowledging his colleagues� goodwishes, as was customary on such occasions. He had made a few notesbeforehand, and indeed tried to speak, but after stammering out a fewwords he was so overcome by anxiety, and was sweating so profusely,that he was obliged to stop and sit down. He sat down amid applause,his colleagues thinking he had simply had too much to drink. But Terryknew better. For him, therefore, his failure to rise to the occasion was adeeply humiliating experience, and one that served to reinforce theinferiority and anxiety he often felt in social situations.
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Chapter Twenty-SevenCircles Within Circles
although there was no summary of my reflections on the recenthistory of British Buddhism, and no expression of my hopes for thefuture, as there had been in my diary of a year ago, this did not mean thatI had no plans for the coming months or that I did not have a tolerablyclear idea of the nature and present extent of our tiny British Buddhistmovement or of my own place within that movement. It was as thoughthere was a series of concentric circles, and that the bigger these circleswere the greater was the number of people they contained. I occupiedthe innermost circle. With me in that circle there were only two otherpeople, Terry and Eric, though we were shortly to be joined by a fourth,in the person of Thich Thien Chau, a scholarly Vietnamese monk ofabout my own age who had often stayed with me in Kalimpong andwho was one of my closest friends within the monastic order.The second circle, which was not very much larger than the first, con-tained the Three Musketeers, Amritapani, Ruth, Beryl Jenks, and, per-haps, Bernie Whitelaw. The Three Musketeers saw me regularly, andfew weeks passed without my having a lengthy discussion with all threeor with one or two of them. Alf and Mike continued to be strongly in-clined to the Mahãyãna, especially in its colourful Tibetan form, andunder their influence Jack, too, had begun to incline to it, though theTheravãda remained his favourite form of Buddhism. Amritapani sawme rather less often. Having left Biddulph before her year of meditationand study was up, she was struggling to create a community in the ter-race property which, with the reluctant agreement of her trustees, shehad bought in Camden Town, and which she liked to think of as an out-post of the Hampstead Vihara. Ruth (and of course Maurice) still livedjust round the corner; we still travelled down to Victoria together by busor tube whenever I had a lecture or class at the Buddhist Society, or atleast did so on those occasions when Terry was not free to drive all three



of us there in the Little Bus. Besides being one of the stars of the speakers�class, she was now able to teach basic meditation, and I had alreadystarted handing over some of my classes to her. Beryl Jenks, a tiny, gin-ger-haired South African, was a former Scientologist. She was also a for-mer actress, as well as being a drama teacher and a speech therapist, andit was by virtue of this combination of talents that she had quickly be-come my right-hand man at the speakers� class. Lean, haggard-facedBernie Whitelaw came to see me every Saturday morning, when it washis duty (unless I happened to be out of London at the time) to hand methe Vihara�s housekeeping money for the week and his pleasure to stayfor one of those little chats from which I learned so much about his ten-ants and about the previous occupants of the Vihara.The third circle was not only bigger than the second but very muchbigger. It comprised about two hundred persons, of whom the majoritywere people who regularly attended my lectures and classes, whether atthe Hampstead Vihara or at the Buddhist Society. The rest were peoplelike Christmas Humphreys, Muriel Daw, Kathy Phelps, Maurice Walshe,and even George Goulstone, with all of whom I was in fairly regular con-tact by virtue of the fact that they were office-bearers in one or other (orin Maurice�s case both) of the two Buddhist organizations which, eversince my arrival in England, I had been trying to bring together, namely,the Buddhist Society and the Sangha Association. Most of those attend-ing my lectures and classes left straight afterwards, but a few of them, es-pecially at the Vihara and especially after the Sunday lecture, stayed oneither to talk with one another in the basement over a cup of coffee or tohave a personal interview with me. On Sunday evenings there might behalf a dozen people standing in the passage outside the door of the ab-bot�s room or sitting on the stairs, all patiently waiting their turn. Of allages, both sexes, and varying degrees of cultivation, they were probablyrepresentative of the kind of audiences I had for my lectures (far morepeople came to lectures than to classes), at least there at the Vihara. Someof them wanted to ask my advice about a personal problem, others todiscuss this or that point of Buddhist doctrine, and yet others simply toask which book on the Dharma they ought to read next. Occasionallythere would be a young man who wanted to be a monk, or an evangelistwho wished to convert me to Christianity, or rather, to his own particu-lar brand of that religion. But whatever the reason for their coming to seeme might be, few of them, as I gradually discovered, thought of them-selves as Buddhists or indeed could be regarded as such, so that theactual number of those attending my lectures, or even my meditation
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classes, was not a reliable indication of the real strength of the Buddhistmovement in Britain.Most of the people who came to see me in the abbot�s room are nownot even names to me. Even those whose names survive in my diary are,in many cases, no more than names. The few exceptions relate to peoplewho were unusual in some way or who had a strange story to tell. One ofthese was a young man of nineteen whose father was in prison for com-mitting incest with his daughter, the young man�s elder sister. The casehad attracted a good deal of publicity (I could well imagine how the gut-ter press had revelled in the details), and he and his mother and sisterhad been forced to change their name and move to another part of thecountry. All this had happened some years ago, he said. His fatherwould be in prison for a few more years, and in the meantime he was vis-iting him every week and trying to share with him whatever he himselfhad learned about Buddhism. I was greatly struck by the young man�ssincerity and decency, as well as by his loyalty to his father in these pain-ful and even traumatic circumstances. Eventually, when we had met afew times, he brought his mother and sister to see me, and it was thenthat I heard the strangest part of the story. His sister, who was now mar-ried, and who was the older of the two by five or six years, said little ornothing; but the mother had a good deal to say, and indeed seemed re-lieved to have found someone outside the family to whom she couldspeak freely. The relationship between father and daughter had lastedfor several years, coming to an end only when the girl reached the age ofsixteen, when she started going out with boys. This made the father veryjealous, so jealous, in fact, that whenever she went out with a boy therewas a furious row, and in the end, exasperated by his behaviour, she hadtold her mother the truth. Daddy didn�t want her to go out with boys be-cause he was jealous, and he was jealous because.� The mother hadbeen thunderstruck. At the same time, she told me, she realized, to herhorror, that she had known what was going on all along.Veronica was certainly an unusual person. She was a witch. How shecame to be present at my Sunday lectures I no longer recollect, if indeed Iever knew, but before long it became obvious that she was interested lessin Buddhism than in me. Of medium height, blonde, and in hermid-thirties, she habitually wore a black sweater and black leggings thatfitted as closely as a bathing costume and revealed every detail of herdecidedly curvaceous figure. Naturally she was an object of intense mas-culine interest, and I was not surprised to learn, later on, that she couldnot travel on the Underground without exciting what Dr Johnson would
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have termed the amorous propensities of her male fellow passengers. Inthe meantime she had joined the queue outside the door of the abbot�sroom, and was even coming to see me during the week, usually bringingsome charm or amulet for me to wear. Perhaps she was trying to cast aspell on me. I certainly seemed to have cast a spell on her. In front of meshe either stood absolutely rigid, as if transfixed by my gaze, or trembledand looked down in confusion as if totally overpowered by my presence.I was unable to make up my mind whether I really did have that kind ofeffect on her or whether it was just an act she put on in order to flatter mymasculine � or spiritual � vanity and in this way wheedle herself into mygood graces. Years later I remembered that my friend Dr Mehta ofBombay had once told me, after giving me a medical examination, that Ihad �a high sex potential�. Could Veronica, I wondered, have sensed this(untapped) potential and wanted to utilize it for her own magical pur-poses? It was well known that magic, especially of the darker kind, oftendepended on the deployment of sexual energy, whether individual orcollective.Whatever the reason may have been for her behaving in front of me inthe way she did, that behaviour had no effect on me, and I was in nodanger of succumbing to whatever designs she may have had on thepotential of which Dr Mehta had spoken. Her antics amused me, likethose of a kitten playing on the hearthrug, and when she invited me totea at her flat in Putney, where she lived with her ten-year-old son, I hadno hesitation in accepting the invitation. I arrived just as another personwas leaving � a tall, thin young man wearing a green dress and heavymake-up. That was her friend Daphne, Veronica explained, as thoughyoung men in green dresses and heavy make-up were part of everydaylife. She was much more at ease in her own surroundings than she everwas at the Vihara, and much more talkative, and before long I was beingregaled with an account of the activities of the various black magicgroups to which she and her friends belonged. One of these friends wasGerald Yorke, whom she seemed to know quite well. Though aware thatin his youth Gerald had been a disciple of the notorious AleisterCrowley, I was under the impression that his involvement with blackmagic was very much a thing of the past, but it now appeared this wasnot the case. Not that I was really surprised. Gerald�s fondness for tellingsmutty stories in the Oak Room indicated there was a �dirty old man�side to his character, and this may well have found an outlet in some ofthe activities Veronica described. So far as I knew, he was the only Bud-dhist (for such he regarded himself as being) who had anything to do
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with black magic, but a few months later there came to see me a youngAdonis with a Yorkshire accent who combined a fascination for blackmagic with an interest in Buddhism, and who besides attending mySunday lectures wanted me to teach him the black magic practices hewas convinced I must have learned in India. In vain I protested I hadlearned no such practices, whether in India or anywhere else. He contin-ued to press me, and one day brought his girlfriend to meet me. She wasIrish, and a Roman Catholic, and after our meeting told him � so he re-ported � that she had felt terrified and was convinced I was the Devil.But black magic is not a subject on which it is desirable to dwell, and Ihad better pass on to the fourth and last of my circles.This contained all the people who attended the Summer School andthe various provincial Buddhist groups I visited from time to time, espe-cially those I visited on a regular monthly basis. As some of the people at-tending the Summer School also came to my lectures and classes at theHampstead Vihara or the Buddhist Society, or at one or other of the pro-vincial groups, some of the people contained in the third circle were alsocontained, temporarily, in the fourth. People whom I met only duringthe ten days of the Summer School, or in the course of a flying visit to aprovincial group, I obviously could not get to know very well, thoughthere were exceptions, at least in the case of some of the provincialgroups. Among the exceptions were white-haired Charles Williams inHastings, the Wraggs, and lame, loyal Jim Martin in Brighton, much-married Derek Southall in Birmingham, and bald, bespectacled littleCyril Petitt in Northampton, who despite being a victim of polio andhaving to run about on all fours when at home, had a wife and two chil-dren and functioned as the very efficient secretary of the group.My fourth circle could be regarded as also containing people who,though I knew them quite well, I did not see very often. These includedJohn Hipkin at the Blue House near Maidstone, Adrienne Bennett,whose husband was dying of cancer, Clare Cameron, still editing theScience of Thought Review down in Bosham and still a chain smoker, andthe various Sinhalese bhikkhus at Chiswick, the seniormost of whomwas the Venerable Saddhatissa, who at Ratanasara�s insistence had beenelected Vice-President of the Sangha Sabha in absentia. Tall, scholarly,and inclined to be sardonic, Saddhatissa had been known to me in India,having in fact participated in my bhikkhu ordination at Sarnath in 1950.Shortly after his arrival in England I went to see him at the SinhaleseVihara, as the London Buddhist Vihara was commonly designated. Ifound him wriggling into the long, narrow tube that one could make
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with the upper robe by rolling its two shorter edges together, after whichone pulled the top of the tube well down, thus freeing one�s head, thenwound the upper portion of the roll round one�s left shoulder and sodown into one�s left hand, which had to keep a tight grip on the end ofthe roll if the whole arrangement was not to come undone. It was a stylemuch in favour with the �orthodox�, probably because the way in whichthe monk�s imprisonment within his yellow cocoon was suggestive of astrict observance of the Vinaya on his part. �Do you knowwhy I am doingthis?� Saddhatissa demanded, as his head emerged from the drapery.No, I did not know. �I am doing it,� he said slowly and emphatically, �inorder � to please � fools.� The fools in question, as I well knew, werethe conservative Sinhalese lay folk who would soon be coming to offerSaddhatissa and his fellow monks a ceremonial meal.Though few of the people attending the Summer School and the vari-ous provincial Buddhist groups were well known to me, after sixteenmonths in England I was sufficiently well acquainted with most of themto understand just where they stood in relation to Buddhism. As was thecase with those attending my lectures and classes in London, few ofthem thought of themselves as Buddhists or could be regarded as such.Some were Spiritualists, some Theosophists, some Vedantists, while oth-ers subscribed to this or that brand of universalism. More than once, atthe Summer School, I overheard a group of elderly women comparingthe merits of the different summer schools they had already attendedthat year, it apparently being their custom to pass the summer monthsgoing from one to another of these. As one of them remarked, it wascheaper than staying at a hotel and one met more people. At a meeting ofthe Northampton group I met a stout, obviously uneducated womanwho, it transpired, was a professional medium. Who was my spiritguide, she wanted to know. I explained that Buddhist monks did nothave spirit guides. My reply greatly astonished her. She had a spiritguide, she assured me, volubly. He was a little boy, all dressed in blue.She saw him every day, and he told her what to say. If I did not have aspirit guide, how did I know what to say when I gave a lecture or whenpeople asked me for advice? It therefore was not surprising that my ex-perience at the Summer School and the provincial groups should haveled me to conclude, as I had concluded from my experience of the peopleI saw at the Vihara, that the actual number of those attending lecturesand classes was not a reliable indication of the real strength of the Bud-dhist movement in Britain.
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British Buddhists still numbered hundreds rather than thousands,though from time to time one heard more optimistic estimates. Nor wasthe British Buddhist movement simply a very small one. It was also ahighly diluted one. It was diluted in the sense that even those who re-garded themselves as Buddhists, and they were few enough, tended tocombine their Buddhism with elements that were incompatible, in somecases, with the basic principles of the Dharma. When asked how manyBuddhists there were in Britain, I was apt to reply, if in provocativemood, that there were altogether two and a half. There was myself, reck-oned as one whole Buddhist, while the combined membership of theBuddhist Society, the Sangha Association, and the provincial groups,made up the remaining one and a half Buddhists. This was a gross exag-geration, or rather minimization, of the actual position, but I wantedpeople to ask themselves what it meant to be a Buddhist and whetherthey were really justified in regarding themselves as such.Though it was with Spiritualism, or Theosophy, or Vedanta, that manyof them sought to combine their Buddhism, Christianity was the biggestdiluting agent. This was only natural. Christianity, in one form or an-other, was the national religion, most people had been brought up in it,and much as they might appreciate the ethical teachings of Buddhism,or value meditation, they did not always find it easy to give up their be-lief in God or to accept the fact that Buddhism was a non-theistic reli-gion. Some of them found it quite impossible to do this, even going so faras to maintain, despite the evidence of the scriptures, that the Buddhahad not denied the existence of God. In India I had encountered this per-verse attitude time after time (Mahatma Gandhi had famously arguedthat all great spiritual teachers believed in God, and that since theBuddha was a great spiritual teacher he too must have believed in God,whatever his latter-day disciples might say to the contrary), and it wasdisappointing to find the same attitude so prevalent in England. It wasdisappointing, indeed, that the Buddhist movement in Britain should beso small, and so diluted, even though I could not but recognize that ittook people a long time to become accustomed to unfamiliar ideas, andthat in the meantime their views might well be an odd mixture of the oldand the new. Perhaps an entirely fresh impetus was needed. More thanonce I wondered if I ought not to start giving lectures and holdingclasses outside the orbit of the Hampstead Vihara and the Buddhist Soci-ety, though without relinquishing my existing activities and responsibil-ities, and even discussed the feasibility of my so doing with the ThreeMusketeers and Eric (Terry had no interest in the Buddhist movement as
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such), all of whom were as wholeheartedly Buddhist as anyone withinany of my four circles. There was no question of starting another Bud-dhist organization. We already had two of these, the Buddhist Societyand the Sangha Association, and in any case, had I not been trying, eversince my arrival in England, to bring the Society and the Association to-gether, and did not much work still remain to be done in thisconnection?Just how much work remained to be done was borne in on me quiteearly in the New Year, when Maurice told me that the less we had to dowith the Buddhist Society the better � �we� meaning the Sangha Associa-tion, the Vihara, and, I supposed, the Vihara�s present incumbent, whowas still giving lectures and taking meditation classes regularly at theSociety�s Eccleston Square headquarters. What prompted him to saysuch a thing I do not know. Perhaps he was going through one of his pe-riodic bouts of antagonism towards the Society�s president. Perhaps hehad quarrelled with Ruth on account of her loyalty to Toby and his ZenClass. (It was difficult to imagine her quarrelling with him.) Or again, per-haps he was unhappy at the extent of my own involvement with theolder and better-known organization, of which, after all, I had been amember during the War and to which I still felt a certain loyalty. What-ever may have been the reason for his wanting us to have less to do withthe Buddhist Society, I strongly disagreed with him. We ought to havemore to do with the Society, I declared, not less, so that there took placebetween us what my diary terms �rather a clash�, after which he left totake the first of the Vihara�s Tuesday Theravãda study classes.It was not simply that I disagreed with Maurice. I was profoundlyshocked. Besides being Chairman of the Sangha Trust and the SanghaAssociation, he was one of the Vice-Presidents of the Buddhist Society,and one would have thought that as a matter of common honesty � notto speak of Buddhist principle � he would not have urged upon me inprivate a policy which, as he well knew, he could hardly have advocatedpublicly without being accused of trying to split British Buddhism. It alsoshocked me to recall how at the last Annual General Meeting of theSangha Association, held a few weeks earlier, he had taken a very differ-ent line from the one he took with me. Speaking in his Chairman�s report(which I published in the January issue of The Buddhist) of the past year�svery extensive programme of lectures and other activities, he referredappreciatively to how the speakers� class and the guided group medita-tion classes had been held alternately at the Vihara and at the BuddhistSociety�s headquarters in Eccleston Square, adding �relations between
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the two organizations have undoubtedly become closer recently� asthough he thoroughly approved of this development. As I was begin-ning to realize, Maurice had a Machiavellian side to his character, and amonth after our clash I caught another glimpse of it. Mangalo havingdecided to leave Biddulph for good, the Sangha Trust had decided todispose of the property and make plans for a meditation centre nearerLondon. Maurice had been one of the parties to the decision. However,at the beginning of February I discovered that he had been playing adouble game, having secretly instigated the Midlands Buddhist Group,as the Birmingham group was officially known, to get up a petitionopposing the sale of Biddulph. Though well aware that Maurice was dif-ficult and irascible, I had not realized he could be duplicitous, and therealization gave me cause for disquiet.
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Chapter Twenty-EightNews from Sikkim
the way in which I spent the first day of the New Year was far frombeing typical of how I spent the whole month. But although January wasa busy time for me, it also happens to be one of those times my recollec-tion of which is decidedly patchy. In itself this is not surprising. What issurprising is that I should have no memory whatever of the very eventwhich, of all the events of the month, might reasonably be expected tohave made the strongest impression on me and of which, therefore, Imight be thought to have the clearest and most vivid recollection. Thisnotable event was the memorial meeting held for Lal Bahadur Shastri,the Prime Minister of India, who had died suddenly a few days earlierand which, according to my diary, I attended with Terry. The entry forFriday 21st reads (in part), �Reached Albert Hall soon after 7 and took ourseats on the platform. Speeches by Prime Minister [Harold Wilson], LordMountbatten, Selwyn Lloyd, Lord Sorensen and Jeremy Thorpe. LordAttlee, Kingsley Martin, Dame Sybil Thorndike, Arnold Toynbee etc.also present. All over by 8.30.� Whether I spoke to anyone, or anyonespoke to me, either before or after the meeting, I do not know, but I musthave surveyed this gathering of the nation�s great and good with consid-erable interest and have been more than a little pleased, perhaps, to findmyself � probably thanks to friends in the Indian High Commission �occupying a seat on the platform as sole representative of Buddhism.But if I have no memory of the Albert Hall meeting I have a distinctrecollection of what Terry and I did straight afterwards. �Then round toClare�s,� my diary continues, in its usual laconic fashion. �Fitted my cloak.Left at 9.15.� The Clare in question was the elegant, well-groomed ClareSampson. Though she was no longer secretary of the Sangha Associa-tion, we were still in touch, as she had offered to make me a winter cloakto replace the light summer one that had been stitched for me, shortlyafter my arrival in England, by Upasika Jhanananda, the elderly Russian



nun who had been a disciple of the notorious Chao Kung, alias TrebitschLincoln, and who lived alone in a flat not far from the Vihara on a sti-pend from the Sangha Trust. Clare being a much less experiencedneedlewoman than the old Upasika, my winter cloak had been a longtime in the making, and it was only now, more than halfway throughJanuary, that Terry and I found ourselves visiting her in her basementflat in Victoria for my fitting. The cloak was of a thick woollen material,dark brown in colour, and so voluminous that it hung down round me ina multiplicity of folds. It was also very heavy, and very hot, so that whenit was at last finished I wore it only when the weather was exceptionallycold � or used it as a blanket. In its very different way, my brown woollencloak proved to be no less inconvenient a garment than Saddhatissa�syellow cotton tube.Victoria was the scene of another visit that month. This time I paid it onmy own, and not to a tiny basement flat but to a spacious apartment inthe vicinity of Westminster Cathedral. The apartment had been rentedfrom a relative of the Queen by Palden Thondup Namgyal, theMaharaja of Sikkim, who was paying a short visit to London with hisAmerican second wife, the former Hope Cook, and their small son. I hadknown the Maharaja since the early fifties, when he was still CrownPrince, and had several times been his guest in Gangtok, the principal-ity�s �village capital�, when I went there to lecture on the Dharma. IndeedI believe I was his guest in Gangtok, and delivered lectures there, notlong before my departure for England. Politically, Sikkim (populationabout 200,000) was a protectorate of India; constitutionally, it was a di-archy, in that some powers were vested in the Maharaja, who exercisedthem through his diwan (actually an Indian appointee), and some in theelected representatives of the people. There were a number of politicalparties, as well as a representative of the Government of India, known asthe Political Officer, who like his British predecessors was the real powerin the land. The situation was further complicated by the fact that theRuling Family and the land-owning aristocracy were of Tibetan Bud-dhist stock, while the rest of the population was mainly Hindu andmainly of Nepalese immigrant origin. I was in the uncomfortable pos-ition of being on friendly terms both with the Maharaja and with KaziLhendup Dorje, the Maharaja�s main political opponent, who lived inKalimpong and who with his formidable European wife was committedto the overthrow of the Namgyal dynasty and the establishment of fullparliamentary democracy in Sikkim.
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The Kazini, as she was universally known, was the Maharaja�s bêtenoire on account of the campaign she was conducting against him in thecorrespondence columns of the English-language Calcutta dailies, andwhenever we met he would be sure to complain bitterly to me about herlatest attacks. The present occasion was no exception. After we had dis-cussed the state of British Buddhism, and the current political situationin Sikkim, the Maharaja proceeded to launch into his customary diatribeagainst the Kazini, a diatribe that his painful stutter did not make it easyfor him to deliver. Since he and the Kazini were both Buddhists (he waspresident of the Maha Bodhi Society, she a personal disciple of mine), Ihad always sought to pour oil � the oil of the Dharma � on these verytroubled waters, and if I could not bring the two of them together at leastpersuade them to moderate their hostility. Hitherto I had been unsuc-cessful, and in London, so far as the Maharaja was concerned, unsuc-cessful I continued to be.Palden Thondup Namgyal was not the only Sikkimese friend who wasin town that month. One afternoon I received a visit from diminutive,quietly-spoken Sonam Topgay, who was a nephew of Kazi LhendupDorje, a member of the Political Officer�s staff, and a disciple of DudjomRimpoche, one of my own Vajrayãna gurus, and who had been themeans of my meeting more than one eminent Tibetan lama. Sonam�svisit was not without a purpose. As I already knew, the Political Officerhad placed his services at the disposal of the Dalai Lama, and he hadcome to ask me if I would help correct the English of a book His Holinesswas writing on Tibetan Buddhism. Naturally I agreed, though Sonamwas unable to say how long it would be before the first draft of the bookwas ready. The rest of our time together was spent exchanging news ofcommon friends, talking about the Dalai Lama and the Karmapa, anddiscussing, at considerable length, the important Buddhist doctrine ofthe so-called �two truths�, namely, the relative truth and the absolutetruth or � to translate the Indian terms more literally � the conventionaltruth and the ultimate truth. More than my meeting with the Maharaja,my contact with Sonam Topgay brought with it memories of my life inthe foothills of the eastern Himalayas, with their views of the distantsnow peaks, their colourful local people, and their no less colourful festi-vals and processions. As we talked, I could almost hear the deep, rum-bling sound of the Tibetan trumpets, almost smell the acrid perfume ofthe juniper incense.From the foothills of the eastern Himalayas to the suburbs of SouthLondon is a far cry, and it did not take long for my memories of the one
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to be obliterated by my far older memories of the other when, a few daysafter Sonam�s visit, Terry and I drove down to Southfields to see my fa-ther and Auntie Florrie (as I still thought of her). I had seen my mother afew weeks earlier, when she told me of the death of my Auntie Jessie,who had been a kindly presence in my early childhood, and now it wastime for me to see my father. Of my actual meeting with him and Florrie Iremember only that he showed Terry some photographs of me as achild, but I have a vivid recollection of the journey to Southfields. Fromcentral London we drove down across Westminster Bridge to Kenning-ton, and from Kennington down through Oval, Stockwell, Clapham,Balham, and Tooting Bec to Tooting Broadway, where we turned rightinto Garratt Lane. Garratt Lane � formerly known as Defoe Road, afterthe author of Robinson Crusoe, who once lived there � took us toEarlsfield, where we turned left at the station, made our way throughthe side streets, and so arrived at my father and Auntie Florrie�s door.Balham, Tooting Bec, and the Broadway were the heart of working-classsouth London. They also happened to be the scene of the first eighteenyears of my life, and as we drove through them I looked out of the win-dow of the Little Bus with more than just idle curiosity. Much hadchanged. Balham Hill was no longer dominated by the giant green domeof the Hippodrome, traffic had increased tenfold, and there were noswaying, clanging trams rattling along. The biggest change, however,was in the population. Two-thirds of the people thronging the streets ofBalham and Tooting Bec were Asian, and some, the women especially,wore traditional dress. In Upper Tooting High Street many of the namesabove the shops were Punjabi, Gujerati, and Bengali names, while thewindows of the shops themselves, more often than not, displayed eithercrimson, emerald green, and mustard yellow saris or pyramids of Indiansweetmeats covered with silver foil. One could almost have fancied one-self in Bombay. The South London of 1966, it seemed, was an altogethermore crowded, lively, and colourful place than the South London I hadknown in the thirties and forties.Towards the end of the month Terry and I saw several films, only oneof which I remember at all clearly. This was the famous screen version ofHenry V, with Laurence Olivier in the title role, which according to mydiary I enjoyed very much, though I thought the sets �a little crude�.Terry had now more or less recovered from the depression into whichthe circumstances of his send-off had plunged him, and which hadlasted for several days, and we spent much of such time as we were ableto spend together listening to music and discussing the books we were
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then reading, which in my case included D.T. Suzuki�s The Zen Doctrineof No Mind and in Terry�s The Heart of Man by Erich Fromm. We alsovisited Bristol, where I addressed the members of the University�s Inter-national Society on �Buddhism and Western Civilization� and where,taking advantage of the opportunity, we looked round the Cathedral,including the particularly impressive Norman chapter house, and sawthe church of St Mary Redcliffe (the fairest parish in England, accordingto Elizabeth I), with its poignant associations with Chatterton, �the mar-vellous boy�. On the way back to London we stopped first at Bath, wherewe saw the Abbey, then at Oxford, where, having spent an hour at theAshmolean, we called on Trungpa Rimpoche, who was happy to acceptmy invitation to conduct a few meditation courses at Biddulph.
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Chapter Twenty-NineBuddhism and the Bishop of Woolwich
during my years in India I had become increasingly aware that theChristian missionaries, both Roman Catholic and Protestant, were notonly anxious to make converts but none too scrupulous about how theymade them, and my knowledge of this fact had given me a decided ani-mus against Christianity. I had not always had that animus. The readingof Isis Unveiled at the age of fourteen may have liberated me from theburden of Christian belief, but I was not antagonistic to Christianity, andeven when, two years later, I read the Diamond Sûtra and the Sûtra of WeiLang and realized I was a Buddhist and always had been, I continued toappreciate such works as St Augustine�s Confessions and Dionysius theAreopagite�s Mystical Theology. While still in the army, and stationed inSingapore, I happened to come across a little book called The Practice ofthe Presence of God, a collection of the sayings and letters of BrotherLawrence of the Resurrection, the seventeenth-century FrenchCarmelite mystic, and was so taken by the work that I wrote an article oncertain aspects of its teaching for the Vedanta Kesari, one of the English-language monthly organs of the Ramakrishna Math and Mission.It was only some years later, when I had settled in Kalimpong, and hadcome to know what kind of methods the missionaries, with few excep-tions, were employing to �win souls for Christ�, that I developed thatanimus against Christianity of which I have spoken. The methods inquestion were both direct and indirect. They ranged from providingfree, or virtually free, education and medical treatment to offering directfinancial inducements, as when the moneylending priests of the localRoman Catholic mission offered to write off the debts of the poverty-stricken inhabitants of a Lepcha village not far from Kalimpong if theyagreed to be baptized. This anxiety of the missionaries to make converts,and their total lack of scruple about how they made them, was at no timemore nakedly apparent than in the months immediately following the



Lhasa uprising of 1959, when there was a dramatic increase in the num-ber of Tibetan refugees pouring into the little Himalayan township andwhen it seemed as though evangelists were flocking vulture-like fromthe four quarters of the globe to feast on what they thought was the deadbody of Tibetan Buddhism. More than once, during the next few years,did I see preachers compelling hungry refugees to listen to a sermon, orread a tract, before they would give them a few spoonfuls of rice. But thatwas not the worst. Children taken from parents who were unable to feedthem would be kept incommunicado within the mission compound andsubjected to intensive indoctrination. Nonetheless, my animus againstChristianity did not prevent me, during this period, from reading a cer-tain amount of Christian literature, especially once I had accepted theSangha Trust�s invitation and agreed to spend a few months in England.Three books were of special interest to me: Geoffrey Faber�s The OxfordApostles and the two Penguin volumes on, respectively, Methodism andthe Orthodox Church. The central figure of Faber�s study was JohnHenry Newman, whose life was traced in detail up to the point at which,as all England held its breath, he made the fateful decision to leave theChurch of England and become a Roman Catholic. It was a dramaticstory, and I too held my breath as the future cardinal nerved himself totake the final step. In my teens I had read Newman�s Arians of the FourthCentury and the two volumes of his Essays Critical and Historical and hadgreatly admired his beautiful, Ciceronian prose style, but now I empa-thized with him as he agonized over his religious difficulties, and sharedhis relief as he emerged from the darkness, as it was for him, of hisdoubts, into the light of certainty. Of the volume on Methodism I re-member only its leaving me with the impression that the religion of JohnWesley was a very different thing from the Methodism with which I hadbeen familiar in my boyhood, albeit to a very limited extent, and thatthere was in it an experiential element which was almost Zen-like in itsintensity. Timothy (later Bishop Kallisto) Ware�s The Orthodox Churchwas quite another matter. I had read Stanley and Arsinief�s works on thesubject around the time of my reading Newman�s writings, while I wasstill in the bardo between my two realizations, namely, that I was not aChristian and that I was a Buddhist, but Ware�s book was a new one, andnot only gave a detailed and comprehensive account of the great Easternbranch of Christendom but was the means of introducing me to thehighly significant concept of sobornost, most inadequately translated as�collegiality�, of which I was to be reminded, many years later, when
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attempting to give adequate expression to my understanding of the realnature of the Buddhist spiritual community.After my return to England I continued to read Christian literature.The Hampstead Vihara�s little library, which I was not slow to investi-gate, contained a number of popular and scholarly books on Christian-ity, including translations of some of the classics of Christian mysticism.The proportion of works dealing with Christianity, especially as com-pared with the proportion of those dealing with Buddhism, was indeedastonishingly high, a fact the significance of which I came to understandonly later. Among the classics of Christian mysticism were two volumesof selections from the Philokalia, the Orthodox Church�s great collectionof writings on the ascetic and contemplative life, and these I read withavidity. Though there were fundamental doctrinal differences, I senseda greater affinity between Buddhism and Orthodoxy, spiritually speak-ing, than there was between Buddhism and Roman Catholicism. In theHampstead Public Library I came across more books on Orthodox spiri-tuality, including one about the monks of Mount Athos. My most impor-tant discovery in this field, however, was Lectures in Godmanhood, byVladimir Solovyev, the nineteenth-century Russian philosopher, mystic,and poet, who had researched the Indian and Gnostic philosophies atthe British Museum and was a friend of Dostoyevsky and Tolstoy. Later Iread other works of his, and came to develop an admiration not just forhis thought but for his life, which was one of exceptional integrity andcourage. Both the Hampstead Public Library and the Vihara Library con-tained accounts of the Second Vatican Council, as well as a number ofbooks on matters of current religious debate, and it was not long before Icame upon a modest paperback volume, published the previous year,which had sold hundreds of thousands of copies on both sides of theAtlantic and been the centre of a good deal of controversy.This was Honest to God, by the Bishop of Woolwich, John A.T.Robinson. Echoes of the controversy surrounding the book had reachedme even in distant Kalimpong, and I had looked forward to being able toread it on my return to England. I was not disappointed. It was an honestbook, and one that was of more than academic interest even to a Bud-dhist, and I therefore decided to give a lecture on it under the title�Buddhism and the Bishop of Woolwich�. After all, I told my audience atthe time, the Bishop was trying to come to grips with a problem that wascommon to all religions, and which they all had to face: the problem ofthe restatement of spiritual truths in a language that was meaningful tocontemporary humanity. In the case of Christianity the problem was
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perhaps more acute than it was in the case of some other religions, andthe Bishop�s efforts to come to grips with it were therefore of particularinterest.As it was not possible for me to deal in a single lecture with all theissues he had raised, I confined myself to two or three major ones thatwere of special interest to Buddhists. The most important of these wasthe issue of God. Historically speaking, Christianity was a form oftheism, but in modern times theism had come increasingly under attack;even religious people felt it to be unsatisfactory. The Bishop�s great meritwas that he had faced up to the fact. Chapter 2 of Honest to God was en-titled �The End of Theism?� Despite the interrogative, the reader was notleft much in doubt that he thought traditional theism was finished.Moreover, in Appendix 1 of The New Reformation (published a few weeksearlier) he had not only asked �Can a truly contemporary person not bean atheist?� but had conceded that God was intellectually superfluous,emotionally dispensable, and morally intolerable. Where did all thislead? It led, in my opinion, to the idea of non-theistic religion � even tothe idea of non-theistic Christianity. Though the Bishop was quite awareof this, he seemed not to be aware of the fact that the idea of non-theisticreligion was a very ancient one, and that there existed a whole family ofnon-theistic religions of which Buddhism was the perfect example. Thesignificance of the Bishop of Woolwich for Buddhists consisted in thefact that he represented a movement, within the Church, towards anon-theistic form of religion, and Buddhists might not always agree withhim, but he certainly commanded their sympathy and respect.Chapter 4 of Honest to God, entitled �The Man for Others�, dealt withthe issue of Christ. According to tradition Christ was God Incarnate, butif there was no God, then who or what was Christ? Though the Bishoprejected the traditional view, he did not go to the opposite, humanisticextreme of regarding him simply as an exceptionally good human being.This fact was of great interest to Buddhists, I pointed out. For Buddhists,the Buddha was neither God nor an exceptionally good human being:he was an Enlightened human being, and the Bishop seemed to be strug-gling towards some such conception of Christ. In Bonhoeffer�s phrase,Christ was �the man for others�, and it was in concern for others that tran-scendence was to be experienced. This was certainly a very noble con-ception, but the fact of his having lived for others did not make Christunique, as it seemed the Bishop still wanted to think. He might, ofcourse, say that Christ had died for others (that is had died to redeemmankind), but this idea was part of the doctrinal structure he was trying
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to abandon, and in any case, Socrates could equally be said to have diedfor others, as could Edith Cavell and the Vietnamese monks who hadburned themselves to death a few months previously. There was also theissue of prayer and worship. If there was no God, then to whom did onepray, whom did one worship? The Bishop seemed not to give seriousconsideration to meditation, so that the religious life appeared to be re-duced to various forms of social service. However, I did not want to criti-cize the Bishop, I said in conclusion. He had introduced an importantcatalyst into the Church of England, and one could only hope that, asthis did its work, Christianity would gradually become less theistic, bothin theory and practice. If that was to happen, then in my opinion itwould cease to be Christianity in any recognizable sense. One could ap-preciate that the Bishop was attached to Christianity, but it seemed to methat the logical outcome of his position was Buddhism. Whether hewould ever take the next step and recognize this remained to be seen.I had given the lecture back in May, at Burgh House, and Bill Revill,who liked to style himself Honorary Recording Engineer-in-Chief to theHampstead Buddhist Vihara, had recorded it. Bill had been very excitedby the lecture, which he was convinced would make history. So excitedwas he, and so convinced, that he was determined that the Bishopshould listen to the tape recording he had made. His first move was towrite to the Bishop inviting him to come to the Vihara and hear the tape.I did not see the letter, but having had some experience of Bill�s episto-lary style I wondered what the Bishop would make of it and whether hewould reply. In the event he did reply, but through his secretary who, af-ter explaining that there was no need to address the Bishop as �My LordBishop� as Bill apparently had done, went on to inform him thatswamped as the Bishop was with correspondence arising out of Honestto God he was unable to come to the Vihara and listen to the recording,but that if a copy was ever made he would be glad to have it. In thosedays of the cumbersome old reel-to-reel machines it took a long time tocopy a tape. At least it always took Bill a long time (I often found him sit-ting on the floor of the lecture room surrounded by miles of tape), and itwas not until November that a copy of �Buddhism and the Bishop ofWoolwich� was finally dispatched to the Bishop�s residence in Black-heath, pending his return from Majorca. Within twenty-four hours of hislistening to the lecture he had telephoned Bill to say he was in the districtand would like to pay him a visit. Whether the district in question wasHampstead or the suburb where Bill lived, and whether the Bishop sawBill at the Vihara or at the latter�s home, I do not remember, but the visit
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was paid and the Bishop made three requests. He wanted to hear thequestion-and-answer session that had followed the lecture; he wantedto hear my lecture on �Buddhism and Mysticism�, and he wanted to meetme. Thus it was that one evening early in the New Year, seven monthsafter I had given my �historic� lecture, I found myself being driven downto Blackheath in the snow to meet the Bishop of Woolwich.Though I had allowed Bill to write to the Bishop (it would have beendifficult to stop him), I had not really expected his efforts to meet withthe success they did. Least of all had I expected them to lead to my actu-ally meeting the Bishop. I may even have been a little wary of meetinghim, for though impressed byHonest to God I was aware that meeting theauthor of a book one admired could be disappointing, and besides, mylast encounter with a representative of the Church of England had notbeen an entirely happy one. The encounter had taken place exactly ayear previously, when before an audience mainly of very young people Ihad a discussion at the Arrowline Club, Hampstead, with the Rev.Joseph McCullough, the Rector of St Mary-le-Bow in the Strand. JosephMcCullough was a theological pugilist, being well known for his lunch-time debates with leading public figures, when the two contestants oc-cupied pulpits on opposite sides of the famous City of London church.The theme of our discussion was �Buddhist and Christian Attitudes tothe World�. Each of us spoke briefly in turn (I spoke first), after which weresponded to each other�s remarks and finally the audience were invitedto ask questions. To my amazement the Rector agreed with practicallyeverything I said. The doctrine of karma and rebirth? It was found inChristianity. Nirvãäa? It too was found in Christianity. And so on. I real-ized that my interlocutor�s object was to �contain� Buddhism (a tacticwith which I had been familiar in India, where it was a favourite onewith orthodox Hindus), for if everything taught by Buddhism could befound in Christianity it followed that there was no need for a Christian tobecome a Buddhist. Probably Buddhism was being �contained� in thisunceremonious manner for the benefit of our youthful audience, buteven so I felt that in having recourse to such tactics the Rev. JosephMcCullough was being disingenuous, not to say intellectually dishonest,and this saddened me. As the Arrowline Club was connected with theHampstead Parish Church, our discussion was preceded by drinks (inmy case orange juice) at the Vicarage, where I met the portly, rubicundold Vicar of Hampstead, whose Buddhist equivalent ChristmasHumphreys had once seriously told me I should regard myself as being.There was also a bevy of curates, as Trollope might have called them,

BUDDH I SM AND THE B I SHOP OF WOOLW I CH 1 8 5



elegant young men dancing attendance on the Vicar�s fashionablydressed wife and daughters, all of whom wore black fishnet stockings. �Ilike to see a nice pair of legs on a woman,� declared the Vicar over hisport.Sitting beside Terry in the Little Bus, on the way to Blackheath, Iremembered that evening with the Arrowline Club. Though I felt rea-sonably certain that the Bishop of Woolwich would not be at all like theVicar of Hampstead, I was not so sure that he might not be at least a littlebit like the Rector of St Mary-le-Bow. I need not have worried. Withinminutes of our arrival at the episcopal palace, as Bill would probablyhave called the Bishop�s modest suburban residence, I realized that DrRobinson was no more like the pugilistic Rector than he was like therubicund, port-drinking Vicar. Unfortunately my diary is as laconic onthe subject of our meeting as on everything else. �Got lost at Lewisham,�the entry for the day records (in part). �Arrived at Manor Way 10 minuteslate. Welcomed by Bishop of Woolwich and his wife and son. Long andinteresting discussion. Nothing very deep, though. Found him more�donnish� than I had expected. Spoke about my work in India among theex-Untouchables. Said he would put me in touch with a friend interestedin Eastern religions. Left at 10.30.� Had Bill been there to tape-record that�long and interesting discussion�, the tape would have been a usefulaide-mémoire, as I have no recollection of what was actually said on theoccasion, but neither the Bishop nor I wanted our words to be tape-recorded, and in any case the Vihara�s Honorary Recording Engineer-in-Chief was of an argumentative disposition and would have found itdifficult not to butt in and put us right whenever he thought we werewrong.As the Bishop had told Bill that he wanted to meet me I had assumed,perhaps rather literal-mindedly, that he meant just that, and that suchdiscussion as there might be would take place à deux. I had forgotten thatAnglican bishops had wives, and that wives do not like being left out ofthings. Ruth Robinson was no Mrs Proudie, but she had no intention ofbeing left out of the discussion between me and her husband (Terry andtheir son were content simply to listen). The discussion was therefore athree-cornered one, which probably accounts for the fact that althoughit was long and interesting �nothing very deep� in the way of communi-cation took place. This lack of depth was not necessarily due to RuthRobinson�s being a woman. Communication is always likely to be lessdeep and intense when the parties to a discussion happen to be morethan two in number.
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Though I have no recollection of what was actually said that evening, Ido remember noticing that Ruth Robinson�s religious views were evenmore unorthodox than her husband�s, or it may simply have been thatshe expressed them more freely. Dr Robinson himself, being not only abishop but a theologian and New Testament scholar, chose his wordscarefully, and in the course of our three-cornered discussion he did not, Ithink, go much beyond the position with which I was already familiarfrom my reading of Honest to God. Probably it was this careful choice ofwords, together with the air he had of a man more at home in the seniorcommon room of a college than in a cathedral cloister, that was responsi-ble for my finding him, in the words of my diary, �more �donnish� than Ihad expected.� He was certainly more don than bishop, if by bishop onemeant a mitred �reverend father in God� of the traditional type, so that Iwas not surprised to learn, years later, that he had resigned his bishopricin order to devote himself to New Testament scholarship, and that RuthRobinson, more unorthodox than ever, was attending meetings of DonCupitt�s Sea of Faith group.What effect listening to my lecture on his book, and meeting me, hadon Dr Robinson�s thinking I do not know. Perhaps none at all. For myown part, reading Honest to God, and spending an evening in discussionwith the author (and his wife), made me realize, more clearly than I haddone before, that not all Christians were like the missionaries whosemethods of making converts had been responsible for my developing,while in Kalimpong, an animus against Christianity. During the twentyyears I had been away a change had taken place. Among sincerely reli-gious people � which is to say, mostly among Christian people � therewas now a good deal of interest in non-Christian religions, perhapsespecially in Buddhism. Some Christians had written about Buddhismnot only sympathetically but with a degree of understanding. One suchmore open-minded Christian was the friend of whom Dr Robinson hadspoken and with whom he had promised to put me in touch. This friend,so it transpired, was George Appleton, author of On the Eightfold Path, acopy of which the publishers sent me on Dr Robinson�s instructions acouple of months after our meeting. George Appleton, now Archbishopof Perth, had worked in Burma for twenty years and had known manyBuddhists. The little paperback book was a study in the Three Jewels andthe Four Noble Truths based, mainly, on Theravãdin sources, and thoughnot entirely free from errors and infelicities it was on the whole a reason-ably faithful account of the essentials of the Buddha�s teaching. As onemight have expected, the author compared and contrasted Buddhism
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and Christianity and concluded, what might no less have been expected,that Christ�s Way went beyond the Eightfold Path, even as Christianityitself, with its vision of an Eternal God who is Creator and Redeemer,went beyond Buddhism. Nonetheless, he considered that Christianityneeded to learn from its worldwide encounter with Buddhism and thisattitude, after my experience with the missionaries, gave me food forthought.If Christians could study Buddhism, and even write sympatheticallyabout it, then it ought to be possible for Buddhists to study Christianity. Idid not have either the leisure or the facilities to study it systematicallyand in depth, but at least I could read Christian literature from time totime, as I had been doing for the last year or more, and in this way makemyself at least as well acquainted with Christianity as I was with Hindu-ism, which I had studied enthusiastically in my early years in India. Thereading of such literature was all the more necessary if, as now seemedlikely, I would be staying in England indefinitely and having, therefore,more and more contact with people who, if they were not actually Chris-tians, had a Christian background of some kind. In the years to come Iwas to read many of the classics of Christian spirituality, as well as histo-ries of Christianity and studies of Christian thought, and though I con-tinued to be critical of many aspects of the religion, and to disagree withits fundamental doctrines, my animus against Christianity graduallydisappeared.
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Chapter ThirtyAn Important Anniversary and aTypist�s Nightmare
thursday 24 february was a rather full day, though perhaps no morefull than were most other days at the time. In the afternoon, Francoisehaving been given her work and visitors dealt with, Terry and I drove toMildmay Hospital to see Alf Vial�s fourteen-year-old son, who had hadhis tonsils out and was still recovering. (My own tonsils had been re-moved when I was six, and remembering the unpleasantness of my stayin hospital on that occasion I could sympathize with the boy.) Alf was al-ready there, and after the three of us had spent half an hour with David,and I had given him a big picture of a Buddha-image and a bundle of in-cense sticks (he regarded himself as a Buddhist), the most vocal of theThree Musketeers took us to his flat in nearby Bethnal Green, where wehad tea with him and his wife and his daughter Christine, who was al-ready known to me as a member of the speakers� class. I had not been inthe East End before and little suspected that one day I would be veryfamiliar with Bethnal Green and that it would occupy an importantplace in my history. From Bethnal Green Terry and I drove to Red LionSquare, Holborn, and to Conway Hall, where we attended a meeting ofthe Personalist Group and heard a lecture by Dr E. Graham Howe, a psy-chiatrist whom I had met a year earlier, author of The Invisible Anatomyand founder of the Open Way venture, who was an old friend of theBuddhist Society. The lecture was followed by a discussion, after whichmy friend and I made our way up to West Hampstead where, by way ofcelebration, we had a meal at the Indo- Pakistan restaurant.We were celebrating because 24 February was an anniversary. It wasthe anniversary of the day on which he and I first saw each other. Thishad been when Terry happened to attend, and I happened to be chair-ing, a talk by Mangalo on �Buddhist Meditation�. The talk was given atthe College of Psychic Science, South Kensington, where two months



later I gave my lecture on �Buddhism and the Problem of Death�, andwhere, after the lecture, Terry came up to me and told me he had seenthe Pure White Light. Since then a lot had happened, culminating inTerry�s giving up his job at the end of the year, after moving to the big-ger, brighter flat in Lancaster Grove where much of our time togetherwas now spent. Believing as we did that the moods of depression towhich he was subject were due partly to the nature of his job, we hadassumed, perhaps naïvely, that once he stopped working and was free tostudy and meditate there would be an improvement in his condition,but this proved not to be the case. In the New Year he became moredepressed than ever, so that years afterwards, when I reflected on thisdevelopment, I was led to wonder if his having to hold down a job heloathed, besides being a cause of his depression, had not also sometimesbeen the means of his keeping the blacker moods of it at bay. He alsostarted having nightmares, from which he awoke sweating and trem-bling and in need of reassurance, so that I had to stay overnight at theOther Vihara more frequently than I might otherwise have done. Someof the nightmares were not only horrific but bizarre. In one of them hewas a baked bean, trapped inside a Heinz tin with hundreds of otherbeans.Happily it was not a state of affairs that lasted. After a couple of weeksthe nightmares ceased, and with them the moods of depression fromwhich, as I had soon learned, Terry periodically suffered. For the re-mainder of the month, and for the whole of February and March, he infact was more consistently cheerful than I had ever known him to be orthan he was ever to be again. During that period I did not have to writein my diary, as I had had to write so often before, �Terry a little low�, or�Terry depressed�, or �Terry upset�. Thus there was a welcome respite,and though it was Terry who had been suffering from the moods of de-pression it was almost as much a respite for me as for him. Having tospend time talking him out of these moods had on occasion been some-thing of a strain, especially when I also had people to see, lectures to pre-pare and give, correspondence to deal with, and the affairs of the Viharaand the Sangha Association to oversee and direct, all of which madeheavy demands not only on my time but on my energy. The situationwas made more difficult by the fact that Terry was obsessively anxiousthat no one should know he suffered from depression or, indeed, sus-pect that he was anything other than the positive and well-adjusted, ifrather reserved, young man he appeared to be. This meant that I wasnever able to talk freely to anyone about him, and had to make excuses
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for him when he was too depressed to turn up for a lecture or class asexpected.But now those days were over, at least for the time being. Terry wasable to devote his morning hours to study and meditation as originallyplanned, I no longer had to spend time talking him out of his moods ofdepression or make excuses for his non-appearance, our friendship blos-somed anew, and we fell into a routine that lasted, with few interrup-tions, until April came and with it the Easter meditation retreat atBiddulph. The routine varied a little according to whether or not I hadspent the night at the flat. If I had spent the night there, Terry and Iwould meditate together, after which I would spend the rest of themorning working on my next lecture, while he studied and made notes,and then go back to the Vihara after lunch. Otherwise I would try to be atthe flat for part of the evening and we would talk and listen to music. Onsome days Terry would come round to the Vihara early and join Eric andme and, later, Thien Chau and Robert, the new postulant, as well, for ourmorning puja and meditation and for breakfast. Thus my time was usu-ally divided, during those months of welcome respite, between theVihara and the flat, between periods of external activity and shorter peri-ods of withdrawal, reflection, and deeper communication. It was di-vided, in other words, between the two places that had come to embody,respectively, the public and the private � the lower and the higher �monasteries or hermitages of my dreams.Sometimes Terry and I would spend the afternoon in town, eithervisiting the bookshops or seeing a film. So far as I remember we nevervisited the National Gallery or any other of London�s great art collec-tions, probably because Terry had little interest in the visual arts for theirown sake. He did however have a favourite painting, or perhaps Ishould say there was one painting he liked, and of which he possessed apostcard. This was the work by Bronzino known as An Allegory or, alter-natively, as An Allegory of Time and Love, with its smooth, marmorealbodies, its predominance of cold whites and blues, its touches of roseand pale green, and its enigmatic meaning. Despite his lack of interest inthe visual arts, Terry was happy to photograph a small soapstoneBuddha-image for the Sangha Association�s Wesak card, as well as todesign the card and get it printed � a task that took up more of his timeand energy than either of us had expected. There were also visits to theprovincial Buddhist groups. Some of these visits involved an eveningmeditation class or lecture, and one of my most vivid memories of thatwhole period is of Terry and me driving down the eerily deserted motor-
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way afterwards and my watching, fascinated, as the long rows of over-head sodium lights in front of us appeared to twist and turn with everyturning of the road and every change of altitude. At such times I experi-enced a deep sense of contentment, with myself, with my surroundings,and with the work I had just done.The only thing that disrupted Terry�s cheerfulness was his fortnightlyvisit to Ilford, when he took Fiona there for the weekend. Though thesesojourns under the parental roof with his harsh, tyrannical father andhypochondriacal mother continued to be a trial to him, they affected himmuch less badly than before and he recovered from them much morequickly. This was all the more remarkable in that his parents now had, asthey thought, more cause for complaint than ever. Not only was it nolonger possible for them to conceal from friends and neighbours theshameful fact of the breakdown of their son�s marriage. They now had tocome to terms with the no less shameful fact that he had given up hiswell-paid job in order to study philosophy, whatever that might be, andthat sooner or later friends and neighbours would have to be informedof this too. From what Terry told me, I gathered his parents were as littleable to understand his giving up his job as they were of understandinghis desire to study philosophy (he dared not say anything about study-ing Buddhism). The only explanation they could think of, apparently,was that his interest in philosophy had affected his brain, and that it wasbecause his brain was affected that he had given up his job. Now that hewas studying philosophy full-time he was bound to get worse.Terry did indeed get worse, though not in the sense they meant, andhis getting worse was certainly not due to philosophy. The immediatecause was the decisive change that took place in his relations with Gillian� a change for which Gillian herself was responsible. The change relatednot to their divorce, which was about to be made absolute, but to some ofthe consequences of that divorce. I had met Gillian in November, Terryhaving taken me with him when he went to collect a few belongingsfrom the former marital home in Harrow. Tall, dark, and slim, she was,as Terry had reported her to be, a nice person and, obviously, a goodhousekeeper. During the half-hour we were there she and Terry con-versed amicably enough, and anyone observing them together wouldhave thought they were a well-matched couple. But now, as Marchpassed into April, there came from that quarter a succession of blowsfrom which, perhaps, he never really recovered. The gist of the matterwas that Gillian was planning to marry again, that she and herhusband-to-be would be moving to Cornwall, and that the latter had
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stipulated, as a condition of the marriage, that Fiona should live withthem and be brought up as his daughter.Terry was shocked, hurt, angry. Unfortunately, he was quite unable toexpress his anger, even in a controlled way. To express anger and ag-gression was to invite violence (here the butcher father of his boyhoodcast a dark shadow), and of violence he was so afraid that any expressionof anger, whether in speech or writing, was for him a psychological im-possibility. Consequently whenever he replied to a letter from Gillian, orwrote to his solicitor, there was a severe conflict between what he feltlike saying and his fear of actually saying it, so that his drafts and redraftswere a typist�s nightmare of false starts, corrections, and interlineations.Had he expressed himself too strongly? Could the same point not bemade more moderately? Was a qualification needed? Sometimes thestruggle would go on for hours, even days, leaving him feeling ex-hausted and depressed, and with nothing to show for his pains otherthan a stilted statement of his position that could have been written forhim by someone with no personal interest in the matter and which, dis-satisfied with it though he might be, he had no alternative but to signand send.Much as I sympathized with Terry there was little I could do to help,apart from offering advice and reassurance and typing his letters for himwhen he was too tired or too depressed to do so himself. Though I haveno recollection of the precise content of these letters, I remember beingleft with the distinct impression that strong as his position might be,morally speaking, legally it was quite weak. Whether out of old-fashioned gentlemanliness, or naïvety, or a feeling of culpability, he hadallowed himself to be cast in the role of the guilty party (after his separa-tion from Gillian her father had put two private detectives on his � andVivien�s � trail) and as the divorce laws then stood this circumstanceprobably counted against him so far as custody of, or access to, Fiona wasconcerned. Be that as it may, one of the consequences of the divorce wasthat when in the late spring or early summer, Gillian moved to Cornwallwith her new husband Fiona went with them and Terry saw his littledaughter no more.
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Chapter Thirty-OneGiving The Three Jewels a Final Polish
in accepting the Sangha Trust�s invitation to spend a few months inEngland I had stipulated that I should have my mornings free for literarywork, just as I did in India when not on tour. That in the event thisproved impracticable was not the Trust�s fault. It was not anybody�sfault. So much was there to be done, almost from the very day of my ar-rival, that for upwards of a year there was no question of my ever havingtime to produce anything more than a short article or book review. Notthat I really minded this. To borrow an image from �ãntideva, I was noless happy to meet the demands of the new situation than the tusker is toplunge in hot weather into the next pool he comes across.Since Francoise�s appearance on the scene towards the end of Novem-ber, and Terry�s giving up his job and moving to a bigger flat, there hadbeen a change. I now had more time to myself, which meant I had moretime for writing. There consequently appeared in the April 1966 issue ofThe Buddhist, under the heading �Ven. Sthavira�s Literary Work�, thefollowing item of Vihara news:Since the beginning of the year the Ven. Sthavira Sangharakshita hasbeen devoting himself to literary work. Last month he completed TheThree Jewels: An Introduction to the Study of Buddhism, the greater part ofwhich was written before he left Kalimpong but which had to be laidaside owing to the great pressure of lectures and other work,particularly the reorganization of the Vihara activities. During the lasttwo or three months he has, therefore, been less available at the Viharafor personal interviews than previously, but it is hoped that through thewritten word he will be able to reach a larger number of people thanthrough the spoken word. The Three Jewels will be published by Riderbefore the end of the year. The Ven. Sthavira has also revised his well-known work A Survey of Buddhism, the third edition of which is now inthe press.



The Three Jewels was not published before the end of the year (it did notcome out until the beginning of 1968), and the third edition of the Survey,the black and red dust jacket of which had been designed by Terry andprinted in England, remained �in the press� in Bangalore for many moremonths. So far as I remember, I completed The Three Jewels at that timeonly in the sense that it was then that I gave the work a final polish,checked my references, and wrote a preface, all the actual writing havingbeen done in Kalimpong. Though The Buddhist did not mention the fact,I had a third work in the pipeline. This was the work that was eventuallypublished, in 1985, as The Eternal Legacy: An Introduction to the CanonicalLiterature of Buddhism. In a sense it was a continuation of The Three Jewels,with which, together with three other works, one partly written and twoas yet unwritten, it was to form part of a projected five-part series enti-tledTheHeritage of Buddhism � a series I was never able to complete. SinceI was not expecting to be away from Kalimpong for more than fourmonths I had left the manuscript of TheWord of the Buddha, as The EternalLegacy was originally called, in a cupboard in my hillside hermitage. Butfour months had become six, and six a whole year, and as it now seemedlikely that I would be staying in England indefinitely I had arranged forthe manuscript to be retrieved from my cupboard and sent to me at theVihara, where Francoise was currently typing it for me.The business of giving The Three Jewels a final polish, and checking myreferences, must have been both laborious and time-consuming, forapart from the preface I did not, I think, do any original writing duringthe months to which the item in The Buddhist referred or indeed for along time afterwards. I did not even write fresh editorials for the SanghaAssociation�s little monthly journal, which I was still editing, as I hadoccasionally done before. Instead I reproduced some of the editorials Ihad written fourteen or fifteen years earlier for Stepping-Stones, the littlemonthly journal of Himalayan religion, culture, and education I hadpublished from Kalimpong, which, since they dealt with themes of fun-damental Buddhist concern, were as relevant now as they had beenthen. I also started serializing my essay �The Meaning of Orthodoxy inBuddhism: A Protest�, which had first appeared in 1957, in the BuddhaJayanti issue of the quarterly France-Asie, and which remains one of themost important literary products of my India period. The essay was a cri-tique of the claim that the Theravãda was �certainly the most orthodoxschool of Buddhism� and a systematic enquiry into the real nature of�orthodoxy�. Its appearance in the pages of The Buddhist scandalized afew people, as its appearance in France-Asiehad done a decade and a half
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earlier, the more especially as the claim that the Theravãda was �certainlythe most orthodox form of Buddhism� had been made by the eminent, ifrather dry, Pali scholar Miss I.B. Horner, whose work Adrienne Bennett,herself a Pali scholar, had once characterized, in memorable phrase, as�the last ounce of dust in desiccation�. Maurice Walshe was not exactlyscandalized by my essay, but he was perturbed, and wrote an article on�Orthodoxy and Fundamentalism� which I printed in a subsequent issueof The Buddhist. Though admitting that Miss Horner�s remark of severalyears ago was probably incautious, he also thought that there was a cer-tain amount that could and should be said on the other side. On thewhole his article was sensible and balanced, and there was much in hisdiscussion of some of the points I had raised with which I agreed. He alsoscored a palpable hit at (some) students of Mahãyãna. Though funda-mental Buddhist doctrine was found in Mahãyãna sources, this was notrealized because the doctrine was so wrapped up in glorious and extra-neous trappings as to become much less noticeable. The result, in hisopinion, was that students of Mahãyãna were often inclined �to lick offthe jam without swallowing the pill�.Limited as my literary activity then was to polishing what I had al-ready written, checking references, and reprinting old material, theearly months of 1966 were among the least productive of my whole life. Ihad in fact written very little for the last year or more, and nearly a de-cade was to pass before I was able to achieve anything like the degree ofproductivity that I had habitually enjoyed during my days inKalimpong. In the course of my first two years back in England I pro-duced only one poem, whereas previously few weeks had passed with-out my writing one or two. That solitary poem of mine was written � orrather composed � in Berkeley Square, as I sat in the Little Bus waitingfor Terry while he transacted some business at his bank. It was spring,and the green shoots that had started to appear on the branches of theaged trees moved me in the way that, in Kalimpong, I had been movedby the scarlet crowns of the poinsettias, the ink-blue foliage of the pines,and the distant spectacle of the gleaming white masses of the eternalsnows. London itself was beautiful that calm, sunlit morning, and for afew moments, at least, I did not regret that for the time being my lot wascast not among the foothills of the eastern Himalayas but in the midst ofone of the biggest conurbations in the Western world.But productivity is not just literary. Though I was less available for per-sonal interviews than previously, and was devoting myself to literarywork, I continued to lecture regularly at the Vihara and at the Buddhist
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Society, as well as occasionally to groups outside London, and this lec-turing activity of mine was in principle no less a way of being productivethan was writing itself. It was as though the creative energies that for-merly had gone into literary work were now going into the business oflecturing. Besides continuing my fortnightly lectures at the BuddhistSociety on �Tibetan Buddhism�, with the New Year I started a new seriesof Sunday lectures at the Vihara under the general title �IntroducingBuddhism�. Each lecture, I announced, would be self-contained, so thatthose who for any reason missed any of the lectures need not be afraid ofbeing unable to follow the later ones in the series. Among my Februarylectures, which like their predecessors were very well attended, therewas one in particular which, according to a report appearing in theMarch issue of The Buddhist, gave rise to comment and discussion. Thiswas the lecture on �Evolution � Lower and Higher�, in which I at-tempted, for the first time, to situate Buddhism, as a spiritual path,within a broader, �evolutionary� context. In later years the idea that thePath to Enlightenment was also the Path of the Higher Evolution was toplay an increasingly important role in my thinking. As I wrote in 1971,summarizing my position, �Science revealed how far man had come.This was the Lower Evolution. Buddhism, as the Path, showed how farhe still had to go. This was the Higher Evolution. Though not strictlycontinuous the two phases between them constituted the halves of a sin-gle process. Science and religion, the Lower and the Higher Evolution,were comprehended in one gigantic sweep.�
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Chapter Thirty-TwoOrdinations on the Easter Retreat �and a Birthday
thich thien chau arrived at the Vihara in the middle of March, andafter my experience with Vichitr and Ratanasara � and even withMangalo and Vimalo � I was glad to have living and working with me amonk who was already a close friend, who had been a student of one ofmy own teachers, who as a Mahayanist shared my �ecumenical� views,and who moreover was easy to get on with. I had come to know himthrough his mentor Thich Minh Chau. Like Minh Chau he was thenstudying at the Magadh University in Bihar, where he was later to takehis ma in Pali, and like Minh Chau he used to spend the summer monthswith me at the Triyana Vardhana Vihara, thus exchanging the scorchingheat of the plains for the comparative cool of the hills. Last year, too, hehad spent the summer there, in my absence organizing the Vihara�susual Vaishakha celebrations. Now he was in London where Minh Chauhad arranged for him to read for his Ph.D. at the School of Oriental andAfrican Studies.In appearance and character he could hardly have been more differentfrom Minh Chau. Both were quite short, but whereas Minh Chau wasshort and stout Thien Chau was short and slender. So short and slenderwas he that what with his smooth cheeks (neither he nor Minh Chauneeded to use a razor) and piping voice he could easily be mistaken for ayouthful novice, though he had been a monk for almost as long as I hadand was my junior by only five or six years. Minh Chau, energetic andefficient, was very much the scholar-administrator (he was Rector of VanHan University in Saigon), whereas Thien Chau, quiet and retiring, wasvery much the scholar-poet. The one, though not unkindly, was brusqueand decisive, the other gentle, sensitive, and affectionate.Once my old friend had succeeded in tracking down the elusiveProfessor Henderson, his supervisor at the University of London, and I



had taken him to see the British Museum and a few other places of inter-est, he soon settled in at the Vihara and started making friends. Terryand Eric both took to him, in their different ways, Terry on account of hisgentleness and sensitivity, Eric because he knew classical Chinese andcould help him with his Sino-Japanese studies. Much as Eric liked ThienChau, however, his slightly aquiline nose was often wrinkled up in dis-gust at what he regarded as the latter�s sentimentality. The reason forThien Chau�s sentimentality, if sentimental he really was, was the plightof his native land, where the United States was increasing its military in-volvement and where thousands of men, women, and children were be-ing killed or horribly maimed every month. �My country, my country!�the tender-hearted little monk would sob, the tears trickling down hisface, whenever the news from Vietnam was particularly bad. On suchoccasions Eric was sometimes so unfeeling as to mimic him, but ThienChau never took it amiss, apparently considering Eric had as much rightto mock his grief as he himself had to feel it. Ruth, too, took to ThienChau, for much the same reasons as Terry, he and I having taken thenew arrival round to her place for tea one afternoon, after which we alldrove down to the Buddhist Society, where he met ChristmasHumphreys and sat in on my meditation class.Back in Kalimpong Thien Chau had always helped me in whateverway he could, and now that he was again staying with me, this time notat my quiet hillside hermitage but in London, at the noisy HampsteadBuddhist Vihara, he was as helpful as ever. Indeed he was more than justhelpful. Convinced that I worked too hard, that I was not taking propercare of myself, and that my health was suffering, he saw it as his duty tolook after me, especially as nobody else at the Vihara, so far as he couldsee, was doing any such thing. Perhaps with traditional Chinese medicalnotions at the back of his mind, he was particularly concerned that I wasexpending so much energy in lectures. No sooner had I finished givingmy Sunday lecture, therefore, and was sitting down, than he wouldhurry up to me with a little pot of Vietnamese tea and two tiny cups on atray and gently urge me to swallow at least four or five cupfuls of thebeverage. As the cups were not much bigger than thimbles I had no diffi-culty doing this, though the tea was always piping hot and made mecatch my breath. All the time Thien Chau would be standing over me,smiling approvingly and filling one tiny cup as fast as I emptied theother. Before many weeks had passed he and his little teapot were afamiliar sight at the Vihara on Sunday afternoons, and my drinking the
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ritual four or five tiny cupfuls of Vietnamese tea after the lecture was asmuch an accepted part of the regular proceedings as the lecture itself.By the time Easter came, and with it the Easter retreat, Thien Chau waswell settled at the Vihara and I was therefore able to leave for Biddulphknowing that he and Eric would be looking after the place and that in myabsence activities would be continuing more or less as usual. Spring wasearly that year, I think. Terry and I, through the open windows of theLancaster Grove flat, had already heard the nightingales singing in aneighbouring garden, nightingales that were perhaps descended fromthe very bird that had inspired Keats�s ode, and on our arrival at Old HallI was glad to see that the brilliant yellow daffodils were more plentifulthan they had been the previous year and that the pink rhododendronswere out. I was less glad to find the retreat centre itself in a very dirty, un-tidy, and neglected condition, though Mangalo was still lingering there(he left the following day, after being critical of vegetarianism) andthough Douglas, the young warden, lived on the premises with his wifeand was supposedly looking after the place. My friend and I had arriveda few days earlier than the other retreatants, partly because we wantedto have some time to ourselves before the retreat began and partly sothat I could spend my last free afternoon and evening with the membersof the Midlands Buddhist Group. By the time we returned fromBirmingham, which was not until well past midnight, everybody whowas expected had arrived, and after breakfast the following morning Iled the first guided group meditation of the week, Terry and I havingalready meditated together before breakfast, in my room.There were altogether twelve or fourteen people attending the retreat,including Ruth, the Three Musketeers, Terry�s friend Alan, and a bright-eyed, red-cheeked woman of uncertain age called Phyllis Turner, whothough not herself a medium had a personal spirit guide, known to hersimply as Chang, whose instructions she implicitly followed. Theprogramme was of the more balanced, �mixed� type that I had devisedfor the retreats of the previous year, though I think there was less medi-tation and more discussion this time, and in the evenings we had either alive talk by Ruth or a tape of one of my lectures on �The Meaning ofConversion in Buddhism�. The biggest difference was that each day I de-voted a disproportionate amount of my time to the same three people,namely, to Alf, Mike, and Jack, the Vihara�s Three Musketeers. All threewere deeply interested in Tibetan Buddhism, especially Alf and Mike,and in the course of the last seven or eight months I had not only sharedwith them the texts of some of the practices into which I had been initi-
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ated but had promised that next time they came on retreat with me Iwould explain the four mûla or �foundation� yogas of the Vajrayãna, takethem through certain forms of deity yoga, and give them the Bodhi-sattva ordination. This promise I was now keeping, while Ruth, acting asmy deputy, took the meditation class or led the discussion. I gave theBodhisattva ordination, the taking of which marks one�s commitment, atleast in principle, to the Mahãyãna ideal of Enlightenment not for one�sown sake only but for the sake of all beings, on the penultimate full dayof the retreat, which was a day of silence and the one on which we lis-tened, most appropriately, to my lecture on �The Arising of the Will toEnlightenment�.The following day was Ruth�s birthday. Terry and Alan had made abirthday card and this, together with a big bowl of pink rhododendrons,was put in front of her place at the breakfast table. I had asked the othersto come and sit down before the bell rang, so that Ruth should come in atthe end, by herself, when we were all seated. She was delighted with thecard and the flowers and her artless joy was reflected in the faces of allaround her. Joy was indeed the keynote of the whole day, especially asthe weather had changed and it was now fine and sunny. In the after-noon Terry and Alan took group photographs out in the garden, afterwhich I had a lengthy final session with the Three Musketeers, saw a dis-traught and tearful Phyllis, and talked for a few minutes with Mangalo,who had been staying nearby with a married couple who were, or hadbeen, supporters of Ananda Bodhi. The day ended with puja, medita-tion, and my lecture on �Parãvòtti � the Turning About in the DeepestSeat of Consciousness�.Despite there having been no actual �turning about� on the part of anyof the retreatants, at any rate not in the deepest seat of consciousness, theretreat must have had a strong effect on all of them, for the followingmorning everybody turned up at 6.30 for the concluding sevenfold puja.Thereafter Terry and I had only to pick daffodils and rhododendrons forthe Vihara shrine, have breakfast, and then make the journey back toLondon with Ruth sitting with us in the front of the Little Bus and Alf,Mike, and Alan sitting behind. Having had lunch at the Vihara withThien Chau, Eric, Alf, and Mike, we drove with them and Ruth down tothe Buddhist Society, where the Society�s Wesak party was in progressand where I talked with Toby, Carmen Blacker, Jack Austin, a JapaneseSoto Zen bishop, the rigidly Theravãdin Mrs Quittner (just back fromCeylon, and looking quite ill), Kathy Phelps, and the Parsi universalistPhiroz Mehta, whom I had first met many years ago in Bombay when he
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was in the middle of a nervous breakdown. As it was a warm day, andthere were nearly a hundred people at the party, the atmosphere gradu-ally became hot and stifling, and after a couple of hours I was glad toleave, glad to get out into the fresh air, glad to be back in the silence andcomparative coolness of the flat. By this time I was feeling very tired, andI had a headache. After talking briefly with Terry, and listening to a littleMozart, I therefore went to bed early. Tomorrow was Sunday and therewould be a lecture to prepare.
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Chapter Thirty-ThreePreparing for Greece
a year or two before my departure for England one of my friends inKalimpong had given me a copy of Henry Miller�s The Colossus ofMaroussi. I had not read anything by Miller before, and his books maynot even have been generally available in India at that time. This one wasthe result of an eight-month trip through Greece in 1939, and though Idid not find Katsimbalis, the �Colossus� of the book�s title, as attractive acharacter as the author himself evidently did, the book as a whole im-pressed me deeply and gave me a liking for Miller�s writing at its lyric,improvisatory best that lasted for many years. I was particularly struckby his account of his visit to Delphi which, seen on the afternoon of hisarrival through a strange twilight mist, seemed even more sublime andawe-inspiring than he had imagined it to be. The following day afterwandering about amid the broken columns, he and his friends had as-cended the tortuous path to the stadium on high.The setting is spectacular [he wrote]. Set just below the crest of themountain one has the impression that when the course was finished thecharioteers must have driven the steeds over the ridge and into theblue. The atmosphere is superhuman, intoxicating to the point ofmadness. Everything that is extraordinary and miraculous about Delphigathers here in the memory of the games which were held in the clouds.Evocative as were such passages as this, I was struck less by Miller�s des-cription of the sights of Delphi than by the fact that his visit had affectedhim so deeply. The oracle may have ceased long ago, but it was evidentthat Delphi was still very much a sacred place, and though there seemedlittle likelihood then of my visiting England, much less still Greece, therearose in me as I read those enthusiastic pages a desire to see Delphi withmy own eyes.I must have spoken to Terry about this desire of mine quite early in ourfriendship, and in the course of the next few months we must have



talked quite a lot about Greece and about the possibility of our visiting ittogether. It was not until late summer or early autumn, however, that weeventually decided to make the trip, and not until February, when Terrywas no longer working, that we were in a position to start actually plan-ning our journey. Less than a year earlier, after one of my lectures at theCollege of Psychic Science, I had asked Terry how far in the direction ofthe Vihara he was willing to drive me. As far as I liked, he had replied.Could he drive me to India? Yes, he could. In retrospect the exchangeseemed significant, even prophetic. The possibility of our visiting Greecetogether had been first mooted in connection with the idea that Terrymight accompany me to India, for by this time it had become obviousthat my work now lay in the West, and that sooner or later I would haveto pay a farewell visit to the land of the Buddha and take proper leave ofmy friends, disciples, and teachers there. We would drive all the way tothe subcontinent in the Little Bus and visit Greece � and see Delphi � onthe way! This was by no means impossible, but we soon realized the im-practicability of the plan which in fact was really never anything morethan a dream. Instead of going overland to India we would go overlandto Greece! We would leave England for the Continent in the middle ofJune, and be away for two months. The India visit would take place sep-arately, probably in the autumn or winter. By the time we returned fromthe Easter retreat, therefore, our Greek adventure was only five weeksaway. They would be five busy weeks. Not only were there the finalarrangements for our journey to be made. There was the Festival ofWesak to be celebrated, a retreat to be attended, parents and friends tobe visited, and the details of the Vihara�s programme for July and Augustto be finalized.The Wesak celebrations followed much the same pattern as those ofthe previous year. There was a public meeting at Caxton Hall, West-minster, under the auspices of the Buddhist Society, at which the speak-ers were me, Dr Malalasekera, and Christmas Humphreys, who asPresident of the Society was, of course, also in the chair. Probably fewerpeople attended than last time, but this year there was, I thought, a hap-pier atmosphere. There was certainly a happy atmosphere at the devo-tional meeting I conducted at the Vihara late that night, as well as at theVihara�s own Wesak celebrations a few days later. The public meetingbegan with a little procession consisting mainly of the children of mem-bers bringing in flowers. After I had placed the flowers on the green-and-gold shrine, where candles and incense were already burningbefore the image of the Buddha, there were speeches by Trungpa
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Rimpoche, Dr Malalasekera, Maurice, Thien Chau, and me. There werealso readings from the scriptures by Beryl and Jack, and the proceedingsconcluded with a vote of thanks by Alf, who had recently taken overfrom Maurice as Chairman of the Sangha Trust. After the meetingMaurice, Ruth, and I, together with other members and friends, talked atlength with an important guest who had turned up unexpectedly. Thiswas Dr Manzen Nakada, the Soto Zen bishop whom I had met at theBuddhist Society�s Wesak Party the previous week. In the course of dis-cussion he intimated that an invitation to come and teach in England fora while might not find him unresponsive.Though the Wesak celebrations themselves followed the usual pat-tern, on the morning of the thrice-sacred day there took place at theVihara a ceremony that marked, according to The Buddhist, �a turning-point in the history of the English Sangha�. This ceremony was the ordi-nation of Eric as a �rãmaäera, and it marked a turning point in the historyof the English Sangha in that it represented �the first time that an Englishnovice monk had been ordained, on English soil, by an English-bornSthavira or Elder.� Apart from the fact that the ceremony was conductedin Pali (with a running commentary in English), that I was assisted byThien Chau, and that I gave Eric the name Viriya, I remember little ornothing of the proceedings. There does, however, survive a groupphotograph that was taken in front of the shrine after the ceremony. I amstanding nearest the camera, with Thien Chau behind me to my right. Iam wearing a Tibetan-style shirt and jacket beneath my Theravãdinrobes and my hair, I notice, is rather longer than it used to be in India.Viriya is standing behind me to my left, his head freshly shaved for theceremony. In front of him, further to my left, stands his adoptive motherand behind Thien Chau his adoptive father. Behind Viriya and his adop-tive mother stand Viriya�s friends Mr and Mrs Lawrence. She is wearingan enormous fur hat shaped rather like an inverted bucket, that comesdown almost below her eyes. Mr Lawrence is something in the City, andMrs Lawrence is second or third cousin to someone who is, or was, pri-vate secretary to the Queen. For reasons I was never able to fathom,Viriya idolizes the Lawrences and spends quite a lot of time in the com-pany of them and their three teenage daughters. We all look rather seri-ous, except for Viriya�s adoptive mother, who attempts a brave smile butwho, I know, is afraid that Viriya may have become a Buddhist monk be-cause she and her husband have failed him in some way. Light comesfrom the window to our right, highlighting the right side of my face, as
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well as that of Viriya and his adoptive mother, and leaving everyoneelse�s faces in the shade.In my speeches at the two public meetings, at Caxton Hall and theVihara, I had spoken of the significance of Wesak in general terms, re-minding my audience that it was the anniversary of the Buddha�s attain-ment of Enlightenment, and emphasizing that we, too, could attainEnlightenment if we followed the Buddha�s path of ethical conduct, con-centration and meditation, and transcendental wisdom, as many in theWest were already doing. My editorial in the May issue of The Buddhiststruck a similar note, besides which I pointed out that Vaishakha (theSanskrit equivalent of the more familiar Sinhalese �Wesak�) should be atime of moral and spiritual stocktaking, of ruthless self-examination.This stocktaking was not only individual but collective, and since at thistime of year Buddhist groups in some parts of the Buddhist world sur-veyed the progress made during the previous twelve months I pro-ceeded to do a little stocktaking on behalf of the Sangha Association. Ialso ventured a prediction.While complacency would be out of place, the English Buddhistmovement as centred on the Hampstead Buddhist Vihara can look backover the past year with a feeling of sober satisfaction. Systematicteaching of the Dharma, together with the regular practice of guidedgroup meditation, attendance at the speakers� class, and participation inthe devotional meetings, have between them not only built upmembership of the Association but helped create the nucleus of aspiritual community of people who, taking the Buddha as their ideal,His Dharma as their way of life, and the members of the Sangha as theirguides, are gradually coming to constitute a living presence ofBuddhism in Great Britain. Various Buddhist traditions havecontributed to this development. Theravãda, Mahãyãna, TibetanBuddhism, and Zen are all honoured at the Vihara. If anything hasbecome clear during the last year it is the fact that while EnglishBuddhism, or British Buddhism as some prefer to call it, will drawgratefully on all Buddhist traditions, it will not confine itself exclusivelyto any one of them. Indeed, it is clear that a distinctive WesternBuddhism, a Buddhism adapted to the spiritual needs of the West, isalready in process of emergence.Like my essay �The Meaning of Orthodoxy in Buddhism: A Protest�, the�ecumenical� views expressed in the concluding sentences of this extractscandalized a few people. They gave particular offence to those Thera-vãdins who believed that Buddhism in the West should be simply a
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transplanted Sinhalese or Thai Buddhism, cultural trappings and all,and to whom the idea of a distinctive Western Buddhism was anathema.The retreat came two weeks after Wesak and was, I think, a smallerand quieter affair than the Easter retreat. Terry was on it with me, whileamong the other retreatants were Antoinette, Mrs Mills, Emile Boin, andtwo elderly married couples. The programme was of the same �mixed�type as before, the only difference being that this time there were twotape-recorded lectures a day, one in the morning and one in the evening,an arrangement some people preferred. I did not attend the lectures,which in any case were ones I had given myself. Instead, I stayed in myroom clearing up arrears of correspondence while Terry conducted pro-ceedings downstairs. At most other times I was with the retreatants. Be-sides leading all the meditation sessions, I saw them at meals and wasavailable for personal interviews. Mrs Mills, who confessed to having aproblem with repressed anger, and who came to see me more than once,was a schoolteacher. She was also the mother of Bhikkhu Khantipãlo,who had once spent a few months with me in Kalimpong before movingon to Thailand and to whom, as it happened, I was then writing to ask ifhe would come to England for a while during my absence in India. EmileBoin, who came to see me on the last day of the retreat, and whom Istrongly suspected of also having a problem with repressed anger, wasthe proprietor of Sakura, the Japanese shop in Monmouth Street uponwhich I had stumbled the previous summer. As one might have ex-pected, he was interested in Zen, though he never attended any of mymeditation classes and had not been on retreat with me before. He wasconstant in his attendance at my Sunday lectures, however, besidesbeing a lively, if controversial, contributor to the pages of The Buddhist.His pseudonymous (�M. Eel�) article �Sentimentality, Samurai, Violence,Vegetarianism�, with its blunt assertion that �Buddhism is not beamed ata little group of sentimental old women, but at mankind as a whole,� andits caustic reference to �the old girl shedding a tear for her deceased cat,while relishing a leg of lamb�, prompted an immediate rejoinder fromMaurice which, in its turn, led to a whole series of letters to the Editor ofthe Association�s little monthly journal.The fact of the matter was that Emile was an idealist, and if he had aproblem with repressed anger it was because he was a frustrated idealist.He was an idealist in that he had an ideal, the ideal being the mentalpicture he had formed of what a British Buddhist movement ought to belike, and he was a frustrated idealist in that this ideal had found noconcrete embodiment. It was not that he was critical just of the
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sentimentalized, emasculated pseudo-Buddhism of the type he hadhandled so roughly in his article. He was critical, indeed bitterly critical,of the Sangha Association as it had been before my arrival and of theBuddhist Society as it had been, was now, and according to him alwayswould be. Walshe he regarded as an old woman, Humphreys as a fraud,and though he faithfully attended my lectures at the Vihara (the Societyhe eschewed) he was far from believing that the problems facing BritishBuddhism could be solved simply by healing the breach between thetwo rival organizations, a breach which, despite my efforts, still existedto an extent. What Emile really wanted, I suspect, even at that time, wasa new Buddhist movement, a movement that would make a quantumleap to the next stage of the development of Buddhism in Britain, leav-ing both the Sangha Association and the Buddhist Society far behind.But of such a movement there was no sign.Shortly after our return from Biddulph Terry and I spent an evening inSouthfields with my father and Auntie Florrie, whom we found con-cerned about the war in Vietnam. This was followed, a few days later, byan afternoon and evening in Rayleigh � and Southend � with my motherand sister and my sister�s two youngest children, twelve-year-old Davidand eighteen-month-old Kamala. We also paid a visit to Veronica, whoseemed rather upset. She was upset, it later transpired, because she hadbeen under the impression that the following week we, too, would beleaving for India, not for Greece, and that she would be meeting up withus in Calcutta. How the misunderstanding arose I do not remember, if Iever knew, but in recent months it had become increasingly obvious thatI featured in Veronica�s plans much more than she featured in mine. Ihad one old friend who had close ties with both Greece and India. Thisfriend was, of course, Marco Pallis, of whom I had seen little or nothingsince sharing the platform with him at the Buddhist Society�s Wesakmeeting the previous year. A fortnight before the meeting with Veron-ica, however, I lunched with him and his friend Richard Nicholson attheir Knightsbridge flat, where we talked at length about our much-loved Kalimpong, to which I would soon be paying a farewell visit, andabout the friends we had in common both there and in neighbouringSikkim and Bhutan. There were other reminders of my Indian past aboutthis time. One of them was a visit I received from Rechung Rimpoche,who showed me his translation of the first part of a Tibetan medical text.Another was a visit from amiable, scholarly Mother Fiske, an AmericanRoman Catholic nun I had met in Poona, where she was doing research
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into the meaning of �religion� and �Buddhism� among what she termedIndia�s New Buddhists.Thus the days between our return from Biddulph and our departurefor Dover passed quickly, both for me and for Terry. Not only were visitspaid and received. We had trips to make to the aa, to the bank, and to thebookshops, where we stocked up on classical authors, besides which Ihad my usual classes to take and lectures to deliver. I also hosted a recep-tion at the Vihara. About sixty people turned up, including representa-tives of some of the provincial Buddhist groups, so that it was fortunatethat the weather was fine and we were able to get out into the garden. Inthe course of the afternoon I managed to talk for a few minutes witheveryone present, which left me feeling a little exhausted, though after ashort outing to Kenwood with Terry, Alan, and Paul, the young Adoniswith the Yorkshire accent, I was sufficiently refreshed to be able to havea long talk with Alf and his family, Mike, and Jack and, after they hadleft, with Terry, Alan, and Viriya.The last few days passed quickest of all. We were to leave on theSunday, in the evening. On Wednesday, after lunching with Antoinette,I checked the dummy of the June issue of The Buddhist, which includedthe Vihara�s programme for July (the June programme had appeared theprevious month), and saw a young man who had embarked on a fast.Thursday Terry and I spent packing and clearing up at the flat, which wewere vacating. On Friday, our packing done, we took several boxes ofTerry�s belongings round to the Vihara and stored them in my cup-boards, after which I left Terry to finish moving out of the flat while Iwent and took my meditation class at the Buddhist Society. On Satur-day, Terry having left for Ilford, I spent the morning clearing my deskand the afternoon attending part of the Society�s weekend Conferenceof Provincial Buddhist Groups. Sunday was of course lecture day at theVihara. I spent the morning writing my notes, talking with Viriya, Bill,and Alf in the afternoon, and at 5.30 gave what for the time being wouldbe my last lecture. It was entitled �Buddhism and �The New Reforma-tion��, and was by way of being a successor to �Buddhism and the Bishopof Woolwich�. After the lecture I spoke to a few people, Terry returnedfrom Ilford, and half an hour later, after I had given Viriya some final in-structions (Thien Chau was away in Paris), we left in the Little Bus. �Bothvery happy to be off,� my diary records. �Headed south.�
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Chapter Thirty-FourBoyhood Haunts
shoreham-by-sea, six miles to the west of Brighton, was the scene ofsome of the happiest days of my childhood, for it was in this quiet,unfashionable resort that the family had its annual summer holiday.Having spent Sunday night in the vicinity of Worthing, camped beside acornfield, on Monday morning Terry and I drove back along the coastinto the old seaport, where we parked the Little Bus opposite the sameunremarkable terrace house where I and the rest of the family hadstayed and where we always occupied the upstairs back rooms over-looking the river Adur, with its miscellaneous shipping, its gulls hover-ing and crying, and its broad expanse of brown mudflat when the tidewas out. We were in Shoreham partly because we were not due to leaveDover until Wednesday the fifteenth, as I had a meditation class to takein Brighton the previous evening, and partly because I was desirous ofrevisiting some of my old haunts and showing them to Terry.Our first stop was the parish church, a grey Norman structure with asquare tower and a truncated nave. Dedicated to St Mary the Virgin, itwas commonly known as St Mary de la Haura (or de la Havre � accountsdiffered), Shoreham having been a flourishing harbour town through-out much of the Middle Ages. In the churchyard, after a short search, Ifound something I particularly wanted Terry to see. This was the tomb-stone of a man who, if the inscription on the weathered tombstone itselfwas to be believed, had died at the age of 146. I used to visit the church-yard every time we were on holiday in Shoreham, and in the familyalbum there was a photograph of me standing beside the tombstone,taken by my father, which I used to show to the sceptical as proof I wasnot romancing and that in Shoreham there really was a tombstone withsuch an inscription on it. From the churchyard we walked to the beach,which meant having to cross to the other side of the Adur by means ofthe iron former toll bridge. It was a fine, fresh morning, and as Terry and



I plunged down the pebbly foreshore I was glad to have sight of the seaagain, glad to have the sound of the waves in my ears and the smell ofthe ozone in my nostrils. There was a strong wind blowing, and afterplodding along the beach for a few hundred yards we took shelter undera breakwater, sitting with our backs against it and legs stretched out. Itcould well have been one of the very breakwaters in the crevices ofwhose rotting, seaweed-clad timbers I had once hunted for crabs. As wesat there eating bananas the sun came out and it grew quite warm.Shoreham had not changed much, I reflected. The principal differencewas that Bungalow Town had expanded, that there were more chalets,and that there now stood, at the very edge of the beach, an ugly, incon-gruous, high-rise block.The afternoon was spent up on the Downs behind Shoreham. Wewere parked beside a field of barley, and in the distance we could see thesilver windings of the Adur and, away to the north-west, the neo-Gothicsplendours of Lancing College. While Terry was busy inside the LittleBus, stowing away books, clothes, and tinned goods in their properplaces, I sat outside on the grass preparing a salad lunch. Having drivendown to the south of Spain many times and camped there, my friendhad a good idea what we needed to take with us. We would not be awayfor only two weeks, however, as he and Vivien had always been. Wewould be away for two months, and would therefore be needing a pro-portionately bigger stock of certain items. Thus it was that we had onboard sixty tins of minestrone, as well as sixty tins of condensed milk, ofwhich Terry was particularly fond and which he always took in his tea.After lunch I read Euripides� Iphigenia in Tauris and Hecuba, havingstarted working my way through the two volumes of the Everymantranslation of the Greek dramatist�s plays more than a week before. I hadread the whole of Aeschylus and Sophocles (and Aristophanes) in myteens, but so far as I remember all I had read of Euripides was theBacchae,in Gilbert Murray�s translation, and it seemed appropriate that as part ofmy preparation for visiting Greece I should make good the deficiencyand make myself better acquainted with �sad Electra�s poet�. While I wasabsorbed in Iphigenia�s joy and Hecuba�s sorrow Terry was deep in themysteries of the Laúkãvatãra Sûtra.We could not have had a more pleasant, peaceful afternoon. Therewere larks singing in the sky, tiny specks that soared higher and higheruntil, lost in the living blue, they became �sightless songs�. In my boy-hood I had often heard the larks. I had heard them on WimbledonCommon, on the Sussex Downs, and in Norfolk, and now, as I lay in the
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sun reading Euripides, I was hearing them once again. It was the firsttime I had heard them since my return to England, so far as I remember,for the lark was a rarer bird than it had been twenty years earlier(thirty-five years later it is rarer still). I must not only have heard the larksin my boyhood but have been greatly moved by those distant ecstatictrillings, for my first poem, written when I was eleven or twelve, wasabout the lark. The poem has not survived (it was in one of the poetrynotebooks left with my father in 1944), but I remember the first verse,which ran:The lark rose singing from the groundSinging with all its might;No sweet singer might be foundTo equal the lark in flight.Shortly afterwards I discovered Shelley�s �To a Skylark�, which becamefor me, as perhaps it was for him, a symbol of the upward aspiration ofthe human spirit � an aspiration whose principal expressions were litera-ture and the fine arts, friendship and the spiritual life.The Brighton Buddhist group was still holding its meetings at theTatler restaurant, and it was there that I took the meditation class thatevening, Terry and I having driven into the resort a little earlier andtaken a stroll along the seafront. After the class we chatted with peoplefor a while, then drove along the coast to Hastings, and from thereinland in the direction of Battle, near which we passed the night. Thefollowing day was spent in Hastings, where we explored the second-hand bookshops, visited the Fishermen�s Museum, and walked alongthe beach. It was a fine hot day; both sea and sky were intensely blue,and we saw several hovercraft skimming the waves. In the evening wedrove to Dover, stopping only at Brookland to see the thirteenth-centurychurch, which was remarkable for its belfry, a three-storeyed, conicalwooden structure standing separate from the main building.That night we camped on the Downs. In the morning, having done alittle shopping in the town, called at the aa office, and had a good walkalong the front, we drove up to Dover Castle and established ourselvesin a corner of the car park. The castle was much more extensive than wehad imagined, and in the afternoon it took us a couple of hours to lookround the massive keep, from the top of which there was a fine view,and round the ancient fortress to drive down to the dockside, where Ipassed the hour and a half we had to wait before boarding the ferry read-ing Plutarch�s Lives (the Greek ones, not the Roman!). Once on board, wewent and sat in the saloon. At midnight on 15 June the ferry left for
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Ostend. During the crossing Terry and I spent some time on deck. It wasa little cold, and there was a strong wind blowing. I read the Life ofAristides. We were on our way to Greece.
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Chapter Thirty-FiveOver the Alps
in brussels we had our first experience of culture shock. We arrived inthe Belgian capital at six in the morning, having driven there via Ghentin dull weather through flat, uninteresting countryside. After admiringthe ornate, gilded façades of the Town Hall and other buildings in theGrand� Place, and seeing the rather tawdry interior of a church that mayor may not have been the cathedral, we made our way to the market. Itwas here that we received our culture shock. We had just bought somefine cherries and strawberries and a few vegetables, and were about toleave, when I happened to see a stall at the back of which was a row ofplucked chickens. This was not surprising. What was surprising �indeed deeply shocking � was that in front of the chickens there wererows upon rows of tiny plucked songbirds � among them, in all probabil-ity, larks that less than twenty-four hours earlier had been singing in thesky. There were several such stalls, all with their pathetic rows of tiny na-ked victims of human barbarity and greed. This was my first intimationof the fact that songbirds were a feature of continental cuisine. Nor wasthis the worst. In France and Italy, as I was to discover a few years later,the shooting of small birds constituted a favourite national sport,millions of them being destroyed annually by the guns of so-calledsportsmen.Even had we experienced no culture shock there, we would have feltlittle inclination to linger in Brussels. The city presented a somewhatshabby appearance, and having done our shopping we drove straightout. Or rather, we attempted to drive straight out. Getting in had beeneasy, but owing to the complicated one-way system and poor signpost-ing getting out proved difficult and it was half an hour before we foundthe right exit and were on our way to Namur. I navigated, using theroute plans Terry had obtained from the aa in London, which were bothdetailed and accurate and which were to stand us in good stead



throughout our journey. From Namur we followed the course of theRiver Meuse to the picturesque little town of Dinant, through which wedrove after crossing the historic bridge. Dinant! The name rang a bell forme, and eventually I recollected having read somewhere about a certainDavid of Dinant, a medieval scholastic who had narrowly escaped deathfor his heretical views. After Dinant came the Ardennes, under whosegreen eaves we were glad to stop for lunch, and after the Ardennes thecity of Luxembourg, capital of the Grand Duchy of that name. In Luxem-bourg we stayed only long enough to visit the Cathedral of Notre Dame,where there were fifteen or twenty people praying in the sunlit nave ofthe building. Their prayers were directed to the statue of the Virgin Marystanding on the altar at the far end, and to judge from the expressionsand attitudes of the supplicants their prayers were real prayers. So realwere they that I could actually see them winging their way through theair to their objective. The atmosphere of devotion was more intense thanany I have experienced in a church before.From Luxembourg we drove through the Moselle Valley to Metz. Wewere now in France. First we saw the church of St Segolene (a saint ofwhom I had not heard before), where a woman showed us round andwhere there was a quantity of fine stained glass, some of it damaged inwar. In which war it was damaged was unclear, for in the course of thelast four or five centuries Metz and its fortress had been much foughtover. Originally a free town of the Holy Roman Empire, it was part ofFrance for two hundred years, part of Germany for fifty, and was nowagain part of France. The damage to the stained glass may of course havebeen done during the Second World War. Though I did not realize it atthe time, the beautiful Ardennes had been the scene of the Battle of theBulge, when the Germans attempted to halt the eastward advance of theAllied forces and huge losses were sustained on both sides. There wasfine stained glass in the Cathedral too. By the time we found ourselvesstanding in front of that building, however, it was evening, and I wasfeeling extremely tired, so that I have only a vague, dreamlike recollec-tion of our climbing the steps to the entrance of the great Gothic struc-ture looming up in the dusk, and of our cautiously opening the heavyiron door. Inside we were at once enveloped by a mighty, rolling volumeof sound which, proceeding majestically from an invisible organ, en-tirely filled the vast space of the deserted church and continued to fill it,rising and falling, for the greater part of our visit. Whether it was Bach orBuxtehude that was being played, or simply the organist improvising, Ido not know, but the sound was the most magnificent I had ever heard
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and one that transported me, despite my tiredness, to the seventhheaven of delight. We were still looking at the stained glass when ayoung man quietly descended from the organ loft and slipped out by aside door.Having left Metz by one of its ancient gates, we pressed on as far asNancy, where we pulled up on the roadside and there spent the night.We had driven 320 miles that day, had not slept for thirty-six hours, andwere now eighty miles from the Franco-Swiss border.In the morning we drove south-east through Épinal to Remiremont,where there were many public fountains, and from Remiremont toMulhouse, passing on the way wooded hills and picturesque villages. Atthe border we stopped and bought picture postcards (I sent one toViriya, Terry one to his parents), then drove on through Basel, and fromBasle, still heading south-east, to Olten. The more direct route to Oltenbeing blocked, we were obliged to make a wide detour. This turned outto be a blessing in disguise, for it took us � after we had been brieflycaught in a hailstorm � through some exceptionally beautiful woodedravines we would otherwise have missed. Here we halted for lunch,heating minestrone and brewing tea on our portable Calor gas stove. Forreasons of economy, but also because Terry tended to feel anxious in un-familiar restaurants and cafés, we had decided that we would buy provi-sions along the way as we needed them and we adhered to this decisionthroughout our journey. From Olten we drove through thirty or fortymiles of beautiful countryside to Lucerne, the scenery becoming moremountainous with every turn of the road. Switzerland, we could not butnotice, was much better kept than either Belgium or France, and I re-membered my mother telling me that her favourite holiday destinationswere Austria and Switzerland. They were so clean, she said. But Switzer-land was not only clean. It rejoiced in picturesque old wooden houses,carefully cultivated fields, and what my diary terms �thoughtful arrange-ments for tourists�.As we approached Lucerne we had our first glimpse of the snows andsoon were inside the town walls and looking for a parking spot. Havingeventually found one, we spent a couple of hours walking round theplace, which obviously depended very much on the tourist trade,bought a few souvenirs, and then drove via Brunnen to Altdorf, skirtingthe Lake of Lucerne on the eastern side and passing through severalsmall tunnels. A mile or two past Altdorf we left the main road andfound a pleasant spot beside the River Reuss, the noise of whosefast-flowing waters we could hear in the darkness. Owing to the differ-
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ent nature of the terrain, as well as to our having been obliged to make adetour between Basle and Olten, we had covered only half the distancecovered the day before, but we were well content with our progress andslept soundly.The third day of our journey saw us crossing the Alps. The famousmountain chain was more than a fact of geography, more than a whitepatch on the map. For centuries it had been a barrier separating Italy andNorthern Europe psychologically as well as physically, so that crossingthe Alps, far from being simply a stage in the journey south, possessedsignificance that was psychological and cultural and even spiritual. Itwas a significance of which travellers from the north were often aware,at least subliminally � an awareness of which, in modern times, theGoethe of the is the prime example. Crossing the Alpsmeant emerging from grey skies, fog, and mist into a world of blue skies,brilliant sunlight, and vivid colours � emerging from numbing cold intobone-penetrating warmth. It meant leaving primeval forests of fir andoak for orange groves and olive gardens. It meant exchanging the Gothicfor the classical, Christianity for paganism, religion for art, melancholyfor joy. Small wonder, then, that poets and artists from England andGermany, especially, should not only have celebrated the splendour ofthose immaculate peaks but have felt, as they crossed the Alps, that theywere about to enter a new world, perhaps begin a new life.What Terry and I felt as we crossed the Alps there is now no means oftelling. I have no recollection of what I myself felt then, and my diary issilent on the subject. But I must have enjoyed the unfamiliar landscape,and have looked forward to seeing Italy, for in my teen years I had hadas great a love for Renaissance Italy as for Classical Greece and AncientEgypt � especially after reading John Addington Symonds� Renaissancein Italy, the seven volumes of which I borrowed from the Tooting PubicLibrary. Silent as it is about feelings, my diary is fairly circumstantial re-garding facts. In relying on those facts, however, no doubt I would dowell to bear in mind what Dr Johnson has to say, in Idler no.97, on thosenarratives of travellers in which �nothing is found but such generalaccounts as leave no distinct idea behind them, or such minute enumera-tions as few can read with either profit or delight.� Probably there havebeen more than enough of these minute enumerations already in thisaccount.Be that as it may, on the morning of the day we crossed the Alps Terryand I rose to find the mountains flecked with snow. We also found thewaters of the fast-flowing Reuss icy cold. The crossing took much less
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time than we had expected. Hardly had we left the pleasant spot wherewe had passed the night than the road started becoming steeper and thescenery more and more impressive. In less than two hours we were atthe head of the St Gotthard Pass (6,926 feet above sea level), havingdriven through Wannen, where we did some shopping, and the popularmountaineering resort of Andermatt. Both places reminded me of hillstations I had known in India; there were the same narrow streets, thesame wooden houses, the same cheerful faces and, above all, the samebuoyant, exhilarating atmosphere. In the course of ascent we saw greatpatches of hard, unmelted snow, patches through which the road cutfrom time to time. The air was very thin, so that I experienced a slightnausea; the weather was cloudy, and there were several showers of rain.Rather to our surprise, traffic was heavy all the way, for at that time ofyear there was little danger of the road being blocked by snow and theroute was a popular one, as we ought to have known. After the StGotthard Pass came a succession of hairpin bends, thirty-seven in num-ber, that dropped us down via Airolo and Faido to Bellinzona (761 feetabove sea level), from where it was only a short drive to Lugano.In Lugano, having lunched in a quiet spot with a fine view of the lakeand the mountains, we explored the shopping arcades, visited thefifteenth-century cathedral, and looked round what I think must havebeen the cathedral shop, where we found a remarkable variety of mod-ern Catholic art, some of it of a very high standard, especially the carvedwooden figures of the Virgin Mary and other saints. We then continuedon our way skirting Lake Lugano for several miles, passing through theSwiss and Italian customs, where there was a short delay, and arriving inComo late in the evening.Finding a secluded spot in which to pass the night proved difficult,and in the end we simply parked at the side of the road near the lake.Como was quieter than either Lucerne or Lugano, and when we wentfor a walk along the shore before darkness fell we found it deserted. Theair was very still, and there was a pleasant view across the waters. Thatnight Terry and I had a long talk. It was our first real talk since leavingEngland, but regarding the content of the talk my diary is, as usual,silent.
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Chapter Thirty-SixReclaiming a Heritage
venice was about 150 miles from Milan, at least as the crow flies. Wecould easily have covered the distance in a day, but our route laythrough three historic north-Italian cities, all of some cultural signifi-cance, and it therefore took us the better part of three days to completethis stage of our journey. On each of the two nights we parked in a lay-byon the autostrada. This was probably illegal, but no one took any noticeof us, and we reckoned we could be safer there than parked somewherein town. Italy was not Switzerland, or even France.Milan did not detain us long. We arrived there from Como aroundmidday, having driven down the autostrada, and found the city centrewithout any difficulty. At the far end of the Piazza del Duomo rose thevast bulk of the Cathedral, the third largest in Europe, its triangular westfront positively bristling with crockets and pinnacles. As there was aHigh Mass in progress we were unable to see much of the building�sinterior, but we could see the archbishop in his red skull-cap and hearthe priest who, in highly declamatory style and with much waving ofarms, was holding forth from a pulpit on the opposite side of the nave.Though I knew no Italian, from the constant recurrence of the word�comunismo�, often to the accompaniment of a vigorous shaking of thespeaker�s fist, I had little difficulty concluding that the worthy priest wasengaged in denouncing the godless creed for the benefit of the assem-bled faithful. The faithful themselves were quiet and attentive, thoughpeople were coming and going all the time in a way that would havebeen unthinkable in England.There were other differences between the colourful Roman Catholicceremony and the more sober Anglican services I had attended as a boy.What those differences were I cannot now recall in any detail, but I dis-tinctly remember finding the whole atmosphere much more �pagan�than anything with which I was familiar. It was therefore possible for me



to understand the reaction of a Protestant who, witnessing a RomanCatholic service for the first time, and seeing its images and altars, itscandles and incense, its tonsured priests in gorgeous vestments, its wor-ship of relics, its elaborate rituals, its chantings and blessings, shouldhave concluded that Roman Catholicism was in truth little more than apseudo-Christian version of the old Mediterranean paganism. Such hadbeen the conclusion of the genial superintendent of the Baptist Sundayschool I attended for a while who, on his return from a business trip toRome, solemnly described to some of the older boys the abominations hehad personally witnessed in St Peter�s.From the Cathedral and the Piazza del Duomo we walked the lengthof the Via Dante to the Sforza Castle. On the way we had our secondexperience of culture shock � or rather I did. Having located a gabinetto,and made sure I was following the signs that read signori or �gentlemen�and not the ones reading signore or �ladies�, I descended the stone stepsbriskly. At the bottom of the steps, to my astonishment, sat a woman � astout, elderly woman in a tight-fitting black dress and black cotton stock-ings. But apparently I had not made a mistake. On seeing me the womanrose to her feet with a welcoming smile and, hurrying on ahead of mewith every expression of delight, flung open the door of a cubicle, gavethe toilet seat an energetic dusting, and having thrust a wad of tissuesinto my hand finally ushered me in with bows and smiles that were evi-dently meant to wish me a successful outcome to my visit. These minis-trations were not entirely disinterested, as I quickly discovered when, inmy ignorance of gabinetto etiquette, I attempted to �return, and gain thecheerful skies� without according them the customary recognition. Evi-dently Benign Mother could easily become Terrible Mother! Reflectingafterwards on this my second experience of culture shock it occurred tome that perhaps the average Italian male did not feel comfortable unlessthere was a sympathetic and encouraging maternal figure close at handon such occasions.The Sforza Castle was extensive without being impressive. On ourarrival we found that the museum and art gallery that were housedwithin its walls, and which we had been hoping to visit, were bothclosed. We therefore walked back to the Little Bus and drove first to thetwelfth-century church of Sant� Ambrogio, then to S Lorenzo Maggiore,with its colonnade of reused sixth-century Corinthian columns, andfinally to the Monastery of Santa Maria delle Grazie. All three wereclosed, to our great disappointment, for we had not yet grasped the factthat in Italy the afternoon hours were sacred to siesta and that during

2 2 0 MOV I NG AGA I N S T TH E S TREAM



this period even the saints were not to be disturbed. We were particu-larly disappointed that the Monastery of Santa Maria delle Grazie wasclosed, for this was the building that contained, painted on the wall ofthe former refectory, what was the most famous, even as it was probablythe greatest, of all Milan�s artistic treasures: Leonardo da Vinci�s The LastSupper.Having found our way back to the autostrada, we therefore drove onto Brescia, turning aside into a service area when we were a few milesshort of our destination in order to improvise a belated lunch. Fields ofripe wheat and half-grown maize lay golden and green all around us,while away to the north and west, each on its separate hill, there weredotted four or five little towns, one walled, and all of them with red-tiledhouses and red-tiled churches. Some of the churches, as was apparenteven from where we sat, were in a sad state of dilapidation, and the littletowns themselves, I thought, had a desolate and deserted look, many oftheir inhabitants no doubt having left to work in the factories of Milan,which far from being just a treasure-house of centuries-old art and archi-tecture, as one might have thought, was one of the major industrialcentres of modern Italy. Despite the proximity of the filling station, itwas pleasant and peaceful there amid the fields, beneath a clear blue sky,and within sight of the foothills of the Alps. So pleasant and peaceful wasit that Terry and I not only lingered over our lunch but sat contemplatingthe scene for so long afterwards that we did not reach Brescia until sixo�clock. In Brescia we spent the evening exploring the city on foot, but al-though the names of the churches and other buildings we saw are notedin my diary, these are now little more than names, and I have no distinctrecollection of any of them.Such is not the case with regard to Verona, where we spent the wholeof the following day. In connection with this city there come crowdingupon me recollections of ancient bridges over the fast-flowing RiverAdige, Romanesque churches of pink brick, the statue of Dante in thePiazza dei Signori, ornate polychrome porches whose pillars were sup-ported by winged lions, paintings by Pisanello, Mantegna, Titian,Tintoretto, and Veronese, and the unobstructed view we had, afterclimbing up to the Castel Vecchio, of the red-tiled roofs, the campaniles,and the domes of the unspoiled old city, the sunlit pinks and reds ofwhich were relieved, here and there, by the dark spires of the cypresses.Three recollections stand out with particular vividness. The first finds usin the Basilica of San Zeno, standing before Mantegna�s altarpiece,Enthroned Madonna and Child with Saints, perhaps the most magnificent
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of all the many paintings we saw that day, of which it has been said,�Considering the brightness of the colours and of the gold, the power ofthe architectural masses, the sharp definition of forms, and the consis-tency of the spatial formulation, the illusion of reality � a higher reality �within the frame is overpowering.� My next recollection is of our coming,quite by chance, upon what according to local tradition � and the city�stourist department � was Juliet�s House, complete with the very balconyfrom which the lovely daughter of the Capulets listened to the pleadingsof the lovesick scion of the Montagues. I had forgotten that the scene ofShakespeare�s Romeo and Juliet was laid in fourteenth-century Verona.Finally, there is a recollection of Terry and myself arriving late that after-noon at the entrance of the great Roman amphitheatre, said to haveseated 25,000 people, only to find the gates already closed for the night.We did not greatly mind, for our impression on looking through the barswas one of what my diary describes as �massive brutality�. The impres-sion was as much psychic as aesthetic, for like the Colosseum in Romethe amphitheatre had been used for fights between wild beasts, and be-tween wild beasts and men, as well as for gladiatorial contests of variouskinds.The sixth day of our journey began unpropitiously. We woke early,and it was a fine morning, but Terry admitted he was feeling rather de-pressed, and this necessitated our having a long talk before we coulddrive on to Vicenza. He had not felt depressed for several weeks, the lasttime having been around the middle of May, when he was still coming toterms with the knowledge that he might never see his daughter again.This time his depression had a quite different cause. It was due, as Ieventually discovered, to all the sightseeing we had been doing the lastfew days. It was not that he had any objection to sightseeing, or that hewas not almost as keen as I was to visit the famous and interesting sightsof the places through which we passed. But so much of what we saw hadno meaning for him. This was particularly true of the paintings. Most ofthem were of a religious nature, and they illustrated stories with whichhe was unfamiliar, depicted personages whose very names were un-known to him, and were replete with symbols to the significance ofwhich he had no clue. The more he saw of such paintings, as well asthose of a historical or mythological character, the more acutely he felthis lack of education, and the more acutely he felt his lack of educationthe more he was reminded how much he was at a disadvantage withpeople more educated and knowledgeable than himself and howinferior and inadequate such people made him feel. Terry laid the blame
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for his lack of education at the door of his parents, who had allowed himto leave school at sixteen, and his depression that morning, as on somany previous occasions, was due largely to the anger and resentmenthe felt towards them on this account. Had it not been for his lack of edu-cation, the places we had visited and the paintings we had seen wouldhave had meaning for him, he believed, and he would not have felt socut off from an important section of the great heritage of Westernculture.My own position in this respect was quite different from my friend�s.Though I had received even less formal education than Terry, in myteens I had read as widely as I could in the fields of European literature,art, and philosophy, both ancient and modern, and even during mytwenty years in the East I had not entirely lost contact with Western cul-ture, at least to the extent that this was represented by English poetry.For me our present journey, and the sightseeing we were doing alongthe way, represented a renewal, and a deepening, of that contact. Theplaces we visited, and the paintings we saw, had meaning for me.Through them I was reconnecting with my cultural roots, reclaiming mycultural heritage, for although I was a Buddhist I was a Western Bud-dhist, and could not afford, psychologically and even spiritually, to cutmyself off from those roots, or to renounce that heritage, as some mis-guided Western Buddhists thought they were obliged to do. Now that Ihad the opportunity, I wanted to immerse myself in Western culture. Iwanted to stop at every historic city, to visit every church, castle, and pal-ace there, to look at every painting and sculpture. At the same time, I wasaware that for Terry much of what we saw was without meaning,though he dutifully consulted such guidebooks as we possessed andasked me questions from time to time. Paintings were often withoutmeaning for him because he was ignorant of the Bible stories or classicalmyths and legends on which they were based. Such ignorance was by nomeans unusual, and in years to come, when �progressive� education pol-icies had done their work, it would be widespread in Britain. Terry atleast knew that he was cut off from his cultural heritage, and resentedthe fact. People in the future would hardly know there was a culturalheritage to be cut off from.How I talked Terry out of his depression I do not remember, but a fewhours later we were in Vicenza and looking at paintings by Mantegna,Tiepolo, Memlinc, and others in the Chiericati museum and art gallery.Among the works we saw (I forget by whom) were a remarkable Herodwith the Head of John the Baptist, a beautiful St Sebastian, and an impressive
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Ecstasy of St Francis. We had already visited the Cathedral which, havingbeen practically destroyed during the War and then rebuilt, was not onlyspacious but uncluttered. Palladio�s Basilica, which was not a church butthe Town Hall, appeared to have suffered no damage, but it had ashabby and neglected air, and we were surprised to find that there wereshops downstairs and that the great hall upstairs was being used for bas-ketball. Despite its many Renaissance palaces, Vicenza was on the wholea much less attractive place than Verona and we were not altogethersorry when the time came for us to leave for Venice. We did not leavewithout seeing Palladio�s last work, the famous Teatro Olimpico, a classi-cal Renaissance theatre with fixed perspective scenery in and out ofwhich, the building being open, we were able to wander at will. Our eve-ning was spent in a campsite on the seashore near Mestre, the industrialsuburb of Venice. There were many caravans parked on the grass amongthe trees, and the place had a pleasant, relaxed atmosphere. Terry and Iwalked for a while on the beach, which was strewn with shells, thenbought a few provisions at the site shop, cooked ourselves a meal, andread, my own choice of reading matter being Selected Poems of D.H.Lawrence.There was a lot to see in Venice. So much was there to see that afterspending the whole of the following day in the city sightseeing Terryand I decided to spend an extra half day there, which meant staying asecond night at the campsite. Venice was not to be seen from the comfortof a motor vehicle, whether public or private. Twice crossing the cause-way linking Mestre and Venice, and each time leaving the Little Bus inthe car park, in the course of our day and a half in the city we saw, eitheron foot or travelling in one of the vaporetti that plied up and down theGrand Canal, the sights that millions had seen before us and that thou-sands, perhaps, from Goethe and Byron to Ruskin and Frederick Rolfe,had celebrated in verse and impassioned prose. There were streets thatwere only alleys between high walls, tiny bridges over canals a few feetwide, a fruit and vegetable market that was the finest we had seen inItaly, and an enormous number of shops selling the famous Venetiancoloured and gilded glassware. Above all, there were the glories of theByzantine St Mark�s Cathedral and the grandeurs of the Venetian-Gothic Ducal Palace, both of which we visited on our first morning in thecity, the Gallery of the Academy, which we visited on our second morn-ing and where we saw Giorgione�s mysterious Tempest, and Veronese�ssumptuous Feast in the House of Levi, and the palaces that stood on eitherside of the Grand Canal, their façades reflected in the dull waters. But
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though we saw many buildings, many paintings, and many people(most of them tourists), what most impressed me was the tout ensemble ofVenice itself. It was enough simply to be there, to walk round in the bril-liant sunshine, to sit a while in the Zen Chapel, to eat our sandwiches inthe little secluded garden. It was enough simply to enjoy the gay, almostfestive atmosphere of the place, to feel the breeze coming off the lagoon,and to have the sense that Venice was open to the sea and, through thesea, open to the world. Thus it was not surprising that the Doges shouldhave �wed the sea with rings�, or that it should have been from Venicethat Marco Polo set out on his travels � travels that were to take him,eventually, to the court of Kublai Khan. Venice had her back to Europe,and looked towards the East. Venice was Europe�s gateway to the East.On the direct route between Venice and Brindisi, from where we wereto take the car ferry to Greece, there were only three cities of cultural im-portance: Padua, Ravenna, and Rimini. In Padua, to which we droveafter spending the morning in Venice, we had time to see only theBasilica of St Anthony, the Eremitani Church, and the Arena Chapel. TheBasilica was a monastic church, the first one we had visited, and on en-tering it we found the monks, all in black habits, chanting in the choir. StAnthony of Padua, to whom the Romanesque-Gothic structure was ded-icated, was the most celebrated of the followers of St Francis of Assisi(legend represented him as preaching to the fishes, just as St Francis hadpreached to the birds), and the chapel containing his bones was evi-dently the object of much popular devotion. Richly ornamented withcarved marbles of various colours, it was hung with scores, perhaps hun-dreds, of ex votos of the different limbs and organs that had been healedthanks to the intercession of the saint. In Greece we were to discover thatthis pious practice had very ancient roots. Popular devotion was alsovery much in evidence in the cloisters of the Basilica, where there was alarge shop selling an amazing variety of cheap souvenirs, all in the worstpossible taste and all decorated with, or incorporating, however incon-gruously, a picture or figure of St Anthony. Five or six monks ran theshop, serving customers and operating the cash registers with remark-able speed and efficiency. Outside the Basilica, on the piazza, wasDonatello�s fine equestrian statue of the Venetian general Erasmo daNarni, sitting relaxed and thoughtful on his great charger.The Eremitani Church, rebuilt after World War II in the original Ro-manesque style, was a simple and impressive building. It was famous forits frescoes by Mantegna. Some of these had been destroyed during thefighting, but I have neither record nor recollection of our seeing those
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that survived and they may not have been on view. Fortunately theArena Chapel, which stood nearby, had suffered no damage, and its in-ner walls were still resplendent with the blues, reds, greens, and browns� especially the blues � of Giotto�s frescoes depicting the life of Christ andthe Last Judgement, all largely intact and all very little faded. In Veronawe had seen a painting that may or may not have been by Giotto, buthere was a whole series of works that were undoubtedly from the handof the master and from that hand at the height of its powers. Though thelife of Christ was depicted in strict accordance with the traditional narra-tives, and though symbolism was by no means absent, so naturalisticwas Giotto�s style, so dramatic his treatment of each episode, so vivid hischaracterization of the personages involved, and so great his capacity torepresent the emotions they were experiencing, that many of the fres-coes could have meaning � at least a simple, humanistic meaning � evenfor those who, like Terry, were unfamiliar with the gospel stories and thedogmas with which those stories were associated.From Padua we drove to Chioggia and from Chioggia down the coastto Pomposa, where we decided to stay at the campsite near the Lido.Our intention was to stay only one night but in the event we stayedthree. The reason for this change of plan was that towards the end of thefollowing afternoon, when we should have left for Ravenna, I startedrunning a temperature and had to go to bed, where I passed a feverishnight, sleeping only fitfully and perspiring a lot, and where I woke latenext morning feeling better but rather weak. The fever may have beendue to malaria, from which I had suffered in India, or, what is morelikely, to the fact that it being a fine day, with a clear blue sky, Terry and Ihad spent much of our time on the beach, where he went swimming andI took a few dips in the pleasantly warm water. Whatever the cause ofthe fever may have been, we decided to stay where we were until I wasfully recovered. This enabled us to catch up on our reading. I dippedagain into Selected Poems of D.H. Lawrence, began and finished TheBostonians, probably my favourite Henry James novel (not that I knowthem all), and read Plutarch�s Life of Pericles.Ravenna was only a few miles from Pomposa. We arrived in the small,compact city soon after 10 o�clock and spent the next four or five hoursvisiting the Basilica of San Vitale, the Mausoleum of Galla Placida, theNeonian (or Orthodox) Baptistery, the Cathedral, the Basilica ofS Apollinare Nuovo, and the cloisters of the National Museum, wherethere was an exhibition of books and manuscripts relating to Dante, whohad died in Ravenna and was buried there. Except for the eighteenth-
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century Cathedral, all the churches belonged to the fifth and sixth centu-ries and contained mosaics of the same period. These mosaics gave meone of the most intense aesthetic experiences of my life. �Mosaics of quiteunearthly beauty�, I commented in my diary that evening, adding thatthey were �incomparably better� than the ones we had seen at St Mark�sin Venice. The mosaics of San Vitale, which we visited twice, were re-markable for richness and harmony of colour, variety of subject matter,and historical interest, those of the Mausoleum of Galla Placida for thedepth and intensity of their blues, especially the blues of the elaboratelydecorated vaulting, and those of S Apollinare Nuovo for their long,rhythmical processions of white-robed Martyrs and gold-robed Virgins,one occupying the right-hand side of the nave, as the spectator lookedtowards the altar, the other the side on the left.But the most beautiful mosaics were those in the Basilica of S Apollinarein Classe, which was situated three or four miles south of Ravenna, amidfields, and which we saw on our way to Rimini. As in S ApollinareNuovo, the nave was flanked by two rows of marble columns, but apartfrom the very late series of portraits on the side walls the mosaic decora-tion was confined to the choir and the semidome of the apse. In thesemidome, his arms held up in prayer, stood the figure of St Apollinare,the first bishop of Ravenna. He stood in a wide green valley, a valleyfilled with all manner of trees and shrubs, while from either side thereadvanced towards him a row of white lambs, each separated from thenext lamb in the procession by a spray of white lilies. Above the saint,within a enormous blue medallion, was a jewelled golden cross, andabove the cross a sky of gold streaked with cloud. Combined as theywere with the symbolism of the shepherd and his sheep, the pre-dominant greens, browns, and whites of the lower half of the semidomecreated a sense of harmony and peace reminiscent of Bach�s �Sheep MaySafely Graze� or the pastoral interlude in Messiah. This sense of deeppeacefulness was enhanced by the silvery hues of the Corinthian col-umns, by the quality of the light filling the place, and by the fact that dur-ing our visit we had the whole building to ourselves.Among the trees depicted in the apse, in highly stylized form, was theumbrella pine, and indeed there extended not far from the Basilica whatwas left of the ancient pine forest Byron admired and in which he wasaccustomed, during his residence in Ravenna, to ride and shoot. We didnot venture into the forest, but drove straight to Rimini, where we werecontent to view the ruined Castle of Sigismondo from a distance, andthen on via Pesara to Fano.
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That night we stayed in a small new campsite, the Verde Luna. The fol-lowing day we drove to Pescara in the morning, and in the afternoonfrom Pescara, where we stopped for lunch, all the way to Campomarino.Our route lay between the mountains and the sea. On our right were thefoothills, many of them crowned with towns and castles; on the left, theAdriatic, in colour an intense green-blue and with rollers of white foam.In the course of the day�s journey we saw vineyards and cornfields and,eventually, olive groves, which we had not seen before, and which tojudge by the gnarled and twisted trunks of the little trees with the sil-ver-green foliage must have been very old. There were also broad sandybeaches, with fewer and fewer people on them the further south wepenetrated. Near Campomarino we found a campsite. It was small andscruffy, but it was situated on the seashore, it was deserted, and therewas a fine view, and we were delighted with the place. So delightedwere we that we stayed there not just that night but for the greater partof the following day. For the first time since leaving England I felt truly�away from it all�. We had nothing to do but cook, wash a few clothes,and read about Greece. Above us was only the blue sky, before us onlythe green-blue sea, behind us only the low-lying range of mauve foot-hills. There was no sound but that of the wind and waves, no sign of lifebut the lizards darting about in the wiry grass and the black scarabbeetles which, the afternoon of that second day, I watched trundlingtheir balls of dried dung over the hot sand. We were in a different world.It was a world of intense heat, the world of Hyperion and Apollo, almostthe world of Aton and Ra.It was certainly a different world through which we drove during thenext twenty-four hours, on the last lap of our journey from Venice toBrindisi. It was a world of small towns where people sat in their door-ways and where there prevailed an atmosphere of complete inertia. Itwas a world of long cypress avenues and untidy commercial centres, ofstreets strewn with litter and squares filled, late at night, with people,and of glaring contrasts between the old and the new, the traditionaland the modern. In many respects, it was a world that reminded mestrongly of India. It was a world in which, when we reached Bari, therewas only a rather dirty campsite wherein to pass the night, but it was aworld, also, of clear, bright mornings, and a coastal road that ran pastbeautiful bays and curious rock formations and from which we could seegiant prickly-pear cacti, stone �beehive� huts in the middle of fields, andgrove after grove of olive trees with trunks fantastically contorted.
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In Brindisi we discovered there was a car ferry leaving for Igoumenitsathat afternoon, but decided not to take it as there was some uncertaintyabout sleeping accommodation. Having booked a passage on a ferry thatwould be leaving next day, we therefore found a campsite, had a meal,and read. That night there was a very strong wind, and I had a strangedream, in the course of which I drew forth the life-essence of a number ofdemons and cast them into the fire. Like many dreams, it appeared tohave no connection with my waking thoughts and I was at a loss tounderstand where it had come from and what it might mean.Terry and I spent our last day in Italy � our last for the time being, atleast � cleaning out the Little Bus, replenishing our stores, and seeingwhat we could of Brindisi. Though we turned up at the dockside ontime, we were unable to board until 10 o�clock, and the Egnatia did notsail until an hour and a half later. We wandered round the ship, whichwas much bigger and more luxurious than we had expected, cashedtravellers� cheques, drank tea, and did not retire to our berths until 2o�clock. Before retiring we went up on deck. It was a clear night, the seawas calm, and there was a nearly-full moon shining on the waters.
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Chapter Thirty-SevenThe Road to Delphi
though we had gone to bed so late the previous night, Terry and Irose early, and on going on deck soon afterwards found hardly anyoneabout. It was a fine, clear morning, the sea could not have been morecalm, and we were sailing between the mainland and some four or fivesmall, widely separated islands. Despite the muffled hum of the ship�sengines, and the occasional muffled shout coming from the swimmingpool, there was a breathless hush in the air, and as I gazed out over thedark blue waters it was as though time stood still, as though nothing hadchanged, and that I was seeing what Homer � had he not been blind �might have seen three thousand years ago. I felt much as D.H. Lawrencemust have felt when he wrote, as he passed that way:Now the sea is the Argonauts� sea, and in the dawnOdysseus calls the commands, as he steers past these foamy islands;wait, wait, don�t bring me the coffee yet, nor the pain grillé.The dawn is still off the sea, and Odysseus� shipshave not yet passed the islands, I must watch them still.I don�t remember if Terry and I were brought any coffee that morning orany pain grillé, but we had swallowed a cup of tea before going on deckand probably were still standing at the rail when the ferry reachedCorfu, the largest of the Ionian islands, where a few passengers dis-embarked. Two hours later we were in Igoumenitsa, and after a delay inthe customs found ourselves on the road to Yannina, the provincial capi-tal, sixty-four miles away.It was exciting to be in Greece at last, exciting that a dream had cometrue and we were actually on our way to Delphi. The countrysidethrough which we were passing was brown and desolate, while above acertain altitude the sides of the mountains were entirely devoid of vege-tation. Presently we saw a few miserable stone huts, though littleevidence of any cultivation. As we approached Yannina, however, we



started to see extensive fields of what I eventually recognized as tobacco,which I had not known was produced in Greece. There were also peopleon donkeys, and standing in a dusty yellow field, evidently just har-vested, two bearded Orthodox priests in black gowns and cylindricalheadgear could be seen bending and straightening up as between themthey lifted bundles of what seemed to be hay on to the back of a donkey.They moved slowly and stiffly, in a way that combined the laboriousnessof the peasant and the dignity of the priest. The scene could well havebeen painted by the Millet of the Angelus, and it moved me deeply. Im-memorially pastoral and immemorially patriarchal, it was reminiscent ofthe time when farmer, priest, and father were one and the same person,and when the powers of earth served religion and the forces of religionblessed the earth.There was nothing pastoral about the filling station at which westopped shortly before reaching the town, and nothing patriarchal aboutthe voluble Shell agent we encountered there. Petrol was expensive,though whether because it was more heavily taxed in Greece than in thecountries through which we had passed, or because it was a case of thewily Greek taking advantage of the innocent foreign travellers, we hadno means of telling. In Yannina we parked beside an extensive lake, overthe waters of which there was a view of the domes and minarets of whatappeared to be a mosque. Epirus had been part of the Ottoman empirefor 500 years, and Turkish cultural influence was still very much in evi-dence. While we were resting after lunch three inquisitive Greek boysappeared, one of whom proceeded to catch and dismember a crayfish,though whether with a view to cooking and eating it or out of sheerdevilment was unclear. From the lake we drove to the town centre,where we strolled round what I could not help calling the bazaar, andwhere the shops were as poor and shabby as those of small-town provin-cial India.In one of these shops I bought a black-and-green pottery wall plate ofthe head of Achilles, not realizing that in the course of our three weeks inGreece we would be seeing scores, even hundreds, of souvenir shops,and tens of thousands of cheap, mass-produced souvenirs of every kind.Achilles and the events of the Trojan War had been familiar to me sincemy boyhood, initially from a little book called The Story of the Iliad, whichmy father had given me, and later from the Iliad itself, in Chapman�stranslation, a second-hand copy of which I picked up in Bideford,during the War, and which I read in a state bordering on ecstasy. I wasparticularly delighted with the episodes in which the gods and god-
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desses appear, whether it was Hera whipping up the celestial horses anddriving herself and Pallas Athene down from the heights of Olympus tothe earth, the axle of the chariot groaning beneath the combined weightof the two goddesses, or Aphrodite being wounded in the hand by theGreek hero Diomedes as she removes her son Aeneas from the fray, orThetis rising from the depths of the sea, stealing up to the throne of Zeus,and prevailing upon him to give victory to the Trojans until the Greeksgave due honour to her son, the �valiant and glorious� Achilles, who wasfated to die young.Zeus was king of the gods, and his oracle at Dodona claimed to be theeldest of the oracles of the Hellenic world. We arrived there fromYannina early in the evening, having turned off into the green, peacefulvalley from the Arta road, and spent a couple of hours looking round thearchaeological area, where except for the partly restored theatre therewas little to be seen other than the exposed foundations of various an-cient buildings. Whether on account of the bare mountains by which itwas shut in, or because of the lingering influence of the feeling of awewith which visitors must have approached the sacred site, there was astrange quietness in the atmosphere of the valley, a quietness that wasmore than mere absence of sound. In classical times the oracle was re-garded as having its seat in the leaves of an oak, the whisperings ofwhich communicated the god�s responses to the questions put to him.Originally, however, the place seems to have been the seat of adream-oracle, the dreams coming to the attendant prophets, the Selloi,as they slept on the bare ground. There is an allusion to Dodona and theSelloi in the Iliad, in the speech in which Achilles prays to Zeus for thevictory and safe return of his friend Patroclus, whom he has sent to fightagainst the Trojans in his place.High Zeus, lord of Dodona, Pelasgian, living afar off,brooding over wintry Dodona, your prophets about you living,the Selloi who sleep on the ground with feet unwashed. Hear me.As one time before when I prayed to you, you listenedand did me honour, and smote strongly the host of the Achaians,so one more time bring to pass the wish that I pray for.Within the archaeological area there stood a big old tree, more trunkthan branch, that may or may not have been an oak, and may or may nothave been the lineal descendant of the tree in whose leaves the oraclehad had its seat. Probably because there was no wind, we heard nowhisperings from the scanty foliage above our heads, neither did we seeany trace of the Selloi, though at 10 o�clock the site�s young Greek
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attendant came to lock up for the night, so to speak. He was friendly andinquisitive, as were two young Greeks who had turned up earlier andwho came and visited us at the Little Bus the following morning.Such visits were to be a common feature of our journey throughGreece, especially when we were in the more out-of-the-way places. Nosooner had we settled down for the night, or simply stopped for a mealand a rest, than one or two young men � usually two friends � would ap-pear from nowhere and approach us, sometimes after loitering for awhile in our vicinity. In France and Italy such a thing had not happenedeven once. Communication often began with the young men smilinglyasking, �You have cigarette?�, the question being put in a way that didnot quite amount to a request but was more than just a simple enquiry.Terry and I would thereupon be forced to explain that we were non-smokers and had no cigarettes, and as our visitors had little English, usu-ally no more than the three words already spoken, and we had no Greek,we had no alternative but to shake our heads vigorously, spread our fin-gers wide, and shrug our shoulders, and hope they would understandwhat we meant. Probably they did understand, for they never tookoffence at our failure to produce any cigarettes and remained as friendlyas before. Their inquisitiveness was directed as much to the Little Bus asto Terry and me. They walked round it slowly and admiringly, peeredthrough the windows, and were evidently much taken by the way it wasfitted out within. One young man, after peering inside, turned to us insurprise, saying, �No women?� The most common enquiry, after �Youhave cigarette?� was �German or English?� In certain places the latter wasindeed the initial enquiry, and no smiles would be forthcoming until thequestion of our nationality had been cleared up. The Germans hadattacked and overrun Greece in 1941, and the wounds of war were takinga long time to heal. Once the young men had satisfied their curiositythey would drift away, disappearing as quietly as they had arrived onthe scene. They appeared to have nothing to do, and may well have beenunemployed.Rather to my surprise, Terry seemed not to mind these intrusionsupon our privacy. Sometimes he appeared almost to welcome them.This was only partly due to the obvious inoffensiveness of the intruders,if such they could really be called. It was also due to the fact that, as couldbe safely assumed, they were not more educated and more knowledge-able than he was and that there was no question, therefore, of his beingat a disadvantage with them. Even had they happened to be moreeducated and knowledgeable, in the absence of a common language this

THE ROAD TO DE L PH I 2 3 3



would not have become apparent. Thus there was no danger of myfriend being made to feel inadequate and inferior, as sometimes was thecase in England, and he could meet the advances of our friendly, inquisi-tive young visitors in a natural, easy manner. The truth was that Terryreally liked people, and became anxious, and therefore stiff and re-served, only when he felt threatened by their superior education andknowledge. There were times when I thought he felt threatened even byme, though the fact that in certain fields he was the more knowledgeableof the two should have been enough to rule out any feelings of this kind.I might know more about religion and philosophy, but he knew moreabout the practicalities of modern urban living. If I was to stay on in theWest indefinitely, as I had now decided to do, I would need to knowmore about those practicalities. I already knew a little about them,thanks to Terry, and could expect that in time I would know as much ashe did. In that case there would be an imbalance between us; he mightfeel threatened, and this could affect our friendship. But that was all inthe hypothetical future, and it was best not to speculate. Now we were atDodona, within sight of the big old tree that may or may not have beenan oak. The two young Greeks had just paid their second visit, Terryseeming not to mind the intrusion, and it was time for us to leave.We left at 10 o�clock, not without regrets, driving back through thegreen, peaceful valley and rejoining the highway. �Many wild flowers,�notes my diary. �Along banks of Lauros River, through fine mountainscenery, to Arta.� Lauros! The name conjures up a vision of crystal-clearwaters � waters that wound their rapid way between smooth grey boul-ders and were half hidden by overhanging trees. So beautiful was theriver, and so mysterious in its flow, that it was not difficult to believe, asan Ancient Greek would have done, that it was the haunt of nymphs andthat one might, if one was lucky, catch a glimpse of two or three of themsporting in the water. In Arta we stayed only long enough for Terry tophotograph some storks. We had seen storks in Yannina, nesting on thechimney tops, but here a pair of them had built their big untidy nest onthe top of a tall, rather ornamental church tower, and the opportunitywas too good to miss. With an eye to the lucrative travel brochuremarket, Terry had already taken shots of the Grand Canal in Venice, andof divers � tiny figures silhouetted against a sky of ultramarine � about toplunge from a huge rock on the Adriatic coast, but I suspected his heartwas not really in the work, reminiscent as it was of the job he had sorecently quitted. At Amphilokhia we stopped again, there being amagnificent view over the Gulf of Arta, and Terry took a few more
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photographs. We then headed for Stratos, the old capital of the area,which was just off the main road, in the hope of finding there a place topark during the hot afternoon hours. On the way we passed three lakes,one large and two small. Though pleasant to look at, the large lake smeltbadly, and it was very windy. In Stratos our hopes of finding somewhereto park were quickly dashed. The place turned out to be no more than atumbledown village plus a few ruins, and we decided to press on toAgrinion. Unfortunately, we missed the town, probably bypassing it,and in the end simply drove into a convenient field and parked beneatha tree.Here for the next four hours we camped, on this occasion without anyfriendly, inquisitive young men intruding on our privacy. We had lunch,and I read Euripides� The Madness of Herakles. In years to come the figureof this the greatest of the Greek heroes, with his lion skin and his club,was to occupy a special place in my imagination and be the subject of oneof my longer poems. That Herakles (or Hercules, as he is called in thepoem) was not so much the boisterous, brutal Herakles of popular leg-end as the altruistic Herakles whose might was at the service of right andwho for centuries had been the patron saint, so to speak, of the Stoic phi-losophers of Greece and Rome. Traces of this altruistic Herakles were tobe found even in the oldest legends. In Euripides� play itself the Chorusof Theban elders, having lamented the passing of youth, breaks out inpraise of Memory and of the greatness of Herakles, singing:Proud theme hath minstrelsy, to sing mine hero�s high achieving:He is Zeus� son, but deeds hath done whose glory mounts, far-leavingThe praise of birth divine behind,Whose toils gave peace to human kind,Slaying dread shapes that filled man�s mind with terrors ceaseless-haunting.Since Herakles� toils (no doubt a reference to the famous TwelveLabours) �gave peace to human kind�, and thus were of an altruistic char-acter, their glory surpasses the praise due to the hero as son of the king ofthe gods. Indeed, it is altruism itself that is the true divinity, andHerakles is to be praised, even worshipped, not on account of his sup-posed divine paternity, but as the embodiment of altruism. Embodyingas he does the principle of altruism he exemplified, for the Stoics espe-cially, a definite ideal, an ideal that may be regarded as representing, onits own ethical level and within its own Greco-Roman cultural context,the transcendental altruism that is exemplified, for Buddhists, in the idea
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of the infinitely wise and boundlessly compassionate Bodhisattva who,in the words of the Devotion to Tãrã, �labours for the weal of all beings�.Euripides� play was still giving me food for thought when, shortly be-fore six o�clock, we struck camp and drove coastward to Missolonghi. Itwas in this nondescript little town that Byron had died in 1824, at the ageof thirty-seven, the victim (it has been said), as he was the author, of hisown legend. One of our books on Greece described Missolonghi as beingsituated on the edge of a wide, stagnant lagoon, only navigable byflat-bottomed boats, but we saw nothing of either the lagoon or theboats, and very little of the town itself other than the fat brown pipes ofthe new sewerage system. All the roads having been dug up for layingthem, it was difficult to get around, and we therefore had to drive onwithout seeing the museum or the statue of Byron. BetweenMissolonghi and Naupactus, as if to compensate us for any disappoint-ment we may have felt, there was a fine view of the Gulf of Patras to thesouth and west. Naupactus, renamed by the Venetians as Lepanto, wassituated further along the coast, on the Gulf of Corinth. As Lepanto, thetown had given its name to the great sea battle of 1571 in which the com-bined Christian forces under Don Juan of Austria, the half-brother ofPhilip II of Spain, had inflicted a crushing defeat on the forces of theOttoman Empire. From the Christian point of view it was a famous vic-tory, and one that G.K. Chesterton celebrates with his usual gusto in hispoem �Lepanto�, which I had more than once encountered in antholo-gies of twentieth-century poetry. Since we were hoping to reach Delphithat night, we drove straight through Naupactus, as it was again beingcalled, without stopping to see the remains of either Venetian or Turkishoccupation.For the second time that day our hopes were dashed � this time in amore serious manner. Our route lay through the mountains, and wewere not long out of Naupactus before we hit a fifteen-mile stretch of ex-tremely bad road. To make matters worse night fell, and as there was nomoon we had to find our way by the light of our headlamps as best wecould. The road evidently was being widened. Rocks had been blastedand trees felled on either side of it; in places it was impassable, and thelittle detours that had been created were no more than the roughest ofrough tracks. Driving was not only difficult but dangerous. More thanonce we found ourselves on the edge of a precipice, and more than oncewe had to cross what appeared to be a ravine by means of a bridge thatwas no more than half a dozen tree trunks laid edge to edge and coveredwith a layer of dirt. Progress was therefore painfully slow, and it was
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only after at least three hours of anxiety that we were clear of the road-works and again on tarmac. Before long we saw in the distance the lightsof the little mountain village of Mornos. The lights shone brightly, but nosound was to be heard, as though no one was living there. So many andso bright were the lights, and so profound the silence, that it was posi-tively eerie, and I was reminded of old tales in which a wanderingknight, lost in the depths of the forest, at midnight sees lights glimmer-ing among the trees and rides towards them not knowing if they arethose of a king�s castle, a hermit�s chapel, or a sorcerer�s magicallycreated palace. As there was no campsite in Mornos we drove straightthrough the strange little place without stopping and eventually, theroad having descended, out of the mountains and into a small valley.In this valley we spent the night � the last night of the outward part ofour journey. It was Delphi we had come all this way to see, and once wehad seen Delphi we would be homeward bound, however wide a detourwe might thereafter make and whatever else of importance or interestwe might happen to see on the way back. Delphi was the perihelion ofthe orbit of our journey. It was the point at which we would be spiritu-ally nearest to the mysterious force that for the Ancient Greeks was em-bodied in the great and glorious figure of Apollo, god of the sun, music,poetry, and prophecy.Henry Miller wrote about Delphi within a year of his visiting the place.I am having to write about my own visit thirty-four years after itoccurred, so that despite the help provided by a few diary notes there isno question of my being able to write about my impressions of the sacredsite with the freshness and immediacy � not to mention the genius � ofthe author of The Colossus of Maroussi. Having passed a quiet night in thesmall valley, in the morning Terry and I drove over the hills into anothervalley in which there were tens of thousands � perhaps hundreds ofthousands � of olive trees, all growing so close together that from a dis-tance it was as though the floor of the valley was covered by a sea ofsilver-green foliage. At our approach the sea divided, so to speak, and wedrove on through Bonnichora and Amphissa, after which several milesof straight road took us, through more olive groves, up to Chruson. FromChruson, which must have been several thousand feet above sea level,there was a view back over the Gulf of Corinth that my diary is content todescribe as �magnificent� and which must have been truly so.At 9 o�clock in the morning, on Sunday 3 July, we reached ourdestination.
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Henry Miller had �come upon� Delphi at 4 o�clock in the afternoon,after driving up from Athens. It was midwinter, there was a mist blow-ing in from the sea, and seen in that strange twilight mist the ancient sitehad seemed even more sublime and awe-inspiring than he had imag-ined it to be. Later it rained. Terry and I arrived early in the day, at theheight of summer, and instead of mist from the sea there was only aslight haze. Unlike Henry Miller, I had not imagined Delphi to be sub-lime and awe-inspiring or, in fact, anything else, so that whether theplace exceeded my expectations or fell short of them was not a questionthat could arise. Such imaginings were in any case utterly irrelevant. Thelast bend of the road once turned, the prospect that lay before us was onein which there was a perfect harmony of the sublime and the beautiful,of the work of nature and the creations, now fragmentary and ruined, ofthe human brain and hand. Delphi was situated on the steep lower slopeof Mount Parnassus, in a kind of natural amphitheatre, with thePhaedriades or Shining Rocks rising high above it to the north and witha view southward across the Pleistus gorge to the mountain range be-yond. The sacred precinct, within whose walls the great temple ofApollo had once stood, occupied what appeared to be the centre of theamphitheatre. On the mountainside, and here and there among theruins, grew olive, fig, and pomegranate trees, as well as slim, darkcypresses, all bathed in the calm morning sunshine beneath a skyintensely blue.Deeply impressed though I was by the sublimity and beauty of thescene, what I felt most strongly about Delphi was that it was a holy place.I had been in holy places before, notably in Bodh Gaya, Sarnath, andKusinara, and other Buddhist holy places of northern India. These siteswere holy by virtue of their association with events in the life of theBuddha. In Bodh Gaya he had attained Supreme, Perfect Enlighten-ment, in Sarnath he had taught his first five disciples, and in Kusinara hehad died, and each of these places had its distinctive atmosphere. That ofBodh Gaya was intense and powerful, that of Sarnath joyful and expan-sive, that of Kusinara solemn and mysterious, and so on. Delphi was dif-ferent. It was not holy by virtue of its association with a particular event,at least not of the historical order. Delphi was itself holy. It was not a holyplace simply because it was there that Apollo�s temple and oracle werelocated. Temple and oracle were located at Delphi because Delphi was aholy place. It was as if the very earth was holy, and as if this holinesspenetrated the rocks and the trees and permeated the air, so that one feltit in the warmth of the sun and drew it in with every breath. Though the
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temple was in ruins, and though the oracle had been silent for more thana thousand years, Delphi was still a holy place and its influence couldstill be felt. I certainly felt that influence during the two days Terry and Istayed there, despite the noisy tourists, of whom there were quite a fewwandering among the ruins even at 9 o�clock in the morning and whoarrived by the coachload throughout the day.Our first visit was to the two temples of Athene Pronoia and theTholos, which stood with a few smaller structures on a terrace below theroad, well away from the sacred precinct. All three were, of course, inruins, three fluted Doric columns with a section of entablature beingpractically all that survived, more or less intact, of the Tholos, a mysteri-ous circular structure the purpose of which is unknown. From the sanc-tuary of the Marmorea, as the place was called, we made our way roundto Kastri, the small town or large village adjacent to Delphi though out ofsight, so far as I remember, of the sacred precinct and the other ancientsites. What we took to be the principal street was lined with souvenirshops and we spent some time looking at reproductions of the varioustypes of ancient pottery � red, red-and-white, black, and black-and-green in colour and of every imaginable size, shape, and decorativestyle. Almost without exception they were extraordinarily graceful, andthe thought that the ancient originals were for the most part articles ofeveryday household use gave rise to some very Ruskinian reflections notall favourable to modern civilization. Having already bought a wall platein Yannina, I did not buy anything, but Terry bought two hand-wovenbags, one for his mother and one for Vivien. Souvenir shops not beingthe only ones in Kastri, we were able to buy a loaf of good Greek breadand a pot of good Greek yoghurt, both of which we had already come toappreciate, sometimes making a meal of the latter.In the afternoon, having lunched back at the Little Bus, we visited theCastalian spring, which was situated half a mile to the east of the sacredprecinct and was dedicated to Apollo and the Muses. Earlier in the daywe had seen it running down the hillside and through the olive grovesnear the Marmorea. Now we were at its source. The cold, clear watercame gushing from a deep cleft in the Phaedriades and poured into thecourt of an artificial grotto. Bending down, we scooped a little of it up inour hands and drank. Originally, people had purified themselves at theCastalian spring before approaching the oracle, but in later, post-classical times the waters came to be regarded as a source of poeticinspiration. Purified and inspired, or at least refreshed, we then madeour way down to the ruins of the gymnasium complex, with its double
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running track, one indoor and one outdoor, its Greek and Roman baths,and other buildings, which stood on a terrace a little higher than that onwhich stood the ruins of the Marmorea. Much of the site was overgrown,besides being surrounded not so much by groves as by a whole forest ofolive trees, so that few tourists ventured there. In the welcome shade of acluster of the bushy-headed old trees, with their silver-green foliage, wesat down and read. I read an interesting but confused book on the his-tory and mythology of Delphi, Terry a book on Zen by D.T. Suzuki, towhose writings and the Laúkãvatãra Sûtra he remained faithful for muchof our journey. After a while I became aware that my friend was feelingvery depressed, so that I laid aside my book (he had already laid asidehis) and we had what my diary terms �a little talk�. Apparently he was de-pressed because Delphi was far more crowded than we had expected itto be, depressed because some of the tour groups were quite rowdy, anddepressed, most fundamentally, because our being surrounded by theremains of an ancient civilization and culture about which he knew verylittle served to remind him of his lack of education and thus to triggerthose feelings of inferiority and inadequacy that were never far from thesurface.Just what I said to Terry I do not remember. I never attempted to arguehim out of his depressions, or to convince him that since there was noreason, objectively speaking, for his depression, he ought not to be feelingdepressed. Much less still did I ever urge him to �snap out of it�. Usually,after acknowledging that he felt depressed and empathizing with him(not having suffered from depression myself, I did not find this easy), Iwould gradually change the subject and start talking about somethingwhich was of interest to both of us and calculated to evoke a positive re-sponse from him. This served to divert his attention from the depressionwhich, as he became more and more engrossed in the topic underdiscussion, would little by little subside of its own accord. Probably this iswhat happened that hot afternoon, as we sat in the shade of the olivetrees, among the ruins of the gymnasium complex. In any case, as aresult of our little talk, Terry regained his cheerfulness, at least for thetime being, but as it was now four o�clock we repaired to the Little Bus topartake of �the cups that cheer but not inebriate�, generously laced withcondensed milk, though in view of the classical nature of oursurroundingsa beaker full of the warm South,Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene,
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would no doubt have been more appropriate. Thus fortified, we spentthe rest of the afternoon, and the early part of the evening, visiting thetemple of Apollo, the theatre, and the stadium, and then the museum.The temple was one of the glories of the ancient world. Now all thatcould be seen of it, apart from the numerous fragments strewn around,were the five or six weather-beaten Doric columns, only one of them offull height and with a capital, that stood on the north-eastern end of thetemple�s rectangular plinth and had probably been put together fromscattered drums by archaeologists in the late nineteenth century. Thetheatre, which seated 5,000 people, was situated higher up the hillside,in the north-west corner of the sacred precinct, and had for backdrop aview of the temple and the valley beyond. It was in a much better state ofpreservation than the temple, which being a place of pagan worship hadbeen first vandalized and then destroyed by the Christians, and seats,staircases, and orchestra were all more or less intact. From the theatre asteep path wound through pine trees up to the stadium, the tiers of seatson the north side of which had been cut out of the hillside just below theAmphissa road. After the cluttered, uneven terraces lower down thesight of the bare, perfectly level track � two hundred yards long andthirty wide � on which the games had been held, and could still havebeen held, was strangely soothing. Unlike Henry Miller, I had no im-pression of charioteers driving their steeds over the ridge and into theblue, much less still did I find the atmosphere �superhuman, intoxicatingto the point of madness�. Instead, all was silence, solitude, and peace.The exhibits in the museum were all from Delphi and the surroundingarea. Most of them belonged to the period from the seventh up to and in-cluding the fourth century bce, and many were only fragments. Therewere inscriptions in Greek and Latin, mosaics, bronze dedications,metopes, Corinthian capitals, and grave goods of various kinds, fromweapons to bracelets and fibulae. Above all there were the free-standingsculptured figures, of which I particularly remember the Charioteer, theTwo Brothers, and the statue of Antinoüs. The Charioteer stood erect,looking a little to his right, the vertical folds of his long racing costume,the xystis, serving to accentuate the uprightness of his posture. In hisright hand he grasped the reins (most of the left arm was missing); hisgaze was intent but calm. �Severe in youthful beauty� he stood there,having won the chariot race, and being about to take part, apparently, inthe triumphal parade that was held after the race.Whereas the Charioteer was of bronze and belonged to the fifth cen-tury bce, the colossal figures of the Two Brothers, which were of marble,
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must have antedated it by at least a hundred years. Cleobis and Bitonwere two young Argives, the sons of a priestess of Hera, who when theoxen failed to arrive and their mother was in danger of being late for afestival, harnessed themselves to the wagon and drew her from Argos allthe way across the plain to the temple. For this service they were hon-oured above all other men by their fellow Argives and their statues,carved in the chunky style considered by some scholars to be characteris-tic of the Peloponnese, were set up in Delphi, where they remained untiltheir discovery in modern times. One of them had an arm and a handmissing, and the faces of both were slightly damaged; otherwise the twocolossi were more or less intact. They stood side by side in the room bear-ing their name, as they must have stood for centuries in the place wherethey were originally installed, the clenched fists of the less damagedbrother suggesting that the sculptor had depicted them in the act of per-forming the service for which they were honoured. According to one ofthe books on Greece I was reading at the time, the broad faces, wideopen eyes, and naked bodies of the Two Brothers were fixed in �an al-most Egyptian rigidity�. Almost Egyptian, too, were the wig-like braids,three on either side, that hung down over their broad shoulders from be-hind their ears. What struck me most about these two massive archaicstatues from the Peloponnese was not, however, their rugged strengthand dignity, great as these were, so much as the fact that they had beenset up in Delphi, the holiest of all the holy places of ancient Greece, byway of giving public recognition to an outstanding act of filial piety. Ifthe Charioteer bore witness to the ancient Greeks� love of sporting con-tests, and their enthusiastic admiration for the qualities of skill and cour-age such contests helped promote, the Two Brothers bore witness to thehigh esteem in which they held a virtue we tend to associate less withAncient Greece than with Confucian China.Antinoüs was the favourite of the emperor Hadrian, and after hisdeath in mysterious circumstances the afflicted monarch caused statuesof the beautiful youth to be set up � even temples to be dedicated to him� in cities throughout the Roman world. One such statue, evidently, hadbeen set up in Delphi, where it was found, still standing, when a room ina building within the Sacred Precinct was cleared of earth and rubble inthe course of excavations. Belonging as it did to the second century ce, itwas in a style very different from that of the Charioteer, and still moredifferent from that of the Two Brothers, even as Antinoüs himself repre-sented a type of masculine beauty that differed markedly from that ofeither the upstanding winner of the chariot race or the hefty young
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Argives who had harnessed themselves to their mother�s wagon. Itdepicted him as the divine ephebe, broad-shouldered, but with thick,luxuriant curls, and a thoughtful, almost melancholy expression. Bothforearms of the statue were missing, and with them the hands, and thenose was slightly chipped. Otherwise it was complete and one could notbut admire the harmonious proportions and full contours of the youngfavourite�s magnificent physique. With his very individual physiog-nomy and style of beauty it indeed was Antinoüs, not Keats�s Psyche,who wasthe latest and the loveliest vision farOf all Olympus� faded hierarchy.He was an unforgettable figure. I certainly did not forget him, and whenwe encountered busts and statues of him in Athens and other places inthe course of our homeward journey I recognized him immediately.What kind of impression the Charioteer, the Two Brothers, and thestatue of Antinoüs made on Terry I cannot say. He undoubtedly feltmuch more at home with the art of Ancient Greece than he did withChristian art, especially as so much Greek sculpture, whether of thearchaic or the classical period, was devoted to the representation of thehuman figure, and could be appreciated for its formal and expressivequalities without that knowledge of sacred history and religious symbol-ism that was often essential to a proper understanding of Christian art.Nonetheless, despite his having appeared to enjoy the sculptures in themuseum, it was not long before Terry was again feeling depressed andnot long, therefore, before we were having another of our little talks. Wehad it not sitting in the shade of the olive trees but parked beside a rub-bish tip outside Kastri from which, by way of contrast, there was a fineview of the Gulf of Corinth. This time I was more successful in my effortsto cheer him up, and some days were to pass before he again felt de-pressed. So successful was I that in the morning, the two of us havinggone down to the Tholos, he was happily taking photographs of themysterious circular structure just as the rays of the rising sun struck thetops of the three remaining Doric columns.That day was perhaps the best day of our holiday so far. Such is the tes-timony of my diary, at least. Not that we did a lot of sightseeing. In factwe did none at all. Having breakfasted we found a sheltered nook abovethe theatre and there spent the greater part of the day, returning to theLittle Bus only in order to bring a flask of tea and something to eat up tothe spot where we had established ourselves. Above our heads, there
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was nothing but blue sky; immediately below our feet, only the theatredescending the hillside in tier after semi-circular tier to the level onwhich stood the temple all around, and so far as eye could see the land-scape was steeped in clear, bright, invigorating sunshine which, as thesun ascended, threw shorter and shorter blue shadows. Probably be-cause it was a weekday, there were far fewer people than the day before,and the sounds that came up from the little groups of tourists wanderingamong the ruins reached our ears but faintly. In the course of the morn-ing I read Euripides� Ion. It was no coincidence that I was reading thisparticular play in this particular place, for the scene of the play wasDelphi, in the forecourt of the very temple of Apollo on which Terry andI were then looking down, and I had deliberately postponed the readingof the work to this moment.Ion is an attendant in the temple, at the entrance to which he wasfound as a baby. Now grown to manhood, he has been made treasurer ofthe god and �steward of all trust�, and when we first see him he is busydecorating the portals of the temple with garlands of bay leaves, sprink-ling the pavement with water from the Castalian spring, and scaringbirds away from the offerings with his bow and arrows. Among thoseapproaching the oracle is Kreusa, Queen of Athens. She and her hus-band Xuthus, king-consort of Athens, are childless, and she wants toknow if they will have issue. From the exchange that takes place be-tween her and Ion we learn that she wishes to question the oracle se-cretly, on behalf of a friend, and that she does not want her husband toknow of this. The question concerns the fate of the child whom thisfriend, without her father�s knowledge, bore to Apollo some years agoand then abandoned. Their conversation is interrupted by the arrival ofXuthus, who has been consulting the oracle of the hero Trophonius.While not presuming to forestall the utterance of Apollo, Trophonius hasassured the king that neither he nor his wife will return home fromDelphi childless. Having broken the joyful news to Kreusa, Xuthus exitsto the inner temple where Apollo speaks through the lips of the Pythia,leaving Ion to wonder why Kreusa should seem to rail upon the god,and Kreusa�s attendant handmaids, who form the Chorus, to sing thepraises of the virgin goddesses Pallas Athene and Artemis, Apollo�s sis-ters, as well as to celebrate the joy of having sons to continue the familyline and inherit the ancestral wealth, and to lament the fact that the off-spring of the gods by mortal women are never happy.The sound of their voices has hardly died away before Xuthus is back(dramatic time and real time do not coincide). Apollo has spoken. He has
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told Xuthus that the first man he meets on leaving the inner temple is histruly-begotten son. As it happens, the first man he meets is Ion. InitiallyIon refuses to believe that Xuthus is his father and angrily repulses him.But eventually he is convinced, Xuthus having admitted, under ques-tioning, that in his younger days he had visited Delphi at the time of thenocturnal Bacchic orgies and taken part in them in the company of thelocal girls. Ion must be the fruit of that visit and father and son, over-joyed, fall into each other�s arms. Kreusa is far from overjoyed. On learn-ing from the Chorus that Apollo has given Xuthus a son, while sheremains childless, she is distraught with anger and grief, and when aloyal old servant offers to kill Ion while he and Xuthus are feasting shegives him a deadly poison with which to do the deed. On no account willshe allow her husband�s bastard to inherit the throne of Athens! A timelyomen having frustrated the plot at the last moment, the old servant con-fesses everything, the rulers of Delphi condemn Kreusa to death for at-tempted murder within the sacred precinct, and Ion comes with a bandof armed men to carry out the sentence. He finds Kreusa sitting on thealtar in front of the temple, where she had taken refuge, and a fierce al-tercation takes place between them. At this point the Pythia enters, bear-ing the ark in which, as a baby, Ion was found at the entrance to thetemple. Kreusa recognizes the ark, and without seeing them is able to de-scribe the objects it contains � objects which she herself once placedthere. She has found her son, and Ion has found his mother. Mutual hateis transformed into mutual love, and both are beside themselves withjoy. But who, Ion wants to know, is his father? Is it Apollo, as Kreusamaintains, or is it Xuthus, as Apollo himself, apparently, has declared?He is about to go and ask the god when there appears high above thetemple, in a blaze of light, an awe-inspiring figure. It is Pallas Athene inher chariot. She has come from Athens with a message from Apollo. He isindeed Apollo�s son by Kreusa, she tells Ion, and Kreusa is to take himwith her to Athens and seat him on the throne of her fathers. He willhave four sons, who will give their names to the four Athenian tribes, thedescendants of whom will spread overseas and be called Ionians. Kreusaand Xuthus, too, will have offspring, but Xuthus is to be kept inignorance of Ion�s true parentage. Apollo has done all things well, thegoddess tells Kreusa in conclusion. Having given her an easy delivery,he caused Ion to be brought up in his own temple, and has saved himfrom death by means of a timely omen. Kreusa thankfully acknowledgesthis, and the play ends with the Chorus hailing Zeus and Apollo and
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affirming their belief that those who despite adversity continue to hon-our the divine powers �at last attain their right�.Ion was an enthralling work. It was based on a story of deep humaninterest, and with its sudden reversals of fortune, its violent confronta-tions, its eloquent speeches, its dazzlingly beautiful lyric flights on thepart of the Chorus (flights that could be appreciated, to an extent, evenin English translation), and its daring exploration of the mystery ofdivine justice, it was proof that Euripides fully deserved his place as oneof the three master tragedians of Ancient Greece, little as he may havebeen appreciated, in his own day, in comparison with his two greatrivals. As I read the play that morning in our nook above the theatre,every now and then raising my eyes from the page to look down at theremains of the temple in whose forecourt the action took place, it was asthough I could see the drama unfolding before me. Indeed, it was asthough I saw not buskined actors but living human beings moving andspeaking there. I saw Ion decorating the portals of the temple, saw thearrival first of Kreusa and then Xuthus, saw Ion repulsing and finallyembracing his (supposed) father, saw Kreusa give poison to the old ser-vant, saw her taking refuge on the altar in front of the temple, saw thePythia enter with the ark, saw mother and son reunited at last � evensaw high above the temple roof, in the midst of the blue sky, the majesticfigure of Pallas Athene, helmeted and carrying a spear and with herbreast covered by the aegis.In Euripides� Andromache too, which I read that afternoon, the Delphicoracle plays a crucial role, though the scene of the play is the temple ofThetis in Phthia, a town of Thessaly. All the principal cities and people ofAncient Greece appear to have maintained close relations with Delphiand its presiding deity, as was evinced by the little temple-like state trea-suries � or their ruins � that could be seen lining the Sacred Way, much ofit still paved, that wound up through the Sacred Precinct to the temple.Delphi and Athens, Apollo and Pallas Athene, enjoyed particularly closerelations, and it was therefore fitting that at 7 o�clock that evening,having paid a second visit to the souvenir shops without my buying any-thing, Terry and I should have left Delphi for Athens, following the veryroute via Lebadeia that Ion, Kreusa, and Xuthus had followed in the dis-tant, legendary past.
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Chapter Thirty-EightAthens and the Peloponnese
athens was both extremely crowded and extremely hot, and instead ofits ancient �violet crown� it wore a dun-coloured mantle of modernindustrial smog. Terry and I arrived in the city shortly before midday.We had spent the night at a spot a few miles on from Labadeia, once theseat of the oracle of Trophonius, and having crossed the Boeotian plain,with its newly harvested wheatfields, had made our way over rangeupon range of low mountains to emerge, eventually, into the plain ofAttica, where we were at once surrounded by the silver-green of the ol-ive � Pallas Athene�s gift to the people of Athens. Soon we were drivingpast Eleusis, and as we approached the coast we could see not only a sky-line disfigured by tall factory chimneys but also, through the haze, thevision of a white rock on which stood a pure white temple � the Acropo-lis and, crowning it, the Parthenon.Parking proved to be a matter of some difficulty, but after drivingaround for a while, and incidentally enjoying a view of the Parthenonfrom the west, we managed to find a spot. According to my diary wefound it near �Onomia�, by which I must have meant Omonia � orConcord � Square, for my diary further records that we explored the areaa little on foot and ate some �rather sickly� Greek sweetmeats. We alsolooked in some of the bigger souvenir shops, but to our disappointmentthe reproduction pottery was inferior in quality to what we had seen inDelphi. At 3 o�clock we decided to find a campsite. Unfortunately, wetook the wrong road out of Athens and found ourselves down at the har-bour of the Piraeus, so that, having re-entered the city and found theright road, it was 4 o�clock before we booked in at Athens Camping, asthe site was called. Here we spent the rest of the day, as we felt too tiredto do more than make a few purchases at the camp shop and go for alittle walk.



In the same way that Delphi meant the temple and oracle of Apollo, sofor me Athens meant the Parthenon, where the great chryselephantinestatue of the Virgin Goddess had once dominated the inner sanctum,and the following morning Terry and I lost no time driving into the citycentre through the thick haze � the product less of car exhausts than ofthe countless smoking chimneys � and then round to the western slopeof the Acropolis. Here we parked the Little Bus, and having climbed upto the Boule Gate and followed the zigzag ramp through the forest ofruined Doric and Ionic columns that was the Propylae at last attained thesummit of the Acropolis, 512 feet above the surrounding city. Before me,planted firmly on the highest point of the great limestone rock, withnothing behind it but the bluest of blue skies, there rose dazzlingly whitein the brilliant morning sunshine the miracle that was the Parthenon.Though time, vandalism, and war had damaged the structure badly(there was nothing left of the roof, or the walls of the cella), most of thefifty or more enormous, fluted Doric columns were still standing or hadbeen restored, and Terry and I wandered among them admiring theirbeautiful proportions. Except for the Erechtheum, famous for the Porchof the Caryatids, and the Sanctuary of Zeus, both of which we also ex-plored, much of the area surrounding the Parthenon was a waste ofwhite marble fragments from which the sunlight was reflected sodazzlingly as almost to hurt the eyes. Such sculptures and carvings ashad survived more or less intact, and were not in the Berlin StaatlicheMuseen, the British Museum, or the Louvre, were housed in the Acropo-lis museum, which was situated in the south-east corner of the citadeland into whose coolness and gloom we were glad to escape from thegrowing heat outside. Though the rooms contained much that wasmemorable, I recollect only the enigmatically smiling Norai or Maidens,a Calf-bearer that could well have been the prototype of Early Christianrepresentations of Christ as the Good Shepherd, and a calmly beautifulbas-relief of Pallas Athene leaning on her spear.Before leaving the Acropolis we stood and gazed down for a while atthe urban sea which, spreading in all directions, lapped against thetree-girt lower slopes of sharply-pointed Mount Lycabettus a mile or soaway to the north-east. Beyond Lycabettus, on the horizon to the north,there extended the shadowy blue shapes of the mountains whereancient Athens had obtained the marble from which the Parthenon wasbuilt. Sweating profusely in the intense heat, we walked back to theLittle Bus, and from the Little Bus to the Pnyx, the hill on which theAthenian democracy met, and then to the ancient central Agora or
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market-place, which were situated west and north-west, respectively, ofthe Acropolis. The Agora was dominated by the Doric so-calledTheseum, said to be the best-preserved Greek temple in the world, ithaving been used, successively, as a Christian and as a Muslim place ofworship. Like the bigger and slightly later Parthenon it was surroundedby a waste of white marble fragments � fragments that had once beenpart of the various administrative and religious buildings which thenoccupied the area. Near the Theseum stood an Orthodox church, butalthough we ventured inside I remember nothing of what we saw. I do,however, recollect the little wayside chapels � in themselves miniaturechurches � that we saw here and there in the bustling modern city. Somewere hardly bigger than a good-sized doll�s house, but all were completewith the traditional round-arched doors and windows, triangulargables, and red-tiled domes.On our way back to the Little Bus we decided to visit Cape Sounion,the southernmost point of the Attic peninsula. Why we decided to visit itI cannot say. Perhaps we wanted to get away from people, by whom weseemed to be always surrounded, even on the steps of the Parthenonand in the Acropolis museum. Perhaps we wanted to escape from thepolluted atmosphere of twentieth-century Athens and breathe theozone-laden air of the coast. Or perhaps, again, we simply wanted to seethe famous temple of Poseidon. Whatever the reason for our decisionmay have been, we left for Cape Sounion straight away, driving firstdown to the Piraeus via Omonia, and from there following the sceniccoastal road south.We spent three days at the coast, camping one night near the fishingvillage of Lagonissa and one night in the vicinity of the Cape. During theday we explored the little rocky bays and inlets, where pebbles of manybeautiful hues could be picked up, wandered along the fine, sandybeaches, washed clothes, brewed tea, and heated up can after can ofminestrone. Terry spent a good deal of time swimming in the warm,sunlit coastal waters, the colour of which ranged from pale turquoisenear the shoreline to cobalt blue farther out. While he was thus disport-ing himself I sat on a nearby rock reading, on different occasions, Plato�sApology of Socrates, Ion, and Meno, and Euripides� Bacchae, all of which Ihad read before but never in such propitious surroundings. One after-noon we drove a few miles up the other side of the peninsula to a stretchof coast known, according to the guidebook, as the Green Coast. Why itwas so called was a mystery. Though the view over the Saronic Gulf wasa sufficient recompense for the journey, there was not a scrap of

ATHENS AND THE PE LOPONNESE 2 4 9



vegetation to be seen. There was only naked rock and sun, and no shade,consequently, in which to park, so that we were obliged to turn roundand drive on until we found, back on the eastern side of the peninsula, aline of what I took to be tamarisk trees. Tamarisks or not, they were cer-tainly trees, and we were glad to take advantage of their scanty shade.The most rewarding part of our little excursion was the visit we paid tothe temple of Poseidon, god of the sea, or rather, which we paid to thetwelve white Doric columns that were practically all that was left of theimposing fifth-century bce structure. The temple stood on a headland,and commanded a fine view of the Mirtoön Sea, whose calm waterswere dotted, here and there, with the dim shapes of islands. Accordingto the guidebook, Lord Byron had written his name on one of the col-umns. We did not see the signature, but if the noble lord had indeedcommitted such an act of vandalism he had set later visitors to the site abad example.That evening � the evening of the day on which we paid our respectsto the trident-wielding god of the sea � Terry admitted to feeling ratherdepressed, which indeed was obvious. Though the attack was not a seri-ous one, it necessitated our having a long talk and we were late getting tobed. In the morning my poor friend was still feeling depressed, but as theday wore on the dark cloud lifted and by the time we returned to Athens,in the late afternoon, he was quite cheerful. Fortunately the cloudremained lifted, and except for the occasional minor relapse he stayedcheerful for the remaining weeks of our tour.In Athens we drove straight to the Acropolis, where Terry took photo-graphs and we watched the sunset, and from there to Athens Camping.That night we had a problem to discuss � a problem that might havecaused us serious inconvenience and even disrupted our travel plans.On the way back to Athens we had become aware that the Little Bus haddeveloped engine trouble and was in danger, perhaps, of breakingdown. What were we to do? We could not do anything that night, butearly the following morning we drove � very gingerly � into Athens insearch of information and advice. The Greek Automobile and TouringClub was not very helpful, but eventually, after we had walked aroundfor two or three hours (and cashed travellers� cheques, posted cards, andbought a new cylinder of Gaz), we succeeded in locating theVolkswagen repair centre. They would not be able to do anything untilMonday, they told us (it was now Friday), but if we took the Little Bus inearly on Monday morning they would give the engine an overhaul andwith this we had to be content. Sunday was perforce a day of rest, for not
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wanting to risk having a breakdown on the way we did not go any-where. Instead, we spent the whole day at the campsite, where I readPlutarch and Aeschylus and started on The Pelican History of Greece.As we did not know what was wrong, exactly, with the Little Bus�s en-gine, nor how much time it would take to put it right, Monday was a dayof some uncertainty. It was also a day of disappointment, in one respectat least. Having left the Little Bus at the repair centre we walked viaEuripides Street and America Street (piquant juxtaposition!) all the wayto the National Archaeological Museum, our idea being to spend the restof the morning in its galleries. We arrived there punctually at the usualopening time, only to discover that it was closed on Mondays. Fortu-nately, the museum gardens were open, and still more fortunately onour way through America Street we had called in at the English book-shop and added to our stock of classical authors. Instead of spending themorning with the masterpieces of Greek sculpture, therefore, we spent itwith Richard Lattimore�s The Odes of Pindar, Benjamin Rogers�s transla-tion of five comedies of Aristophanes, and The Essential Works of Stoicism.Though both he and I dipped into all three volumes, Terry, I think, spentmore time with the philosophers and I with the poets.We had been told that the Little Bus might be ready for collection by2 o�clock. Having had our fill of poets and philosophers, at least for thetime being, at 11.30 we left the museum gardens and set out for the Volks-wagen repair centre, stopping on the way only to buy some Greeksweetmeats and sit in one of the squares eating them. Though the LittleBus was not ready for collection by 2 o�clock, it was ready an hour or solater, and we were able to take delivery of it knowing that its engine wasnow in perfect working order and that there was no danger of our travelplans being disrupted by an untimely breakdown. We therefore re-turned to Athens Camping in high spirits � high spirits not untouchedby a feeling of relief. We were glad to have the Little Bus back with us.We were glad to have it back, not simply because it was our means of get-ting from place to place. It was also our home, at least for the duration ofour tour, and if we were obliged to be without it for any length of time, ashad been the case that day, we felt naked and exposed, rather like a tor-toise without its shell. With his extreme sensitiveness to other people,and especially to crowds, Terry felt such exposure more than I did. Healso was quite attached to his convenient, comfortable Dormobile. In facthe was quite fond of it, and in the course of our travels I, too, becamefond of the particoloured vehicle, half red and half white.
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Tuesday was our last day in Athens. Having decided to leave forCorinth and the Peloponnese by midday we spent the morning in theNational Archaeological Museum, the doors of which now stood wideopen and which was full, unfortunately, of parties of noisy tourists beingshepherded from room to room by vociferous guides-cum-lecturers.Though the museum covered all the periods of ancient Greek civiliza-tion, pride of place appeared to belong to the Bronze Age treasure fromMycenae. The treasure itself was not of bronze but of gold, which proba-bly accounted for the fact that the room in which it was displayed wasthe most crowded part of the museum, the majority of visitors no doubtbeing drawn to the artefacts less on account of their artistic refinement,which was of a high order, than because they were made of gold. Suchwas the crush that Terry and I caught only a glimpse of the gold masksthat had covered the face of the dead, the gold bracelets and earringsand the gold cups. We had a better view of the various kouroi, onceknown as �archaic Apollos�, as well as of the famous bronze statue ofPoseidon on the point of hurling his trident, the graceful Praxiteleanbronze boy, his eyes inset, I seem to remember, with white stone and col-oured glass, and above all � though only a Roman copy � the marvel-lously posed Discobolus or Discus-Thrower. Whether gods or mortalmen, they were all represented nude, as were the other male figures inthe museum�s collection, whereas the female figures were usuallydraped, and the more I contemplated them the more I was inclined tothink, with Goethe, Schopenhauer, and others, that the male humanform was more beautiful than the female. Hardly less impressive thanthe statues, in their own way, were the funeral stelae, with their reliefs ofan old man and his hunter son, a girl taking incense from a small box,and other scenes of a tender, domestic nature. There was also the famousbas-relief from Eleusis, depicting the youthful Triptolemus betweenDemeter and her daughter Persephone. Demeter, the goddess of agri-culture, was shown giving Triptolemus the first grain of corn. Accordingto the myth, she also gave him a winged chariot harnessed with dragons,and bade him travel the world spreading the benefits of agricultureamong all men.It was in honour of Demeter and Persephone, together with Dionysus,the god of wine, that the Eleusinian Mysteries � the most famous myster-ies of antiquity � were celebrated. They were celebrated in theTelesterion or Hall of Initiation at Eleusis, fifteen miles from Athens, andit was in Eleusis that Terry and I found ourselves half an hour after leav-ing the National Archaeological Museum. A small, independent city
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state before it came into the Athenian sphere of influence in the sixthcentury bce, it was now an industrial town. Writing in the year of ourown visit, one traveller described it as �singularly unattractive�. Not onlyhad the Goths and time wrought their usual destruction, but the founda-tions of the great hall and the scattered blocks of marble were sur-rounded by the smoking chimneys of several factories, so that he foundit hard to imagine how such a scene of desolation could once have in-spired the master of irreverence, Aristophanes, who wrote:To us alone, initiated men,Who act aright by stranger and by friend,The sun shines out to light us after death.This �sun� was the light which blazed forth when, at the suprememoment of the initiation, the doors of the Anaktoron or King�s House,which stood within the Hall of Initiation, were suddenly opened to re-veal the Hiera or Sacred Objects. On the far side of the archaeologicalarea there was a museum. Much of the statuary in it was Roman, but italso contained small scale models of the temples and other structuresthat had occupied the sacred precincts, and these gave us, betweenthem, a good idea of how ancient Eleusis must have looked. But no mod-els, however accurate, could revive the atmosphere of the place. Thoughtens of thousands, perhaps millions, of people had received there thedeepest spiritual experience of their lives, no trace of that atmosphere re-mained. Unlike Delphi, the Eleusis of the Mysteries was spiritually dead,and it was therefore with thoughts not untouched by sadness that Terryand I left the once sacred site on the next stage of the day�s journey.Corinth was situated at the foot of the isthmus connecting thePeloponnese with mainland Greece. Having joined the Italian-stylemotorway and driven south-west along the coast, we reached it in themiddle of the afternoon. Or rather, we reached them, for there were twoCorinths, the Old and the New. Our business was with Old Corinth, aquiet, pleasant little town, hardly bigger than a village, but not so smallas not to have several souvenir shops, in which we looked before visitingthe archaeological area and the museum that stood on its outskirts. Thearchaeological area was a waste of ancient ruins from the midst of whichthere rose, relatively intact, the seven squat, monolithic Doric columnsthat were all that remained of the sixth-century bce temple of Apollo,while in the museum there was little of interest except the Roman mosa-ics. We then drove to the Acro-Corinth, the great rock on the southwhich towered to a height of some 1,800 feet above Old Corinth. Com-
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manding as it did the approaches to the Peloponnese, the citadel hadbeen fought over not only by Greeks and Romans but also, in more re-cent times, by Franks, Venetians, Byzantines, and Turks, all of whomhad occupied it for a while and all of whom had left their mark on theplace. Terry and I did not climb to the top, but we climbed as far as thethird gate, which was flanked by high towers and from which there wasa fine view of the surrounding countryside.We spent five days in the Peloponnese, visiting Mycenae, Tiryns,Nauplia, Epidaurus, and Argos in the east, Sparta in the south, andOlympia in the west � all of them names no less redolent of myth,legend, and history than were Dodona, Delphi, and Athens. My com-panion and I had not been long on the road out of Corinth, heading forMycenae, before we noticed that there was more vegetation here than inthe Attica region. A good deal of tobacco was being grown, and therewere olive gardens and vineyards, as well as plenty of wild thyme, theagreeably pungent scent of which filled the air. It was beside a field of to-bacco, with the scent of thyme in our nostrils, that we slept that night,and before we left in the morning I picked some of the aromatic herb.Though I had already bought an Achilles pottery plate, and was to buy asmall handmade rug, the real memento of my visit to Greece was thosesprigs of wild thyme, which I kept in a small pot on my desk for manyyears and whose fragrance served to remind me not just of the days Ispent in the Peloponnese with Terry but of our whole Greek experience.On arriving at Mycenae we were dismayed to find several coachloadsof tourists already there and streaming up to the citadel. Following intheir wake, we soon found ourselves standing in front of the famousLion Gate and gazing up at the massive lintel and the triangular bas-relief above. This relief depicted two lions confronted, resting their fore-legs on the edge of a low, altar-like structure on which was a pillar whichstood between them. Within the gate, surrounded by a double circle ofstone slabs, were the shafts of the royal tombs in which HeinrichSchliemann, in 1876, had discovered the Bronze Age gold treasure thatwas now in Athens. Here we sat for a while consulting our guidebooksbefore ascending the broad, graded road that led to the summit of theacropolis and so to the terraces on which had once stood the palace ofAgamemnon � the palace to which he had returned in triumph from thesack of Troy only to be murdered by his adulterous wife Clytemnestra.Ruins lay all around � ruins not only of the palace and of the Doric tem-ple which, more than a thousand years later, was superimposed on itsremains, but also of the many houses that had surrounded the royal
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residence in its days of glory. From the acropolis there was a view south-ward over the fertile Argolis plain.Back at the circle of stone slabs we sat down and tried to read, but thechattering tour groups and loud-voiced lecturers in French, German,and English made it impossible for us to do this, and we therefore tookrefuge in one of the less important of the beehive tombs outside the LionGate. Here I read the Agamemnon of Aeschylus, the action of which takesplace in the very palace whose ruins we had just been visiting. This wasthe first Greek play I ever read, and its grandeur inspired me, in my four-teenth or fifteenth year, with a wholehearted admiration for the geniusof the great Attic tragedians, and for Aeschylus in particular, that I wasnever to lose. On my finishing the work we visited the �Tomb ofClytemnestra� and �Aegisthus� Tomb�, as the two beehive structures hadbeen known since the time of their discovery, though the period towhich they belonged was not that of the adulterous queen and her par-amour but a much earlier one, that of the sixteenth century bce. The big-gest of the beehive tombs was the so-called �Treasury of Atreus�, alsoknown as the �Tomb of Agamemnon�. According to the guidebooks thiswas a very grand affair, and well worth a visit, but so great was the num-ber of people trying to get in that we decided to give it a miss and presson to Epidaurus.Between Mycenae and Epidaurus lay Argos and Tiryns, the formerbeing � it was said � the oldest continuously inhabited town in Europe. Itwas a pleasant little place, and apparently flourishing, even if not to theextent that it had flourished during the spacious days of the Heroic Age.We halted there only long enough to buy provisions, telling ourselvesthat we would see the archaeological area and museum on our way fromEpidaurus to Tripoli, which for reasons I no longer recollect we failed todo. Tiryns was remarkable for its massive �Cyclopean� walls, so calledfrom the Cyclopes, the race of one-eyed giants who the ancient Greeksbelieved had built the city for the legendary king Proetus. Some of theblocks used in its construction were 17 feet long and 7 feet high, and Her-cules himself could hardly have moved them from their place. Tirynshad, in fact, a close connection with Hercules. It was to Tiryns that theDelphic oracle had sent the hero to serve for twelve years under KingEurystheus, in expiation for the crime of having killed his own childrenin a fit of madness, and it was Eurystheus who had imposed on Herculeshis famous Twelve Labours. As in Mycenae, there was an acropolis andthe remains of a Bronze Age royal palace, both of which we saw, but sogloomy and oppressive was the place that we did not stay long in Tiryns.
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The very name of Tiryns, I thought, had a sinister sound, as if echoingdown the corbelled stone galleries that ran within the thickness of theouter walls.Dodona, Delphi, and the Parthenon to an extent, all had their distinc-tive atmospheres. Epidaurus, too, had its atmosphere � one that was im-mediately perceptible. It was a calm, healthy, harmonious atmosphere,as though a blessing rested upon the place, and it was not surprising thatfor a thousand years the sanctuary of Asclepius at Epidaurus shouldhave been renowned as a centre of physical and mental healing. Terryand I arrived there towards evening, after a pleasant drive through low,pine-clad hills, and past orange orchards and lemon orchards, andwhitewashed stone dwellings half hidden by olive trees. On our arrivalwe parked at the edge of the archaeological area, in a grove of pines. Itwas a peaceful spot, and when I had read the Chosphori or �LibationBearers�, the second part of the great trilogy of which the Agamemnon isthe first, and we had eaten, the two of us set out for the ancient theatre,in which there had been accommodation for 17,000 spectators, andwhich Pausanius, the second-century geographer, had described as themost beautiful theatre in Greece. A rehearsal of Euripides� The TrojanWomen was in progress. The play was being performed, as we soon real-ized, not in the original language, or even in modern Greek, but inFrench. Nonetheless, with a sprinkling of other visitors we sat andwatched for a while, the semicircles of stone seating rising tier upon tierbehind us. The tragedies of Aeschylus, Sophocles, and Euripides, andthe comedies of Aristophanes, were regularly performed there duringthe summer months, we gathered, for though nothing remained of thestage buildings, the greater part of the auditorium had survived more orless intact and had needed little in the way of restoration.In the morning we looked round the museum, where a plaster modelof the buildings that had formed the nucleus of the sanctuary enabled usto imagine what the place had been like in its heyday in the fourth cen-tury bce. There was the temple of Asclepius, the god of healing, themuch smaller temple of Artemis, the maiden goddess of the hunt andthe wild, and the mysterious Tholos, with its two concentric circles ofcolumns, an outer Doric circle and an inner Corinthian one. Most inter-esting of all, perhaps, was the Abaton, or Porch, where patients spent thenight and where they received, in their dreams, indications as to thekind of treatment they should be given by the establishment�s priest-physicians. Such treatment must often have been effective. In themuseum there were stelae inscribed with descriptions of miraculous
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cures, as well as ex votos in the form of replicas of different limbs andorgans, such as we had seen in the Basilica of St Anthony in Padua. Thebeliefs and customs of pagan Greece had been inherited by Roman Cath-olic Italy. St Anthony was the direct descendant of Asclepius. To me,Asclepius was the more attractive figure of the two. Indeed, he was oneof the most attractive figures in the Greek pantheon. I do not recall see-ing a statue of him in the little museum (the temple�s famous chrys-elephantine statue had long since disappeared), but his lineaments, asrepresented in ancient sculpture, were in any case familiar to me. He wasrepresented standing, dressed in a long cloak, with bare breast, andgrasping a club-like staff round which coiled a serpent. Himself the sonof Apollo, he was sometimes accompanied by Telephorus, the boygenius of healing, and his daughters Hygeia, the goddess of health, andPanacea. As Terry and I left the museum, and as we wandered round thearchaeological area, it was not difficult for me to imagine that the benignspirit of the divine physician still brooded over his ancient sanctuary.According to the traveller who had described Eleusis as �singularly un-attractive�, the remains of the temple and other buildings at Epidauruswere of archaeological rather than artistic interest, and in this he wasprobably right. Still, it was pleasant, in the morning sunshine, to wanderin and out of the great piles of marble blocks and slabs, and past the rowsof truncated columns, the whiteness of which contrasted very agreeablywith the green of the pines and of the slimmer, darker cypresses. It waspleasant to breathe the same thyme-scented air that we had breathed onthe road to Mycenae and which was a feature, so it appeared, of much ofthe Peloponnese. The only remains that were readily identifiable werethose of the Tholon, the beautiful carvings from which we had seen inthe museum, and those of the temple of Asclepius, and once we had sur-veyed them we returned to the Little Bus to read our classics, eat, andwrite postcards. Having written our postcards, we naturally wanted tobuy stamps and post them; but by then it was siesta time and everyonewas either absent or asleep, and not caring to wait until they resurfacedwe were soon on the road to Nauplia and Argos.Nauplia had been a seaport since ancient times, but it was the Vene-tians who, in the seventeenth century, had fortified the Palamidhi rockand developed the town. Driving round the place, now very much atourist centre, we had a fine view of the fortifications, as well as of thetiny fortified Bourtsi Island a few hundred yards out in the bay. The roadbetween Nauplia and Argos was on the level, but from Argos our waylay over a high mountain range, which meant that we had many hairpin

ATHENS AND THE PE LOPONNESE 2 5 7



bends to negotiate and made a fairly rapid descent on the other side.Soon we saw large flocks of curly-horned goats and sheep, and small, ir-regularly shaped fields bordered by low stone walls. There were alsohundreds of little piles of stones, usually three or four to a pile, and allwhitewashed. What might be the significance of these rude monuments,if monuments indeed they were, we could not tell, and we were stillwondering about them when we reached Tripoli. Located practically atthe geographical centre of the Peloponnese as it was, Tripoli was a townof some importance, but it was a modern town, and we stopped only tobuy provisions before heading south, in the direction of Sparta. By thistime we were both rather tired, and half an hour after leaving Tripoli wefound a place to camp. It was below the road, in a ravine in which grewan abundance of giant thistles. Here we cooked a meal, read, and slept �in Terry�s case only fitfully.Next day we set out quite early. It was a fine morning, and havingdriven over a low-lying range of mountains, and crossed the thin silvertrickle that was the river Eurotas, we were in Sparta by seven. The townwas situated at the foot of the mighty Taygetus range, which towered toa height of 8,000 feet above it to the west. Though it occupied the site ofthe famous ancient city of the same name � the city of Lycurgus andLeonidas � Sparta, like Tripoli, was a modern town, and we thereforedrove straight on, past olive gardens and orange groves, to Mistra, fivemiles away, and soon were in another world.To me Greece meant ancientGreece. It meant the Greece of Hesiod andHomer, of Pindar and the Attic dramatists, of Socrates, Plato, andAristotle, of Herodotus and Thucydides, Demosthenes and Pericles,Phidias and Myron. It meant, what for me was no less significant, theGreece of pagan myth and legend. It meant the Greece of Zeus, PallasAthene, Apollo, and the rest of the immortals, and of the shrines that hadbeen dedicated to their worship. It was this Greece I had come to see,especially what for centuries had been the spiritual centre of the Greekworld � the temple and oracle of Apollo at Delphi. I was not interested inmodern Greece, or even, at that time, in ancient Greece�s heir in certainrespects, the Orthodox-Christian Byzantine Empire. Culturally and spir-itually speaking, therefore, the visit Terry and I paid to Mistra that morn-ing represented an interlude in our tour of the Peloponnese; for Mistra,perched on a spur of the Taygetus, was a Frankish and Byzantine city,and had no classical remains.We arrived at the gate of the old city only to find it did not open untileight. We therefore made our way round the ramparts up to the gate of
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the thirteenth-century Frankish castle. The castle was situated on thetopmost part of the spur, high above the city, and from the gate � alsoclosed � there was a fine view over the Eurotas valley. By this time thelower gate was open, and on entering it we found ourselves in what wasvirtually a city of the dead. Not that it was a city of ruins only. Some ofthe Byzantine buildings, especially the churches and monasteries, werestill standing, or had been restored recently, and one was actually inhab-ited. This was the fifteenth-century convent of the Pantanassa, wheretwo or three decrepit, black-habited nuns moved noiselelssly fromchapel to frescoed chapel lighting lamps in front of the icons. The atmos-phere of the place, as of the other churches and monasteries we sawthere, was serene and peaceful � a serenity and peace that whitewashedwalls and window-boxes of bright flowers served only to enhance. Fromthe ruins beyond there was direct access to the interior of the castle, andbefore long we were surveying what was left of the buildings surround-ing the vast central courtyard, where pines and a solitary cypress grew,and looking down at the red-tiled roofs and domes of the city below. Inthe last days of the Byzantine Empire cosmopolitan Mistra with its 40,000inhabitants had been second only to Constantinople, the capital, in pros-perity and importance. Moreover, it had been a centre of culture and in-tellect, as well as of freedom of thought, and it was from Mistra that, in1438, the philosopher Gemistos Plethon, �the last of the Hellenes�, hadtravelled to Italy, there to teach Greek, pioneer the revival of Platonism,and inspire Cosimo de� Medici to found the Platonic Academy atFlorence, thereby contributing significantly to the Renaissance. Mistratherefore had played an important part in the cultural history of westernEurope, and three centuries later perhaps it was his appreciation of thisfact that had led Goethe, in the Second Part of Faust, to represent the un-ion of Faust and Helen of Troy � that union of the spirit of the MiddleAges with the spirit of ancient Greece that had given birth to Romanti-cism, as embodied in the figure of their child Euphorion � as taking placein the richly decorated inner courtyard of the castle of Mistra.To what extent these were my actual reflections as Terry and I lookeddown on the red-tiled roofs and domes of the deserted city I cannot say.Certainly I was in a thoughtful mood as we left Mistra and drove back toSparta. After visiting the museum, in which there was a sculpture ofHelen of Troy between her twin brothers Castor and Pollux, we set outfor the coastal town of Kalamata, our intention being to drive from thereup the western side of the Peloponnese to Olympia. To get to Kalamatawe had to cross the Taygetus range. Hardly were we into it, however,

ATHENS AND THE PE LOPONNESE 2 5 9



than we found the road closed for repair. It would be opened at twelve,we were told, but not being sure if we could rely on this we decided to re-turn to Tripoli via Sparta and drive to Olympia from there. Two hourslater, therefore, we were in Tripoli again. This time we walked round thetown, and looked into the nineteenth-century church, so that it was notuntil early afternoon that we were clear of Tripoli and on our way toOlympia. There were thousands of grasshoppers on the road, and how-ever carefully Terry drove it was impossible for us to avoid crushingsome of the unfortunate little creatures. Exactly halfway between Tripoliand Olympia, in a clearing on the pine-covered hillside, we found acampsite. After we had rested and eaten, and Terry had read for a while,we walked over to the open-fronted little shop that stood opposite thecampsite, on the other side of the highway. It was run by a young man intraditional dress, and was chock-full of the most beautiful handmaderugs and floor coverings we had so far seen, all made, the young mantold us, by him and his mother and sister. For the equivalent of threepounds I bought myself, to use as a meditation mat, a rug with a softgreen background. Later that night I read Euripides�Helen, and we had along talk with a German who was also travelling in a Dormobile, in hiscase alone, and who had spent two years in India.Our journey next morning took us over a range of mountains, throughlush, sometimes hilly, country, and past villages so picturesque thatTerry could not resist taking a few photographs. A lot of maize was beinggrown, but the plants were small and stunted, and bore little resem-blance to the tall, leafy specimens I was accustomed to seeing inKalimpong. Pines and cypresses dotted the landscape, and as weapproached Olympia we saw olive gardens and orange orchards. Therewas an abundance of wild flowers. During the last stage of our journeythe road ran for a while beside the river Alpheus, or rather, beside thedried-up bed of the river, which wound its grey, rock-strewn waythrough scenery of exceptional beauty. At eleven we reached Olympia.It was quite hot. After buying stamps and groceries in what my diarycalls the Olympic village, we drove to the campsite, which was �pleasant,but primitive�, and where a rough table and benches stood invitingly be-neath a tree. Here we spent the remainder of the day, except for a briefexcursion into the village for the sake of the souvenir shops, and here Ifinished Helen and read Aristophanes� The Clouds. What was more to thepurpose, I read Pindar�s Olympian Odes, in which the �Theban eagle�, asGray calls him, celebrates, in language of great power and beauty, andwith many mythological allusions and digressions, the success of
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various victors in the great quadrennial games that Hercules, accordingto legend, had instituted at the site in honour of his father Zeus.Originally, of all the sites we visited in the Peloponnese Olympia musthave been the grandest. Besides the temples of Zeus and Hera and theprincipal altars and votive offerings, which were all situated within theAltis or �sacred grove of Zeus�, as the sacred precinct was called, therewere administrative buildings, state treasuries, guest quarters, gymna-sia, and colonnades, as well, of course, as the stadium and hippodromewhere the foot races and horse races, respectively, were held. Above all,in the temple of Zeus with its six frontal and thirteen lateral Doric col-umns, there was Phidias� chryselephantine seated statue of Zeus, one ofthe seven wonders of the ancient world. But these had all long since dis-appeared, and with them Olympia�s former grandeur. When Terry and Idrove to the archaeological area in the morning, we saw among thepines that had been planted in an attempt, apparently, to recreate theancient �grove of Zeus�, only rows of truncated columns, scattereddrums, and immense quantities of marble fragments. On the whole itwas a mournful sight, and after walking round for half an hour we wereglad to visit the museum. Here our spirits were revived by the well-known statue of Hermes carrying the infant Dionysus, the work ofPraxiteles, and by the quite substantial fragments of sculpture from thewestern pediment of the temple of Zeus. The latter represented the bat-tle of the centaurs and Lapiths, and I was greatly struck by the upright,calmly majestic figure of Apollo, who stood with right arm outstretchedand head turned in the same direction, apparently in the act of repulsinga centaur. Of that figure it has been said that it marks the final achieve-ment of Greek sculpture before the full �classical� naturalism of theParthenon�s sculpture. Nonetheless, standing before it that morning,there in the Olympia museum, I realized that although in the transitionto naturalism much had been gained, something precious had been lost,and that certain archaic and early classical sculptures possessed a qualitythat affected me, for one, at a deeper level than did any of the master-pieces of the fully naturalistic period.My attention was also drawn by a terracotta group of a bearded Zeus,looking rather pleased with himself, carrying off, tucked under one arm,an unresisting Ganymede, as well as by a metope of Hercules perform-ing one of his twelve labours � that of bringing the golden apples fromthe garden of the Hesperides. According to one account, the hero per-suaded Atlas to pick the apples for him while he, Hercules, supportedthe world on his shoulders, and the metope represented him doing just
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this. Immediately behind him, clad in a simple garment with straightfolds, stood Pallas Athene, helping him take the weight with her lefthand. There was a striking contrast between the bowed head and strain-ing muscles of the hero and the calm, relaxed attitude of the goddess,who appeared to be making no effort at all. Her features, like those of thepedimental Apollo, were expressionless. Superhuman in power andbeauty as they were, the immortal gods were untouched by the troublesof mortal men.Olympia was the last ancient site we visited in the Peloponnese, andhaving left the museum we set out for Patras, driving through flat,well-cultivated countryside the monotony of which was relieved by agenerous sprinkling of cypresses. Our intention had been to stay at theKato Achaia campsite, but there being no sign of any such place wedecided to stay � despite its name � at Villy�s Park-Camping Bamboo,which was situated at the seaside, only a few miles from Patras. Both thebeach and the water were dirty, and there were no bamboos, thoughthere were several fine red oleanders. During the afternoon things werequiet, and I was able to read Sophocles� Antigone and ?Euripides� Rhesus,but from seven o�clock onwards there was so horrid a din coming from thejazz band next door that we went for a walk in order to get away from it.The road was hardly less noisy, however, as well as being dusty, and wewere soon forced to return to the campsite, where the din continued un-abated far into the night. The result was that neither of us slept very well,so that when morning came we were glad to pay our bill and go.In Patras we bought a box of Turkish delight as a present for Francoise,then drove to Rion, where there was a fine view over the Gulf of Patras.It was a very hot day, and we waited half an hour in the sun beforeboarding the car ferry to Antirion. Fifteen minutes later we were on themainland and heading for Missolonghi.From Missolonghi we travelled up to Igoumenitsa, following (in re-verse) the route down which we had driven three weeks earlier, passingthrough Agrinion (the town we had missed before), Amphilochia, Arta,and Yannina, and spending three nights on the road. In the course of thejourney we watched the sun go down over the mountains, were anobject of curiosity to goatherds and small boys, read Pindar and thePelican History of Greece (me) and Suzuki on Zen (Terry), stopped formeals beneath big, shady trees, and posted the last of the cards wewould be sending from Greece. In Igoumenitsa we found the shippingoffice closed (it was siesta time). We therefore had to return and com-plete the formalities in the evening, after we had booked ourselves into a
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campsite near the beach. Next morning we were at the quayside soonafter five-thirty, embarked at six, and half an hour later were on our wayto Brindisi. It was a fine, sunny day. The sea was a deep, dark blue, andvery quiet. Terry and I passed the time either walking round the deck orsitting in deckchairs at the side of the ship reading. My reading was Plato(the Gorgias) and Walt Whitman, whose �Passage to India� I had read thenight before. At 4.30 we reached Brindisi. There were no formalities ofany kind, and after shopping in the supermarket we drove straight tothe campsite.
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Chapter Thirty-NineNaples, Rome, and Florence
terry and i spent two nights in Brindisi. During the second night therewas a storm, with plenty of thunder and lightning. It also rained heavily,so that on our leaving for Taranto the following morning, in bright, clearweather, there was an agreeable freshness in the air and the olive gar-dens, vineyards, and tobacco fields of the flat countryside throughwhich we passed had a rejuvenated look. Taranto, on the gulf of thatname, was a modern town, and much larger than we had expected. Butthough it was a modern town, there were no signposts, and we foundour way through it with difficulty, incidentally catching a glimpse of thesea and of the old town on its island.Taranto behind us at last, we drove on through a number of muchsmaller towns � all the time gradually ascending. At Castellanetta therewas a large, gaudy monument to Rudolph Valentino, the archetypalromantic hero of the Hollywood silent films, and at Matera we foundpeople living in what apparently were abandoned stone quarries. FromMatera onwards the road became steeper. So much steeper did it be-come, and so numerous were the bends, that I was overcome by altitudesickness and we had to call a halt. Terry was unaffected, and while he atea good lunch I started reading Aristotle�s Ethics, which I had begun a fewdays before, but soon fell asleep. We then pressed on through the moun-tains to earthquake-prone Potenza, 2,700 feet above sea level. The scen-ery was very fine, and with its wooded slopes reminded me of that ofSwitzerland. After Potenza there were more towns on peaks, and I hadanother attack of altitude sickness. This time we did not stop, except tobuy grapes at Eboli, our descent being in any case slowed down by all theroad-widening work that was going on. Soon we were out of the moun-tains and driving through Campania, past the British war cemetery andpast field after field of tomato plants. When we were a few miles short ofSalerno we turned off the main road to the Lido di Salerno campsite,



where we arrived at 7.30, having driven more than 230 miles and crossedfrom one side of the Italian peninsula to the other. The camp was situ-ated within a few yards of the sea, and before retiring we went for a strollon the beach. There was a strong wind blowing. Though the sea was a lit-tle rough, with big breakers, to me the sight was very appealing.Salerno was famous in medieval times on account of its medicalschool, the earliest in Europe. Now it was a popular holiday resort, andas Terry and I drove into the modern town via the coastal road we sawthat the beaches were strewn with litter. Indeed, parts of them were be-ing used as rubbish dumps. The town�s principal monument, the elev-enth-century cathedral, was a building of considerable interest. In frontof it there was a spacious quadrangular courtyard, the arcades surround-ing which were formed of ancient Corinthian columns that no doubtonce belonged to a pagan temple. The bronze doors of the cathedralwere of Byzantine workmanship. At the time of our arrival a prelate, per-haps the bishop himself, was celebrating morning mass for the benefit ofa very small congregation; but we were able to see the apse mosaics,where a rather naturalistic Virgin Mary was the central figure, and thetwo inlaid marble pulpits. From Salerno we drove to the resort of Sorren-to, situated round the tip of the peninsula of that name, following thescenic coastal road, and turning aside to visit Ravello on the way. Notthat we had to make much of a turn. The little town, or village, clung tothe face of the cliff, almost immediately above the road, so that the climbup to it � past orange trees and lemon trees and curious rock formations� was a steep one. At the top of the steps stood the cathedral. Built in theeleventh century (thus our self-appointed guide) it had been �modern-ized� at the end of the eighteenth, though the Corinthian columns thathad then been enclosed were in process of being freed. In the shabbysacristy we found a fine, Sienese-style painting of the Virgin and Child,and some old vestments. We were not able to see the twelfth-centurymosaics. Tomorrow the town would be celebrating the feast of the cathe-dral�s patron saint, and the interior walls of the building were entirelycovered with crimson draperies. Strings of coloured electric-light bulbswere still going up � a form of decoration not at all to my taste. Like thosewe had seen on the way, the shops outside the cathedral were selling thelocal handmade pottery. In one of them we were approached for alms byan elderly, respectable-looking nun in black, the first religious mendi-cant we had seen. Having myself lived on alms for a while, I wanted togive her something, but before I could do so the woman shopkeeper
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intervened with what was evidently a scolding for bothering us and sheturned silently away.Driving on from picturesque Ravello (the hackneyed epithet is un-avoidable), along the winding, rock-cut coastal road, we passed in quicksuccession through the no less picturesque Amalfi, Praiano, and Positano.Whitewashed houses, nestling amid orange trees and cypresses, climbedtier upon tier up the hillside on our right, and on our left fell tier upontier down to the soft blue of the Tyrrhenian Sea. Little rocky peninsulasthrust themselves out into the calm waters, their every coign of vantageoccupied by the colourful umbrellas and tiny thatched pavilions of thebathers. It was an idyllic, even a paradisaical scene, and one that in its op-ulent loveliness rivalled the more austere beauty of coastal Greece. Butof course there was a serpent in this paradise, in the form of the slow-moving, pollutant-emitting stream of cars, coaches, and campers ofwhich we were ourselves a part. So slowly did the stream move in thehot sun, at times crawling along bonnet to bumper, especially when weturned and crossed to the other side of the peninsula, that it was not untilmid-afternoon that Terry and I reached Sorrento and found the campsite.In the cool of the evening we went into the resort and walked roundfor an hour. Horse-drawn carriages were very much in evidence, andthere were many souvenir shops. In one of the shops I bought two book-marks, a copy of Axel Münthe�s The Story of San Michele, and an illus-trated guide to Pompeii, which we were planning to visit the followingday, on our way to Naples. The Story of San Michele was a fashionableSwedish doctor�s account of his life in Capri in the halcyon days beforethe First World War, and in particular of the creation of San Michele, thevilla he had built there with his own hands, incorporating into it marblefragments from the ruins of the palace of Tiberius, the old Roman em-peror having spent the last years of his life on the island. I had read thebook in Bombay, on the recommendation of my friend Arjundev Rashk,a Punjabi poet and scriptwriter of about my own age, and had enjoyed itgreatly. That was ten years ago, and I was glad not only that I had theopportunity to read it again, but that I had come across it � and couldstart reading it � in a place so close to Capri, which geologically was anextension of the Sorrento peninsula, and which we hoped to be able tosee from Naples. The illustrated guide to Pompeii, with its photographsof the excavated remains of houses, shops, and public buildings, and itsartist�s reconstructions of what the city must have been like 2,000 yearsago, helped prepare us for what we would be seeing � and not be seeing� on the morrow. In my own case, at least, the name of Pompeii had long
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been a familiar one. As a boy of eight or nine, confined to bed with whatwas believed to be heart disease, I had read Bulwer Lytton�s The LastDays of Pompeii, and his vivid account of the city�s destruction had left anindelible impression on my mind.From Sorrento onwards the road round the peninsula was relativelyuninteresting, and after Castellammare di Stabia, equidistant fromSorrento and Naples, it passed through an area of an increasinglybuilt-up and industrialized character. Owing to the bad signposting, weexperienced some difficulty finding the way to Pompeii, a way whichtook us, eventually, through very dirty streets and past piles of garbage.On arriving at our destination we were surprised to find, not the recon-structed pagan temple one might have expected, but a big Roman Cath-olic church. The church was indeed a basilica, and judging by the factthat all the shops and stalls in the vicinity were selling cheap religioussouvenirs it was a centre of pilgrimage. There was also a Pontifical Insti-tute, in whose modest museum we saw an interesting series of old printsdepicting all the eruptions of Vesuvius from the seventeenth century on-wards, as well as various objects recovered from beneath the layers ofvolcanic ash which for centuries had covered Pompeii. Thus prepared,we made our way to the excavations, and there spent more than twohours treading the pavements of the old city and seeing the remains, insome cases very extensive, of the buildings which the spade of thearchaeologist had exposed to view. We saw the spacious Forum ormarket-place, with its lateral rows of truncated columns, the Basilica orhall of justice (some ancient churches so styled were originally publicbuildings of this type), the House of the Faun, named for the bronzedancing figure that had been found there and whose place was nowoccupied by a replica, the elegant House of Menander, in the atrium ofwhich there were frescoes of the Sack of Troy, and the sad remains of theTemple of Isis, which I remembered as having featured prominently inthe Last Days of Pompeii � together with much else that my diary lumpstogether under a terse �etc.�Many of the objects found at Pompeii were in private hands, but manywere in the National Archaeological Museum in Naples, and as we wereeager to see them we drove straight from the excavations to Naples andstraight to the museum. The streets through which we passed were allincredibly dirty; piles of rotting garbage rose breast-high at regular inter-vals, and in Naples itself � an otherwise beautiful city, occupying one ofthe finest sites in the world � the same filth was to be seen, even in theprincipal thoroughfares. Were the municipal dustmen all on strike, then,
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or was this the normal state of affairs? We had no means of knowing. Themuseum, unfortunately, was closed, or rather, it closed just after our ar-rival, either because it was siesta time or because Monday was early clos-ing day. Taking the coastal road, we therefore drove on to Pozzuoli,which was rather cleaner, and from Pozzuoli to the campsite at Solfatara.It was a big, quiet camp, with plenty of trees, and I spent much of theevening reading The Story of San Michele.As we discovered the following day, the National ArchaeologicalMuseum contained not only frescoes, mosaics, and encaustic portraitsfrom Pompeii and its sister in disaster, Herculaneum, but an astonish-ingly rich array of Greek and Roman antiquities of every kind. On enter-ing the building we were confronted by a perfect forest of white marblestatues in which it was easy, as one wandered from room to crowdedroom, to get lost. Besides the Farnese Hercules, the group of the Punish-ment of Dirce, the bronze Hermes in Repose, and a hundred other sculp-tures hardly less famous, there were portrait busts of Greek philosophersand Roman emperors, elaborately carved sarcophagi, and colossal stat-ues of river gods. The object that made the strongest impression on me,whether because of its non-naturalistic character, its warmer colouring,or its more subliminal appeal, was the rigidly hieratic statue of theEphesian Artemis. This was not the fleet-footed virgin goddess of theGreeks, but a deity of a very different kind. Apart from her outstretchedhands, her most conspicuous feature were the rows of breasts � morerecently identified as the testicles of bulls sacrificed in her honour � thatadorned the upper part of her body, and the friezes of beasts thatcovered the mummy-like remainder. On her head rested a square mitre,and there were more representations of beasts within the flat disc of herhalo. Her attitude was reassuring, her expression benign.On our way into Naples that morning we had enjoyed a fine view ofthe splendid curve of the Bay. We had also encountered roads which,while they may have been wider than those of yesterday, were no lessfilthy. On emerging from the museum we therefore lost no time gettingon to the Autostrada del Sole and heading for Rome. This twentieth-cen-tury equivalent of the Appian Way ran through mountainous,well-wooded countryside; at one point we saw, perched on a neighbour-ing peak, the famed abbey of Monte Cassino � unfortunately badly dam-aged during the Second World War. Three hours after leaving Napleswe were in the Eternal City and looking for the Villa Ada campsite.The first thing we did after having a meal was go to the camp shop andbuy a guidebook. There was a lot to see in Rome � perhaps more than in
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all the places we had so far seen put together � and during the next fivedays we probably saw as much of the city and its monuments as could becomfortably seen in so short a time. Each morning we left the campsitestraight after breakfast, and each day we spent the morning and much ofthe afternoon sightseeing. Since we did most of our sightseeing on foot,often in the open air, we were glad the weather was now cooler, and thatthere was an occasional sprinkling of rain. Evenings were spent at thecampsite, where we cooked, washed clothes, read, studied our guide-book, and planned the following day�s excursion.On the first day we saw first the Forum of Trajan and the Colosseum,then the Roman Forum and the Palatine Hill. �Walked round the wholearea and saw everything,� my diary records with satisfaction, adding,�Strong impression of greatness in size rather than in artistic conception.Everything seemed dark and heavy. None of the lightness of Greece.�We also visited the Capitoline Museum, among whose treasures werethe Dying Gaul (�very fine�) and the Spinarius or Boy With a Thorn. Thesecond day began with a visit to the Pantheon (�simple but grand�), afterwhich we saw St Peter�s in Vincula, with the famous statue of Moses byMichelangelo (�rather smaller than I thought it was�), and the Basilica ofSt Clement, beneath which there was a much older underground churchand, what was still more interesting, a Mithraic sanctuary. From StClement�s we drove to the Basilica of St John Lateran, on which my diarycomments, �Big and impressive, but cold. Typical papal triumphalism.Mosaics in apse beautiful, though. Sadly overpowered by rest of struc-ture.� The day�s excursion ended in the National Museum in the ruins(�stupendous�) of the Baths of Diocletian, where we saw a marble copy ofthe Discobolus of Myron (�extraordinarily beautiful�), the Pugilist at Rest,and the famous relief of the Bath of Hera.Our third day in Rome was devoted to St Peter�s and to the VaticanMuseums. Though I could not but agree that the dome of St Peter�s �Michelangelo�s dome � was one of the most beautiful in the world, I wasdisappointed by the interior of the vast building. It was magnificent, butit was cold. Walking round the nave, we saw the bronze statue of St Peter(people were kissing its toe) and Michelangelo�s Pietà. We also saw, atthe foot of one of the great piers, the altar and bodily remains, appar-ently complete � of St Josaphat. Could this be the Josaphat of the popularmedieval legend of Barlaam and Josaphat, which scholars had shown tobe based, ultimately, on a version of the life of the Buddha, Josaphatbeing a corrupted form of �Bodhisattva� and Barlaam of �Bhagavan� orLord? In that case the bodily remains of St Josaphat, enshrined there at
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the very centre of Roman Catholic power and prestige, would be, if gen-uine, those of Gautama the Buddha. As it happened, the accidents of his-tory had been responsible for no such irony. Years later I discovered thatthe St Josaphat whose remains reposed beneath the dome of St Peter�swas a Polish bishop, martyred in 1623, who had devoted his life to reunit-ing schismatics with the Holy See. But I also discovered that bothBarlaam and Josaphat had a formal place in the roll of Christian saints,and that special days in the calendar were set apart in their memory. Inthe Menology of the Greek Church, the commemoration of St Josaphatwas on August 26 � my own birthday.The Vatican Museums were very much in the plural number. Therewere at least five separate museums, besides numerous galleries, rooms,courts, chapels, and loggias, all full of works of art of various kinds, fromancient Greek sculptures to Italian Renaissance paintings, and fromEtruscan vases to medieval illuminated manuscripts. By the time Terryand I arrived the Museums had been open for an hour or more, and thetourist season being at its height the place was uncomfortably crowded.�Tremendous crush�, my diary records. Working our way through thepress, we managed to visit the museums and the Vatican library, as wellas the picture gallery and most of the chapels and apartments. With somany people everywhere, it was at times difficult to get a proper view ofthe works of art, and the only ones of which I have a distinct recollectionare the Laocoön, the Apollo Belvedere (�grey with dust, especially on theshoulders�), and Raphael�s School of Athens. The Sistine Chapel wasparticularly crowded, but we sat there for a while, gazing up at Michel-angelo�s frescoes of the Creation on the ceiling and at the frescoes of theLast Judgement on the wall behind the high altar.Our next day�s excursion took us, initially, to the semi-rural outskirtsof Rome and to the catacombs of St Domitilla and St Calixtus. The formerappeared to be the less well-known of the two. At any rate, Terry and Iwere the only visitors, and the young man who showed us roundappeared to be the only guide there was. I had not realized that theseEarly Christian underground cemeteries were so extensive. The cata-combs of St Domitilla were on four levels. At each level there was a net-work of galleries, the different levels being connected by flights of steps.Excavated from the dark volcanic rock, the galleries were only a few feetin width, and the walls on either side were lined from floor to ceilingwith row upon row of horizontal burial-niches. There was also a small(restored) basilica, the upper part of which had originally projectedabove the ground. At the catacombs of St Calixtus there were a dozen or
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more visitors, and our guide was a well-informed young Canadianpriest. There were between twelve and fourteen miles of galleries onfour levels, he told us, before we followed him down the steps into thedimly-lit passages of the labyrinth below. The principal objects of inter-est were the Crypt of the Popes, which contained the sarcophagi of ninethird-century pontiffs, and the Crypt of St Cecilia, where there was amarble copy of Moderno�s recumbent statue of the martyred patronessof music. In the afternoon, having cashed travellers� cheques in thePiazza di Spagna and looked in vain for affordable marble statuary, wedrove to the Villa Borghese. It had just closed for the siesta, so taking thehint we went and had a siesta of our own back at the campsite, returningthree hours later to view one of the choicest collections of sculptures andpaintings we had so far encountered. There was Bernini�s David, to-gether with his Apollo and Daphne and Rape of Persephone, all of which Ithought particularly fine, as well as Cranach�s Venus and Cupid,Caravaggio�s St Jerome, Dossi�sCirce, and Titian�s Sacred and Profane Love.Our fifth and last day in Rome happened to be a Sunday, and thestreets through which we drove on our way to the Church of St Ignatius� the church of the Jesuits � were comparatively deserted. The interior ofthe imposing �Jesuit-baroque� building was highly ornate, with gildingand coloured marbles very much in evidence. Mass was still in progress,the congregation being a fairly large one in which there were manynuns, all conspicuous in the black, white, blue, or parti-coloured habitsof their respective orders. Afterwards we went and looked at the sump-tuous polychrome marble altar of St Ignatius � said to be the richest mon-ument in Rome � and gazed up at the famous trompe l��il fresco of thetriumph of St Ignatius in the cupola of the church. From the wewalked the few hundred yards to Santa Maria sopra Minerva (�ex-tremely beautiful and impressive�, says my diary), the only large Gothicchurch in the city. It was a church of the Dominicans, and though I didnot realize it at the time, in a marble sarcophagus under the high altar laythe body of St Catherine of Siena. Having sat through mass, celebratedfor the benefit of a very small congregation, we walked round the build-ing and saw the tomb of Fra Angelico and the chapel dedicated to StThomas Aquinas.Our next port of call was Santa Maria in Cosmedin. In order to getthere we had not only to drive along the bank of the Tiber, but also tocross the river more than once, which meant that we had a good view ofthe famous boat-shaped Island. Santa Maria in Cosmedin was a smallchurch, and its ninth-century interior, unlike that of the , was simple
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to the point of austerity. Nearby stood the Temple of Vesta, where theVestal Virgins had once tended the sacred fire. The principal object ofthe morning�s excursion, however, was St Paul�s Outside the Walls,which as its name suggested was situated beyond the walls that had sur-rounded the ancient city. Dating from the fourth century, this was a ba-silica-type church, and next to St Peter�s the biggest church in Rome.�More truly grand than St Peter�s�, my diary records admiringly, �espe-cially the interior.� The latter consisted of a nave and four aisles. From thealabaster windows of the clerestory a soft amber light fell on the longdouble rows of Corinthian columns, lit up the carved and gilded ceilingand the glittering mosaics of the chancel arch, and penetrated into theapse. The overall impression was one of peace and harmony. No lesspeaceful were the cloisters, round which Terry and I walked as soon asthe sung mass was over and the congregation had dispersed. On ourway back into the city we passed the Pyramid of Caius Cestius �Shelley�s �wedge sublime� � and the Baths of Caracalla, and paid a sec-ond visit to the Colosseum, where Terry took photographs. Our last stopwas at Santa Maria Maggiore, a fifth-century basilica church the interiorof which my diary pronounces �glorious�, and where there was the big-gest congregation we had seen that day.During our five days in Rome, some monuments � and some works ofart � naturally impressed me more deeply than others, but there werethree monuments that must have made a particularly deep impression,inasmuch as for many years they occupied, in recollection, the forefrontof my picture of Rome, everything else being relegated to the back-ground. The three were the Colosseum, the Pantheon, and the Cata-combs. In the case of the Colosseum it was not the actual building Iremembered so much as the experience I had there. During which of ourtwo visits the experience took place I do not know. Probably it was dur-ing the second, when I wandered off on my own while Terry was takinghis photographs. Whichever it was, as I stood at the centre of the vastamphitheatre I became aware of all the blood that had been shed there �of all the human beings and animals that had been �butchered to make aRoman holiday� on that spot. I did not simply remember having readabout such horrors in books. It was as though the pain and terror thathad accompanied those countless dreadful deaths had left permanenttraces on the atmosphere of the place and that I was picking up thosetraces. My memory of the Pantheon was of a very different kind. It was amemory not of the exterior of the second-century building, grandthough this was, so much as its hemispherical interior. As I stood be-
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neath the centre of the vast dome, looking up through the circular open-ing that was the principal source of light, it was as though I was standingon the surface of the earth and looking through a hole in the outermostcrystalline sphere of the Ptolemaic universe � the sphere of the fixedstars � directly into the Empyrean.If in the Pantheon I ascended in spirit to the heights, in the CatacombsI descended into the depths. The descent was as much temporal as spa-tial. It was a descent not only into terrene depths but into the �dark back-ward and abysm of time�. From there one could see how vast was thedifference between the splendour of the ornate, triumphalist structuresof the Church�s later days and the stark simplicity of those tomb-linedsubterranean galleries. Christianity had changed radically in the courseof its nineteen hundred years of history. In St Peter�s one breathed a verydifferent atmosphere, spiritually speaking, from that which one breathedin the Catacombs. Pagan temples may have been converted into placesof Christian worship, but Rome was still Rome, and the Pope was thesuccessor, in many respects, not so much of the Prince of the Apostles asof Caesar.Back at the Villa Ada campsite we had a meal, rested, and read, andthen at five o�clock left for Florence by the Autostrada del Sole. The coun-tryside through which we passed was pleasant, but not very interesting,and except for Orvieto on its rock we saw nothing remarkable in thecourse of our journey. At 8.30 we reached Florence, where we soon lo-cated the International, as the campsite was called. Though it was thebest campsite we had seen in Italy, very few people were staying there,and we had the olive grove in which we were parked all to ourselves.When darkness fell, we could see the lights of the Certosa � the monas-tery of the Carthusians � glittering in the distance.Our five days in Rome had left us with a multitude of impressions todigest, and it was perhaps for this reason that in the morning neither myfriend nor I felt like going anywhere. We were content, instead, to stay inthe olive grove and read. For the last few days I had been reading A.H.Armstrong�s An Introduction to Ancient Philosophy and Karl Jaspers� Wayto Wisdom, but I now put them aside in favour of Plato�s First Alcibiadesand the �vetã�vatara and Kaivalya Upanishads. Why I should havewanted to read the Upanishads there in Florence, or indeed have taken avolume of these ancient Hindu scriptures with me to Italy and Greece inthe first place, I do not know. Perhaps I was unconsciously preparing formy forthcoming visit to India. During my first two or three years in theEast I had studied the Upanishads intensively, and the �vetã�vatara or
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�White Horse� Upanishad was a great favourite of mine. I was particu-larly fond of its more poetical verses, such as those in which the inspiredauthor of the Upanishad, addressing the god Rudra (a form of Shiva),exclaims, �You are the dark blue bird, you are the green parrot with redeyes. You are the cloud with the lightning in its womb. You are theseasons and the seas.� The image of the green parrot with red eyes hadstayed with me ever since.There were no green parrots in our olive grove. In view of the Italiansportsman�s penchant for shooting anything that moved, there wereprobably no birds there at all. Birds or no birds, the grove was verypeaceful, and Terry and I spent the best part of our first day in Florencehappily absorbed in our books. At four o�clock, however, having com-pleted a few chores, we both experienced a change of mood and decidedto drive into the city. Half an hour later we were in the Piazza delDuomo. The huge Cathedral with its red-tiled dome and polychromemarble facing, the tall, slim bell tower, and the octagonal Baptistery,were all looking extremely beautiful in the rays of the setting sun, andformed between them what was perhaps the most harmonious complexof buildings we had seen in Italy. The interior of the Cathedral was dimlylit and cavernous, that of the much smaller Baptistery lined with col-oured marbles and Byzantine mosaics. We were particularly drawn toGhiberti�s bronze-gilt east doors of the Baptistery � the Doors of Para-dise, Michelangelo called them � and spent some time looking at thesculptured panels depicting biblical scenes and at the statuettes ofprophets and sibyls. In the streets nearby there were several good book-shops, in one of which I bought Burckhardt�s Civilization of the Renais-sance in Italy for myself, as well as Luigi Barzini�s The Italians, and theModern Library Philosophy of Kant for Terry, who at that time was read-ing Will Durant�s Outlines of Philosophy. We also looked at various othershops. The level of craftsmanship was higher than anything we hadfound elsewhere in Italy, and Terry bought two cheap but attractivenecklaces, one for Nicki and one for Vivien.Unlike Rome, where the ancient and the modern existed in uncom-fortable juxtaposition, Florence, the cradle of the Renaissance, had suc-ceeded in relegating modern urban and industrial development to thehinterland of the old, historic city. Terry and I were made aware of thisfact when we drove, the following morning, across the river Arno andup to the broad sunlit expanse of the Piazzale Michelangelo, in thecentre of which there stood a monument dedicated to the great artist. Aswe looked from the balcony of the Piazzale, which commanded a pan-
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oramic view of practically the whole of Florence, we saw a perfect sea ofred-tiled roofs out of which there rose, looking for all the world like aship serenely riding waves made red by the rays of the sun, the greatbulk of the Cathedral. Where the red sea ended there stretched thesmudged grey line of the more modern part of the city, while beyond thegrey line there rose, tier upon tier, the green, gently undulant Tuscanhills. For some time we stood gazing down at the scene. The sun shone,the air was completely still, and not a sound came up to us from below. Ifelt much as Wordsworth must have felt when, crossing WestminsterBridge in the early morning, on his way to France, as he looked from thetop of the coach at the city of London,The river glideth at its own sweet will.Dear God! the very houses seem asleep;And all that mighty heart is lying still!The Arno, no less than the Thames, may well have glided at its ownsweet will, but as Terry and I quickly discovered on descending from thePiazzale and re-crossing the river, the houses of Florence were certainlynot asleep that morning and its heart was far from still. Florence was abusy, bustling, crowded place, and nowhere was it more crowded thanin the Uffizi Gallery, which we visited after going round the PalazzoVecchio or Old Palace of the Signoria and looking at Cellini�s Perseusand other sculptures in the arcades of the adjacent Loggia. There weremore than forty rooms in the Uffizi. Only two or three of them wereclosed at the time, and despite the crush we managed to shoulder andsqueeze our way into all the rest. How Terry felt about the paintings I donot remember, but for my part I particularly enjoyed the Botticelli Room,where the Allegory of Spring, the Birth of Venus, and other masterpiecesfrom the hand of the same artist were on view. By the time we left theUffizi we were both feeling rather tired, though this was due not somuch to our having been so long on our feet as to the fact that the galleryhad been so uncomfortably crowded. After looking at the souvenir stallsin the market-place, and buying a few provisions, we therefore headedback to our peaceful olive grove, where we spent the rest of the day byourselves. I continued reading The Italians, while Terry made a start onKant but did not find the philosopher very easy going.For the remainder of our stay in Florence our daily programmefollowed much the same pattern. The morning was spent sightseeing,the afternoon and evening reading in the olive grove. In a way it wasunfortunate that we were seeing Florence towards the end of our tour
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rather than at the beginning, for by this time we had seen so many cities,monuments, archaeological sites, and works of art that even I was begin-ning to feel fatigued and we were not, perhaps, in a position to appreci-ate the glories of Florence as much as we might otherwise have done.Moreover, Terry felt rather depressed after one of our forays, and onemorning, on our way into the city, I felt sick and faint. Nonetheless, inthe course of the next three days we visited Santa Maria Novella, SanMarco, Santa Croce, and other churches, the Gallery of the Academy,and the Medici chapels, and besides sculptures by Michelangelo, includ-ing his David and various unfinished Captives, saw paintings by FraAngelico, Botticelli, and Masaccio, as well as the tunic and girdle ofSt Francis, the allegedly miraculous veil of the Virgin, and in the crypt ofSan Miniato, situated on a hill above the Piazzale Michelangelo, whatmy diary describes as �strange relics�. In the evenings we read. I finishedThe Italians and started on The Civilization of the Renaissance in Italy; Terrycontinued reading Outlines of Philosophy. On our last day in Florence Iread Dante�s La Vita Nuova, the Penguin translation of which I hadbought that morning, when Terry and I were looking for presents for ourfriends � a search that took us as far as the shops on either side of thePonte Vecchio or Old Bridge, which had been blown up by the retreat-ing Germans in 1944 and subsequently restored. I had first read La VitaNuova or The New Life when I was fourteen or fifteen, and it seemed fit-ting that I should read it again while staying in the city of the poet�s birth.Though my friend and I were not in a position to appreciate Florenceas much as we might have done, the overall impression that the city lefton me, at least, was a distinctive one. The predominant note of Florencewas beauty, even as the predominant note of Rome was grandeur. Thecity as a whole was beautiful (that is, the red-roofed historic city of whichthe Cathedral was the centre), and it was full of beautiful things. Therewere beautiful churches, chapels, and palaces, and the churches, cha-pels, and palaces themselves were full of beautiful paintings and sculp-tures. Even the people seemed more beautiful than those in other partsof Italy. Certainly they were more smartly dressed, particularly the slim,elegant women, who more often than not were stylishly clad in fashion-able black and left behind them a trail of delicate perfume. At the sametime, I noticed that the beauty that was Florence�s predominant notewas, at its best, a sober, even an austere beauty. This was especially trueof the Palazzo Vecchio, whose vast square bulk and solitary corner towerdominated the square of that name, as well as of the city�s numerousRenaissance palaces, some of them now museums or art galleries, the
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severe horizontal lines and rusticated stonework of which gave me aparticularly keen thrill of aesthetic delight.I also noticed that Florence set great store by the memory of her greatmen, whose names were to be met with on every side. Dante, Giotto,Masaccio, Donatello, Verrocchio, Leonardo da Vinci, Alberti,Brunelleschi, Fra Angelico, Botticelli, Michelangelo, Cosimo andLorenzo de�Medici, Savonarola, Marsilio Ficino, Galileo � the listseemed endless. Florence in fact valued her great men. She valued thembecause they were individuals and she valued individuality. It wastherefore not surprising that Burckhardt, writing of biography in theMiddle Ages and in the Renaissance and comparing the two, shouldhave pointed out that the search for the characteristic features of remark-able men was a prevailing tendency among the Italians, and that this itwas that separated them from other Western peoples, among whom thesame thing happened but rarely, and in exceptional cases. What wastrue of the Italians of the Renaissance generally was true, it seemed, ofthe citizens of Florence in particular; and, as Burckhardt had gone on toobserve, �This keen eye for individuality belongs only to those who haveemerged from the half-conscious life of the race and become themselvesindividuals.�Neither Terry nor I slept much that night. This may have been due tothe fact that our last night in Florence was also our last night in Italy, andbecause we both knew that once we had left Italy our tour would be vir-tually over, for we did not think of Belgium and the other countriesthrough which we had passed on our way to Italy and, eventually, toGreece, and through which we would be passing � in reverse order � onour way back to England, as forming part of our true itinerary. Butthough we had not slept much, and were feeling rather tired, we roseearly, left the campsite at six o�clock as planned, and were soon on theautostrada to Milan. It was a fine, cool morning. The countrysidethrough which we passed was at first rather hilly, with plenty ofcypresses, but afterwards it became quite flat and remained flat for therest of our journey. At Milan, which we reached four hours after leavingFlorence, we picked up the autostrada to Como, where we halted for awhile beside the lake, then drove on to Chiasso. Though the customs for-malities took only a few seconds, so heavy was the traffic that we spentnearly an hour getting from one side of the Italian-Swiss frontier to theother. Once across, we drove on to Lugano, where we decided to halt,having by this time been on the road for nine hours. The two lakeside
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campsites were full, but eventually we found a site away from the town,on the bank of a small river, and there passed the night.



Chapter FortyPicking up the Threads
the last time we had crossed the Alps there had been snow on eachside of the road through the St Gotthard Pass. That snow had nowmelted, exposing the rock beneath, though the surrounding peaks glit-tered white and immaculate in the morning sunshine. As before, I expe-rienced a slight nausea, and was glad when we began making thedescent to Andermatt. From Andermatt, after a further descent, wedrove on almost as far as Altdorf, pulling up for the night on a small sideroad when we were a few miles short of the town. The following dayfound us in Lucerne. On the way we had a fine view of the lake, whichwas misty, with rainbows overarching the grey waters. In Lucerne wewalked around for a while, had a coffee, and did a little shopping, thendrove on to Basel via Olten. By this time it was raining heavily, andshortly after three o�clock, having crossed the Franco-Swiss border, wepulled up at the side of the road beneath the sheltering eaves of a stretchof forest. Here we ate, and here, the weather continuing �very dull anddismal� (to quote my diary), we spent the evening absorbed in our books.For the last few days I had been reading two books. One was RonaldSegal�sThe Crisis of India, the other Elmer O�Brien�sThe Essential Plotinus,a new translation of selected treatises from the Enneads. What India�scrisis was, according to Segal, I no longer remember, but now that Terryand I were now on the last lap of our homeward journey, with our forth-coming visit to India very much in prospect, I must have felt the need tostart making myself better acquainted with what had been happening inthe subcontinent since my departure from its shores. The need that ledme to read The Essential Plotinus was of an entirely different order.Segal�s book dealt with matters temporal; the Enneads were concernedwith what Carlyle called the Eternities. I had been interested in Plotinussince I was sixteen or seventeen. At that time I was indebted for myknowledge of his philosophy, as of Neoplatonism in general, mainly to
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the writings of Dean Inge and Thomas Whittaker, for although I pos-sessed the Bohn Select Works of Plotinus, as translated by Thomas Taylor,so abstruse was the thought of those treatises, and so unfamiliar werethe terms in which that thought was expressed, that I was able to makevery little of them. There was, however, one exception. This was thefamous treatise �On Beauty�, which according to Porphyry, Plotinus�sdisciple and biographer, was the earliest of the treatises. I usually readthe treatise in the translation made by the mysterious group known asthe Editors of the Shrine of Wisdom, a copy of which I also possessed,and I never read the slim blue volume without experiencing a thrill ofdelight, such as I experienced when reading the Symposium or Shelley�sPrometheus Unbound. Reading it more than twenty years later, in a newtranslation, I experienced that thrill again.Chiefly beauty is visual [the treatise began]. Yet in word patterns and inmusic (for cadences and rhythms are beautiful) it addresses itself to thehearing as well. Dedicated living, achievement, character, intellectualpursuits are beautiful to those who are above the realm of the senses; tosuch ones the virtues, too, are beautiful.Beauty was chiefly visual! This was certainly true of the beauty that wasthe predominant note of Florence. It was a beauty of form and colour, ofsymmetry and proportion, of the contrast between dark and bright, lightand shade, and the fact that I had responded to that beauty so keenly toldme something about myself. It told me I was a lover of beauty. But beautywas not only bodily. There was a beauty that was supersensible � thekind of beauty of which the Buddha had given Nanda a glimpse whenhe transported him to the paradise of Indra. That beauty, too, I could see,however dimly; to that beauty, too, I responded keenly. It was this keen-ness of response, indeed, that had helped me to become a Buddhist, orrather, that had helped me to realize that I was, in fact, already a Bud-dhist and had always been one. According to Plotinus, just as it is impos-sible for one born blind to talk about bodily beauty, so it is impossible forone who has never seen it to talk about the beauty that is supersensible.Seeing of this sort is done only with the eye of the soul. And, seeingthus, one undergoes a joy, a wonder, and a distress more deep than anyother because here one touches truth.Such emotion all beauty must induce � an astonishment, a deliciouswonderment, a longing, a love, a trembling that is all delight. It may befelt for things invisible quite as for things you see, and indeed the souldoes feel it, but souls that are apt for love feel it especially.
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I had experienced something of that trembling that is all delight while Iwas in Florence, whether looking at the harmonious complex of Cathe-dral, bell tower, and Baptistery, at the paintings of Botticelli, or at thesculptures of Michelangelo, and it was perhaps this feeling of delight thathad led me to read The Essential Plotinus, in which the first of the �repre-sentative treatises� translated happened to be the treatise �On Beauty�. Bethat as it may, the fact was that I had started reading Plotinus the nightafter our departure from Florence, when the spell of the city was still uponme, that I had continued reading him on the road between Andermatt andAltdorf, and that I now was reading him by a stretch of forest somewhere inFrance, with the rain dripping from the trees on to the roof of the Little Bus.Despite the rain, both Terry and I slept well, and at ten o�clock, myfriend having made tea and I having read a little more of Plotinus, we setout for Metz. It was a warm sunny day. In the course of our journey wepassed through Mulhouse, Thonn, Col de Bussang, Remiremont, Épinal,and Nancy, stopping only twice on the way, once to do shopping, andonce for a snack. From Épinal onwards the countryside was increasinglyindustrialized. At six o�clock, when we were a few miles from Metz, wehalted for the night, parking in a beautiful green meadow beside a river.Terry had been a little depressed when we arrived there, but after read-ing Durant�s chapter on Schopenhauer he declared he was feelingbetter, the teachings of the so-called philosopher of pessimism havingcheered him up considerably. That night I had several strange dreams.In one dream � perhaps a recollection of a previous life � I was attendinga party in Greek or Roman times. In another I was in Gangtok withKachu Rimpoche, one of my Tibetan teachers, from whom I had re-ceived the Padmasambhava initiation and the name Urgyen.Whether on account of these dreams, or simply because I had sleptwell, when I woke in the morning � the morning of our last full day onthe Continent � I felt quite refreshed. It was a fine, sunny morning, andthe countryside from Metz onwards, while not picturesque, was suffi-ciently pleasing to the eye. At midday, having driven through Thion-ville, Luxembourg, and Neufchateau, and thus crossed into Belgium, wepulled into the side of the road for lunch. It was a beautiful spot butevery seven and a half minutes the quiet was disturbed by the sharpcrack like that of a rifle � evidently fired automatically, and meant toscare the birds from the crops. Nevertheless we stayed on there, andafter a meal that concluded, for once, with pastries (bought inNeufchateau), we settled down to an afternoon of reading. Before mydeparture from England the editor of The Middle Way, Muriel Daw, had
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given me a book for review. The book was K. Venkata Ramanan�sNãgãrjuna�s Philosophy, As Presented in the Mahã-Prajñãpãramitã-�ãstra,and to this I now turned. As I was already familiar with the author�sviews, having met him more than once in India, I read the work withparticular interest, though so far as I remember I never found time to re-view it. His principal concern was to set forth the basic philosophicalconceptions found in the �ãstra, which unlike some scholars he believedto be a genuine work of Nãgãrjuna, and to show that those conceptionsconstituted, in any case, a continuation and development of the thoughtof the Mãdhyamika-Kãrikã and other works universally attributed to thegreat Mahãyãna philosopher. From this he concluded that Nãgãrjuna�sphilosophy was not nihilistic, as some of its critics maintained, but in itsultimate import positive and affirmative.The main purpose of the negative arguments in the Kãrikã was to exposethe self-contradictions inherent in the position of the Sarvastivãdinswho clung to the determinate as ultimate, the relative as self-contained.This is the error of misplaced absoluteness. The major function of thenegative arguments in the Kãrikã is to reveal the relativity of themundane; the question of the ultimate reality constitutes a minor part. Itis the error in regard to the mundane nature of things that needs to becleared up first. With the revelation of the essentially conditioned, non-substantial, relative nature of things, the tendency to cling might againoperate, tending to end in negativism. This is an error in regard to theultimate nature of things and it is in regard to this error that the �ûnyatãof �ûnyatã has been taught. What is sought to be revealed thereby is thenon-ultimacy of the relative in their relative nature; the conditionednessof the conditioned is not their ultimate nature. The unconditioned isagain not anything apart from the conditioned. The ultimate truth aboutthe conditioned is that it is itself the unconditioned reality, the Nirvãäa.This is the basic teaching of the Mãdhyamika.By the end of the afternoon Terry had taken in enough of Kant andSchopenhauer for the time being, and I enough of Nãgãrjuna, and feel-ing the need for exercise we walked a mile or two up the road in thedirection of Dinant, keeping to the narrow footpath between the road-way and the fields. On returning to the Little Bus we decided to drivefurther that evening, and were soon on our way.From Dinant the road followed the course of the Meuse, and it was onthe banks of this pleasant river that we spent the last night of our tour. Inthe morning we drove on to Namur, from Namur to Brussels, and fromBrussels to Ostend. At half-past three we boarded the ferry, and half anhour later it left.



Chapter Forty-OneBack to the Vihara
the voyage from ostend to Dover was a rather noisy one. This wasdue less to the ferry�s engines than to the behaviour of some of the pas-sengers, returning holidaymakers who, having come on board already alittle worse for drink, had proceeded to take full advantage of thevessel�s duty-free facilities. Terry and I kept as clear of them as we could.I read a little more of Nãgãrjuna�s Philosophy, and from time to time wewalked round the deck. At 8.30 we arrived in Dover. The customs gaveus no trouble, and from Dover we drove straight to Canterbury, wherewe parked near the Cathedral. Whether we were as happy to be backfrom our travels as we were to set out on them my diary does not recordand I do not remember. Perhaps we could not quite believe that wereally were back from those travels, for prior to settling down for thenight we went and walked round the outside of the Cathedral, asthough we were still in Italy or Greece and still sightseeing. The vastGothic pile was floodlit, and walls, roofs, buttresses and towers showedgolden against the darkness of the sky. There was no one about, and adeep silence reigned. In the morning we went there again, and spenthalf an hour looking round the glorious interior of the building. On ourway back to the Little Bus I bought a Telegraph and a New Statesman, as Iliked to know what was going on in the world, and what people werethinking. (Terry never read the newspapers.) We then took the motor-way to London.During our two months away my hair had grown the longest it hadbeen since my arrival in England in 1964, and did not look very monastic.We therefore stopped at Dartford so that I could get it cut. In India I hadalways shaved my head, but in England I had allowed my hair to grow alittle, though not much beyond the regulation length, which was in anycase a matter of dispute, or at least of disagreement in practice, amongmonks belonging to different schools. Even so, the length of my hair had
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been commented on unfavourably by some of the more rigid EnglishTheravãdins, as I well knew, one or two of whom professed to believethat the reason I was allowing my hair to grow was that I had decided togive up the yellow robe and return to lay life. Not that all such commentwas unfavourable. As I also knew, some of the people who attended mylectures and classes, both at the Vihara and at the Buddhist Society, werepleased to see me looking more �human� and less ascetic. GeorgeGoulstone�s flirtatious wife, who occasionally attended my Sundayafternoon lectures, indeed went so far as to whisper in my ear, after onesuch meeting, �I love your gorgeous sexy hair.� I did not know quite whatto make of this declaration. I had never thought of myself as being �sexy�in any respect, and was certainly not conscious of putting out the quasi-erotic �vibes� that seemed to emanate from some charismatic Buddhistand Hindu teachers. The vast majority of English Buddhists, in Londonand in the provinces, came not for the sake of my hair, whether long orshort, sexy or otherwise, but for the sake of the Dharma. Nevertheless, Idid not want to upset the Theravãdins unnecessarily, or give them toomuch of a handle against me, and the haircut I had in Dartford wastherefore quite a short one.Besides getting my hair cut before returning to the Vihara, I had tochange back into my monastic robes. Just when I did this I do not re-member, any more than I remember at what point I changed into civilianclothes after leaving the Vihara for Greece, though I probably changedinto them somewhere between Dartford and London and in the privacyof the Little Bus. For the Theravãdin Buddhists of South-East Asia it waseven more reprehensible for a monk to wear civilian clothes than to lethis hair grow beyond the regulation length. Indeed it was unthinkable.In their eyes a monk who wore civilian clothes, if only for a few hours,was no longer a monk. I did not share this view, any more than themajority of English Buddhists would have done, had they thought thematter worth bothering about. While not entirely agreeing with Christ-mas Humphreys that the true Buddhist was one who �wore the yellowrobe within�, I certainly did not believe that it was wearing the yellowrobe and shaving the head that made one a monk. I had not worn myrobes for the whole two months of our tour, but I knew myself to havebeen no less a monk, and no less a Buddhist, when wearing civilianclothes and visiting Delphi and other ancient sites, than when wearingrobes and giving lectures and leading classes in London. This did notmean that monastic robes did not have their place, or that changes thatmight upset people, or give rise to needless controversy, should be intro-
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duced without due preparation, and as we drove to London I was happyto get back into my own familiar robes.The drive was both long and dreary. It was long on account of theheavy traffic and the frequent red lights, and dreary on account of thepicture presented by much of the urban landscape, and I was glad whenwe reached central London and parked near Charing Cross Road. WhileI waited in the Little Bus, Terry went to Watkins and collected the copyof Wilhelm Reich�s The Function of the Orgasm which he had orderedsome months before, the works of the controversial Austrian psycho-analyst being then difficult to obtain. From central London we drove upto West Hampstead and to the Indo-Pak restaurant, where we had ameal and from where I telephoned Francoise at the Vihara to let herknow we would soon be there. No doubt we could have eaten at theVihara, but Terry and I were conscious that our tour was now definitelyat an end, and we wanted to have a farewell meal together before westarted picking up the threads of our former interests and activities. Notthat we were really saying farewell. But for two months each had beenthe other�s sole company; we had shared many experiences; and al-though we would still be very much in contact the fact that I, in particu-lar, would be very busy, now that we were back in London, would surelymake a difference.On our arrival at the Vihara we found Viriya and David Vial workingin the little front garden. Francoise, at her desk as usual, was obviouslyvery glad to see us, as was the ever-solicitous Thien Chau. After a cup oftea and a chat with everybody Terry and I unpacked and settled in, myfriend having decided to base himself at the Vihara for a few days beforegoing to stay with his parents in Ilford. I then telephoned Alf Vial andMike Hookham, learned that Christmas Humphreys was away on holi-day, and had a long talk with Owen Jenkins, to whom I had entrustedthe leading of one of the weekly meditation classes. Things had gonewell during my absence, he reported. Activities had continued as usual,exactly as I had planned they should, and although attendance at theSunday lectures had fallen off this had not been the case with any of theclasses. As if in confirmation of his words, people were now beginning toarrive and gather in the all-purpose shrine room downstairs, it being Fri-day, the day of the guided group meditation class. I did not take the classmyself, but during the break I gave interviews to three or four people,one of them being Antoinette Willmott. The following day I saw � andtelephoned � more people, all of whom were eager to hear about the
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tour. Ruth Walshe came in the afternoon with Phyllis, followed later byMaurice.That evening I attended the Annual General Meeting of the Friends ofthe Triyana Vardhana Vihara, the informal organization I had set up as ameans of providing support for my little monastery in Kalimpong whileI was away in England. Alf Vial, Mike Hookham, and Jack Ireland � theVihara�s Three Musketeers � were all present, and after the meeting thefour of us had what my diary describes as �a good talk� about the futureactivities of the (Hampstead) Vihara.Thus within forty-eight hours of my return from Greece I was back inthe midst of my responsibilities as incumbent of the Vihara and Head ofthe English Sangha. I was also being reminded, as I sat listening to Alf�sreport as Secretary of the Friends of the Triyana Vardhana Vihara, thatTerry and I would soon be paying a visit to India and that the visit wouldbe, for me, one of farewell.



Chapter Forty-TwoJourney to India
i find it difficult to say just when I decided that my future lay in theWest and not, as I had hitherto supposed, in India. Perhaps it was not somuch a question of a decision taken at a particular point in time as of arealization that dawned on me gradually, after I had been at the Hamp-stead Buddhist Vihara for a year or more. When I asked Terry, at ourthird or fourth meeting, whether he could drive me to India � he havingoffered to drive me anywhere I liked � the words that thus sprang un-premeditated to my lips, though they turned out to have been prophetic,were not seriously meant. At that time I had been in England for littlemore than six months, and though I was aware that I had already ex-ceeded the length of time I had originally intended to stay, and though Istill thought of myself as being based permanently in India, I had not yetfixed a date for my return to the subcontinent, nor decided how I shouldtravel, whether overland or in any other way. Little by little, however, asmy six months in England became a year, and my year eighteen months,my attitude had changed. I saw with increasing clarity that for the pres-ent, at least, I could �work for the good of Buddhism� more effectively inEngland than in India. By the time Terry and I left for Greece, therefore, Ihad decided that I would be returning to India only to pay my friendsand teachers there a farewell visit, and to explain to them what my planswere. I would be leaving in mid-September, and be away for fourmonths. Terry would be accompanying me, and we would go by air.A number of factors contributed to my decision � or gradual realization� that my future lay in the West, and that I could �work for the good ofBuddhism� more effectively there than in India, and I find it difficult tosay which of them carried most weight with me. Before my arrival on thescene the differences that had arisen between the Buddhist Society andthe Sangha Association had widened into an open breach. I had soughtto resolve those differences, to heal that breach, and had succeeded to an
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extent; but tensions still existed below the surface, and I knew that if theprocess of reconciliation was to continue I would have to remain inEngland. One of the ways in which I had sought to resolve the differ-ences between the Buddhist Society and the Sangha Association was bymaking myself available to both organizations and giving lectures andleading meditation classes not only at the Hampstead Vihara but also atthe Society�s premises in Eccleston Square. The result was that some ofthe people attending those lectures and classes had come to regardthemselves as my disciples, and to look to me for guidance in their studyand practice of the Dharma, and I felt it would be irresponsible of me toabandon them. Considerations of a more personal nature also contrib-uted to my decision that my future lay in England, though none of themwas of sufficient weight actually to tip the scales. I wanted to engagemore with Western culture; I wanted to see a little more of my parents(or rather, to enable them to see a little more of me); and I wanted todeepen my friendship with Terry � though had I decided to returnpermanently to India he probably would have elected to accompany me,especially as there was now little possibility of his ever seeing his daugh-ter again.Not that there were no disadvantages attached to my being based inEngland rather than in India. As I had soon discovered, my busy life asincumbent of the Hampstead Buddhist Vihara and Head of the EnglishSangha left me with little time for literary work, despite my having stipu-lated, in accepting the Trust�s invitation, that my mornings should be myown. My only consolation was that The Three Jewels, the preface to whichI had written the previous summer, was now in the press, and that whileI was away on my travels Francoise had typed the manuscript of thework that was eventually published as The Eternal Legacy. There was alsothe fact that Hampstead, and even Biddulph, was no substitute forKalimpong, and that the view I had from the window of my noisy up-stairs front room at the Vihara was very different from the one I hadfrom the veranda of my peaceful hillside hermitage in the foothills of theeastern Himalayas. In London there were no deep blue skies. There wasno sudden vision of the snows of Mount Kanchenjunga as one turned abend in the road. But the biggest disadvantage � not to say deprivation �attached to my being based in England was that I would no longer be inregular personal contact with my teachers, especially Dhardo Rimpocheand Kachu Rimpoche, or with my friends in Calcutta, Bombay, Nagpur,Poona, and other places I visited from time to time. My teachers, ofcourse, did not need me, even if I still needed them, but the friends I had
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made among the followers of Dr B.R. Ambedkar who had converted toBuddhism did need me, and had my work among them not reachedsomething of an impasse due to the politicization of the conversionmovement after Ambedkar�s untimely death I probably would not haveleft them. One of the biggest concentrations of the newly convertedBuddhists was in Bombay, and it was to Bombay that Terry and I wouldbe flying. There, I hoped, I would be able to make contact with some ofmy friends among them and explain that although in future I would bebased in England I would continue to be concerned for their welfare andwould help them in whatever way I could.But it would be six weeks before Terry and I were in Bombay, andmeanwhile there was much to be done. Between the time of my arrivalback at the Vihara and my departure for the Buddhist Society�s SummerSchool two weeks later I gave lectures and led classes, saw friends likeRuth, John Hipkin, and Toby, gave interviews, checked the typescript ofThe Eternal Legacy, wrote and dictated letters, spent time with ThienChau and Viriya, and received a variety of visitors, from the Indianfounder of the Asian Music Circle to a Vietnamese bhikshuni whowanted to start a world organization of Buddhist nuns. I also met, at theSinhalese Vihara in Chiswick, the famous �political monk� WalpolaRahula who, having made Ceylon too hot for himself, was now studyingin Paris. We had a lengthy discussion, and according to my diary I foundhim �very liberal-minded�. At that time I had not read his BhikshuvageUrumaya or �The Heritage of the Buddhist Monk�, the notorious essay inwhich, on the basis of certain historical precedents, he had argued infavour of the full participation of Buddhist monks in the political life ofthe Sinhalese nation. Had I then been acquainted with the work, as I wasto be some years later, I might have thought that Walpola Rahula carriedhis liberal-mindedness rather too far, for among the historical prece-dents he cited were those of the sixty monks who had attempted to as-sassinate the king, the �large number� who in the �decisive battle for theliberation of Buddhism and the Sinhalese� accompanied the army andencouraged the warriors to fight, and the monks who in Ceylon�s 1965general election were �again in the forefront� on both sides.While I was thus occupied Terry was busy seeing Vivien, Alan, andother friends and getting the photographs he had taken developed, forthough he had gone to stay with his parents in Ilford he did not, itseemed, spend much time with them. Whenever he was in town hecalled in at the Vihara, and on two or three occasions we were able to goout together. Once we went to the Hampstead Public Library, where
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Terry selected books on Spinoza, Hegel, and Schopenhauer (my ownreading at the time was principally Dean Inge�s The Philosophy ofPlotinus), and once to Kenwood where, since it was raining, we simplysat in the Little Bus and talked. Despite staying at Ilford my friend wasnot only looking very well; to my great relief, he was also in a much morepositive frame of mind than he had been before our tour, which on thewhole seemed to have had a tonic effect on him. He said nothing abouthis ex-wife or about his daughter, and I thought it best not to enquire. Inthe course of our tour he had more than once bought presents for Fiona,and I assumed he had found a way of getting them to her, perhapsthrough his mother, with whom Gillian had always got on well and withwhom she was probably still in touch. My only cause for concern wasTerry�s increasing preoccupation with the subject of ôãkinîs. �Do youthink I shall meet my ôãkinî in India?� he one day wanted to know. Sinceit was from me that he had first heard about ôãkinîs, in connection withmy telling him about Jamyang Khyentse Rimpoche and his ôãkinî, Icould hardly answer the question with a flat negative, as though ôãkinîsdid not exist and were therefore not to be met with, even in India. At thesame time I did not want to encourage any unrealistic expectation thathe would meet there that unique, magical person who, by galvanizinghis dormant energies, would grant him that sense of ecstatic fulfilmentwhich he had experienced when he saw the Pure White Light and whichhe so desperately wanted to recapture. I therefore replied to my friend�squestion non-committally, saying it was not impossible that he shouldmeet his ôãkinî in India.The Buddhist Society�s Summer School began on Friday 26 August �my forty-first birthday. In the morning I attended to various odd jobs,and in the afternoon, after lunching with Thien Chau and Viriya, I gave along interview to a woman from the Observer weekend colour supple-ment. Terry came at four o�clock, and an hour later I left for Hoddesdonwith him and Thien Chau, Viriya following with Mike Rogers, a cheerfulmid-thirties bachelor who was among the more regular attenders at mylectures and meditation classes. It was my third Summer School, and as itfollowed much the same programme as the previous two, from Toby�sopening address on the Friday evening to my own �Buddhist Conversa-tion� with John Hipkin a week later, my impressions of it are even lessvivid than are those of its immediate predecessors. At seven o�clock eachmorning, having drunk a cup of Chinese tea with Thien Chau, I wentand called Terry, whose room was some distance from mine, and thetwo of us went for a walk in the grounds. After the walk came breakfast,
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and after breakfast began a continual round of devotional meetings,meditation classes, lectures, discussion groups, and personal interviewswhich more often than not kept me busy until quite late at night. Theonly intermissions were the two occasions when I went down to Londonfor a few hours, once to give my usual Sunday afternoon lecture at theVihara, and once, three days later, to lead the full moon day celebrationsthere.Yet although my impression of that year�s Summer School are so lack-ing in vividness, and although, in recollection, only a few individualevents stand out separate from the rest, like hilltops from the surround-ing mist, I nonetheless remember feeling, when Terry and I left at theend of the week, that it had all been very worth while. It had been worthwhile, from my point of view, not so much on account of the different or-ganized events in which I had taken part, as because of the opportunityit had given me of exchanging at least a few friendly words with so manyEnglish Buddhists, most of whom I already knew. Indeed, many peoplewere eager to speak with me � many more than in previous years. Suchwas the warmth by which I was surrounded, in fact, and so much did Ifeel myself to be now part of the English Buddhist scene, that my thirdSummer School was for me the most enjoyable. In Terry�s case it was hisfirst Summer School (it was also to be his last, as it was to be mine), andalthough he tended to feel uneasy in large gatherings he managed to getthrough the week without becoming depressed, largely because he al-ready knew several people, especially John Hipkin and Viriya, and wasable to spend time with them when not attending my lectures andclasses. I was therefore thankful he had been able to cope, for it was morethan likely that in India we would find ourselves in the midst of gather-ings not of a hundred or so Buddhists, as at the Summer School, but ofthousands.India was in fact much in my thoughts, now that the day of our depar-ture was so near, and it was therefore not surprising that my first Sundaylecture, after my return from the Summer School, should have been on�Religion and Caste in India�. Among those attending the lecture were anumber of Indian Buddhist friends, all followers of Dr Ambedkar, and allcolleagues of some of the friends I was hoping to meet in Bombay andelsewhere. On the following Sunday I spoke on �Living Buddhism�, andon the next, it being the eve of my departure, I led a question-and-answer meeting and a puja. Between whiles I attended to my usualwork, visited the Brighton and Hastings Buddhist groups, spent anafternoon with my mother, had two sessions with a young Harley Street
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dentist I had met at the Summer School, recorded a talk on �Self-Denialand Self-Affirmation� for the bbc, the choice of subject being theirs, andwrote an editorial for the October issue of The Buddhist, which would beappearing shortly after my departure.In this editorial I explained that I had decided to shift my workingheadquarters from India to England, that I would be in India until about1 February, and that during my absence lectures and classes would con-tinue as usual. Ven. Thien Chau, with the assistance of Samanera Viriya,would be looking after the Vihara, besides which he would be taking theGuided Group Meditation classes, his deputies being Ruth Walshe forthe classes held at the Buddhist Society, and Ruth Walshe, Jack Ireland,and Owen Jenkins for those held at the Vihara. Maurice Walshe wouldbe in charge of the Fortnightly Discussion Group (as the speakers� classhad become), which would continue to meet alternately at the Viharaand at the Buddhist Society. For the Sunday afternoon lectures I hadsecured the cooperation of a number of well-known speakers, the namesof four or five of whom I proceeded to enumerate. The Buddhistwould bethe joint responsibility of Mike Hookham and Jack Ireland, assisted byFrancoise Strachan.All these arrangements had been discussed thoroughly with ThienChau and Viriya, as well as with all the other people involved, includingToby, who was pleased I had decided to stay in England and who, nodoubt remembering the way in which I had kept postponing my arrivaltwo years earlier, urged me in the strongest terms to fix the date of my re-turn well in advance and stick to it. There was no reason, I therefore felt Icould assure my readers, why the Vihara should not only consolidate itsposition during the coming months but make fresh gains, and I appealedto them to extend their full cooperation to Thien Chau and Viriya andhelp to make this period one of the most successful in the history of themovement.The last paragraph of my editorial struck a more personal note. Aftermy return to England, I declared, I proposed to divide my time betweenLondon and Biddulph, spending the winter and spring at the Vihara forlectures and classes, and the summer and autumn at Old Hall for medi-tation courses, literary work, and contact with the Midland and North-ern Buddhist groups. Though I may not have realized it at the time, thismust have represented a determination on my part to create for myselfin England a pattern of life and work similar to the one I had followed inIndia, where I spent half the year studying, meditating, and writing inKalimpong, and half travelling and lecturing in the plains, especially
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among the newly converted Buddhists in central and western India. Notthat study and meditation, at least, had been entirely neglected duringmy two years in England, even though this might have been the case sofar as serious literary work was concerned. Even during the busy daysthat succeeded my return from the Summer School I found time, accord-ing to my diary, to dip into Plotinus, Suzuki, and Jaspers, as well as toread Alan Watts� Psychotherapy East and West, Colin Wilson�s Beyond theOutsider (�interesting, though rather shallow�), the anonymous classic ofRussian spirituality The Way of the Pilgrim, with its sequel The PilgrimContinues His Way, and the great fourteenth-century classic of Englishmysticism, also anonymous, The Cloud of Unknowing. The last three titlessuggest that despite my having so much to do my mind was turned asmuch inward as outward, and indeed my diary entry for Friday9 September concludes, �Spent rest of evening peacefully reading,meditating�.On Saturday 17 September the Sangha Association held a reception atthe Vihara, thus enabling members and friends to say farewell to meprior to my departure. About sixty people attended, with most of whomI managed to have at least a short conversation. Sunday was spent pre-paring for the morrow�s journey, giving final instructions to Viriya, visit-ing Claire Maison, and leading my last question and answer meetingand last puja, both of which were exceptionally well attended. Nextmorning Antoinette drove Terry and me to Victoria, where we boardedthe coach for Heathrow, and where she, Thien Chau, and Viriya wavedus goodbye. The plane left at ten o�clock. Two hours later, after a shortstopover in Zurich, my friend and I were looking down on the Alps,through which we had driven six weeks ago. Stopovers in Rome andCairo soon followed, after which the plane headed straight for Bombay.



Chapter Forty-ThreeA Letter from India
Frontier Mail,7.10.66Dear Members and Friends,After a very smooth and pleasant flight by Air India, Terry Delamareand I reached Bombay on Tuesday 20 September, at 4.30 am local time,the whole journey having lasted only thirteen and a half hours. Bombayis more easily accessible from London than from Kalimpong, it seems!Within hours of our arrival my old friends the ex-UntouchableBuddhists were on our doorstep, and in an amazingly short time aprogramme of meetings and lectures was arranged. In fact, it began thevery next evening, and in six days I gave eleven lectures on differentaspects of Buddhism, including one on Buddhism in England. Most ofthese meetings were held late at night in the chawls or slum tenementsunder the conditions which I have described in my lecture on �WhatBuddhism has done for the ex-Untouchables�. Others were held at theBahujana Vihara, Parel (a branch of the Maha Bodhi Society), at theJapanese Buddhist Temple, Worli, and at the Siddharth College.Everywhere we were given a very warm reception, and my Indianfriends were delighted to see, in the person of Terry, yet anotherEnglish Buddhist. (Terry is making, incidentally, a photographic recordof our trip from which we hope to obtain, on our return to London, aseries of colour slides with which to illustrate a few lectures.) We alsofound time, the day after our arrival, for a trip to the famous KanheriCaves, dating from the early centuries of the Christian era, with theirhundred or more cells and assembly halls cut out of the living rock andthirty-foot-high standing images of the Buddha. As no transport wasavailable from the nearest railway station, thirty-five miles out ofBombay, to the Caves, we had to walk the five-mile distance both waysin the sweltering heat of the late monsoon season. Within minutes, wewere drenched in perspiration. However, the sight of the Caves wassufficient reward for our trouble. In fact, had we not been expected back
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in London Terry and I might have been tempted to stay thereindefinitely, and not return to �civilization� at all!From Bombay we proceeded north to Delhi, stopping one night on theway at Ahmedabad, where the local Buddhists turned out in force toreceive us at the railway station with flower-garlands and bouquets. InDelhi we spent two comparatively quiet days, staying at the BuddhaVihara (another branch of the Maha Bodhi Society), where I have oftenlectured, and visiting the Red Fort and other places of interest. We alsoexplored the handicraft shops for ivory and sandalwood figures of theBuddha, but with a few exceptions did not find anything of muchartistic value. From Delhi we travelled still further north to Pathankot,the railhead for both Dharamsala and Dalhousie, both of which areabout a thousand miles from Bombay. We were now in the hills. All thetime, in fact, the landscape had been changing, from the fertile fields ofGujerat, through the arid plains of Rajasthan to the green and pleasantland of the Punjab with its long tracts of snow-white elephant grass andstretches of water starred with myriads of tiny pink waterlilies.The main purpose of our visit to Dharamsala, of course, was to meet HisHoliness the Dalai Lama, whom I had not seen for several years, thoughwe had been in correspondence. We met him at his residence,�Swargashram�, on the second day after our arrival and had a long talk.In the course of conversation I told him about the progress of theBuddhist movement in England. He showed particular interest in themeditation classes and asked what methods of concentration wepractised. I also told him about our Meditation Centre at Biddulph. Hewas very pleased, though genuinely astonished, that so many Englishlay Buddhists took such a serious interest in meditation and could, inthe course of a week�s retreat, put in so many hours of practice. He alsoenquired after Mr Christmas Humphreys and was particularly glad tolearn that the Buddhist Society and the Vihara were working in closecollaboration. Perhaps with certain differences among his own people inmind, His Holiness emphatically declared that unity among Buddhistswas absolutely essential. While in Dharamsala we also took theopportunity of meeting Ling Rimpoche, the Dalai Lama�s Senior Tutor,whose mental alertness impressed us very much, and Radu Rimpoche,the head of His Holiness�s personal ecclesiastical establishment, besideseveral old friends of mine from Kalimpong and Gangtok.Dalhousie is not much more than a hundred miles by road fromDharamsala, but it took us the best part of a day to get there. Travellingby the ramshackle, bone-shaking public transport, we first came downto the plains to Pathankot, then climbed the 7,000 feet to Dalhousie up adizzying succession of hairpin bends where awe-inspiring views wererevealed at every turn. In Dalhousie our main objective was to meet
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Dorothy Carpenter, who came out last March to help the Tibetanrefugees, and Keith Satterthwaite, who came out only three weeks ago.Before my departure from England eager, warm-hearted Dorothy hadwritten several times saying that I must not think of coming to Indiawithout paying her a visit. So to Dalhousie we went. Dorothy wasoverjoyed to see us (our arrival took her completely by surprise), andwe all had a very happy reunion. Keith, whom we had last seen at theSummer School, seemed to have learned to find his way aboutDalhousie very quickly. With him for guide, we were able to make thebest possible use of the one day at our disposal. Indeed, without him Ido not know what we should have done, as the bungalows are scatteredup and down the pine-clad mountainside at great distances from oneanother. Our first call was on Panggang Rimpoche, for seven years headof the Gyudto or Upper Tantric College and one of the greatest livingauthorities on the Vajrayãna. Next we visited the College itself, and sawDorothy �in action� teaching her class consisting of about forty membersof the College. By special permission of the Dalai Lama, she is the firstperson to teach English to this very select body of Tantric initiates � agreat honour for Dorothy. She also gives special lessons to PanggangRimpoche. On my return to London I shall have much to say aboutDorothy and her work (as well as slides to show, I hope). The remainderof our time was spent at the Four Sect Monastery at �Kailash�, originallythe Young Lamas Home School, and the Mahãyãna Nunnery. There waseven time, just before our bus left, for a few minutes with KhamtalRimpoche, whom I had known quite well in Kalimpong. Everywhere inDalhousie, in fact, I met Incarnate Lamas and monks whom I knew, orwho knew me � some from Kalimpong and Darjeeling, others fromGangtok. As I remarked to Terry, I felt as though I was back inKalimpong already!At the moment of writing we are in the Frontier Mail heading south viaDelhi and Mathura for Baroda. We have already been in the traintwenty-four hours and will be in it for another twelve. The weather ishot, though not very sultry, and the compartment is filled with cloudsof fine dust which covers the seats, our clothes, books, and food, as wellas the paper on which I am writing. From Baroda we have a two-hourjourney to Ahmedabad, where our Buddhist friends are arranging afive-day lecture programme. After spending a night in Bombay, where Ishall be speaking at Theosophy Hall, we shall go on to Poona for morelectures, travelling thence to Nagpur, in central India, in time for theVijaya Dasami celebrations on 23 October. From Nagpur we shall begoing up to Almora for a few days with Lama Govinda and Li Gotamiand from there I hope to write my next letter.Rather surprisingly, our tour has so far gone strictly according toschedule, and if things continue this way there is no reason why we
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should not be back in England punctually by the end of January.Yours in the Dharma,(sgd.) Sangharakshita.Such was the letter I wrote in the train and posted to Francoise inAhmedabad, and which appeared a few weeks later in the Novemberissue of The Buddhist. According to my diary I spent much of the daywriting it, the same brief entry recording that Terry was very depressed,�quite desperate, in fact�, and that I felt very concerned for him.This was not the first time since our arrival in India that my friend hadfelt depressed. On our journey from the airport to Victoria Terminus,through Bombay�s extensive industrial suburbs, he had been shockednot only by what his own, short-lived diary terms the �dirty and ex-tremely low atmosphere� but by the sight of hundreds of people sleepingon the pavements; and in the evening, when we took a stroll alongMarine Drive, he had been no less shocked by the sight of �much un-pleasant poverty and twelve-year-old mothers begging�.In the course of my years in India I had grown accustomed to suchsights, but though I deplored them I had preferred to direct myemotional energies to the task of giving practical help to the poor andoppressed, especially by putting my shoulder to the wheel of DrAmbedkar�s movement of mass conversion to Buddhism, rather thanwasting them in sentimental lamentations over sufferings I was power-less to relieve. At the same time I could understand how the spectacle ofso much poverty and degradation could shock the newcomer to India (ithad shocked me twenty years earlier), especially if the newcomer was assensitive as Terry and liable, as he was, to be upset and depressed by anyconcrete reminder of the essentially painful and unsatisfactory nature ofthe unenlightened human condition.Terry had not only been shocked by the sight of hundreds of peoplesleeping on the pavements and twelve-year-old mothers begging. Hehad also been startled, on our arrival at the spacious Malabar Hill flatwhere we would be staying, by the unusual appearance of our host,Dr Dinshaw K. Mehta, for many years Mahatma Gandhi�s naturopathicphysician. My old Parsee friend was then in his early sixties. Short andextremely corpulent, he was clad in flowing white garments and had afull white beard which reached almost to his waist and an abundance ofwhite hair which fell to his shoulders and which, as I knew, he some-times gathered up and twisted into a Buddha-like topknot. He was animpressive figure. For someone like Terry he was also an intimidatingand even an alarming one. In the early fifties, shortly before I met him, he
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had founded an organization known as the Society of Servants of God.The activities of the Society were conducted in strict accordance with the�guidance� that he received in meditation. This guidance, Dr Mehta be-lieved, came directly from God, so that it was to be accepted implicitlyand acted upon to the letter. Not to accept the guidance that came forone through the Servant of Servants, as my friend styled himself, was todisobey God, and because one disobeyed God on account of the ego theego had to be crushed. �They must bemade to obey!� I had more than onceheard him declare, when members or employees of the Society were un-willing to accept the guidance that had been given to them through him.In the early days of my acquaintance with Dr Mehta such guidancehad come for me, too; but I had declined to accept it, explaining that Iwas already being guided by the Buddha, through his teachings as re-corded in the Buddhist scriptures, and had no need for any other guid-ance. Eventually, after a good deal of discussion, he had reluctantlyconceded that this might be the case, and that I might indeed be �guided�in my own way, (on his lips a rather damning phrase), though he at thesame time felt obliged to warn me that the guidance that came fromscriptures was much less reliable than that which came directly fromGod through his chosen instrument, the Servant of Servants. Our respec-tive positions having been thus clarified, something like a friendship de-veloped between Dr Mehta and me. I often stayed with him when I wasin Bombay, and at his invitation often lectured on Buddhism under theauspices of the Society of Servants of God. He was also warmly support-ive of my work among the followers of Dr Ambedkar. His authoritative,even dictatorial ways with his disciples and dependants notwithstand-ing, he was fundamentally a very kind man, and over the years I hadgrown very fond of him. During the week that Terry and I spent as hisguests the authoritarian side of his character was very much in evidence,and I soon realized that my sensitive friend was uncomfortable in DrMehta�s presence. So uncomfortable was he, indeed, that he sometimesfound meals at the flat rather an ordeal, and was glad whenever we wereinvited out to lunch or dinner by other, less intimidating friends of mine.Fortunately Terry felt quite at home with the newly-converted Buddh-ists, some of whom were on our doorstep literally within hours of our ar-rival. The first to appear was Maheshkar, the sociable, enthusiastic, andhyperactive young Maharashtrian who for months together had beenmy travelling companion and faithful translator, and who, with hisfuture wife, had organized scores, if not hundreds, of the lectures I gavein and around Poona in the late fifties and early sixties. The following
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night he was translating for me again. According to my diary there was ahappy, friendly atmosphere at the meeting, which was held at Worli, inChawl No. 86. What my diary does not record, and Terry�s does, is thatthe meeting was held in the corridor of the chawl, and that he took manypictures and was garlanded. Terry�s diary in fact shows that he wasstruck by much that was familiar to me and of which my own diarytherefore makes no mention. Thus it records that most Bombay taxiswere �falling apart�, and that at a meeting held in the open outsideanother chawl, about 150 people attended �amongst chickens, pigeonsand insects�. At the Hampstead Vihara and the Buddhist Society I wasaccustomed to lecture under very different conditions: yet it was thesame Dharma I was teaching. The entry for the following day speaks ofour visiting a �ramshackle� vihara on the main road and being taken inprocession to a chawl and given an elaborate lunch in �badly smellingquarters � dark and damp. Every doorway decorated with rice paste.Food eaten with hands. Cold rice and cold soup. 4 speeches mine in-cluded. Garland and flowers received.� Entries for other days make men-tion of deformed beggars, red bananas, and cows that wandered on theplatforms of suburban railway stations and in the streets. On our last daybut one in Bombay I gave three lectures, two of them in the evening, andthe difference between our respective diary entries illustrates the extentto which Terry was affected by sights which, while they were familiar tome, were totally unfamiliar to him. �Two lectures � worst conditions sofar,� his diary records. �Moving through narrow alleys between shacks.�My diary simply states: �At 7.15 went to Worli. Gave lecture on BuddhistMeditation. Gathering slightly restless. Then to Pathan Chawl. Spoke onFive Spiritual Faculties. Good quiet audience.�In 1966 the term �culture shock� had not yet been invented, or at leastwas not yet in general circulation, but there is little doubt that during ourweek in Bombay, and even subsequently, Terry suffered from that �feel-ing of disorientation experienced by a person suddenly subjected to anunfamiliar culture or way of life� that the word signifies. His introductionto India was thus not an easy one, especially as he had to cope not onlywith culture shock but also with the anxiety he experienced in the pres-ence of Dr Mehta. His diary for these days bears poignant witness to hisstruggles � struggles of which I was not always cognizant. �Bit brighter today,�reads one entry. �I really must make more intense effort and yet inwardlyfeel very reluctant and experience this void-like apathy.� Sometimes hedid manage to make that more intense effort, especially in connectionwith our meetings in the chawls, at which he was invariably called upon
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to �say a few words�. Very much to his astonishment, he found it easier �or at least less difficult � to address a hundred or more poor, mostly illiter-ate Indian Buddhists than it had been for him, a year earlier, to make afarewell speech to his colleagues at the advertising agency. His speechwas translated sentence by sentence (he soon learned to make a fewnotes on the back of an envelope beforehand), and at the end of eachtranslated sentence there was a burst of applause that encouraged him tolaunch into the next. The experience of addressing a warmly appreciativeaudience did a lot to boost Terry�s confidence, so that by the time we leftBombay for Dharamsala he was in a more positive emotional state � atleast for the time being � than might otherwise have been the case.The compound of Swargashram, the Dalai Lama�s residence inDharamsala, was surrounded by barbed wire, and there were soldiers onduty at the entrance, to whom we had to show our passports before be-ing allowed inside. It was not altogether clear whether His Holiness wasthe honoured guest of the Government of India or its prisoner. At thetime of our meeting the Tibetan hierarch was thirty-one, had lived inIndia as a refugee for seven years, and had not yet visited the West. Itwas not the first time we had met, meetings having taken place in both1956 and 1957, when he and the Panchen Lama were in India for the2,500th Buddha Jayanti celebrations, and subsequently, after hisdramatic escape from Tibet in 1959, so that we were reasonably wellacquainted already. Unfortunately my diary has no more to say aboutthat Dharamsala meeting than does my letter from India, except that itlasted from 10.20 to 11.15 in the morning, and that besides meditation wediscussed �translation of Tibetan texts etc.�. Afterwards Terry took photo-graphs of us outside, and I noticed how uncomfortable the Dalai Lamawas feeling in the brilliant sunshine while we posed together, how hekept mopping his brow with the corner of his thick maroon robe, andhow impatient he was to get back into the cool of the bungalow.If our diaries are to be believed, Terry was in good spirits during thefive days that we spent in the two hill stations. I was all the more sur-prised, therefore, that for much of the thirty-six-hour journey fromPathankot to Baroda he should have been so very depressed. Perhaps hewas unhappy that � as the fine dust covering everything served to re-mind us � we were on our way back to the filthy, poverty-stricken citiesof the plain. Or perhaps he was disappointed that he had not met hisôãkinî in the streets of the Dharamsala bazaar or among the shrines ofDalhousie, for, as I well knew, the hope of meeting that unique, miracu-lous being was never far from my friend�s thoughts.



Chapter Forty-FourAmong the New Buddhists
in the late fifties and early sixties my work among the new Buddhists� as the followers of Dr Ambedkar who had converted to Buddhismwere sometimes called � had lain mainly in Bombay, Nagpur, Poona,Ahmedabad, and Jabalpur. The Ahmedabad Buddhist community was acomparatively small one, and of its adult members only a small propor-tion were actually practising the Dharma (as distinct from not practisingHinduism), while an even smaller number of them were attempting toextend the movement of conversion. Tiny though it was, this little bandof youthful activists was divided into factions, and I was obliged to de-vote part of the time Terry and I spent in Ahmedabad, on our way toDelhi, to settling the various personal differences that had arisen sincemy last visit. Such differences, and the factionalism to which they soeasily led, seemed to be endemic to the Ahmedabad Buddhist commu-nity. They had arisen more than once before, and if the activists and theirfriends did not take the teachings of the Buddha more to heart theywould be sure to arise again.During the five days that Terry and I spent in Ahmedabad on our wayback to Bombay all was well, and everyone cooperated to make the visita success. On our arrival from Baroda, at five-thirty in the morning, wewere garlanded, given tea in the station restaurant, and shown theGujerati handbill announcing my lectures, after which we were taken bytaxi to the place where we were to stay. This was the home of Amritlal, ayoung unmarried railwayman who had once visited me in Kalimpong �the only Gujerati Buddhist ever to do so. We were accommodated in aquiet and secluded, if rather stuffy, room, where I proceeded to writeletters to friends in Bombay, Nagpur, and England and where we werevisited, both before and after lunch, by many people. In the evening Igave my first lecture, when I addressed what my diary describes as �agood gathering�. After the meeting many people came to Amritlal�s place
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to see me, but as I was suffering from a bad cold and a sore throat, andmoreover had not had much sleep the previous night, I insisted, so mydiary records, �on sleeping early�. Terry�s two-line diary entry for the dayconcludes, �Mice in room. Dung floor.� The mice did not disturb me. Asfor the dung floor, this was a common feature of an Indian home of thetraditional type, a thin layer of semi-liquid dung being smeared over thebeaten earth and allowed to dry. I was well accustomed to this form ofinterior decoration, which sometimes extended to the walls, and in factrather liked it, as it was both cool to the touch and soothing to the eye. ToTerry, of course, a �dung floor� was a novelty, and in his mind it probablyhad all sorts of unpleasant farmyard associations.In the course of the next few days I gave eleven lectures, in a variety ofvenues and to a variety of audiences. There were lectures in public hallsand lectures at crossroads that had been closed to traffic for the occasion,lectures in chawls occupied by workers in the cotton mills, and lecturesin the alleys between shacks, as well as lectures in a village outsideAhmedabad and a lecture at the University. The lectures were by nomeans attended only by Buddhists or potential Buddhists. At theAkhandanand Hall, for example, where I spoke on �Buddhism andHumanism�, there were many Jains in the audience. Like the lecture on�Buddhism and the Modern World� that I gave at the University threedays later, this was an �English� lecture, that is, it was not accompaniedby a running translation into Gujerati, the local language. All my otherlectures were of necessity so accompanied, for a high percentage of thosewho came to hear me, especially the Buddhists, far from being English-educated, were not even literate in their own vernacular. My translatoron these occasions was usually Yashodhara, an unmarried schoolteacherof mature years who had sometimes functioned for me in this capacityon my previous visits. She was a remarkable woman. A brahmin by birth,she had not only become a Buddhist but had thrown in her lot, spiritu-ally speaking, with the youthful activists who were attempting to extendthe movement of conversion in Ahmedabad and the surrounding area.Being an outsider, in that she came from another community � indeed,from the opposite end of the caste spectrum � she was sometimes able toexert a moderating influence on her faction-prone Ambedkaritecolleagues.Though we were staying at Amritlal�s place we did not take our mealsthere, except for lunch on the day of our arrival. We did not even havebreakfast there, arrangements having been made for us to take this meal,as well as our lunch and our afternoon tea, with a different family each
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day, so that in the course of our visit we saw the inside of more than adozen Buddhist homes. This arrangement had the double advantage ofspreading the expense (and the merit) of entertaining us more widelyand of enabling us to have personal contact with as many people as pos-sible. It did, however, mean that we spent a lot of time travelling fromhouse to house. Ahmedabad, then the state capital, was a busy place.More often than not we found ourselves in the midst of a noisy, chaoticstream of motor cars, lorries, scooters, and carts, some of the carts beingdrawn by bullocks, some by camels, and some by sweating, half nakedhuman beings. On one occasion we were stuck in a traffic jam immedi-ately behind an elephant, and I have a vivid recollection of looking upfrom the cycle rickshaw in which we were travelling to see the wrinkledhindquarters of the great beast looming directly above me.The fact that we took our meals in so many different places not onlymeant that we spent a lot of time travelling; it also meant that we spent alot of time talking � both to our host and his family and to the friends andneighbours who came to see us after we had eaten. Sometimes, if itseemed appropriate to do so, I delivered a short �sermon of thanks-giving� in the traditional manner. All this talking did my throat no good,especially as it was in addition to the lecturing I was doing and to theconversations in which I could not help engaging after each lecture, the�English� ones in particular, when I would be quite overwhelmed bypeople wanting to speak to me. Nonetheless, I was glad we were able tohave personal contact with so many people, and thus to learn somethingabout them and about the difficulties they were having to face. Breakfastat Ganpatnagar, for example, was followed by a discussion with variousresidents of the locality, among them a Buddhist income tax inspector, inthe course of which we had to listen to many complaints about the wayin which the Scheduled Castes were discriminated against in matters ofemployment and education and how they lacked all manner of facilities.As I well knew, the complaints were fully justified, and would have beenechoed by the millions of people who belonged to the Scheduled Castesor who had belonged to them prior to their conversion to Buddhism. Atthe same time I felt that the attitude of these particular complainants wasmore negative and defeatist, on the whole, than the situation really war-ranted. I therefore told them that they would have to stand on their ownfeet, and that they could expect no help from outside India, meaning by�outside India� the Buddhist countries of Asia.In between meetings and meals Terry and I managed to do a littlesightseeing, most of it on our last day in Ahmedabad. On that day we
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visited the sixteenth-century Sidi Sayeed Mosque, where we admiredthe two windows of filigree marble work, the design of which has beendescribed as �an imitation of twining and interlaced branches, a marvelof delicacy and grace, and finer than anything of the kind to be found inAgra or Delhi�. A third such window had been removed in the days ofthe Raj and taken to the Victoria and Albert Museum in London. Fromthe Sidi Sayeed Mosque we went to the Sabarmati Ashram, whenceMahatma Gandhi had once directed the struggle for Indian independ-ence (�surroundings in terribly slovenly condition,� comments mydiary), and from there, finally, to the nineteenth-century HutheesinghJain Temple, an extensive, rather magnificent structure, the whitemarble splendours of which testified to the wealth, and piety, ofAhmedabad�s sizeable Jain community. The previous day two Jain busi-nessmen had taken us to see a famous Jain scholar-monk, the eighty-seven-year-old Acharya Prem Suri, who lived in a monastery withtwelve or fourteen other white-robed monks, most of them small boys.The Acharya himself did not say anything (he may have been observinga vow of silence), but we had nearly an hour�s discussion with two orthree senior members of the community, one of whom seemed to haveread something about Buddhism, including Zen. Before we left theyshowed us, with understandable pride, the first four volumes of theirvenerable master�s magnum opus, a Sanskrit treatise on the Jain doctrineof karma.Our arrival in Ahmedabad had been accompanied by a certain amountof publicity and it seemed that our departure would be similarly accom-panied. On returning to Amritlal�s place from the University, where mylecture on �Buddhism and the Modern World� had been followed by teawith the staff, we found waiting there a reporter from one of the localpapers. While he interviewed me, Terry packed, after which we left forthe station � in rather a hurry, the interview having delayed us. Amritlal,Yashodhara, and other friends were there to see us off. The train left atsix-fifty. Three hours later we had retired to our berths and were asleep.As we had already spent a week in Bombay, and as I wanted to have atleast a week in Poona, as well as to be in Nagpur by the twenty-third ofthe month, Terry and I passed only one night in the busy commercialcapital of India. Having arrived at Bombay Central at 5.30 in the morn-ing, we took a taxi to Dr Mehta�s place. At ten o�clock, after I had spent acouple of hours with our host, and written letters and made telephonecalls, we walked from Malabar Hill down to Chowpatty, and from there� still following the great curve of the Back Bay � to Marine Drive. It was
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a fine day, with a breeze blowing off the sea. The Taraporewalla Aquar-ium falling in our way, we spent half an hour admiring the tropical fish,some beautiful, some grotesque, then took a taxi to the grimy Gothicsplendours of the Victoria Terminus. Here we had to queue for twohours before getting reservations on the Deccan Queen for the followingafternoon. Relieved to have got them at least, we cashed some travellers�cheques and had lunch at a vegetarian restaurant I knew, by which timemy throat was feeling painfully sore and I was quite hoarse. On ourarrival back at Dr Mehta�s place we found Maheshkar�s friend Thoratwaiting for us. He had come to take us to Worli, he announced. We wereexpected there for lunch. Though we knew nothing of this arrangement,owing to some misunderstanding on the part of the organizers � as itlater transpired � Terry and I had no alternative but to accompanyThorat all the way to Worli. The result was that shortly after 3.30 wefound ourselves sitting down to a traditional Maharashtrian meal in oneof the chawls. Commenting on this episode, Terry wrote in his diary, �T.just about coped. Evident that D. quite positive and determined. T. fear-ful, retiring, and resistant.� The misunderstanding over lunch was not tobe the only one of the day, as we discovered that evening after mylecture on �Tibetan Buddhist Meditation�. I gave this lecture at Theoso-phy Hall, the Indian headquarters of the United Lodge of Theosophists,speaking, with difficulty, for an hour and a half, after which my voicecollapsed completely. It was then that we learned that two meetings hadbeen arranged for us at Worli � an arrangement about which, too, weknew nothing. We went nonetheless. I was unable to speak, but Terryspoke, briefly, as did Bhikkhu Shivalibodhi, an old friend of mine, whohappened to be present.The following morning we did very little, as I could speak only withdifficulty and moreover had a slight temperature. By midday, however, Ifelt better, thanks to a short but refreshing sleep, and we went to havelunch with Hilla Petit, an elderly Parsee friend of mine who lived not faraway, on the other side of the Malabar Hill peninsula. In the afternoon,after I had taken a dose of the homeopathic medicine Hilla had preparedfor me, Terry and I took a taxi to Marine Drive and from there walkedback along the front in the hope of finding something worth photo-graphing. At 4.15 we left for the station, and less than an hour later, hav-ing been seen off by Thorat and a number of other friends, we were onour way to Poona. On my previous journeyings to Poona by the DeccanQueen I had invariably bumped into someone I knew, or who knew me,and this time it was no different. As we climbed up into the Western
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Ghats I was accosted by P.N. Rajbhoj, an opportunistic, publicity-hungry Buddhist mp who had once worked closely with Dr Ambedkarbut who was now a member of the Congress Party.At Poona station Terry and I were met by Maheshkar, his wife Karuna,Amrao, and other old friends of mine, who, as soon as the train stopped,all piled into the carriage and garlanded us. From the train we weretaken to the station restaurant for tea, from the restaurant to the bookinghall, where we were given a reception, with more garlands and manyshouts of �Jai! Victory!�, and from the booking hall to the high schoolplayground where I was to give my first lecture. As I still felt unwell, Ispoke for only half an hour. Terry also spoke (�quite well�, in his own esti-mation), after which, the other speeches being over, we were escorted tothe Nature Cure Clinic and Sanatorium in Tadiwalla Road, just behindthe railway station, where we were to stay, and where, on our arrival ateleven o�clock, Terry and I were warmly welcomed by Dr Mehta�s wifeGulbehn.The Nature Cure Clinic and Sanatorium had been started by Dr Mehtain 1929, when he was in his mid-twenties, and over the years he had builtup a clientele that eventually came to include Mahatma Gandhi and anumber of other leading nationalist politicians. During the last threeyears of his life, in fact, the Mahatma had made the institution his homein Poona, staying with his entourage in the bungalow now occupied byGulbehn, which had been named �Bapu Kuti� in his memory. Since 1953,the year in which he founded the Society of Servants of God, Dr Mehtahad devoted less and less time to naturopathy, though he still saw someof his old patients, and occasionally sent them for rest and recuperationto the Poona institution. By the time I made his acquaintance he hadbeen living in Bombay for some years, and the roomy, high-ceilinged oldsanatorium building was virtually empty, so that he was happy for me touse the place as my headquarters whenever I visited Poona. Thus it wasthat on the occasion of this my latest visit to the city of the Peshwas Icame to be staying there once again, this time with Terry, and thus it wasthat on our arrival at the Clinic that night my friend and I had beenwarmly welcomed by kind-hearted, hospitable Gulbehn, with whom,over the years, I had come to be quite well acquainted.Since they had not seen me for two and a half years, my Buddhistfriends were naturally anxious to make full use of me during my brief so-journ among them, and anxious, therefore, to arrange as many lecturesand other engagements for me as possible. Though I was happy to be ofuse in this way, for the first three or four days that Terry and I spent

3 0 6 MOV I NG AGA I N S T TH E S TREAM



among them I was unable to do as much as I would have wished, as I wasstill feverish and headachy, and felt generally unwell. During that timemy friend and I stayed quietly in the big, cool sanatorium, having break-fast and lunch with Gulbehn over at Bapu Kuti, and going out only in theevening, when I gave my lectures. The first of these lectures was �Buddh-ism in England�. I gave it in the lane next to Karuna�s � or rather herfather�s � house, and it was accompanied by a running translation intoMarathi by Maheshkar, as were all my other Poona lectures except theone I gave the following night at the Western India Club. This was a re-peat performance, so to speak, of the one I had given in Ahmedabad on�Buddhism and Humanism�, and was likewise an �English� lecture. In thecourse of the next two days I gave four more �Marathi� lectures, one ofthem at Yerawada, a suburb of Poona, on �Buddhism and Ambedkar�.According to my diary, this was a particularly well-organized and well-attended lecture, and my audience was delighted � as Buddhist audi-ences always were � to hear me speaking about their beloved leader,thanks to whose courage and vision they had been delivered from the�hell of caste�, as he once called it, and led to the feet of the Buddha.The feverishness and headache left me only on the fifth day of ourvisit, by which time I was already giving two lectures every evening andTerry and I had started going out a little during the day. One such excur-sion took us to Poona�s leading English bookshop, where Terry bought acopy of the Pelican Schopenhauer, another to the Shaniwarwada or�Saturday Market� square in front of the grim old fortress-palace of thePeshwas, of which there remained little more than the tower-flankedmain entrance. The biggest excursion of our visit took us to Kirkhalwadi,a Buddhist village situated about thirty miles from Poona and consistingof a few dozen thatched huts, some of which were in a very tumbledowncondition. We were not expected, and our arrival, with Maheshkar, occa-sioned a good deal of surprise and excitement. The men were working inthe fields (it was mid-afternoon, and a fine day), but the colourfully cladwomen soon emerged from their dark doorways, many of them carryingchildren, and greeted us, once they had overcome their initial shyness,with evident delight. While Terry took photographs, Maheshkar and Ispoke to a few of them, especially one toothless old woman in a greensari, nor were we allowed to leave until we had taken tea in three differ-ent huts. It was from villages such as this that tens of thousands of men,over the years, had migrated to the city, partly in order to better them-selves economically, but partly, in the case of the then Untouchables, to
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escape from the virtual slavery of the caste system, which was particu-larly strong in rural areas.That evening, shortly after our return from Kirkhalwadi, Gulbehngave a tea party in our honour, concerning which my diary has thefollowing entry:Back to the bungalow [i.e. the sanatorium] by 5. Rested and read. At 6o�clock tea party. Mother Fiske, Prof. Driver, Alu Driver, MrsWatchmaker, Mr Rupawate, the Maheshkars, Father Mascarenhas andothers. Quite friendly, but long and unnecessary discussion betweenAlu Driver and Father M. which everyone else found rather tiresome.Father, indeed, seems to have lost his mental grip. Mother Fiske lookedrather startled.Adele Fiske was an elderly Roman Catholic nun from the United Stateswho was doing research into the religious beliefs of the newly-convertedIndian Buddhists. She later published a number of useful papers. OfProfessor Driver and his wife I do not have even the vaguest recollection.They must have been friends of Gulbehn, and like Mrs Watchmaker theymust have been Parsees. (Quite a few Parsee families had adoptedEnglish, or English-sounding, surnames, some of them expressive oftheir ancestral callings.) �Dada Saheb� Rupawate, a plump, jovial man ofabout my own age, was a prominent local politician. A Buddhist, and amember of the Republican Party, the party founded by Dr Ambedkar�slieutenants after his death, he later became a member of the MaharashtraState Government, and he remained a friend and supporter of mine allhis life. The Maheshkars, of course, were my faithful translator and hisshort, energetic wife Karuna. They were both only a few years youngerthan me, and both before and after their marriage, which I had attendedand blessed, they had between them organized many of my lectures inand around Poona.Father Mascarenhas, Goanese by birth and about sixty years of age,was a Roman Catholic priest whose enormous paunch threatened toburst the buttons of his white tropical soutane. I had known him forsome years, through our common association with Dr Mehta and theSociety of Servants of God, where he was the Christian representative,so to speak (I was the Buddhist representative). He was a learned man,with a penchant for theological speculation that had more than oncebrought him into conflict with the Church authorities and led, on oneoccasion, to his being suspended for a while from the exercise of his cleri-cal duties. Now he was in trouble of another kind. As I had learned fromDr Mehta, our old friend had become involved with a local woman,
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which was why he was currently in Poona and not in Bombay. At thetime of Gulbehn�s tea party he must have been undergoing considerableemotional stress, which perhaps accounted for the �unnecessary discus-sion� (I have forgotten what it was about) with Alu Driver and for the factthat he seemed to have lost his mental grip. He may even have beenslightly tipsy, for according to Terry�s laconic diary entry for the daythere was sherry at the party and the good father may have imbibed alittle too freely. No wonder Mother Fiske looked rather startled.From the tea party Terry and I went straight to Camp for a name-giving ceremony, at which I gave names to more than twenty children ofall ages. This engagement was followed by the two lectures of the eve-ning, held at two different venues. My diary conveys something of theflavour of such meetings:First meeting held at New Modikhana Vihara, where I presented andinstalled image 21 2 years ago. Spoke on �Buddhism and Meditation�.Good quiet gathering. Mother F. took photos, but did not stay long.Prof. Driver and Alu Driver stayed for lecture. Second meeting atBhimpura. Very lively gathering. Religious songs. Spoke on �TenDuties�. Good response. Back at bungalow by 11.30.Despite its name, the New Modikhana Vihara was not a monastery but asimple, one-roomed temple-cum-meeting-place, and the image I had in-stalled was a handsome brass image of the Buddha in bhûmispar�a or�earth-touching� pose which had been presented to me some yearspreviously by a pious old Burmese couple. The �Ten Duties� were the tenduties of the lay Buddhist, such as observing the precepts of morality,studying the Dharma, and going on pilgrimage to the sites associatedwith the four principal events of the Buddha�s life.On our last full day in Poona Terry and I did little, as I was again suffer-ing from a sore throat. We had breakfast with Rupawate at his place, Iread Plotinus, there was some discussion, in the evening, with theMaheshkars and half a dozen other visitors, and that was about all. Foronce we were able to retire early, though according to Terry�s diary therats made a lot of noise during the night.In the morning, after I had seen a few people individually, includingan importunate Rajbhoj, Terry and I went with Maheshkar and Karunato look at a property in Tadiwalla Road which was for sale and whichmight, they thought, be suitable for a vihara. We then had lunch for thelast time with Gulbehn, whom I was not to see again, and shortly after-wards set out for the station, where a few dozen people had gathered togarland us and see us off.
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�Left for Nagpur at 8.30� [reads Terry�s diary]. �Tearful goodbye.Miserable journey. Met by chattering colleague of D. D had to get out oftrain until midnight. Poor sleep.�The journey was miserable in that (according to my own diary) it was ahot and dusty one that evening and a hot and stuffy one the followingmorning. The chattering colleague was R.D. Pawar, like Rupawate alocal politician, who joined us at Ahmednagar and travelled with us allthe way to Nagpur. Plump and voluble, he was the kind of person whofinds it difficult to stop talking even when he has nothing to say, and Icould see that Terry found his presence in our compartment extremelytrying. The reason for my having to get out of the train was that word ofmy being on it had travelled up the line and at every station there werenew Buddhists waiting with garlands in their hands. At three or four sta-tions, indeed, there were so many people that I was obliged not only toget down on to the platform but also to deliver a short speech. In thisway I was kept busy until nearly twelve o�clock. The following morning,by contrast, the journey was very tedious. At 1.30 in the afternoon wereached Nagpur. There we were welcomed by my old lawyer friendKulkarni and others and driven to Kulkarni�s place at Dharampath,where we were to stay.Nagpur occupied a special place in the history of the movement of massconversion of Untouchables to Buddhism. It was there, on 14 October1956, that Dr Ambedkar, himself an Untouchable by birth, had inaugu-rated that movement by reciting the time-honoured formula for �goingfor Refuge� to the Buddha, Dharma, and Sangha, together with the FivePrecepts, after a senior Buddhist monk, and then, a few minutes later,personally administering those same Refuges and Precepts to some400,000 of his followers. Unfortunately, my invitation having failed toarrive in time, I had not been present at the ceremony, but the followingmonth I met Ambedkar in Delhi (it was our third meeting) and althoughhe was then a very sick man, and very tired, he insisted on speaking tome at length about his hopes and fears � mostly fears � for the future ofthe movement he had started. From Delhi I travelled to Bombay, andfrom Bombay to Nagpur, as I was eager to make the acquaintance of thenew Buddhists, who in fact had invited me to spend a few days withthem on my way back to Calcutta and give some lectures. An hour aftermy arrival in the city came the news of Ambedkar�s death. He had diedin Delhi, only six weeks after inaugurating the movement of massconversion to Buddhism. In Nagpur, as in towns and villages through-out central, western, and north-western India, his followers were grief-
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stricken and, for the time being, completely demoralized. What wouldthey do, now that their great leader was gone? From Nagpur thousandsof them left immediately for Bombay, where the funeral was to be held.Those who remained in the city � some 100,000 of them � attended thehastily organized condolence meeting that I addressed that night.Dr Ambedkar was not dead but alive, I assured my sobbing and groan-ing audience. He lived on in them, and he lived on in them to the extentto which they were faithful to the ideals for which he had, quite literally,sacrificed his life. My words (I spoke for an hour or more) were not with-out effect. Ambedkar�s stricken followers began to realize that it was notthe end of the world, that there was a future for them even after their be-loved leader�s death, and that the future was not devoid of hope. Duringthe next four days I visited practically all the Untouchable localities ofNagpur and made more than forty speeches, besides initiating about30,000 people into Buddhism. Wherever I went I repeated, in one form oranother, the message I had given at the condolence meeting: Ambedkarwas not dead and his work � the work of conversion � must continue. Bythe time I left Nagpur I had addressed 200,000 people, and local Bud-dhist leaders assured me that my presence at such a critical juncture wasa miracle and that I had saved Nagpur for Buddhism. Whether or notthis was the case, in the course of those five memorable days I had cer-tainly forged a permanent link with the Buddhists of Nagpur.Nagpur thus occupied a special place in my life, and I was thereforeglad to be back in the city again, glad to be there for the tenth anniver-sary of Ambedkar�s conversion, and glad that Terry and I were staying inthe outhouse Kulkarni had built for himself in the yard behind hisbrother�s residence, where I had stayed on all my subsequent visits toNagpur. On the day of our arrival we had no engagements, but the fol-lowing day was a busy one. At nine o�clock we were taken to see theDiksha Bhumi or �Initiation Ground�, as the eighteen-acre site of the 1956mass conversion was called. Thousands of people were already there,many of them having spent the night on the spot. From the DikshaBhumi we were taken to the Nagpur Central Jail where, Kulkarni trans-lating, I spoke for an hour to a very quiet and attentive audience of about500 prisoners, many of them Buddhists. After the talk came tea, whichwas handed round by our escort of �trusties� (prisoners who were serv-ing life sentences for murder), and there was what my diary describes as�quite a grand reception�. The rest of the morning was spent at theDiksha Bhumi, where Terry and I went round the area with Kulkarniand a few others, despite the intense heat, and where Terry photo-
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graphed the huge bust of Ambedkar � fifteen or more feet high with itspedestal � which marked the spot where he had stood and recited theRefuges and Precepts, as well as taking shots of unhygienic-looking teastalls, turbaned vendors of fried snacks, displays of garish oleographs ofpoliticians, film stars, and Buddhas, and families resting in the shade ofthe bullock carts that had brought them in from the surrounding villages.On returning to Kulkarni�s place we found Dr M.B. Niyogi, a formerChief Justice of the Nagpur High Court, waiting for us. I had met him anumber of times, and knew him quite well. Kulkarni had invited himand several other members and ex-members of the Nagpur bench andbar to lunch, and these very elderly and very distinguished gentlemenall interrupted one another so often, and talked at such cross purposes,that I felt like Alice at the Mad Hatter�s tea party and was not sorry whenlunch was over and I could spend some time talking with Terry andmaking a few notes for the lecture I would be giving in a few hours� time.The meeting celebrating the tenth anniversary of Dr Ambedkar�shistoric conversion started at 7 o�clock, but it was not until 8.30 that I wascalled upon to speak. G.S. Talwatkar, of the People�s Education society,translated for me, and I spoke for an hour. Afterwards I was told that200,000 people were there that night, but as the only illumination camefrom the floodlights on the stage and the strings of feeble electric bulbson the periphery of the vast gathering, I could see only a fraction ofthem. I have no recollection of what I said on the occasion, but I musthave spoken about Ambedkar�s achievements, about the significance ofthe movement of mass conversion inaugurated by him, about the impor-tance of actually practising the Dharma, and about the need for unity, itbeing common knowledge that both the Republican Party and its reli-gious counterpart the Buddhist Society of India had split into a variety ofwarring factions. Though I do not remember what I said that night, Ihave a vivid recollection of the vast blackness of the sky, of the faces ofthe thousands of men and women seated on the ground directly in frontof me, and of the evident satisfaction with which my words werereceived.The next two days were filled with interviews and visits, one of themto a nearby vihara, as well as two legal tea parties, and a little reading. Onthe morning of the third day (the fourth since our arrival in Nagpur)Terry and I were escorted to the bus by Kulkarni and a young monk ofmy acquaintance, and soon after 7 o�clock we were on our way toJabalpur. The journey was a long and bumpy one, in the course of whichour �luxury coach� (as Terry, in his diary, ironically terms the battered old
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vehicle in which we were travelling) stopped three times for tea and wesaw monkeys, vultures, and a good deal of jungle. At 2.30 in the after-noon we reached Jabalpur, where we found a number of local Buddhistswaiting at the bus station to receive us and where we spent two nights,one at a hotel and one with Taranath Bhagat and his family, with whom Ihad stayed once or twice before. During our short stay we were taken tosee a vihara that was under construction and a small temple, both ofwhich were picturesquely situated on hilltops on the outskirts of thetown. The vihara was the scene of a small function, at which I made aspeech, while at the temple I installed an image of the Buddha and gavea short address. Both at the hotel and at Bhagat�s place we had manyvisitors, and though again suffering from a sore throat I was obliged toanswer a host of questions. Most of the questions were quite inane, ourvisitors, with the exception of one bright young man, all being quite dulland unintelligent.In the afternoon of our second day in Jabalpur Terry and I visited theRailway Hospital, where Bhagat now worked, and met Dr Chetty, thephysician in charge, and an Indian Christian nurse married to a ChineseBuddhist. The nurse was evidently a woman of character. She had fivechildren, she told us, and her husband worked in the circus. That eve-ning she came to see us, and we talked with her and others until mid-night. At 12.30 we left for the station, where she and Bhagat helped us geta two-berth compartment on the Kashi Express, when it at last arrived at2.30. We slept until seven, and at 4.30 in the afternoon, after an unevent-ful journey, reached Varanasi. Half an hour later we were in Sarnath.



Chapter Forty-FiveOn Pilgrimage
according to the Mahãparinibbãna Sutta, the sutta of the �Great Pass-ing�, the Buddha shortly before his death told Ãnanda, his disciple andconstant companion, that there were four places the sight of whichshould arouse emotion in the faithful. These were the place where hewas born, the place where he attained Supreme Enlightenment, theplace where he �set in motion the Wheel of Dharma� or first taught thetruth he had discovered, and the place where he finally passed beyondmundane existence. During my years in India I had visited all foursacred sites, now known, respectively, as Rummindei, Bodh Gaya,Sarnath, and Kusinara. The first and second I had visited twice, the thirdand fourth at least five or six times, so that my memories of both Sarnathand Bodh Gaya were of a composite nature and it was not always pos-sible for me to tell what I had done, or whom I had met, on which visit.In the case of Sarnath, however, blurred and blended though mymemories of subsequent visits may have been, I had a vivid recollectionof my first visit to the place � a recollection that was all the more vivid forthe experience itself having been, in one important respect, so painful.The year was 1949, the month Vaishakha (April�May), the hottest monthin the Indian calendar. With my friend and companion Satyapriya(Robin Banerjee) I arrived in Sarnath one morning, the pair of us havingwalked all the way from Varanasi. The reason for our walking there, de-spite the intense heat, was that we were observing the rule of not han-dling money and therefore were not in a position to hire a taxi or cyclerickshaw. For the last two years we had been freelance wandering ascet-ics, living on alms, studying and meditating, and testing in various waysour readiness to take formal ordination as Buddhist monks. Convincedthat we were, in fact, now ready, we had travelled from South India, viaBombay, to Sarnath. At Sarnath, we knew, there was a branch of theMaha Bodhi Society of India and a community of Theravãdin Buddhist
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monks, and from these monks we hoped to receive ordination. We werecruelly disappointed. On our arrival, footsore and weary, we were re-ceived in an unfriendly, even hostile manner, grudgingly accommo-dated and fed, and refused ordination with flimsy excuses which, welater discovered, were no better than lies. We were therefore forced toseek ordination elsewhere. But that is another story. During the next fif-teen or sixteen years I visited Sarnath a number of times, and in this waycame to know the Maha Bodhi Society monks reasonably well. Therewere five or six of them altogether, only one of whom was Indian, therest being Sinhalese. Some of them later apologized for the way that theyhad treated Satyapriya and me. Hindus who only wanted to be finan-cially supported were coming and asking for ordination all the time,they explained, and they could not be too careful. The first to apologizewas the Venerable M. Sangharatana, the Maha Bodhi Society�s bhikkhu-in-charge at Sarnath, who from the first had been less unfriendly thanthe other members of the little monastic community. Though impulsiveto the point of rashness, and far too outspoken for his own good, he wasa warm-hearted man, with a stronger feeling for the Dharma than mostof his fellow monks, and over the years an increasingly cordial relation-ship had developed between us.As it happened, the first person Terry and I met on emerging from thetaxi that had brought us to Sarnath and to the door of the Maha BodhiSociety was none other than lean, excitable Sangharatana. He was gladto see me, and at once showed us to our room in the big pink sandstonerest-house where we were to stay. After we had settled in, and had takena stroll in the pleasant, park-like area on the other side of the road, I wentand paid my respects to the chief monk. This was the VenerableSasanasiri, a corpulent, jovial, easy-going man of about sixty who occu-pied a room on the same floor of the building. I found him lying in bed.He was suffering from high blood pressure, he told me, and the doctorhad ordered him to take complete rest. Though he spoke cheerfully, Inoticed that his face had an ashen look, and that the monks who werecaring for him seemed anxious. One of these monks was quiet, scholarlyDhammaratana, a colleague of mine on the editorial board of the MahaBodhi Journal, who was usually to be found in Calcutta. From him Ilearned that the Venerable Jagdish Kashyap, with whom I had studiedPali, Abhidharma, and Logic, was now at Nalanda. This was good news,for I wanted not only to see my old teacher but also to tell him that I haddecided that my future lay in the West. Nalanda, in any case, was one ofthe places Terry and I were planning to visit on our way to Calcutta and,
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eventually, Kalimpong, the little town in the eastern Himalayas where Ihad lived for fourteen years � a third of my life.Terry and I spent nine or ten days in Sarnath, dividing our time mainlybetween explorations of the extensive archaeological area and expedi-tions into Varanasi. The principal object of interest in the archaeologicalarea was the still-standing portion of the monolithic column on whichwas inscribed, in Brahmi letters, the edict in which the emperor Ashokawarns the members of the monastic community against schism. We alsocircumambulated the massive Dhamekh Stupa, which marked the spotwhere the Buddha sat to give his first teaching, thus �setting in motion ofWheel of Dharma�, visited the Sarnath Museum, saw the room in theBurmese Temple where I had received my ordination as a bhikshu, andstudied the Ajanta-style frescoes in the Mulagandhakuti Vihara, thepink sandstone temple built by Anagarika Dharmapala, the founder ofthe Maha Bodhi Society. In colourful, chaotic Varanasi there naturallywas much more to see, though little or nothing of Buddhist interest orsignificance, the ancient city having long been a stronghold of orthodoxHinduism.Like most visitors, we saw the Durga Temple, with its unfriendlymother monkeys, the beautiful, dazzlingly white marble mausoleum ofSwami Bhaskarananda, a nineteenth-century Hindu ascetic, and thedusty, dilapidated Bharat Mata Mandir or �Temple of Mother India�,where the object of worship, so to speak, was a huge contour model ofthe subcontinent. On one occasion we hired a boat and spent a couple ofhours being rowed slowly past the famous ghats or bathing places, onthe crumbling steps of which brahmin priests sat performing rituals be-neath huge, mushroom-like umbrellas, where dead bodies were beingcremated, apparently with very little ceremony, where washermen werebanging and slapping clothes and beggars soliciting alms, and from thesafety of which pilgrims of all ages were taking their ceremonial dip inthe sacred, sin-absolving waters. Wedged between the ghats weredomed and pinnacled temples innumerable, some of them tilted at sucha rakish angle, due to subsidence, that they looked as though they mightslip or topple over into the Ganges at any minute. Once we stayed longerin the city than usual, so that by the time we left the moon had risen andwe made the journey back to Sarnath by moonlight. It was a full moon,and so bright that Terry tried � unsuccessfully � to take a picture of itthrough the leaves of one of the wayside bodhi trees.Most evenings I joined Sangharatana and the other monks for thesix-thirty puja, as I was accustomed to do when staying at Sarnath. The
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puja took place in the sanctuary, as it might be termed, that occupied thefar end of the Mulabandhakuti Vihara�s single nave and was on aslightly higher level. We sat in a row in front of the white marble image-table, cross-legged, and in order of seniority, with the more senior inordination on the right and the more junior on the left. Over the years Ihad moved up along the row, and more often than not there would bemore monks sitting on my left than on my right. The puja consisted ofthe chanting, in Pali, of the Three Refuges and the verses for offeringflowers, lights, and incense, followed by theMaúgala, Karanîyamettã, andRatana Suttas, and verses invoking the blessings of the Buddha, theDharma, and the Sangha, as well as of the devas or �shining ones�. Ialways enjoyed the chanting, especially when Sangharatana was pres-ent, for despite his emaciated appearance, his narrow chest, and hisever-troublesome liver, he possessed a magnificent bass voice to whichthe temple�s acoustics did full justice.The puja concluded with a short period of meditation, the length ofwhich was determined, as was the chanting led, by the seniormostmonk. We then sat quietly for a few minutes before dispersing. I alwaystook the opportunity of gazing up at the great golden figure on theimage-table, which except for the fact that it was gilded was an exact rep-lica of a fifth-century sculpture in the Sarnath Museum. The Buddha wasdepicted seated, eyes half closed, and with hands exhibiting the mudraof �setting in motion of Wheel of Dharma�. He had set that sublimeWheel in motion � had first taught the truth he had discovered � here inSarnath. It was at a spot only a few dozen yards away that he hadaddressed his first five disciples, who initially were unwilling to give hima hearing. These disciples, and the hundreds of others who became hisdisciples in the years that followed, passed on what they had learned totheir disciples, they to theirs, and so on. In this way the Buddha�s teach-ing had spread, first throughout the Indian subcontinent, then through-out the rest of Asia. Now, twenty-five centuries after the Buddha�sparinirvãäa, that same teaching was beginning to spread � the Dharma-Wheel was beginning to roll � from the East to the West. I was part of theprocess. Having spent twenty years in the East, fourteen of them �work-ing for the good of Buddhism� in Kalimpong as directed by Kashyap-ji, Iwas about to return permanently to the West to work for the good ofBuddhism there. What form that work would take I did not know. Littledid I suspect, sitting there and gazing up at the golden Wheel-TurningBuddha, that there was even then in train a series of events that would
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have the effect, by the end of the year, of making clear to me whatneeded to be done.The laity did not take part in the puja. They sat on the marble floor ofthe nave listening to the chanting of the monks or, with hands claspedtogether as though in prayer, recited verses of their own under theirbreath. Some prostrated themselves from time to time; others chattedquietly, or allowed their eyes to wander to the frescoes depicting epi-sodes in the life of the Buddha that decorated the side walls. Most werepilgrims from the Buddhist countries of South-East Asia, and they camein family groups and accompanied by their own yellow-robed or brown-robed monks who, if there were not too many of them, were sometimesinvited to join the resident monks in the sanctuary. More than once, inthe course of the week, I was asked to give a talk for their benefit imme-diately after the puja, which I did in the traditional manner, that is,seated (on a higher level than my auditors), and concluding with thecustomary blessings. Terry did not always attend the evening puja. Hehad little interest in ritual, and in any case, during our stay in Sarnath hewas often depressed, sometimes quite badly, and did not feel like seeingmuch of other people.One evening only one or two of the resident monks turned up for thepuja. All the others were with Venerable Sasanasiri, who was seriouslyill. The following morning, on returning to the rest-house from the de-serted refectory, I learned that he had died the previous night, on theway to hospital, his very high blood pressure having resulted in a heartattack. The funeral procession left from the rest-house at nine-thirty,exactly twelve hours after the chief monk�s death. Before it left, I wentalong to his room to pay my last respects, and Terry, at Sangharatana�srequest, took photographs of the body for dispatch to the Sri Lankanpapers, afterwards commenting in his diary �Interesting but macabre.�Several hundred people took part in the procession, which was a colour-ful affair, including as it did not only the yellow-robed monks on andaround the decorated vehicle carrying the corpse but also a number ofred-robed Tibetan monks with their drums and other musical instru-ments, Sinhalese and Burmese pilgrims holding five-coloured Buddhistflags, and students from the Maha Bodhi High School. The cremationtook place on a hillock near Sarnath railway station. Soon the flameswere leaping up from the pyre and within minutes the heat was so in-tense that everyone had to withdraw to a distance of a dozen or moreyards, especially as it was now midday, and to the heat of the flames
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there was added the scorching heat of the sun, which blazed down uponthe scene from a sky of cloudless blue.In the afternoon Terry and I went into Varanasi, where we walkedalong the riverside for a while, bought six rosaries of black seeds, andmade up for having had no breakfast and only a very small lunch bytreating ourselves to a meal at the Kwality Restaurant.Besides exploring the archaeological area and going on expeditionsinto Varanasi, during our stay in Sarnath Terry and I visited the Tibetangompa and the Ladakhi rest-house, neither of which had been there afew years ago. Indeed, since the time of my earliest visits to the place akind of cantonment had sprung up between the end of the road onwhich stood the Maha Bodhi Society�s rest-house and the new railwaystation. At the Ladakhi rest-house I had a pleasant talk with the youngmonk-in-charge, who turned out to be a relation of Kusho Bakula, theincarnate lama who was present at my bhikshu ordination in 1959. I alsomet some of the Ladakhi boys who had once spent their summer holi-days with me in Kalimpong, having been brought there by LamaLobzang, their then mentor, another relation of Kusho Bakula�s, andwho now attended the Maha Bodhi High School. The Tibetan gompaand the Ladakhi rest-house were not the only recent additions to the at-tractions and amenities of Sarnath. There was also a open-air tea shop.Terry and I patronized it more than once, sitting at one of the little tables,sipping our strong, sweet Indian tea, and contemplating the passingscene. At other tables sat Buddhist pilgrims of different nationalities,middle-class Hindu day trippers from Varanasi and, occasionally, aWestern tourist or two. Once we saw four or five American hippies, oneof them a woman with a baby. Long-haired, emaciated, and half naked,and seemingly under the influence of drugs, they moved mechanicallyfrom table to table soliciting alms. Some of the Indians they approachedwere evidently shocked to see white people begging, and gave, whenthey did give, as much out of embarrassment as generosity. For my part,I felt sorry for the poor hippies, the first I had seen. They did not lookvery happy, and though I could understand their rejection of conven-tional values, a rejection soon to become widespread among youngpeople in the West, I also saw that because of their inability to replacethose values by real ones they had lost their way and were simplydrifting.Though there was much for us to do and to see at Sarnath, Terry and Idid not forget our friends in England. Many letters and postcards hadbeen sent from Ahmedabad and other places along the way, and in
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Sarnath we wrote more of them then ever. Terry wrote to his parents,and to Vivien, Alan, Viriya, and other friends. I wrote to Thien Chau,Viriya, and Francoise, to my mother, to Maurice and Ruth Walshe, toeach of the Three Musketeers, to Christmas Humphreys, and to sundryother members of the Sangha Association and the Buddhist Society. Ialso wrote to our hosts and other friends in Bombay, Ahmedabad,Poona, and Nagpur, thanking them for their hospitality and coopera-tion, as well as to friends I was expecting to meet in Bodh Gaya, Calcutta,and Kalimpong, alerting them to my impending arrival with Terry.Among those in Kalimpong to whom I wrote was Sramanera Thubden,one of the two young Tibetans whom I had left in charge of the TriyanaVardhana Vihara. He was of a very serviceable disposition, and as soonas he heard I was in Sarnath he came and joined me there in order to beof assistance, arriving from Calcutta two days before Terry and I weredue to leave for Bodh Gaya.The following day there was a ceremonial food-offering to the Monas-tic Order in memory of Venerable Sasanasiri. About thirty Theravãdinbhikkhus were duly fed, and about fifty Tibetan monks, includingThubden. Among the bhikkhus who happened to be in Sarnath that daythere were several from Thailand. One of them, Sukitti by name, wasknown to me, and after the meal I invited him and his companions to myroom, where we talked for a while about the progress of Buddhism inthe West.On the morning of our last day in Sarnath Terry took a few pictures,we had our last cup of tea at the open-air tea shop, and I had a long talkwith Sangharatana and Dharmarakshita, the only Indian member of theSarnath monastic community. Both men were very worried, especiallySangharatana. For the last year or more the Varanasi-based Hindi presshad been conducting against the Maha Bodhi Society monks, andagainst Sangharatana in particular, a campaign of systematic abuse andvilification. Hardly a day passed without allegations being made by oneor other of the numerous Hindu-owned and Hindu-edited dailies andweeklies. What those allegations were Sangharatana did not say, butknowing the depths to which the vernacular press was capable of sink-ing I did not need to ask. In recent weeks the campaign had reached sucha pitch that the Maha Bodhi Society�s governing body in Calcutta, fear-ing that the organization�s reputation and standing were being jeopar-dized, had started putting pressure on Sangharatana to leave Sarnath.He did not want to leave Sarnath, he told me passionately, almost intears, but it was beginning to look as though he would be forced to do so.
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When I left for Bodh Gaya that afternoon, with Terry and Thubden, itwas therefore with a feeling of sadness on Sangharatana�s account andwith the reflection that, now as in the Buddha�s day, in their efforts toretard or roll back the Wheel of Dharma Mara and his agents would stopat nothing.In Bodh Gaya we stayed at the rather splendid Thai temple, built bythe Thai government in traditional style a few years earlier. I had stayedthere once or twice before, and was acquainted with several of the resi-dent monks. Though I had not visited Bodh Gaya so often as Sarnath,my memories of the former, too, were of a composite nature, and I had adistinct recollection of only two visits. Naturally my first visit, whichtook place in the winter of 1949�50 in the company of VenerableSangharatana, was one of these. On that occasion I had been deeplymoved, and felt like bursting into a paean in celebration of the beautiesof the great pilgrimage centre, as I actually did long afterwards whenwriting about the visit. The other visit of which I have a distinct recollec-tion took place about ten years later. I was travelling with BhikkhuVivekananda, my closest friend among the Thai monks, and we hadtaken a cycle rickshaw from Gaya station to Bodh Gaya. We did notreach our destination until after midnight and found the place com-pletely deserted. Even the roadside boutiques were closed and a pro-found silence reigned. As we neared the Maha Bodhi Temple, the centraltower of which was silhouetted against the starry sky, to our astonish-ment we saw that in every niche of the great building, as well as on thenumerous votive stupas by which it was surrounded, a little oil lamp wasburning. There must have been thousands of lamps. So tranquil was thescene that it was not difficult to believe they had been placed there inworship of the Buddha not by any human agency but by the invisiblehands of devas.At the Thai temple a stricter discipline prevailed than at the MahaBodhi Monastery in Sarnath. Bhikkhus, novices, and laymen were allrigidly separated. They were accommodated separately, and ate sepa-rately. This meant that Terry and I did not see each other at meals or inthe evening. The rest of the day we passed together as usual, circum-ambulating the temple and paying our respects to the Bodhi Tree, to theVajrasana or �Diamond Throne� on which the Buddha gained Enlighten-ment, and to the life-sized image of the Master that dominated thegloomy, candlelit inner shrine. As it was winter, and the pilgrimage andtourist season was in full swing, the sacred site was a crowded and some-times noisy place. Indeed, it was much noisier and more crowded than I
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remembered it as having been on any of my previous visits. Not onlywere there hundreds more pilgrims and tourists but in the interval manymore boutiques and stalls had sprung up. During the two days that wewere in Bodh Gaya Terry and I therefore spent less time in and aroundthe Maha Bodhi Temple than on the shores of a nearby lake in whichthere grew many water-lilies. While Terry took photographs I contem-plated the pink blossoms that rose, here and there, from among the darkgreen leaves. According to the scriptures the Buddha, shortly after hisEnlightenment, had �seen� such a lake � not, indeed, of pink water-liliesbut of blue, red, or white lotuses. Some of the lotuses he saw throve inthe water without coming out of it, some rested on the surface of thewater, and some, coming right up out of the water, stood clear of thewater, unwetted by it. So seeing, the scriptures relate, he saw �beingswith little dust on their eyes and with much dust on their eyes, with keenfaculties and dull faculties, with good qualities and bad qualities, easy toteach and hard to teach, and some who dwelt seeing fear in the otherworld and blame as well�. Thus seeing, he decided not to remain silent,as hitherto he had been inclined to do, but rather to communicate thetruth he had discovered. The Doors of the Deathless were now wideopen, and those who heard him had only to put forth their faith. Perhapsit was while he was walking or sitting on the shores of this very lake thatthe Buddha had decided to teach.The Thai temple was not the only new building in Bodh Gaya. Besidesthe Maha Bodhi Society�s modest rest-house several other temples andmonasteries had been erected there in recent times, that is to say sincethe restoration of the site by a British archaeologist towards the end ofthe nineteenth century. One of these was the Tibetan gompa, the hori-zontal lines of which were in striking contrast to the more vertical linesof its colourful Thai neighbour. Here we met a lama who happened toknow me, and were amused to see that in front of one of the images inthe main chapel there had been placed for the enlightenment of touristsa sign which read �god buddha�. We also visited the Samanvaya ashrambuilt ten years earlier by Vinoba Bhave, the veteran follower of MahatmaGandhi, in order to �increase the importance of Bodh Gaya in the eyes ofthe world�. At this institution we met Munindra Barua, a practitioner of�insight meditation�, whom I had known since 1949 and with whom Ihad had more than one lively discussion about the merits of this contro-versial new Burmese technique. With him there were two Westernnovices, Yasa and Sariputta by name, the one German, the other Swiss.The pair had come to see me in Bombay and told me on that occasion
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that they had spent seven years in the East and that the experience hadproved a disappointing one. Since then they had visited Kalimpong andwere now, apparently, on pilgrimage in Bodh Gaya before finally re-turning to Europe.Back at the Thai temple I talked about meditation with my room-mateand had a long discussion with the Lord Abbot, as he was styled, aboutthe progress of Buddhism in England. I must have mentioned that manyEnglish Buddhists were vegetarians, for in the course of our exchange ittranspired that the Lord Abbot was a decided opponent of vegetarian-ism, both the principle and practice of which he clearly regarded as be-ing very unbuddhistic. His attitude did not really surprise me, for I knewthat the vast majority of Thai monks were inveterate meat-eaters, andwould go to any lengths of rationalization to justify their fondness forpork and chicken. At the Thai temple itself even the simplest dishes weremixed with meat, so that whether at breakfast or at lunch bothEkkapanno � the temple�s sole resident vegetarian � and I found it diffi-cult to get enough to eat. Since the Lord Abbot was senior to me in ordi-nation, and I was moreover a guest, I made no attempt to defend thecause of vegetarianism, especially as I knew that in any case few Thaimonks were open to conviction on the subject.My most interesting encounter was with Venerable Dhammajoti, oneof the Maha Bodhi Society monks who had been so unwilling to ordainSatyapriya and me all those years ago. Terry and I came across him in thecourse of one of our circumambulations. He was performing a puja be-neath the Bodhi Tree, and had with him a small Sinhalese boy. The boywas a medium, Dhammajoti explained, and the late AnagarikaDharmapala, who had been reborn in one of the higher, heavenlyworlds, spoke through him. Anagarika Dharmapala was, of course, thefounder of the Maha Bodhi Society, and he had spent much of his lifetrying to wrest ownership of the Bodh Gaya temple from the mercenaryHindu mahant whose predecessors had gained possession of the siteafter it was sacked by the Muslim invaders. Though he may indeed havebeen reborn as a deva, and though I did not altogether disbelieve in thepossibility of mediumship, the idea of the Anagarika communicatingwith his disciples in such a manner was somehow distasteful to me and Ifound it difficult to accept Dhammajoti�s claim.During our stay in Bodh Gaya Terry was consistently cheerful, and heremained cheerful at least for the next two or three days, in the course ofwhich we concluded our pilgrimage to the sacred sites by visiting Rajgirand Nalanda. At Rajgir we saw the caves associated, respectively, with
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Mahãka�yapa, the most ascetic of the Buddha�s disciples, and with theso-called First Council. We also climbed to the top of the Vulture�s Peak,where according to tradition the Buddha had revealed the White LotusSûtra, one of the most important Mahãyãna scriptures. At Nalanda weexplored the extensive and immense remains of the great Buddhist mo-nastic university, visited the museum, and talked with the students andprofessors of the university�s modest modern successor, the NalandaPali Institute, founded by Venerable Kashyap in the previous decade.Kashyap-ji himself was not at the Institute when Terry and I arrived, buthe came some hours later, and that evening and the following morningmy old teacher and I had a long talk. In the course of the talk he gave hisblessing to my plan of returning permanently to the West and workingfor Buddhism there. He gave it all the more readily for his being very dis-appointed with conditions in India, where little remained of the idealismthat had inspired the Independence movement, and for his being pessi-mistic about the future of the Dharma in the land of its birth. For my ownpart, I was glad to have seen Kashyap-ji again, and glad to have receivedhis blessing as I entered upon the next stage of my life and work as aBuddhist.Thirty-six hours later, having returned to Bodh Gaya for the night, myfriend and I, accompanied by Thubden, left Gaya for Calcutta at 8.30 inthe evening by the Dun Express. Our little party reached Howrah stationon the morning of 13 November, exactly twelve hours after leaving Gaya.Soon we were in a taxi and on our way to the Maha Bodhi Society�s head-quarters in College Square, where we were welcomed by my oldacquaintance Venerable Jinaratana who, like Sarnath-basedSangharatana, was one of the society�s two joint secretaries.



Chapter Forty-SixEditorial Interlude
anagarika dharmapala had started the Maha Bodhi Journal in 1892, ayear after founding the Maha Bodhi Society. I was invited to join theEditorial Board in 1953, and since then had been virtually in charge of themagazine. Normally I edited it from my hermitage in Kalimpong, theSociety having agreed to this arrangement, though I had to bring outsome issues in the course of my increasingly lengthy lecture toursamong the new Buddhists. I also went down to Calcutta each year inorder to edit the special Vaishakha number of the Journal, which wasthree or four times bigger than the average monthly number and con-tained, more often than not, articles by such distinguished Buddhistauthors as Lama Govinda and Dr Conze. This visit invariably took placeduring April and May, that is, at the height of the hot season, whenCalcutta could indeed be termed the City of Dreadful Heat, as well as theCity of Dreadful Noise. Many were the days I had spent proof-reading inmy room on the second floor of the headquarters building, with the per-spiration trickling down my body and falling in great drops from myforehead on to the galleys spread out on the table before me. This time,however, I was visiting the city not at the height of the hot season but inthe middle of the so-called cold season. Though the weather was still hotby English standards at least during the day, it was not uncomfortablyso, and Terry and I were able to get out and about without experiencingany discomfort on account of the heat.My acquaintance with Calcutta went back to 1945, when I was still inthe Army, and when a friendly Hindu monk had taken me on a tour ofsome of the city�s religious and cultural institutions, including the MahaBodhi Society�s headquarters in College Square. Since then I had visitedthe sprawling former metropolis many times, especially after taking onthe editorship of the Maha Bodhi Journal, and had come to be familiarwith the place. Indeed, I had grown quite fond of it, despite the heat and
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noise and congestion, and even had a few favourite haunts to which Iwas now soon taking Terry. Prominent among these favourite haunts ofmine were the well-stocked English language bookshops in CollegeStreet, Chowringhee, and Park Street, all of which my friend and Ivisited more than once in the course of our ten days in Calcutta. We alsospent more than one pleasant half hour poring over the contents of thesecond-hand bookstalls on the other side of the Square, where in pastyears I had picked up more than one bargain. Naturally I made severalpurchases. For Terry I bought Adler�s Understanding Human Nature andHusserl�sPhenomenology and the Crisis of Philosophy, and for myself DavidLack�s Evolutionary Theory and Christian Belief, Julian Huxley�s The LivingThoughts of Darwin, and George Bernard Shaw�s Back to Methuselahsequence, the lengthy Preface to which has been described as the wittiestsummary of the Darwinian controversy ever written. The reason for mywanting to read up on the subject of evolution was that earlier in theyear I had given a lecture on �Evolution � Lower and Higher�, in which Isought to situate the Buddhist spiritual path within a broader, �evolu-tionary� context, and this line of thought I wanted to pursue further. In1969, indeed, two years after my return to England, I was to give a seriesof eight lectures under the title �The Higher Evolution of Man�.While Terry and I were getting out and about in the city, sometimes onfoot, sometimes taking advantage of the crowded two-car trams, thelittle printing press round the corner was hard at work on the jointSeptember-October number of the Maha Bodhi Journal, with the resultthat from the fourth or fifth day after our arrival I was spending time cor-recting page proofs. �Many mistakes,� my diary comments tersely. I alsobecame drawn into some of the activities that were taking place at theheadquarters building, as well as in the Sri Dharmarajika Vihara, imme-diately behind which the building was situated. Besides attending, inmy editorial capacity, a meeting of the Finance Committee, I gave alecture on �Buddhism in England�, spoke at the reception given in hon-our of the Crown Prince of Laos, and took part in the kaìhina or �difficult�ceremony that was held in the shrine room of the Vihara. The kaìhina or�difficult� ceremony (there were various explanations of why it was socalled) was the ceremony at which the laity offered fresh robes to thosemonks who had observed the vassãvãsa or rains residence, and despitethe fact that I had not observed it that year I, too, was given robes. As thelay people offering the robes were all from Calcutta�s rather HinduizedBengali Buddhist community, and as the gathering contained a largenumber of women and children, the ceremony was a noisy, disorga-
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nized affair, and my diary, with its customary succinctness, characterizesit as having been �a shambles�.Venerable Jinaratana attended the kaìhina ceremony as well as theCrown Prince�s reception, but otherwise I saw little of him. As usual hewas busy, but I noticed not only that he seemed pleased with himself butalso that he was much friendlier than before. I thought I knew the reasonfor this. An ambitious man, he had long hoped to succeed DevapriyaValisinha as General Secretary of the Society, even plotting and intrigu-ing to this end, and it now appeared that his hopes were about to be ful-filled. Amiable, contentious Devapriya-ji was lying in hospital, a strokehaving left him paralysed, and Jinaratana had been appointed ActingGeneral Secretary by the Society�s governing body. Jinaratana�s only ri-val for the General Secretaryship was Sangharatana, who likeDevapriya-ji was a personal disciple of Anagarika Dharmapala; but myimpulsive, warm-hearted friend was under a cloud and was soon to bebanished to one of the Society�s smaller, more remote centres. Four orfive days after my arrival Devapriya-ji was brought back home from thehospital to his room on the second floor of the headquarters building. Hewas a pitiable sight, able to make only a few inarticulate noises, and Icould do no more than sit with him in silent sympathy. His eyes had atragic, haunted look, and it was impossible to tell what he was thinkingand feeling as he lay there. On the day I left he was a little better, andwhile Terry finished packing I was able to talk with him and say good-bye. Nevertheless it was evident that he did not have long to live andthat Jinaratana would soon be occupying the position he had covetedever since I knew him. �Within two years I shall be General Secretary ofthe Society,� he had assured Satyapriya and me back in 1947. In the eventit had taken him not two years but twenty to reach his goal, but at last hishour had come, or was about to come, and it was not surprising that heshould look pleased with himself.There were few visitors to the headquarters building during our stay,and fewer still to the room Terry and I occupied on the second floor. Ourfirst visitor was from the cid. He came to see my passport but for somereason did not ask to see Terry�s. Two days later came another reminderthat my arrival in Calcutta had not gone unnoticed by the authorities. Itcame in the form of a visit from a certain Mr Gupta, a senior officer of theCentral Intelligence Bureau whom I had met once or twice and who inIndian terms was therefore a friend. Presumably to indicate that the visitwas a purely social one, he came not alone but with his wife and child,though I knew that a man in his position was never really off duty. �A
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rather inconclusive, desultory talk,� my diary records. �Told him aboutVeronica�s letter to Jinaratana.� Veronica had left for India at the begin-ning of June, shortly before Terry and I left for Greece. She was now inKalimpong and her letter told a strange story. A man from what shecalled �the military court� had not only accused her of being an Americanspy but had questioned her repeatedly about me, saying that I had beenasked to leave Kalimpong and was unwelcome there, as were all foreign-ers! I had not been asked to leave Kalimpong, as Gupta was certainlyaware, and he promised to investigate and let me know who was re-sponsible for spreading the rumour. The following morning I received aletter from the little witch myself. It contained the disquieting news thatshe had been so shamefully treated in Kalimpong � apparently by theauthorities � that she was leaving for New Delhi and would be contact-ing the uk High Commission. I therefore rang Gupta, who came to seethe letter the following day � this time on his own.Veronica�s letter was not the only letter I received in Calcutta, nor wasit the only one to contain disquieting news. Though in the course of ourjourney across the subcontinent I had not heard from any of our friendsin England, on our arrival in Calcutta Terry and I found a small pile ofletters waiting for us, and others soon followed. Among them there wereletters from Viriya and Francoise. Maurice Walshe and GeorgeGoulstone were trying to prevent my return to the Hampstead BuddhistVihara, they both informed me. The news was not only disquieting butsurprising, and all the more disquieting for being surprising. NeitherWalshe nor Goulstone had given me the least reason to think that theywere dissatisfied with my teaching or that they no longer wanted me tobe the incumbent of the Vihara. Maurice had been present at the recep-tion at which members and friends of the Sangha Association had saidfarewell to me on the eve of my departure. Like them, he had not onlywished me a safe journey and a happy reunion with my teachers andfriends in India, but had also made it clear that he looked forward to see-ing me again in four months� time. What had induced him andGoulstone to change their minds � if they indeed had changed them inthe way that Viriya and Francoise believed and were not simply givingexpression to a passing discontent with the way I had been running theVihara? As I well knew, Maurice was subject to irrational outbursts inwhich he said things he afterwards regretted, while under the influenceof his morning tipple Goulstone sometimes talked rather loosely. What-ever the explanation might be, a cloud had appeared on the horizon. It
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was a small cloud, but as Terry and I prepared to leave for Kalimpong wewondered what further news awaited us there.Before we could actually leave we were obliged to have one more con-tact with officialdom, though this time we went to it rather than having itcome to us. The previous day Terry had gone to the security control withThubden to collect the permit that would allow him to cross the InnerLine and stay in Kalimpong for a week (my own residential permit wasstill valid), but owing to a confusion about the dates it had not beengiven to him. On our way to Sealdah Station, therefore, we called at theoffice and the permit was issued immediately. Only then were the threeof us free to leave for our destination in the foothills of the Himalayas.



Chapter Forty-SevenFriends, Teachers, and a Letter fromLondon
kalimpong was situated 4,000 feet above sea level. Here the air was thin-ner and clearer than in the plains, and the sky a deeper, darker blue. Onmost days of the year except during the rainy season one could see, highabove the foothills to the north-west, the dazzlingly white shape ofMount Kanchenjunga, the second highest peak in the HimalayanRange. I had lived in Kalimpong for fourteen years, ever since the mem-orable day when Kashyap-ji had left me there with the parting injunc-tion to stay and work for the good of Buddhism. During that time I hadbecome an accepted part of the cultural and religious life of the cosmo-politan little town. Now I had come to say goodbye. I had come to saygoodbye to my friends and teachers, some of whom I might never seeagain. I had come to say goodbye to my hillside hermitage, with its rowof Kashmir cypresses, its flowerbeds and terraces, its hundred orangetrees, its bamboo grove, and its solitary mango tree. I had come to saygoodbye to the shrine room where I had meditated for so many hours, tothe study-cum-bedroom where I had started writing the first volume ofmy memoirs, and to the veranda up and down which, during the rainyseason, I had paced deep in reflection. I had come to say goodbye toKalimpong � goodbye to Mount Kanchenjunga and its snows.But though I had come to say goodbye, my �homecoming� was inmany ways a joyful one. The first to welcome me back to the TriyanaVardhana Vihara, or Monastery Where the Three Ways Flourish, wereHilla Petit and Maurice Freedman, who had been staying there for thelast few days. Hilla was the elderly Parsee friend with whom Terry and Ihad had lunch in Bombay, and diminutive, big-headed Maurice was herlong-term house-guest. I had first met the oddly assorted pair inGangtok, when they were holidaying with our common friend �ApaSaheb� Pant, the then Political Officer of Sikkim, and in later years I had
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more than once stayed with them at their comfortable Bombay flat. Bothwere keen followers of J. Krishnamurti, and soon Maurice and I weredeep in one of our usual rather inconclusive discussions as to whetherTruth was really a �pathless land� that could be approached only by wayof �choiceless awareness�. Not that I had much time for such discussionsthat morning � at least not as much as Maurice probably would haveliked. There were letters to be opened, other friends to be seen.One of the first letters to be opened was from the English SanghaTrust. It was dated 1 November and was signed by George Goulstone inhis capacity as one of the Directors of the Trust. After assuring me in themost fulsome terms of the Trust�s deep appreciation of my services to theDharma in England, he went on to inform me that in the opinion of theTrust and my fellow Order members my long absences from the Hamp-stead Buddhist Vihara, together with what he described as my extra-mural activities, were not in accordance with the Theravãda�s highstandards of discipline and ethics. Moreover, I had not comported my-self in a manner fitting the religious office that I held in the Order. TheTrust had therefore decided to seek elsewhere for an incumbent of theVihara. As my work in India was so dear to my heart, the letter continuedblandly, I might think that my allotted task was to remain and serve Bud-dhism in the East. Should I, on careful reflection, consider that my worklay in the East, this would be acceptable as a reasonable ground for myresignation, and notification to this effect would be made to the Bud-dhist Authorities in the West. Should I not feel disposed to take this step,the trustees would feel regretfully obliged to withdraw their supportfrom me. In so doing, they felt sure of having the agreement of theSangha authorities in England.�Do you know what this means?� I asked Terry, when I had finishedreading the letter. �It means a new Buddhist Movement!� The wordssprang spontaneously from my lips. It was as if the Trust�s letter, comingas it did like a flash of lightning, had suddenly revealed possibilities thathad hitherto been shrouded in darkness or perceived only dimly.Though I had long felt that the Buddhist movement in Britain mightneed a fresh impetus, and had even discussed with the Three Muske-teers and Viriya the feasibility of my giving lectures and holding classesoutside the orbit of the Hampstead Vihara and the Buddhist Society, Ihad certainly never considered the possibility of my taking a step so radi-cal as that of starting a new Buddhist movement, whether in Britain oranywhere else. But I now saw that a new Buddhist movement was whatwas really needed, and that the Trust�s letter had opened the way to my
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starting it. The movement I was to found some months later may havebeen born in London, but it was conceived there in Kalimpong on24 November 1966, at the moment when I addressed to Terry those sixfateful words.Yet clearly as I saw that there would be a new Buddhist movement inBritain, I had no idea what form that movement might take. Nor did Ineed to have any idea. My immediate concern was with the reasonsalleged by the Trust for their wanting to replace me as incumbent of theHampstead Buddhist Vihara. A number of points struck me in this con-nection. There was the claim that my fellow Order members (who werethey?) shared the Trust�s opinion that my conduct had been unethical.What evidence was there that they really did share that opinion?According to the Vinaya or Monastic Code a monk could not be chargedwith an offence in absentia, much less charged, tried, and sentenced asthe Trust was actually doing in my case. He had to be charged face-to-face at a formal assembly of the monks. Either the Trust�s claim was falseor my fellow monks had acted in direct contravention of the Vinaya. Inany case, the Trust�s charges against me were couched in very generalterms. What did they mean by extramural activities, and in what wayhad I failed to comport myself in a fitting manner? As for my longabsences from the Vihara, there had been only one such long absence,when Terry and I were away travelling in Italy and Greece. Before weleft Walshe and others had assured me that I deserved a holiday, thougha �holiday� was not quite what I had in mind. Moreover, the trusteesseemed to have forgotten that in accepting their invitation to visitEngland I had stipulated that my mornings should be free for literarywork and that, when this proved impracticable, far from minding I hadgladly accepted the new situation. Finally, the Trust had overlooked thefact that on the eve of my departure from England I had promised myfriends and supporters that I would be returning in four months� time. Insuggesting I might on reflection consider that my work lay in the Eastthey were proposing not only that I should break my word but that Ishould cover up the fact that I was breaking it with the downright lie thatI had changed my mind. So much for the Theravãda�s high standards ofdiscipline and ethics!Such were the points that occurred to me as I read the Trust�s letter.They were all points which would have to be made, I thought, when Ireplied to Goulstone. But much as I felt like replying immediately, Idecided not to do so. Better to wait a few days, and reply when I had hadtime to think things over and consult with Terry. Meanwhile, there were
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friends to be visited. Having finished reading my mail I took the roughtrack up the hillside that led from the Lower to the Upper Cart Road andthence, eventually, to Chakhung House. The modest bungalow sonamed was the residence of the Kazi Lhendup Dorje-Khangsarpa ofChakhung, a leading politician of Sikkim, and his formidable Europeanwife. I had known them since 1957, the year of their marriage, rather latein life, in New Delhi. The Kazini had come bringing from a commonfriend at the UK High Commission a letter of introduction in which heasked me to help her should she meet with any difficulties inKalimpong. She did meet with difficulties and I did help her, and thishad led to the development of a friendship between the Kazi and Kaziniand me. Though her husband was a leading player in the politics of thetiny Himalayan principality (he became Chief Minister some years later),the Kazini herself was not openly involved in them, but instead pulledstrings behind the scenes, maintained contact with a variety of intelli-gence agencies, and was an unfailing source of information and gossip.During my absence they had kept an eye on the Vihara for me, makingsure that Lobsang Norbu and Thubden kept the place clean and tidy andaired my books from time to time, especially during the rainy season,when they were apt to become mildewed. Both were in when I called,and we had a happy meeting. I gave them their presents (the Kazini�swas a political biography she had wanted), heard all the news, andstayed for lunch, and it was not until late afternoon that Kazi left for apolitical meeting in Gangtok and I for the Vihara and further inconclu-sive discussion with Maurice. That night I slept in the shrine room asHilla was occupying my own quarters. Thus passed my first day back inKalimpong.Hilla and Maurice left after breakfast taking with them for posting inBombay the letters I had written first thing that morning. I did not wantto post them in Kalimpong, since they would then be read by the localbranch of the Central Intelligence Bureau, as were all letters to and fromforeigners living in the town, and might therefore take a long time toreach their destination. Besides writing to Gerald Yorke and Jack IrelandI sent to the New Statesman an advertisement to the effect that I wouldbe returning to England as planned and continuing my lectures on Bud-dhism. Hilla and Maurice had no sooner left than I received a visit fromDurga and Nardeo, two young Nepali friends who had once studiedEnglish with me. Durga was particularly close to me, and had more thanonce stayed at the Vihara while I was away on one of my preachingtours. After I had talked for a while with the two young men, Terry and I
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went to see Dhardo Rimpoche, on the way stopping first at ChakhungHouse (Terry did not take to the Kazini, nor she to him) and then at theFrontier Office where I was given a cordial reception by Moitra, theFrontier Inspector, and his staff and where we obtained the applicationforms for a one-month extension of Terry�s Inner Line permit.Dhardo Rimpoche was an eminent tulku or �incarnate lama� who hadlived in Kalimpong since 1950. In 1954 he had started the Indo-Tibet Bud-dhist Cultural Institute, under whose auspices he was soon running anorphanage and school for Tibetan refugee children. I was associatedwith these projects from the beginning and this had led to the develop-ment of a friendship based on mutual respect and liking and on the factthat we were both working, in our different ways, for the advancementof Buddhism. Our friendship was deepened in 1956, the year of the2,500th Buddha Jayanti, when with fifty-odd other Eminent Buddhistsfrom the Border Areas, as we were styled, the Rimpoche and I went onpilgrimage to the principal Buddhist holy places as guests of the Govern-ment of India. During those nine or ten days we saw much more of eachother than usual. Indeed at times we were in each other�s company un-interruptedly for days together. I do not know what kind of impression Imade on the Rimpoche during this period of closer contact, but the im-pression he made on me certainly served to reinforce the very positiveone I had already formed of him. Besides being always mindful andalert, in his dealings with others � fellow pilgrims, Indian officials, andrailway staff � he was invariably kind, patient, and good-humoured and,in short, exhibited all the qualities of a true tulku. To such an extent wasthis the case, that I eventually came to revere him as a living Bodhisattva,so that when I felt ready to give formal expression to my acceptance ofthe Bodhisattva ideal by taking the Bodhisattva ordination it was natu-rally Dhardo Rimpoche whom I asked to be my preceptor. He had givenme the ordination in 1962, thus from a friend becoming a teacher, thoughwithout ceasing to be a friend. While I was away he had moved his Insti-tute, together with its orphanage and school, to their new home at theedge of the lower bazaar, and it was to this new home, on the other sideof the saddleback on which the town was situated, that Terry and I madeour way from the Frontier Office. Dhardo Rimpoche received us with hisusual cordiality, and I presented him with the maroon and gold tableclock I had bought for him in Zurich. Though he had aged a little, hiseyes still sparkled with intelligence and good humour, and I saw thatTerry was regarding him with a mixture of curiosity and respect. As washis custom when at home, Dhardo Rimpoche wore only a maroon
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monastic �skirt� and a sleeveless Chinese style shirt of orange silk so thathis arms were bare. After he and I had talked for a while and Terry hadbeen properly introduced and his background explained, it was agreedthat Terry and I should return next day and that my friend should takethe Rimpoche�s photograph. The following afternoon, therefore, we sawthe Institute again, and Terry took photographs of the Rimpoche seatedon his elevated Dharma seat, wearing full monastic dress, and with hisdorje and bell on the table before him.A few days later Terry photographed the children of the school, ofwhom there were a hundred or more of all ages. Many of them werepoorly clad, but they all looked healthy and well cared for, and it was ev-ident that their relationship with the Rimpoche was a very happy one.Sherab Nangwa, an elderly Tibetan whom I had ordained as a Thera-vãdin novice, was present on this occasion, and when Terry and I tookDhardo Rimpoche back to the Vihara for lunch he accompanied us. Theweather had been cloudy that morning, but in the afternoon it wasbright and sunny, and after lunch the four of us were able to sit out in thegarden. Before leaving the Rimpoche performed, in the shrine room, ashort ceremony of purification and blessing for the benefit of the Viharaand its occupants, scattering rice and ringing his ritual bell as he did so.In the course of the next few weeks he came to see me three or four times,and I visited him still more frequently, sometimes with Terry, but moreoften on my own. We spent much of our time together working on thetranslation of a Tibetan sadhana text entitled �The Stream of theImmortality-Conferring Nectar of the Esoteric Oral Tradition of theLama�s Bestowal of the White Tãrã Abhiëeka�. We had started workingon it some years earlier, after the Rimpoche had given me the White Tãrãabhiëeka, or consecration as it was sometimes called, and were still work-ing on it at the time of my departure for England. As our medium of com-munication was Hindi, interspersed with words in Tibetan and English,the task of translation was a difficult one, but we both attached great im-portance to the work and were determined that it should be completedbefore I left for England a second time.Dhardo Rimpoche was not my only Tibetan teacher, nor was he theonly one to visit the Vihara after my return. Kachu Rimpoche, who wasabbot of Pemayangtse Gompa in Sikkim, also came, accompanied by hisnephew and one of his lamas. As always, he arrived unexpectedly, justas Terry and I were finishing breakfast, so that I was all the more glad tosee him. He was obviously no less glad to see me. Like DhardoRimpoche, he was a monk, besides being a tulku, and like Dhardo
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Rimpoche he wore the maroon monastic robes, but apart from the factthat both were men of rare spiritual attainments and deep commitmentto the Dharma, there the resemblance ended. Dhardo Rimpoche be-longed to the dominant Gelug, or �Virtuous�, school of Tibetan Bud-dhism, founded by the reformer Tsongkhapa at the beginning of thefifteenth century. Kachu Rimpoche, on the other hand, was a follower ofthe Nyingma, or �Old Style�, school inaugurated more than 600 yearsearlier by the Indian yogin and wonder-worker Padmasambhava in thecourse of his historic mission to the Land of Snows. The two incarnatelamas also differed in character and manner, as well as in their way of re-lating to me. If Dhardo Rimpoche was the more urbane and cultivated,Kachu Rimpoche was the more spontaneous and direct. While DhardoRimpoche had always responded positively to my requests and had in-variably answered my questions with patience and good humour, so faras I remember he had never given me any direction or instruction of hisown accord. Kachu Rimpoche had habitually done just that, and thoughnot one to stand on ceremony he was always very much the guru. Thushe had urged me to ask the celebrated Jamyang Khyentse Rimpoche, hisown guru, for the abhiëeka of Mañjughoëa, the Bodhisattva of Wisdom;had given me, as instructed by the Rimpoche, the abhiëeka of Padma-sambhava, together with that of Amitayus, the Buddha of Infinite Life;had started me on the practice of the four mûla or �foundation� yogas ofthe Vajrayãna; and had insisted, as a result of a vision, on our having amulticoloured �banner of victory� on the roof of the Triyana VardhanaVihara. But now it was my turn to take the initiative. Kachu Rimpochehaving had his photograph taken, at his own request, I asked him if hewould mind Terry taking pictures of him demonstrating the eight offer-ing mudras, the eight hand gestures representing the flowers, lights, andother items which, in Tibetan ritual worship, were offered to theBuddhas and Bodhisattvas. To this he readily agreed, and the pictureswere accordingly taken out in the garden, in the sun, and against thebackground of a white sheet. Next day he came for lunch, as did SherabNangwa. After the meal the three of us sat out in the garden, and theRimpoche explained certain fundamentals of Vajrayãna meditation, sofar as those related to the visualization of the figure of Padmasambhava.On his departure I gave him a large bag of oranges to take with him backto Pemayangtse � oranges that had been gathered from the Vihara�s owntrees that very morning.Yogi Chen did not come to see me. He lived as a hermit in a smallbungalow at the bottom end of the lower bazaar, never went outside his
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front door, and rarely received visitors. During my latter years inKalimpong, however, I had been allowed to visit him from time to time,and this privilege was now extended to include Terry. A short, plump,round-faced man in his middle or late fifties, the yogi had an ebullientmanner not usually associated with a hermit, least of all one who spentthe greater part of each day engaged in various forms of meditation. Norwas he without his eccentricities. Sometimes he wore the traditionaldress of a Chinese scholar, complete with black skullcap, sometimes ananorak and baseball cap. Despite his eccentricities, he possessed a thor-ough knowledge of the Buddhist scriptures (he had twice read throughthe entire Chinese Tripitaka), a comprehensive grasp of Buddhist doc-trine, and a rich and varied inner life which included in its gamut notonly insights and ecstasies of a more spiritual nature but also strangepsychic experiences. Over the years I must have asked him hundreds ofquestions about the Vajrayãna, about Ch�an, and about Chinese Bud-dhism in general; and many were the times he had clarified a philosoph-ical doctrine, or explained a meditation practice, in a way no one else hadbeen able to do. For this reason I had come to regard Yogi Chen as one ofmy teachers, though he absolutely refused either to consider himself aguru or to allow others to speak of him as such. But he was always readyto share his knowledge and experience with the few who were allowedto visit him. He certainly shared them very readily with Terry and me,and on one of our visits discoursed to us at length on Vajrayãna sadhanaor spiritual practice. He also allowed Terry to take pictures of histhangkas, which for the most part depicted esoteric Tantric divinities ofthe wrathful kind, many of them in sexual union with their consorts.Whether Terry and I happened to be on our way to see DhardoRimpoche or Yogi Chen, or were walking through the High Street, orinvestigating the Tibetan pavement stalls at the top end of the LowerBazaar, we could not go more than a few yards without my bumpinginto, or being accosted by, someone I knew or who, at least, knew me. Iwas particularly glad to meet my old protégé Budha Kumar, now a civilengineer in Gangtok after making a romantic runaway marriage, andloyal, devoted Mrs King, a Tamang Buddhist married to a Chinese, withwhom I had to have tea, and at whose house I met Durga�s pretty youngwife Meera, whom I had once taught English and who had not been thebrightest of my pupils. People also came to see me at the Vihara. Theyincluded Joseph E. Cann (�Uncle Joe�), the prickly, chain-smokingCanadian Buddhist, now in his seventies, who had arrived inKalimpong shortly after me, and who according to my diary �talked
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almost without stopping for about two hours�; worried-looking DawaTsering, one of the most faithful and helpful of my old students; theplump, teenage Sogyal Rimpoche; monks from the Tharpa CholingGompa at Tirpai; and the head of the local branch of the Central Intelli-gence Bureau, one Mr Das Gupta. Terry and I also paid several more vis-its to Chakhung House. On one occasion the Kazini insisted on givinggruesome details of the Delhi communal riots of 1947, which rather upsetTerry, while Uncle Joe, who also happened to be there, was no less nega-tive. �Both seemed to enjoy the horrors they were denouncing,� my diarycomments.Meetings with my friends and teachers thus occupied much of mytime, as to a lesser extent they did Terry�s likewise, so that within ten ortwelve days of my return to Kalimpong I had seen practically all thosewho were not �out of station�, as the phrase went. But precious as theseoccasions were, and greatly as I appreciated being with my teachers andfriends again, the thought of Goulstone�s letter, and of what I should sayby way of reply, was never far from my mind, especially as other letterswere arriving from London as well as from other parts of the little worldof British Buddhism. These letters were of a very different kind. Fromthem it was evident that word of the Trust�s decision to replace me as in-cumbent of the Hampstead Buddhist Vihara had somehow leaked outand that members of the Sangha Association had reacted to the newsfirst with incredulity and then with mounting astonishment and indig-nation. �Why did they have to behave in such an underhand manner?�wrote one correspondent, �Could they not have talked to you while youwere here?� There was also a sad, affectionate letter from Ruth Walshe,and a personal one from Maurice in which he sought to justify the actionthe Trust had taken on the grounds that like Caesar�s wife I had to beabove suspicion and that, despite my talents, I was emotionally unbal-anced and immature and in need of psychological and spiritual help.Though I had originally intended to reply to Goulstone at length, mak-ing the points that had occurred to me when I first read his letter, afterseveral abortive attempts along these lines I realized that trying to rebutcharges that had not been made in good faith, and of which in any case Ihad already been found guilty, was really a waste of time. I thereforewrote him a short letter, but not before I had consulted DhardoRimpoche and Yogi Chen (Kachu Rimpoche was consulted later), as wellas the Kazi and Kazini. They agreed in thinking that I should return toEngland as planned, and there continue working for the Dharma,
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though probably only the Kazini understood the kind of difficulties Iwould have to face. My letter read, in part, as follows:Dear Goulstone,Having considered the contents of your letter dated 1st November, Ido not propose to deal with spurious accusations through the mediumof correspondence. My main concern at this juncture is to safeguard theBuddhist activities at Hampstead, which the Trust has now placed in anextremely difficult and unfortunate position. The charges you mentionare so easily refuted as to suggest the possibility of their having beenfabricated with an ulterior motive. Even if the Trust withdraws itssupport from me, my own allegiance to and responsibility towards theBuddhist movement in England does not permit me to retract promisesmade or � more disastrous still � to abandon Buddhism to thoseincapable of recognizing the promising nature of the movement whichhas been built up at the Vihara during the last two years.�Having now lived with your letter for a few days, and havingreceived from various prominent members of our movement lettersprotesting against the Trust�s behaviour and promising support, I amnot sufficiently alarmed to curtail my stay here and will return asplanned early in the New Year.Yours sincerely,SangharakshitaOnce the letter had been sent I realized that the die had indeed been castand that there would be no turning back, even if I wanted to do so.



Chapter Forty-EightThe Man in the Pit
since my arrival in India three months earlier my life had been pre-dominantly one of travel (including pilgrimage), sightseeing, lecturing,and meeting people of many different kinds, from the Dalai Lama to illit-erate villagers and convicted criminals. In other words, I had been livingvery much on the first of the three levels recognized by Tibetan Buddh-ists, the level of the outer life, and comparatively little on the secondlevel, that of the inner life of reflection and meditation. As for my secretlife, the life I led on the third level, this had continued, as usual, to lookafter itself in its own mysterious way, without having direct contact withthe two other levels. Once while I was in Kalimpong, however, it brokethrough into those levels and I had an experience that had no connec-tion with anything I had been doing or thinking the previous day. Theexperience happened at the Vihara, and though of a different kind fromthe one that had befallen me in Glasgow the previous year, it was hardlyless intense, and no less memorable.One night I awoke to find the whole room filled with light. Betweenmy bed and the mattress on which Terry lay sleeping there was a deeppit, and in the pit there was a man standing. His hands were joined insupplication, and he was looking upwards with a piteous, imploring ex-pression as if begging to be delivered out of the pit. It was Jivaka, theEnglish doctor who, then bearded and pipe-smoking, had turned up atthe Vihara one morning in 1958 with one of the oddest requests I hadever received: that I should teach him how to read people�s thoughtsand how to see what was happening at a distance. He had been directedto me by Dhardo Rimpoche whom he had met in Bodh Gaya and whohad assured him that the English monk who lived in Kalimpong was thebest person to help him in this connection. The Rimpoche had worn askirt, he added, laughing uproariously at the recollection, as if the idea ofa man wearing a skirt was the funniest thing in the world. In view of his
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own history this was ironic. He was in fact a woman. Born in 1915, he hadbeen orphaned at an early age, had been brought up by two maidenaunts, had gone to Oxford, and between 1945 and 1948 had undergone aseries of operations that had given him the outward appearance, at least,of a man, thus enabling him to pass as such. He had then qualified as adoctor, and until recently had worked as a ship�s doctor on a Britishliner, resigning only when the discovery of his change of sex by a re-porter had led to its extensive coverage in the press. All this I learnedfrom the newspaper cutting which, within minutes of his arrival at theVihara, he produced from his wallet and silently handed me. Later hetold me he had been greatly impressed by the fact that I had read it with-out turning a hair, as he put it, as well as by the readiness with which Iagreed to his staying at the Vihara. He stayed for more than a year,studying the Dharma, learning to meditate (though not how to readpeople�s thoughts or how to see what was happening at a distance), andwriting his autobiography. To make it difficult for the press to track himdown he shaved off his beard, and I gave him the name of Jivaka, afterthe Buddha�s personal physician.The fact that he was the first female-to-male transsexual to have mod-ern surgery and hormone treatment was not the most interesting thingabout the Vihara�s new inmate, at least so far as I was concerned. He wasalso a disciple of the notorious Lobsang Rampa, author of the best-selling The Third Eye, who was not a Tibetan lama at all but a plumberfrom Plympton with a vivid imagination and a racy style. A few weeksafter his arrival at the Vihara Jivaka confided to me, with a solemn air,that Lobsang Rampa had initiated him into the Secret Order of thePotala and invested him with its robe and girdle. There were only thir-teen members of the Order, he had told him, including the Dalai Lama,and any Tibetan who saw him wearing the robe � even the highest digni-taries � would immediately prostrate himself before him. He had wornthe robe when he went to see Dhardo Rimpoche, he added, but strangeto say the Rimpoche had not prostrated himself. Perhaps he was alow-ranking lama who had not heard of the Order. Naturally I wantedto know if he had brought the robe with him. He had brought it, and notonly showed it to me but demonstrated how it was to be worn, wrappingit round himself in the most extraordinary fashion and tying it with whatappeared to be a length of dressing-gown cord. �But Jivaka, it�s an ordi-nary Burmese monk�s robe!� I exclaimed. �No, it�s not!� he retortedangrily. �It�s the robe of the Secret Order of the Potala.� Fortunately I hadjust such a monk�s robe in my cupboard. It was of the same yellowish-
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brown colour as the one Jivaka was wearing, consisted of the same num-ber of patches, and bore in one corner the same manufacturer�s label � inBurmese script. Jivaka was dumbfounded by the discovery. Even so, Ihad a hard time convincing him that Lobsang Rampa was not, as heclaimed, a lama who had spent many years in Lhasa and had been initi-ated into the deepest mysteries of Tibetan Buddhism, and that the SecretOrder of the Potala existed only in his fertile imagination. Eventually,however, I did convince him, whereupon he wrote to Rampa, who wasthen living in Ireland in a house bought for him by Jivaka, a letter of in-dignant remonstrance. To this the supposed lama only replied that evi-dently some evil person had been undermining his faith.Jivaka�s faith in his erstwhile master was indeed undermined, but nothis faith in his own high spiritual destiny � a faith that had enabled himto regard membership of the Secret Order of the Potala as being no morethan his due. �I know that I am a teacher, a teacher with a capital T,� heonce told me. I had responded by saying that in that case he ought tohave something to teach, and it was this remark that had led to hisspending so much of his time studying the Dharma. Besides being spiri-tually ambitious, he was headstrong, wilful, and by his own admission agreat believer in the fait accompli. He could also be high-handed in hisdealings with people. While I was away on one of my preaching tours hetook it upon himself to chastise one of the younger inmates of the Viharawith a slipper, a terrible indignity by local standards. I therefore made ar-rangements, soon afterwards, for him to continue his studies at Sarnath.There he quickly got himself ordained as a Theravãdin novice, thoughwithout revealing to Sangharatana and other monks his true sexualidentity. Later he spent five months at a monastery in Ladakh, where hebecame a novice in the Tibetan monastic tradition and started callinghimself Lobsang Jivaka. He died suddenly in Dalhousie in 1962.This, then, was the unfortunate being whom I saw standing in the pit,his hands joined in supplication, and clearly wanting to be delivered. Ifelt an intense desire to deliver him, and was wondering how this was tobe done when I suddenly remembered an incident that had occurred inthe course of my connection with Jamyang Khyentse Rimpoche, whom Iregarded as my principal teacher or �root lama�, as a Tibetan Buddhistwould have said. I had met the Rimpoche in 1957, shortly after his arrivalfrom Tibet, where he was widely regarded as one of the very greatest ofliving lamas. We met in the bungalow I had once occupied as the guest ofPrince Latthakin of Burma, the son-in-law of the exiled King Thibaw. Hewas then about sixty, and though he wore the usual maroon robes he at
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once struck me as being more like a Burmese mahathera or �great elder�than a Tibetan incarnate lama. A few months later, having seen more ofhim, I asked Jamyang Khyentse, through Kachu Rimpoche, for theMañjughoëa abhiëeka or consecration, which he gave me on 24 October1957, together with the consecrations of Avalokite�vara, Vajrapãäi, andGreen Tãrã.The ceremony took place in Darjeeling, in the presence of JamyangKhyentse�s youthful ôãkinî, the Maharani of Sikkim, Kachu Rimpoche,and a few other friends. Partly because it was in Tibetan, and partly be-cause I was unwell at the time, as was Jamyang Khyentse (he died in1959), I remembered little of what happened that morning. I did, how-ever, remember offering Jamyang Khyentse a mandala or symbolic rep-resentation of the universe, and noticing with what reverence a discipleoffered him the pointed red pandit cap which he donned at certain keypoints in the ceremony. Above all, I remembered the rapt, beatific ex-pression with which he looked up as he was invoking Mañjughoëa andthe other Bodhisattvas, as if he actually saw their diaphanous, rain-bow-like forms floating in the air before him. He subsequently commis-sioned a thangka depicting Mañjughoëa and the three otherBodhisattvas together with the nineteen great teachers who were hismain spiritual ancestors and whose different sectarian lineages heunited in his own person. When I next visited Gangtok, where he wasthen staying, he handed me this thangka, at the same time explainingthat in conferring the abhiëekas he had transmitted to me the essence ofall the teachings of all the gurus depicted therein.It was on the occasion of another visit to Gangtok, where JamyangKhyentse was now settled, that there had taken place the incident whichI suddenly remembered when I saw Jivaka standing in the pit. TheRimpoche�s quarters were on the upper floor of the magnificent buildingthat was the royal chapel. On my arrival there I was asked to wait. Iwaited for about half an hour. On his emerging from an inner room, myvenerable teacher apologized for having kept me waiting for so long,saying that a lama friend of his had recently died and in order to helphim he had been reciting the hundred-syllable mantra of Vajrasattva,the Diamond Being who delivers from hell. No sooner did I rememberthese words than I knew what I had to do to help Jivaka. I started recitingthe mantra. As I did so I saw the letters of the mantra coming out of mymouth, one after another, and forming a chain or garland that wentdown into the pit and came up out of it in a continuous circular motion.On seeing the garland, Jivaka caught hold of the letters as they ascended
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and with their help hauled himself out of the pit and disappeared. Atthat instant the room was plunged into darkness and in the distance Iheard the horn of the Jogi, the collector of the souls of the dead. I lookedat my watch. It was two o�clock in the morning.



Chapter Forty-NinePacking and Printing
fine clear weather , not very cold.� Took photographs ofKanchenjunga. Climbed up to Observatory Hill. Took morephotographs, though on the whole Mahakala shrine etc. ratherdisappointing.Thus my diary. Terry and I were not in Kalimpong but in Darjeeling,having arrived there early that morning. Darjeeling was 8,000 feet abovesea level, as compared to Kalimpong�s 4,000 feet, and the visitor who hadthe good fortune to be there on a clear day had an unobstructed view ofthe glittering wall of perpetual snow that was Kanchenjunga. Theweather being clear that morning, Terry and I lost no time in walking upto the Chowrasta and thence to the Mall, from where we climbed to thetop of Observatory Hill, stopping on the way from time to time to get ourbreath and to photograph the white mass that towered 20,000 feet aboveus, majestic against the blue. Having circumambulated the untidyMahakala shrine, sacred to Buddhists and Hindus alike, we made ourway back to the Chowrasta, to the bookshops and curio stores, and so tothe gpo, for while we were glad to have had a better view ofKanchenjunga than was possible from Kalimpong, it was not really forthe sake of the view that we were in Darjeeling that day.We were there to send a cable to Christmas Humphreys. I had writtento Toby shortly after replying to Goulstone�s letter, assuring him that Iwould be returning to England despite the Trust�s decision regardingme, and asking for his comments or advice. He had replied at once, andat some length, and my cable was in response to his letter, which hadreached me the previous day. I was sending the cable from Darjeelingbecause I did not want its contents to become common property, aswould certainly have been the case had I sent it from Kalimpong, and be-cause I wanted to make sure that it would reach Toby before the SanghaAssociation�s agm, which he had said he would be attending, and at
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which his was bound to be an influential voice. The cable did not sayeverything I wanted to say, but it made my position sufficiently clear.thank you support stop glad you realize no evidence mainallegation stop not interested image interested enlightenmentsupporters likewise stop better split than united mediocritystop vihara tactics disgraceful stop agm opportunity goodpurge stop wonder if you dare stop no intention beingsacrificed combination hinayana sterility british respectabilitystop not all your facts correct writing immediately stop goodluckAs was evident from the tenor of my cable, Toby�s letter had been con-cerned mainly with the question of my �image�. After acknowledgingthat the situation was �tragic in the extreme�, he had gone on to say thatthe trustees� decision was final, that it would not be affected by the viewsof the Sangha Association, that the magnificent work I had done for theDharma was not enough, and that I had to face the depth and power ofthe English middle-class mind and its abhorrence of homosexuality.There was no question of any �offences�. It was the image I had createdthat was the real cause of the present crisis. This was the clearest indica-tion I had yet received that the Trust�s decision had something to dowith my friendship with Terry, for I could not but assume that it was tothis that Toby was alluding when he spoke of the image I had created.There was little doubt that he was in a position to understand the depthand power of the English middle-class mind and, in particular, its abhor-rence of homosexuality. Had not his father been junior prosecutingcounsel at the trial of Oscar Wilde in 1895? Not that Toby himself was aman of illiberal views. There were homosexuals of high character andability in the Buddhist movement in England, his letter continued, butthe Buddhist public did not notice them as such and were no moreoffended by them than by the presence of someone they were privatelyinformed to be an alcoholic. In my case, however, it was my public im-age, my visible way of life, that was in question. A fair analogy would bethe behaviour of a vicar in a small Church of England parish. Suppose hewere often drunk on church occasions, or spent most of his time in book-makers� offices, or flaunted a mistress, or were known to show �blue�films to his friends in private, the scandal would mean that he had to go,on the ground that his congregation was gravely upset by his conduct.I had been astounded when I came to this part of Toby�s reply, and toldhim as much in the letter which I sent from Darjeeling along with thecable. There was not the remotest resemblance between my behaviour
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and that of his Church of England vicar. The worst that could be said ofme was that I handled money, that I sometimes took solid food aftermidday, and that I wore my hair a little longer than was customary. Tobysubsequently had the grace to retract the analogy, in effect admittingthat he had allowed words to run away with him, as I had bluntly toldhim was the case. Nonetheless, I could not help wondering what kind ofstories Walshe, and perhaps others, had been circulating about me.The cable having been sent, and my letter posted, Terry and I walkedround the Chowk Bazaar, bought some cloth for the woodblock printswe had started making, and visited the Tibetan Self-Help Centre, wherewe saw some very beautiful but very expensive handmade rugs. Ourday in Darjeeling ended with tea at Keventer�s, a popular local rendez-vous, after which we returned to Kalimpong and to a week of packingand printing and to what De Quincey would have called �a thousandfinal or farewell farewells�.According to the Vinaya, the individual monk might possess onlyeight things: his three robes, a bowl, a razor, a needle, a girdle, and awater-strainer. In the course of my fourteen years in Kalimpong, how-ever, I had managed to accumulate a couple of hundred books on Bud-dhism and other subjects, as well as various images, thangkas, ritualbells, etc. These would all be of use to the new Buddhist movement Iwould now be starting in England, and for the last week or more Terryand I had been packing them into the black steel trunks Lobsang hadbought in the bazaar, together with such diaries and notebooks as Ithought worth keeping. On top we placed, partly by way of filling, thewoodblock prints we had been making and which we continued tomake almost until the day of our departure. I had four or five suchwoodblocks, depicting White Tãrã and other divinities, and it was fromthese that Terry and I had made our first, rather experimental prints onTibetan handmade paper and on the brightly coloured cloths we hadbought. We had also borrowed Dhardo Rimpoche�s woodblocks. Theprints would make good presents for our friends in England, wethought. It might also be possible for us to sell them at the Buddhistgroups we would be visiting, along with the malas and other religiousrequisites we had been buying in Varanasi and other places along theway, as well as in Kalimpong itself.One day I remembered that the local Gelug monastery had a largecollection of woodblocks of various kinds, and that for a small fee it waspossible to get prints made from them. My connection with themonastery went back to 1951, when in the company of Marco Pallis, the
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author of Peaks and Lamas, I had called on the aged khenpo or abbot andinvited him and his monks to collaborate in the reception I was organiz-ing for the relics of the arhants �ãriputra and Maudgalyãyana, theBuddha�s chief disciples, which were then touring India and the Bud-dhist countries of South-East Asia. That collaboration had been gladlygiven, and over the years my relations with the monastery had becomeincreasingly cordial. They had been particularly cordial since 1961, whenI had organized the first public celebration of Tsongkhapa�s death anni-versary to be held in Kalimpong. The celebration was a great success, in-cluding as it did a grand procession through the town and a publicmeeting at which the principal speaker was Tijang Rimpoche, the DalaiLama�s Junior Tutor. This resulted in my becoming very much personagrata at the monastery, as well as with the wider Tibetan community,while the Tsongkhapa anniversary became a regular feature of thetown�s religious calendar.On my return I was pleased to find that during my absence the anni-versary had been celebrated, albeit on a reduced scale, and that this year,too, there was to be a procession and a public meeting in honour of thegreat Tibetan reformer. The celebration was held two weeks later, en-abling Terry to see something of the more popular, colourful side ofTibetan Buddhism. The procession followed the same route as in pre-vious years. Starting from the monastery, which was situated a mile ormore from the town, it made its way down the hill to the upper bazaar,circumambulated the Mela Ground, and returned to the monastery bythe back road. Terry and I had stationed ourselves at a spot half a milebelow the monastery, from which we could see the procession as itpassed down the winding, dusty track. First came two eight-foot coppertrumpets, each of them blown by one monk and supported on the shoul-der of another. After the trumpets came a long line of monks wearingceremonial robes of rich brocade, some carrying banners of victory,others playing drums, oboes, and conch shells. These were followed bymonks wearing the usual maroon robes, lay devotees in traditionaldress, and Tibetan schoolchildren. Lastly, borne in a golden palanquinunder a huge umbrella of yellow silk, came the famous gold image ofTsongkhapa, which reputedly had the power to speak. An hour and ahalf later, the procession having arrived back at the monastery, the pub-lic meeting was held in the courtyard in front of the main building. Themonks chanted verses of blessing and I spoke about Buddhism inEngland, at the same time announcing that I would shortly be leavingKalimpong again, this time for good.
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Terry had taken many pictures of the procession. On our arrival at themonastery in quest of woodblock prints, therefore, the monks were notsurprised to see him with me, and we were both given a warm welcome.It was not long before the woodblocks were brought out, or before fouror five monks were busy inking them, placing a sheet of paper or alength of cloth on the inked surface, and pressing it evenly against thewoodblock with the aid of a heavy wooden roller. The print was thenpeeled off and hung up to dry. The monastery�s woodblocks were ofmany shapes and sizes and depicted not only Buddhas and Bodhisattvasbut the Wheel of Life, mandalas of various kinds, and magic diagrams,while some also contained mantras and prayers in bold Tibetan script.After a while Terry and I noticed that not all the prints that were beingproduced were good enough either to give as presents or to sell. Somewere smudged, some unevenly inked, and some not properly alignedwith the paper or cloth on which they were printed. Terry therefore sug-gested that he should try his hand at producing a few prints, to whichthe monks laughingly agreed, obviously thinking that it would be agreat joke to see what a mess the inexperienced Englishman made of thejob. To their amazement Terry smilingly produced print after perfectprint, so that in the end the laugh was very much on them rather than onhim. Thereafter my friend and I paid several more visits to the monas-tery, each time taking with us a fresh supply of coloured cloth. The resultwas that thanks to the combined efforts of the monks, as well as toTerry�s more skilled exertions, we eventually had over a hundred goodprints to take with us back to England.Terry enjoyed making the prints at the monastery, and enjoyed thecompany of the monks, with whom he seemed to be quite at home. In-deed, these sessions at the Gelug monastery were probably the happiestpart of his time in Kalimpong, even as our stay in Kalimpong itself wasprobably for him the happiest part of our whole India tour. Only onceduring those four or five weeks did he become seriously depressed, de-spite the fact that his ôãkinî had proved to be no less elusive there thanelsewhere. �Do you think I shall meet my ôãkinî today?� had been his fre-quent cry during the early weeks of our tour, but now he was silent onthe subject as if realizing that his hope of meeting her was an impossibledream.A few dozen yards from the main building, half screened by trees,there stood a cottage that seemed to be part of the monastery and yet notpart of it. This was the abode of Tomo Geshe Rimpoche, whom Terryand I had already met and who on the day of the Tsongkhapa anniver-
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sary had given us lunch. The Rimpoche was short and slightly built, andalthough then in his late twenties he had the physique of a boy of twelveor fourteen. At the same time, his bearing and manners were those of anold man, while his pale face had a waxen look. A slight smile, as if ofamusement, usually hovered about his lips, and when he spoke it was ina low voice but with a quiet authority that commanded instant obedi-ence from servants and disciples alike. Around him there was a certainatmosphere, almost an aura. This was perhaps due not so much to hisown mysterious personality as to his having inherited the reputationand prestige of the previous Tomo Geshe Rimpoche, the celebrated yogiabout whose wonder-working powers I had written, briefly, in A Surveyof Buddhism. I had known Geshe Rimpoche, as he was generally called,since 1961. Imprisoned by the Chinese in the aftermath of the 1959 Lhasauprising, he had been released thanks to the intervention of the Govern-ment of India, and after a short stay in Gangtok had settled inKalimpong. Soon he was studying English with me at the Vihara, and inthis way we had become good friends. Terry took a liking to theRimpoche, and the Rimpoche seemed to take a liking to him, and wespent many pleasant hours in his company. Besides showing us the in-ner room where his renowned predecessor had been accustomed tomeditate, he allowed Terry to take pictures of his most sacred images, aswell as of himself.Our last week in Kalimpong was a busy one. By the end of it, however,Terry and I had finished packing the last of the black steel trunks, hadproduced the last of our prints, and had paid farewell visits to DhardoRimpoche and Yogi Chen, as well as to Geshe Rimpoche, the Kazi andKazini, and other friends. I was particularly sorry to be parting fromDhardo Rimpoche, and he, I believe, was sorry to be parting from me. Atall events, in the course of the week he came to the Vihara twice, the firsttime being to attend the farewell tea party I was giving. GesheRimpoche, Sherab Nangwa, the Kazini, Uncle Joe, and Mrs King werealso present on this occasion, as were several of my Nepalese former stu-dents. �Quite a pleasant little gathering,� my diary records, �thoughKazini as usual struck a rather jarring note.� Dhardo Rimpoche stayedbehind after the others had gone, and gave me a thousand small printsof the Three Long-Life Divinities, the Buddha Amitayus, White Tãrã,and the goddess Vijaya. Two days later he came again, bringing morepresents: two fox tails for me (a traditional Tibetan gift); and a silkappliqué picture for Terry. The following day, Wednesday 28 December,was the day of our departure. In the morning we went and paid our last
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visit to Dhardo Rimpoche and I bade him a final farewell. Though I wassorry to leave him, I knew that I could never really be parted from him,any more than I could be parted from Yogi Chen, or Kachu Rimpoche, orany of my other teachers. Spiritually speaking, they would always bewith me, and I with them, and I would always have their protection andblessing.A few hours later, Terry and I were on our way.



Chapter Fi f tyThe Valediction that Failed
the journey down to Siliguri and the plains was uneventful, as was theflight to Calcutta the following day. On our arrival at the Maha BodhiSociety in the early afternoon Terry and I found Thubden already estab-lished there. I had sent him on ahead of us by train, as he was eager toserve me for at least a few more weeks. Veronica was also staying at theSociety. She was evidently on the friendliest terms with VenerableJinaratana, who had installed her in the Welfare Home adjacent to theheadquarters building, in a room next to the one he himself sometimesused. After I had talked with her, and she had told me about her unfortu-nate experience in Kalimpong, the four of us went out together. Wewalked all the way to Chowringhee, where we had a meal and whereVeronica bought two books on witchcraft.In the morning I awoke feeling unwell, and for a few days did little ex-cept work on the January number of the Maha Bodhi Journal, talk withTerry and Veronica, read TheMeaning of Evolution, and have lunch in theSri Dharmarajika Vihara shrine room with the thirty or forty Sinhalesemonks who were then staying at the Society before proceeding to BodhGaya on pilgrimage. I was not impressed by the monks. My first diary en-try regarding them describes them as �a rabble�, while the second com-ments �as motley a collection of rogues in yellow robes as I have seen for along time�. When I felt better, Terry and I started spending part of eachday exploring the curio shops, handicrafts emporia, and khadi or�handloom cloth� stores of Chowringhee, as well as of those of the nearbyNew Market, in search of such Buddhist requisites as were not easily pro-curable in England, especially outside London. Before long we had quitea stock of sandalwood malas, bundles of good quality incense sticks, andsmall images and heads of the Buddha, so that it was necessary to addanother black steel trunk to the four we had bought in Kalimpong, whichThubden had lately collected from the Air Carrying Corporation. In
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some of the curio shops we saw exquisitely beautiful images of variousBuddhas, Bodhisattvas, and Tantric divinities, many of them gilded andstudded with jewels, and all evidently of Tibetan provenance.Chowringhee being in the heart of the city�s tourist district, they were ex-tremely expensive, and we bought only one such image: a four-armedAvalokite�vara which we took the precaution of sending to England byregistered insured post. The Nepalese bronze images, on the other hand,were quite affordable, and of these we eventually bought seven or eight.We bought most of them at two curio shops in the New Market, wherewe spent so much time deciding what to buy and haggling over theprices that we came to be on friendly terms with the proprietors.One day they showed us their respective storerooms. To our astonish-ment, both were filled with Tibetan images of every description, some ofthem several feet high, and many still wearing their brocade robes. Theyhad been brought to India by Tibetan refugees who, being destitute andperhaps starving, had disposed of them for a fraction of their true value.In one of the storerooms we were shown a solid gold disc, about a foot indiameter, which was inlaid with several hundred turquoises of alustrous sky-blue colour, those in the centre being exceptionally large. Itwas one of the most beautiful examples of the jeweller�s art I had everseen, and I found it difficult to take my eyes off the glorious creation,which until recently must have lain on the breast of some giant goldenfigure of Tãrã or Avalokite�vara, or have hung from one of its ears.When Terry and I had been less than two weeks in Calcutta, however,we were obliged to curtail our expeditions to Chowringhee and the NewMarket, at least for the time being. Letters for us had started arriving atthe Society in ever-increasing numbers, some of them straight fromEngland, others redirected from Kalimpong, and I had to spend much ofmy time responding to such as were addressed to me. There were lettersfrom Minh Chau, Viriya, and Francoise, letters from each of the ThreeMusketeers, and letters from scores of other members of the SanghaAssociation, particularly from Mike Rogers, Emile Boin, and JohnHipkin, who with Mike Ricketts, Sara Boin, and René Rudio were cam-paigning vigorously for my reinstatement as incumbent of the Hamp-stead Buddhist Vihara. Some of the letters contained copies of the lettersMike Rogers and his colleagues had sent to various people who hadsomehow been drawn into what was becoming an increasingly complexsituation, from the Thai ambassador to a wealthy and eccentric formerbenefactor of the Sangha Trust. From these letters, some of which wereextremely lengthy, I learned something of what had been going on at the
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Vihara during the last few weeks. My locked cupboards had beenbroken into and their contents thrown into another room. Viriya hadbeen told that if he wanted to remain at the Vihara he would have to bere-ordained under the auspices of the Thai Sangha. Walshe had beentelling people that I had been dismissed for reasons much more seriousthan those that had been given out, but that they were to �keep it dark�.Nor was this all. The Vihara had a new incumbent! �New leader for theBuddhists�, ran the heading of an article in The Hampstead and HighgateExpress of 30 November 1966, a cutting of which was sent to me. The newleader was a 30-year-old Thai monk who had been three months inEngland, and of whom English Buddhists, at least, had not heard before.Many of the letters reaching me at this time contained references to, oraccounts of, the events of the Sangha Association�s agm, which ChristmasHumphreys had said he would be attending. The fullest account camefrom John Hipkin, in a 2,500-word letter written on 1 January 1967, theday after the agm. He began by assuring me that Maurice Walshe, and toa lesser extent Toby Humphreys and Tom Harris, had experienced acrushing defeat. My good name had not only been restored but strength-ened, and there had been the strongest possible feeling among an over-whelming number of those present that I should return to England, bereinstated at the Vihara, and continue my work along the lines alreadystarted so hopefully and competently. It had fallen to him, he said, torepresent my case at the agm, to cross-examine Walshe and Humphreys,and to formulate the four important motions that had been put to themeeting. He was very happy that he had been able to play the part thathe had done and that the outcome had been so entirely satisfactory.The letter continued with an account of the events of the agm in theirsequential order. The Thai monks having all arrived, and the seniormostmonk having led the meeting in two short sessions of meditation, thesecretary had read the minutes of the last agm and Walshe, as Chairmanof the Sangha Association, had given his report for 1966. The report wasin two parts, he had said, the first outlining general matters and the sec-ond discussing in full the reasons for my dismissal. According to otheraccounts, the first part of the report dealt at some length, and in consid-erable detail, with the Vihara�s activities during the period under review,though without my name being once mentioned in that connection; butJohn said nothing of this, going on, instead, to give me the gist of the sec-ond part of the report. Walshe had begun by saying that the Trust�s deci-sion regarding me was a regrettable one but that it was irrevocable (hestressed the irrevocable character of the decision on at least half a dozen
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occasions, John observed). Whatever my qualities, and they were con-siderable, I had not comported myself in a manner becoming a Head ofthe Sangha. I had given a number of people the impression that I was be-having indiscreetly. I slept out at night, young men were seen comingand going from the Vihara, one young man I had admitted as a novicesaw fit to leave after only two weeks. Even before I had come to Englandthere had been rumours of my alleged homosexuality. In any event,whether these charges were true or not a distinctly unsavoury atmos-phere now surrounded the Vihara and it was better that I stayed away.My conduct since the decision was made was further proof that I was anunsuitable incumbent.All this was heard in silence, John said. Someone � it may have beenHumphreys � moved the adoption of the report. He (John) had opposedthe adoption immediately. He had sprung to his feet because he fearedthat they might all be procedurally steam-rollered. He was familiar withthe devices a Chairman could employ to get his way even against thewishes of a meeting. From that moment the initiative had been his, hedeclared, and he had kept it.He had then made a speech lasting twenty-five minutes. These werethe points he made. First, he could not believe what had happened. Thatthey should be gathered in that very room where they had so often lis-tened to me now to consider my removal, expulsion, and banishmentwas unthinkable and horrible. The whole affair was ignominious. Heurged everyone present to assure themselves of the true nature of thedecision. I was a unique figure in the world of Buddhism � a man of un-doubted and distinguished intellectual powers, of supreme efficiencyand advanced spiritual awareness. That the Head of the Sangha shouldbe endowed with these triple qualities was their extreme good fortune.They should be clear whom they had rejected: one who was beginningto devise an authentic Western Buddhism with its own distinctiveidiom, and one who could bring to this task the most complete under-standing of the indigenous context in which Buddhism had arisen andstill evolved. That they should have removed such a man without theslightest evidence on the basis of rumour, gossip, and hearsay wasshameful folly. Next he had spoken at length about my friendship withTerry. This I must forgive, he said. My personal relationships were ofcourse best understood by me and those with whom I shared them, butWalshe had made great play of the fact that I and Terry had been awaytogether for so long �in a caravan�. (Wasn�t that sweetly picturesque!) He(John) had spoken of the friendship as one he had seen at close quarters.
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We had both been to his house (but had not actually spent the night un-der his roof, he had added, to loud and sustained laughter). We wereboth sensitive and serious young men with a common concern for spir-itual matters. Mine, as Head of the Sangha, was a lofty and isolated pos-ition. I was surrounded by people who drew upon me for advice,comfort, and support. I too needed replenishment and affection. Did thespiritual man become inhuman? Or more human? Whatever might besaid about appearances my friendship was not an exclusive one. He andothers had found me accessible at all times and he thought the quality ofmy concern and compassion had deepened since my friendship withTerry had started. �Friendships often have that effect!� He had concludedhis speech by asking what would be the effects of that abhorrent deci-sion. Schism, dissent, and conflict! But if all that was necessary theywould have to endure it. A great injustice had been committed. A man�sreputation had been sullied. It was monstrous to suggest, as Walshe haddone, that a bhikkhu was immune from the effects of salacious rumourand calumny. There was of course a core of my being that was unassail-able but I had to function in the world of men, in a society, and in thesecircumstances a man�s reputation meant a very great deal. They owed itto me to restore that reputation, to remove the blemishes, and to see mefully reinstated at the Vihara where I belonged.This was a much abbreviated account of what he had said, John wrote,but the tenor must be clear. His speech had been greeted with long andsustained applause, as they said in the People�s Republics, though hefancied it was a bit more spontaneous than was often the case in thoseparticular polities!Humphreys had then been called upon by Walshe to speak, the lettercontinued. (He had asked Humphreys in the course of his speech, Johnsaid, whether he, as a distinguished lawyer, would condemn a man onthe sort of flimsy allegation which had been brought against me.) He wasgrave and serious. I was his friend. He had known me for twenty years. Ihad great ability, etc., etc. He then read the letter which he had sent mein reply to my request for his comments or advice. I would no doubthave a copy of that letter. His remark that I had to respect the middle-class abhorrence of homosexuality seemed to him of historic signifi-cance. Humphreys had largely defended my dismissal on the groundsthat middle-class susceptibilities were offended by the appearance of myactivities. I was like a parish priest who had to comport himself appropri-ately. In private and heated discussion with him later, John added, hehad again referred to the Buddhist Society as a parish. It was now quite
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evident, and on the man�s own admission, that Humphreys regardedthe Buddhist Society not only as a primarily secular institution but as onethat must be respectable and that according to the dictates of the Englishmiddle classes.The remainder of John�s long and circumstantial letter was occupiedwith the results of the various motions put to the meeting, and with thequestion of what should be done next. At the end of the briefest discus-sion the motion that the Chairman�s report be rejected had been passedand carried by 28 votes to 8 (or thereabouts), Walshe having ruled 45 to50 proxy votes out of order. A motion rejecting the second part of theChairman�s report on the grounds that the charges against me had notbeen substantiated had been passed by a similar majority, as had a fur-ther motion requesting the Sangha Trust in the strongest terms to re-verse its decision to dismiss me. What John described as the coup de grâcehad occurred at the end of the agm. After further protestations of friend-ship, Toby had proposed sending me a motion expressing the Associa-tion�s deep gratitude for the work I had done in the past on behalf of theBuddhist movement in England. To John this had sounded too muchlike a valediction, and he had proposed that the motion should go on tosay that they looked forward to my return in the future to carry on thework I had begun. Toby had objected, shouting, �No! That only bringsback the hate.� �Not to me it doesn�t,� John had retorted, whereupon hisproposal was carried overwhelmingly. The meeting had then brokenup. Groups had stood on the pavement outside the Vihara for severalminutes discussing what had happened. Many of those present had ex-pressed themselves pleased with the course of events at the agm. Viriyahad been particularly heartened.I replied to John�s letter immediately. Much of my letter was taken upwith the question of what should be done next. In general, I agreed withhis suggestion that an Extraordinary General Meeting of the SanghaAssociation should be called before my return, that it should considerthe whole question of the relationship between the Association and theTrust, and that if my complete reinstatement was prevented the SanghaAssociation should sever its links with the Trust. Action should also betaken in other ways, five of which I proceeded to tabulate. One of themwas that a letter should be sent out over Mike�s signature, informingmembers of our victory at the agm, and giving the full text of the resolu-tions passed in my support. Another was that steps should be taken toensure that a garbled version of the agm proceedings was not publishedin The Buddhist. The opening paragraph of my reply struck a more per-
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sonal note, however. After thanking John for his letter, written when thedetails of the agm were still fresh in his mind, I wrote:My only real fear, that our case would go by default for want of a goodspokesman, has been shown to be baseless. Clearly it was your sincerity,courage, and above all sheer ability, that carried the day, thusdemonstrating once again how much even one committed individual,functioning under democratic conditions, can achieve, especially whenhe is backed up, as you were, by a strong body of staunch adherents.Emile writes that your oratory was brilliant and memorable and will notsoon be forgotten by those present. It must have given you intensesatisfaction, amounting to a sense of real fulfilment, to have been able tofunction, in a situation of this kind, in a manner that was so entirelyadequate even by your own exacting standards of performance.Warmest congratulations from us both!Towards the end of my letter I adverted to the subject of Toby, and thepart he had played in the proceedings of the agm.As for Toby, he has burnt his fingers badly, having been publiclydefeated, perhaps for the first time in forty-odd years, on a major policyissue. Perhaps we should give him time to lick his wounds and thinkthings over. In any case, I shall be writing to him again. There is muchgood in him, and given time he may come to see the absurdity of anexponent of Zen Buddhism burning incense at the shrine of the BritishMiddle-Class Mind and murmuring �Mrs Grundy Saranam Gacchami�. Ifhe did, it would not be the first time he had performed a completevolte-face when confronted by serious opposition. Only he must beallowed to do so as though on his own initiative, and with completeconsistency. In any case, however, he emerges from the agm withdiminished stature. What you did should really have been done by him.Instead, he had to taste the bitterness not only of having to makecommon cause with Walshe, in itself bad enough, but of being defeatedwith him too.I concluded by striking a note of optimism regarding the future.In the midst of all these negations, however, let us not lose sight of thepositive side of things. As a result of what has happened, EnglishBuddhism may well thrive as never before. Let us act vigorously, butwithout personal enmity, confident that in the long run truth andjustice will triumph.Though John spoke of Walshe and Humphreys as having experienced acrushing defeat, I knew as well as they did that the Trust was in a strongposition, in as much as it was legally entitled to say who should or should
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not stay at the Hampstead Vihara. At the same time, I appreciated theefforts he and his friends were making to have me reinstated, and waswilling that they should continue with those efforts, if only to expose theintransigence of Walshe and his fellow trustees, and to make it clear toeveryone that if I were to return to England at all, it could only be in orderto start a new Buddhist movement. One of the most remarkable featuresof the situation was the fact that apart from John Hipkin, and perhapsMike Rogers, none of those who had been at the forefront of the cam-paign for my reinstatement had had much personal contact with me.They had been content simply to attend my Sunday lectures and mymeditation classes, and to absorb what they could of the Dharma. Yet itwas they that had circularized the members of the Sangha Association,alerting them to the Trust�s intentions regarding me, who had rallied mysupporters, and who had done their best to restore my good name, and Iwas greatly indebted to them for their loyalty and resourcefulness. MikeHookham and Alf Vial, on the other hand, who together with JackIreland had had more personal contact with me than almost anyone else,had shown no such loyalty, despite the fact that I had explained to themthe four mûla or �foundation� yogas of the Vajrayãna, taken themthrough certain forms of deity yoga, and given them the Bodhisattvaordination. True, they had resigned from the Trust when the motion formy dismissal was carried by a majority of 3 to 2 against them, but nowMike wrote to say that they had become disciples of Trungpa Rimpoche,at the same time making it clear that even if I returned to England theywanted nothing more to do with me. Indeed, Mike urged me in thestrongest terms not to return. If I returned, the present gossip of my crit-ics would become more intense, and some of the mud would stick. Allthe societies and viharas would close their doors to me, literally refusingme admittance, let alone allowing me to speak or conduct meetings ontheir premises. No magazines would accept my articles, and I wouldhave no facilities for talks or meditations, except in so far as I might beable to make private arrangements with individuals, which would bechancy, or hire a public hall, which would be expensive. There wouldalso be the problem of advertising my activities, also a costly businesssince none of the societies would put them on their noticeboards. He alsoclaimed that I would have little support from the provincial groups. Theywere mainly Theravãdin in outlook and would easily be swayed by thepressures that would be brought to bear upon them. Mike did not knowthat many of the scores of letters of sympathy and support I had receivedwere from members of these same provincial groups. They may or may
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not have been Theravãdin in outlook, but they had a British sense ofjustice and had been appalled by the Trust�s treatment of me.Despite Mike�s letter, which could hardly have been more discourag-ing, what kind of reception I would meet with on my return to Englandremained to be seen. Meanwhile Terry and I were in Calcutta, and wereto be there for two or three more weeks. Once the flood of letters hadabated, and I had finished replying to the more important of them, wewere free to resume our expeditions to Chowringhee and the New Mar-ket, and before long Thubden had to be sent out for more black steeltrunks. In the end we had altogether ten such trunks, the increase intheir number being due not so much to the bulk of our new purchases asto our having had to redistribute my Kalimpong books and thangkasand pack them more securely for their long journey. All this took time, asdid the typing in triplicate of a detailed list of the entire contents of eachtrunk, one copy for placing in the trunk itself, one for handing over tothe shipping agent, and one for retention by me. But at last the work wasdone, and we had the satisfaction of seeing the shipping agent�s vancome and take all the trunks away. When I was not exploring the curioshops with Terry or repacking my trunks, I worked on the January andFebruary numbers of the Maha Bodhi Journal, talked with Jinaratana, andtook part in some of the functions organized by the Society. Thus I at-tended the reception given for a party of Japanese Buddhists, made aspeech at the Welfare Home on Netaji Day, and spoke a few words at theCeylon Independence Day celebrations in the Society�s hall, besidesmeeting two Buddhist scholars from an East German university, andspending time with one B.R. Barua, an elderly Bengali Buddhist whohad known both Anagarika Dharmapala and Dr Ambedkar. I also wentto see Devapriya Valisinha, who was now back in hospital, having beenobliged to return there shortly after our last meeting. Though he wasable to move his arms more freely, his eyes had the same tragic hauntedlook as before, and I felt sorrier for him than ever.I had a much happier meeting with Dilgo Khyentse Rimpoche, one ofmy teachers, who had not been in Kalimpong while Terry and I werethere. He was staying at the Dharmankur Vihara, the headquarters ofthe Bengal Buddhist Association, and I went to see him after breakfastone morning, taking with me Terry and Thubden, as well as SherabNangwa, who was passing through on his way to Bodh Gaya. LikeKachu Rimpoche, Dilgo Khyentse was a follower of the Nyingma school,and like Jamyang Khyentse he was a tulku of the great nineteenth-century lama of that name (a lama could �reincarnate� in more than one
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body at a time). He had arrived in Kalimpong as a refugee in 1959, to-gether with his wife and his two grown-up daughters, and I had got toknow him shortly afterwards when he was living in a cottage in thegrounds of a Bhutanese monastery. I invariably found him sitting cross-legged on a bed in the tiny front room, a bulky Tibetan xylograph vol-ume on his lap. Looking up from his book, he would welcome me with asmile of great sweetness, his wife would bring tea, and soon we wouldbe deep in discussion, Sherab Nangwa usually translating. In the courseof these meetings I learned much, and in 1963 he introduced me to thesadhanas of Jambhala and Kurukullã, besides giving me importantteachings regarding the transference of one�s consciousness from themundane world to the transcendental realm of Amitãbha, the Buddha ofInfinite Light. In 1964 I went to see him on the eve of my return toEngland (he was then staying in Darjeeling) and asked for his blessing.This he readily gave, and his wife, who had grown quite fond of me, pre-sented me with a bone-handled Tibetan knife in a filigreed coppersheath. On my unexpected arrival at the Dharmankur Vihara, he wel-comed me and my three companions with his usual easy dignity, and forthe first time in our tour Terry had the experience of meeting someonewho towered over him as much as he himself towered over others. I toldmy teacher about my work in England, and about the difficulties that Iwould have to face on my return, and once more he gave me his bless-ings. The difficulties were of little importance, he assured me with asmile, and would soon pass away.The day after my meeting with Dilgo Khyentse I received a visit fromDorothy Carpenter, whom I had met in Dalhousie three months earlier.She was accompanied by a young Gelug monk named Saltim Tendzin,and I arranged for them to be lodged near Terry and me. They had justspent a week in Kalimpong, staying at the Triyana Vardhana Vihara,and they came with a proposal, namely, that four or five monks from theLower Tantric College should be installed at the Vihara, there to belooked after by Lobsang and Thubden while they pursued their studiesand meditations. In the course of the next few days we had severallengthy discussions, and in the end I agreed to accept the proposal andwrote a formal letter of invitation for Dorothy to take back to Dalhousiefor delivery to the College authorities. I was pleased by the turn eventshad taken. I could now leave Calcutta and India with an easy conscience,knowing that my peaceful hillside hermitage would be in good handsand that some, at least, of the purposes for which it had been establishedwould be fulfilled.



Chapter Fi f ty-OneAgra �Almora �Cairo
the new delhi branch of the Maha Bodhi Society was located at theBuddha Vihara, the Buddhist annexe to the very much largerLaksminarayan temple, a grandiose structure which, though dedicatedto the second member of the Hindu trinity and his consort, also hadroom for a host of lesser divinities. Both places of worship had been builtby a Hindu multimillionaire philanthropist, and the difference of size nodoubt reflected the relative importance of the two faiths in the eyes of agood Hindu. The Buddha Vihara occupied a special place in my per-sonal history. I had first seen it in 1944, shortly after my arrival in India,and its modest shrine was the first Buddhist temple I had been inside.Next door there was a no less modest bungalow, on the lawn in front ofwhich yellow robes were spread out to dry on that first occasion; but thedoor was locked and there was no sign of any monk. In later years, whenI was myself a monk, I had stayed there more than once, and had got toknow the resident bhikkhu, Venerable Ariyawamsa. It was he who nowwelcomed Terry and me on our arrival from the airport and who, aftergiving us tea, arranged for us to be accommodated in the library.There was much to see in New Delhi, but though my friend and I vis-ited several handicrafts emporia and made a few purchases, our princi-pal concern during our first two days in the city was to arrange for thedispatch of our unaccompanied luggage and to make enquiries aboutbuses to Almora and trains to Agra. Almora was where my friends LamaGovinda and Li Gotami lived, while Agra was the city of Shah Jahan andthe Taj Mahal. Owing to the possibility of strikes, there was no certaintyabout buses to Almora. We therefore decided to go to Agra first, andaccordingly caught the fast Delhi�Agra tourist train early the followingmorning.I had visited Agra � and seen the Taj Mahal � once before, in the courseof my 1956 Buddha Jayanti pilgrimage with Dhardo Rimpoche. On that
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occasion I had been afraid that the beauty of the famous monumentmight be spoiled for me by all the photographs and paintings I had seenof it, not to mention the plastic models that were on sale everywhere; butin the event my fears had proved to be groundless. This time, therefore,there was no question of my being disappointed, and I looked forwardto seeing the Taj Mahal again as much as Terry did to seeing it for thefirst time. On reaching Agra station, however, we did not go straight tothe Taj Mahal. Instead, we decided to catch the coach to Fatehpur Sikri,twenty-five miles away, and afterwards to see the Agra Fort, keeping theTaj Mahal for the conclusion � and culmination � of the day�s sightsee-ing. The guidebook described Fatehpur Sikri as a ghost city, but it was aghost city only in the sense that it had no inhabitants. There were manybuildings of red sandstone which, in the brilliant sunlight, beneath a skyof cloudless blue, gave it a far from ghostly look. The city had been builtby the emperor Akbar, the greatest of the Mughal rulers of India, in thelatter half of the sixteenth century. Originally it was to have been jointcapital with Agra, but the water supply soon dried up, the inhabitantsleft, and for more than 400 years Fatehpur Sikri had lain deserted.Starting from the Shahi Darwaza, or Martyrs Gate, Terry and I spent acouple of hours wandering from courtyard to spacious courtyard, andfrom palace to palace, admiring the red sandstone pillars and arches,and the white marble lattices, all intricately carved. Eventually we cameto the Gate of Victory and the great Jamma Masjid, or Friday Mosque,within which was the white marble tomb of Sheikh Salim Chishti, theSufi saint who had predicted the birth of Akbar�s three sons.Much of the Agra Fort was out of bounds to the public, the place beinga military headquarters of some kind, but we were nonetheless able tosee the greater part of Shah Jahan�s palace, with its halls of public andprivate audience, its baths, its little marble Gem Mosque, built for theladies of the zenana, and the pavilions that clustered round the high ter-race overlooking the River Jamna. We also saw the famous tower fromthe top of which Shah Jahan, shortly before his death, had taken his lastlook at the monument he had erected for his beloved wife and where hehimself was to be laid to rest. After seeing the fort, we visited the beauti-ful tomb of Mirza Ghiyath Beg, and from there made our way to the TajMahal.The entrance to the gardens in which the monument was situated laythrough a massive arched gateway of red sandstone. Once inside, Terryand I saw a long avenue of dark cypresses, down the centre of which rana waterway. At the far end of the avenue, flanked by its minarets, the
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world famous building showed dazzlingly white against the blue sky.From where we were standing, it looked quite small, but from previousexperience I knew this to be no more than the effect of distance, and in-deed, as we walked towards the platform on which it stood the rectan-gular frontage and surmounting dome rose ever bigger and granderbefore us. After climbing the steps leading to the platform and enteringthe deeply recessed archway in the front of the monument, we foundourselves in the high octagonal chamber containing the richly decoratedcenotaphs of Shah Jahan and Mumtaz Mahal. The empty tombs lay sideby side in the centre of the chamber, surrounded by a delicately carvedmarble screen. The actual tombs, simple and unadorned, were in thecrypt immediately below, a smaller, much darker place which we alsovisited. On regaining the platform and the bright afternoon sunshine,we walked round the outside of the building admiring the fine reliefcarving, then descended into the Mughal-style gardens where, as wewandered about, Terry took a number of photographs. Later, when theywere developed and printed, we agreed that no photograph could possi-bly do justice to Shah Jahan�s masterpiece. The beauty of the Taj Mahal,like the beauty of Helen of Troy in Homer, could not be described butonly inferred from the effect it had on the beholder.Two days after our visit to Agra, we left for Almora, in the meantimehaving bought pottery and basketware and the cheese Lama Govindawanted. We travelled the whole way by bus. The journey up into theKumoan foothills took exactly twelve hours, with one change, and it wasnot until eight o�clock that night that we arrived in Almora. With a cooliecarrying our bags, we started climbing the hill behind the town toHaimavati, the bungalow where the Govindas had made arrangementsfor us to stay. We reached it at ten o�clock, having passed the place in thedark and been obliged to retrace our steps. In the morning, after the care-taker had given us breakfast and I had inspected the contents of thebookshelves, we made our way up the rough track to the Kasar DeviAshram, three miles away. The isolated stone cottage was situated at theend of a ridge, and commanded a fine view of the snow peaks of thewestern Himalayas. My two friends had lived at the ashram for the lastten years or more, and I had visited them there on two separate occa-sions. On our arrival they welcomed us � and the cheese � with openarms, and I soon perceived that Lama Govinda�s kindly, unassumingmanner and Li Gotami�s more expressive friendliness had made Terryfeel quite at home with them.
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We spent five days in Almora, not including the days of our arrival anddeparture. On the third day we went down into the town for a fewhours, principally in order to check the departure time of the Delhi busand to visit the post office. The remaining four days were all spent at theKashar Devi Ashram with Lama and Li, as the couple were affectionatelyknown to their friends. Each morning we arrived at the cottage at abouteleven o�clock, having breakfasted at Haimavati and read for a while,and stayed until the late afternoon or evening. �As yesterday, spent theday in discussion, with refreshments in between,� reads one entry in mydiary. Another entry reads, �Li showed her photographs. This took morethan two hours. Discussed my future literary work and other matters.�Li�s photographs were those she had taken in the course of theTsaparang Expedition, the eventful journey she and Lama had made in1948�9 to the ruined temples of Tsaparang, the former capital of WesternTibet, a journey vividly described in Lama�s book The Way of the WhiteClouds, then recently published. The discussion of my literary work wasprobably concerned more with the future than with the past. Lama hadmore than once strongly advised me to spend less time giving lecturesand more writing books, and on this occasion he no doubt repeated theadvice. Littera Scripta Manet. The written word remains. As for the �othermatters� discussed, I must have included my difficulties with the EnglishSangha Trust and my plans for a new Buddhist movement in England,and I must have received a sympathetic hearing. On the last day that wespent with them, our kind hosts performed for us the puja of the AryaMaitreya Mandala, the Vajrayãna order Lama had founded some yearsearlier, which had members in West Germany and Hungary and (Ithink) the United States. Besides making the customary offerings, theychanted the Refuges and Precepts and recited Pali devotional verseswith which I was already familiar. Thus Terry and I left them with thewords of the sacred texts � and their own warm good wishes � ringing inour ears.Our last days in Delhi � and India � were spent visiting the nationalmuseum, where there was little of Buddhist interest to be seen, and theLadakhi Vihara, which was quite dirty, as well as in writing a large num-ber of letters. Among the dozen or so written by me, there were letters tothe Kazi and Kazini, and to Lobsang and Thubden, informing them ofthe arrangements I had made regarding the future of the TriyanaVardhana Vihara. On Sunday 19 February, shortly after nine o�clock inthe evening, we left for Cairo.
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In Cairo we stayed with Apa Saheb Pant, who was now India�s ambas-sador to Egypt. Since I was feverish, and Terry more depressed than hehad been for a long time, we did not do much sightseeing. However, wedid visit the Egyptian Museum, where we saw the gold mummy maskand other treasures from the tomb of Tutankhamun; and we did drive toGiza in order to see the Pyramids and the Sphinx. I had imagined theselatter to be situated out in the desert, miles from anywhere, but Giza wasnow part of Cairo and as we drove through the suburb the GreatPyramid rose from behind the houses at the end of the street. Apart froma meal at the home of the Minister to the Embassy, these were our onlyoutings. While Terry closeted himself in our room, I passed the timeeither talking with Apa Saheb and his wife Nalini, or reading about thecivilization of Ancient Egypt, or simply sitting in the garden. OnWednesday 22 February, at 7.30 in the evening, I gave a lecture at theNile Hall. With Apa Saheb in the Chair, I spoke on �Characteristics ofIndian Spiritual Thought�. The audience was not a large one, as Presi-dent Nasser happened to be making an important speech that eveningat exactly the same time.By midday on Friday 24 February Terry and I were back in London.



Chapter Fi f ty-TwoWhat the Dispute Was About
my diary entry for Friday 24 February, 1967, reads in part as follows:Reached London 11.30 local time. Delayed going through customs, asone piece of baggage had been mislaid. Eventually found it. Then spentan hour collecting unaccompanied baggage. Did not leave airport till1.30. Airline bus to Knightsbridge, then taxi to Centre House. Kathy andMarvin out, but shown our room by young Christopher. Half an hourlater Kathy and Marvin came. Overjoyed to see us.Centre House was home to a New Age group known simply as Centre.Terry and I had first become aware of the group�s existence inKalimpong, Dhardo Rimpoche having received a copy of its publicitybrochure through the post. Though the group�s nebulous ideology didnot appeal to us, we found the brochure interesting. Not only did CentreHouse have a resident community; it also had rooms to let, and it was asa result of this circumstance that my friend and I now found ourselvestaking a taxi to the large Victorian building at the top of Campden HillRoad and being shown our room there. Young Christopher, as my diarycalls him, was the teenaged son of Christopher Hills, the founder ofCentre and director of Centre House. Kathy and Marvin were a marriedcouple who had attended my lectures at the Hampstead Vihara and theBuddhist Society. They planned to start a community of their own inCornwall, but were spending a few days at Centre House before theirdeparture in order to help us settle in.The day after our return was a busy one for both Terry and me, as werethe days that followed. In the morning we discussed future plans withKathy and Marvin, in the afternoon we met Christopher Hills and othermembers of the Centre House community, and in the evening we haddinner with Emile and Sara Boin and the rest of my more active support-ers at the Boins� tiny flat near the British Museum. Mike Ricketts and hiswife Anne were already there when we arrived, as were René Rudio and
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John Hipkin, and Terry and I received a very warm welcome. MikeRogers came later. The last time I had seen any of them was at the recep-tion the Sangha Association had given on the eve of my departure forIndia with Terry, five months earlier. We now met in very differentcircumstances. The relationship between us, too, had changed dramati-cally. Emile and the rest � Anne alone excepted � had been at the fore-front of the campaign for my reinstatement, and a strong bond nowexisted between us. Though united by their devotion to the Dharma,their loyalty to me, and their determination that justice should be done,the six campaigners were of very different backgrounds. Emile, thecheerful proprietor of Sakura, the Japanese shop in Monmouth Street,was by trade a restorer of Japanese lacquer, while Sara did translationwork at home. René I remember only as a friend of Emile�s, Mike Rickettswas an illustrator of books for children, John an up-and-coming youngeducationalist, and Mike Rogers a company secretary. In the course ofthe evening Terry and I learned a lot about what had been going on atthe Hampstead Vihara, within the Buddhist Society, and among the pro-vincial Buddhist groups while we were away. Evidently there had beenquite an upheaval in the little world of British Buddhism once the con-tents of Goulstone�s letter to me � and Walshe�s underhand tactics �became generally known. In fact there had been something resembling astorm, even if it was a storm in what after all was a rather small teacup � astorm that had not yet abated and the reverberations of which would beheard for a long time. Before Terry and I left it was agreed that the fol-lowing afternoon we should drive down to Crowborough in Sussex withMike Rogers in order to meet Mr Newlin, the Sangha Trust�s formerbenefactor, whom I had once met in Bombay, many years ago, andwhom I remembered as a small, excitable man who was anxious to givemoney to Tibetan refugee monks. It was also agreed that we should havelunch with John in Cambridge, where he was now living, in two days�time.The drive to Crowborough, deep in the stockbroker belt, was a pleas-ant one for the time of year. On the way Mike told us what he knewabout H.J. Newlin. An inventor and businessman who had made hismoney in the City, he was now more or less retired, lived alone with hisdogs and his library, and occupied himself forming and dissolving com-panies, moving his capital around, and carrying on a running battle withthe Inland Revenue, a battle that involved an enormous amount ofcorrespondence and which he seemed thoroughly to enjoy. He wasinterested in Buddhism, as his benefactions to the Sangha Trust showed;
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but he was also interested in Hinduism, and had developed idiosyn-cratic views regarding both faiths. Indeed he took himself very seriouslyas a thinker, and believed he had succeeded in reconciling the conflict-ing claims of science, philosophy, and religion. So much was this thecase, Mike said, that he was trying to persuade an Oxford college to lethim endow a chair for the propagation of his ideas, one of the conditionsof the endowment being that the college should erect a life-sized statueof him, on the pedestal of which would be inscribed the words �HenryJohn Newlin: Scientist, Philosopher, Theologian�. It was therefore notsurprising that his residence, which we had difficulty finding, should becalled Little Potala, or that in the course of our visit he should havetreated Mike, Terry, and me to a rambling, not very coherent account ofthe nature and significance of his ideas. We were able, nonetheless, todiscuss with him what further action should be taken with regard to theSangha Trust. As I knew, he had already written to the trustees protest-ing strongly against my dismissal, and at Mike�s suggestion he nowagreed to write to them demanding to see their accounts. He also prom-ised to write to the Board of Trade about the state of the Trust�s financesand its failure, for many years, to submit returns to the Charity Commis-sioners. On the whole it was a satisfactory visit. Newlin seemed pleasedthat we had taken the trouble to come and see him, and despite my hav-ing been unable to agree that there was no difference between Bud-dhism and Vedanta, a trust he controlled subsequently made me a smallallowance.In Cambridge we had lunch with John Hipkin, as previously arranged,but not with him alone. Also present at the meal was Carmen Blacker,the University�s lecturer in Japanese, who in the spring of 1965 hadhelped overcome the opposition on the part of the followers of AnandaBodhi to my being invited to address the Cambridge University Bud-dhist Society. Though the four of us naturally discussed the way theSangha Trust had behaved towards me (�Carmen intelligently sympa-thetic�, my diary records), Terry and I did not spend our time inCambridge dwelling on the subject. After lunch John took us to his newhome, where we met Bronwyn and where Lodro Thaye, a red-robedEnglish disciple of Trungpa�s, came to see me. Later we went to hear F.R.Leavis speak on T.S. Eliot. The famous critic�s delivery was poor, and thelecture itself did not live up to his great reputation. The audiencelistened with rapt attention nonetheless, and I had the impression thatfor many of them it was enough simply to be sitting at the feet of themaster. In the evening, after dinner at John�s place, we made our way to
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the Guildhall, where we saw the Oxford versus Cambridge judo andkarate competitions, which proved to be quite interesting. During theinterval I spoke with Jack Austin, who was also now living in Cambridge,and who, as usual, was busy representing Buddhism on the committeesof a variety of interfaith bodies.The remainder of the week � our first week back in England � was noless fully occupied, and passed quickly. Besides spending time withKathy and Marvin, telephoning some of my closest supporters, and (onmy part) reading Neumann�s The Origins and History of Consciousness,Terry and I had a number of visitors. Prominent among the visitors wereAlan � Terry�s friend and former colleague � Francoise, and Thich ThienChau, all of whom were very glad to see us. Tender-hearted Thien Chauindeed was quite overcome with emotion. We also saw Vivien in heroffice and visited Emile at Sakura, going our separate ways only whenTerry called on his old landlady, Mrs Hartmann, and when I went to seeGerald Yorke at his Mayfair flat. As I climbed the stairs leading to the flat,there took place an amusing � and revealing � incident. Having let me invia the intercom, Gerald was leaning over the banisters and lookingdown into the stairwell. The instant he saw me he ran back into the flatcalling out, �Angela, Angela, he�s here! He�s all right!� It was as though hehad expected to see me with my arm in a sling and a bloodstained ban-dage round my head. After assuring himself that I was indeed all right,and that far from being affected by the attacks of the Sangha Trust, I wasin good spirits, he told me he had news for me. Rider and Co. hadaccepted one of Alan�s designs for the dust jacket of The Three Jewels, andthe book would be out within the next few months. There followed threehours of discussion about literary matters and about Hampstead Viharaaffairs, towards the end of which we were joined by Angela. As I knew,Gerald had been one of the first to protest against my dismissal as incum-bent of the Vihara (he had also taken Toby to task for having comparedmy conduct to that of a drunken clergyman), and while still hoping thatthe Sangha Trust could be persuaded to reinstate me, he was confidentthat inasmuch as there was a lot of goodwill towards me, among bothBuddhists and friends of Buddhism, I would have little difficulty func-tioning independently, outside the framework of the existing Buddhistorganizations.That there indeed was a lot of goodwill towards me was demonstratedwhen, a few days later, I attended � and spoke at � the inauguration ofHannyakai, a new Zen group with which I had been in correspondencewhile still in India. The inauguration took place at the Alliance Hall,
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Westminster, in the presence of more than a hundred people, many ofwhom had come specially to hear me speak, and with Jack Austin � in hisSoto Zen robe � occupying the chair. Besides the Marquess ofQueensberry�s appeal for funds and my own address the lengthyprogramme included a demonstration of ikebana � the Japanese art offlower arrangement � and demonstrations of judo and kendo. After-wards many people came and spoke to me. Not all of them were knownto me, but they all seemed very glad that I was back.By this time I had composed a circular letter to all members and friendsof the Sangha Association, and this had been sent out together with acovering letter of their own by Mike Rogers and his five fellow campaign-ers for my reinstatement. The letter was concerned mainly with theevents of the last two and a half years, particularly those of the last fewmonths, and it opened with a brief explanation of why I had written it.As it is impossible for me to reply individually to all the friends andwell-wishers who have written welcoming me back to England andpledging their support for my work, and as a word from me seemscalled for at the present juncture, I have decided to write to you allcollectively. At the same time, in view of the bond that lectures, classes,and personal interviews have established between us, I feel that I amaddressing each one of you personally.As most of you know, I went to India in 1944, subsequently spendingthere two years as an Anagarika (homeless wanderer), one year as aSramanera (novice monk), and fourteen years as a Bhikshu (fullyordained monk). In 1957 I founded the Triyana Vardhana Vihara,Kalimpong, as the centre of my activities, which by this time extendedover the greater part of India. I had no thought of ever returning to theWest. It was my intention to live and die in the East. In 1963, however,Maurice Walshe, as Chairman of the English Sangha Trust, urgentlyrequested me to come to England and take charge of the HampsteadBuddhist Vihara. The invitation was strongly supported by ChristmasHumphreys and other friends. After consulting my various gurus andspiritual teachers, and receiving their blessings on my mission, Iaccepted the invitation. In so doing, I made two conditions: that I wouldcome for an initial period of six months, and that my mornings wouldbe kept free for my own literary work.After my arrival in August 1964 I received something like a shock. TheBuddhist movement in England was far smaller and more insignificantthan I had been led to believe, and both intellectually and spirituallyquite mediocre. Too many of the wrong sort of people seemed to be in itfor the wrong reasons. The Sangha Association and the Buddhist Society
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were at each other�s throats, and the most alarming rumours were, Ifound, circulating about almost everybody of prominence. Moreover,wrong methods of meditation had seriously disturbed the mentalbalance of more than a dozen people. Organizationally, there was chaos.As for the psychic atmosphere, it was bad, and at the HampsteadBuddhist Vihara worse than anything I had previously encountered.Nevertheless � indeed, all the more determinedly � I set to work.Organizational reforms were made, regular lectures given and classesheld. Despite extremists, the various segments of the English Buddhistmovement started becoming integrated into a recognizable whole, andgradually a more cheerful, friendly, and spiritually purposiveatmosphere prevailed. All this is of course known to you. Indeed, it isthe point at which many of you entered the Buddhist movement. HenceI need not elaborate. Six months went by, a year, two years. Whenever Ispoke of returning to India there was a chorus of protest. Indeed,having realized the vast potential interest as yet untapped, I myselfeventually decided that, as the seniormost and most experiencedmember of the English Sangha, my true place was in this country.When, therefore, I left for India in September last year, it was only for ashort visit. At the request of the Trust, and the repeated insistence ofChristmas Humphreys and other friends, I made it clear that I would bereturning to England early in the New Year. A statement to this effectappeared in the October issue of The Buddhist.The five months which I spent in India were extremely busy ones. Apartfrom touring among the ex-Untouchables, I had a long talk with theDalai Lama, visited Sarnath, Buddha Gaya and other sacred places,worked with the Maha Bodhi Society of India in Calcutta and, finally,went up to Kalimpong to renew contact with friends and teachers andsee what was happening at the Triyana Vardhana Vihara.It was then that I received from George Goulstone, Administrator of theEnglish Sangha Trust, a letter informing me of my dismissal from theIncumbency of the Hampstead Buddhist Vihara. Apart from a vaguereference to �unbecoming� behaviour no reason for this totallyunexpected action was given. Friends have understandably reported meas �shocked and distressed�. It would be truer to say that I was surprisedand concerned � surprised at the depth of human perfidy andconcerned for the religious life of the Vihara, which the three trusteeswho (I subsequently learned) had voted for my dismissal had socynically and violently disrupted. Messrs Walshe, Goulstone, andMarcus had, apparently, hoped that the fact of my dismissal could becovered up with a bland announcement that I had decided to remain inIndia. But this was not to be. To me it was clear that my work inEngland must continue, and that I could not disappoint those who had
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placed their trust in me and whom I had promised I would return. Myteachers, whom I consulted, were quite unimpressed by the �difficulties�which had arisen, and calmly said �Return. You can work much betterindependently.� Moreover, as news of my dismissal leaked out amovement of massive discontent with the Trust�s action and attitudebegan to make itself felt. Many of you wrote letters of protest.Frightened by the storm it had raised, the Trust dug its heels in andinsisted that its action had the support and approval of all sections ofthe Sangha � a statement now known to be completely false. Even when theBuddhist Sangha Association, in a series of resolutions passed at its agm ,demanded my reinstatement, the Trust remained obdurate.Despite the upheavals of the last few months, I remain optimistic aboutthe future of Buddhism � properly understood � in this country. Mydetermination to continue my work here is unshaken. The question ofmy Incumbency at the Hampstead Buddhist Vihara is, of course, one ofthe matters under dispute at the present time. But even if I do notreturn to Hampstead the position I occupy in the Buddhist movement inthis country is quite independent of my place of residence. The Trusthas constantly referred to �the Buddhist authorities�. Who or what thisexpression refers to I do not know. However, I should like to make itclear that if there is any such thing as an authority in the EnglishBuddhist movement it can only be the seniormost English-born memberof the Sangha.Whether my work in England continues to take the form it did before orwhether a new departure will be necessary will be determined by theevents of the next few weeks, perhaps days. You will be kept informed.But whatever the form of the work may be, the spirit remainsunchanged: to make known the Buddha�s Path to Enlightenment and toco-operate, in love and understanding, with all who truly seek the samegoal.With Metta and blessings,Yours in the Dharma,sangharakshita(Sthavira)The question of whether my work in England was to continue along theprevious lines, or whether a new departure would be necessary, was in-deed determined by the events of the next few days. It was determinedin effect by what happened � or rather did not happen � at the Emer-gency General Meeting of the Sangha Association which was held on 11March at the Hampstead Vihara and which I did not attend, and couldnot have attended even if I had wanted to, as while I was still in IndiaGoulstone had written to me prohibiting my setting foot in any of the
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Sangha Trust�s properties. The covering letter which had gone out withmy own circular letter, and which was addressed to all members of theAssociation, was on the subject of this meeting. It was a deeply seriousletter. I had returned to a sorry, even tragic state of affairs. There hadbeen disputes in the English Buddhist movement before, but seldomhad it been rent by dissension as sharp as that which now divided it. Itwas not a disagreement about the length of a man�s hair or what he ateafter midday. Basically the dispute concerned the right of a bhikkhu tobe free of the burden of other men�s projections and to lead a life authen-tically attuned to the different and complex conditions of Western lifeand thought. It further concerned the question of ownership: shouldEnglish Buddhism belong to an esoteric coterie who viewed with suspi-cion the wider social and philosophic context in which we lived andthought � or should it be free to take hold of men and women and radi-cally change the course of their lives? Was Buddhism in the West to con-tinue as a �fringe� cult with its parish priest and compliant parishionersor should it become the singular and developing centre of ordinarypeople�s lives? That was what the dispute was about. There were timeswhen to choose was imperative, the letter continued, and when the fail-ure to choose became the cardinal existential sin against our humanity.In the face of injustice, arbitrariness, and victimization were we to resistor to succumb, to act or to acquiesce? That too was what was at stake. Itwas therefore most important that all those anxious to see justice doneshould attend the further General Meeting of the Sangha Association on11 March. The �Agenda� would comprise three important matters:1. A Report of the Trust�s response to the express wish of the Associationthat they reverse their decision dismissing the Ven. SthaviraSangharakshita.2. To consider the next stage in the Sthavira�s restitution.3. To consider the relationship between the Association and the Trust.The letter concluded by declaring that the Sthavira�s friends wereanxious that the discussion should not degenerate. They would strive toremain mindful and free of anger. They had an interest in seeing thatthere was the fullest consideration of the facts in an atmosphere of calmobjectivity. The signatories were convinced that any open-mindedobserver would come to be persuaded of the gross injustice that hadbeen committed and of the imperative need to learn the lessons of thatsad and regrettable episode.Members who were anxious to see justice done did attend the egm,just as they had attended the agm, but on this occasion, too, justice was
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not done. Though Walshe was voted from the chair (he resigned asChairman of the Sangha Association soon afterwards), he repeated allthe old allegations regarding my personal conduct, adding a few more,and insisted that there was no question of the English Sangha Trustreversing its decision to dismiss me. The offensive and belligerent toneof his remarks was hardly conducive to the atmosphere of calm objectiv-ity for which my supporters had hoped, and after an inconclusive and attimes acrimonious discussion the meeting broke up. The future course ofmy work in England had been determined.



Chapter Fi f ty-ThreeA Basement in Monmouth Street
monmouth street was situated in the heart of London�s West End,midway between Charing Cross Road on the one hand and Drury Laneand Covent Garden on the other. It was a narrow street of small, seedyshops, a café or two, and a hotel; Sakura, the Japanese shop, was locatedhalfway down on the right as one looked towards Trafalgar Square. Pre-vious to my departure for India I had visited the place only once (this wasin the summer of 1965 when I discovered that its proprietor had beenattending my lectures at the Hampstead Vihara), but after my return Iwas often there, sometimes with Terry, and the little shop was the sceneof many a discussion between me and cheerful, loyal, Emile. The mostimportant of these discussions, perhaps, was the one that took place twodays after the egm, when we discussed the formation of a meditationgroup. But where would the group meet? A new Buddhist movementmight indeed be needed in England, but such a movement was as yetonly an idea, even a dream. It had no premises of its own, and was notlikely to have for years to come. But Emile had already given thought tothe matter. Sakura had a basement, he explained. Perhaps the medita-tion group could meet there. The basement proved to be small and dark,and full of junk, but I thought it might serve our purpose, at least for thetime being, and Emile undertook to ask his landlord if we could rent itfrom him. Four days later it was ours, and Emile and a few friends at onceset about transforming the place into a shrine and meditation centre.While this work was going on Terry and I were busy transferring our-selves from Centre House to my friend�s old flat in Lancaster Grove, theformer Other Vihara, and getting settled into our new abode. The rent atCentre House was high, and it was clear that Christopher Hills expectedus to be part of Centre and its activities. During the two weeks we spentthere Terry was very depressed, as indeed he had been ever since we leftIndia. His depression had, of course, a long history, going back as it didto his unhappy childhood, the shattering of his illusions regarding mar-
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riage, his inability to re-enter the Pure White Light, whether throughmeditation or by any other means, and finally the circumstances of hisdivorce, including its consequences for his access to his daughter. Morerecently, there was his failure to meet his ôãkinî and the fact that nowthat we were back in England he would sooner or later have to resumehis regular visits to his parents. He had been to Ilford once already, justto collect the Little Bus, and the thought of spending a whole weekendthere made him feel physically sick. We talked about all this a lot, some-times at great length, but our time together was by no means whollyspent in this way. We renewed our acquaintance with the HampsteadPublic Library, walked in the grounds of Kenwood House, where thedaffodils and crocuses were already out, and did a fair amount of read-ing. While Terry read Reich�s The Function of the Orgasm, I pursued myJohnsonian studies and read, among other things, Porphyry�s On Absti-nence fromAnimal Food and Plutarch�s Isis andOsiris. We also listened to agood deal of music, mostly Haydn, Mozart, and Beethoven. Apart fromJack Austin, our only visitors at this time were Thien Chau and PhraMaha Prasit, my replacement at the Hampstead Vihara. The Buddhists�new leader, as the local press had dubbed him, was anxious to assure methat prior to his arrival at the Hampstead Vihara he had been ignorant ofwhat was going on there, and that he had taken on the incumbency onlybecause he had been asked to do so by Vichitr and the other Thai monks.Moreover, he would shortly be returning to Thailand, where he plannedto give up the yellow robe and be a layman again. In these circumstancesit was not surprising that there was now little activity at the Vihara, orthat when Terry wanted to collect some belongings, one evening a fewdays after our return, we should have found the place in darkness.After my satisfactory meeting with Maha Prasit, I spent the rest of themorning preparing the lecture I was to give at the Reading UniversityBuddhist Society that evening. Mike Rogers, who was an alumnus of theuniversity, drove me there, and at eight o�clock, having met the Society�soffice-bearers, I spoke on �Mind � Reactive and Creative�. In the years tocome this was to prove one of my most popular lectures, being reprintedmany times and translated into a number of languages. The startingpoint of Buddhism was the mind, which was twofold. On the one handthere was Absolute Mind, which was beyond the subject�object polarity;on the other, relative mind, or individual consciousness, which func-tioned within the framework of that polarity. Relative mind was of twokinds, reactive and creative. The reactive mind � the ordinary, everydaymind most of us used most of the time � did not act, but only reacted toexternal stimuli. It was therefore the conditioned mind inasmuch as it
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was dependent on, even determined by, its object. Being conditioned, itwas mechanical, repetitive, and above all unaware. The creative mind,on the contrary, was not dependent on, or determined by, external stim-uli. It responded rather than reacted, functioning out of the depths of itsown intrinsic nature. It loved where there was no reason to love, washappy where there was no reason for happiness, and created wherethere was no possibility of creativity. Thus the creative mind was inde-pendent, spontaneous, and aware. When functioning on the highestpossible level, at its highest pitch of intensity, the creative mind wasidentical with the Unconditioned � which was to say, it coincided withAbsolute Mind. Not that there were literally two relative minds, one re-active and the other creative. There was only one relative mind, one indi-vidual consciousness, which was capable of functioning either reactivelyor creatively. Every event and every experience therefore presented uswith a choice: we could act or we could react. The spiritual life was one inwhich we consistently chose to be creative � to be independent ratherthan dependent, spontaneous rather than mechanical and repetitive,aware rather than unaware. Such was the gist of my lecture, whichlasted for well over an hour and was followed by a lively discussion, as aresult of which I was back at Lancaster Grove not much before midnight.A few days later I took the Tube to Holland Park, where I spent theafternoon with Adrienne Bennett, the Maha Bodhi�s faithful representa-tive in Europe and the Americas. I was still having to edit the journal,and she was still helping me with articles and translations, so we dis-cussed what should go into the next number. Except for a visit to Sakurato see how the work on the basement was progressing, my only otherouting that week was to Rayleigh, where I had tea with my mother andgave her the Indian handloom silk she had wanted. Afterwards Joancame round to the bungalow with three-year-old Kamala, and Eddiesoon followed. On Thursday 6 April, in the intervals between otherwork, I composed a kind of service for the dedication of the new Shrineand Meditation Room, which was to take place that evening. Succinct asever, my diary describes the occasion in these words:At 6.10 drove round to Vihara with Terry. Picked up Thien Chau andJack Ireland. Down at Sakura soon after 6.30. Put finishing touches toShrine. Function started at 7. Spoke for 15 minutes, then all recitedDedication together, followed by Sevenfold Puja. Finally 20 minutesmeditation. Finished 8 o�clock. Very good atmosphere. More than twodozen people present, by invitation, including Jack Austin, GrahamPetchey, Anne Lobstein, Mrs Phillips, Kim Well. Gave Thien Chau andVivien a lift back.
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Emile�s account of the ceremony, written for the information of ourfriends and well-wishers, was more expansive. Under the heading �ABuddhist Dedication Ceremony in London� he wrote:An event which may turn out to be a landmark in the furtherdevelopment of the Buddha Dharma in Great Britain took place on theevening of the 7th April. This was the dedication ceremony of the newTriratna Meditation and Shrine Room.The ceremony was conducted by the Venerable SthaviraSangharakshita, together with the Venerable Thien Chau from Vietnam,the Rev. Jack Austin and the Rev. Graham Petchey, both representingSoto Zen. The invited guests, numbering about twenty-five, were able toparticipate in the ceremony, which had been especially devised by theVenerable Sthavira Sangharakshita for the occasion. The ceremonystarted with a short talk by the Sthavira, and then proceeded withreadings from Buddhist Scriptures and Puja; those attending also tookthe Refuges and the Precepts � a simple but very moving occasion.The room itself has been designed, decorated, and paid for by voluntarycontribution, without any connection with any official organization orsociety. It is somewhat in the Japanese style, the predominant coloursbeing white, gold, rust and natural wood. There is a lacquered shrine, litfrom behind by a paper-covered, Japanese shoji window, and theTeacher has a slightly raised platform, where he can use either a cushionor a chair. There are both cushions and chairs available for theparticipants. The atmosphere of this room is warm and quiet, mostconducive to stilling the mind. An additional advantage is that, being onthe premises of London�s Buddhist shop, it is open during the day toindividual meditators.Initially, two meditation classes, conducted by the Venerable SthaviraSangharakshita, will be held each week: one for beginners, and one forthose who have already practised under his guidance. Further classesprojected consist of a Zen Study Class, to be taken alternately by theVenerable Sangharakshita and the Rev. Jack Austin, and a fortnightlydiscussion meeting. Puja will also take place periodically.The establishment of the Triratna Shrine and Meditation Room markedthe birth of the Friends of the Western Sangha which was to become,with the founding of the Western Buddhist Order a year later, theFriends of the Western Buddhist Order. The new Buddhist movementwas no longer just an idea, much less still only a dream. It had begun tobe a reality.



Chapter Fi f ty-FourCui Bono?
how had the trouble started? What had led to the Trust�s decision todismiss me as incumbent of the Hampstead Vihara, so soon after my de-parture for India? And why was Walshe so opposed to my reinstate-ment? I could not help asking myself these questions as I reflected on theevents of the last five or six months, as well as on all that had happenedduring the two years of my incumbency. So far as I could make out thetrouble had started, as trouble so often does, with gossip, in this casegossip about my relationship with Terry. Dr Edward Conze, who had hisown sources of information, later told me that the gossip had originatedwith �the old ladies of Kensington�, and I had no reason to dispute this.The ladies in question, as I well knew, were a group of some four or fivemiddle-aged women, all of them staunch Theravãdins, who lived inWest London and were connected either with the Chiswick Vihara orwith the Pali Text Society. Some of them regularly attended the BuddhistSociety�s annual Summer School, and the gossip seems to have started atthe Summer School of 1966, which Terry and I had both attended, and tohave reached Walshe not long after our departure for India.By what means the gossip of the old ladies had reached Walshe, andwhether they had gone so far as actually to slander Terry and me, wasnot clear. What was clear was that Walshe had panicked, as he tended todo in a crisis, that he had called a meeting of the Trust, and that he hadproposed that I be dismissed as incumbent of the Hampstead Vihara. AlfVial and Mike Hookham had, of course, objected to this high-handedand unjust proceeding, and on being out-voted by Walshe, Goulstone,and Marcus, had resigned in protest. Walshe was thus able to assureHumphreys that the trustees had voted for my dismissal unanimouslyand that, in any case, their action was justified by my behaviour. In thesecircumstances it was not surprising, perhaps, that Toby had agreed,albeit with genuine regret, that it would be better if I did not return to
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England. Both he and the three remaining trustees evidently assumedthat in the absence of any support from either the Sangha Trust or theBuddhist Society it would be impossible for me to continue my work inEngland and that I would have no alternative, therefore, but to acceptthe face-saving formula that Goulstone�s letter was shortly to offer me.They assumed, in other words, that I would agree to �go quietly�, thusenabling the Trust to announce that I had resigned as incumbent of theHampstead Vihara, and would be staying in the East, without anyoneknowing what had really happened.These tactics having failed, and opposition to my dismissal havingsteadily grown among members of the Sangha Association, Walshe haddug in his heels, insisting on the Trust�s legal right to dismiss me, whichwas incontestable, and covertly assuring people that I had been dis-missed for reasons much more serious than those that had been madepublic. By the end of the year, however, he had become quite isolated,support for him probably being limited to a few former disciples ofAnanda Bodhi. He also seems to have been apprehensive of what mighthappen once Terry and I were back in England, as we had originallyplanned. Be that as it may, in January he had agreed to publish in TheBuddhist, of which he was now editor, a statement in which the trusteesappeared to retract the charges levelled against me in Goulstone�s letter.The idea of the statement had originated with Toby, who by this timewas ready to dissociate himself from Walshe, and the exact wording hadbeen hammered out in discussions between him and John Hipkin. Aspublished in the February 1967 issue of The Buddhist, shortly before myreturn to the scene, the statement read as follows:The Directors of the English Sangha Trust Ltd. wish it to be known thatin deciding to replace the Ven. Sthavira Sangharakshita in the office ofChief Incumbent at the Hampstead Buddhist Vihara they are notmaking any charge of impropriety or misconduct against him. TheDirectors hope that whatever may have been said to the detriment of hischaracter in the course of recent speculation and gossip may now bewithdrawn, and that all concerned may turn their energies to the studyand practice of the Dhamma.Although Toby, John Hipkin, and Walshe were collectively responsiblefor this statement, their reasons for wanting it to be published inThe Bud-dhist were by no means the same. Toby was concerned, as ever, to pro-tect the good name of the Buddhist movement, or rather, its reputationfor British middle-class respectability. It was very regrettable thatcharges had ever been made against me, he had told John in the course
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of their discussions, and he now hoped that with the publication of thetrustees� statement the fuss about me and my alleged homosexualitywould die down. John himself was concerned to clear my name, a stephe saw as essential to my eventual reinstatement as incumbent of theHampstead Vihara. Toby, for his part, regarded my reinstatement as animpossibility in view of the fact that the Trust was acting within itsrights. �If you and your friends don�t like its decision,� he had asked John,referring to my dismissal, �why not get out of the Sangha Associationand form a new group?� As for Walshe, so far as I could tell his reasonsfor wanting the Trust�s statement to be published in The Buddhist werestrictly legal, he and his two fellow trustees no doubt having realizedthat what he had been saying about my relationship with Terry wasprobably defamatory and that Terry, at least, might be thinking of takingaction against him.Whatever Walshe�s reasons may have been for wanting the trustees�statement published, its appearance in the February Buddhist put himand his fellow trustees in a curious position. On the one hand, theydenied that in deciding to replace me they were making any charge ofimpropriety or misconduct against me; on the other, they continued toresist the Sangha Association�s demand for my reinstatement. Indeed,within a month of the statement�s publication, Walshe was not onlyinsisting, at the egm, on the Trust�s right to dismiss me, but also repeat-ing the old allegations. Why was he so against me? Was it because I wasin favour of closer cooperation between the Sangha Association and theBuddhist Society and he was not? Or was it because I had serious reser-vations about the �insight meditation� with which, according to Ruth, hiswhole emotional security was bound up? Then there was my article �TheMeaning of Orthodoxy in Buddhism: A Protest�, serialized in the Janu-ary, February, and March issues of The Buddhist, in which I ventured tocriticize an assertion by Miss I.B. Horner, the President of the Pali TextSociety, that the Theravãda was �certainly the most orthodox form ofBuddhism�. Were these the reasons why Walshe was so against me, Iasked myself, and so opposed to my reinstatement as incumbent of theHampstead Vihara? And how big a part had they played in my dis-missal? Though Walshe had panicked when the gossip of the old ladiesreached him, the gossip and the fact that I was out of the country maywell have given him and Goulstone the opportunity to do what they hadbeen wanting to do even before my departure. Had there, then, been aconspiracy to replace me with a Thai monk, and had Vichitr, whomWalshe saw regularly, perhaps been a party to that conspiracy? It was
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not easy to tell. Events had moved rapidly, a number of people had beeninvolved, and men�s real motives were in any case difficult to fathom.Perhaps instead of enquiring too closely into motives I should ask, as thelawyers sometimes did when seeking an explanation for a crime, cuibono? To whose benefit was the crime?Clues were to be found in the January, February, March, and Aprilissues of The Buddhist, especially in Walshe�s editorials. His Januaryeditorial was entitled �New Beginnings�. In Hampstead they had startedthe New Year with a new incumbent, he announced, after a few general-ities, and they would be making a new beginning by going back to thefundamentals of Buddhism, in other words, by going back to theTheravãda. Evidently he believed that during the period of my Incum-bency there had been a distinct move in the direction of the Mahãyãnaand, to that extent, a move away from the Theravãda. In this there wasan element of truth. Though I had regularly lectured on the principalTheravãdin teachings, teachings that were in fact common to all forms ofBuddhism, I had not lectured on the Theravãda exclusively. I had alsospoken on, or referred to, the teachings of some of the Mahãyãnaschools, besides once presenting the Buddhist spiritual path in �evolu-tionary� terms. In my meditation classes I had confined myself to teach-ing respiration-mindfulness (ãnãpãna-sati), and the development ofloving-kindness (mettã-bhãvanã), both of which were regarded asTheravãdin methods. Only to the Three Musketeers had I taught anydistinctively Mahãyãna (Vajrayãna) practices, and Alf, Mike, and evenquiet and unobtrusive Jack may well have been among those whom TheBuddhist�s new editor described as seeking �to run before they can walk,or even to fly before they can run�. In his February editorial, entitled�What is the Sangha?�, Walshe was concerned to emphasize two things:that apart from the community of �Noble Ones� the Sangha consisted ex-clusively of fully-ordained monks (there was no such thing as a �laysangha�), and that, basically, the monks were the preceptors of the laypeople and the lay people the supporters of the monks. This was, ofcourse, the traditional Theravãdin position, the rigidity of which I hadsought to moderate in my February 1965 editorial entitled �Sangha andLaity�, and Walshe may have had it in mind when writing his own edito-rial exactly two years later. In any case, he took occasion to remind thereader that according to one of the rules of the Sangha Association mem-bers should honour their obligations to support the Sangha, by which hemeant support it financially on a regular basis, which not all thoseattending my lectures and classes at the Vihara had been doing.
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An announcement elsewhere in the March issue drew the reader�sattention to other rules. The meetings of the Association were to be con-cerned solely with the Buddhadhamma; speakers had to have the priorauthority of the Sangha; meetings and classes, with the exception ofthose specifically stated to be public meetings, were to be open only tomembers of the Association, and members had to produce their mem-bership cards when asked to do so. These rules had fallen into abeyancelong before my arrival in Hampstead, and it was obvious why Walshehad decided to reinstate them. He wanted to make it clear that membersof the Association should regard themselves as being �lay people� in thetraditional Theravãdin sense, that they should be subordinate to themonks, and that the Association itself should be under the control of theSangha Trust. An article in the April Buddhist suggested that it was �backto the Theravãda� at the Biddulph meditation centre too. The article wasby John Garrie, a Mancunian �insight meditation� evangelist whom I hadmet once or twice, and who was now in charge of activities at Old Hall.In recent months, a programme of decoration and alteration had beencompleted, he declared towards the end of his article, and in factBiddulph could well have a sign outside its door saying under newmanagement. As Garrie was a former disciple of Ananda Bodhi, likeother members of his team of �Biddulph enthusiasts�, new managementnaturally meant Theravãdin management. The team, he moreover wenton to say, was the management board of a completely new organizationwhich had no connection with any other society or association and wasonly responsible to the English Sangha Trust. Thus the Sangha Associa-tion was now a Theravãda-type lay body, as was Garrie�s team atBiddulph.To whose benefit, then, was my dismissal as incumbent of the Hamp-stead Vihara? Evidently it was to the benefit of the Theravãda, or rather,to the benefit of the Theravãdins as represented by Walshe, Goulstone,Vichitr, a minority within the Sangha Association and, no doubt, the oldladies of Kensington. Whether or not there had actually been a conspir-acy, it was they who were responsible, directly or indirectly, for my beingreplaced by Phra Maha Prasit.Yet much as my dismissal was to the benefit of the Theravãdins, it wasalso of unintended benefit to me. Now that I was no longer incumbent ofthe Hampstead Vihara I was free to devote myself to the creation of a newBuddhist movement � free to devote myself to the creation, eventually,of the fwbo and the wbo. In the meantime there were lessons to be
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drawn from the events of the last six months. Two of these lessons wereto be of particular significance for the new movement.Though Walshe had taken the lead in the business, it was not Walshebut the Sangha Trust that had dismissed me as incumbent of the Hamp-stead Vihara. There were at that time five trustees, of whom four wereBuddhists (if one included Goulstone), and one a non-Buddhist. Walsheand Goulstone had voted for my dismissal, Alf and Mike against it, andMarcus, the non-Buddhist trustee, had voted with Walshe andGoulstone, so that there had been a 3 to 2 majority in favour of Walshe�sproposal. This meant that my dismissal, together with all the conse-quences of that dismissal for the religious life of the Vihara, had been theresult of a deciding vote cast by a non-Buddhist member of what wasostensibly a Buddhist body. The lesson I drew from this circumstancewas that a Buddhist organization had to be controlled by Buddhists, andthat it was not possible for it to be controlled by Buddhists unless all itsmembers were Buddhists. But who was a Buddhist? The traditionalanswer to the question was that a Buddhist was one who went for Ref-uge to the Buddha, the Dharma, and the Sangha, and to them alone. Butwho was the Buddha, what was the Dharma, and who were the membersof the Sangha, and in any case, what did �going for Refuge� to themmean? These were questions with which I had long been concerned, andin the years to come they were to occupy an increasingly central place inmy own spiritual life and in the spiritual life of the movement of which Iwas the founder.The second lesson to be drawn from the events of the last six monthshad reference to a matter that was of more general interest. The trouble,as I have called it, had started with gossip about my relationship withTerry. That relationship, it was alleged, was of a homosexual nature, andas Toby had pointed out the English middle-class mind had an abhor-rence of homosexuality. So great was that abhorrence that even theappearance of homosexuality was sufficient, it seemed, to warrant a man�sbanishment from decent society or, as I had found, his removal from theposition he occupied. What this meant in effect, at least in England, wasthat it was difficult for men to develop more than ordinarily close friend-ships without incurring the suspicion of homosexuality and, in somecases, the unpleasant and even painful consequences of such suspicion.But friendship occupied an important place in Buddhism, the Buddhahaving gone so far as to declare, on one occasion, that spiritual friend-ship (kalyãäa-mittata) was not the half but the whole of the spiritual life(brahmacariya). Middle-class fear or hatred of homosexuality thus stood
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in the way of the full practice of the Dharma. The lesson I drew from thiscircumstance was that our new Buddhist movement would have to befree from homophobia, as it came to be called, if spiritual friendship wasto flourish within it. Indeed it would have to be free from homophobia ifit was to be truly Buddhist. Buddhism was a universal teaching, and assuch its attitude was one of goodwill (mettã) towards all living beings,irrespective of race, nationality, social position, gender, or sexualorientation.



Epilogue
my prediction regarding Christmas Humphreys, that given time hewould see the absurdity of his position and perform a volte-face, did nothave to wait long for its fulfilment. Within weeks of my return toEngland he was making friendly overtures to me � overtures to which Idid not immediately respond. Early in the 1970s I was once again lectur-ing at the Buddhist Society�s premises in Eccleston Square under hischairmanship. During the last five or six years of his life Toby and I metfairly regularly and he assured me on more than one occasion that hehad always been my best friend. In his autobiography Both Sides of theCircle, published in 1978, he spoke in highly complimentary terms aboutme and about the Western Buddhist Order, to which, he said, he gavehis full support. Maurice and Ruth Walshe I saw only once more. Alongwith six or seven other monks I had been invited to the VietnameseEmbassy for a meal. When Maurice and Ruth entered the room and sawme chatting with the monks they were extremely confused and embar-rassed, and at once retreated. Ruth died not many years later andMaurice soon remarried. After his retirement he spent the rest of his longlife producing a scholarly new translation of the Dîgha Nikãya and cam-paigning against me and the fwbo. The monk who conducted hisfuneral service humorously remarked that he knew he was dead be-cause when he bent over him and whispered �Sangharakshita� in his ear,he did not react. Goulstone and Marcus I neither saw nor heard of again.Alf Vial and Mike Hookham continued to tread the path of TibetanBuddhism, though under the direction of another guru, Trungpa havingdeparted for the greener pastures of the United States, while Jack Irelandpressed on with his Pali studies, eventually producing a useful newtranslation of the Udãna and Itivuttaka. Ananda Bodhi travelled widely,transformed himself first into Namgyal Rimpoche and then into StarOne, and developed his own �Holistic Cleaning� method of meditation.

EP I LOGUE 3 8 7



Mangalo stayed in England and became a Church of England clergy-man. Both Ratanasara and Vichitr followed Trungpa�s example and be-took themselves to the United States, where the latter returned to lay lifeand married. Viriya was not long at the Hampstead Vihara. Shortlybefore my return to England he left for Vietnam, Thien Chau havingarranged for him to study at the Vanhanh University under my oldfriend Thich Minh Chau. Later he settled in Japan and married a Japa-nese woman. Thien Chau himself moved to Paris, where I stayed withhim in 1970 and where he arranged for me to give a few lectures � myfirst on the Continent. Activities at the Vihara having virtually ceased,Francoise soon found herself out of a job and went to work at JohnWatkins, the famous oriental bookshop just off Charing Cross Road.John Hipkin, Mike Rogers, Emile and Sara Boin, and Mike Rickettswere among the twelve founding members of the Western BuddhistOrder, all of whom I ordained at Centre House on Sunday 7 April 1968,after I had given them their private ordinations, and their new names, atthe Triratna Meditation and Shrine Room in the course of the previousten days.And what of Terry Delamare? In August 1967 he and I moved into abigger flat, on the third floor of an old terraced house at the lower end ofHighgate West Hill. He had continued to be very depressed, and evenbefore we moved had started seeing Dr David Cooper, the psychiatrist atwhose Villa 21 he had undergone his ether abreaction � or seen the PureWhite Light � four years earlier. Soon he was seeing him twice a week,but neither his sessions with Cooper nor the antidepressants he was nowtaking did him much good, and in the course of the next few months hiscondition grew steadily worse. My diary for these months is full of suchentries as �Terry very low all day�, �Terry extremely low again � col-lapsed on the stairs�, and �Terry very low. Had quite a terrible hour.� Bythe end of the year he was talking of suicide and in January told me hehad �reached rock-bottom�.During this period I was busy taking meditation classes at Sakura,giving lectures in various public halls, and visiting the provincial Bud-dhist groups, which did not close their doors to me, despite Walshe�s ef-forts to persuade them to do so. I was thus in the unenviable position ofhaving to live in or at least commute between two very different worlds,and I often felt the strain. This was particularly the case after Terrystarted talking of suicide, as I took such talk seriously. More than once,having taken the meditation classes at Sakura that evening, I walked upthe hill from the bus stop not knowing whether, on my arrival at the flat,
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I would find Terry alive or dead. The strain was exacerbated by the factthat I was unable to share my concern for Terry with any of our friends,as he was adamant that no one should know he was a victim of depres-sion. Indeed, he put on such a good front whenever he drove me toSakura or attended my lectures that it was a long time before Emile, Sara,and the rest suspected that there was anything wrong. The only personwith whom I was able to discuss Terry�s condition was Cooper, whom Imet twice. I formed an unfavourable impression of him (he was to die ofchronic alcoholism) and moreover found his therapeutic commonplacesunhelpful.It was about this time that Terry wrote his parents a letter in which hetold them, as tactfully as he could, that his childhood had not been ahappy one � a claim to which they responded with hurt and incredulity.They were in any case quite worried about him already, the more espe-cially as they had not seen him for nearly a year and had no idea what hewas doing. Terry therefore asked me to go and see them and assure themthat he had not gone mad, as they seemed to think. His father was a tall,powerfully built man who evidently had a temper, while his mother, noless obviously, was a chronic depressive. Both parents, I soon found,were convinced that the study of philosophy had affected their son�sbrain and that if he would only give it up and go back to his job in adver-tising all would be well. �We can understand him wanting a change fromwork sometimes,� his mother told me, �but he can always come and helphis dad in the greenhouse on a Saturday afternoon.� Terry must havegone in fear of his father, I thought, and have sucked in depression withhis mother�s milk. When, therefore, he started going to pottery classesand made a black pottery head with round staring eyes and a hole of amouth lined with jagged teeth, I was not surprised to learn that he pro-posed to call the hideous object �Mother�, or �Woman�, or perhaps�Death�.Unfortunately, I stopped keeping a diary after 15 April 1968, so that forthe last year of Terry�s life I have no written record but only memories.He was now living with Mafalda, a gentle, dark-haired Portuguese di-vorcee who had been attending my meditation classes and lectures. InJanuary 1968 he had taken a room in a friend�s house at Chalk Farm butcommunal living proved uncongenial to him and after a few months hehad moved into Mafalda�s flat in Islington. He came to see me almostevery day. Some days he came twice, and sometimes he broughtMafalda with him. He continued to be deeply depressed, though he hidit from the world, even from Mafalda, and when we were alone together
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he talked with ever-increasing desperation of suicide. There was onlyone alternative, he declared: that he should be enabled to re-enter thePure White Light and in this way transcend the pain of existence, whichhad become unbearable. With this end in view he asked Cooper to givehim lsd (he had previously given him marijuana, to no effect). Cooperagreed, but insisted that he took it under medical supervision. Terrytherefore found himself taking the drug not at Mafalda�s flat, and in hercompany, as he had wanted, but in the office of a white-coated womandoctor whose telephone kept ringing and who spent most of her timeanswering it. The result was that he experienced nothing. This finallyconvinced him that he could hope to see the Pure White Light only at themoment of death and that he had no choice, therefore, but to commitsuicide.In April came the fwbo�s Easter Retreat, which I led and which Terryand Mafalda also attended. John Hipkin and our other friends wereshocked to see how depressed and ill Terry looked, for by this time hehad given up trying to conceal his condition. The retreat ended onSunday 13 April, and after the concluding puja and meditation Terry,Mafalda, and I left for London in the Little Bus, Mafalda and I sittingbeside Terry in the front seat. Halfway through the journey Terrysuddenly declared that he felt like driving at top speed into the nearestbrick wall and killing all three of us, and for a few minutes it seemed thathe might actually do this. After dropping me at Highgate West Hill hedrove on to Islington with Mafalda.At 10 o�clock the next morning I received a visit from two uniformedpolice officers. I knew at once what this meant. Terry had died two hoursearlier, they informed me. He had died at Kentish Town Undergroundstation, having apparently thrown himself under an approaching train,and my address had been found on his body. In response to their enqui-ries I told them that my friend had left nine months ago, and gave themhis parents� address, as well as Mafalda�s. When the officers had gone Inoticed that on my desk there was a small pile of letters that had notbeen there the night before. Terry had come very early in the morning,while I was asleep, and left them. Two of the letters were for me.�I must be brief for I am too upset,� the first letter began. �My greatestfear is that I shall live after this event, if this should happen, please make some-thing possible, but I hope my remarks are superfluous.� His biggest regret,Terry went on to say, was that he never lived to bring all his energy andlove � which he believed to have been quite considerable � into being.He also asked me to look after Mafalda as best I could, expressed his con-
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viction that we could have worked miracles together on this earth, andmaybe would do so another day, and reflected on the paradoxical split inhis nature which had, he believed, torn him apart. He concluded, �Wewill always be together. What happiness! Yours ever. T.� The second let-ter was much shorter and dealt with various practical matters.A few hours later Terry�s parents came to see me. They came straightfrom the mortuary, and reported that Terry had a slight bruise on oneside of his head but looked peaceful. I gave them the letter he had left forthem. In it he asked that he should be given a Buddhist funeral, that heshould be cremated, and that I should be invited to conduct the funeral.He also asked that I should be given £1,000 out of his estate and Mafalda£500. His father�s face darkened as he read the letter. It was not a legallyvalid will, he told me, and he proposed to ignore it. Terry would be givena Christian funeral and be buried in the local cemetery, so that hismother could visit the grave and change the flowers every Saturdayafternoon after doing her shopping.The next day they came again. This time it was to collect Terry�s suits.There were three or four of them, and his mother insisted on my pinningsheets of newspaper round each one. �What would the neighboursthink,� she asked, �if they were to see us coming out of the house carryingmen�s suits?��For two and a half days after Terry�s death heard him calling me andfelt him pulling,� I subsequently wrote in a notebook. �Could not bear thethought of his suffering under the wheels of the underground trainalone. Strong wish to follow. Kept seeing him standing on the edge of theplatform, waiting.� Sense of waste.� Perhaps it was because of my wishto follow Terry that at some point during those two and a half days Iwent to Kentish Town Underground station, stood on the edge of theplatform as Terry had done, and tried to imagine what it had been likefor him as he waited for the train. I also attempted to describe Terry�s lasthours in a poem. The poem was entitled �For the Record�, and wasaddressed to him.You wrote four letters, oneTo your parents, oneTo the girl who looked after you, oneTo your accountant, and oneTo your best friendMe,Sealed them neatly.You wrote outTwo cheques in settlement of small
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Debts,Walked aroundHere and thereCame in, went outTwo or three timesReturned my typewriter(It was early morning,I was in bed, asleep, did not hear you)Felt a little uneasy,Perhaps, for a minute or twoParked your busDown at Kentish TownIn front of an old brick wallWhere it would not be in anybody�s way(After drawing the faded redCurtains) bought a ticketTo somewhere, anywhereRodeDown the escalatorStoodHeron-hunched in your old black duffle-coatHands thrust deep in pocketsBrooding, thinking,Meditating,Watched, waitedAnticipatedAnd when the train cameHeavily lumbering along the platformslowly gliding along the smooth shining railsSuddenly threw yourself under, and in a momentFound what you had been seekingAll your life.Under the heading �Obituary�, FWBO Newsletter 5 carried the followingreport:It is with very deep regret that we record the death of Terry Delamareon Monday, 14th April. He was born in 1934, and gave up a successfulcareer in advertising three years ago to devote himself fully to the studyof philosophy, religion and psychology. In October 1966 heaccompanied the Ven. Sthavira Sangharakshita to India, where he tookthe remarkable series of colour slides entitled �Buddhism in India� whichhas given pleasure to so many of our friends.On Monday, 21st April a memorial service was held at 52 Noel Road,Islington, the residence of Mrs Mafalda Reis. The simple but moving
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