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“If I believed there was a physical, I could not do this. We walk upon the Grace
of God. Nothing else exists except that. It's like gliding. You walk just above the
physical. You only walk or live this way if you have a terrific love for Existence. If
you have total faith and love then that which you love will help you. Then you can
walk on anything,"

- Atmananda




SAMADHI IS LOOSE IN AMERICA!

In previous issues, Self Discovery has explored many different Spiritual
Pathways and methods for expanding consciousness. If has been our policy to

¢ and present a variety of

tual

in each issue in the light of

equality and oneness. While the theme of Self Discovery is the Universality of
all Spiritual Pathways — for the next few issues we will be focusing in depth
on one particular "way"’ or pathway in each issue. In this issue we are present-
ing the teachings of Atmananda. We will be devoting our Spring issue to Zen.
Itis our feeling that presenting one pathway or Spiritual Teacher in depth in
edach issue will be of more use and provide greater spiritual insights to our

readers.

All of the articles in this issue are extracts
from the forthcoming book: Samadhi Is Loose
In Americal Samadhi [s Loose In Americal is a
collection of staries written by persons who
have had close encouniers with Atmananda.

The accounts presented in this issue of Self
Discovery reflect types of experiences that
many in the West may be unfamiliar with,
These are direct encounters with alternate
realities via a Spiritual Teacher. These en-
counters produce radical transformations in
the conscious awarensss of who
have them and, in the Far Bast, are highly
sought after by persons who seek Enlighten-
ment,

Levitation, out-of-thebody experiences,
manifestations of Light and other so-called
miracles are not miracles at all. In the Far
East there are many persons who can
manipulate consciousness just as a trained
gymnast can manipulate her body. Ultimate-
ly what is important are not the ' miracles”
which many seek (o validate their spiritual
beliefs, but the body of Truth which these
activities represent.

While some might label the following ac-
counts as ‘‘sensational,” we find them no
more sensational than a bright summer day
or the experience of loving someone. I s not
our intention to convince you of their valid-
ity. Samadhi Is Looss In Americal is made up
of over one hundred and fifty accounts of
persons who have had experiences with At-
mananda. These accounts were selected
from seven hundred submissions from per-
sons who have either meditated with or are
students of Atmananda,

The persons who have submitted these ac-
counts come from a wide variety of different
backgrounds asnd age groups: doctors,
students, machinists, lawyers, psychiatrists
and psychologists, compuler analysts —
what we would call relatively normal per-
sons who have had experiences which have
changed their ideas about the nature and
structure of existence

Before going to press with this issue | had
lunch with Atmenands and discussed the

possitile outcome of releasing Samadhi Is
Loose In Americal to the general public.
Traditionally, the 1ype of phenomena
presented in Samadhi is nol presented to the
general public, but is only seen by the close
students of a Spiritual Teacher. Neturally, |
assumed that Atmananda would be con-
cerned with sttracting o certain amount of
kooks, cultists and crackpots to his public
meditations. who would come either to
heckle or be convinced. Ta my surprise, At
mananda began to laugh and said that he
wasn't at all concerned. He said that no one
would probably believe what was in the ac-
counts, since most of his students who
wilness these manifestations whenever he is
with them have trouble sccepting the validi-
ty of their own experiences.

My curiosity aroused, | then asked him
why — if he feels that few if any will under-
stand the import of these accounts — is he
allowing them (o be published, He respond:
e, with a hall smile and a twinkle in his
eye, that the future was already fixed. and
that he had seen that this would happen in
the future, so he was unable to do anything
about it.

Be that as it may, the aditors and staff of
Self Discovery hope that you find the follow-
ing accounts enjoyeble. Atmananda is, as
usual, avuilable o the public in his yearly
fall series of workshops and intensives in
Los Angeles and San Francisco, He has
assured me that this season he will be less
serious than ever, and that If anyone needs
o be convinced of the validity of Spiritual
Consciousness  and  alternate planes  of
reality, they should go and seek out a wise
person who will teach them the true nature
of reality. But if they have reached the point
where they do not need to be convinced that
God exists and is more wonderful than they
can imagine, then they might drop in to one
of his fall workshops to brush up on some of
the fine points of the Enlightenment process,

— Katherine Manning
Editor

COPYRIGHT: AN the stories thot appeer i thiy e of “Seli Discovery” pre exivacted from o fortheommg book. * Somodh 15
Looss In Amersca™ and are copyrighted by AtmgnandsDr. Frederiok Leae. AN mghty are resenand. Self Dacowers i copyrightod by

O Cyele Cositmizarin

# Divivion of Gwid frermonionse]  Esivepr for briaf guotations in book mevieus me mort of “Self

.




e"::sdlm silence. Needless to
say, | was very excited to ba
going with an Enlightened
teacher.

husiness, clean out our

with the attitude that we might
never return, that we might
meet our deaths out there.

He told the new students that
we could from
an uneventful to slightly
unpleasant evening, We prob-
ably wouldn't “see’ anything
out of the ordinary. We should
only anticipate going for a

me walk in the deseri
under the stars with occasional
stops for meditation and food.

I had been ill, running a high
fever for several days t 1o
our gdeparture. 1 been
loaking forward lo the journey
for a long time, bul that
morning | seriously
whether 1 should go at all In
my noon meditation 1 inwardly
nsked Atmanands whether 1
should go. | received o very
adament “'yes” 5o, that was
that, body or no body.

During the drive oul my fever
subsided, the nauses and
weakness entirely disappeared.
By the time we arrived my
energy level had reached a peak.

We gathersd together and
headed up the gorge, about 300

We
world of harsh,
The rock f

side of us taller as the
gOTge out in widih. I got
smaller and smaller. My con-
sciousness expanded to encom-
pass the experience as thoughts
about the world and my life fell
away. | felt as if 1 extended
about four feet above my head,
as if 1 were riding on my own
shoulders. As we that

“me’" grew very white, clear
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gorge, aweeping over and
through us. He introduced us to

which come at different times
of the day, each one bringing a
very distinctive quality of
energy. He said that the wind
was our friend, and if we lis-
tened very carefully we would
hear its message. Again it
came, gentle but strong, swirl-
ing around me, touching every
part of me lightly. It felt as if it
were erasing my , melting
my skin, illusory
belween myself and the
universe. Then

vilgue memory
been sarted to form; but the
wind turned it into dust and
blew it away.

"Dissolution,’ he said, and 1
walched his form fade into the
darkness until there was no ane
there. | felt empty and a litte
scared, insecure as my reality
lost its realness.

" Levitation,”” he said, sealed
cross- on top of a rock,
and my lifted up aboul
four feet in the nir and then

| returned to its original position,

There was no sense of mation
or spatinl displacement. It was

¢ much more gentle and still than

any movement I've ever
perceived. It seemed not to
take place in time or space. It

was very soft yet threatening to |

the part of me that operates ina

fixed wuniverse of “natural”
law

“Heat," he said, and the air
;:;und me got very dry and
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At one point Atmananda said
e was going to send his double
up to the mountain As]
watched, 1 saw start

back and forth bet-

ween the desert floor and the
mountaintop. He was traveling
nlong a wide band of light,

world, but

! my

then ’E:ahilted his gaze to the
person on my right. After com-
pleting the circle he weni
wround again and again, faster
ench time. 1 felt like we were
one unhraken ring of energy,
instead of separate individuals.

He told us to say goodbye to
the deseri and to offer it our

titude. Atmananda told us
that we couldn't be sure if we
would ever return here agnin
and that we should seal this
moment within our hearts
forever, that way it would
become & parl of us and we
would never lose I, Needless to
suy, I have never been quite the
same sinee.
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UNEXPECTED ENCOUNTERS

Elizabeth

1| mm in my mid-thirties. My
wife is ten years younger wiﬂu
strong Christian

1 guess | knew, when we
became students of Atmanan-
da, that our lives were going to
change dramatically and 1
thought | was prepared for

anything. 1 was wrong. My
wife was rapidly becoming in-
dependent and, not belng able
to handie it, T clung to her for
dear life, choking her with my
insecurities. She suggested a
temparary separation. | was
crushed but knew she was
right. Nonetheless, I became

ry and overwhelmed by a
feeling of rejection and, even
though Atmananda had
nothing to do with our marital
difficulties, a resentment
townards him began to swell up
m me.

Atmanands was doing a
public workshop at the conven:
tion center in San Francisco
and | was home alone going
through the pains of our in
evitable separation. Then, as if
guided by some invisible force,
1 found mysell on the afternoon
flight to San Francisco, | made
my way to the convention
center and took m{ place,
among pleasant looking
strangers, in Ihe meditation
hall

Atmanandn arrived and there
I was, wearing my "I'm here,
all the way from Los Angeles.
I'm miserble; plesse notice
me' suit, 50 naturally he never
looked my way during the
enlire evening.

By the time we meditated |
was more reloxed and quicter
within. The weight of my
lem seemed lighter and
back and was able to enjoy the
rest of the evening. When the
meeting ended, | just sat there
until the room was nearly
empty and then left the medita-
tion hall, feeling disoriented
and a hit lonely. T had neither
car nor a place to stay and 1
hegan to walk through the now
quiet streets with no iden of
where I was or where | was go-
ing. 1 don't know for how Jong 1
wirlked or how far, but | found
myself ot o large hotel. There, 1
was informed thal the omly
room availoble was a parlor,
which is little more than a
closet with a bed. pay T.V. and
phone; & cocoon in which to
curl up. After ordering food
from room service and James
Bond from T.V., 1 fell into &
restless sleep full of angry
dreams directed at Atmananda.
I awoke a mess, with more
angry thoughts, | spent the
morning watching game
shows, trying to distract myself
until my two o clock flight back
to Los Angeles. At eleven
o'clock | packed my bag, took
the elevator to the main floar,
paid the cashier, turned around
and there was Atmananda
stancling almos! face to face
wilth me. He said, "O.K. Lat's
talk. Tell me what's going on."'

I just kept babbling over and
over again, '‘Atmanandn,
Atmananda.” | was stunned,
even while | knew that this
meeting was what I had b
for and was what had pulled
me 1o San Francisco,

We walked to s spot in the
center of the lobby, leaned
against a wall and talked. We

l wasa't in the best physical

-~ I'm still not, bat is a 11

rle ster now, For weeks I'd
been trying to convince myself
to start running at the beach. |
always found something
‘urgent’ to do whenever the
thought arose. One day,

however, | couldn't find & good

spoke of love, marriage, rels-
tionships and attachments. He
told me same things about his
own past, relative to my own
situation, and spoke 1o me
more like an old friend than a
spiritual teacher. He reminded
me that my wife and [ would
have come fo this crossroads
even if we had not stepped
upon the spiritual path with
him and I knew that he was
right. He said that he couldn't
tell us what to do but, that if T
was going 1o altach mysell (o
unything, it should be Io
LIGHT.

1 heard mysell tlking and
realized that when [ am with
him, nothing 1 say seems to be
warth saying . . . once ['ve said
it. He smiled at me and said

The sky was crystal blue and
the afterncon sun was on ils
descent from intense yellow
glare townrds golden luminos
ity. Dressed in a pair of baggie
army pants and & ragged-out
faded red sweatshirt, | was try:
ing my best to jog slong the
beech nl La Jolla Shores on this
fateful summer day in 1981. |

'OK.," and we just stood there
Iooking st each other for a
moment, and 1 felt as though
all the anguish had vanished
His seemingly miraculous
appearance reminded me, once
again, that the whole spiritual
process is resl and that
Atmananda was with me all the
time.

When he said goodbye, I just
kept saying "“Thank you™ as |
watched him ride down the
escalator, 1 stood there staring,
riveted to the spot. Then my
senses returned and I ran down
the escalator. . . He was gonel
Vanished . . . as suddenly as he
had appeared

| danced back up to the main
lobby and called my wife. She

was running barefoot, trying to
stay one step shead of the’
waves, like an overgrown sand-
piper. My pants were soaked to
the knees because | needed a
little practice at this, A head-
band scross my forehead kept
the windblown tufts of friz and
curls out of my eyes. | definite-
ly did not look like the sea-

answered with, “"Hi, you just
spoke to  Atmans idn’t
you," and told me [hﬂl she had
been meditating and could feel
the mesting. Nothing could sur-
prise me any more! 1 related
some of the details of the
meeting and she told me she
wits getting high just listening
!

o me.

I left the hotel, bought o
three-scoop ice-cream cone, sal
down and lost myself in the
transitory pleasure of that cold,
smooth cream and glanced up
at the clock. It was exactly
twelve o'clock.

Atmananda suggests that we
meditate al noon because the
sun reminds us of the ever
present eternal. | looked
towards the sun and smiled.

soned California jogger.

S0 I'm running by the waves
at an incredibly slow pace and |
decide to stop and walk after
I'd gone about 500 yards
because [ figured that | was out
of breath. No sooner did T stop
than | heard Atmananda’s
voice say to me inwardly,
"Why are you stopping?’

"Because — I'm out of
breath!™ I sald with conviction.
""No you're notl'’

I thought about Bt for a
minute and T realized that 1
really wasn't out of breath, so 1
resumed al my snail-paced run
I went a little further and again
1 stopped

‘Now whal's wrong?' Al
mananda’s voice inguired.

CUb...well...uh...let's
see. my legs are tired!! Yes,
that's {i.!""

'Youir legs aren't tired — give
me & break!"

"No really, they are..." 1
pleaded. But | had toadmit that
I was just trying to find an ex-
cuse not to mun. T kept going.

Finally | had to stop again.
Befare the voice could ask, |

said, "I'm getting n stabbing
pain in my side: I've got to
stop.

You're really into heavy
avoidance, aren't you?’

"Okary, okay! It's true! 1 give
up, U'll keep going!’

Just then a swift-footed At
mananda in blue running
shorts came up from behind
and ran past me on my right. A
rush of energy from the shock
of unexpectedly seeing my
spiritual teacher ran through
e,

“My Godl'" | thought, “He
n:uJ.Iy}.w: talking U:ﬁs.m-u-- I
wis 50 thrilled and exhilarated
by the whole transaction, not to
mention the energy he boosted
me with as he ran by, that | ran
on boldly and effortlessly. |
realized that the aches and
pains and complaints were all
illusions created by my mind in
an attempt to foil something
which was good for me.

I ran on and on, thoroughly
enjoving each stride | took and
each breath of fresh air which
stretched and strengthenad my
long-forgotten lungs 1 turned
around affer some time and
began heading south, back to
the car. | was so absorl in
the fun I was having running
that it didn't cecur to me that
Atmananda might still be on
the beach. | began lo ex:
perience an incredible sense of
Joy and exuberance. My smile
started beaming on its own and
| could hardly hold back this
tremendous urge to lnugh and
shout and jump around like a
kid. This feeling kept building
and building until I could con-
tnin mysell no longer, 1 took a
flying leap into the air and let
out n zealous "WHOODOO! "
Just then Atmanands breezed
by me again from behind, |
thought | was gonna die — |
was 50 embarrassed. He just
kept going unaffected: not
acknowledging me outwardly,
although inwardly he had just
given me one heck of a zap!

Of course, after that | was
running on the thin air; my
subtle body felt like it had
literally been lifted three [eet
above the ground ... and I've
enjoyed running ever since.
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One night when | was at home reading a
book, 1 received a phone call from a friend
who is a veteran of spiritunl circles, She
had phoned me regularly over the past 12
years to tell me of new soul saviors and
suggest that 1 attend the vonferenceflec
ture/seminar whatever, I rarely went, In
my mind, | already had o teacher — an
Indian man who tmught a particuler tech-
nique of meditation which | had bee

practising for many years. ’

This time my friend said, '] have just
found the most fabulous teacher. He gave
the best meditation 1 have ever had. There
was gold light all over the room. Honey,
the man is really powerful.”

My friend had raved about other
tmczcm belore but the phrase that reso-
nated in my mind was the presence of
golden light, | asked her to lell me more
about him. “"He's young, American, funny
and humble,'” she replied.

"Il go," T said,

The lecture took place the following
evening al UCLA.

I st on the side of the hall aboul six
rows back from the lecture aren. Al-
manarida wis wearing light blue pants, a
ploid shirt and an  assistent college

fessur-type wool vest, Style-wise, he
E:nded in with the blackboard, but I liked
thal. He dressed the part of humility;
his face looked honest and without
prefension

As he began to speak, | found him to be
extremely interesting and clear and was
glad I came.

After about 30 minutes, Atmananda sald
we were going lo meditate and suggested
we keep our eyes open for part of the time
I started out with my eyes closed doing my
regular mantra meditation and then 1
opened oy eyes. Almananda was sitting
crogs-legged on a desk and gazing out ot
the audirnce. As [ lopoked ol hini, [ saw
him rise off the desk to a height of about
12* aff the surface. He simply (loated
straight up,

My previous teacher ostensibly taught a
technique of levitation so T had long been
mentally prepared to believe that levite-
tion existed. Bul this was the first time |
hael sten it — unmistakable and effortless,
Atmanands hovered for several seconds
and then floated back down o the desk,

I watched closely to see if he would do it
again. Suddenly, however, | wasn't Jook-
ing at anything. He had disappeared. All 1
saw was bisckboard and the desk. Just as
suddenly, 8 moment later, he was back,
meditating quietly on the le in the lee-
ture hall, making individual eye contact
with each one.

Omce again, T was Joejanna) Cool about
this phenomenon. | was prepared to see
disappearance because that was another
technigue my Indian teacher claimed to
leach — except that no one hed ever done
it Now I had seen it done.

As the meditation conlinued, T saw Al
tnanandn levitate two more times and ssw
him disappear completely and then reap-
pear in the same spot @ tolal of five times.
Once, his body disappeared and only his
head remained, like a cheshire cat
Joejanna) Cool began to feel elated.

After the meditation, Atmananda assked for
people’s experiences. Several members of the au
dience mentioned seeing gold or multi-colored
lights around him; others reported seeing his face
change. No one said anything about levitation or
disappearing and T was too timid to raise my hand.

Alfter the lecture was over, T had promised o
meel my spiritual friend. She was lingering at the
front of the hall and socializing with others of the
1A, secker set, 5o [ looked around for Atmananda

| noticed him standing behind the desk, ap
parently waiting to talk to le. No one was
there emlrnl‘ for ane girl. ‘T will give this man a
hreak,” 1 thought, ‘and tell Kim T enjoyed his talk
and meditation.

T went up o the desk and caught his eyes. We
Iooked at each other openly. Then he extended his
hand, which I Iho:m}ll was strange since most
spiritual teachers do not like to touch people,
much less strongess.

I gnve him my hand and our eye contact con:
tinued

That was if.

Semething oecurred which had never happened
to me before. | recognized Atmananda. [t wasn't &
mental feeling, like 1 knew his face, or an emo-
tional feeling. like | understood his heart, Rather,
everything in my self responded. T knew the "‘mar.
riage'’ with my first teacher was over, With the ac-
companying sense of freedom, | felt like I'd shed a
hundred pounds. | sensed that my yeamning for
spiritual adventure would be fulfilled,

Mainly, | krew at & deeper level than 1 had ever
known anything before that [ had found & real
teacher.

I knew T had found a friend.

Later; after leaving the campus, six of us from
the sudience gathered ot u local restaurnnt. It
turned oul thal five of us had seen Atmanandas
levitate and disappesr.

rst Meetings With Aimananda

Here T am in 1982, on the
planet Barth, studying with a
spiritual teacher. This may not
sound like such a strange oc-
currence {0 you, but in my
opinion, it i, 1 will be thirty:
two years old this year, and |
have done my very best o live
these years in the fast lane. 1
have developed and own a
million dollar business, 1 have
enten repeatedly at the finest
restaurants, and | have traveled
over much of the waorld, In-
cluding remote areas accessible
anly by helicopter where | have
skied virgin snows, 1 have
chartered boats (o fish and
among my catches is a
Skpound world class marlin, [
have experienced the finest in
drugs from all over the world
and drive whatever car 1
choose. The list goes on and on.
Nothing was handed to me on a
silver platter. | began chasing
these dreams when | was
twelve years old, pulting away
empty pop bottles for fifty
cents an hour. 1 sdmit that 1
was probebly in the right
places at the night times, just as
1 'was in October of 1981 when
| firsl met Atmananda, my
spiritunl teacher.

Being in the right place at the
right time is not always by
one's own choice. | know that
this meeting with Atmananda
was not because of an indepen-
dent decision of my own, I had
sean spiritual teschers before
with my sister, pnd | was frank-
ly unimpressed. 1 have given
you some of my personal
background to give you some
fdea of what it might take to
impress me. The spiritual
teachers 1'd seen appeared to
me to be persons educated to
help lost souls. You know the
types, with problems at home,
whao just lost their job. These
spiritual leachers seemed to be
group counselors with only a
slight insight into life in
general. My sister, whom 1 love
dearly, seemed to get invalved
with this sort of person on a
regulnr basis

I have always been interested
in spiritual teachings. 1
meditated for & period of time
once and expenimented with
same spiritual theories. [ wasa
vegetarian when most people
here thought that you would
die if you didn’t eat meat. I had
pretly much led my life being
my own spiritual tescher,
believing that the human race
had not yet produeed a spiritual
teacher real enough to teach
me, What the heck! T didn't
think [ nesded a spiritual
teacher. Everything seemed to
be going fine for me.

One day my mother called
and asked me if we could have
lunch together. As we were
dining, she began to tell me
aboul my sister’s new teacher.
She said that even she fell
crawn to him in a very magical
way. She asked me if | would
go see Atmananda. Knowing
that T had been to & number of
spicitual  meetings and had
been unimpressed, she made it
sounc pretty inleresting  to
secure my  attendance. She
finnlly convineed me, and 1
made the drive to the Los
Angeles Convention Center

1 got there early and met my
sister mear the door. She in-
troduced me to n few of her

new friends, and we all “hung
around” waiting for the even
ing to begin, “'Sit up nice and
strmight,”’ she told me, "when
he says it's time to meditate."

There 1 was, sitting in the
back corner, figuring out what
I'd do for the rest of the even
ing after the meeting. 1 was
paying just enough attention so
that I could discuss the evening
with my mother and sister to
their satisfaction.

Atmananda entered the
room. After he made n few
jokes wund some spiritunl
remarks we began to meditate.
1 sat up straight and started to
study him. He was young.
about thirty to thirty-five years
old, had curly brown hair and
looked like an average kind of
guy. He was dressed like peo-
ple in Los Angeles dress. It was
a ready-for-anything type of ap-
parel, good for anything from a
rock concert to a fine French
restaurant.

As we continued to meditate,
I got more intensely involved. 1
quieted my mind and sat up
very straight, in order to give
Atmananda every opportunity
o do whatever he could do. He
began 1o scan the room very
slowly, occasionally stopping to
look at someone, in what
seemed A casual manner, Sud-
denly he found me in my island
of safely in the back of the
room, Our eyes met and an in-
ner dialogue began with a
magnitude 1 had never before
cxperienced.  As we com:
mvamicated, the room seemed (o
emply of all other persons. A
bright gold aura filled the
room. Colors and light
streamed around  Atmananda
in a vivid visual display unlike
anything [ had ever seen. When
the meditation ended, and 1
had had a chance to regain my
composure, my conscious mind
immediately attempted to deny
what 1 had seen,

Aflter the meeting was over
my- sister approached me and
asked what | thought [
unswered that it had been all
right, thinking to myself that
I'ghhmlcr kcel::l this :rd« my
hat for a while, until 1 had time
to analyze it. We walked to the
car in silence. Suddenly I had
to tell her whal had happened
to me at the meeting. As I told
her, | fell a greal weight lifted
from my shoulders, It was ns if
| was admitting to mysclf that
perhaps, just perhops, there
was something to Spirituality,
and perhaps there was a place
for it in my life

I applied to become & student
of Atmananda’s and was ac
cepted. Between that night at
the Los Angeles Convention
Center and the first Center
meeting | atiended. e
time had clapsed that my mind
had eonvirced my being thal
whatever | had seen had not
besn as vivid as [ had imag-
ined. T needed to verify the ex-
perience. As meetings go on,
week by week, [ am able to ac-
cept mare and more of what 1
have been witnessing. | have
had breath-taking experiences
of visual light displays and feel-
ings of inner peace. The highs 1
experience are unparalizled by
any others 1 have encountered
in thirty-two years, The whole
process is still baffling to me, to
say the least But 1 am a
spiritual seeker, and 1 admit i,




UBLIC MEDITATI

Edward

It was late, perhaps 11:00
porm., August 3, 1982, T was sit-
ting in the secand row of one of
those semi-elegant public
meeting rooms at the Miramar
Sheraton in Santa Monica, &
room that had probably seen
maore wedding and bar mitzvah
receptions than the beach a
couple blocks away had grains
of sand. Now this room was

hosting a spiritunl teacher. He WM Twi

called himsell Atmananda
which in Sanskrit means the
bliss of the soul. However,
was not from India. He was
American, in fact, a boyish. |
faced former English professor; :
originally from the East Coast. |

When most of the Indtm’“ wm;mﬂy pretty nide nnlil. Hﬂmuﬂpennanirm

teachers | had studied wH
discovered that | was a Ilqu'.
they would take me aside and
somewhat nervously ask me
onbout extending their visa |

'mth ot
Indin was the mother country, T'ha m had of §,

they would sheepishly explain,
but the bottom line was that the
nccumulation of American
dollars was essential to keep
the air conditioning working in
the ashram beck home. On this
score, at least, | knew that
tonight would be different.
Tonight would alse be dif

ferent in other respects. This °
was my second time with
Atmananda. The night hefore 17
snw him for the first time. T had.

Sk LS
been hearing about him for tface. 1 felt tears if oy eyest I~

about six months; now, 1 wmg
his presence. A group of us h

jmtw:pphcd to j:;:‘lp Lakshmi,
the spiritual organizaling
through which Atmananda
conducts his teaching. The ap
plication - for admission cons

tained & clause, enfitled “ig*—whatever reson, was ot in-

there anything else you wish to
add,"" That's all 1 needed. 1 pro-
ceeded Lo cram m’
into a cramped ndmillzn
paragraph, pouring ltml

st o uest for inni
p::gc Alﬂmﬁda read each of
our applications, looking up to

acknowledge the person by
mmuhcumelbu:hn# ] S

“You wrote me a W

thesis," hesudwhcnl'u:gwink'

me. This was his diplomatic

way of recognizing my pés- J
chant for what my mother hes: | -
called verbal diarrhea, everiy

since 1 was a little boy.

Atmananda then wanted s ©

1o meditate with him for a few-
moments. 1 was now sitting
:Inﬁuhr: hlmhtham 1 had sat dur:
ing the night's program

during the s |1iy;'lpi
presentation. | closed my ey,

but only halfway, because T

had heard that when youw

m!.‘d'mle with Atmananda you |- P¥

ore “supposed” to see a light
show that rivals the bicentens

nial fireworks over the- "

Hey, | thought, where is
light show? T wus just in the
process of asking myself if this
were another ripoff, when
before 1 could even complete
the question mentally, 1 began
feeling my heart fill. Yes, my
heart was filling with a sense of
inner confidence. Me, spiritual-
ly confident? That's like Woody
Allen winning the Mr. Ameérica

contest. This was really
somolthi
All my life, my major

prompting for self-discovery

wiction thay the (i 1 saund yof

m.'lgrl :;ni.nllﬁ:a Qlu I‘ le ulkiug“ ﬁvmﬁu g‘es-
" momentd of biiss o, my o $an -

tions, before, These: mnuj‘hék lllmmbiwbum:qrw

whale life =

icted with any notion of ip- *
-&p&ﬂen:n I wnsn't even

death. 1 wanted spiritual | always worry aboul
enlightenment so that 1 could something. Yet, it wos me all
penetrate the veil between this :{hl 1 still had my awareness
phase of existence and the next, myself. | felt mysell to be
If there Is a next, and thereby totally still, except for u throb
obtain some peace of mind in bing joy. My consciousness
the knowledge that my final thrilled at this moment of clar-
destiny is more hopeful than ity, unencumbered by the

Deb

The most upsetting ex- when they try todescribe these
perience 1 have had with events, Other people said
Atmanands, or rather with things fike '"You grew extra

mysell in relation o him, fingers of light" and "“Your
started ot o big public medita- hand melted” We meditated
tion. | arrived somewhal emo-  then and the evening ended. 1
tionally deained from some per- didn't think mny more aboul
sonal problems that | won't the incident except to notice

just becoming worm bait. | had Ilnmmg tyranny of thought. |inte — this is a [family that I had a lot of new energy
spenl mosi nf my; time_in  Then | bpq,upe aware of '.]:e .| newspaper. | was in the corm-  and wondered whether it had
ing in ey (Tcosm apain. pany gta dlfﬁ_u.lll lﬂmpnu{ do with Atmananda turning

e lflhal il O[T wils coming dawn wanted. m ¢xpost imself into 8 human torch —

this hiole meditationbukinkss v All 'of this happened g Al 'y enerzy, whopeal kind of like the Statue of Liber-
was 8 fraod and then have 1o jusifalfew moments. Yes, here |1y likediAt wery mach’ - ty, only his hand was the torch
live out my days wnll IH Nn is the chair 1 was =|Itl'q on. | aéidr) ¢ but (hkt s The next day | was on the bus

ol ; c_-,_pnmrm nm\ﬂf
ot -Focd ool b e
ﬁw‘k-‘

.ﬂig‘\uy ng up to my weekend abode

nst aboyt in the Valley and realized that 1
swas quite disturbed by the
vevents of the previous night.

"This man was really serious!

iy Fational mind slepped if o v buzz saw I8 apile who hid tever seai i What had T gotten myself into
chop themy, to pieces; that fs. ?’Pﬂ J wmgmber on | before’. Now, Bu firen 1 now? 1 should get out
\ The> !a:ll.m 1L wiass ow; ex- nmpluded: Bul, | filled with quite'q mtrtlt)' crew while the getting was good. 1

\mﬂ;ﬁtﬁp there -whl[. l‘h}! mb Iihni uf"ﬁxﬂ’(ﬁlﬁ&h&'& and they! mean, if he could turn his hand

the bestglimpses  martelond
ing  Just L ik with
that fhf_tr wis A whois lanky, curly.
Iarp,&r and more- wonderiul y, sitting ma.tﬁgupm Ihe
aspect of mysclf fhan he fltm fromttof. m. | v
with which I \?ll\uﬂ.\d to degly. ‘And, why js'tie
ing, &4 alwaypaT had to atlempt. nnmmmum msh: Lhe
|.;r sabolage/ the experiince.’ w: . b ]
Gﬁl Horbid 1 becoamp <
l!nﬂim soon; 1'd huwe— |
wlx Il.‘i?lilq:llm uhout oy
n&pmmcdu.l hdttempl o
dn:dgc up mmyfear of death. Buts
old nemesisw ot

And

wouldn't

felt that Ilbcn}Iiop afrom the i

nightmare of fot pnumm; what -

T am all abeout was a possibility,
More than smything else, 1 just
plainly mmply felt good.
This menl was even, The
nagging specter of doubt, for

trudifig. Things wesgin
balince. The tempo of my
areness was satisfying. [ was
ully cognizant that | was ol

MEm.ng"'Ib!s couldn't be me:

amiling; |1

were out in foroe) drnh chips avinto light, he could just go wp in
their shau]dol-s

y''¥a “a cloud of light if he felt like it

; Even worse, 1 could tumn into

Jlight if | got Enlightened, perish
. veh

thc thought. Al is very
cmd l:lmn anything special like un Avatar,

not

it  about being
hﬂns
Awanted  us 1o “so theoretically we all had this

Fﬁﬂz He got upand sat on potanl:ul Horrors. | didn't like

e dn lotus position bt it at Spiritual crisis on
et umcdtaduﬂdp:hﬂm Highwly 11!
wigren't (feady =\ md - Well, I knew that | didn't

Ml’ §
ek pﬁl‘lhimnﬁm He gllﬁli' sreally want to leave Atmanan-

Jatourid HRW the way da, 8o 1 started casting around

J fhoes upaﬂ:l;m ;] iy hiead for ideas that would
SO and make my own reactions
sudden lumcd i) Ihe palatable to myself. 1
audience, T remembered the Bhagavad

Heality,” be said “is nol’ Gite.  Krishna is  showing
what you think. Wateh this."" Arjuna who be, Krishna, really
He then held'up his right hand  is. He changes ilin form and
and turned it sbout, The figgers-—shows Arjuna  "the whole
seemed to mell and’ becoméjworld” Arjuna mare ar less

ll%m and then the whole says “Just show me your
aa!rmlng and regular foce, Krishnn, 1 can’t
Auminoos handle all this." WclL when 1

‘n\l'Hrnhra;kad us what had read this 1 thought, “If | ever
sald, Your whole saw such things, I would say go
into a hig glob of ahead, show me the world"
'ligh:.!! 1 I notice Ha, ha. Now here was At
pgm'ﬂer_y\ peally Inebheltnl mananda turning into & huoman
T e light bulb for my education and
= il whal was | doing? Whining.
" Atmananda, show me
your regular face.” Well. this
Jicheered me up a lot since Ar-
l vjuna was & greal warrior and
ven heé had a few problems
~=with this kind of stuff. Conclu-
—— =sion: When it comes to having
my view of reality challenged, [
7 don'l exactly react with great
| Joy. Or as Atmananda has said,
o *'Resistance? Does Fort Knox
3 Thave walls?'

rlhlg me about his “verbal sk
el a

thought, based on my
mapbe she wasn't myhy
was i interesting? you feel mlylhfng' See anything?
Have any kird of unusual experience

“No. Nothing prprnd spiritual or anything. It
was. . . interesting.

1 was rather ﬂ‘(amhlmd that my mom could sit in all
that energy and not feel or see anything. I looked at my
brother, who is two years older than myself (he is 22) and
who also has meditated with Atmananda before, sh

shouliders and gave a “well-that's-the-way-it.goes" |

experiences wﬂk .-ltma:m:ndn. I'irm‘
everything: so I asked, “'Like how

:zrf!d to walk out of the kitchen towards the Hving room

M—rfhd!mwﬂ'

ed o .'is-ma nodded my head to signify
"i’nﬁ. flkmqg.hlm"am‘m*fl‘nmy mom, "Wow, Mom,
that's meat! I see those things all the fime."
She seemad content to just leave it af that — Atmananda
turned info an Indian. Not wanting to push I, I didnt bring
up anything more aboul the . 1 joked to my
bruther, softly, "“You know, nothing i]:dril.‘u.l] or anything. "'
I asked Mom if she'd like to go fo the meditation Ws
being held that night. bul she said no, that she was thinking
about going to the Music Cenler o see “Hello “1I told
her 1 m;h:hke could make it to one, and asked her if she
wounld buy some milk when she went to the store. “Sure,”
she safd. and that was that.
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Studying With Atmananda

It was our regular Wednesday night mug? in
Los Angeles and also the last Wednesday before
the New Year. Thete were about 125 students
present. Atmananda sat in his usual place on the
stage and sald that this would be a special
meeting because he was going to give darshan. |
had been a student for a very short time and did
not understand what this darshan was about.
Usually at our meetings Atmananda would talk
with us, snswer questions and we would
meditate together, This night he told us to just sit
upstmjghlmdnullol:? bul to keep our minds
as still as possible. He closed his eyes and began
to meditale while | just sat there as quietly as |
could. Before lang there were beautiful gold and
purple eolors all around him and they kept get-
ting brighter. I had already become accustomed
to this manifestation and, in my short time as a
student, was taking il for granted,

Atmananda his eyes and began to
meditate on each student individually, on some
for just & moment, on others for several minutes,
While he did this I kept my attention focused on
him nnd on all the light which surmounded him; at
one moment he would elongate to bwice his usual
size and then, as if letting sir out of & balloon, he
would return to normal. Suddenly he was looking
directly at me

Everything and everyone in the room disap-
peared in blackness and o tunnel seemed (o open
up hetween Atmananda and mysell, A spectrum
of energlzed colors were shooting through the
tunnel from him to me, at first slowly and then
gradually getting faster and faster. It seemed as
though they were bouncing off me and shoating

Ken

| sww Atmanands disappenr, Al the time | was
sitting with nbout one hundred other meditation
students in a meeting room in 8 San Francisco
church. A few moments earlier we had finished
twenty-minute meditation. | was feeling easy and
happy es | usually do after meditnting with
Atmananda,

He rose from the folding table he had been sit-
ting on and walked to the rear of the dais. He
stood in front of a full length beige curtain and
said, “'Walch this."

I saw what can best be described as o cloud
start to form about his head. The cloud was
transhicent, or at least nonopaque, and it seemed
to obscure his head. Gradually the cloud
descended, muktln more and more of his
torso until the whol thing was invisible. Tt is dif-
ficull to describe exactly what 1saw, because the
words don't seem o fit the experience with a
high degree of precision. On the one hand the
cloud seemed to cover him and obscure my view
of his body., On the other hand he became
transparent and | could see the curtnin where his

body had been previously
Atmananda remained invisible as long as 1 kept
my gaze relaxed. When | focused directed

my gaze with intent he reappeared. | found that I
could go into and out of the experience st will.

I am trained as a scientisl, and my first thought
was that eye fatigue or some trick of the lighting
was causing the illusion that he had disappeared.
This notion [hope?) was shortlived; almost
everyone else in the room saw him disappear too.
On top of that he had not told us that he was plan-
ning to disappear.

back to him so that they were coming and going
simultaneously at lremendous speeds. All al once T eould see my phr‘:ml self at
the other end of the tunnel, where Atmananda had been and then [, the perceiver
was in that same place looking back at my physical self seated in the chairand as 1,
the perceiver watched, I the physical self dissolved and Atmananda appeared
seated there in my ploce. The energy was rushing even faster now and | saw At-
mananda’s form which was seated there, disappear and 1 was Jooking at an cpty
seat. Then 1 found myself back in my seat, looking al the stage to the plnce where
Atmananda sits and there was n y there, 1 closed my eyes. |8 was as if we had
merged into one being with no separute identities. When | opened my eyes again,
Atmanands was moving his gaze from me to another student. | no Jonger needed
an explanation of darshan.

At d Los Angeles Center meeting, July, 1982:

Atmananda: 1 would now like to talk about the main thing that all Spiritusl
Teachers say and have sald, and that can be summed up in two words: “it's OK."
That's the main thing that T or any other Spiritual Teacher has to teach you, that it's
OHK. Some teachers have said it just to their students: ‘it's OK. For everyone else
out in the world it may be horrible, but for you it's OK." Some have said it just toa
few of their advanced students. Some have even said it 1o the masses: ‘Believe in
me, follow me. and it's OK." From my point of
view, everything is boly, and there's nothing that
isn't God, s0 it's OK.

Picture a spiritual secker, who has spent years
and yenrs seeking the truth, and finally he goes (o
the Himalayus, to seek the Enlightened soul. He
climbs all the way up the mountain, and finally
he finds the wise man. The old guy is sitting there
meditating. totally zonked out, trying to decide
who to bet on in the third race.

The spiritual seeker bends down at the wise
man's feel, and says, ‘0 wise man, O enlightened
soul. tell me. what is the meaning of life? The old
guy sort of opens one eye, looks at this person,
and then tries to |gnore him, hoping he might go
away, But the seeker asks again, 'what is the
meaning of life™ Finally the old guy opens his
eyes, looks at the seeker, and replies, 'It's OK*
Then he closes his eyes again.

The secker looks at old guy, and asks
himself, 'did he say "'it's OK?* Ruﬂ].ung that this
was his answer, he begins to climb down the
mouniain. But after o few minutes he starts to get
angry. thinking that he had come such a long
distance for such a simplistic answer. Finally, he
climbs back up the mountain, confronts the wise
man, and says, ‘what do mean, "it's OKT'

This time the old guy looks at the secker very
seriously, and contemplates the question very
deeply. He knows that if he gives the right
answer he might become famous and have books
writlen about him. Finally he says, 'it's all right.
I's mot so bad. It could be worse.™

Buddha, Jesus and Krishna have all said the
same thing. All that exists is eternity, shining and
perfect, so don't worry aboul it. 1t's OK. And ac-
tually it's quite a bit better than that,

I've thought about this a ot in recent days.
When | saw the disappearance, [ fell that | had no problem accepting it as a fact.
"Oh, | saw Atmananda disappear. I'm broadminded; T can accepl nonordinary
phenomena. After all, J rmd all the Castaneda books, and 1 believed them. Now
I'm seeing it in person.’

But there's more to it than that. | don’t think | really did accepl it totally, lrlaccd
the experience in o compartment labeled * nono reality.” 1 could stil
believing that 1 am here in my body and the rest of the world is oul there, When
something happens out there, | perceive it But here is my dilemma, [ could make
him appear and disappear at will. Couple that with the fact that most of the others
saw him disappear and my notions about the nature of reality come under suspi-
cion. As 1 write this I feel my stomach contract with fear.

1t happenad during one of my evening meditations. | had been with the Center
ahout eight or ten weeks and was rather pleased with the progress 1 was making. It
was already dark and rather than use a candle or any light T decided fo leave the
room in darkness. | closed my eyes and settled in to relax. 1 sat on a sofa facing a
wiill und n closed door that 1 focused on.

I opened my eyes and right in the mlddlecﬂhednwwuu]ll.rgiﬂm;;gmdblu
withs f ed It glowed brightly with a t intensity. It took me by surprise

S Em!; loazfnmfnm Imgledﬂlnlr. not believing 1
had seen what | thought 1 had seen, I opened
them again and, sure enough, there was the red
ball shining as brightly as ever. I closed my eyes
once again,

My heart began to and a feeling of fear
came over me. Tw to myseli what kind of
experience | was having and what was goingon. T
opened and shul my eyes several times but the
ball did not go away.

It was then | decided to brave it all and con-
front this thing, Prying my eyelids open, | forced
myself to look right at it. it was definitely very
real, in the sensc that it was there and 1 could see

maore courage, |

ly when suddenly it receded as if into &
smaller and smaller tunnel and ust @ pin-
point before disappearing completely.

I closed my eyes and opencd them again
mﬂﬂﬂmhnplngl!wou]dmeblch but it
didn't. Neadless to say, that was the end of my
meditations for the evening. It did shake me up.

At (he next Center meeting | was going to share
it und then thought better of it, for no particular
reason. | hadn't been sharing and didn't feel 1
wanted to start at that time. But during the break
I I'aund mysell facing Atmananda over a table

clme spontaneously shared the experience
wnl.h When | finished with the question "1
wander what it could have been?" Atmananda
Ioaked at me for a long moment and then gently
said, ""They don't like to be stared at." Wi&
he walked away leaving me with a very silly grin

o e faes




Out-Of-The-Body EXPERIENCES

m St

Randi

here; think
" I've had since:F'va
_inmrmmd l|mra!themumhgﬂuuumnd
W[ﬁlmhﬂq:hlwokeq:ﬂrb'wllm

wide awake
e nftergix .. Qunrl:rAIl::ﬂu' . Oh'God ..

E'_ s be sat o 10.dor” 1 thought wkhnma ﬂah. w frofm ecross the room |

: Althougl 1
don'f. rrmrmber, Imull. have blown out the candle.

Then the journey Began. -

1 clearly rempmber Atnw.umdn coming
and placing his hand on the back of my head, Instan-
taneously, my body fell limp. I gently-fell to the floor,
comfortably resting on my stomach, Although my
body was numb, I was very alive and perfi
I was sampletely immersad in a very Bright white light
amid lost all sense of this physical warld. Very gently, ot
the base of my back, | began ta feel warm, soothing &x-
pliwions of energy that were similar to 'electrical
shocks, However, instead of pain,

erease. When it reached the vl':ylud.ih::nmsv
ked and | was set free. 1 left my body

E.w_n upon it 10 ily thire still and |

expression on my fuce reflected

innboence. o
1 | With a sudden clap 1
ﬂmﬂwmumthw

Nothiog before had mmnudiodhuﬂnd?mﬁcl

There strang sense of belng completely awake,
that hﬁh‘ls.“:l I}us!vﬂnﬂ Seems g‘ld'wdrumﬂkt
those moments af traveliog wotlds of

i "Well why dan't we.
ﬁere'he

bdd\nhel.ﬂgil‘ﬁ'rt In the' room = it was more of a
. but it wasdefinitely him. He |

:mmm
Thinking, to m;.m"muﬂrﬂﬂ"ﬂm I rubbed
I Tyl
' shook headt and A

At mﬂﬂiﬂ

- power of the muﬂn.- \o bath first. .
Mwﬂﬂmmd

Atmananta and the virious
ered hiim, mwﬂuﬂdhmm:wmﬁmw
Public Meditation

1 was
i /Usat up, lesfied|over, Jocked at m%un:* yntwm
. "'Now. whatam I

e wasn't there In the salid
1form |

. Hee was still thees, unlllngllme_.uoﬁ-
it 10 mtdllﬂe?

h? disoriented, stammered,  hemmed,
\:I-I‘I'Ithﬂ'ﬁﬂl"w-?u -lhh,ltlunkmlybelﬁhbuhim
Htknhaﬂ-rmqunmdundmd 'ﬁ'ul‘slau:d:ﬁu why

don't you take a bath.”

Soin'[ stumbled, took my bath,
wondered about the whole scene T
Taed just experienced, shook it off as
myy imagination and antmpressive
previous night, dried off and came
out into the living room only to find
him still sitting there, Honmmn. .

“Well, so . afe you ready 0.
rnzdilnle‘.’"

Hhbihhb . wellll
hmmmo ... L.... shhhh ..
think that T should Straighten up
my apartment.”

He gave mc this ook like, “'Ahah,
I know what yol're doing'' but
said, "That's.® goud ldn. wby
don't you straighten
ment?"' 5o, 'ﬂﬂlﬁhm: I dld
having three small rooma, it d
take much time, but 1 was st.ra'lth-

~dmg it this day. Fhuﬂr I'm all
through,

?Iheuliy Atmananda. Iooks - sl
: Well, e you ready to
mn!rhle"'
_ Me, still not-believing th»oould

reall be .
mmqn put if o hnng

'mghhe@lnvfmmldlm

gares T'm weith' myself,
said to him, * P&Mi muymﬁ
should write a letter to my sister

troananda looked &t me. | mean
Ht LOOKED at me, 1t was like a
mirror. T could see exactly what 1
‘was doing; couldn’tunderstand why
1 was daing whal 1 was dolng when
1 alway: to. meditate and
Teal he wasn'l_going to leave
‘unti) 1 did meditate w;lf him .,

i rtlhlhlilluH “That's good itlea

. why don't yowwrite nletter to
your sisler?”
Immdv wuirming undar his
y sayi 1
eniild wnle her Euu-raad that we
could meditate first. 'O, Good!1"
He seltled himsell, 1 setiled myself,
and we meditated together.
When [ opened my eyes, the
whole room was filled with s strong
but soft white Hght. He looked ot

me, -smiled” “bye.'" and dis-

. Thoughts of Atmanands
and wha! had - happened stayed
with me all day and ni

ing like an
alarm. quarter after six, Boolnggen
oo my eyes opened. T was wide
awake

oo hmmm .. 1'peeked
aver to the hassock . ‘(tp.thm
he weas ... Beantiful A

"Wlnl ta

grinning away,
meditate?"

With a simile and a shake of my

head, “yes'' T sat inio a

r;:é medita wpwuan
and in ] went, This ned o
third day as well until fourth

Cday |- woke wp and my first

I were to meditate. This
M"ﬁwa\umm nida got me tostam

By now we were halfwiyto ¢

San Francisco, It was dark and
detolate outside. Within the
car, we sat in silence, speeding
up Route 5, attempting to break
last week's record of 7 hours
and 10 minutes frdm San Diego
to San Francisco. We were ab-
sorbed in the music. It was
Wednesday night during the
Spring  Meditation Series of
1962, Bach Wednesday after-
noon, during this period from
the beginning of March
through the end of April, a
friend and | would make the

clothes, Tab, coffee and
cassette lapes we would need
for the journey and then head
on over lo the Del Mar castle,
where Atmananda was living at
the time. We would pu:l: the

Though the drive was
physically the same, it felt new
and different each wesk, Driv-
ing up that straight, long, Tt
empty highwayin the darkness

us oul of bur everyday

meeting.
would focus on him inwardl .35
and try to feel the encrgy

Ilghlhewaipuwngmfwlhe

broghifes, books: fo- sl and; meditation. e with
various olber things thal we ﬁlm:nedmwmﬂt A mmaw gl e e

it rweed  frie the rwrhbie

Him our

the alr within the car began (o
miﬂl}l&ghl Everything
sparkled, the carwas filled
with a soft glowing light. 1
looked over at Mary Anne. her
AurE was bnalll und her eyes
twinkled with joy. We looked
at each other and laughed dight-
ly in realization of what we
saw, ‘As | refocused on the
road, [ saw swirls of encrgy
maving outside. It was as if you
could see the molecules in the
air, moving and  spinning.
Nothing outside looked solid.
The lew hills, off to the left
side of the car, had a thick aura
or halo of whie ilight over
them. Then the hills' began to
waver, like a flimsy piece of
rubber in the wind. They also
bt:pn ladhudua.‘:l looked like

thrée hindred miles away. The
of our inner connec:
tiom with hif had enabled us to
see  these manifestations.
Physical distance was lrrele
want, oo a subthe planewe were
really. )
A5 the night grew later, 1
n o see different forms of
m on the road. One time, |
» globe of light ahead
of us. It | 1h|r’e:6r|tire road.
As we approac] , il W
brighter and a moment I-af;nrr
we drove through it, it explod-
ed into a shower of sparks and
lines of light and color. It was
like seeing & giant firework ex-
plode on the Fourth of July,
Other t!?:;::'ut \Eve drove
through pa oF mist
that mumui h!nuh?i:l pagtel
yellow or green colors. As we
zipped through them, | felt n
conl bresze blow through my
body and a calmness overtake
me. As we drove further, my
feelings became more inten
sified. 1 could feel energy surg-
ing through my body and direct
lines of power rushing up my
spine, The energy felt like a
mixture of eleciricity and
adrenalin: My body was tin-

sarw a la

~wating and felt very light. 1 feltd

My-slamach alss Telt light, as
rising wp to my chesl.
anplibs senmi:m friew

.,—u:-tmhﬂng pulled with

meditating  each moraing on A

regular basis,
centered ‘on miy navel, 1 'saw
red in the sky ahead of
s, Jt like red ornekling
lightning, then suddenty the
whulem sky loak on & red

; was amazing.

m andd 1 looked Im

other; neither of us was about
1o describe what we had seen.
Immediately we broke out
the Tab and Mary Anne rum-
maged through the back seat,
searching for some onokies or
anything o eal. As we drank
our Tab and munched on
crackers, we chatted about
mundane and ln.!is!liﬁurll
things, trying to avoid mention-
ing a::!‘ilhang awesome  and
rful
1’“\:‘;: were driving through a
valley with high hills on esther
side of us. My altention was
drawn upwards towards ibhe
sky. | saw lines of while light
stretching over the valley in a
latticé pattern. The  lines
reached) from  the' hilllops o
one side’ 1o, the /hilllops on the
other side, [ fell We were ina
tunnel of B

Oubland. The linés. of

%}m hadad and the neon lights
the city

brighter. Twas
(ilmtlml the city seemed far
less real than the sights and
visions we had experienced out
on the open highway.
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Personal Experiences With Atmananda

daughter, in the middle of the
night, [ got the impression she
ance a husband or some-

After the San Francisco

ane she lived with, but that it
was over long ago, | fell she
had been on her.?:«n with her

car or two, It

Angeles with
usual, we were flying on
Pecific Express, a neat little
alrline with aboul seven or
t small jets. The pe
work for this airlin

She looked at her mom. “Tell  “'Can | have another cracker, "I wish you would stay.” She
them your name, dear.” Do p\n: him another kiss. "'l love
“Pam,"” "Whal's ''Sure. Here."
your name?’ llwe mr mommy, too. And T?Lia wenl on for about five
da that more minutes. Then the an
she probahly 't say his T'h.nu vzqr nice," nouncement came that it was
narme, "Da you love me, DocT time for our flight to board.

name?" she “Sure. | love you." "Are you going now?" Pam
“Tlave you'loa] Doc. What's . asked

relatively young and hap TR Ilqemng? “Yes, we have to go now.
like their jobs. The I g T was-cating some malted Goodhye,”

also the cheapest availabl T ve another ‘milk bulls, “Want some? 1~ We gaid goodbye and good
Since they are such 1 ﬁ. ' Doctor © siid, She held.out her , T hick to her mother and headed
airline, their terminal is located | i | gave“her o e I ‘thought “oul the door,

in some basement of San Frs Dn:? f "Goodbye, Doc."!

cisco International. The waitlig.
room is old, i1s carpet torm. But |
no one minds because thepwill: s
not be there long. bty
That night we were waiting
for our flight in the
room. Only a few oiher p
were in the room. Am
were a young Ild}l'

daughter. We e B
dmmonlmm . ':jihe
we faced them about fou . ]

.w-- %
away. The lady was Mr—— *'Some-~chocolite

with big eyes and a tir said.

She wore blue jeans, Sh W to ignore-her,"H
very friendly and just told her to stop bo
talking to us. She said sh g us. But aftera few seconds;
going 1o Stockton. For hat areyou eating™"

reason, it just seemed
that anyone wold be
Stockton in the middle
night. Atmananda asked |
she knew anyone there. |

"No," she said, "T'g

iny there to pick up my

“Where will ;
you gel your mr;?‘lm
asked:

"Th:f're raisins,”’  Atmans
ui:L"Wuntmm?" ;

""Okay."” 5She was cute

loo much, After Liet lw-rhaw u)
few Peanut M&M's, she hcgl
Irying to seé into the bag/ of
candy. Attananda asked her
whal ber name was. She [-;gld
up Upree fingers. il

“Mot how old are you
What's your nume?’

"I'm poing to drive to U
‘That's where we are g
live.""

50 she was (lying to
to pick up a car so shee
drive to nowhere, wi

Frank

You study Literature and Computer Scence at UC San Diego,
but comes lunchtime, you jog hum& fix younsell an avecado and
swiss cheese omelette pand see ;rm!r ‘housemiite and (riend
Atmananda sitting out on the back lwi, i Sama
tice of golden light !wmmw
polish off the eggs. Y ‘ I
Los Angeles Timeg and ”wﬁ
andn still, with the Pacific as u b
motionless, until you are §
Atmananda faces the odean and |
over to the house, still ﬂm

“'Hi, Atmananda.”

“'Hi, kid. How wim:chﬁllnflﬂw '

“Okay, | guess.” —rhu

Atmarnanda :!!.uppuu_iﬂo ﬂllm .ﬂmryuh
crumpling of paper, A
nrray of cookies in frant ﬂ

You help yoursell to a Py

oo tired. 4

You used to think that A da hopped becatse he enjoyed
hopping, the wa Snoopy of the Peanuts Carfoons dances for the
pure joy of g But learn otherwise: aftes entering into
an advanced state of tation krown 85 Samadhi, Atmananda-
becomes so charged with that his-entire boady tingles as
though it were on fire. So it is to dissipate this excess power that
Atmananda hops

But you ask, “Atmanands, dren't there other ways to dissipate

that kind of energy?’ e S M m
""Sure there are, kid,"” Ims. "But q*f
nmund B
ow you hove to get back to campis 5 you're
murse on Assernbler You say m ﬁh

goodbye.
are going to hop to the bu-thdm?ﬂwiﬂi 1!1.ka Micro Computers
but instesd, vou walk. just to blend

see
He

enough that you didpt mind. smuch.’
Her mom told her not to take

-.-‘ Atmananda be gefting,
5 gmd Call me umlulu:hm!h emﬁ " Goodbye, Pam.”

i-ﬂ:erfood Bul  On'the-way to the plane 1
he dido’t seem 1o mind, safd, “That was really
tu.dur /o dully(lcwe you; Doc™ 1 something, Wasn't it?’
: § good, dear. ! Atmaningda said, “Usually |
" 4 aﬁi. [l lhg n[lllﬁ. ‘and yYn love me?"* | don't like litle kids too much
4 red. aff Lo Want some mn.rg But she was all right. Shejus!

fell in lave mth l.hc Light.*

asked| him he thought it
would mitke any dl!'t'c:rm in
that fittle girl's lif: to have had

Center meeting ,';necl: and h him. She such an encounter with some-
tﬁ&uwﬂlﬁr-‘ﬂlnﬂy i little kisses— one who was Self Realized. |
| Sho had o real  thought that maybe when she

nwrn she might
*whal had happened
IMMWI somehow change

: il.lghi hnh:l an his neck, was
m,bmedlom “It's the Tight ¥
gave ‘She's in love with the
utter crachirs, ligh't. He just let her hln; her life {or the better.
P on 55; emply seai thers around his neck. | had "'?vk@"‘ Atmananda. "It
A . thuug]l: she loved him becausé, won't make any difference.”
ﬂﬂ,mrgmmmn “of the candy. But | realiced she . 1 ull?" 1 asked.

wd;{xt“}un saying il to get fed, |
gf)dil ﬁlmlﬂdl she really did love him. She | We wtmguing up the stairs

"Thist:
u].ﬂ* \ \saw, or felt, something in him to the doot of the jet. From
/ | \.'-\ \ { Ilhiﬂonlrglimpﬂ:d{xum there, weirould see into the
\ J \ fime to timeAnd she respond:  windowlof the waiting room.
{ ed with love, Pam with{8landing on a chair

"Are you going 1o slur here,
Dot

"'No, 1 have luluvci.nn[w
| minutes to fly to Los Angeles,”

b e She kept waving.
Mﬂm‘mndn waved goodbye to
her again. ° You should wave 1o
her ey, he said.

~And 50 | waved 1o her.

Lynn

Aftter the San Frangisoo and Berkeley Public meditations, 1 would
drive Atmananda back to the Hyitt Regency, where he would spend
spend the night before flying back’ 1 San Diego the next day.

Often, | would go in with him, to have dintie: of 1o go up o the
bar at the lop of the hotel, to have o Pertler and look at the view.

At the Public Meditations, Atmananda would expend an
; incredible amsunt of energy. He would meditate on each
: person attending and merge his consciousness with theirs. As he
brought light and energy into their being, he would take into himself aclot of their negative
energy, problems and doubls. By the time hé left the meditation e would be in a lof of
hysical patn from this exhaust ing emhlmclwea He had found that eating or ulmh‘ln
Emu.dl' i some vigorous exercise  running was  good way 10 dissipate this type u
wenergy nnd the pain associated with It This sould also bring his consciousness down e
,gn.beuhlc o funiction in the physicl v e would rmmmiothe hotel until mbd
I the option nf!uln,‘ out for a I‘I.lnwlﬁ ruled out.
remémber ang hight we went t6 the'bar at the top of the hotel. The bar was circular and
constantly rotating. As it maved you could view the cify's buildings and lights below. then
gur atterilion was drawn to thie bay You saw the wide, dark expanse with the lights from
and twinkling o the other side, off in the distance. By this time of night the bar was very
quict and aimost emply. It was designed and fiirbished in an elegant, nll:.l:, modernistic style.
Wie were led to o tabley e curved outer glass wall of the bui ‘e sat in silence for
a few moments. nbsml:mg stillness of the environment. | fell the d golng on around
me, yet my contact withdl was minimal. 1 lookedal Atmanands, and all [ could see was brigh
golden light exploding. il directions. | could nol ven see WIM 1 looked around
At the other people in the bar, they appeared to be dmhmn Then Atmanands
n o K.
] felt m of the people at the meditation tonight were students-of mine, from my past
lives in Tibet.'
Thrmshnut the Spring Public Meditation Series 1982, Atmananda had put a heavy stress on
he importance of finding students from. his past lives.
"I feel it Is very important (o gather as many of them us is possible belore 1985, The world is
to enter info another dark age. After 1985, the Maya will become so thick, it will be
difficult t0 advance spiritually without & strong foundation. This will be my last lﬂﬂl’ﬂl“miﬂ
this pagticular world. When IHeave the earth [ will return to the world 1 originally came from.”
¢ said thal if he had éhough time in this life to meet his former students from Japan, Tibel,
*Ind lnd other places and awaken them to their true identities, then at a later time they would
“"Be able to leave the eycle of their carthbound Incnrnations and juin him in another reality.
He said this would be our last chance, thal we had tried to attempi this feat of power long ago
and had failed. And thai we must not let ourselves foll again.
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One clear, moonlit night,
eatly in the spring of 1981, 1
‘went on nn adventure with two
of my wildest friends, At
mananda and Mark. We were
housemates at the ime, and the
three of us seemed to wind up
together at certmin fous
moments. On this particular
evening we found ourselves
buzzing — Atmananda said the
power was up, He suggested o
trip to Torrey Pines; it would
bbe an excellent opportunity for
the two of us to learn to “see.”

‘We rode down together in his
litlle Le Car, and parked at the
beasch. The three of us walked
about halfl & mile along the
beach below the cliffs. The air
seemed alive to me — it literal-
ly sparkled, and [ feli my head

inning and my palms tin-
;Jplng I was a little nervous — 1
had no ides what 1o expect.

We stopped at n point where
a big flmt rock extended into the
water. We climbed up onto it
and walked o the end where
the waves were crashin
against it. Atmananda w
away from Mark and me and
turned and meditated on us for
a minute. He said that he had
opened our third eyes and we
could now see what he had to
show us. Mark and 1 looked at
each other, We had witnessed
Atmananda‘'s light shows
before, but always in a larger
growp, With just the two of us,
we weren't quite sure what to
expect

Atmananda pointed towards
the cliffs behind us and said,
"Watch this." He maised both
his hands and | saw the
above the cliffs rapidly fill wit
light. Light spilled ower the
egqe of the cliff, and beyn
pouring down the side in
rivers, The silhouette that

When the ciiff bggan to
return to ite original state 1
looked back at A dn and

1 asked Atmanands about the
forms. Although they lacked
clear definition, they appeared
to be in various shapes and
sizes.

He said (hat they were non-
physical beings that exisied in
other dimensional planes, At-
mananda said that Torrey Pines
was a place of Power and acted
as a galewny between these
worlds. Many of the beings
would move from one plane ta
anuther; he said that Torrey

grew larger
filled the whole aky,

1 started wondering if it was
all my imagination, [ found if |
squinted and used all my con-
centration 1 could see At
mananda standing on the beach |
with his arme outstretched, but
my eyes felt very awkward and
uncomfortable.  Which  view
was real? As | was pondering
this question, | voticed four

Jane

One cold, foggy late after
noon At the end of December
1880, Atmananda took Mark,
Chris and | to the Del Mar
heach, The fog was so thick you
could not see tw {eet
ahead, The beach seemed
deseried. The only sound was
that of the waves crashing on
the shore, sometimes softly,

THE OCEAN

Pines was like |busy airport
with im:rdlmmwnl traffic
€ coming in and out.

he was lowering his arms. Then
he painted up to the stars in the
sky and 1 saw lines of light
shooting out from his finger-
tips. They connected with each
star, and between the stars,
creating a glowing network of
lines. The lines connected with
the ocean and the cliffs, and
with the three of us standing on
the rock. Everything was con-
nected by these lines. When At-
manmda lowered his arms,
they were less visible, but | saw
them still there.

We walked back and sat

down at the foot of the cliff. At

manandn pointed out to sea. He
asked us to look owt at the
horizon for a while. We stared
across the water. At first I saw
nothing, but after a minute or
so0 | realized there were giant
waves of colored light rolling
towards us ane after another,
They were like large clouds,
just above the water, but they
behaved like waves. There was
a bit of a wind blowing and
they seemed to be blown by it.
| looked over st Mark. He
wils gazing out to sea with half
closed eyes. 1 wondered if he
felt as intense ms [ did My
stomach was tight, and my
third eye — the aren between
my eyebrows — was tingling.
Soon the waves of energy
were passing right through us
and into the cliff. They seemed
to get more and more visible. 1
started to see formy, like
ghosts, moving through the air
around us. Surprisingly, 1
didn't feel nervous any more

This was a little hard 1o ac-
cept, however | couldn't doubs
my own cyes, These forms
were nol my imagination. 1
tried blinking several times,
and rubbing my eyes, but |
could still see those luminous
forms appearing and disappear-
ing around us

Mark pointed out some par-
ticularly large shapes which
were standing on top of the
cliffs. 1 Inoked for a while and
saw them too. They looked like
ald Indians and stood there like
they owned the place. At
mananda said they were guar-
dians of the doorway between
the worlds

Al His paint, Atmananda
said we'd had enough for one
night, and standing up he
wilked to the water' s edge. He
turned and fsced us, and as we
waiched he began to disappear.
I totally forgot aboul anything
else. He was standing there, the
moon directly above, and the
next thing 1 knew I could see
right 'lhmuxh him to the waler
This only lasted for a few
secands, and then his face ap-
peared, smiling, All | could
think of was the Cheshire Cat
in "Alice In Wonderland.” |
still couldn't see his body and
then his face disappeared
ugain. Next, his arms appeared
— still no body — and then his
legs. I could tell he was having
fun. He completely dis-
appesred again and then he
was all there, grinning

He stretched his arms out to
the sides and 1 saw him turn

luminous balls of light moving
towards us in the sky. | focused
my attention on them, and saw
they were ginnl firey pinwheels
which were throwing out
thousands of colored sparks, 1
became totally entranced. They
seemed to be performing an in-
tricate dance, lines of golden
light like delicute dewy spider’s
webs formed and reformed
from one end of the sky to the
other. The stars left their posi-
tions and traveled between the
lines, and the moon seni out
rings of Tight like waves after a
pehhle has been thrown into a
pool. | lost all awareness of
being at the beach.

‘t know how long this
lasted. All sense of time hacd
disappeared. Eventually, I
looked down st Atmananda
and he was just standing on the
beach with his hands
behind his back. | couldn’t tell
if his eyes were open or closed,
but it didn’'t matter. 1 thought
perhaps he was in samadhi, an
pdvanced form of meditation.
He stood like that for & while,
nnd then slowly started moving
again. He walked over to us
and asked what we saw. These
were the first words he spoke
stnce he had walked to the
water's edge. It seemed strange
to hear him talk.

We both described what we
saw. When Mark talked |
remembered more of what I
saw, and there were things |
spoke of which he did nol men-
ton, Atmanands said we were
seeing fairly accurately (hat
night, and there was a lot more
he did that we did not caich,
but we would learn to see more

other times roughly. Nothing
seemed real or constant, even
the waves broke at strange in-
tervals. The beach that I knew
s0 well locked tolally un
familiar to me.

We walked down the beach

in silence, scanning with our
subtle vision. We were fog gaz
ing. Atmananda had taught us
how to fog gaze before. He said
the fog was a powerful elemen-
tirl and that it eould be used to
see and enter into other
realities. The advanced mystic
could manipulate the fog and
other elementals in various
ways to change levels of
swareness. As we continued,
Atmananda told us to pmctice
our fog garing.
1 quh-d up at the cliffs above
the beach and there | saw an-
clent Indinn warriors on the
rim. They were ancieni, wise
and powerful They radiated
light. As my attention shifted
back down to the beach, 1 saw
different forms or beings of
light. | had the sense they were
”nninx us, as in lum, we
scanned them.

1 felt acceptance and detach-
ment as we moved down the
beach. | no longer felt 1 was a
person. | could not feel my
body walking or my mind
thinking. 1 was being absorbed

in time

My mind felt quite at ease,
and walking back to the car |
could hardly feel my body. As
we drove away 1 took 8 long
look behind us. The beach was
glowing with light. and looked
very different than it had when
we arrived.,

into this ancient world of fog
and warriors. As | walked fur-
ther, | saw n large orb of white
light in front of me. It must
have had a fifteen-fool
diameter. As | approached it, il
dissolved and rea fur-
ther down the beach. I walked
further, and again as | ap-
proached it, it dissolved and
mppenr;d still further down
the beach. This happened a few
more times; it was becoming
almost comic. Then suddenly it
exploded into a shower of light.
We moved on, 1 fell the air
thickening. 1 knew we, in a
sense, were completely alone
in this timeless und boundless
world.

At this point, Atmanands
stopped and told us to sit down
on some large rocks in the
sand, We sat, with about six
feet between us, facing the
ocean. It was quite strunge
hearing the waves pounding,
yel not being able to see them.
Atmananda walked into the
fog. we could not see him: a
muoment or two later he walked
back out, he was fifteen feet
away from us. He was different
in appearance and feeling. He
was now pure power, he felt
and looked like one of the
ancient warriors | had seen on
the cliffs above, He stood
before us. awesome and
powerful

His body began to shrink,
then grow {0 iremendous
heights. He raised his arms and
a showet of energy rushed
down onlo us while lines of
power pushed up through my
spine. His body turned gold,
then it turned into s doorway.
It became an wbsence. [ felt

self drawn into it and
through it into other realities. 1
felt myself spinning, floating,
turning in mmus directions,
then and contract-
ing. Then unlly, 1 found
mysell back on the beach in a
peaceful, calm, yet very elec-
tric stale, Al then
stood in frant of each of us and
meditated on us. I felt myself
merge with him. The level of
energy in my being began to
rise In intensity — 1 knew he
was dissolving my human
form. | felt my being had no
boundaries and my mind was
not able to canceive of myself
as n fixed being in a solid body.

Atmananda told us to try to
dream ourselves back to this
ploce on the beach, back to this
reality. He said these moments
were elernal and powerful, that
we could enter back into them
in our dreams. We then walked
back up the beach in silence.
My whole being was tingling
with ‘energy. Both Mark and
Chris were glowing brightly,
they did not appear to be solid,
They both looked like masses
of swirling energy. Almananda
was completely golden, there
was no form o him, He was
clear energy and power. As |
continued down the beach 1
saw more warriors en the eliffs.
As we reached the stairs that
led us from the beach up to our
car. | noticed it was dark. We
miust have been there for a few
hours, yet it seemed no time
had passed. While at (he same
time, | knew an eternity had

ssed, Everything was un-
armiliar to me, it was as if | was
seeing this place for the first
time. We stood beside At
mananda, [ felt his energy, 1
scanned Chris and Mark. |
realized at that moment we
were not of this world of men
and women. We were dif-
ferent, mneither better nor
worse, yet our energy and ra-
diance were not the same as the
people of this world.
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At Home With Atmananda

__Nanci

One Saturday night about
twenty of Atmananda’'s
women students gathered in
his living room. He had ashed
us pver because he wanted to
make a upe on the subject,

Why Don't More Women At-

; " and he

sometimes. Atmananda
entered into a meditative state
before beginning his talk. We
all meditated as we listened.
He discussed the factors that

sorbing the energy in the room
which hod grown increasingly
high and luminous. I saw more
clearly why [ often felt lke 1
lost touch with my deeper self,

“Were you ever self-realized
as @ woman in a past life?"
"Yes,"" he replied softly, and
leaned over (o fiddle with the
tape machine.
'Where, when?™ came my

hold women back spiritually, my source of power, when |
the things that ﬂn our  was involved io a relationship
power, He gave a lengthy ex-  with s man. I understeod why

planation of the delicate
nature of 8 women's subtle
body and. the harmful vibre-
tions that can injure it, One of
the greatest sources of injury
was  the e sexual
encrgy that many men project
onto women. L. seemed ironic
to me @s 1 listened that s

sat guietly for u few moments
reflecting on his words and ab-

1 intuitively felt the need o
avold relationships these past
two yesrs that ["ve been study-
ing with Almananda. ['m
becoming strong and whole
again

Then Atmanenda said,
“Women think they're sup-
posed to be pussive. They deny
their power. But don'l let men
or society tell you what it i5 1o
be w woman. Go Inside

q

“Now, cume on, 1 can't tell
you everything. You have to
discover these things on your
own'’

On rare occasions Atounan-
da has told us sboul some of
his previous incarnations as a
Self-Realized teacher in India,
Jepan, and Tibet, usually
when prompted by o student
who had u past life remens
brance of their relationship in
former times,

This new revelation touched
us all very deeply. 1 had

dered why A d
cared %0 much aboul the
liberation of women, why it
was a major focus of his time

and energy. He had told us
recently that we were begin-
ning to see the dawn of the
Age af Women.

1t was late, about three s.m.,
time to go home. Atmananda
closed his eves for 8 moment.
filling the room with soft
golden light, in a final brief
meditation. He i the
room, to tate on
each of us for a few moments.
Az | lpoked at him I saw that
he was neither man nor
woman, His image glowed
with a golden radiance. Some
mn( mysell pulled back

the intensity of the ex-
p;'l::ce. Perhaps some day
I brave enough to keep
going.

""Well. goodnight, and thank
you," he said. As usual no one
moved, 50 he had to stand up
and leave the room to get us to

20

when [ arrived at the i offices
o finish up a project 1 had been work of the poinl with his back towards us
ing on. I was informed that we would facing the ocean. As the meditation
be having & women's staff meeting. m.n. e ely
A bl Riiead ot s ol Ichslummmns‘gn“h;
bl conference room. He begay It fll o patierns of ruid motion and
the mesting by asking, S0 whal®  Clearly discemible. He raised his
been happening o You ladies out In  arms. As he did this, his subtle body
s Yt e spun oul through his head and was
b going havering above his body. Time was
The women responded honestlyand  gunding siill. He shot out his arms
openly. As Atmananda is concermed towands the ocenn and then toward
with the spiritual liberation of the sky. Huge benmsof light extended
women, he affords us every oppor- m?&mmhmm
tunity to assess and evaluate the dif- through the sky, as though were
ferent situstions that we face in the  papcons of forth M
world as women. This way we cin wmsmmm
learn direclly what has held women  pody dissppesred and there was
back from attaining enlightenment for iy Jeit' but two brilliant focal
eenturies, and how we oan overcome e of fighy al. the end of what used

7
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child's play.

The magical show proceeded and
the drama’ continued to unfold, The
next act on the bill was a juggling and
balancing routine. It was all done with
manifestations of light and manipul
tions of . It was ns if he was
working with a physical entity such as
putty or clay. It seemed very solid.

As we stood, mesmerized by this ex-
plosive light show, Almananda rose
up very high and his being extended

ot into the sky, Once there, he

weated w crack or opening. This was
~amething [ had never seen him do
before. He was creating a doorway
and around it was different
feom the rest of the scenery.

After finishing these manipulations,
he told us to close our eyes becauss he
wits going to come around the circle
and touch our foreheads. 1 closed my

and meditated. I felt him drawing.

. His presence was awesome. 11
waisn'L the "man’" that [ always see sil-
ting in front of me, but rather & totali-
pussing of all of elernity,

focused and concentrated in this one
being. Since this event, it has been dif-

ficult for me to see Atmananda as a
human being. He simply no longer is.
He m-gh hed. He \;:;I;\;ﬂh the
person right next to me- Ing was
getting bombarded with a forcefield of
enelgy. It was becoming very hard to
stand up. He was now in front of me.
I felt his thumb louch my forehead
and instantly, as though hit with a bolt
of lightning, | was jolted into & nmew
snd deeper awareness. | became
sware of the movement of each atom
of my being, Every part of me woke
up and came forward. Neither At-
manands nor myself had a form any
longer. He had hurled me into some
deeper “inner' universe. [ was
unsteady, and found it very difficull to
keep my balance. Then he put his en-
tire hand on my forehead. He chan-
neled o river of light through m{env
mbunﬁ. He removed his hand, but |
could still feel it on my forehead as
though be hund never inken it away.

1 ed m I fielt like I was 10
foet all. There seemed 1o be no
ground under my feet. T felt different
and the world in which T live has
never been the same.

On a clear Sunday afternoon, in the summer of
‘82, while we were p a fence, Atmananda
asked us to gather on his lawn for a meditation. 1t
was around 4 o'clock and we had been painting for
just a few hours.

When we all sal on the forming a half circle,
Atrmananda strode wwmﬂm

pcdﬂanfu:lam
He was wearing blue shorts and a blue sports e

# major spirftual move-
ment, huh?' Atmananda broke the silence with
ter. We chickled, not knowing what else

1o

“And you guys are suppossd to be the leadersof &
major spiritual group?”

series of comical gestures, OVer,
covering his mouth with ome and his
thigh with the ather,

don, we all i with

ﬁ,‘: Infinite has u true semse of Mhumor.”
Atmananda

u spiritual and some of you can't even
Bet - :

o various daily habits: ou
Boetal res ouk b e gt kit

“Here we are; trying to start

For months now, Atmananda had been trying to.

|

began 1o tell us n series of
-parables were 0 ridiculous
s00n we were all rolling on the ground with

EE.E

t

il
i

witch, said. in an even
e
_ While: with my back gozing at
change. The motionless image of Atmananda

and bushes all n to glow with a bright greenish
fluprescent mlrt:rc.s.Eve sIjhin.g within my =ight was
soon oullined in this light. A feeling of warmth
developed around the center of my chest. I could
hear noises from the neighbors and the streel, but
these sounds seemed 1o come from a far-away place.
The world had b & two-di ional painting
and 1 felt that [ could take & knife and cut through it.

As pur meditation deepened the world dissolved. 1
was looking at a continuous medium of shifting
white light, like the image one would see on the sur-
fnce: of & rippling lake during sunset. Atmananda's
foce had turned inte s glob of golden light and it
‘became difficult to distinguish him from everything
arcund. [ felt a very powerful sensation of being
pulled in Atmananda’s direction. as if Twere falling
mio the opposite of a black hole. Overwhelmed by a
sensation of stillness, my body. became sfill 1
began 1o no longer feel it.

It was difficult to judge how much time had
1 tation, but when Atmananda
] ‘the end of
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