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““Whenever you make a mistake, remember that you are God.
God doesn’t make mistakes. God only has experiences.”

— By Ramua
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THE

MATTERHORN

By Cathy

When I woke up that
day I decided I had to
see the Matterhorn.,
This was on my last vacation
in Switzerland during
Christmas, 1982, when | was
visiting my family and friends
in Zurich, Actually, the idea
had come to me earlier back in
Californin where [ wae living
at the time. [t was in
Diisneyland, of all places,
where | realized that although
I had fived in Switzerland the
major part of my life T had
never seen that famous moun-
tain whose double seemed so
strangely out of place in the
middle of Los Angeles.

This morning, then, 1 made
plans o see the real thing.
Bverybody in my family
thought I was crazy 0 travel
four to five hours by train [one-
waylin one day just tosecu
mountain,

My niece, however, was
more adventurous. She
welcomed the oppartunity to
take a day off from work. At
five 'elock the next morning
we 524 ont. Dawn was ap-
proaching as we left my
mother’s village on the local
train to Zurch, The sky was
clear except for 8 few rosy:
colared clands in the east. Tt
promised to be & beautiful day.

Soon we left the town and
villages of Zurich behind as we
passed through the Bernese
eountryside with its saft, roll-
ing hills. The train was picking
up speed. Trees, houses, lakes
and the prosperous farms were
ripping by us as if pulled by an
invisible string,

A few hours later we arrived
in the mountains. After chang-
ing trains we approached the
last part of our journey, A
mountain train took us on &
steep climb towards Zermatt
past the small villages which
always seem on the verge of
falling off the mountain slopes,
past the many waterfalls, und
past the grapevines in the
vineyards of the Wallis, which
In summer become the source
of excellent wine. The final
stretch of the climb became in-
ereasingly steep. The train
slowed down considerably,
and | wondered at times if it
wais going to make it at all. As
if slightly vexed by my lack of
confidence in its performance,
it gathered its last strength,
pulled itsell into the last tunnel
and out of it, hugging the carve
and then, breathless, let jtself
roll down the hill towards the
valley of Zermatt

“There itis,” Claudia
exclaimed, pointing
towards the mountain
range surrounding
Zermaltl. There il was, in-
deed, the enormous rock in the
shape of a huge horn. It stood
alone, towering over all the
other mountains in the area,
which, although by no means
small themselves, stood back
in reverent awe, as it seemed,
before their master.

When we got off the train in
Zermatt we noticed, to our

[ surprise, that the
famous tourist resori was
delightfully empty al this time
of the year. Zermatt is the nor-
mal kind of resort frequented
by tourists from all over the
world, where the old and the
new meed, somelimes suc-
cessfully, sometimes painfuily
at odds with each other. The
power concentrated in (he
rocks, in the snow and the ice
af the surrounding mountuin
range. however, does much to
even out human volition. The
Matterhorn, above all, rmdiates
a strong, clear light whose
purity was increased by the
snow. The only people who
ever came in direct contact
with its rocks and steep walls
are those few who care enough
to he willing to climb it with
their bare hands and on foot,
After ndmiring the mountain
for awhile, Claudia and T went
an a stroll through the town.
We spent some lime in real
tourtst fashion, window-
shopping and taking pictures
aof the landscape and of the
many chalets tucked away in
the back of elegant hotels
Whatever we did, bowewver
our eyes were irrevocably
drawn to the mountain. More
und more I had the feeling
it was alive, 50 overwhelming
was its presence. 1 finally
gave In o jis beckoming
and suggested we sit
down somewhere.
We found & nice-
Iooking inn with the
significant name
"Berguicht" (View
of the Mountain),
sat down on the
wionden porch
in the

‘The

Claudia must have read my
mind. "Tell me, what is
Rama 1o you? she asked, her
dark eyes glancing al me in-
quiringly over the rim of her
wine-glass. “Would you call
him a sage?™' We had talked
about meditation earlier and
I had told her o little bit
about the study 1 was in-
volved in. She had read the
stories | had written for The
Last Incarnation. Together we
had listened to some of
Rama's tapes. There had been
a moment during The Yoga of
Love when 1 had witnessed
Rama's voice touch her heart
and change something in her.
Now she wanted lo know
more, and | was struggling to
convey to her in words
something of the immensity
aof the world which had
apened up to me two years
earlier.

“This is not the
easiest thing to talk

about,” 1 hegan, “but I'll
try anyway. Rama is eternity

radiated a strong

changing the landscape and
transforming everything in its
way, This love changes the
course of your life, and like
the water it rejuvenates you."

‘Rama is like this moun-
tain," 1 continued, pointing
towards the Matterhorn. "He
is the mountain,’ | corrected
mysell, suddenly realizing
why T had come here and
understanding my feelings
about mountains. “He iz the
power radiating from the
mountain, inlense, clear and
pure. Rama s nlso the trees
and the meadows at the foot
of the mountain. He s the
snow, the wind, the lake, and
the rivers. He is the fowers
in summer, the rain, and the
clouds in the sky. He is the
sun during the day and the
stars and the moon al night
He encompasses the whole of
nature, and everything that's
genuing in man. He is the
smile in your eyes’

| stopped short, realizing
that | was geiting carried
away, and although I might
have sounded a little more
prosaic ot the time, my in-
fatuation with i
definitely got the better of
me.

"You are getting poetical,”
Claudia said, smiling at my

embarrassment. Her face,

! however, expressed genu-

\ | i interest, so I con-

> tinued. "One reason
why it is so difficult to
express what Rama iz
like has to do with
the fact that it
changes all the time
He is & human
being, but what's
coming through
him goes

Vatterhorn, above all

sun, and ordered some food
and wine. We ate and drank,
chatted of this and that, and
continued gazing at the Mai-
terhorn. Again | saw and felt
its strong light, which was in-
tensified by the midday sun. [
thought of Rama, my teacher
and like 50 many other times
during my vacation in
Switzerland, I marvelled at
how strongly [ falt his
presence whenever | was in
the mountains.

to me. This sounds somewhat
vague, [ know. Let's try
again. Foremost, Rama is
somebody 1 love. This love,
however, is somewhat dif-
ferent from the emotion we
normally associate with the
word. It is more encompass-
ing, fluid, and liberating. It is
like the sun melting the
snow, gathering the waler in-
to a mountain stream. It is
the water increasing in power
as it flows towards the vallev,

beyond the human, He is an
experience, & state of con-
sciousness. When | meditate
on him, he, &5 a man, disap-
pears, and a world strange
and fascinating opens up a
world of colors, light, feel-
ings. perceplions. Existence
in its many forms manifests
through him. Bach time [ see
different aspects of it, de-
pending an my mood and oy
level of awareness at that
moment.”

Claudia was nodding her
head thoughtfully, then asked
me a few further questions. [n
my ettempt to answer them, [
got hopelessty lost. The longer
| talked about the subject, the
more [ got entangled in words
and ideas. Finally I gave up:
"You have to see for yourself,"
I suggested, "'when you come
to wisit me [ can't really tell

u

We continued taking sips
from our wine glasses, admir-
ing the landscape changing
color in the evening light. The
sun began to disappear behind
the mouniain. "Rama is also in
the wiie, ' | said suddenty,
remembering his greal sense
of humor. “Does he drink?”
Claudia asked, slightly
incredulous

Perhaps she had the
popular misconception
of spiritual teachers be-
ing ascetic and walking
around in robes and
sandals.

T don't know" | said, "buoi |
bet he would enjoy a glass of
this excellent Tropfen. He is
extremely funny, and very
often he behaves os if he had
had a glass too many! Claudia
could relate to that, “This calls
for o toast”’ she exclaimed,
lifting her glass towards the
Matterhom

In the meantime, evening
had set in. "'Let’s tnke n coach
to the train station,” Claudia
suggested, pointing towards
the horse-drawn sleds waiting
in front of the restaurant

Wiapped in blankeis against
the cold, we let aurselves be
drawn through the wintry
landscape. The driver, o
gentleman in the old style,
SOV s in extra lour around
Zormatl At the train station he
let us off, saluted to us, and
drove nway cracking his whip
again. We waved goodbye to
the Matterhorn and hopped on
the train, exchanging old
Europe for modern-day
conveniences

A small mountain train took
us back down to the valley
where we boarded the express
to Zurich, Overcome by the ex:
citement of the day, we let
ourselves be lulled to sleep by
the monotonous tam-to-tam of
the train. We were awakened
from our nodding by the
screeching wheels coming to a
halt at the main station in
Zurich, and by the
loudspeakers announcing
departing and arriving trains.

Fighting my way through the
crowds, trying hard not to get
overwhelmed by the energy of
& cosmopolitan city, | wished
for awhile | was back in the
peaceful mountains. *"Look at
this!'" a woice said next to me
Clandin was pulling my coat-
sleeve, trying to get my atten-
tion. She pointed ai a poster
hanging at the far end of the
main lobby. There on the wall
of the train station was a big
colar picture of the Mat-
terhorn in all its glory. We both
burst out lasghing. The moun-
tain had followed us home
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LAKSHMI MEETING

By Carmen

1 had just recently been ac-
cepted ms & student of
Rama's, and since | didn't
have to work at the time |
found mysell meditating
MOre more. My son,
Matt, and | would always
spend time together after he
came home from schoal or
during the evening. Now he
realized that the only way he
could do that would be to
come Into my bedioom and
waitch me meditate, so that's
what he started doing. He
was nine ot the time and still
into Star Wars. He would
bring all his Star Wars figures
with him and quietly play
with them whﬂc laying on
my bed.

One evening, just as [ was
beginning to get into the
meditation, 1 became aware
of » very excited little voice
saying, "Gee. Mom, you just
eame out of the top of your
head, and there's this golden
light all around you, waowl"

What [ had just heard
pulled me completely out of
my mediltion. 1 just sai
there staring ot him, trying 10
think ol something 1o say, T
toltl him since | had been
meditating with Rama, 1
hadn’l been the only one
who had been changing. that
we were all changing. and
thut he was beginning (o see
on other levels Then 'l
never forget what his nexi
words were.

He said, "Mom, I was
aimost like everyone else,
wasn'l 1T

“Almost. bul now you
know, Math."

Then he asked me when
Rama would have a medita:
tion that he could go o, since
he knew that only studenis
were allowed to attend the
weekly meditations. 1 told
him there were public
meditations coming up in &
few weeks

He was preity excited
shout secing Rama for the
first time. We weren'l able 1o
sit together because 1 had 1o
help out with the sales but
because | bod to be there
early he was able to sit up
front.

1 didn't get to see him or
talk to him until after the
meditation was over, | ssked
him how he liked the medita-
tion. His answer was thal it
was fun and that he really
liked Rama, and that he
wanied o go to all of them. |
wanted 1o ask him about
whal he had experienced, but
I cold see that he was tired
and really didn't want to talk
amy more.

Tt wasn't until after the
Intensive, six meditations
later, thal he started sharing

b mrrwerisncss with me

After the meditation we
went out and had something
to eat, While we were
waiting for our order, | men-
tioned 1o him that T felt that
Rama had really zapped us
tonight. Matt said he fell the
same way. He said thal Rama
had done a lot of things for
us that night. T nsked him
whal he had experienced

“Well, Mom. remember
when he put his hands up?
Well when he did that, water
came oul of them. It didn't
spiash all over, It came oul
nice and neat, and filled the
whole room with water.”

I asked him how high the
water was.

1L came up to my knees”

“Then he made two domes.
One on each side of the aisle.
They covered everyone, To
make these domes, he shot
energy oul of his hand, and
the beam &t @ certnin
point, Then the beam started
going back and torth like &
sewing machine until it met
the other half of the dome at
the top. After he made the
domes he shot energy Into
them. Once the energy went
into the domes it stayed there
and bounced off the walls:
The beams were different
colors and when they hit the
walls their color would
change. The beams also
bounced off of the peaple,
but somefimes a beam would
fu inlo o person. These, |
ell, were special people.
Then Rama took what looked
like seeds and threw them
into the water and fountains
shot up and sprayed all over
everyane. | abo fell that
Rama wanted to teach us
nbout energy s | opened
both my hands and a beam
of light shot out of each of
my fingers. [ started playing
with the beams, and trying
different things, bul then
daddy made me put my
hands down and told me to
be atill

“Whal happened to the

water?"

“He lefi it there!
“Then we all walked
through i?”

Yes

“What did it feel like?™

“Well, it didn'l feel wet like
waler. 1t fell soggy, and ms 1
wiilked out of the room |
could still feel i, but 1
couldn’l see it any more”

“Mom, do you think that
the pizza is almost ready? I'm
s0 hungry"

“Yes. it should be here any
minute”

“Mom, | wish you could
see the things thal | see
because when you ask me to
tell you about it it's hard for
me to describe exactly what [

e 1 bost e henmtifol




By Karen

It was a Tuesday night in August. | sal with a large
gathering of Lakshmi students in an elegant old theater
in Beverly Hills. Rama was on stage conducting our
weekly Center meeting. Once agnin, he was trying 1o
show ug that we are not who we think we are. We are
nol the person who has a personal history which defines
us. Someone asked a question about how to change
yourself if you don't like some aspect of your being.
Rama answered, “You're driving down the street and
you see 8 kid in the middle of the road. Do you try fiot
te kit him7 Na, you definitely miss the kid. You don't try
not to hit hin. You miss him, because it matters” His
voice was full of conviction,

He told us nol 1o hold aach other back with negative
thoughts about each other. Each time we meet it's for
(he first time.

"We are all mugical beings!' he said, “capable of
change at any moment. Now let's meditate.”

He put on # Tangerine Dream tape and we all sat up
straight. T closed my eyes and stilled my thoughts. When
1 opened them to look at Ramn. he was fotally
transformed. 1 saw a golden child, o young sur:
rounded by @ brilliant radiance. His face was filled with
delight and wonder as he watched himself play with
balls of light that he held in his hands, As | walched, |
saw that he was playing with all of existence. In his
hands he whirirfrgulm&u and spun solar systems with
joy and abandon, while light and energy shol through
the room. Something in me said that this was the child
Vishnu. It was a vision of pure delight.

Then | saw him as my teacher, Rama, again. He
reathed out his hands and rotated them in a slow circle
Ag he did this the room and all of us in it turned with
his movement as il we were on a wheel

W dn e infereating Center meatiney

By Patricia

‘No one here will ever at-
tain God Realization or
become enlightened” 1 had
been drifting Into a peaceful
meditation lulled by the
waves of energy projecting
fram Rama. That phrase
canght my attention and
evidently woke up the people
around me as well, 1 felt
everyone &l up a little
straighter.

“What does he mean? How
can he say thai?”

"Before you can become
enlightened ar enter Nirvana,
you have to change. Your

sonalily needs to be re-
ined ngain and again. All the
rough edges must be wam
away. This is done Ihrough
selfless glving. When all that
matters 1o you is the welfare
of others, when thal feeling
is all that exists for you and
you wake up every morning
thinking to yoursell, "What
can | do today to muke some-
one's life a little better? then
you can begin to consider
higher spirituality.

“But selfless giving s not
enough. You must learn to
meditate In order to become
enlightened you must be able
o enter into samadhi ®

"Each time you enter
samadhi, you dissolve, In that
state, Nirvana, there is ab-
solutely no sense of self. You
have no separaie existence
1t's ot that it is nothingness
of emptiness, it is just that
Nirvana cannot be axplained
in ward

“Each time you reach the
threshold of Nirvana, the
point of dissolution, the part
of you that is still human
cries ouf, "Now wait just a
minute. This meditation stufi
is all well and good, but I'm
not ready to dissalve yet. |
like this world, 1t has
food, line desserts, and great
movies. And you know how 1
like the mountains and the
ocean. How do 1 know that
i Nirvana. I'll be able to
find those things™

“What makes & porson go
on, push pas! the human at-
tachment to this world and
let go? [ cannot really explain
it to you. That's part of the
mystery of existence. One
day il just happens. Then you
dissolve You are gone. You
enter Nirvana.

"Who returns from
samadhi? Who knows? But
certainly not the person who
wits there before. What
makes a person come back?
Another mystery. One minute

are dissolved, lost in in

te awareness, then the
next minute you are here,
dealing with the eclectrician,
the dentist or income tnxes.

“It's a strange experience
being enlightencd. Everyone
slways thinks that it is an
escape from this world, Bul it
ite.

You work as hard as you can,
daing the office work, trying
to keep the spiritual center
running as smoothly as possi-
ble. Bul then sometimes you
just go away. Poof, you're
gone. And sach time you
come back you are different,
*A supracomscious e of

awareness (n which o person iz
Hilha abanshad (u Il

a new person’
1 walched Rama as he
talked. 1 had been to many
ublic meditations. I had pro-
E-hly heard this same talk a
dozen times, bui this time for
some reason it was different,
Suddenly, | was detached. Tt
was s if | was walching a
movie. 1 realized that even
though 1 hod heard the
words that Ruma was speak-
ing, and understood them in-
tellectually, he was speaking
from a level far beyond my
limited awarcness. He was
beautifully erudite, his words
and phrases were a flow of
ideas and concepts thatl
transcended this workd. 1 felt
through his words the
timeless quality of his
message. He had given this
talk in many lifetimes, the
text changed only slightly to
match the conditions of the
society. Every now and then
tanight, he would lsugh, use
a Valley Girl' phrase, make a
reference (o 8 commercial
product or & recent film. 1t
wais a8 if he were reminding
himsell and his audience that
this was 1983, planet earth,
Los Angelea, and we were as
much & part of enlightenment
o8 Indin was thousands of
years age
By now the room had filled

with a soft golden light. The
restless people in the hack
had either left or decided io
enjoy the meditation, The

room was quiet. Rama
paused and told us it was
time to meditate,

He switched on the tape
player to Tangerine Dream.
The straina of electronic
music filled the room. 1 felt
nyyself let go of the frustra-
tions 1 was still carrying from
the drive into the city.

Rama closed his eyes, then
opened them again and swept
his gare from one side of the
room to the other. The inten-
sity increased and with a
feeling, a yearning that came
from deep inside me, 1 felt
mysell erying aul to eternity.
My being strained for the

b, wanting that feeling of
completeness beyond
everylhing else 1 fell the
light flood my being, dissolv-
ing my thoughts, my desires,
and even my yearning. Tt felt
s if 0 wave of electricity
swept through my body. 1
was on fire I was no longer
aware of the room around
me of the people. There was

only light.

ually It dimin-
ished. The intensity eased
and I was left with a feeling
of peace. As Rama ended the
meditation. he said, "You see,
words are not enough to ex-
press eternity. | can talk 1o
you all night. but in five
minutes of meditation, | can
share with you more about
Nirvana or God than any lec-
ture T could give”
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OUT OF THE BODY

Flashdance

By Margaret

"Busted 1 said to my friend. She
knew exactly what | meant. [ always
seem to get caught with my hand in
the cookie jar. It wasa Fri night,

ing night of the movie,

It was now about 10:00.

pm. We had been in the theater since:
5:00. In other words, we were about
to it through this movie fora third
time. We felt we were safe in that we
were sure that Rama would not see
this movie, especially on opening
night. But there he was and there we
were, sitting in the front row, desd
center. By the looks of us one could
tell we had been there o while. When
Rama asked us how many times we
had already seen it, | knew we were
caught. I meekly told him this would
be our third time. He laughed and
said he could see our subtie bodies
dancing arcund the theatre, 5o he
knew we had seen it once. But three
times, even he seemed & Hitle
amazed.

Then the movie started and my
friend and | were back to rocking out
to the music, lotally absarbed in the
movie, Mind you, this movie is not
very involved nor the least bit com-
plex, but the music and dance really
makes it worthwhile. Rama was sit-
ting a few rows behind us. My atten-
tion was fixed on the screen when
suddenly it began lo undulate and
waver. First, | thought there was
something wrong with the film, but-
then when the theatre walls and floor
began moving and dissciving, [ realiz-
ed Rama was at it again. The theater
became & voriex of colored spariling
lights and energy swirling and jump-
ing around. | began to laugh. These
silly lights were dancing to the music
in the movie, yet the movie and the
theatre had complately vanished,
Then I saw beams and Hitle arbs of
light reflecting the beat of the music. 1
felt like 1 was in some Walt Disney
Cartoon where you see sound alang
with hearing it. My being became fill-
ed with joy and [ started laughing
uncontrollably

In that flash my guard was down
and Rama grabbed the opportunity to
spin me into other worlds. When T
say “grabbed,” | mean it figuratively
s well as literally. | felt my navel

nked, my whole being seemed to
E: lled right out of my navel area
and sent spinning like & missile with
incredibie velocity, | felt mysell
q;u\dlng through worlds and planes

energy and light. | felt like | wason
Space Mountain at Disneyland, only
the speed had been turned up about
ten times the normal rate. The inten-
ity of the experience must have caus-
e me to blank out because suddenly
1 found myself back at the movies. |
sl there in a stupor, not quite know-
ing what had happened. The theater
was filled with a sparkling light, but 1
could not feel my body or even hear
the movie, I just sat there in wonder.
Then the credits came up on the
screen and the movie was over. 1 still
sal there not ing how [ was go-
ing toget up. | tu my head and
saw a mischievous glitter in Rama's
eyes. | figured | belter get up
before he asked me if I was planning
tar it through the movie again.

Of course | have seen the movie
since then, Ishan'tin-
criminate m by telling you just
hwmy&m?molrzwrg;mi

secing it to re-cx nee the
hw!o?lds Rama sent meﬁehrwg,h that
night, but to be completely honest, 1
think it is because | liked the music
and the dance,

wimn
y kil

L

Rama A.M.

By Jennifer

Sitting here, thinking sbout Rama and
the various experiences |'ve had since
I've encountered him, one particular
instance stands out in my mind. It occur-
red ane morning after a Public Medita-
tion held in Los Angeles. | woke up early
~— itwas barely light — yet I was wide
awake . . . Isat up, leaned over, looked at
the clock — quarter after six . . . Quarter
After Six ... OhGed . .. "Now whatam
1 going to do?” I thought with a huge sigh,
and from across the room T hear, "Well,
why don't we meditate?"

And there he was . . . Rama. Now he
winsn't there in the solid physical senee of
his body being there in the room — it was
mare fike a Light assuming his physical
form . . . bul it was definitely him. He
was silting there beaming and twinkling.

Thinking to n‘:Ln.:I]f, 1 must still be
dreaming,” 1 rul my eyes, shook my
head and looked again. He was still there,
smiling al me, nodding his head . . .

‘Want to meditate?”

Completely disoriented, 1 stuttered,
stammered. hemmed, hawed, and came
out with "Well, aaahh, T think maybe 1
should take o bath first. . "

He looked at me, grinned, and said
"That's n good idea . why don't you
take o bath?"

50 in 1 stumbled, ook my bath, and
wondered about the whole scene | had
Just experienced. 1 shook it off as my
imagination, dried off, and came out into
the living room only to find him still sit-
ting there, Hmmmm. . . .

"Well, 50 . are you resdy Lo
meditate?”

AAHHHhhhhh welll .
hmmmm ... 1 ahkhh think ihat |
should straighten up my apartment.”

He gnvcnr?s!.hii Igok ﬁkgﬁhnh. I
know what you're doing,” but said,
“That's & good idea, why don't you
straighten up your apartment?" So,
straighten | dic. Only having three small
rooms, it doesn't take much time, but 1
was stretching it this day Fi:lall}‘ I was all
|

Patiently, Rama looked at me, “Well. are

ready to meditate?”

Still not believing this could really be
happening. and sure that if 1 put it off
lang enough he'd tire of me and these
games I was playing with myself, I said to
him, "Oh . .. T really think I should write
aletter to my sister first”

Rama looked at me. T mean he looked at
me. 11 was like 8 mirror. | could see exact-
Iy what T was doing; couldn't understand
why | was doing what 1 was deing when |
alwnys enjoyed meditating, and realized
he wasn't going to leave until T did
meditate with him . .. yet he sHil said,
"That's a good idea . . . why dan't you
writea leiter to your sister?”

Inwardly squirming under his gare, and
my folly, T relented sheepishly, saying
thal perhaps | could write her later and
thal we could meditate firsi. “Oh,
Good!!l" He seltled himsell, | settled
myself, and we meditated together.

When | opened my eyes, the whole
room was filled with a strong but soft
white light. He looked at me, smiled
“bye," and disappeared. Thoughts of
Rama and what had happened stnyed
with me all day and night.

The following morning like an alarm,
quarter after six. Booingggg - . . my eyes
apened. | was wide awake . . . hmmmm
.+« | peeked over to the hassock . .. Yep,
there he was . .. Beautiful Light . .. grin-
ning away, "Want to meditate?"

With a smile and a shake of my head,
“yes,” | sat up, got into a comfortable
meditative position, and in I went. This
happened a third day as well, until the
fourth day | woke up and my first
thoughts were to meditate. This was how
Rama got me to start meditating each
morning on a regular basis.




LIE CONG, TORRY, e s
noon at (he end of December
1980, Rama took Mark, Jan
ancd me to the Del Mar
beach
The fog was so thick you
could not see twenty fest
ahead. The beach seemed
deserted. The only nound was
that of the waves crashing on
the shore, sometimes softly,
other times roughly. Nothing
seemed real or constant, even
the waves broke at strange
intervala. The beach T knew
s well looked totally un-
fumilior 1o me. T felt very
open and receptive and the
air {elt very ancient and
mystical | knew that we had
entered into another reality
or planc of existence We
walked down the beach in
stlence, seanning with our

saw a large orb of white light
in fromt of me. 1t must have
had & fifteen-fogt diameter,
As | approached it, it dissalv.
¢d and reappeared further
down the beach. | walled
further, and agein &s | ap-
proached 11, It dissolved and
reappeared still further down
the besch. This happened &
few more times; it was
becoming almnst camic. Thea
suddenly it exploded intoa
showes of light, We moved
on, 1 falt the air thickening;
now there were many aubtle
und astrai beings around us. |
knew we, In & sense, weare

By Laura
At this point, Rama stopped
and told us to sit down on
some large rocks in the sand
We sat, nbout six feet apart,
fncing the ocean. It was quite
strange hearing the waves
pounding. yet not being able
to see them: Ramn walked
tato the fog. We could not
sec him. A moment or two
later hé walked back out
about fifteen feut away from
us. He was different io ap
pearance and feeling. He was
now pure er, and e feli
and looked like one of the
ancient warriors on'the cliffs

awesome and powerful. He
began manipulating energy in
different ways, His body
begun to shrink, then grow (o
tremendous heights He
raised his arms and his sub
tle body fléw into the fog
above us. A shower of energy
rushed down onto us while
lines of power pushed up
through my spine. His body
turtied gold, then it changed
into a doorway or a keyhole
It becama an absence. | felt
mysell drawn into |t mnd
through it Into other realitics
I felt mysalf spinning.
MNoating, turning in varfous
directions; then expanding

st et e hors Dy
back on the beach in a
peaceful, calm, yet very elec
tric stute, Rama then stood in
front of each of us and
meditated on' us. 1 felt myself
merge with him. The level of
cucrgy in my bei.n” began to
rise intensely; | knew he was
dissolving my bumin form. [
felt that | had no boundaries
My mind was not able to
concelve of mysell as a fxed
being in & solid body.

Rama told us lo try ko
dream ourselves back to this
place an the beach, back 10
this reafity. He said that
these moments were eternal
undd powerful, that we could
eoter back into them in out
dreams. We then walked
back up the beach In silence.
My whole being was tingling

subtle vision. We were fog
pazing. Bama had tmoght us

completely alone in this
timeless and boundless world

sbove. He stood before us,

and contracting. Then

with energy. Both Mark and
Jan were arwing brightly:

how to fog gaze bofore. He
said the fog was 4 powerlul
elemental |llke the wind and
the sunlight] that could be
used to see and enter into
other realities. The advanced
mystic could manipulate the
fog and ather elementals in
various ways to change levels
of awareness. As we con-
tinued, Rama told us to prac
thee our fog gazing.

I looked up at the eliffs
above the beach, and there 1
saw ancient Indian warriors
on the rim. They weras not
American Indians, they were
far more ancienl, and were
wise und powerful. They
radigted light and power, yet
they were also very calm and
controlled. As my attention
shifted back down to the
beach, | saw different forms
or beings of light. | had the
sense they were scanning us,
as in turn, we scanned them.

I felt poceptance and
detachment as we
dowen the beach. | no longes

falt | was & person, | could
not feel mi y walking or
my mind thinking. I was

being absorbed into this an-
cient world of fog and war-
riors. As | walked further, 1

To my knowledge, the closest I've come to
dying was on a sunny alternoon during the sum-.
mer of 1978, That day T went for a swim | almost
never returned from. I'm here to write about it
only because Rama saved my life. T think it makes
for 8 good story,

Rama was in a Ph.D. Program and 1 was an
undergraduate al the State University of New
York at Stony Brook. We lived {airly close to the
beach, as does almpst everyone on Long Isfand,
T've always loved the beach, and Bama is a great
swimmer, Naturally, the summer often found (he
twe af us and our friends st ene of Long Island's
many beaches

We (requently swam at one particular beach
near the university, 11 was located at the mouth of
u large inlet that emptied into Long Islund Sound
The Sound is the body of waler separating Long
{slane from Connecticud. 1t = big, and the tidal
changes are great. The tidal changes were respon
sible for n very swift corrent that ran past the
beach on the inlet where we swam. In fact, ihe
current wias one of the main ressons we used Lhis
beach. It was possible to ride the current and stay
close 1o shore. This was a Iot of fun. Venluring
further out in the current was risky though,
becauss an culgoing tide would sweep you lnto
the Sound

We were satisfied with riding the current for
several weeks of beachgoing, but another adven-
ture tempted us. Across the inlet's mouth. ol a
distance of sbout a quarter mile, waes a small
peninsuls. We always thought of swimming over
to it, but never had becouse of the danger in-
volved, The dianger mmounted to the fact that
unless the swim was made precisely and strongly,
the current would sweep you out into the

wvhasstnd and with na land to cline tn The anke

they did not appenr to be
solid. They both looked like
masses of swirling energy.
Hama waos completaly golden,
there was no form lo him.
He was clesr energy and
power. As' | continued down
the beach, 1 saw different
civilizations on the clifl.
Buildings, temples, whole
cities, some populated, somie
vacant, appeared before me |
saw more wartors on the
cliffs; they had a certain
depth and knowledge that
struck me. As we reached the
stalrs that led us from the
beach up to our car, | noticed
it was dark. We had been
there for & few hours, yet it
seemed no time had passed
At the same time, | knew an
eternity had passed.
Bverything was unfamilier to
me, it was as if | was seeing
this place for the first time.
We siood beside Rama, I felt
his energy, I scanned Jan and
Mark. | realired at that mo-
ment that we were not of
this world of men and
women, We were different.
We were neither batter nor
worse, yet our energy and
rodiance were not the same
as the peaple of this world

By John

time to sttempt such a swim would be at 3 peak
tide when the current would have lessened
enough to consider swimming ncrass it

It 50 happencd that Rama and 1, and two
friends, went to this beach one day af just such &
peak tide. We quickly decided that this was our
chance, Leaving our friends on the shore. the two
of us plunged into the water. The point we hoped
to reach was about 300 ynrds down the current
from our departure point. so we had to cover the
quarter mile across before we were dragged
beyond the peninsuls and into open wates

We swam from the shore at & brisk pace, and |
soofi hecame aware that the current was much
greater than I'd anticipated. 1t would have to be o
strong, hard swim or the results would be
disastrons. Nevertheless we continued swimming
I knew Rama was a stronger swimmer than [ was,
but T had faith 1 would keep up with him.

My fzith began to give way though, about two-
thirds of the way across, when | realized | was
tiring rapidly and falling behind Rama. | also
noticed that at my reduced rate of speed, the cur
rent would sweep me into the Sound before |
renched the polnt. I mounted a desperate effort to
catch Rama, who Jooked like he would make it |
fal

1 looked up, utterly exhausted, only to see
myself drifting past the point. | noticed Rama had
just made it to the tip. As | poked hopelessly for
the bortom with my feet, | realized that | was
going to die | had absolutely no strength left, and
I was being dragged well beyond land. 1 was sur-
prisingly calm, and resolved to my fate, although
it didh seem sad to be dving so voune. | looked

aver at Rama and saw him jump back in the
water, In my confused state, it didn't really
register that he was coming to save me. 1 was
about seventy-five feet past him, but he reached
me In seconds. Despite his own exhnustion, he
had come back into the current o save me

Hama held me up as the two of us floated in
the current, wailing for my strength to return,
Rama had brought hope with him. T felt we
would make it, though the odds were against us.
We were well mway from land, and there were no
bonts in sight, Our best chance appeared to be a
swim of about three-quarters of a mile Into shore.
The prospect of this in my staie of sxhaustion,
was nol too plessant, but Rama assured me my
strength would return, and that we'd do it

At that moment we saw & boat, and miraculoas-
Iy it was heading in our direction. The boal came
up e us, and ihe people on board lifled me W
salety. Our friends back af the beach had noticed
our problem and had flagged down this boat to
help us. To my total amazemnent Rama stayed in
the water ind decided to swim for shore. | arged
him againsi this, bul he Insisted and said he'd see
me at the beach.

The boat took me back fo our friends and 1
relaied the incident to them. Our concern im-
mediately shifted to Rama because he had o long
swim stil] nhead of him. We spent sgome anxious
moments, but Rama soon came walking down the
beach to us.

This happened five years aga. Az my spiritual
teacher, Foma has saved me inwardly numerous
times singe then when 1 faltered spiritually. We
have often joked about this incident, but ultimate-
ly it i the bottom line in spiritual practice: he
risked his fife 1o save mine
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Manifesting the Double

By Malicsa

1 had been a student of Rama's for
three months when it came time for a
desert journey. 1've always loved the
desert; one can look in any direction
and see forever, losing onesell in the

and endless silence. Needl
to say. 1 was very excited to be going
with an Enlightened teacher.

Rama told us to mabe sure that our
lives were in perfect order before we
left. We were to take care of all un-
finished business, clean out our
closets, making sure that we had no
‘warries to carry with us, In other
wards, we were supposed to go to the
desert with the attitude that we might
never relurn, that we might meet our
deaths out there,

He told the new students that we
could expect anything from an
uneventful to slightly un nt eve-
ning, We probably wouldn't “see”
anything oul of the ordinary. We
should only anticipate going for a
nighttime walk in the deser! under the
stars with occasional stops for medita-
tion and food.

I had been ill, running a high fever
for several days prior (o our departure.
1 had been looking forward to the
Jjourney for a long time, but that
morning | seriously questioned
whether I should go at all. 1 was so
weak that | had almost passed out in
the lundromat. In my noon medita-
tion | inwardly asked Rama whether [
should go | received a very adamant
“yes" So that was that, bady or no
body.

During the drive out my fever sub-
sided, and the nauses and weakness
entirely disappeared. By the time we
arrived, my energy level had reached
& peak. | hopped out of the truck and
started bouncing around doing warm-
up stretches.

We gathered together and headed up
the gorge, about theee hundred of us.
Rama and company walked in front,
sweeping the bushes with their
flashlights, eyes peeled for snakes. |
felt like part of Rama's body. He was
the eyes, director and coordinator of
awareness. We were the legs and
arms, A huge caterpillar creeping along
the desert 2

We entered Inio an ancient world of
harsh, dry beauty, The rock forma-
tions on either side of us grew laller
as the gorge fanned out in width. | got
smaller and smaller. My consciousness
expanded to encompass the experience
us thoughts about the world and my
life fell away. I felt as if I extended
about four {ect above my head, as il 1
were riding on my own shoulders. As
we walked, that "me” grew very
white, clear and radiant, | fell clean

We stopped ot a circular clearing
nestled against the side of the gorge
Rama stood near o lnrge group of
rocks and we sat around in a circle.
He talked a little about the desert,
then he siood silently, nrms out-
stretched, ealling the wind

"The wind," he said. and it started
rushing down the gorge, sweeping
over and through us He introduced us
to the different types of wind 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 ils
message. Again it came, gentle but
strong, swirling around me, touching
every part of me lightly. Tt fell as if it
were erasing my edges, melting away
my skin, the illusary border between
mysell and the universe. Then |
opened up my being and let it inside.
A feeling of sadness overcame me and
a wngue memory of who I've been
started to form, but the wind tumed it
imto dust and blew it away,

‘Dissolution]’ he said, and 1
waltched his form fade into the
darkness antil there was no one there.
1 fell empty and a little scared,
insecure as my reality lost its realness.

"Levitation, he said, sealed cross-
legged on top of a rock, His body
lifted up about four feel in the air,
and then returned to its original posi-
tion. There was no sense of molion or
spatial displacement, [t was much
more gentle and still than any move-
ment | had ever perceived, I seemed
nol to take place in time or space. 1
was very soft yel threatening to the
part of me that operates in a fixed
universe of “natuml” luw,

“Heat," he said, andd the air around
me got very dry and hot.

He had us fix our gaze on some dis-
tant mountains. Then he raised his
arms and pointed at theni, As 1
wirlched, 1 saw two streams of light
shool forth from his hands and extend
to the mountaing. As the light hit
them seemed to lose their solid-
ity, and became fluidly viscous
The slopes and tops of the mountains
began to move like waves, undulating,
until there was no peak. The
mountains had vanished.
Then 1 started 1o see tongues
of lightning licking the tops
of the surrounding ridges.

At one point Rama said he

the mountaintop. He was
traveling along & wide band
of light, almest like a huge
aliding board, which joined
the two points. All the time
there was an excited knot in
the pit of my stomach,
almost as if I'd drunk too
much coffee. We took turns
speaking, sharing our ex-
periences with 1
was amazed at the mmiﬂ\: of

ceptions. Some people
ﬁ more than | did, some
saw less. Nevertheless, we
had all been transported into
# reality that most human
beings never witness,

We had something to eaf,
and, bathed in moonlight,
headed back down the
gorge. During the walk back
I wanted to stay out there
by myself. T didn't want to
retirn to the world, but
right behind me were two of
Rama's stuff members,
following up wilh walkie-
talkies o insure thal no one
was lefi behind. T walked
very slowly and turned
around every few minutes to
soik up the beauty, The sun
was beginning to rise and
the colors were constantly
changing: At some point |
remember a staff member asking me
if 1 was okay, | was quite fine, indes-
cribibly sa

When we reached the entrance o
the gorge. we stnod in & huge circle
around Rama. Bverything shimmered
and 1 wasn'l sure il we were really
there at all. Ha focused on each one
of us for an instani, directing his eyns
and palms toveards us. [ fell a tremen-
dous surge of power rise up inside of
me, and 1 knew that this power would
enabie me Lo make certain necessary
changes in my life. A deep gratitude
filled my being Then be shifted: hin
gize 1o the person on my right. After
completing the circle he went around
ngain and again, faster each time. |
felt like we were one unbroken ring of
energy, instead of separate individuale

He told us to say goodbye to the
desert and to offer it our gratitude
Hama tokd us that we couldn't be sare
if we would ever return here again
and that we should seal this moment
within our hearts forever; that way it
would become a part of us und we
would never lose it Needless (o say, [
have never been quite the same since.
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Golden Lines of the Wind

By Connia

This desert trip was different from
all the rest. The outer structure was
simpler, We simply went to the
places of power, had our ex-
periences, and left. We went to

s where few in the group had
en before. There were fewer peo-
ple present. It was a spontaneous
trip, which usually means that we
are in & better consciousness. We
were happy to have been invited
along.

1 feel as if 1 had two distinct "in-
sights' [for lack of a better word] on
this trip. Two concepts 1 had heard
befare, but nol really understood,
were {llustrated. | have been told
that the physical body is only a shell
for our true selves which dwell
within. T have read in Carlos
Castaneda's books that the wind is
alive and has substance. But I hadn't
really experienced these ideas. On
the May 31st desert trip
1 did,

We began our ex-
mrlzme in the parking

of the Los Angeles

Professional Center. It
wiis one [M'n. on

present. The ratio of
women 10 men was fair-
ly even. When we had
formed carpoals and
Rauma had spoken with
the drivers, we headed
to & mountain in San
Diego County. There,
we gathered together
and watched the sunset,
Rama sald several times
that this was a good
place to come when
making important deci-
sions. The energy was
very clearing. The
sunset was beautiful. 1
fell at home here with
everyone. It was ns if
we had watched Lhe
sunset here many times
belore.

Next we headed to the
narthern end of the
Anza Borrego Desert.
The spot we stopped at
was barren, unemotional
and other-worldly. It
was aboul ten pm. The
moon had not yet risen,
and it was quite dark
out. Dramatic rock for-
mations shot up from
the level desert floor. A
few shrubs dotted the
landscape. We began walking down
a gorge about a quarter-mile wide. 1
was surprised at how good walking
felt, even though the sand was pret-
ty deep. 1 usuaily do not enjoy this
part of desert trips. But this time 1
felt light and happy as | walked. 1
fried to stop my thoughts and open
up to the desert energy. [ looked
down from what seemed 1o be a
point about 6% feet high 1 marveled
at how quickly the ground was mov-
ing beneath my feet. 1 didn'l feel my
body: | was above it, looking straight
down, The ground sometimes op-
peared blurry because it was moving
so quickly. | renlized upon reflection
that 1 was out of my body. I was
ahave it, looking downward at such
an angle that it would have been im-
possible to walk without tripping
over my own feet.

We reached a flat ridge and settled
down for the evening's events.
Everything that followed was dif-
ferent, though. Rama did not talk.
He did not encournge us to ask
questions. He raised his arms and
began pulling us into another

world, His world. The wind was
blowing strongly. 1 felt it washing
through me, ridding me of the
energy | had picked up from the
world and its inhabitants. It blew
through me sguin and again, The
wind had substance. 1 could see
i, Tt was made up of golden light.
Sometimes 1 saw golden lines,
other times | saw only gold
sparkles in the air. | saw Rama

y with the wind, He would
caich some gold lines in his hands
and slowly turn them. Then the
wind would change direction.
HRama was helping us to see the
true nature of the wind.

Ramn's body sppeared to be
empty. 1t really looked like a
shell, a simple vehicle he used for
his earthly existence. I saw Rama
split apart into two Ramas. They
both were physical, though. 1
have seen Rama duplicate his sub-
tle body before, but never have |
seen anything so visceral, with as
much mass as this. | noticed that
both Ramas weren't walking on

the ground. Rather, they were
darting about, slighlly above the
Rama in-

dependently of the other. 1
remember at one poinl sesing
only one Rama again. Throughout
the evening Rama would approach
us very closely, and stand before
us. At these moments 1 was

lly aware of his voidness.
He did not have physical features.
1 saw only the outline of his body,
as if he had become a translucent
shadow.

Then | saw something really in-
credible. Rama's back was turned
to us. He was approximately 20
feet away from the group, in the
center of my field of vision. Rama
stretched his arms straight out o
either side. With each hand he
grabbed the golden lines of the
wind, They lifted him up a few
inches above the ground, and he
physically turned around. It was
as if he was riding the wind. It
happened in an instant. Now
Rama was facing us.

Rama called the allies. He
whistled very softly. | thought of
Don Juan and Don Genarn. The
world became foggy and surreal.
The energy shifted, too. | sensed
the intense, resolute world of the
warrior. | tried to feel what the
allies were like. | remember in
the past Rama has said that the
allies are the exact opposite of
human beings. They are our
counterparts in vibration and
substance. For & human to touch
an ally would mean certain death.
1 squinted my eyes and tried to
see the allies. Nothing, 1 promptly
decided not to get frustrated and 1
resigned myself to feeling them.
Suddenly, a huge bird made of
white light flashed before me. It
was very close to me, maybe
three feet away, 1t was around
four feet tall, and its wings were
outstretched. | could not make out
what kind of bird it was, perhups
an eagle or a crow. 1t hovered in
mid-air for 0 moment. 1 felt it
looking st me. Then il dis-
appeared, as suddenly as it had
appeared. | don't think 1 shall
forget that encounter.

I felt more & part of Rama’s
world this trip than ever before
Maybe it was because we were in
a new, unfamiliar part of the
desert, and 1 had little to hang on
ta 1 don't know. Perhaps I need
to think it over for a little while
longer.
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Luminous Forms
in the Night

By James

Rama had fallen asleep. I sat on the couch
across (rom the one thal he slept on. Tt was
about five n.m. on » Wednesday morning. We
had returned to Los Angeles from San Diego
at aboul 3:30 and had the time in-
between talking aboul the night's events at
the San Diego center meeting. Rama had
asked me to tell him what or who was in the
consciousness that early morning. This is a
process that tests one’s ability 1o "see” in an
intuitive sense. Rarma has often asked us to do
this because seeing is o very impoctant skill to
master,

"Well" | thought, “my seeing has pul him
to sleep’” | began to doubt the power of my
mystical vision. Had | stumbled on a very

actical cure for insomnia? Was | really as

ng as all that? Before | could indulge in
any of these thoughts | realized that this was

y a rather neat opportunity. It's not

every night that one gets the chance to see un
enlightened being sleep. 1 had heard Rama
spenk about his sleeping state on some occs-
sions in response to questions from his
students. He had described it as being dif-
ferent from what we knew as sleep in that
certain aspects of his being were always on-
line working with his students. He had also
said that many of our inner beings actually
came Lo visit him as we slept. He had de-
scribed his house as being packed with all
manner of non-physical beings late at night.

To be perfectly honest, though, | was a little
apprehensive sl the same time as being con-
scious of this rare opportunity, What if he
slept for several hours? What should I do?
Should [ gquietly let mysell out? He had no
blanket. Should [ go to the closet and get a
blanket for him? Would my movement wake
him?

Thoughts of the gospel about Christ's
transfiguration went through m¥ mind The
disciples had been turkeys and fallen asleep
while their teacher went through some amaz-
ing stuff. Would I be like them? You begin to
get a sense of the itude of the dilemma
Rama's falling asleep had put me in

I opted for the role of the silent observer, at
least for a little while, and settled into »
meditative state. | was already in a good con-
sciousness from the hours spent with Rama. 1
only hoped that | would be able lo “see” what
was happening as Rama slept.

1 didn’t have to worry aboul this for very
long | began to see the room fill with a thick
golden haze which was quite a bil more in-
tense than the light that | usually observed
around Rama. T felt my own level of con-
sciousness expand radically as [ meditated
mare deeply.

The room began to fill with &ll manner of
benutifully luminous forms, which moved
with a delicacy and grace that | cannol find
wards to describe. These were forms of beings
that Rama seemed to be having some inter-
action with. They hevered in the room and
gradually moved towards him and around him
as he lay on the couch. It was as if Rama's
body was a landing strip for aircrafts. His
sleeping form drew these beings closer 1o him,
much in the way thal airplanes circle an air-
part before lunding or communicating with
the control lower.

1 got a sense from some of the luminous
forms a5 1o what they were and what their
purpose with Rama was. Some seemed 1o be
the inner beings of people that study with
Rama. They seemed to be there to cam-
municate with Rama's being on a different
level than was possible physically. Other
forms seemed to be simply lovely beings of
light that just enjoyed the level of luminosity
around Rama.

1 felt that other forms in the room were
very powerful beings from another level of at-
tention who were communicating in some
way that | couldn't undérstand. It seemed that
others were just old friends from other levels
and cycles dropping by to say hello

Rama slept pescefully throughout. The light
and power that emanated from his aleeping

form was of another octave than 1'd seen before. It was
beautifully clean and pure, seemingly free from the condi-
tions of the earth plane. | sat and cantinued to watch for
what must bave been close to an hoar,

The sun began to come up and I felt the chill of the ear
ly merning. Ruma still had no blanket, so [ determined to
get him one and make my way home. 1 tried to gel up as
quietly as possible, bul | woke Rama in |he process. He
looked much more peaceful than usual. He asked me brief-
ly how I'd enjoyed the show. 1 told him a few of my im-
pressions. He got up o let me oul and wished me a "good
mormng”

1 went out to my car and drove home in the crisp mom-
ing air. 1 passed joggers al the beach. The sky was an in-
tensely deep hiue. Tt looked like the dawn of another lovely
Southern California day. 1 pulled up my driveway and
quietly opened the front door. My roammate was getting
ready for work. He asked what had kept me up so late. T
told him, and then drifted off to sleep.

You Could Have
Had Anything

By Carolyn

It was the first week back after the spring
trimester break. It seemed like Rama ha

been going through a time of r luntion
He is always carefully considering where the
center should be, wghw we can "keep It
clean,” and in line with the dharma.

That Friday evening. there was a special
meditation for the students who lived in Los
Angeles. It turned out to be one of our major
potluck feasts, but during the dinner | wasn't
very hungry, 1'd been wanting to discuss a
personal question with Rama, and he was just
sort of strolling around the rooms. So | ap-
proached him and asked if we could talk.

He was exceptionally gracious and kind, and
suggested that we sil down to talk. 1 ssked
him some of my questions, and he gave me
his impressions. [ noticed that he seemed very
different in o way. He seemed to be much
more distant, yet still unbelievably kind. We
reached a point in our talk where 1 no longer
knew what to say, so Rama began to describe
same of the changes he'd been going through.

Referring in pert to my q;ﬂliom. and in
part te all of his students,
that he wanted to distance himsell from the
human world: “1 just don't want anything to
do with it any more!’ His tone was very gen-
tle, but also very firm. "I that's the world
that people want, then Il just wave and say
ki He gestured, showing me how he'd sct
when his friends would walk by. He smiled
and wived, and even asked how things were

oing.

: While we sal there, a few people actually
did walk by, and Rama spoke to them just as
he had shown me. | watched his manner and
his eves. and began to see the changes that he
was referring ta He's like o Nobel lnureate,
and we're like kindergarten children. He says
he'll help his students, no matter what level
we're at; But there are infinite wonders we'll
never see, unless we rise above the human
world and start 1o access more light.

I listened to him, hut my personal concerns
still pressed upon my mind. | wanted to ask
him a few more questions, and Rema was still
very gracious and patient with me.

S0 there 1 sat with a fully enlightened being
for quile i time, and asked my human
questions. While he was there, 1 could have
sked him for anything in the world. 1 could
have asked Iﬂmtﬁ' he would help me lose my
human form, or open up the next few door-
ways that lay ahead for me. | could have
asked him to shoot me through the next hun:
dred incarnations, or spin my being thmgh
countless levels of attention. And he cou
have given me any of those things. All he
would have needed from me was enough
receptivity, and my sincere aspiration, equal
to the task.

But 1 didn't ask him for any of these
things

Rama says o spiritual teacher often sits al
home at night, alone, just waiting for someone
to call. Bul he says thal no one ever calls. 'We
ask for his attention; we ask him for his help,
We send him all our turmoil. and we send our
deepest love. Bul we ask for only a miniscule
fraction of what his being can do We never
send him the call that says we're ready Io give
it-all.

So he sty gives us the level we ask of
him, and he helps us in every way he can,
and he patiently bides his time. He waits for
someone who can really use what he has to
offer. Maybe one day one of us will really
reach high enough. Or maybe he'll find same-

one oul there who's just been waiting to fly.
Until then, he'll sit by his phone, and travel
the world, =till looking and waiting. |
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Dharma
at Denny’s

By Linda

1 drove out alone to our
July 4 desert trip, and
stopped for coffee at Den-
ny's. | saw Rama's and
Anne's cars in the
Iot, and found the two of

vited me to join them, and

after a little introductory con-

versation, Rama asked the
three of us what the mood of
the day’s trip was. After a

1 added, "Ti feels like a real
opportunity to raise our level
oFallentio‘n."

"What was the essence of
my talks al the last few
meetings™ Rama asked.

"Well" I offered, "You've
been talking about spiritual
refinement and purity”

“Well what is the
af that” Why have | been
talking about that?"

"To get people to tighten
their physical fives, to be
mare aspiring,” | tried.

"Yes, but what for, why
should they do that? Look
around at each other, it's
easy to see”

As | lnoked around the
table, something clicked from
his talk the night before. “To
purify the emotional body!™ I
blurted aut

"Yes. Bxactly. Now, what
does that mean? How would
you in that to someone
who didn't speak our
langunge? If you were giving
a talk somewhere, what

see clearly, uhhh, to not be
ruled by desires, to not be
confused

Rama tried another tack,
"If you were talking to same-
one who was in an emotional
state about clearing their
emotinnal bodies, what
would you say? Let's think of
someonc we know!”

We came up with two or
three suggestions, and picked
one person.

“Great! Now you know
what she looks like when
she's in an emotional state,
and when she's in a clear
state. What would you say lo
her to help her clear her
emotional state?™ v

Anne e ™
tell her znmu.pl her emo-
tions, feel where they're com-
ing from, and sart them out

inside’
“Yes, but what down-to-

earth, practical suggestions
ean you make to her that
aren’t aloof and above her
head™

‘We sat thers looking stupid,

we're in one, we get swept
along by it. The river of emo-
tion that you all get caught in
cloudy and murky,

and it's very difficull to get
out. Same rivers are much
clearer. We can control
which river we enter

Rama looked at us. "Now
— let's think of 8 woman in
the Center wha s clear, and
doesn't gel entangled in
emotions.”

We couldn't come up with

badly for a couple of weeks;
Anne had been daing well
for a week or 8o, bul had
crashed that day; and Sally
had been doing well for
about o week, but had been
stipping back for the last
several days. We tried to
think of some guys who were
oot caught up in emotion,
and couldn’t.

“You see — what I've seen
about all you is that you're
swept around &0 much by

emotions that all the
spiritual teaching I've
been doing has been going
way over your heads, Yes,
you've absorbed some of il,
but in an abstract
hical way. All the in-
rmation about caretaker
rsonalities and dreami

n't any good until you've
cleared your emotional
bodies. There's only one per.
son whe's gol contrel over
their emotions, and you
know who that is? Me.
Sometimes | experience emo-
tions, as you know, but they
are very gentle, pretty ones
The river is very clear. Can
you tell me why? How was |
able to gain control over my
emotions?"

“You found you didn’t like
:.nlqg in an emotional state?”

tried

"Well, Pain can only
take you so m, though. Pain
inspires you (o go beyond
pain, but it doesn't take you
any further. What else?”

“Liking the clear water of
higher emotions better?” 1
tried again.

“Yes, partly also. Love of
light takes you above emo-
tion, I1's like n one-two
punch. Pain inspires you 1o

oul, love of light lifis you
g;hn. Bul these can only be
temparary, When the next
wave uf:‘:m&lm comes
along, you can gel laken right
down again. What sustaining
force can take vou bevond

emotion altogether?
We all tried to come up

with an answer, and Anne

finally said, “Caring for

athers” -

"Yes, caring
far the welfare of others.
When you are concerned
about yourself, then each
time o storm of emotion ap-
penrs you will get swept into
il. Bul if you care more for
others than you do for
yourself you won't allow
vourself to get taken out by
emotions. You'll go beyond
yourself and do remarkable
things for others that you
wouldn't do for yourself”
asked us, "If | were

to send you to Boston to set
up a epirftual center, what
wotild you have the people
do to rnlk.c spiritual

We I|| sat quietly, thinking
up licated schemes for
spiritual advancement.

After a few seconds, Rama
said, "Meditation and selfless
giving! You should be abls to
answer these questions
.“"I."Mﬂrnwh Is hasic

hil 3 can't go an
E‘) moz:?zagwnca‘l issues until
you have this down. Now,
what aboul meditation and
selfless giving? Someone can
spend hundreds of hours
pructicing meditation and
selfless giving and not make
much spiritual progress.
What makes them work?™

1 answered, ‘You have to
have both of them together”

Yes, :ulth how should you
approach them?

Anne replied, "You have to
meditate with intensity, with
your whole being.”

“And you have to practice
selfless giving with the right
attitude — without selfish
molives or attachment,” 1
ndded.

“And whal else do you
need? Rama asked.

Sally tried, “Furity and
humility?™
"Well, those qualities are
actually signs of emotional
balance. You need a third ele-
ment: meditation, selfless giv-
ing, and. . "

None of us caught on

"A spiritual teacher, A
spiritunl (eacher is necessary
for mpid progress. A teacher
can tell you whether nre
off ar on. They are
reality checks. If you don't
have i teacher you can fool
yourself and believe that you
are doing very well when

you're nol,
“ "So the three basic

elements neresanry fne

rogress are: medita-

mm !- giving, and a

spiritual leacher. You should
be able i0 go anywhere in
the world and glve a talk on
this subject, with all these

points clear in your mind. So
when you gel home, T would
like youi to wrile a story
about this conversation.
Make it a dialogue.”

-12 -




Airport
Encounter

By Steve

After the San Francisco
center meeting o few weeks
ago, 1 was flying back 1o Los
Angeles with Rama, As usual,
we were flying on Pacific Ex-
press, a neat little airline
with about seven or eight
small jets. The people who
work for this airline are all
relatively young and happy
nnd like their jobs. The fares
are alsa the cheapest
available. Since they are such
o small airline, their terminal
was located in some base-
ment of San Francisco Inter-
nutional. The waiting room is
old, its carpet torn. But no
one mipds because they will
not be there long.

That night we were waiting
for our flight in the waiting
room. Only a few other peo-
ple were in the room. Among
them were a young lady and
her daughter, We happened
to =it down across from
them, so that we faced them
about four feet away. The
Iady was pretty, with big eyes
gnd a tired smile. She wore
blue jeans. She was very
friendly and just started talk-
ing to us. She said she was
going to Stockion. For some
reeson, it just seemed strange
that anyone would be going
to Stockton in the middle of
the night. Rama asked her if
she knew anyone there,

"No!' she said, “1'm jusi
going there to pick up my
car!’

“Where will you go when
you gel your car?”’ Rama
asked.

“I'm going to drive to Utah,
That's where we are going to
live!

S0 she was fiying to
nowhere Lo pick up a car so
she could drive to nowhere,
with her daughter, in the
middle of the night. | got the
impression she once had a
husband or someone she
lived with, but that it was
aver long ago ! felt she had
been on her own with her
daughter for a year of tweo, [I
didn't bother her. She was
daing alright.

Rama said to me, "Open up
some of that candy” We had
bought & bag full of candy
before checking in for the
flight. Rama had flown on
this airline & few times
before and said that they
always forgot the in-fight
snacks. 5o | guve him some
chocolate. We had st
talking to the lady for the

time being. Her daughter had
been wandering around the
room, in her own world. But
when she saw us eating. she
was across the room in a
second

“What are you eating?™ she
said.

“Some chocolate taisins'
Rama =aid.

We tried o ignore her. Her
mother told ber to stop
bothering us. But after o few
seconds, "What are you
eating?’

“They're raising," Rama
said, “"Want some™

"Okay" She was cute
enough that you didn't mind.
Her mom told her not to take
too much. Alter T let her
have i few peanul MAM's,
she kept trying 1o see into
the bag of candy. Rama asked
her what her name was. She
held up three fingers.

"Not how old are you.
What's your name?’

She looked al her mom
“Tell them your name, dear”
"Pam’ she said. “"What's

your name?”

“Rama.’

“Amn-ama?"

“Forget il T have another
nume. You can call me Doc-

" Doc’ is good. Call me
Doc”

“Are you a doctor?™

“No, actually I'm a teacher
Wanl some more raisins?”

Pam took the raising and

jered off vhere, to
see what anyone elie was
eating. | suppose. We talked
with her mam about nothing
in particular for a while. We
discussed the center mesting
between the two of us a little
bit before Pam came back.
She went sirnight to Rama to
see whnt he was eating now,
He gave her some peanul-
butter crackers. Pam climbed
up on the empty seat next to
him.

"My mommy loves me
very much”

""That's good,” Rama said.

“Can | have another
eracker, Doc?"

“Sure. Here"

'l love my mommy, loa
And my deddy.”

“That's very nice’

"Do you love me, Doc?™

‘Sure. 1 love you.”

“1 lowe you too, Doc.
What's he eating®™’

I was eating some malted
milk balls. “Want some?" |
said, She held out her hand, |
gave her a couple. [ thought
Rama might be getting tircd
of this little three-year-old
hovering around after food.
But he didn't seem to mind.

| peally love you, Doc

“That's good, dear”

Do yon love me?"

“Sure. 'Wanl some more
cundy?

"Ckay. T love you so much,
Doc:

She pul her arms around
his neck and hugged him.
She started giving him little

b R

kisses on the cheek. She had
u real tight hold on his neck.
He turned to me. “1t's the

light." he said. “She’s in love o

with the light"” He just let
her hang there around his
neck. 1 had thought she loved
him because of the candy.

But | realized she wasn't just .

saying it to getl fed, she really
did love him. She saw, or
feli, something in him that 1
have only glimpsed from
time o time. And she
respanded with love

“Are you going to stay here,

“No, | have to leave in &
few minutes to fly to Los
Angeles.”

"1 wish you would stay.”
She gave him another kiss. “1
love you

Thie went on for about five
more minutes. Then the an-
nouncement came that it was
time for our flight to board.

"Are you going nowT" Pam
asked

“Yes, we have bo go now.
Goodbye"

We said goodbys and good
luck to her mother and head-
ed out the door.

"Goodbye, Doc”

“Goodbye, Pam.”

On the way ip the plane 1
said, “Thal was really
something. Wasn't it?”

Rama said, "Usually | don’t
like little kids too much. But
she was all right. She just fell
in love with Hght.

1 asked him if he thought it
would make any difference in

that kttle girl's life. to have
had such an encounter wilh
someone who was Self
Realized. 1 thought that
maybe when she was grown
she might remember what

haed and it might
somehow change her life for
the better.

“No" said Rama. "It won't
make any difference”

“Nooe at all?™ 1 nsked.

“Nooe at all”

W were going up the
stairs o the door of the jet
From there, we could see in-
to the window of the waiting
room. Pam was standing on &
chair next to the windaw,
waving bye. Rama
waved back to ber, She kept
waving. Roma waved good-
bye to her again. “You should
wave to her, Steve” he said

And so | waved to her
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Purple Haze over Hawaii

Wewnphﬁngonlhhudnﬂmiu—] Donald,
Eurmg ann:nﬂ mynl:l)unaldnmudlluhulnil,

t we were all giving it a good try. The thing 1 noticed
waus the absence of the usual competition of who's best,
or who gets to use it next. The point was the joy in
playing with your friends.

Mt-:rphrtnginthewnm Rama and T got out and
walked back to the beach chairs. I sal next to him and
he offered me the extra pair of earphones on his Walk-
person tape player. He has this tape of some fine sixties
munc.'l'hellealluv “Turm uﬁ'_mu-mmd. and float
downstream. .

and alrtlmbm:?me off the cloud
purple ¢ started lo osc aBshlly.ﬂu:uw:
color from purple to gold to blue — bhlmhlyln:ng:
the dark clouds Mashing brightly on and off.
1 realized, finally, that these light changes were oceur-
drxglnﬁmwlhemushm:mgwcburﬂl
“Purple Haze" were accompanied, in time, by the
lhtrrllllﬂ-ll“lh[gu purple lnnlgnldllshtof!hedwd
cover. Pow-Pow: w—Dl:k-Btl&hl-Dnrdeylt.Whm[
realizad whal was going on, | laughed out loud. 1 locked
over at Rama, He was ushmamwﬂhhbhetdntm.
and his hands raised to the clouds, like some mad or-
chestra conductor. “Pretty good, huh?"' he said over the
muslnmmuldlu)ﬂmh,lthmﬂwnrﬁ
good. T just lay back and watched Rama play as if he
were still wrestling with the windsurfer. He was having

Laler, as 1 was getting ready to leave the beach, Rama,
still playful, pohﬂtd his hands at me and gave me a lit-
tle burst of energy. | felt intense heat and my nerves
crackled like very dry cellophane paper being squeezed.
The molecules in the air became visible. 1 Ilnghed again,
Here was a child showing his friends some tricks.

I don't know if it was the same night or not, but the
question [ asked had been on
my mind for same time. Of
whial use are the siddhis? What
do thess ohviously beautifil
manifestations of Hght and
power have to do with Eter-
nity? With God? I don't ask
Rama a lot of spiritwal ques-
tions. Most are answered in
his lectures and the books we
are assigned Lo read, You must
e carefnl that the motise for
asking the question is not one
of ego, or self-importance, or
af the subtle put-down variety.
You must consider a question
of spiritual inquiry very
carefully before you actually
ask Ramn.

To my relief, Rama patiently
answered. First of all, as you
advance farther along the
spiritual path, the powers
come, whether you want them

ar not. The spiritual persan

must be prepared for them, to
use them for the benafit of
athers and mos! importantly,
not gel ohsessed and side-
tracked by them. He
enumerated a few positive
uses of occult power,

1} o protect oneself, now
grown ve on the
spiritual path, from the
dangers of bad energy from
bad people and the world.

2) When you get hu.n; up ar
stuck on the png ocoult
power can blast you through to
another level of attention. A
teacher can use it 1o help

One night on the Big Island, after din-
ner, we all went for a walk around the
rdens. First. we went 1o visit the Bud-
dhn that lived at the top of the stairs at
the entrance (o a tropical garden. This
large stone Buddha sils on a
leave offerings of fowers and fruit in

s lap. They even burn offerings at

times, which has left his navel quite
black. As we stood looking mt him, Rama
walked up (o him. Rama began (o
meditate on the Buddha, who began to
breathe. The Buddha became fluid and
formless, Then he took on different
forms. He even smiled. T liked him a ot

He had o really neat vibration and power.

pillar, Peo-

tip

At one point, Bama walked behind him
and Rama’s arms stuck out of the Bud-
dha's sides. 1! seemed as i the Buddha
had four arms, then a multitude of arms
that were moving up and down lke an
octopus. We all laughed. Rama came
back amund in front of the Buddha and
leaned on the Buddha, who seemed to
aver. This was a I-rge stone Buddha,
fully solid, heavy, and immovahle, and it
wis now leaning over. Rama stood him
back up and then he shot light through
him. He changed again. We looked up
into the stars and said goodnight to the
happy Buddha as we headed toward the

ocean's edge.

someone through a difficull
period.

3} Tochange people's view
of the world, Seeing miracles
serioualy threalens a person's
description of the worid. We
have to change our idea of
whal the world ig and what it
s not befare we can make
spiuitunl progress.

| Bternity manifests
thmgh the siddhis. The gold
and white light that emanates
frem Rama during meditation
is the light of eternity. That
energy | saw him bouncing off
the clouds in time to the music
is the essential energy of the
universe. Rama's extra-
ardinary displiys of power are
essentially a visible manifesta-
tiem nf Gad
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The Force is Within Us

Rama went with a few of his
students to a movie in
Westwood Village one Friday
night. The Village ls an ares
of shops, restaurants and movie
theaters on the edge of the
UCLA campus. On Friday
nights, Westwood is usually
jammed with college kids out
for a good time. This Friday was

not different and Westwood
m busy with activity.

Rama and | were walking
towards the theater from his
car. We reached an inlersection
in the Village and the talfie
light in our direction was red.
It was almost time for the
motie to start 50 we decided to
jog across the streel amyway.
Just before we reached the
other side of the street, a
policeman on & motorcycle
cams out of nowhere and
ordered us to stop at the curb.

seem fo write
a lot of jsywclalpnn; tickets an

Fndry nights and from his tone
of voice. T knew that this one
was gnms 1o write us tickets.
lled up nest to us
lnd Ium off s motorcycle.
"Whai makes you think the
Don't Walk® sign doesn't apply
o ;ﬂn?“ he said to Rama,
be I'm just stupid
Ranurepﬂed in a (riendly; half-
joking tone of voice.
“How 'boul you?' the cop
s muﬂ'h: | red,
STy, er' 1 inswe
The poliveman loaked us dver
fora acmnd and seemed lo Sixe

"‘Ex §0 to school here?” he
queo!uwgd Rama.

“I have my own school
Rama said.

Bending down and resting his
hands on his knees, Rama
brought his fece close to the
policeman's, He stared directly
mto the policeman’s eyes.

looked back #t Rnma,
hesitated, then Iooked away, He
glanced up at me, then looked
back down al the ground,

“Just wait a lew seconds next
time, until it's O.K. to walk the
cop mumbled, then started his
motorcycle and sped off.

As we walked away, Rama
said, “Did you see

1 nodded

Mimicking Darth Vadar's
volce, Rama said, "“Never
underestimate the power of the
force”

Never
Underestimate
the Power of

the Force

I am by nature somewhat of
a competitive person, and, as a
matter of fact, would not let my
own grandmother beat me af
samething, 1t is not my way, in
flﬁ“w rd, Iumkmptwm

r ned persons.

One aﬂ.emwn. some - time
ago, Rama and 1 sal down Lo
play his new video baseball
game. Within a short time, | had
extended & owide lead:
something like 3510, 1 then
seitled in for what | thought

treme. When Rama was hitting,

fie was 3o bad that
mn thkfnlghdm would have
cancelled my contract. Within
a matter of moments, | became:
a complete maotor moron. My
lead soon evaparated and Rama
was firmly in control.

At some paint during this vic-
tory turned debacle, | thought
o mysell, "1 wonder if he's
playing some game that ian't on
the screen”

Within two, and 1 mean two,
seconds of the time this thought
passed through my mind, Rama
turned to me and sald with a
Gaelic accent, "'Now, ye
wouldn't be thinking 1 be
putting the force on ye now,
weild ye?

The Case of the

Enlightened Cheesecake

"Tve got to have just one bitel” Rama exclaimed, looking
at the cheesecake in front of me.

«<>THE LAST PAGE &

1 am an admirer of food. Not just any food, I have con-
ducted a never-anding search for the most exotic and
ing tastes that can be found. 1 was at & restaurant eating a
slice of cheesecnke. Tt was good, but | wasn't particularty im-
pressed by it 10 was just a cheesecike

Ruma took a bite, and closed his eves for a second. He
looked at me and smiled.

"Have n bite” he said o me,
something.”

I'took m bite and couldn't believe that this was the same
cheesecake that | had been eating & moment ago. The taste
was exquisite beyond snything | had 5o far experienced in
this life. Food always tastes betier pround Rame, bol this was
biliss in edibie form. As | experienced this, Rama spoke.

“You can see everything in this cheesecake It is possible
to see the myriad worlds of existence in il You can see the
birth, life and ultimate transformation of the multiple
universes. Spinning worlds coming into being and then
dissolving — all in this cheesecake.”

As he spoke | saw these things — the cheesecake became
Eternity, [nfinity, Nicvana und Samsara

1 opened my eyes and was astounded to find myself still
in the restaurant. | turned to Rama. who was smiling at me.

“and [ will show you

:&tﬁw;aﬂcﬂw . l&”b&m tened,” b replid, “Sulf Diiscoery” bpMMWUWWMLWW .D::vww pm;}l;m

"y}uuﬁuhc:thmntihhman u:cli;h:d" o mm pwmnmmumdwwm reprodisced i any form without parmissin
: ihesse whes stil] babiove in the

ment clearly has its fringe gmﬂ‘?‘.&”"”""*ﬂ."""“" i m:mm peletious pussibilities

-15-




HOW TO MEDITATE

7 WORKSHOPS IN MEDITATION
WITH RAMA

Rama has been a respected teacher
of meditation for over fourteen

years. A bright, amusing lecturer

and teacher, Rama has

appeared on countiess radio
programs and many television

shows. . .Including the popular

Phil Donahue Show.

During these fascinating and
rewarding workshops, you will
leamn how fo increase spirtual
awareness, axpand sell
realization and enhance your
capacity o meditate. Come
fullill your potential.
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