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sepstoHis* Abodeof Bliss” Asl gt here, bathed

inthe peace and joy of thisholy atmosphereand
surrounded by those who give the most perfect love and
sarvicel have seen expressed anywhere, my mind wanders
back over the yearsin review of the tremendous drama
which hasunfolded on the stage of my lifesincefirst | met
Swami Ramdas, our beloved “Papa.” What asaint hewas-
and still is-becausethe Divinewhich dwellswithinevery
man never dies! Particularly isthistrue of onesuch as
Papa. HisUniversal Spirit still reachesout to thefarthest
cornersof the earth to touch the hearts of men and entice
them with hissong of peaceandjoy and blissto seek the
Lord.

Q fter ten years God hasonce moredirected my foot

It was in September of 1954 that | first heard of Papa.
Reverend Bob Raymer of St. Paul, Minnesota, wrote and
told methat aSwami friend of hiswascoming to America

and would visit him and then fly to Seattle, Washington,
whichwasmy home. Heasked if | would makeit apoint to
seehim and extend him any courtesy possible. | answered
immediately telling him that my husband and | would be
most happy to havehim asour guest. However, | received
areply stating that there were too many in the Swami’s
party for usto accommodate. Later, after Papa had ar-
rived and we cameto know how many werein the party,
we knew we could have managed easily but by then they
were aready established in spaciousquartersinthe Hotel
Edmond Meany located inthe University District wherewe
lived. Wehave many timessincethought with regret of the
great privilegeit would havebeento havehad dl of themin
our home and the wonderful timein God we could have
had together, but there can be no doubt that the Master
Architect of the Universe had already done Hisown plan.



Papawasexpected in October. | received acall from Mrs.
Max Groeger, one of Papa’ s devoteeswho had charge of
thearrangementsfor himin Sesttle, telling mewhen hewas
expected and askingif | would arrangefor himto speak to
the spiritual group which my husband and | headed there.
|, of course, readily agreed and set about sending noticesto
thedevotees.

Theday dawned when Papawasto arrive. Mrs. Groeger
telephoned and asked if | would go to the hotel and wel-
come him. | agreed. | donned a saree-like white robe
which | worewhen giving lectures, stopped at aflorist shop
and bought adozen beautiful long stemmed rosesto present
to himand walked over tothehotel. Asl stepped intothe
elevator to ascend to the floor where Papawas staying, |
wasfilled with mixed emotions-anticipation at the prospect
of meeting himand hopethat | wasnot being didoya tomy
own Guruinsodoing. | had been adiscipleof the great
Master Paramhansa Yoganandafor 29 yearsand my love
and devotion for God in him was so great that even the
thought of meeting another M aster seemed somewhat sac-
rilegious. Let mehastento add that thiswasnot fostered as
aresult of anything my Guru had said but semmed frommy
ownfeding. During hislifetime (heentered M ahasamadhi
on March 7, 1952) he taught all who followed him and
taught uswell, that God wasequally present everywhere-in
every church, inevery temple, in every religion, in every
man regardless of race, colour or creed, andin every atom
of space. Hetold usthat we must always pay homageto
Himequdly inevery saint whomwewereprivileged to mest.

However, to continue my story, as| left the elevator and
walked down the hall to where Papa’ s suite of roomswas
located | saw two men standing outside hisdoor. When
asked them if thiswas Swami Ramdas’ suitethey said that
itwasandthat | shouldjust goin. Asl started throughthe
door | saw Papa. Hewas alone and standing back inthe
room but infront of thedoor. Hetook onelook at me, his
childlikeface brokeinto abroad grin and he started danc-
ing asthough he could not contain the joy of our meeting
and must somehow expressit. | didn’t know what tothink.
| had never seen anyone behavein such amanner but then
| had never met anyone like Papa. It was the strangest
thing that had ever happened to me. | introduced myself
and presented himwith theroses. He greeted me sweetly
and then promptly threw theroseson atable besidehim
without any comment. This, too, seemed strange to me
because my own Guru had aways been very careful to ac-
knowledge any gift that wasgivento him. It wasn’t until
threeyearslater when | visited Anandashram that | under-
stood the reason for Papa’ sbehaviour. Hewas garlanded
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from morning until night with beautiful flowersmadeby the
loving hands of hismany devoteeswho wished to express
their lovefor him. Had henot immediately taken oneoff to
makeroomfor another, hewould havefalenwiththeweight
of amountain of flowers. Hea so told me oncethat some-
timestheflowershoused antsandif hedidn’t takethegar-
lands off quickly, they were apt to crawl al over himand
bite him. Who can blame them for wanting to savor the
sweet nectar of God which permeated every part of his
being’?

He invited me to be seated and we sat and talked for a
while exchanging our viewson God and Histruth. | then
asked himif wemight meditatetogether not realizing that
for one who had already attained there was no need to
meditate. Heand hisFather wereaready one. However,
hesaid sweetly, “ Yes, let usmeditate,” sol sat at hisfeet
and immediately felt myself lifted up into the presence of
God. What peace, what joy, what bliss| experienced! He
sad afterwardsthat | had left body consciousness. | do not
know. It wasanindescribableexperience. Littledid | dream
then that my meeting with him wasto change thewhole
courseof my lifeinorder that | might fulfill my destiny.

The momentous occasion of my first meeting with Papa
ended with my offer to be of any servicetohimthat | could.
| a so extended him aninvitation to speak to our group the
next evening which hevery gracioudy accepted.

Hearrived at our home promptly accompanied by the other
members of his party, Mother Krishnabai, Swami
Satchidananda, Rani LalitaDevi and Sagarlal Gupta, none
of whom had been present when | met him the previous
day. Asl opened thedoor he stood there, hisface aglow,
beaming likealittle child who had cometo attend abirth-
day party. My heart wasfilled with divinelovefor himasl
introduced him to the devoteeswho had been eagerly an-
ticipating hiscoming. | toldthemitwasarareprivilegeto
meet someone who was completely God-realized because
few there areindeed who havethe courage, the determina-
tion, thelove and devotion necessary to offer themselves
and all they havein complete surrender at thelotusfeet of
theLordthat Hemay berevededtotheminall of hiswon-
der and glory. Papa smiled sweetly and asked what we
wouldliketo havehimdiscuss. | toldhimwewereeager to
hear anything of hisown choosing. So, knowing thedepth
of my lovefor my own Guru, he spoketo usasfollowson
thegreatnessof sants:

“Beloved Friends— You dl know what itisto beintouch
withaspiritud Master. Many of youmust have met sucha
Master, basked in the sunshine of hisgrace, received his



influenceand got your heart illuminedwiththelight and pres-
enceof God. Itisnot only theinner longing for the supreme
Beloved of your heart that you should have, but also the
contact of aGod-redlised soul, spiritudly illumined and spiri-
tudly perfected.

“Itissaid by agreat saint of Indiathat the contact of saints
isthemost essentia thing for onewhoislonging for God.
Infact, God leads such astruggling soul to asaint, because
direct contact with theuniversal Spiritisnot possible. You
cannot have arelationship with God asyou can with the
personification of Hisspirit. Such apersonificationisthe
spiritual Master. Saintsarethevery embodimentsor ex-
pressions of God. If you believein them and ook upon
them assuch, you can derivefromtheir contact unlimited
srengthfor your spiritual advancement. Themindisavery
difficult thingto control. Althoughyoukeenly wishthat the
mind should aways contemplate on God and think of Him
congtantly, it doesnot do so. Youthenrequirethehelpof a
sant. Thisinvduablehelpasant donecangiveyou. If you
look upon himasyour solespiritua guide, hislight and grace
will fall onyouandyour heart will befreed fromall impuri-
ties.

“Itissaid that asaint makesyou likehimsdlf. Saintsare
often compared to the philosopher’s stonewhich, by its
mere contact, turnsany basemetal intogold. Butasaintis
superior, for by hiscontact hemakesyou likehimsdlf. He
fillsyouwithdivineradianceandjoy. Heawakensyouto
theawarenessof the Spirit withinyou and your mind there-
after will bealwaysindivinepeace. All your desiresof the
senseswill leaveyou completely and you arefilled with child-
likeinnocence, purity and love. You becometheveritable
expression of theDivine. Thisisthegoal towhichthespiri-
tual Master’s guidance leads you. Ramdas cantell you
from hisown experiencethat he hasbecomewhat heisby
the blessingsand grace of saints. Had saintsnot cometo
hishelp, hewould have been il striving and searching to
find God. But sincesaints grace cameto him, hisdoubts
ceased and he began to feel the presence of God within.
God took himto Himself, absorbing himinto Histranscen-
dent, dl-pervading and eternad Being.

“Wemust keep the doorsof our heart opento receivethe
influence when we approach saints. Then alonewecan
receive abundantly fromthem. Very few know the great-
nessof saintsand spiritua Masters. Evenwhenthey come
to usand teach usand give usthe benefit of their company,
wedo not understand them. Thisistrue everywhere, not
merely intheWestern countriesbut dsointhe Eastern coun-
tries. Very few understand saintsor take advantage of their

help and grace. Their heartsare alwaysflowing out with
love, compassion and mercy towardsthose who cometo
them, and those who are open to receive the Grace are
saved.

“Itissadthat saintstransmit their powersinthreeways: by
thought, sight and touch. If asaint thinksof aperson, even
though heisfar away, that personisillumined; if helooksat
aperson, hisentirebeingisshakentoitsvery foundation, a
new consciousnessdawnsin him, and hefindshimself a
different person from that moment; if the saint touchesa
person, hefeelsatremendous changetaking placein him
Inthat thought, look aswell astouch, thereissomuchlove
and compassion for the uplift, advancement and illumina-
tion of theaspirant. Themind that seekspeacegetsitinthe
presence of asaint by hisgrace. Itisapeacethat passeth
al understanding. Manthinksthat by hiseffort hewill be
abletoattain God. Thisisentirely foolish. Whenwehave
struggled long, we cometo know that we cannot realise
Him by our effort. Then, indl humility wesurrender tothe
Master, and hisgraceflowsinto us. A humbleheart aone
canreceivegrace, not aproud one. Meeknessisaneces-
sary condition.

“Thusthespiritua Master bringsabout theinner awvakening
of the aspirant who goesto him seeking peace, freedom
andjoy. Based onthisinner awakening of the Divine, true
lovedawnsin hisheart. Then hewill loveall beingsand
creatures, because he sees God everywhere. Thewhole
world now standstransformed asthevery imageof hisBe-
loved. Heseesand loveshisBeloved in everybody.

“All thishappensthrough the grace of the Master. Any-
body, whether good or bad, who comesto him can get his
grace. Heislikealamp that giveslight to anybody whois
near it. Thelamp doesnot makeany distinction astowhether
those who go near it are good or bad. It giveslight to
everyoneequaly. So doesthe spiritud Master. Thatiswhy
itissaidtheMaster hasequal vison. When peopleof dif-
ferent temperamentsand nature gpproach him, al of them
areblessed with hislight and grace. If the Master discrimi-
nates between the good and bad, where isthe hope then
for thefallen soul? The purpose for which the spiritual
Master comesto theworld isto savethefallen, to raise
thosewho arelivinginalower level, miserable and un-
happy. Thetouch of asaint givesthemanew birth, anew
consciousness dawns on them. They feel happy, coura-
geous and strong because they feel the presence of the
Master with them.

“The spiritual Master never dies. Heisnot an ordinary
person who diesand disappearsfrom our life. Whenyou
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once depend upon him heisalwaysthereat your back to
help you and guideyou. If hetakesyou up once, you can
awaysdepend uponhim, for youareawaysunder hisshdter.
Hewill not leave you until heraisesyou to his status com-
pletely. Assoon asRamdas met asaint hefelt that very
moment the Master took hisseat inhisheart. Hislittlesalf
disappeared completely ashewas possessed by the Mas-
ter. Hewasfreefrom temptations as hismind was made
pureand desireless. By the Master’sgrace he could see
the Beloved onthefaceof everybody. Hewasfedling ev-
ery moment the presence of thedivine...”

When Papa had finished his speech | asked if he would
touch the heads of everyonethere and transmit hisgraceto
theminthat way. Hesaid, “ Yes, Ramdas has committed
himself.” Hearing Papaagree, Rani LalitaDevi wasfirstin
lineand dmost ran fromtheback of theroomtorecelvehis
blessing. Papalaughed and joked with her about it ashe
blessed her. Someoneintheparty said later that it wasvery
unusua for Papato giveindividua blessingsto everyonein
agroup. No doubt shewanted to be sure sheavailed her-
self of the privilege. | wasthelast inlineand as| knelt
before him | said to him, “Papa, please ask the Divine
Mother to manifest withinmefully that | may befilled with
lightandtheblissof Hispresence.” Helooked a me, smiled,
placed both of hishandson top of my head and said, “ Yes,
itshall beso.” Redlizingthetremendouspower of Godin
himonecanonly imaginehow | feltinrecelving suchabene-
diction.

When | arose Papa said to me, referring to the devotees
present, “ You have heredl of your fragrant flowerstogether.

Areyoual happy now? You must, of course, feel happy.”

Withmy heart over-flowing with gratitudel replied, “When
God Himsdlf hascometo uswhy should wenot fed happy?”’

Papasmiled aheavenly smileand said, “ God hascometo
seeGod.” Hearing these wordsthe wholeworld seemed
to stand till becausethey werethefulfilment of God' sprom-
isegivento mesevera monthsbeforewhen | had offered
mysdf toHiminfull surrender. ThegraciousLord hadlifted
meinto the state of Nirvika pa Samadhi where, fully con-
scious, | livedintwoworldsfor eight days, movinginthis
satewithvery littledeep and amost nofood. Herevealed
to mesuchwondrousthingsthat thememory of themisfor
ever engraved upon my soul. Then He spoketheseunfor-
gettablewords. “| shall meet you face-to-facethat our joy
may befull.” How could | doubt thereality of thevision!

He had indeed comein Papa sform and my joy knew no
bounds. Asl stood before Papa, the blisswhich perme-
ated hiswhole being engulfed melikeaflood. Itwasas
though | waslifted upintothearmsof God and | felt likea
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littlechild. Withtearsflowing frommy eyes| asked, “Will
you bemy Papa, too?’ Hesmiled hisever-blissful smile
and answered, “ Yes, heisPapatoall. All arehischildren.”

Thenext few daysafter Pgpa svisit to our homewerethrill-
ingindeed. Wewereprivileged to attend three of the meet-
ingswhich heheld, two at the Chapel of the Church of the
Peopleand oneat the University Unitarian Church. Inal of
hisdiscourses he stressed universal loveand service. He
put forth asublime Vision of aworld wherein all people
loved one another, lived in perfect harmony and made a
veritable heaven of thisearth. He had the certain knowl-
edgenot only that it could be donebut that it would come
topass. Hesaid that thisfaith was grounded on thetruth
that the world is controlled by God who is so good and
merciful that Hewill bring about thismost desirable con-
summetion.

What amessenger of God Papawas! How universal inhis
every approach of life! Thosewho were good and those
who wereevil, friendsand enemies, therich and the poor,
thegreat and thehumble, weretreated dl alike. ToHimall
weretheformsof hisInfiniteBeloved. Hepoured forththe
love of God from hisbeing in such great measurethat all
who came before himfinaly melted and becamehe plessin
that love. Thisisthetrue measure of aGod-realised soul.
No onecan clamto be spiritua and have hateand animos-
ity inhisheart for any human being. Papa sgreatnesslay in
hissmplicity, hissweetnessand hischildlikequdities. For
him therewas no pomp nor ceremony, no worship of gods
nor statues, no adherenceto ritual nor form. Hebelieved
only intheoneFather God. Name, fameand fortune meant
nothing to him becauseto him only the name of hisbeloved
Ram was sweet; it was his glory alone which wasto be
spread throughout the earth and he considered himself to
bethe wealthiest of men because heforever enjoyed the
blissof God's presence and had won the eternal gold of the
Spirit. The only decoration he wore wasthe great light
which shoneinhisface. Hedressedinasmplewhiteshirt
and dhoti and took the name Ramdas. Hewasindeed the
humble’ servant of Ram'’. Asl writethesethingsfrom my
heart | am moved to tears because hisbeloved formisno
longer with usbut | have the certain knowledgethat his
blissful Spirit hoversabovetheearth likeashining star inthe
heavenslighting theway to Paradisefor men everywhere.

The day for Papa's departure arrived too soon. He had
asked if wewere coming totheairport to seeall of them off
and | said, “Yes, of course, Papa. | don’t want to missa
minutewithyou.” My husband had to work, so my son-in-
law, Ron Smith drovewithmetotheairport. Mr. Sagarlal



Guptarodewith usand we carried asmuch of the baggage
aspossiblein our car. Papaand therest of hisparty ac-
companied Mr. Groeger inhiscar. Whenwewent intothe
airport somehow | found myself sitting alonewith Papaon
abench. | shall dwaysremember those moments. Hesat
therelookingfor al theworldlikealittle child. | reached
over and took hold of hishand and wasthrilled when he
made no movetotakeit away. Hejust beamed at meand
started swinging oneleg back and forth under the seat. A
few yearslater when | spent many monthsat Anandashram
| often saw him swinging hisleg back and forthinthisman-
ner or gleefully dapping hiskneesashisfeet danced upand
down when either he or someone el se had made ajoke or
said something which stirred hissense of humour. Hisjoy
was such that it wasready to bubbleforth at amoment’s
notice.

Althoughthevisionspreviousy mentioned had seemed like
theveriest redlity and some of them had aready manifested
intheouter sense, till 1 had had great difficulty inaccepting
thethingswhich God had reved ed to me about myself and
my own destiny. | thought surely that | must be suffering
from halucination and my soul underwent greet tortureasa
result. Suddenly | felt acompulsiontolay thewholematter
before Pgpathat | might havetherdief of knowingthetruth
whatever it might be. When | described thevisionto Papa
and asked himto help meeither accept or rgject it, heturned
and, looking directly at me, said, “ Mother, every word that
Godtoldyouwastrue.” Thenhesad, “Therearethree
waysinwhichvisonsmay beverified as Truth: First, that
they areconfirmed by asaint, second, that they areverified
inthe scripturesand third, that they actually manifest and
become prophecy fulfilled.”

A voicewas heard over theloud speaker announcing that
the planewas now ready for boarding. My son-in-law had
beentalking to Swami Satchidanandawhomhedearly loves
while Papaand | weretogether and hisfacewasfilled with
joy ashecameto pay hisrespectsto Pgpaand to say good-
byeto him. AsPapagave ushisfinal blessingsthebliss
within him communicateditsdlf todl of usand wewereasif
intoxicated with the nectar of God’s presence. Heturned
again and again to pronam to uswhilewalking the distance
between theairport and the plane. Asthedoor closed on
hisbd oved formweall stood there searching thewindows
with thehopethat wewould have onemoreglimpseof him.
Suddenly we saw him silhouetted against one of thewin-
dowswith hishandsagainraised in pronamto us. Asthe
planeflew into the heavenscarrying itspreciouscargo my
soul soared onthewingsof prayer to knedl beforetheLord

and givethanksfor thegreat blessing hehad bestowed upon
us.

An anti-climax whichwasinitself aclimax cannot beleft
untold. Unwittingly both Mr.Groeger and Ron had parked
their carsdirectly opposite oneanother inthe parking lot,
but back-to-back. Wewere all still filled with blissand
scarcely aware of anything or anyonearound us. We had
said goodbyeto the Groegers and each of us had walked
to our respectivecarswithout noticing their close proximity.
We all got in and Mr. Groeger and Ron started the cars
simultaneoudy, backed up and locked their rear wheelsto-
gether. There was no crash because both were going
dowly—ust agentleinterlocking of thewheels. They got
out, looked at each other sheepishly, saw that therewasno
damageto either car, apol ogised to each other and drove
away. Aswedrovedown the Pacific Highway, Ron kept
running off the road. His mind was so concentrated on
God and on Papaand hisbeing sofilled with blissthat it
seemedimpossiblefor himtofollow astraightline. Ascan
beimagined, it wasarather dangeroussituationinwhichto
find onesdlf but hewascompletely helplessinit. However,
God never failsHisdevotees! All of asuddentherewasa
loud honking of hornsand theroar of many motorsfrom
behind. | looked around and there were six motorcycle
policemenall riding along behind us. They followed usal
the way to the city. The Lord had provided us with an
escort to seeussafely home! Wewereliterally speechless.
| could only say from the depths of my heart, “ Papa, Papa,
how truly great isyour power in God and how all-encom-
passing your loveand protection!”

Picture of Mother Hamilton from the book
WorldisGod by Swami Ramdas.
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