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'If we learn to be Still in the chaos. 

We can find a treasure of Peace within.'     

  

Dear Friends 

Hari Om! 

  

How can I possibly share and convey something that is so personal? Writing about it can 

hardly do any justice. However, I understand the feelings some of you have expressed 

that I share something about my óself-imposed sabbaticalô in India.  

I will try to give a glimpse, so that we connect in some way. 

  

To expect one to find quiet in the bustling atmosphere of a country of 1.1 billion is in 

itself a paradoxical statementé.and yet the spiritually charged environment of India 

offers seekers at all levels, a feast of the heart, mind and soul! 

Purvi and Saneya accompanied me for part of my trip. 

My initial journey was a pilgrimage to holy places and slowly I turned more inward to 

reflect and commune with the Great Spirit within. My inner world remained rested in the 

Divine even as I moved about temples and ashrams, crowded cities and remote villages,  

met with priests, village folk as well as city dwellers. 

 

I like what Swami Tapovanji has written in His book: Wanderings in the Himalayas ( a 

must read for all spiritual seekers): 

ñIn installing idols for worship our ancestors have done a great service 

to humanity. These idols and religious ceremonies lift the hearts of 

common men and women to a higher plane of devotion. Man may 



worship God as the Supreme Self (Paramatman) who is the Creator, 

Preserver, and Destroyer of the Universe and who is immanent in 

everything, or find Him in a tree or blade of grass or piece of stone and 

worship Him there. And according to the sankalpa of the devotee, God 

will bless him. God is omnipresent and omniscient. God is everywhere, 

whether in stone, soil, pillar, or piece of straw. Nothing exists in which 

God is not. So there is nothing absurd in worshipping God in any 

object.ò 

This has been true in my experience as I have made pilgrimages since a young age 

to many holy spots and felt moved by the vibrations there. Many of those forms of the 

Divine have helped deepen my faith and connection to God. 

 

The words that will best furnish pieces of information about my travels in India are 

recreated partly from my diary and partly from my memory of the experiences: 

 

Rishikesh, June 13, 2008 

The trip started with the darshan and blessings of Swami Prakashananda, who is over 150 

years old and is called Jageshwar Baba. He directed us to take a holy dip in the river 

Ganga, specifically at Triveni Ghat. This particular place is considered extremely sacred. 

According to legend, the devatas 

(celestial beings) and rishis (spiritual 

masters) assembled here to welcome 

Mother Ganga as she descended from 

the Himalayas. 

It is a joyous experience to feel the cool 

waters of the river. She is dancing so 

fast, flowing towards the plains, with the 

majestic back drop of mountains adding 

to her beauty.  

 



On the following day, after paying my respects at Swami Sivanandaôs samadhi in 

Rishikesh- and visiting His living quarters at Anand Kutir, where my guru Swami 

Chinmayanandaji had started His spiritual life in the 1940s- we headed to Badrinath in 

the Himalayas. 

 

The road cut into the mountain is narrow in places, the scenery lush green. We drove in a 

light drizzle, which can be dangerous in these parts, as there can be rock slides. The view 

is breathtaking, with vistas of the mountains and deep valleys. One can feel that one is 

heading for an encounter with the Gods! 

 

Badrinath, June 2009 

Situated in the valley of the Alakananda river, this sacred spot has many stories 

connected with it. It is a place of penance of the Gods and masters. However, the town is 

today a crowded dirty hamlet revolving around the Badrinath temple.  

Our initial visit to the famous temple was fraught with crowds. To visit the temple, we 

walked barefoot in the absolutely filthy narrow lanes on the side of the temple. Priests 

with disinterested faces, chanting scripture and the devout pushing their way to glimpse 

at the powerful bedecked idol of Lord Vishnu, flanked by numerous other deities- were 

some of the sights we came upon. The atmosphere felt like there was a big bazaar or a 

fair and we had to decide where we would go shopping!  I was left wondering why I was 

pulled to come here and what this really has to do with my retreat.  

 

All these doubts vanished the following day when we followed the same route barefoot to 

the temple at 4 AM for the morning abhishek or sacred bath of the dieties. 

Sitting before the altar, with Sri Raval, the educated namboodari priest from south India 

bathing the vigraha (stone image of Lord Badri) - I felt the power, the intensity and the 

sanctity of the simple rock- which we are told was installed by Sri Adi Sankara ï the 

famous advaita philosopher. It looked so different without the ornaments and dresses. 

The vibration during the ritual, with the chanting by 4 priests and the wave of devotion 

emanating from the crowd of about a 100 people, transported me into another realm for 

most of the time. It is moments like this that take our being into the glory of the Divine 




