
   
      
      
   



14 Aug 2013

	Taking a rest from their hard labor, these women were more than happy to pose as I walked by.

	This man, above, was 93 years old when I met him and a former freedom fighter in India’s battle for independence. He was the “royalty” of his village and it was quite a treat hearing him tell his story.

	[image: 20130816_205536 3]9PM Day 8, made it to Ganeshpur a bit after midnight last night. Another amazing day yesterday including a particularly pure moment hanging off the side of a cliff with shrubs and rocks thirty feet below and only a tuft of grass in my hand while laughing! Go figure.

	Slow connection, will try to post more later.

	Living is experienced in the journey, not the destination. Thank you for joining me on this one, love you!

	Now I should tell you a little more of the story from the posting immediately above. Monsoon season started in the Garhwal range of the Himalayas (the range in which Rishikesh and Uttarkashi et al are located) on the 15th of June in 2013. The monsoon rains were particularly strong that year and they caused tremendous damage through flooding and slides. More than 25,000 people were killed in the villages throughout the range. Slides damaged the roads in so many places and many had been trapped in their vehicles or houses as slides took the roads or the structures down the mountainsides and into Ganga Mata. I was on a bus that day returning from Haridwar to Uttarkashi and we never made it. Two monks on the bus who spoke both Hindi and English befriended me and we spent three days together in a small village about 30KM away from Uttarkashi. We were lovingly cared for by villagers and finally able to return to Rishikesh after three days through a combination of cars and walking. 

	Finally on the 7th of August when I started this walk back to Uttarkashi the rains had let up a bit but the roads were still subject to extensive damage and there were still slides occurring in treacherous areas nearly every day. As I neared Uttarkashi by foot I reached one of these.

	[image: IMG_20130812_155857 1]As I came on the scene a large slide had just occurred, perhaps only an hour or two prior to my arrival. Cars, motorcycles, scooters and pedestrians were lined up on both sides of the slide, which had extended down a hundred feet or so in to the river. There was a bulldozer working to clear debris and cut a new roadway into the side of the mountain in order to allow the traffic to pass (shown here). The slide kept slipping from time to time as the work went on so it was taking quite some time. 

	After a few hours some of the pedestrians who were lined up were becoming impatient and someone said they knew of a pathway up the side of the mountain that would allow us to circuit the slide area, coming back down on the other side of it. A group of twenty-five or thirty started to walk up the mountainside and I decided to go with them. They seemed to know what they were doing and I felt good with the group, so off we went.

	We walked up at a steep angle making a path as we went. I wondered where the pathway that had been discussed earlier was but since there were many in front of me the grasses had been trampled down somewhat and there were trees to pull myself up on through the particularly steep patches. We walked for twenty minutes and had climbed a couple of hundred feet when the leader of the group shouted something that was quickly translated for me. “The path ends, there is no way to continue!” Everyone promptly turned around and started the trek back down.

	Having no experience with this sort of thing I quickly learned that walking up the side of a wet and slippery mountain path that was not a path and walking down it were not the same thing. Others took the lead; I was content to follow though there were still a dozen behind me as we picked our way down. 

	About halfway down I was found myself on a soaked mud trail only six or eight inches wide on the side of a cliff. I lost my footing and slid off the cliff. It was a straight drop down about fifty feet or so and I was on my way down. As I went over the edge I reached my left hand behind me and grasped a tuft of grass and shrubbery which amazingly enough held my weight. I found myself dangling by one hand over a straight drop with only rocks and pointy trees far below me. I further found myself to be laughing uproariously. I seemed to be having the best time! I was watching this scene from inside with no fear whatsoever, I knew that I was fine whatever happened and it was so funny, fun too. 

	A man behind me was quite concerned and he tried to pull me back up. I extended my right hand but instead of taking it he grasped my backpack and was trying to pull me up. Not only did this not help, the leverage from him pulling me was causing my left hand to begin releasing its hold of the grass. This of course would have left me with nothing to hold and I’d have finished the fall down to the rocks below. This also was funny, my laughing continued. I remember the man having an odd expression on his face, I was quite sure that he was not just scared for me but was also trying to understand why I was laughing.

	After some time he either my English words, “take this hand” or saw the right hand that I was waving in front of his face and he took that instead of the backpack. In a few moments I was back up on top of the trail thanking him for his help and still laughing. It was time to get myself down the rest of the way and I decided to use the muddy and slippery path down as a slide. I let the rest of the group behind me pass and I sat down, sliding all of the way to the bottom. I slid fast, it was so much fun. I felt like a small child on a play day and in a few minutes finished the jaunt back down the mountain to where the pedestrians were all milling around looking at me with bemused expressions.

	I was welcomed back to base camp where I brushed off the best I could. The back of my pants and kurtha were completely caked in mud that never completely came out in spite of my best scrubbing. The sides, as you see here, were less caked. I posed for one of my new friends and in about thirty minutes a pedestrian path was opened through the area of roadwork. We all walked on and I continued my trek to Uttarkashi.

	Fear had left me, although caution had not. We normally think that caution is the result of fear. My experience is that this is not so. Caution is beneficial, part of consideration. It helps one to choose a wise course of action. Fear is without value, it is tied to expectation and identification with unreality (as in "I am this body", which is not so). Caution helps one to experience life; fear covers life. Caution is to be honored and fear is to be transcended. Fearlessness does not mean throwing all caution to the wind; it does mean that once one takes consideration for action whatever result comes is accepted completely with lightness, love and gratitude.

	I remained in Ganeshpur for the next two weeks, attending daily class with Swami Premananda Ji, returning back to Haridwar the first of September. I prostrated to Swami Premananda Ji and said goodbye, not knowing whether or when I might see him again. I often refer Swami Ji as “Santa Claus” for he has the physical build and the jolly temperament to match. He had given me the greatest gift that I could ever imagine, and for this there were no words. There was just a hug that I had hoped would never end, tears of joy, and my prostration to him as his baby. Certainly I had become a child once more.

	Here I’ll share a few of the photos from the return trip which will speak far better of the beauty than my words.
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	[image: 20130906_101421 3]When I arrived back in Haridwar with Swami Ramaswarupananda Ji we looked through the pictures and talked about the walk as well as the visit to Ganeshpur. Swami Ji had left a few weeks after the monsoons and flooding started. We chatted about Swami Premananda Ji as well as the roads, repair efforts under way, etc.

	[image: 20130906_102403 3]As we paged through the pictures we came to the last one shown here; the dog patiently sitting and looking intently at you. It was the first time I had looked at this picture since I had taken it two days prior. I was amazed as I looked at the picture and zoomed in close. I described this to Swami Ji. I had been walking south along the river and came around a bend in the road to see this dog sitting looking at me. As I came closer I decided to take my phone out and snap a picture of him. As soon as I did this the dog started fidgeting, moving from side to side nonstop. I tried to calm him, to get him to sit quietly, and whatever I could do didn’t work. He would not look straight at me again. I took three pictures of him in succession and each time he was looking away. He looked above me, to the left of me, to the right. He looked at his family, shown here, in one shot. I saw the pictures as I took them, noted that he was getting more excited, laughed and put the phone back in my pocket. We said hello to each other, he let me pet him, then I moved on.

	Three pictures, I was certain of it. I remembered the shutter snapping three times and seeing the shots as they were taken. As I looked at the pictures with Swami Ji there were but two. Both were as you see here, with our friend perfectly posed.

	[image: 20130915_001001 3]We visited for the next two weeks and I researched more about the coast-to-coast walk as well as Peace Pilgrim. I purchased some gear for the walk and made arrangements to have it shipped to a friend in the USA. I continued my daily practices. On the 15th of September I took my vows of Sannyasa and was given the name Swami Sankarananda. 

	The ceremony was simple and perfect. I took my vows in Ganga Mata. I took three dips in the swollen river as She held me. On each successive dip I renounced my old life and my body. First I renounced the physical body, then the astral body and finally the causal body. I took off my clothes, folded them, and gave them to Mother. I donned the new orange kurtha and dhoti, took my vows and committed to serve God through all, then sat for some time in Meditation on the bank of the river.

	One of three dips in Ganga Mata, offering the old me to Her

	When I got up to leave after an hour or so I went to pick up my sandals and noted that someone had relieved me of them. I found this to be perfect, had a good laugh about it, and walked back to the Ashram barefoot; a newborn.

	We made a visit together to Rishikesh on my last week in India. I said goodbyes once again, this time to Swami Ramaswarupananda Ji. Once more prostration and a hug of a lifetime accompanied with tears of joy. He and Swami Premananda Ji had been four arms of one divine being for me in my time in India, and they remain so. Two different personalities, different styles of teaching that complemented each other perfectly. I didn’t know if I would see either of them again, for what awaited me now was the USA and pilgrimage for peace. 

	I had found the peace that I had travelled to India for in the silence of my own being. Of course what I had looked for was not in India, it had been in me all along. Gone were the angst and anger, the fear and trepidation. Gone was the need to be validated by others and the identification with the character I play in the world. The character had changed also, from the very thoughts out. What had once been a stormy sea of thought about passion and sex, money, cars and boats had become placid and focused on inward reflection. My thoughts had become quiet and contemplative, kind and compassionate in nature. I strove to see God in all and this had begun to happen without struggle. I had finally learned the meaning of success; “satisfaction”. Satisfaction is what is obtained when one completes their quest and has no more questions, no more desires. 

	I had considered staying in India on a number of occasions while I was there. Life in India is sacred and beautiful, my mentors were there and there was great opportunity to study and to develop my new character. I had never had interest in scholarship though, and the desire to study Sanskrit and the Vedas full time never came. It is noble work; I’ve met many scholars and theologians and they fill beautiful roles in the world. For me, who could remember only a few words of French after four years of study in high school, the thought of learning Sanskrit or even Hindi so that I could navigate in society seemed like torture. I’ve been told the Hindi word for “hello” so many times but it will not stay with me. God’s names stay. Hari Om stays. Key concepts in Sanskrit stay. Hindi ne (pronounced “nay”, this is no. As in “I don’t know Hindi”, the only Hindi phrase I seem to remember). Always my learning had come through my work, and this was to be the case now as well. I was new in the world, with a new reference point (the silence at the center of me) and an abiding faith in God at the center of all including me. I would not yet call it absolute faith, for this was to come, but I knew that I was safe regardless of what happened to my body. 

	It was time to return to the USA and to begin the pilgrimage that I had been planning. God willing I would spend the next year walking across the continent in prayer for peace for all, learning how to serve simply and to simply serve.  My sole desire was to see God in all.

	 

	[image: 20131001_050558 3]1 Oct 2013

	5AM Tuesday morning, today I leave mother India, for now. But she, all of the aspects I have experienced of her, will never be apart from me.

	Every single aspect; every beautiful person, every cow in the road, every mountain and flower, every morsel and so much more, each with their varied magnificence... And with each the great Teacher reaching through to provide guidance and love, there is only ever that. So much love!

	Delhi Station

	Far, far less of me leaves India than what came. What is gone has vanished in to the ether, a sacrifice to consciousness, mother of all. What is gone was never real and there is no loss. Love has burst through from every cell and it has been learned both that is what is and that is all there needs to be.

	Thank you God, thank you all, for the incredible gift shared!

	Now a new act begins, the curtain rises, and wandering in the USA will start. If it is God's will I shall walk from coast to coast sharing the Love and Peace of what is with all who wish to share. Inspiration for this walk comes from both the eastern tradition of Sannyasa and the western saint Peace Pilgrim, and of course from the Master of all. All is in honor of the love within and this love is shared with all. Walking resumes Saturday 

	Peace. Love.

	 

	 


33. In Reflection

	“I have only one desire now: to do God’s will for me. There is no conflict. When God guides me to walk a pilgrimage I do it gladly. When God guides me to do other things I do them just as gladly. If what I do brings criticism upon me I take it with head unbowed. If what I do brings me praise I pass it immediately along to God, for I am only the instrument through which God does the work. When God guides me to do something I am given strength, I am given supply, I am shown the way. I am given the words to speak. Whether the path is easy or hard I walk in the light of God’s love and peace and joy, and I turn to God with psalms of thanksgiving and praise. This it is to know God. And knowing God is not reserved for the great ones. It is for little folks like you and me. God is always seeking you—every one of you.

	Peace Pilgrim

	Not my will but Thy will my Lord, not my will but Thine. Please help me to accept Thy will completely, to merge myself into Thy will, for in this world it is Thy will which is ever done, not mine. 

	In the chapter entitled “Making Choices” we talked about self-effort, free will, and now I write here that in this world it is always God’s will that is done. How can this be? Truly this is straightforward although it may seem paradoxical. 

	Our individual effort, our will, is not separate from God’s will; it is rather a subset of God’s will. We think that we are alone; we think that we need to do everything, and as long as we think this… we do. We think we do that is; but ultimately it is God who is directing this world play and we cannot be separate from God’s will. God is the puppet master expertly twirling the strings and we (what we think ourselves to be) are the wooden puppets gyrating upon the stage. Inexorably the strings are pulled in order to call us back, to provide us with the unique experiences that we need in order to desire ultimate Truth instead of falsehood, to see through our conditioned worldview and to seek the “Kingdom of God” inside. We are invariably given what we strive for, whatever it is, but this attainment is of dual purpose. It is a fulfillment of our will and of God’s. It fulfills ours because we strove for it and now we have it; it fulfills God’s because once we have it we are on our way to learning it is not what we really wanted after all. In this way we are led inward.

	As long as we do not see the one Truth behind the play self-effort is required. Until we surrender fully we must exert. Without self-effort nothing is possible; with self-effort anything is possible. The ultimate success is assured with continuous properly focused self-effort. We may choose to sleep; but nothing is accomplished in sleep. We may pray to a “God” to do our bidding for us but that “God” that we visualize as doing our bidding does not exist. We are the ones that must come around, not God. We must self exert in order to purify and prepare a proper instrument; we must come in to alignment with the highest light which is in us. We must surrender “me”. Then, and only then, can we find home.

	In this surrender lies complete freedom. This is what Peace Pilgrim knew. She walked 28 years with only a comb, a toothbrush and a pen. She did this because she did not need anything more than that; this was her understanding and her faith. Many would call her crazy and others brave, yet she knew that she needed nothing and this knowledge gave her not just peace but it also made her free. She was free to walk, to pray, to advise. Free to do God’s will, free to be her Self, free of any cares or worries, free of all of the baggage that we carry with us in this world.

	This is what God wants for us, it is always about this. Through attachment to God we know absolute and complete freedom from all of the worldly cycles. When we drop all that we carry we are carried by God alone. 

	Many of us ask, “what is God’s will for me?” “Does God want me to be married, to have children, to be wealthy and successful?” “Is God’s will for me to live here, or some other place?” The answer is simply that God’s will for us is to know God! God’s will is for us to know of our union with God, to know ourselves as Spirit, to know that all is fine. God wants us to be home. The material things are all fool’s gold; there is nothing permanent, nothing of value in them. Nothing. This life is and has always been about finding (remembering) our great Self and being That. All that matters is spiritual pursuit. The spiritual life is the only real life; it leads to the only reality and the only happiness that lasts.

	Once we have come into alignment and our surrender is complete there is no longer a question of difference between God’s will and our will. With complete surrender comes life as a perfect instrument of the Love Divine.

	The great teachers inspire us to cultivate the divine qualities and to drop the negative qualities centered around the ego self and our insignificant desires for this reason. When we cultivate and exhibit the divine qualities in our thoughts, words and deeds we are walking towards union; when we cultivate the selfish qualities we are walking away from union. “Do unto others as you would have them do unto you” is truly the Golden Rule, for in applying it we know the real gold. We know the gold has never been apart from us.

	You can find God if you will only seek—by obeying divine laws, by loving people, by relinquishing self-will, attachments, negative thoughts and feelings. And when you find God it will be in the stillness. You will find God within.”

	Peace Pilgrim

	If you want to be happy work to make others happy. Be a peacemaker. Bring a smile, bring a beneficial thought, word and deed. Bring kindness. If the mind does not want to do so then redouble your effort and do it anyway. If you need to force a smile in order to smile then by all means force it. In time the smile will come naturally with no obvious effort.

	This I can share from my own experience. My mind was in the gutter and this is no longer the case. My actions were self-serving and now I walk for peace for all. I was always stressed and worried, now I have neither a care nor a worry. I had constant dis-ease, now I am at complete peace. I didn’t know happiness then, now I live it. I do not say this as puffery; I share the example to state the power of aligned, focused and continuous self-effort. In both cases I was still “me”, but the character was changed from the inside out and destiny changed with it. Even the concept of “me” changed.

	For inspiration of the change that we can effect through self-effort, let us listen to these words of Lord Krishna as He describes a Brahmana, one who knows the highest Truth. The exquisite “Amrita”, or the “Nectar” of the Bhagavad Gita starts in the 12th discourse sloka 13 and continues through the 19th sloka. Here it begins:

	adveṣṭā sarva-bhūtānāḿ maitraḥ karuṇa eva ca nirmamo nirahańkāraḥ sama-duḥkha-sukhaḥ kṣamī

	santuṣṭaḥ satataḿ yogī yatātmā dṛḍha-niścayaḥ mayy arpita-mano-buddhir yo mad-bhaktaḥ sa me priyaḥ

	One who is not envious but is a kind friend to all living entities, who does not think himself a proprietor and is free from false ego, who is equal in both happiness and distress, who is tolerant, always satisfied, self-controlled, and engaged in devotional service with determination, his mind and intelligence fixed on Me — such a devotee of Mine is very dear to Me.

	This is our work in this world. We are here to find how to Love. Yes, it is a fight to learn this, but this fight is inside, not out. We are equipped for the fight; we have what it takes. We are here to know and live the Truth; we are here to unwrap our glorious birthright as Spirit and to let our brilliant light shine throughout the universe. 

	That which is called the process of “awakening”, “union” or “Self-Realization” is (apparently) of three parts. First the aspirant seems to be an apparent whole, separate from others but in union inside. From our perspective we are aligned with our thoughts and ego and we mistakenly take our thoughts to be “me”. From here we also think our senses and body to be “me”. Our position seems secure, our identification with this body and mind is strong and we attach also to objects, suffering horribly. It may seem to us that some external power or perhaps fate alone got us into whatever situation in which we find ourselves and that the cause for our dilemma is outside. It further seems that self-effort will go for naught; perhaps we will feel powerless against the great forces of the world. This is a kind of blindness; we took our birth in this world afflicted by this blindness.

	Next, something happens and we inexplicably perceive “two” inside. We then “see” our thoughts. This is a sudden shift that is not necessarily accompanied by anything else. This shift is amazing grace. How it comes is mysterious, though clearly it comes from both self-effort and grace. Once we see our thoughts the process of untangling our identification with them can begin in earnest. When we see our thoughts we are no longer completely beholden to them and we can change them. Yes, initially the thoughts still have much apparent power, but when they are seen we intuitively know that we can change them. This, the knowing that we can change thoughts, is of course correct, and this very fact has changed the game for us completely.

	Of course it is possible for us to see our thoughts and to choose to let them remain in charge of us. We can sit back, still identified with an individual “me”, and not take advantage of this opportunity for union. We may even choose to continue behaving terribly while justifying our actions with words such as “oh, that was just my character, that’s not really me. I’m the observer, I’m free”. At every step on our paths it is possible to step backwards, even here. These choices can be made, but none of them are beneficial.

	From the point in which we become an apparent “two” an unfolding process will begin if we choose it. Self-effort is paramount now; it is all that counts until the end. The unfolding is the process to “manage” or “control” the mind. For those who take objection to the term “control”; well I can say that control is a proper concept and it is required. It is popularly taught today to watch the mind, over and over this is told to us in the various spiritual paths. Why? Because we can do nothing of note, nothing that will directly lead us to freedom, until we see our thoughts. We must constantly hear this guidance and constantly strive to “watch the mind” until we do.

	Once we see our thoughts we can do anything; it is as if our higher power has been enabled. Watching the mind is not the end, but it is the beginning of the end for the motivated and dispassionate student.

	Self-effort applies before and after this shift of perception, of course. Before the shift self-effort is all about acquiring what needs to be acquired so that grace is revealed to cause the shift. After it is all about control and perfecting one’s surrender to the Absolute.

	The next step is exerting supremacy over one’s mind. This must happen. Negative and selfish thoughts are to be banished, there is no place for them in one who wishes to know God. Thoughts must finally be brought to God alone (the same God that is in all with no reduction or separation!) Perfection of surrender has then begun. We can talk of surrender all that we want (and I do often), yet it is only possible when one’s thoughts are seen and the mind is controlled; when you are finally the master of your mind instead of it being your master.

	This, then, results finally in the end of the process. Perfect Surrender is the end of the “I” concept. It is the death of the “individual personage” yet at the same time it is birth in spirit; the real Life.

	No person becomes enlightened in fact; there is finally no Self-Realization. There is, instead, surrender. In surrender the small and limited is first controlled and then given away; through a final grace the unlimited replaces it. The drop of water is never anything but water; for it reunion is the end of its identification as a drop. The person does not become anything; attachment to the personage ends and only Life remains. There is no longer a thought of “one” or “two”, there is instead silence and the understanding that pervades and co-exists with the silence. And, from this point, Life goes on. From the outside no one knows that something has changed but from the inside peace alone reigns supreme.

	When we see the truth of us we know that there is no question of separation. We are no more separate from each other than rays of light are separate from the sun. Just as all of the waves of light, visible and invisible, emanate from the one sun so to do we emanate from the one Truth. Just as the rays have never existed without their source and can have no existence separate from it so also we, this entire universe, exist not without its one source. The rays are simply a beautiful expression of the sun and are never anything but the sun. In this same way are we. Never separate, never alone, never anything but Truth. Eternal Spirit, not flesh, not bound by limitations other than in our own mind.

	We started our discussion here talking about the four steps to our Pilgrimage Home. Let us close in the same way by talking of acceptance.

	What is the difference between belief and acceptance?

	A belief is to be fought for and defended. Acceptance simply accepts.

	Belief speaks loudly for all of the world to hear. Acceptance listens to comprehend.

	Belief is the fullness of ideas, acceptance is silence of mind.

	Belief is bold yet must finally surrender. Acceptance meek yet abides any storm.

	Belief finds conflict as its home. Acceptance finds peace as its own.

	One thinks acceptance to be easy and weak. And yet when we try it we know that it is the hardest thing we could ever do. This, then, clearly is the struggle to be exerted; for we know by now that no other struggle we have fought has come to beneficial fruit. We further know that it is this; acceptance and love of all as our own self, which all of the great teachers have guided us towards.

	Perfect acceptance does not mean being passive; it is a great mistake to think this. It means to love and serve all, to always be kind, considerate and loving to all, regardless of one’s beliefs, and to always do the good deed in front of us. It means to always think the kind and loving thought and always speak the considered and sweet truth. To practice acceptance no one else need do anything or behave in any particular way. In fact the more varied the experiences that we have, the more our acceptance is tested, the more we are given the opportunity to perfect it. Perfect acceptance is perfect service and perfect love. It is not separate from you; you are not incapable of it. It is in your very heart now; it is the heart's beat behind the beat. It is the goal that each of us may step towards, we have every tool we need with which to practice it.

	"Father, I am within you, and you are within me. What a great mystery."

	Padre Pio

	“The abolition of the conceit ‘I am’—that is truly the supreme bliss.”

	Gautama the Buddha

	“Die before you die.”

	The Prophet Muhammad (p.b.u.h.)

	"Dost thou reckon thyself only a puny form when within thee the whole universe is folded?"

	Baha'u'llah

	 

	34. Living our Life as a Pilgrimage

	“There is a well-worn road which is pleasing to the senses and gratifies worldly desires, but leads to nowhere. And there is the less traveled path, which requires purifications and relinquishments, but results in untold spiritual blessings.”

	Peace Pilgrim

	A pilgrimage is a journey to a place or for a thing. Our entire physical life can be, if we choose, such a pilgrimage. How?

	First, we may take the highest goal for this pilgrimage of life. We may choose to be a pilgrim for Peace, or Truth, Love or Justice, or union with God, for these are simply different words for this highest goal. 

	Next, take each day as it comes. Say hello to God in the morning with a smile. Set your intent with a vow for the day. Get up and do your work. Work gently, contemplatively and compassionately. Reside neither in the past nor future; be fully aware and alert in the current moment. Don't look for the big, look for the opportunity to serve and love through whatever is presented in the moment with no differentiation of big or small. Bring your thoughts to your highest light, accept whatever comes your way with gratitude and serve it through beneficial thoughts, kind words and benevolent actions. Fill your day with this. Take whatever comes through the day with gratitude. Finally, review your day and consider how you may do better tomorrow. Forgive yourself and forgive all for any perceived transgressions through the day; release the day into God's arms. Thank God and let repetition of God's name carry you to sleep.

	Just this is enough to know happiness and peace. 

	For me, this pilgrimage for peace will continue for as long as it is God’s will. I completed the first coast-to-coast late last year and then travelled to northern New Mexico for some time, and from there on to the Sivanananda Ashram Yoga Farm to serve until the end of February 2015. I had sent an open invitation to ask who might like to go on a Yoga Vedanta pilgrimage to India and a small group of friends that I met on the coast-to-coast walk put up their hands. We completed the pilgrimage, I have now completed this writing project, and now I return to the Northeast USA to walk more. I’ve been able to join Sri Swami Premananda Ji and Sri Swami Ramaswarupananda Ji for Darshan and they have shared many gems that have found their way in to this work. I leave one pilgrim in India, she continues her studies and practices, and tells of great changes that have taken place inside of her. India and Ganga Mata (the mother Ganga River) always have that effect on us if we let them . 

	Scheduled is some sharing at the Ashram in September and also the end of the year, perhaps I’ll be able to walk pilgrimage for four months between the summer and the fall. I intend to once again walk coast-to-coast in 2016; starting in January in southern Florida and walking west this time. My new shirt is emblazoned “Walking 10,000 Miles for Peace”, and for this there are at least 5,500 miles, and untold smiles, ahead of me.

	My intention is to be available to support seekers in any way that I can. I have slimmed down the baggage one more time for the next walks but I’ll have a smartphone in my right pocket and a camera in my left. I’m reachable on Facebook, through website www.steps4peace.org and via email; ompeaceandlove@gmail.com. Please do not hesitate to reach out to me; I’ll do my best to respond in a reasonable time and to be of help.

	Let us take pilgrimage together. Let us hold the world in our arms and pray that all may know peace, let us be always doing what is of benefit with our thoughts, our words and our actions to bring peace to those around us and to ourselves. Let us develop our divine qualities and transcend the ones holding us back. Let us be a pure instrument; let us be known by our love. Let us know our own immortal Self.

	Finally, I want for you to know this. You belong. You are safe and you are loved. You are forgiven, for all. There is no limit to you; you are complete.  This fairy tale does have a happy ending and there is forever after. You can do anything, including finding home.

	Thank you for all. God bless you always; indeed you are blessed my dear friend. I love you. Om.

	 


        
            
                
            
        

    

13 Jan 2014

	Om Om Om, good day! Was offline over the weekend at SRF's Hidden Valley Ashram, a little more about that later! Met these friends there.

	 

	[image: 20140112_042004 3]Please join me as we watch these beautiful hummingbirds. Let's look very closely, no need to think of anything else for now. What do we see?

	First each is so beautiful and unique. The coloring is so bright in the sunshine, they show off neon hues. Here's one with gold on its head, there is one with green wings, a red neck there, bright yellow on the back, there's a flash of blue! Different colorings, different sizes, even differences in personalities. One willing to share its perch while another does not. One graciously moves aside to let another feed while we also see those that exhibit greed and stay put.

	We see their nature too. They live life in fast motion. Look at that one, its wings move so fast we can still see the head of another just behind it. Their motions are so fast; they eat fast, fly fast, all of their movements are fast, their lives are fast, every one the same in this way.

	And as we study we see more. We see that each have intelligence in their independent functions but we also see a single intelligence at work. Of course we see this in their design, their utility, their beauty. But there is more, as we study we see that higher intelligence is still at work in their dance. We see that in a group a rhythm emerges, a dance, a flow. It is choreographed. The way that they exchange places in midair, how they swerve and swoop, it is clearly not independent action, rather we are watching a playful intelligence at work; as we study longer we are certain of it!

	Amazing, right?

	It is the same with us. Every single person is beautiful and our dance together is amazing. We are both the dancer and the dance itself, we are never separate from all of these lovely creatures nor are separate from the One who makes the music and the dance. You are That.

	[image: 20140112_043515 3]Hari Om Tat Sat

	[image: 20140112_043319 3][image: 20140112_034536 3]

	13 Jan 2014

	Om Om Om, warmest greetings!

	Now at 150 miles on the coast-to-coast, we’ll be in the California desert soon, probably tomorrow, continuing east being carried all the way. Will likely be offline for extended stretches, will update as possible.

	Spent the weekend at God's Ashram, Self Realization Fellowship's Hidden Valley. This is the organization founded by Paramahansa Yogananda when he arrived in the USA in 1920. The teachings seem true to Paramahansa Ji, it's a beautiful place, photos shared here. For more please read Autobiography of a Yogi or Google it.

	We are each thankful in our own way, it is such a beautiful trait. We are thankful to loved ones, we are thankful to those who help us, we are thankful to God.

	[image: 20140112_034122 3]The great teacher Swami Sivananda teaches us to broaden our thankfulness as a way of realizing the truth. I would like to share with you. Perhaps you do all of this, perhaps not, thank you for whatever you do!

	[image: P1120098 (1) 3]This walk helps to clearly see God in all. All is in fact provided by God, verily all is God, yet most of what we see including the people we see, even our own mind, does not yet know this. The single most important purpose of life is to realize this, and of course all need help! Thankfulness always helps.

	How can we broaden thankfulness? One great way is to be thankful to those that make life possible and so enjoyable. Thank the sun, the stars, the moon. They are here for us every moment without fail so that we may live this life, they are your highest Self, just as you. Thank the air for letting you breath, the water for letting you drink, the space itself for helping the universe be what it is. Thank the birds for the joy they provide, the bees and the insects, the flowers for their fragrance and beauty, the trees for their shade. All do an amazing job, always there to give us life and joy.

	Does it sound silly? I know. But life is in all, God is in all, even when it is not known. Your thanks, your loving intent, it's felt and understood by all. All that you see has the power of feeling your positive energy, of being lifted by your positive thoughts and words. And if people laugh at you, well thank them, love them and wish upon them your highest blessings to learn what they are, to find the love and peace at their center.

	Try, just try, and see what happens. Broaden some, keep broadening.

	Love you, talk soon! Highest blessings shared.

	 

	9. Our Conditioned View of the World

	"What appears, is not, and what does not appear, is."

	Adi Shankaracharya

	 

	[image: 20140114_055429 3]We think that we see the world properly, but if this is the case why do others see it so differently from us?

	As I walked east towards Julian this smiling police officer stopped to visit and check me out. He asked how I was, what I was doing, and we had a wonderful visit. He offered me water, paused for this picture, and then was on his way.

	This was the first of what must have been at least two hundred visits with police officers during the coast-to-coast walk. On occasion I’d not see any police for a day or two but typically I was visited at least once per day. I quickly realized that although my orange clothing signified renunciation in India in the USA the color signifies a different kind of renunciation. Orange is the official color of most of the prison uniforms in North America; I believe that this is the case for all but one of the states that I walked through.

	I'd chosen the orange in order to honor my teachers and the lineage. It is the traditional cloth for the Sannyasin (Swami) in India yet in the west there are not so many Swamis and they tend to wear street clothes when they go out in public. Knowing this I considered the choice, I asked a couple of friends for input and contemplated it. One friend suggested that I might be confused with Hare Krishnas and that might be a negative, but all are brothers and sisters regardless of path so that did not bother me. It did not occur to me, however, that this color is also the color that most prisons use for their inmates. Of course it's not a secret, I just never thought of it! Until the walk that is.

	As police stopped to visit I reflected. The visits were always cool. Each has a different personality and this is on exhibit when they stop. Some smile, some are stern, some gruff, some official, some chatty. Some read my shirt before talking with me and some did not. Some asked for my identification and some simply asked questions. Always they asked what I was doing. "I'm a monk, I'm walking coast to coast on a pilgrimage for peace in prayer that all may know peace, from world peace to inner peace and all in between." Most would tell me, "we stopped because we got a call..." And the call was invariably from someone who had driven past me and been concerned that I was an escaped prisoner. Sometimes one police officer came, sometimes one each in two cars, and once there were three cars. 

	Almost always, regardless of how the police person initially greeted me, we said goodbye with a smile and a wave. Often we shared a handshake and sometimes a hug. They had a story to tell and most seemed happy about that, of course I did my best to listen to them and to perhaps plant a loving seed.

	You will note that the clothes that I wear, although orange, are nothing like the style of a prison inmate's. Also I always wear a smile, this is not so common with escaped convicts. Regardless of this clearly there were at least a couple of hundred people that saw an escaped convict when they looked at me. Many of them were obviously scared, I was told this in detail by a few of the police officers as we chatted.

	Each person sees something different. What we each see is according to our own mental conditioning, not what is actually there. We hear this from noble teachers in the various traditions, yet right here, in front of me over these few hundred days, was all of the evidence required to know this with no doubt.

	Some, who had seen a Swami before, saw me as a Swami. Some saw a Buddhist monk because they had familiarity with that. Some saw a religious man. Some saw a woman. Some saw a lunatic. Some saw something that their mind could not process. And some saw an escaped prisoner. Perhaps the latter had just seen something about a prison escape somewhere in the world on the news, or had a bad day, or whatever. For those whose minds did not fill in an answer I’d hear from many later on Facebook. The typical comment would be something like, "Wow, I wondered what you were doing when I saw you, I've been thinking about it ever since".

	There's a teaching technique in Vedanta called "snake in a rope". It goes like this. Consider that you are walking on a trail in the evening and you see a snake on the trail in front of you. Perhaps you will jump, perhaps you will run, perhaps you will investigate closer. Whatever you do has nothing to do with what you actually saw; the reaction is based upon what you thought you saw. If you run you will never know it was actually a rope that you saw. Even if you don't run and you investigate further to find a rope you still responded to a snake, not a rope. Odds are that you will not investigate further.

	We accept the image or the answer that our mind provides to us. It is often wrong. In fact we could say it is always wrong. Take the example above, my experiences with this walk. I am not what can be seen. I am the one that chose to take up the cloths of a monk, the one that chose to take this walk. I'm far deeper than what can be seen, and this same is true for you. Our experience, though, is that we all judge simply based upon appearance, and when this is the case we are always wrong. We only touch the surface.

	More deeply, our experience of the world is so limited. We look for what we want to see, we taste what we want to taste, we listen to what we want to hear and we touch what we want to touch. From childhood we have worked hard to avoid what we do not like and to surround ourselves with what we do like. What we find is that we are so full of conditioning, of expectations and desires, we cannot look or listen openly. Our judgment is always operating, whatever experience we take in we immediately grade as “good” or “bad”, “pleasant” or “unpleasant”. Always the mind is searching its database of prior experience so that it may compare this experience to a prior one. In so doing we are not in this moment any longer, we have moved from a brief “now” experience to the past. We choose our friends, we choose our conversations, and we choose our neighborhood. We even choose our sources of news, which we say tell us what is happening in the world. One watches CNN, another MSNBC, and another FOX. Each advocate a different view of the world so of course when we accept them our view of the world itself is biased, not open. How can we know what this world is when we are closed to it?

	[image: inkblot]When I reached adolescence the Rorschasch test was the rage, everywhere it was possible to see these images as shown here. It’s called the “inkblot test”. Please look, what do you see?

	What you see is one thing and someone else looking at the same will see something quite different. 

	We think that it is our eyes that see, and certainly without eyes the inkblot itself will not be seen. Beyond this, though, we see something in the inkblot. There is nothing different in it for one person versus the other, the inkblot is the same. And yet it is seen differently by one versus another. What is the difference? The difference is only in our own mind, it is our conditioning, our likes and dislikes, our desires… ultimately our memory. This is the only difference. The same is so of the world. Of course this effect is magnified exponentially in the world. The inkblot is small, limited, and there are patterns within it which themselves are limited. Many results will be seen but not unlimited. In the case of the world what we see is expansive, with infinite potential. As a result everyone has a far different perception of what they see.

	Yes there is something that we see. Beyond that there will not be agreement. We do not see “the” world; we see “my” world.

	When we consider this we may know that we see only according to our own mental conditioning. This is always subject to change based upon our beliefs and experiences, our desires and fears, etc. What we see is our "worldview", not a "world". We think it's the world and call it that but this is obviously not correct. There are 7,000,000,000 people in the world; therefore there are 7,000,000,000 different worlds. Each is quite different from another. Some of these worldviews include monks walking through the neighborhood and some include stalking escaped convicts. Of course we cannot all agree, of course we are constantly in disagreement about what is good and what is bad, about perceived problems and solutions, we don't even see the same world. 

	[image: 20140114_055656 3]The world is not as it appears. I invite you to consider based upon your own experiences, and to see where this leads you.

	15 Jan 2014

	Om Om Om, now near Julian, California. Today is the 15th day of this cross-country pilgrimage, it's now at 180 miles for this leg and approaching 800 miles since reaching the U.S.in October. We are now at 4,200 feet (1,300 meters) elevation.

	[image: P1150001 3]Jesus Christ tells us in Luke, "People believe that I've come to save the world, but I've come to burn the world, and I pray it is already on fire."

	[image: IMG_20140114_055036]There are so many pleasures in the world, so much beauty, if only it could all be beautiful and pleasurable! Christ wants us to know our nature and the nature of the world. We are spirit, not of this world, yet it is so easy to attach to it, to search for pleasure in it, to become ensnared by the nature of the sense objects that the world is made of. Christ further tells us nothing here lasts and by burning it, by showing us a world in flames, he is calling us to turn inward, to find the kingdom of God inside each of us. It is the Lord's call to serve the highest, not the world. 

	Friends who offered me a wonderful meal, a place to sleep, and joyful conversation on the road to Julian

	He asks us to burn our worlds as well.

	What is left when the world is on fire, when we may not attach to anything in it? God alone. The world is still seen, but as the divine. It ceases to be a scary place; pleasure is replaced simply by gratitude and love. And everyone we meet, everyone offering us the gift of their company, is seen as the divine.

	[image: IMG_20140120_114457 1][image: IMG_20140120_114208 1]Tomorrow it appears this ascent will continue, to over 6,000 feet (2,000 meters), then coming down to 300 feet below sea level as we walk through mountains and then the desert. Winds were up over 50 mph today and may continue, it is a warm wind called the Santa Ana. It's all so beautiful! Let's enjoy it... preferably detached.

	Cresting at the peak approaching Julian was this amazing bakery, with fresh apple cider on offer!

	Thank you!!

	Julian’s Yoga Center 

	[image: P1150012 3][image: IMG_20140120_121609 1][image: IMG_20140120_114924 1][image: IMG_20140120_115026 1][image: IMG_20140120_114817 1][image: P1160033 1][image: IMG_20140120_122118 1]

	Luscious landscape leaving Julian towards the Desert and Salton Sea

	Leaves gave way to cactus as I continued eastward from Julian. 16 January.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

