












































































Impressions of a 
Western Pilgrim in India

By  Hella Peroutka

In December 1976 I was invited to spend a weekend with the 
Self-Realization Fellowship Group in Frankfurt, Germany. Our 
friend Mrs. Hildegard Mayer-Kalweit had booked a flight to India 
for the day after that meeting. Flalf an hour before my departure 
from Vienna for Frankfurt, my husband suddenly suggested that I 
should fly to India with Hildegard, that he would look after the 
children. I am not a person who likes adventures. At first I had 
laughed about his crazy idea; but when I sat in the train to Frank
furt, I felt that I really should go to India, if there were no 
obstacles. There were none: another flight-ticket was immediately 
available, no visa, no vaccinations required at the moment; and I 
was ready to put myself totally into the hands of Guruji [Parama-
hansa Yogananda].

Three days later we landed in Delhi. Hildegard and I began to 
love Guruji’s birthland, and his blessings came to us. Every day 
anew we were inspired and blessed by his guidance, his joy. Out 
of the many wonderful experiences, it might perhaps interest you 
to know how a European devotee saw the most special event: the 
Kumbha Mela in Allahabad!

A nineteen-hour ride in a crowded train brought us to Al
lahabad. Already in the train—in spite of all inconvenience— 
there was a vibration of sweet expectation. A group of pilgrims 
sang their devotional songs for hours. An old Indian woman who 
slept on the wooden bench beyond mine woke up sometimes 
during the night and murmured: “Sita Ram, Sita Ram...Sita 
Ram__” and fell asleep again.

At the Allahabad Railway Station, how glad we were to find 
Swami Sharanananda and some local devotees to help us. Hil
degard, Ellen (from Germany), Taya (from California) and I were
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brought to a tourist bungalow, about three miles from the Yogoda 
Camp at the Kumbha. We dropped off our luggage and were eager 
to see “our” camp.

A large blue door led to a big temple-tent, made of bamboo 
sticks with multicolored material in starlike patterns spread over 
it. Inside was an altar with a large picture of Guruji, photos of our 
line of Gurus and Daya Mata, flower garlands, incense. Smaller 
tents stood around for the renunciants and helpers. We were 
wrapped immediately in an atmosphere of peace and joy. Re
freshed and happy, we felt from the first moment that this was one 
of the places by which the Kumbha Mela would be blessed.

The only thought that filled us with sadness was that we 
would soon have to leave this camp and go back the long distance 
through the crowds to our bungalow. No tent was free at the camp. 
We began to pray and meditate, and Divine Mother heard our 
prayer: two hours later a little tent was set up, and we four ladies 
could stay there for the next twelve days. Full of thanks and joy, 
we crawled into the tent and sat down on the paddy-straw that

Devotees immersing themselves at sacred confluence of Ganges, Jamuna, 
and Saraswati rivers during Kumbha Mela at Allahabad
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was spread over the sand. We felt like queens sitting on a throne of 
golden straw!

Satsangas were held daily by Swami Sharanananda. And 
when Brahmacharini Mirabai sang, many were attracted by her 
devotional songs. Sometimes I felt Master’s presence like a huge 
benevolent cloud hanging over the temple.

One of the most wonderful experiences of the Kumbha Mela
was to see the millions of people bathing in the Ganges, walking, 
searching everywhere for a manifestation of God, and to know: I 
need not search any more. I have found my way, I have found my 
Guru, my beloved Master! How relaxing it was every time to come 
to our Yogoda Camp and to feel at home!

Since the Ganges was very near to the YSS Camp, we took a 
full dip nearly every day. On the special bathing days we went to 
the Sang am, the most holy place, in the south of this little island 
in the Ganges. It is difficult to imagine how millions of people 
could come to the water, find a place for a dip, and also come out 
again. But it is possible. And it is also possible to dip into the 
cold, holy water on a chilly morning without feeling any unpleas
antness or catching a cold!

I remembered the saying: “It is the special blessing of the 
Kumbha Melas that you do not only revere the saints, but you live 
with them.” The satsangas at the Yogoda Camp at 10:00 a .m . and 
4:00 p .m . were the highlights of every day, and we never missed 
one.

Twice we had a Yogoda procession. Some dozens of devotees 
walked around a part of the Mela area carrying Guruji’s picture, 
singing “Jai Guru” and clapping their hands. The eyes of all radi
ated enthusiasm and joy, no matter how hot and dusty it was.

At this Kumbha Mela we also experienced how thrilling it is 
to live together with devotees from several other countries around 
the world, and to feel among all of them such a wonderful spirit of 
friendship, love, and understanding. How thankful I am that I can 
be a member of Guruji’s spiritual family. How thankful I am for all 
these experiences.

Another very joyful event—and certainly an important one 
for YSS—was the stamp function at Yogoda Math in Dakshines-
war on Master’s mahasamadhi anniversary. The day before, all the
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renunciants living in the ashram and also some other devotees 
were busy with preparations, to make everything as nice as possi
ble. A lot of renovation had been done during the preceding 
weeks, and all the buildings looked very attractive with new 
white walls and blue doors, window-frames, and shutters. But 
some windows and doors at the southern part of the ashram still 
needed a new coat of paint; so, many of us helped, often painting 
not only the ashram, but, involuntarily of course, also our clothes 
and skin. The day before, India had celebrated H oli—the begin
ning of spring, during which the people throw colored powder 
and water at one another on the streets. We joked now and said 
this was our celebration of Holi, with really holy colors. For sev
eral days after, one would find blue color on an elbow, shirt, or toe 
of a devotee!

I was much impressed by the wonderful spirit of two young 
Indian devotees, who had sold Guruji’s books at the Calcutta 
book-fair from 1:00 to 9:00 p .m .— eight hours in heat and bad air. 
When they reached Dakshineswar at about 10:30 p .m . and found 
that help was needed here, without any words they took brushes 
and worked until long after midnight. Neither said he was tired, 
nor complained. Thousands of mosquitoes found an easy opportu
nity to get their dinner. Yet we were all full of humor and showed 
a happy anticipation of March seventh.

On the morning of that day some decorations were made with 
flowers and little flags. Guruji’s wonderful “Last Smile” picture 
was set up and decorated with flower garlands on a temporary 
stage by the side of the Daya Mata Mandir (the small meditation 
temple near the river bank], Swami Shantananda introduced the 
guests of honor, and each one spoke in turn. Among these dig
nitaries was the former Ambassador, Dr. B. R. Sen, who had been 
present at Master’s m ahasam adhi in Los Angeles. Afterwards, the 
new stamp with Guruji’s photo was sold and canceled with the 
first day cover. It was a joyful occasion for all, to see with pride 
how Guruji was honored by the government of his birthland.

During the Mahasamadhi Anniversary ceremony in the even
ing, the main temple was so crowded that a few late comers could 
hardly get in. How thrilling, always, to go to the altar and to bow 
to Guruji’s living presence just behind his picture.
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After the ceremony, Swami Shantananda showed films of 
Guruji’s visit to India in 1935/36 and at the Lake Shrine dedica
tion. We enjoyed seeing our beloved Master in India, in some of 
the places we had just recently visited.

After the film we stood in front of the ashram in the warm 
Indian night, looking at the quietly flowing Ganges and the bright 
stars of the tropic sky; later the full moon rose behind the palms. 
What a spirit of harmony among all these divine brothers and 
sisters! How much more alive my relation to Master has become 
through this pilgrimage!

When we parted, one of the swamis said: “I thank you.” I was 
deeply moved by his spirit of humility, that he should thank us! It 
is we who give all our thanks to him and to all the others who 
serve Master and his work! And my deepest thanks and devotion 
are ever to him who is my beloved Gurudeva.

Yogoda Math, Dakshineswar, as seen from the Ganges River
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Wisdom of
Paramahansa Yogananda

I don’t care to live in this body if it is just to be packed with 
food and taken about to social engagements. But if in this body all 
the joys and mysteries of the drama of nature and existence are 
revealed—if God comes in this temple—then life is worth living.

There is a wide gulf between intellectual perception of 
knowledge and realization of that truth. Intellect is like a sharp 
knife; you must be very careful how you use it. A person of keen 
mind who doesn’t understand the right use of its power can de
stroy himself. Better to have a blunt knife and remain unhurt than 
to have one that is razor sharp and fatally cut yourself. The fault 
lies not with intelligence, but with the way you use it.

Don’t be too finicky about your house, but rather think of the 
dust you have allowed to accumulate in your mind. Worry, anger, 
fear—these are the grimy dust particles that cloud your mind. 
Sunday was given that you might have one day each week to rest 
from physical activity and give yourself a thorough mental house
cleaning.
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You have only to meet certain people and at once you feel joy 
bubbling up within you. Others just wilt your spirit; they are like 
blotting paper, drying up all your smiles and joy. So be a fountain 
of happiness, refreshing everyone you meet with the divine peace 
and bliss of your soul.

Instead of trifling away time on small things, it is your high
est duty and privilege to spend it on God. Follow the path that 
leads you to His Infinite Presence. He will guide and bless you to 
live your life in a worthwhile way. When you came into this 
world, you cried and everyone else smiled. You should so live 
your life that when you go, everyone else will cry and you will be 
smiling.

Like the moth attracted to a flame, many people are fascinated 
by the fire of temporary pleasures, only to burn their wings of 
happiness. But he who enters the fire of everlasting wisdom finds 
that it burns only the darkness of sorrow, dispelling it forever.

Devotion is a deeply reverential admiration for God. It is 
characterized by an element of separation between the soul and 
Spirit. In love, there is a merging of the two into One. In devotion, 
your desire is not to establish oneness with God, but to keep your 
separate identity for the joy of standing apart and worshiping the 
Object of your adoration. The attitude of devotion is, “I am Thy 
son, and Thou art my Father”; or, “I am Thy lover, and Thou art 
my Beloved”; or, “I am Thy devotee, and Thou art my Lord.” In 
this state, the devotee doesn’t want to say or feel, “Thou and I are 
One,” but rather, “I adore Thee.” Even though liberation has been 
attained, the devotee is free to retain his individuality in order to 
enjoy, throughout this life and all eternity, the bliss of beholding 
God and worshiping Him with the offering of devotion.
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"Obo ivAo- c/i/up& to- tAo O^iot/io boundto- bo Aea/ed .....  
k77io <Su/>remo &ou>er- m ay bo inooAedby continuouo^utA/ 
andunceasingjbra^eo. ”— dAramaAan&a 9/oyananda/

God is the love that upholds the universe, and the throb of life that pervades 
all creation. Man’s body, mind, and soul are ultimately and wholly dependent 
upon His power. We know this intuitively, for when material curative 
methods fail, we turn to the One whose healing touch can cure any malady.

The boundless, all-accomplishing power of Spirit can be consciously chan
neled through sympathetic human hearts to aid those who are physically, men
tally, or spiritually afflicted. To serve as such a channel of God’s healing power, 
Paramahansa Yogananda established a Prayer Council of monastic disciples of 
Self-Realization Fellowship and a Worldwide Prayer Circle of SRF lay members 
and friends.

Each day in meditation these devotees deeply pray for the blessings of 
Spirit on all who seek God’s assistance, and for peace and brotherhood among all 
of His children. The Prayer Council and Prayer Circle respond also to the urgent 
need for prayers when natural or other calamities cause widespread suffering. 
Through the blessings of God and the Gurus of Self-Realization Fellowship, thou
sands have received spiritual help.

You may request prayers for yourself or your loved ones by writing or 
telephoning:

SELF-REALIZATION FELLOWSHIP 
3880 San Rafael Avenue 

Los Angeles, California 90065 
Telephone (213) 225-2471 

Cable Selfreal, Los Angeles
















































