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PREFACE.

It is now ten years since the Swami. Vivekananda entered
FINAL ILLUMINATION ; it is fifty years since his personality
was ushered upon earth. It is therefore befitting that these
-events should be..conterminous with and celebrated by the
.publishing of the life he lived. For years it has been the desire
-of the Eastern and Western disciples at the Advaita Ashrama
‘to publish an authoritative biography of their teacher so as to
-present to the world at large and to posterity the vision, the
:ideas, the work and the greatness of that personality which
the Swami’s life embodied.

In the beginning it was planned to incorporate a bio-
graphical sketeh in the last volume of the Mayavati Memorial
-Edition of “The Complete Works of the Swami Vivekananda”;
but both by reason of the supreme import of the Swami’s life
to the world and the vast collection of biographical facts of
-the most interesting nature and of far-reaching significance,
gathered during the last seven years, thisidea was abandoned.
-Instead, the life is now presented in three separate volumes.

Much has been written in this work in the way of interpre-
-tation, for many of the facts in the Swami’s life, without ex-
-planation of the Hindu religious and social ideals and without
*some reference to the psychology of the mystical conscious-
ness, would be likely to confuse the casual reader and might
-everi seem improbable.. The world knows the Swami as a
‘giant intellect, a great scholar and orator, a patriotic Hindu
and a powerful preacher of the Vedanta. But that is know-
.ing only one phase of this many-sided genius. . Even to those
-who knew him personally, the Swami, both as a lad andas a
“man, was too complex a character to be readily understood. He
.was a man of original thoughts and numerous moods, each a
world in itself, and when any single one of them came upon
<him he was so intense that for the time being he would iden-
-tify himself solely with that particular state of mind above
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all others. Thus it happened that many persons saw him.
from widely varying angles and spoke of him chiefly in the-
sense in which they personally understood him. This accounts
for the many differing presentations of the Swami. Efforts.
‘bave been. made in this work to present the Swami in.
all his moods and varied illumination. so as to reveal
the man as %e was.

Great pains have been taken to authenticate all: the pri-
vate and public sources of information in connection with the-
biographical facts, and much - discretion has been exercised:
in embodying these, soasto offer to-the public a complete
and reliable work.. An excellent advantage was that most of -
those who knew the Swami intimately are still alive. There are-
many disciples, both of the Swami himself and of his spiritual
Master, Sri Ramakrishna, whose reminiscences by means of"
talks and writings, and whose private diaries and published
works have given every opportunity for ascertaining the ac--
curacy of statements. Then there are the numerous letters and.
writings, published and unpublished, of the Swami himself
from which to verify the character and the development of his-
mind and his entire personality. We heartily acknowledge our
indebtedness to all these valuable authorities and sources
of information, too numerous to mention individually here.
Everything in the way of illuminating anecdote and inter-
pretation has been included, and all accounts have been dil-
igently studied so as to keep within the bounds of legitimate-
biographical treatment.

In order to facilitate the reading and to render the treat-
ment of the lengthy history of the life easier of approach, it
‘has been presented in a series of short chapters under descrip-
tive headings. The attempt throughout has been to portray
the elements of life, character, growth and work in as simple-
and direct a manner as possible and to picture, in particular,
the conditions under which the Swami’s life was developed and
expressed. This necessitated an expesition of the ideas and
activities of the Modern Transition in India, and a. compre-.

- hensive sketch of the life and teachings of Sri Ramakrishna,.
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‘wha is regarded as. the unique spiritual character of Modesn
fIindia.; it neocessitated also the recital of the. Modern
Religious Transitien in the West, because of the Swami’s
wanultifarious- work there, and also the rise and development of
the monastic order of which he was the moving spirit, and of
the great philanthropic organisation, known as the Rama»

ikrishna Mission, which he founded.

The first volume presents the narrative of. his personality:
until his twenty-fowrth year and the training he underweat

-at the Feet of his Master for the attainment of spiritual in-
sight and realisation. It takes into account the themearound
which the Swami’s life is drawn,—the theme of Hinduism,
its setting, its basis and its structure, It reveals the growth

-of a gigantic mind through modern agnosticism into complete
saintship, It presents the character of the Swami's Master
in the light in which the Swami himself understood him. The

‘reader will become familiar with the Swami in the first volume
as “Naren”, or “Norendra”, the name by which he was
known both te the Master and to his brother-disciples and

friends, as his proper name .was Norendra Nath Dutta.

The first volume shows how Noren, having become de-Hine

-duised became re-Hinduised through his perception of the:

-Synthesis of Hinduisny as lived and realised by his Master

Far the sake of aclear understanding of the process by which
this was effected, several chapters of the first volame are de-

‘voted to the elucidation of the Hindu religious and phile-.

-sophic consciousness. One sees in the first volume the man,

“the saint, and the prophet in the making.

The second volume deals with the narrative of the Swami’s

‘life as the wandering monk, and later on as the bearer of the
message of Hinduism to the West. It takes the reader through
the scenes of the Swami’s life of intense austerities and s4-

-dhands in the Baranagore Math, of his travels-and silent preach-
ing throughout the length and breadth of Hindusthan, prior tp
his departure for America, and of his trinmphant public career

-as the apostle of Vedantism during his sojourn in the West. It
-shows how at the Parliament of Religions held in Chicago, in
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1893, the Swami became a world-wide figure and the Prophet-
of Hinduism. And it dwells on the momentous significance-
of his ideas and of his work as the spiritual teacher.

The third volume speaks of the Swami’s attempts at re-:
modelling -the Indian thought-world, of his re-stating the:
entire contents of the Sanitana Dharma and the ancient Aryan
culture, and of his bringing-about a wave of religious revival-
in.India. ' It reveals him as the founder of monasteries and'
centres of public service, as the Man of Sorrows, whose heart
bled fot the-millions of India’s poor and distressed, and also-
as the ‘Man of Joys, thundering at all times, in the hearing of’
his co-religionists the glories of Hinduism and the bright future
of his race. "It records his activities during his second visit
to the:West, and-gives a vivid picture of his subsequent life in-
India. * Finally, it speaks of the Swami's influence on Indian-
life, and- of his' message and mission as a whole ; and, also,
it speaks of the end.

The publishers are well aware that this great life has been-
lived too recently for the public to gauge fully the import and-
the possibilities it represents ;. they know that many of the
statements and interpretations concerning the Swami recorded
in this work, may not meet with universal acceptance; but:
they are firmly convinced that time will substantiate their:
value. It matters not in what light the present generation,.
by reading this life, may regard the Swami, be it as a teacher,:
patriot, prophet, or saint; it matters not whether they accept:
his. teachings and his ideas only partially or . in their:
entirety, but all will have to admit that in his life there was:
made manifest a tremendous force for the moral and spiritual’
welfare and uplifting of humanity, irrespective of caste, creed,.
nationality or time, and that as such it commends itself for
careful study and reflection.

Those who have produced this work are the Swami’s out-
spoken followers ; nay more than that, they are his disciples
and co-workers, representing as they do the Brotherhood of
the Advaita Ashrama founded by the Swami himself. They
have made every endeavour to give a true and comprehensive:
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revelation of their Master. They fully realise that theirs
is an enormous undertaking and responsibility. They real-
ise, also, how difficult it is to bring the man into the narrow
compass of a biography. This is true of every great life, but
it is particularly true of the Swami Vivekananda. The limi-
. tations of biographical treatment and description have been
constantly before them. On the other hand, even the telling
of this life is sufficiently inspiring, as of itself it affords a
Revelation. They earnestly believe that the more the life and:
teachings of the Swami are made known the more will the
spiritual perspective of humanity be widened, and the more
will the Hindus take up the methods set forth by him for the
reorganisation of their Dharma in consonance with modern
needs and modern problems. They therefore make no apol-
ogies as to their understanding of him or for the method ,in
which they have presented him. They have been actuated
by the spirit of discipleship. In sending out this work into
the world, they are guided by the hope that many a seeker
after Truth, having adeeper knowledge of this great life, may
be helped to solve the problem of existence, and having an
entrée into a world of richer spiritual insight may be inspired
to follow his example to travel upon that Path of Righteous-
ness which the Swami pointed out, in the words of the
Vedas, to be—Atmano Mokshértham fjagaddhitdyacha—*for
the Salvation of one’s own soul and for the good of the
World”.

THE EASTERN AND WESTERN DISCIPLES;,
The 4tk of July, THE ADVAITA ASHRAMA,
1912, . MAYAVATI, HIMALAYAS.
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- INTRODUCTION. '

" Coming from.Afar are the Voices of the. Silence. 'Rarely.
are they heard, save by the Mystics and the Sages. | And:
when . one of these Voices becomes embodied as Sound.
audible to mortal hearing,—blessed is the time and blessed
are those ‘that hear. Formless is the Spirit and subjective
is the vision thereof ; dense is the illusion that hangs as the
cosmic veil before Reality! How divine, therefore, is .the
personality, which makes objective the vision af the Spirit!
How priceless the history of one who has lifted even a fringe.
of the Veil! The opaqueness of illusion becomes transparent;
by the effulgence of a spiritual ‘personality. . Verily, the
Spirit Itself becomes revealed ; and those who see are brought
face to face with Reality ! :

" To introduce the life of the Swamn Vwekananda isato
mtroduce the subject of the spiritual life itself. All the
intellectual struggle, all .the righteous 'doubting, .all the
burning faith, all the unfolding process of the spirjtual
illumination were revealed in him. Asa Man and as a
Vedantist he manifested the Manliness which was Sanctity,.
and the Sanctity which was Manliness ; he manifested the
_Patriotism which came from the vision of the Dharma, and
he manifested the life of intense activity as well as of
Supreme Realisation, as the fruit of the #7xe Insight of Divine
Wisdom. He revealed throughout the glory of the Supra-
sensuous Life.

The history of his life is the history of great 1deas of
spiritual impulses and of monastic glory. It is the history
of the Soul's' own Revelation, beautifully harmonising the
dualistic vision of the Lover and his God, the monistic vision
of the Self realised and the consciousness of the Divinity
of Man. It is enfolded within the gospel of a newer vision,
with fuller apocalyptic revelations,. concerning the ‘Inner
Nature of Man, ‘ » :
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The life of the Swami Vivekananda was as a scroll,
gradually unrolled, on which were written all the aspirations
and all the greatness.of human nature; It was a life like
that.of all other luminous souls who soared into the region
of the Spirit and brought back visions of Truth for those who
were blinded by nescience. It was a life, not only of revela-
tions, but. of human events, developed under ordinary
conditions of experiénce, that formed the meeting-ground
between lovable - human personality and .the light and
awesome majesty of the highest consciousness.

" In the reading of the life of the Swami Vlvekananda
one is admitted into a world rich with spiritual contents and
events and surrounded by a rich spiritual atmosphere. One
seems to be, as it were, in'a sanctuary before an altar, upon
which burns the perpetual lamp of the Soul revealing, in
sacramental glory, the Mystery of a great life, in all its
developments, its renunciation, its self-sacrifice, its divinely
human worth and its spiritual illamination. There are many
happenings in the way of insight and prophecy and experi-
ence, even from his early boyhood, that take one into
the world where saints kneel in prayer and where sages,
in meditation, enjoy - the. Beatific Vision. Psychology and
spiritual philosophy go hand in hand in the understanding
of the Swami’s life, illustrating the mystical events therein
as radiant instances of the development of the powers and
potentialitfes of human faculty, so that even in this materi-
alistic age of scepticism and religious indifference, there is
added, in brilliant letters, a marvetlous chapter to “The Lives
of the Saints of the World”.

' As the Light within the glory of the Swami’s life shines
forth the Personality of one who is known, revered and
verily adored by thousands in India as an 4vatdra or Incar-
nation of Divinity—Bhagavan Sri Ramakrishna Paramahamsa
Deva. The Swami Vivekananda could not speak too highly
of Sri Ramakrishna. Aye, in one of his most exalted moods,
he spoke of him as the greatest of Avatdras. It was this
Prophet of the Most High who drew out the powers and
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possibilities of the young Norendra thereby making possible
the life and illumination of the Swami Vivekananda. The
process was throughout deeply mystical. The world .in
which the Swami was spiritually born was a world of spmtual
facts and realities, not of idle speculations and complacently.
accepted dogmas. Prior to -his meeting with the.Master,
- when he was as yet only the soaring intellect, the life of the
future Swami was one of painful intellectual inquiry, and
of great agony of spirit in the longing for Truth ; he was then
steeped in the culture of the Western world and was a critical
analyser of the religion and the society of his own people.
But when he met the Master, from that time he was the
Swami Vivekananda in the making. The Dakshineswar
Temple-garden, on the banks of the Ganges, near the city
of Calcutta, was the place of his Illlumination, as it had
been that of his Master ; it was there that the sun of the
Swami’s soul travelled in radiance across the heavens of his
life to the full zenith of spiritual effulgence, »
Those who have the vision of To-Day witness in the train-
ing and discipleship of Norendra the struggle, the. trend
and the promise of the Modern Transition in India; for
he represented all that was New in the thought-world of India,
while his Master embodied all that was Old. And in the
story of the blending of these two lives one sees how the New
must be and is being reconciled to the Old and ‘how the. Old
must be and is being saturated with the New. - Therefore,
for an understanding of the Swami Vivekananda an under-
standing of his Master is imperative. Being as he was the
most famous Man of God in India for several centuries,
recognised as having exerted a profound and abiding in-
fluence upon Indian ideals and, finally, as being the spirit
itself of a Re-presented Hinduism, Sri Ramakrishpa and his
life ahd teachings must be carefully taken into account
in studying the career of his chief disciple. _
Sri-Ramakrishna is indeed the Central Figure in. the hfe
of the Swami Vivekananda; not alone that, but also the
Central Figure in Modern Hinduism. It was thiss Map of



xk_

God, whose life of Dlvme Realisation and whosk teaching’
stemmed the tide of Western theologlcal influence over the
Hmdu consciousness, By sitting at his Feet, the Swatm Viveka-
nanda became the spokesmanqn chlef of ‘his message, both
to the peoples of the East and the West And the central’
episode in the preaching of this message occurred in the
World’s Parliament of Religions at Chicago, when several ' -
thousand people stood to their feet, struck with' the tremen-'
~ dous magnetisth of the Swami’s personality breathmg, as it
did, an extraordmary spiritual power, at the Very first utterance’
which tame from his lips. Sri Ramakrishna the Teacher,
Vivekananda the Preacher,—Sri Ramakrishna the  Man of
Instght Vivekananda the Prophet of that Insight—these
two were as one ; through them both shines the eﬂ'ulgence
of the Spitit, and the life of the one is ‘incomplete ‘without
the life  of the other. Indeed, the lffe’ of the one is, in the
deepest sefise, the unfoldment and expansnon ‘the explanatlon-
and mterptetatlon of the other. : '
Since his meeting’ with the Master the career of the
Swami is a career of spiritual romance, a career that gives
a wondrous vision of that which is to come in the way of an
illumined’ religious consciousness and a remvngorated spirit of
true renunciation. From the time when the Master entered
Nn‘vana the chief disciple is seerr alone—alone—m .the
silehce and the light of his own soul, dlgestmg the teachlrigs
he had received, studying the contents and problems of the
Indian experience, seeking methods for the ‘practical apph-
cation of the Sanatana Dharma to modern life, and finding
out his ‘own ‘mission. The vision of him is unforgettable ad
he wénders along, staff in hand in: utter deﬁance of the world:
himself, as it were, a Shiva incarnate. One sees him, later on]
Before men- and ‘women of learnmg, wealth and distlnctmn
in the rich and powerful West, and’ one sees him in i’he
Silence before his- Master in the chapel of the niodasternes
at Baranagore and Belur,—but the plcthre of him "as’ He goes
along the highways of Hindusthan wandermg for many, many
‘months, with only his own soul for' tbmpanionshrp,ns ulifor-
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gettable. He wanders along impelled by an irresistible power,
throwing him hither and ‘thither in the deeper solitudes of*
his‘own concentrated personahty—aye the plcture of hnm is
unforgettable. ="~ s : '

The next vision is that of ‘the mdefatngable ‘spiritual’
worker, carrying the message and the wisdom of the Rishis
to the West, cheerfully undergoing hardships and difficulties
and ultimately achieving greatest triumphs.. One sees him
in' the world of human divinity and in the world of divine
hu‘t'nan'i'ty,' suffering, hoping, . loving, loyal, irritated at the
workmgs of destlny, xmpatlent with his surroundings in
one moment and joyous, all-tender, all-sweet, ‘all-patient
in another,—but in heart always resigned to the Lord. One
sees Kim'ini many moods, now sublime, now sweetly human,
now- in the august “consciousness of the “One without a
second,—tH¥ Para. Brahman, the Impersonal Supreme”, and
then ifi the consciousness of the devotee of the Mother of
the Universe. Onesees him, now in India, then in America and
in Eumpe, now thh Eastern, then with Western disciples,
preachmg at all times the beyond-body idea and -infusing
into them the strength afid the consciousness of Pure Spirit.
One sees hlm in the’ early days of his wandermg monasticg
life, in poverty and surcharged with the spirit of renuncia-
tion, and then one ‘'sees him in America surcharged with spirit-
ual ommpotence in the glvmg of his ‘message: and filled
with the’ spirit-of a prophet One sees him’ thundering forth
the gospel of Strength' and Illumination before thousands
in-the- East and the West and then, perhaps, -'with a'few
devotees, ’ snlently mould’mg their lives and training them t6
carry ot his work, or with his brother-monks, living the life
of ‘the ascetic ideals. At all times one sees in him a gigantic
sou1 makmg every endeavour to burst the bonds of flesh,
and soar into the Vastness of the Spirit. From. the ‘years
when as a lad- the Swami struggled to see God and: know
the nghest “Truth, through the time when he experienged
the Supreme Realisation, until the time when he became a
‘World-Figure aiid the Prophet of the Modern Gospel of the



e
xx1u

Sanétana Dharma - one sees constantly in him, as numerous
persons have said, “A God in the Revelation.”

For those who see deeper the Swamiis always at the
Feet of his Master, one who had given himself uttermostly in
spiritual abandonment, as a child, to the Mother of the Uni-
verse, and who had realised the Impersonal Absolute in the
Nirvikalpa SamAdhi, Thus in the Swami one sees combined,
in wonderful spiritual harmony, the dualistic and the monistic
vision ; for he possessed the love which is inexpressible for
the Personal God, and yet he, likewise, possessed the im-
measurable knowledge which is the immediate insight into the
Divine Nature, wherein the soul itself is. realised as one
with the Para-Brahman.

Though the utterances of Sri Ramakrishna are mainly
those of the Lover for the Lord, still when it is remembered
that it was he who gave his chief disciple the spirit and the
consciousness of the Advaita, one realises the supreme pur-
pose of the Master that the future inessage of the Swami
was to be that of the Advaita Vedanta, wherein all sense of
duality and distinction is swallowed up in the perception of
Unutterable Oneness. One also realises that verily in the
personality of the Swami Vivekananda the Master himself
visited the farthest Western shores and the farthest corners
of Hindusthan. Itisthe Voice of Dakshineswar which is
heard at the Parliament of Religions ; it is the Voice of
Dakshineswar which preaches, throughout Bharatavarsha,
the Reawakening of the Ancient Dharma.

Though the inter-relatedness of the lives of the Swami
Vivekananda and his Master, and the inestimable influence of
the latter upon the former, in things spiritual, are admitted
facts, yet it must not be forgotten that the Swami himself
possessed inherent greatness and unique potentialities and
spiritual powers for moving the world, as many significant
utterances of Sri Ramakrishna point out. The Swami
himself was born with a mission to fulfil. Sri Rama-
krishna, it is true, had given him the spirit, but the Swami
worked out that spirit into inpumerable mew forms of his
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own. The flow of the perennial thought and the indomitable
energy of his soul made its course through untrodden fields.
His long, lone marches over the extents of his land as the wan-
dering monk, when he attained the very highest flights of the
monastic consciousness,were inspired by his own personal long-
ing to touch, for himself, the Spirit of Things, and to find new
application and undreamed-of expression of the culture and
the attainments of the Old India in the New. He was
inspired by his own nature to soundits own depths by its
own aid, and to give away the fruits of his realisations freely
for the material and the spiritual salvation of others.

Previously one will have had the vision of the Swami
in communion with the Master, but later one finds him
communing with his own soul, asdid the Rishis of old,
receiving newer and newer inspirations, going beyond all
gods and all forms and all Masters in the Supreme Realisa-
tion of the Brahman. Thus in the reading of his life one is
brought face to face with a world of majesty and power and
sublimity where the panorama of the highest spiritual order is
always present before the eye.

Not only as a monk does he travel, but as a prophet and
patriot, observing constantly the customs, the usages and the
culture of Hindusthan in all its parts. He busies himself
with historic memories of the Past and with historic visions
of the Future ; he prays and weeps and hopes for a Better
To-Morrow in the land of his birth ; and he is exultant and
enthusiastic at what he perceives to be its inherent powers
for constant Rejuvenescence and Adaptation. He becomes
a Seer of the intrinsic superiorities in its Dharma and of the
ultimate purposes of its social forms. He feels the heart-
beats of the nation and comes to know wherein its life lies.
He analyses and sees the strength and the greatness of the
Hindu spiritual outlook, though he does not spare vigorous
criticism of the way in which its highest ideals are being
betrayed. Aye, even prior to the acquisition of his fame in
the West, the Swami was the truest of patriots,

And yet again, the Swami Vivekananda, as an original
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thinker and a spiritual genius, was the scatterer of luminous
ideas_ which were his own, seeds whose. growth 'is visible.
in various theqlogical movements_  throughout the . world.
It is. certainly within the province of legitimate statement.
to say_ that the Swami Vivekananda was one of the .main.
channels through which flowed the mighty currents of the
Modern Spiritual Transition, His masterly address at the
Parliament of Religions alone_entitles him to the high status;
of ‘the Arch-Prophet of Hinduism, He was the foremost of
those spiritual waves, the tumult of which as it dashed
against the shores of present time, thundered the spiritual
ideals and contents of the modern religious epoch. Like a new
Sankaricharya he became the foremost spokesman of Indian
Idealism in his time. His was a new vision. of religious.
philosophy., He infused new blood into the Vedanpa, _that
synthesis of  Indian thought systems, and breathed into it
a new life so that it might become once more a living réality,-
a concrete, moral and emotional power in the practical life
of the masses, whilst meeting the requirements of the highest
minds which yéarn to transcend all. limitations and attain the.
Freedom of the Divine  Consciousness. He infused .into
philosophy the burning fires of his own passiopate longing
for and his xllummatlon of the Truth. He insisted upon the.
mystical experience as the only guarantee of spiritual certi-;
tude and discovery. He preached a Gospel to which scholastic.
theology must ever be subordinate, the Gospel whose:
message throbs with lu_mmous personal awareness, the Gospel
whose sole authority is Spiritual Realisation. Such indeed
is the impression upon the minds of those with whom he had
intimate spiritual and intellectual relationship.

_ In India, it goes without saying that the Swamg Vlveka-
nanda was a unique personality. In the reading of his life
one sees how he emphasised the Unification of Hinduism,
reconciling the various conflicting thought-systems of the
Indian pluralistic and monistic outlook in an eclecticism hither-
to unthought of. He was the prophet of the Upa\mshadst
but -he was also the pro_phet_ of Modernism and of Social
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Setvice, thus preaching the “ideals of Siva and of Seva. He
declared with an apostolic fervour that Brahman is to be realised
not only by worship and meditation but also by serving
others, seeing the Divinity in them. He laid stress not only on
the Dharma of Sanny4s but on the Dharma of Citizenship as
well, pointing out the opportunity for the realisation of (he
spiritual consciousness in all the walks of life. As will be
seen he was the founder of new order of philosophical
thought, a new order of religious statement, a new order of
national righteousness, and the founder of a new order of
monks and a new spirit of monasticism. In the final under-
standing of the Swami one finds him a Hindu and an Indjan
to the core of his heart. One sees him pondering upon the
incomparable ideals and realisation of the Indian experience,
championing the cause of his Motherland wheresoever he
went in the years of his intensely active career. With the
spirit of true patriotism he fulminated against the super-
stitions, weaknesses and shortcomings of his own people ; but
he also mercilessly denounced those who heaped upon Hindu
culture malicious or ignorant ¢riticism. He was intensely
an Indian ; but above all things he was intensely a seer
and an upholder of Truth. He was inherently cosmopolitan ;
he loved the wholé world as he loved India. His sym-
pathies were world-wide; he saw greatness wheresoever it
manifested itself,

So far as India is concerned, the Swami, when he returns
from the West, becomes the preacher of a fiery gospel, the
Gospel of Karma Yoga. The conquest of the whole worid
by Indian spirituality and the raising of the masses becaine
his mottoes for bringing about the redemption of India, and
he at the same time pointed‘out the methods and the ineans
of carrying them into effect. Unlike the Rishis of old,
whose sole concern was their personal salvation and whose
sole bliss was to be immersed in the deeps of meditation, the
Swami advocated a Practical Vedanta, a Vedanta making
for a new national spirit, a spirit of public service, wherein
the subjective vision of the One should be transformed into
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objective service for the Many. And one still hears his
voice crying out to serve the Nariyana in the poor, the sick,
the downtrodden and the oppressed. He knew that the
Modern Transition in India could not come to full fruition if
the People were not taken into account. Therefore, while in
the West one finds him uttering constantly the philosophy of
the highest Vedanta, urging the Western world to medita-
tion, in the East one finds him preaching the spirit of public
service, the spirit of a religious national life, the spirit of
social unity and the spirit of a social reform whose method
is to be a “growth from within” After his return from
the West, therefore, onefinds him establishing monasteries as
centres of training and preaching, and organising centres of
service ; by the influence of his moving spirit the monks of
Ramakrishna and the Sannyasin disciples of the Swami,
become the founders of charitable dispensaries, Sevishramas
and orphanages, as well as workers for the relief of famine
and other kinds of distress and suffering. Thus the Swami
embodied in his own nature the four JMargas or Paths of
the Dharma,—that of Insight, of Contemplation, of Love and
that of Service. He was, in truth, the very Synthesis of
Hinduism as it should be. :

But the story must be told even as it is told of every man,
—“And he was born in the city of -and in the year oft—"

But what a life was his! The dream of childhood he

passed as all others ; the dream of youth—but what a dream !
He would see the Heavens roll back, revealing the Presence
of the Most High! He would pierce, even as youth, through
all the childish struggles and childish dreams of man, at
once into the Tabernacle where God dwells ! He would see
God as Man, and Man as God ; he would see the Divinity
\Vithin, and the Divinity Without | I[llumination Itself is
God ; and bhe had That ; he was That! Then the years of
Silence as a wanderer over the face of his land ! Then the
years of his Message and his triumph ! Then the end and
the breaking of the dream, in the Final and Nirvikalpa
Samadhi,—and now the Power of his Illumination !

.
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O the halo of the most sacred sanctuary now about
him !

To the task of writing the life one sets fervently, with '
folded thought, kneeling in soul and in conscious un-
worthiness, for who can know the inner self of even the least
of men, much less the soul of a Vivekananda! And who
can sound the depths of his personal realisation ! The task
is almost beyond thinking,—and yet must the world know the
greatness of that life which has thrilled through its Eastern
Heart and Western Mind.

Thought cannot pierce the veils as much as prayer and
religious intent. So let these be the spirit of the work. And
may that Silent Watcher in each heart,on Whom he so cons-
tantly meditated, the Message of Whose Supreme Life he so
wonderfully gave, and unto Whom he has now been caught
up in Supreme Realisation, guide us in our work and be
with us and the reader now and forever.

Hari Om Tat Sat.
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EVENLWITH THE GENERAT[ON ANCESTRAL
IR AN I C R RS A i

Stgeams of gonscrousness whnch ﬂpw mto the nver of
famnly ~are here . and there. cha.raqtensed by the, lxkeness of ;
personality and sameness of: tendency Thus, it ‘is often seen-,
that the third-or the fourth generation. takes;on the qualst-es,.
of the great-grandfather, or of some other distant angestor.,
Then- it js said, “It is in the blood.” . It is the only account-
able reason for those remarkable and relterated croppings--.
up of family. tendeney,: = ;. . :

... With him who became known to the world as the Swam:
Vivekanands,. it was-in .the blood—-the tendency to that
life and, thought which. made him the fotemost Indtan monk
of his time and the teaoher of the West Down the river of.

tendency we glimpse the cause. ' :

A youth of twenty-five, with. all the promlse of the wpr,ld ;
before him;—a career of - unusual .promise beqkpmngr, himself
peculiarly fit in education, versed.in Persian and .Sanskrit;,
gifted in . sgmg',——cpuld not‘upderstan’d the woxld : I,t ‘wap.a,
called—deeply, mslsteptly The call could not be wu;hstood
With Christ he felt that urge, “Who is;my. mother: and who are’
my brethren " -And he Ireard the vqnce, “Hq who loveth father;
or mother more;, tiran-Me is not worthy of, Me” The, may:
clad in a beggar’s rags forsopk hame, wife, child, coqurt-.-——and
plunged into ,forgettenness, as a lion gaes mtg the -forest,—:
free, strong and,of irpn.beat; . .7y LoLo7 Lot s

~"The wife and child were cared . for by the, re}atxves ‘I‘hm
wnfe understogd, ,gnd, upderstanding,: loved the deeper.. For
in India where Conscnousness is looked upon as the reslity: i in,
man-it, ;ig: kpown ;that sych. .exal_tgd.heights, of feeling and
vision may: bk attained thas.a- 'man: is.cast;by the tempest of;
his own sou).from the,life; of 'the,world -inta eternal thinking:
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upon God. This is the ideal. Blessed is the family in which

one attains such a state of God-striving and God-conscious-

ness!| The soul has become the reality. By the husband
having become aware of it, the wife is raised ; by the wife
having become aware of it, the husband is raised.. For ‘that
is the purpose of man—the beatific vision of the soul. And
though the humanity of the wife, or of the mother, or of the
husband, or of the father may long for the absent one, still
does the soul know, “All is well,” and the bonds of the re-
lationship are knit closer because one of the circle has seen
God. He of whom this is said—the youth of twenty-five—
was Durga Charan Dutta, the paternal grandfather of the
Swami Vivekananda, '

Let it not be imagined that the mind of Durga Charan
Dutta was like that of a visionary, or of a fanatic. Quite
the contrary. ‘Some of the greatest saints have been of the
most practical turn, Only remember that wonderful woman,
Saint Theresa of Jesus, of the Roman Catholic Church.” How
she was at once the admirable Saint and the capable execu--
tive of the affairs of a large order of nuns! So in this case.

Durga Charan was not a dreamer—or rather, he was 'a
dreamer, but one of those dreamers who carry dreams into-
the field of Reality, carving out all the exquisiteness of ideal
things from this rough marble world of real things. Master
of languages, he was also master of the law. His father,
Ram Mohan Dutta, was by profession a lawyer and was well
known, In consequence of his proficiency the family had
become possessed of much wotldly goods. The Duttas were the
owners of large estates and of a comfortable income, and-
the family house was in the Simla District of the city of
Calcutta. And Durga Charan Dutta was so well versed
in the Jaw ‘that his father made him partner in his affairs.
The son soon equalled his father -in reputation. He, too;
grew wealthy. . ' :

Therefore, it was a genuine case of renunciation. Only.
he who has can give ; and only-he who has had the where-
-withal to enjoy, can renounce. That is why the renunciation
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of Saint Francis of Assisi was so exalted.” ‘The intensity of
insight and of feeling that "brought on the renunciation tas -
56 divine, that forsakmg his famlly, noblllty of name and
great fortune was really nothmg to him. Renuncnatlon if it
is real, is always ‘a joyous giving-up of that which is nothing
in comparison- to what has been found. "There is “nothing
gréater than the soul. There can be nothing greater than
God. The samt of the East and the saint of the West are
one in this. :

But where was'the direction of the quest of fofgdttenness
wheii illumination came ? No one knows. Was it Benares, the
city of learning and the city of saints ? Who knows ? At all
events, something occurred some - time later in Benares which
leaves no doubt that' this was one of the sacred places the
world-forsaking monk had in mind. For there are many, many
places unimaginably holy to the wandermg monk. There are
thé sacred birth-places where saintshave come into the wotld
and the more sacted places of renunciation where saiits
have ‘seen God beyond the world. There is Buddha-Gaya
where Buddha saw Trath, just as man sees an object. There
is Brindaban ‘where Sri Krishna, the'Indian'Christ' spent
the days of His childhood, and where He later on won the
‘hearts of the Gopis,—who represent human souls who are “all
through their lives consciously or unconsciously drawn to the
Lord." Then there is Hardwar, beautiful Hardwar, with its
neighbour, Hrishikesh—the gatéway of ~those mighiy
mountains, the Himalayas. And at Hardwar there are in-
numerable monks. 'Some of them have been everywhere in
India.” Their ‘feet have travelled the wandering courses ' of
all its rivers, from their sources, along their 1engths, down to
where they lose themselves in the ocean. They'haVe_ ‘seen
the plateaus and the plains and the lesser ranges that kneel
from north- to south, or from edst to ' west, as lesser angels,
before the great: Himalayan peaks. "Then there afe the gredt
monasteries’ founded by the “boy-saint and boy-thinker,
Sankaracharya, who re-made and re-introduced Hinduistm ‘and
wrote .all; his ‘commentaries on the endless Vedas before he
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had reached his sixteenth year. . . Then there are the monaistlc;
' cqntres founded by -other lesser mystics, but all .interesting :
the monk-wanderer who .rdesires. . ~roof “under .
wlnch to rest, but qnly the presence of the Inner yWisdom,
and who makes it his business to repeat the - Name of God,:
or - elst: plunge into eternal medltauon upon H;s reallty?
and beatltude - - o
O the quest to bc alone, the long snlence and solitude and A
the joy of being alone under starry skies with God ! : O “the:.
unquenchable - sense. of . perfect freedom as;the monk unseen
goes along great byways of land and stream and hill | " Q:thie:
freedom from tumultuous gatherings of men, the joy of call-=
ing .out the Name of .God where none will hear and where he-
can call as loud as his voice will carry in speech the sacred’
thought ! . Think of - his bliss_in the wilderness and forest
where the monk. depends for his very sustenance on :Him-
who spreads the wings of the "birds for flight ! ' Think of thé
consciousness that “All is He,” even when danger threatens }
There was -the :case of that man who cried out,” “I am' ‘ene.
with the Lord ! I am.one with the Lord !” even when in the
mouth of the jungle-tiger ; and ‘the ‘on-looking villagers said'
to -themselves, when their terror had subsided, “He is ' with-
God.” . O the plenitude of that life and its' richness !. “Give
up all;; O fool,” says the monk. - Or ‘he says, as he did to the:
rich. man, “It is not I who have renounced, but thou.”
Heights and depths of everlasting consciousnéss ! The pres-
ence of God, the consciousness of the soul always as one with-
Him! Like a king is the monk, like a fearless lion'is the wan-
dering monk. - He has left the world as it was said of Rama;
" the Warrior-God, “Hc plunged into the forest as the sun enters
a .mass of clouds.” -Who would not give up the trihkcfs .of
the world for That ! ! A
< And the sublime romance of the soul going out as a Iover
to find its God ! Passing many nations and many. peoples;
seemg them only with mortal sight, because the "vision is
fixed on God ! - Passing the exterits of many lands, but ever
residing in the p]ace and peace of the Mast High !." There-
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fé.;e ’how can -the. monk take heed of | physacal thmgs?
‘Spmetimes he has gone so far beyond worldly-consc:ouencss
that he goes about like a child, unaware of the body.” ‘That
'isi:the highest state of blessedness the state of the: Parama-
‘hamsa,- or Great Swan of Soul, who though resu:lmg in the
waters of this world, krows he “is not of it; for he ﬁoats upon
its-surface, gifted with the royally dwme knowledge that he
iy the free; - What cares he for conventions ? '
They are just hke children, the great monks. Some -of
thefi wear their hair just as it grows. - Some " shave it off t6
the‘, crown. Some roll it up in great masses and knots.
Some leave their beard togrow Some feel it a hindrance
and shave it'off. Some clothe themselves in” a rag "Some
dprnot even do'that. -Some wear long, ﬂowmg robes. “Some
carty a cloth which they wear when they approach thé
baunts of man, O the ‘joy: of that freedom when the: body
is. treated by each one just in that' very way - whereby - he
most easily forgets it! And then to have no home ! | What
home can hold the monk ? - What 6c¢cupation -will he have,
‘but: the thought -of God ? “Food.? * That comas as it will.
Sayhetimes it is.the fare of John the Baptist: Sometimes
it is’the fare that Christ had when in the desert, before
the world knew. Him.  Soinetimes it is’ several- days’- fast-
ing. “Yes, there are times when there may ‘bea’ complété
absence of food.. When the play s over the monk goes
into IHumination.:: - S PO ety
- All " this. Durga: Charan Dutta:‘saw" at twenty -five. A
.great vision for a lad !- Most men, ‘at* that age, aré occupted
inthought with: other things. ‘But there'ws no half-wdy
imethod with this young man, - He cold 'hot serve God and
MMmbng at one and the same time: So he served’ God-l
and chose:the better part.: He had often seen’' Sadhus;' as
onks are-called in' India, or ~Sannyisins, asthey are
otherwise known. He used to have them.come té 'his house
and he would feed them. :‘He'would se¢ thém wandéring
with " their staff and begging-bowl through 'the streets of the
city, which Sadhus soretimes visit, and would beg' themn'to
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comg. . They would, come, because they were, attracted, to
him. A Sédlm knows. men, apd becayse of hls knowledge
hg avoids or associates w1th them 6ol

There would be great, talks betweep th.e mouks and
Durga Cbaaan Dutta. They wonld tell him of realxsatlons
and: thopghts that:.A are above the ordinary, maw’s under-
standing, as are the stars, . And there would be ecstasy ‘and
the scaling of mouytains of l'e'eling which few mortals know..
But to gain: that conscionsness permanently—one.. must
renounce .everything. But who would -npot do this lf he
knew? .. . : : e

So the eye ol' the mmd follows Durga Charan Dutta—no
more known by that name, howey,er, for the monk, whether
he be of the East or of the West, forsakes all name except
that of God or Saints. .. Instead of the family name he assumes
the name signifying some attribute of the deity or of the soul.
For example, he might have been known as Paramananda,
which means, “Bliss in the Supreme.” But he might not have
taken apy name. - He might have wandered along, covered
with ashes, refusing to speak, even to ask for food.. There
are monks even of this severe ascetic type, who receive food -
only when it is offered, unasked for by themselves, These
are the great ones who never. stay in any village or city
for more than three days, lest attachmeént for. the place or.a
person of the place capture the heart. Sometimes this
extends even to trees. There was once a saint who lived
under a banyan-tree in the depth of a forest for twelve years.
And at the end of that time a voice came to him and said,
“Get out from under this tree. It has become Maya to you.”
And Maya is the name for the illusion of the senses and
thought, which obsesses even the wisest of men ; it is.the
name for bondage in any form, And the saint .left that
place and wandered like an elephant evermore wnthout any
permanent abiding-place. !
.. The.grandfather of the S\vaml Vwekapanda ba,d become
,such a man, or is- “r_ngn net suﬂi;xemly, defining a name for
.one who has had this romance . of ‘the soul, this outlook upon
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life ? He had forgotten all about the world, even of home,
just as Lord Buddha had forgotten. And the mind’s
eye sees him wandering through forests and cities, vill-
ages and mountainous retreats,

Five or six years bad pagsed-then he was in Benares.
But before he went there, it might have been that he
had scaled the interminable heights of the. Himalayan
snows, even visiting' that region of - etermal snows where
the Lord: dwells on the.sacred Kailas peak. Above the
marts of men, in eternal purity and silence, He dwells
as Shiva, God of :monks, immersed in eternal. medi-
tation, while the world rumbles on. There with the
snows and the silence and with God—many. a - -saint
has soared on the pinfons -of highest thought—<and
transceriding even thought, . found his soul in the pres-
ence of the Lord. Coe R .

How  strange is. #ife! How complex the incidents
that are of the weavitig'of Aestiny! It was at Benares
that an - event happened full of the most touching
humanity for him who 'was the monk. At that time
even renunciation might have been a pang,—so deep, aye,
so divine is the love between the soul of a man and
the soul of a woman. But to the story ! °
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Pnlgnmage' "Around it Indta ‘gathets - frpm north -to
-sotith, - from ‘east: to .west iy :a ‘fervoyt ,of . triumphant
~anity:.-Here," and ' in* réligion,:and in the:spiritual outlook,
Indid i’ one. Need  one ' wonder- then,: that the bereft
-wife : of ‘him - who was Durga Charan Dutta  should: take
~o pilgrimage? ‘Al thidse yedrs—what -had':she been ?
*What :had .been "her soul’s inmest--‘intentfon 'during. this
long .period . of -separation ?. Qnly to  bedimmied eyes, to
-eyes of: self ‘could there:-have been separation. The wife
and the husband were one, for the wife hdd, fiom :the day
of -her "husband’s” setting -oat on thé divine quest, given’ her
~thongfit ‘and: -all her life: ‘to "God, " -joining :irt his: desire,
'becommg bne with him:in thé flime.of his intention,-- -+

‘And: there was- Visvanath, - the :son:;' | Evén the sense
.of s mother: she had -transcended. - This :-boy -was hers in
la:dargen trust only, mat as-a- podsessidn. - All ithese ' years
she hagd been what a mother should .be, ;but . selflessly
so. And he had grown up, strong and vigorous, child-
ish, turbulent and full of joy.

When the time was ripe and the boy had outgrown
the helplessness of earliest childhcod, she made up her
mind to carry out into action her desire to go to Benares.

Benares ! What romance the name has spelt throughout
the ages! It has ever been the feudal centre of Hinduism.
The greatest thinkers of ll]dl:_d“ its heroes, all its saints
have, at one time or anotherin their lives; visited-this- city.
It is even to this day what it was in the days when the foot-
prints of Lord Buddha were impressed upon it,—the seat
of Brahmanical learning, the fountain-centre of orthodoxy,
the ecclesiastical Rome of India. All the romance, all the
struggle, all the 1ealisation of the Irdian Sages are encom-

oo o
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passed “there. . What Jerusalem was to'the early media:val
‘pilgrim, that.even 'to this very moment is the city 'of Benares
to Hinduism. . "All customs gather here, for .all India’s peaple
come hefe. This is the heart of Hihduism. "Old age moves
to death most: 'willingly in- this place ; and in this place the
deathly sick ‘consider it their privilege to be released - from
pain.. Every Hindu dreams of Benares as a° place, somettme,
somehow, .to be visited.

. There it -is—in a great semhclrcle to-day, faved by the
waters of ‘the imperious Ganges. Temples and palaces. risé
sheér from "the. water's ‘edge. upon : high: embankments 'of
stone and bricks. . Hére -and " there .one 'sees’ the pinnacle
of a temple, or the cornice or the pillar-of ‘a palace :peering
above the watéf's surface. It had long since fallen out of
‘place by thie strong currents of the flooded waters. - Along
the line of theiriver rise the spacious: Ghats. - Thousands are
always there, bathing and praying. Bathing, as of - olden
times, in India, is with'the Hindus a sacramental act.' There
‘—behold the ' burning-ghats ‘and the ‘smouldering heaps of
charred -bodies from .which the soul has  found escape !
:And there sits one in meditation, lost to the world. And
thirough the ‘motley .crowd, past. crowded bazaars, full - of
Oriental life arid .colour, past magnificent temples and
through narrowest. by-lanes, - here ahd there a Sidhu is
cobserved, bent on Reality. His external appearance may be
terrible, with ‘its' manifést asceticism, but O for the thought
«of the ‘man !: O for the thought :of the hundreds of thousands
‘who. tome' from’ the ends of India tu pour forth thelr sodl
in prayer and in realisation. here ! ' '
©..» Td-day  there ‘are trains, but in those otlier distant " days
trains weré'unknown'; and thus we find the mother:and the séh
‘housed, -among| othe'r 'pilgrims; in a big boat that'moved" By
the oars of many men from Calcutta to Benares, a distance
of i about - five “hundréd ‘miles.  There were hardships ‘and
‘romance tombined, | New' cities, new scenies, new customs,
‘new ‘peoplis, "even' a new language came by the way as 'the
bodt, on its long journey, took the inmates on and on.. And
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then—the water of the - river, with all its interminable
length and diverse paths, was holy, as:holy as the baptismal
‘water which washes whiter than snow the sin-stained soul.
For so the Hindu: believes. It was “Ma Gang4,” Mother
Ganges.: For the .Hindus the river isa goddess—a great,
self-conscious entity that moves, with imperious -grandeur,
over the extent of the Indian soil. . There is the old, -old,
story of how this is but the shadow of the heavenly Ganges
that Brahm4, the Creator, caught up in his water-carrying
bowl and peured upon the Feet of the Lord of the universe.
How thence it fell upon the matted locks of Shiva, the Lord
of monks, and how thence to earth and the plains.of -Hindu-
sthan, is a many-times-told tale. g : .
Six weeks a wapdérer in a boat! Six weeks of the

Ganges ! Six weeks of daily excitement! Six weeks of
sunrise and ‘sunset on this, the queen of. India’s rivers !
How impressionable the mind of a child | - All this: while the
future father of the Swami Vivekananda was gathering, into
one great emotional ensemble, the unforgettable pageant. of
this journey which, in its turn, became one of those primal
elements in the making of that romantic temperament which
the Swami inherited from his father. And here was the
sense of adventure and learning and love for the beautiful .
instilled, all at one and the sametime. How were the days
filled ? With long readings aloud from the epics and the
Purdnas. Now the story of Rama, the King-warrior Incarna-
. tion, was told ; and His love for Sita and the great -struggle
through which the lovers passed were dwelt upon. Or thére
were the many stories of the Indian Christ-child, Sri Krishna.
For example, how one day His mother gazing into the
mouth of her Child saw the whole universe resting there.
And so omn, and many hundred other. legends, similar
to this. .

. O the fresh mornings-and the cool, starry nights on the
river with the rising sun or moon ! O the hushed silence.of
early dawn and later evening, broken only. by the sepnd of
the splashing oars! ( the chant of the boatmen as they
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swung their oars {- The boat was a huge thing ; and while
some rowed, others paced a" few stepsand punted with long
bamboo poles. And the sails when the wind was up ! How,
picturesque ! Then there were the ‘days - of anxious ex-
pectancy.  They were - counted by the pilgrims,—ten, seven,
five, three days—and then the boat would find its way
through avenues made by other boats, into the CIrcular sweep
.of the Ganges at Bénares ! . .
" Each morning the sun was” worshipped and at each noon
and evening, as the symbo] of the Divine Vivifier of the
" universe ‘and of the understanding: Then there were hours
of story-telling and hours of chant, hours of play and serious
hours  for. :meditation. - Then there were hours for cooking
and times for eating ; and- then, there were the cool coo}
uights when sleep was blessedness. - [

But what tragedies may happen on a holiday ! Some-
times death comes near; It came in this case with frightful
menace. On a certain morning, just asthe long journsy
was fast nearing its. completion, Visvanath who loved. the
boat as a huge interesting live "thing, was, as usual, prying
into its nooks and corners, when an old board on which he
had jumped too hard; gave way. It wasjust'on the edge,
and the boy toppled over igto the water. The mother was
looking an. She could not swim, but O the love of a
mother | A great splash! She had jumped overboard
in a hopeless effort to snatch the child from the:river,
The current- was swift. Both were sinking, but the mother
had caught hold of the child by the hand, and death, itself;
could hold* no tighter than she djd at that time. The
men who had seen the terrible occurrence were-at a loss
as to what to do. The two had drifted behind the boat.
Then one saw.the long, Jong raven-black hair on the
yellow water. He plunged in.. Another, to whom ‘he called,
plunged in after. him. A third and a fourth were in the
water. Several energetic movements and the first man
bad the: long mass .of hair in.a- tight grasp. That saved
the mother. Jt also -saved the. child.- The mather had
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410t -lét loose “the intensity of her grip'on the child’s - hand.
‘Though - semi-conscious,: she “still 'held on ‘with -a -death-
grip. All his. lifé long the child bore the marks of this
overwhelmmg love arid sacrifice of his mather. . :

- Another day— and there was Benares, the long-expected !
How hafpy wére the hearts of the iveary pilgrims! All
the long, anxiocus. expectancy had: served to- intensify. the
joy of this moment. Yes,—theré was Bénares! O all the
sacred memories of talés of this city:':- Happy, happy,.thrice
happy were thé pilgrims—and of all of them, hardly anyone
was as eager with..joy and keen anticipation .of the .many
joyous days to come, as was the self-sacrificing mother. ‘of
Visvanath.. Then, also, there: was the joyof mectmg ‘the
group of relatives-of the Dutta family.. . .

O the ecstasy of life in Benares !' Each. temple would be
wisited. :Daily the bath should be.taken from  the: great,
sacred bathing-ghats.. There .was the Golden . Temple of
Visvanath,. the 'Lord of the universe.. . Then there was the
temple of Vireswar, or Lord of heroes,—and who is -the
Lord. of heroes? - Why, Shiva, the God of monks! And
she . particularly sefected: this temple as the especial: shrine
of her devotion.” Her heart desired to:offer prayer for one
who had become the servant of Shiva, .

- The stress of incessant prayer and pllgru‘nage was relreved
by the splendid panorama life :offers in Benares.. The heart:
throbbings ‘of a whole world are here and the whole heart
throbs to things .of the soul. Ilere is the - place of the
deification of man, of the constant worship of God:in man.
The ecstatic state remains longer with the soul in 'this spot
that is like a colossal cathedral in which all thought is prayer
and all desire, aspiration.. ‘As a perpetual light before. the
sacred Presence, is the. prayer that rises unto God in-Benares.
Though all noise "is hushed in silence at night.in" the: holy
city, the sound of ascending prayer . cont:nues ever .For
prayer is never-ending in Benares. s '

One day after another the - pilgrith mother made her way
among: the: crowded lanes from-the bathing-place to thé
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Temple of Visvanath, the Lord of the universe, Many Sadhus
had passed her. She had seen them all. She thought—
but \why! Was it some wild, unimaginable hope?--
He might be among them? On a certain day, after
she had been to the bathing-ghat, she betook herself, as usual,
to this temple, and had almost. reached its sacred precincts
when a monk cried aloud, “O, Mother has fallen I” and ran
to her assistance. Aye,— she bad fallen to the ground, struck
faint with astomshment and overwhelmmg emotion. “It
was$ kb it-was ke . And now that very monk, rot knowing
whi she was who had falien, picked her up tenderly-and:'laid*
her gently -aiythe :Yémple steps. - She awakened from her
dazed state Their éyes met,’and in an:instant ‘what: worlds"
of differént feeling played-in their hearts! But thé man had’
renounced. Aye; even so had the woman dane. He was seen
a moment later, watking at a- raptd pace, murmurmg, “O thé
Mﬁyﬁ I O the Mayat” - - : v :

Aind she — she had crossed the temple-compound and was.
kneeling at the Feet of the Lord. In the depth of her soul
she was glad. For while there was renunciation for "them
both—thiere was the holiness of God in"his face and the peace
of the Lord in her heart Vo




111
THE HOUSE AND HOME OF THE
'LORDLY DUTTAS.

A PRINCELY FATHER.

Few are the echoes of that life which was saved by
the love of a mother in the Ganges years ago. But
here and there we are privileged with -a vision, and " it
is always one of greatness. He who became the Swami
‘Vivekananda said, speaking of his father in ‘much later
days, “Wherever my father’s blood went, there was greatness.”
A romantic nature, fully emancipated from ' pettiness and
- narrowness in any line,— the father of the Swami Vivek-
ananda was a prince among those with whom he moved. It
was in his time that the family acquired that’ splendid title,
“The Lordly Duttas.”

In the city of Calcutta there is a large dlstrlct Slmla by
name. Fifty years ago there was an atmosphere about
it which spoke of rank and wealth. -To-day the onward
business pressure of a city’s growth has crowded out
the spacious compounds and gardens that once surrounded
the houses, and it has turned the out-houses of many of the
residences into scores of tiny shops. Narrow lanes have been
made by the too close crowding of buildings on either side.
The lane that leads to the premises of the house of
the Duttas—for now it is only a lane—is known as
“Gour Mohan Mookherjee’s Street.” Formerly things were
different. There it stands, as of old, the ancient house.
Because of the straitened circumstances of the family,
a whole section, serving formerly as a temple-compound
where the members worshipped, has gone into the hands
of others. And the same must be told of other parts
and lands that were the Duttas’ in other times. The
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hotise itself still stands. The doorway -that fronts upon
the street is massive. It might have served the purposes of
a gateway, Certainly in the room built to the left; the
old days saw a Durwan in constant attendance. But now
the room is gray with age; and on the other side one
sees the relic of a great chair that the father used in
his lifetime, over which his famous son, as a boy, used
to scamper, and which is now cherished in sacred memory.
These are - touching memories of old days. But in those
days there were several such doorways,—themselves proud
sentinels of the inmates behind their visible strength.
In observing so many Hindu doorways one is translated
into the periods of Egyptian architecture with its massive
and - yet -intense simplicity. The covered hall with the
room on one side and the sitting-space on the other, is
an approach toa second doorway. Behind this is the
-courtyard with the living-houses limiting its compound. In
India, houses are inevitably built about a courtyard.

What memories are those of Indian courtyards! Here
is the romance of the Indian world. Here the children
make their playground and play. Here the strict guard
of the zenana is softened—and here, in this particular
house, if one is so privileged, he sees maidens with deep,
.dark eyes, attending to the duties of the household.
Here are the utensils of shining ‘brass. And here are the
ringing merry laughter and the talking and the freedom ‘that
are always locked ' up in inscrutable silence and behind a
-veiled countenance to the outside of the great doorway. Here
‘the babies play, with nothing as dress save a silver chain to
relieve the brown velvet of their skins. And here their eye-
lashes and the spaces above and under their eyes are painted
‘to make it cool for them to see, when the sun is fierce with
heat. ~And here are the old -and tried servants. What an
endeared position they hold in the Indian family ! It is even
to this extent, that the ‘children of the family must look
apon the'servants of their father and their mother as brothers,
sons, and daughters of the household. And it may be that over
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the whole household; as its guardian angel, watchey the aged:
venerable widow, the mother of the house - and its head. .

».." In this particular house, to the right dre the rooms.for the,
men members. And just before- the entrance rooms is the.
long veranda where feasts are spread fn the great entertain-
ments. ' This'is but one- story: in height. Facing the- door-
way:to the house, and across' the courtyard, - adjoining' the
compartment for the men members, rises.the: zenana, . two
stories in height. Bélow, is'the Oriental kitchen in all,its con-
venient simplicity. Above,are the dwelling chambers. From the,
Iatticed enclosure the purdah ladies could see into the’ court-
yard when the great Pujas, or religidus - ceremonies, were ‘per:
formed in the old days, to the beating of drumsand the blow-
ing of conch-shells, and with the prayers of many on<'ookers.,
It was here that the semblances of ‘the Gods were worshipped
on'thé occasion of their respective festivities. All the art of the
attisan is spent in‘beautifying . these images which are made
of clay ; and yet so:resplendently are they decorated and ex-
quisitely wrought. - Following the Puja the image is. ‘borne
to the river, with lights and bands playing music; to be
consigned to the sacred waters of -the. Ganges. From the
purdah enclosure the ladies can watch the -assembled male
guests and see their rejoicings at the time of festival and
friendship. The purdah is the privileged part. All the niceties
and -all the richness of the family life afe here, and what a
life! No intruder! Only the faces. of those whe are well-
beloved are seen ; and here are heard the prattle of the
children and the voices of love.

* But the blessing of every Hindu household is the roof.
It is the sought-out place for the evening and the hight. But
this is Oriental from the Bay of . Bengal to the hills of far-off”
Juda:a. It.was so of old ; it is so even now.. There is only the
deep Indian night, only the mystic canopy: of stars for roof,
And every house-roof is such that it excludes the eyes of
strangers. Here "one is alone, except with the love of the
family and the sanctity. of home. Resting in. comfort. upon
the roof, the children dream happy dieams, and the maidens.
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discuss in soft tones the destinies - which will be theirs. , Or it

may be that the bride-maiden, rcturning for a few days to the

house of her father, will bring her silent meditation here. .
And the worries and the weariness are forgotten in the

coolness and the freshness of the evening’s breeze.

Year in and year out this was the day’s atmosphere and
this was the home of Visvanath, who was last thought of with
his mother in Benares. They had returned, the mother to her
assemblage of domestic duties, the boy to play with his
fellows and to be initiated into the mysteries of school.

The years rolled by from day to day. The boy had grown.
to be the pride of the Duttas. He ranked high in his youthful
accomplishments and the hearts of his people were set upon
him in hope and expectation—and there was every promise
of fulfilment,

It was in the twelfth year of his life that one day a San-
nydsin walked with that freedom which years of life in the
open give, into the courtyard of the Dutta home. Instinc-.
tively, the boy ran to him. But instead of being caught up in
the arms of the monk he found that he was being blessed.
The hand of benediction rested on his head—and the boy
bowed down and took the dust of the wanderer’s feet, which
is the Oriental form of most respectful salutation.

There are rules that guide the life of the wandering monk.
One of them enjoins, not so much as a duty but as a pious
observance, that he visit the place of his birth when twelve
years of that life in the thought of God have been completed.
By that time all attachment has been erased for those out-
ward relations that depend on form and qualities of form.
Then, too, the body of the monk is considered dead. The
consciousness of the monk is one-d with Shiva. There
is a picture of Shiva filled with deep, wondrous sym-
bolism. He carries with Him a dead body, or rather the
dead body is bound to Him. And the monk himself is
Shiva,—the Great. Monk, and to his own soul the body he
wears is dead ; and thus in his own case the symbolic picture
of Shiva is made incarnate.

2
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" It-was /%e once more. But that he had come to his own-:
house was a matter, not of his own will, but at the insistence:
of a friend and neighbour at whose house he had called. The
latter informed the family and they brought him to his own.
former home. The monk was locked -up, asif he were a:
priceless treasure. It was insisted- that he must return to -the
world, for the. son’s sake, if for none other. . What - tempta--
tion ! He must leave. He had not expected this. Three
days he was kept—but on the fourth day he made his escape.
In coming to his place of. birth it was but a sacramental act
be had performed, an injunction of the Law."

On the highway again ! What thought of wife and son !
Yes, the son he had seen, - but. then it was the Lord’s child,
oot his. The wife? He had not seen her. While the birth-
place must be visited, those mortal sentiments that renew’
bondage may not be awakened. Dead to the world is the
monk ! Had he thought of her ? Aye,~but she had been
dead a. year since, glorying all the while in his triumphant
renunciation, and herself breathing - the same -spirit of renun-
ciation to the end.  He heard this ;—and breathing a great
prayer for the casting aside of all illusion, he went forth into
the open and into the future—heard of nevermore. There-
after there was much inferring by the loved ones left behind,
but never was there knowledge of his whereabouts. .

And Visvanath -grew up to man’s estate, versed in - the
languagés anid all the modes of Oriental thought. . He adopt-
ed the legal profession as a family inheritance ; and he made
his knowledge of the law- felt in’ distant parts of the land, as
well as at home ; even so did his reputation. grow. He was a
man of means, and one who believed in living life intensely.
It was for this reason that he lived that'life which. made the
family of the Duttas -enviably famous. as -“lordly.”. He:felt
freedom with all the intensity- of a passionate understanding.
He moved and thought and lived as he felt ; and he lived as
‘the wind. ‘But, withal, he was a man who loved the depth of
Jearning. A scholar was he of that ardent-type which seeks
for reality in thought and knowledge. But to him, what. to
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-others was study, was.natural illumination. . He played with
knowledge ; for the greatness of his intellectual capacity
made it all play to him. History was his intellectual inten-
sity. How he loved to classify the tempests of the nations
into world syntheses and conceptions, carving out from the
perusal of the world’s experience that sublime morality whu:h
sees deeper than good and deeper than evil !

He had' that master-understanding of men and a conse-
-quent compassion for the afflicted which made bim known
for charity and sympathy. Criticised at one time for having
.given something to an inveterate drunkard, he replied in that
-deep spiritual way he had, “What'does it matter ? Life is so
wretched as it is ; it will not hurt to make a poor fellow for-
get the wretchedness of it for a moment, even .if he does
spend the money on drink.” It was his belief that only in
experience does the soul grow, not through any reform
method. Only when a man has had al] his desires that are
of alesser order fulfilled, will. he awaken within himself a
higher order of reality both in thought and in desire.

He was always at odds with life. Unconsciously he sensed
‘himself greater than the farce of it all. It was wretched-
ness as commonplacely lived. So he lived it intensely and
romantically. No one knew at what time he would leave
home for distant parts. His reputation was such and his
learning and his capacity for friendship were so great that he
.could not escape being well-known ; and soon the news of his
whereabouts would reach his Calcutta friends. He was a man
-‘who realised from a mere worldly point of view that the net-
work of society with its struggles and its flaws was a very
inferior thing, no matter how important people might believe
their own will-o’-the-wisp chasing to be, and that there must
‘be something in the way of higher reality beyond.

Indeed, he was one of the “grand men” of Calcutta.
But he possessed much sweetness, as well. His family was
closest to his heart. He was proud of his bequest to the
immediate generation. He simply knew that things would be
well with the children—aye, particularly with that imperial-
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minded son of his, Norendra, the future Vivekananda. So
he took not much care, as over-anxious people do, —for he
knew himself and he knew them. In all things a connois-
seur, it is not strange to find him foremost in the arts of the:
commonplace kitchen. Something startlingly new must
always happen in the realm of the kitchen—and so, every
day a new dainty dish must be prepared for the guests and that,
too, by his own hand. This man was a king amongst enter-
tainers, a most surprising host. He entertained in such
fashion, that even to this day it is a memory. As to charity,.
he was a man whom the poor loved, and for very good reason,
for Visvanath Dutta was a father to the poor.

As an instance of the character of the man,—there was a
time when Norendra, his eldest son, came to him with the-
question, “What have you done for me ?” Instantly came the
reply, “Go, look at yourself in the mirror !” And there was
understanding at the moment for the son. He knew that his.
father was a king amongst men, verily as the Vedas say, “a.
bull among the herd.”

There was another time, also, when Norendra came to-
him for instruction in the ways of the world, asking his father
what were the elements of real good manners. And the
father said, “Never show surprise I” Was it this laconic
counsel from his parent that, followed out, made it possible-
for Vivekananda in his later life to walk with equal dignity
into the palaces of the East and West and into the huts and.
hovels of the poorest of India’s poor !

Still does one come across aged persons who knew the
father of the Swami Vivekananda., When his name is referred
to, however, it is as of one who created unforgettable impres--
sions and made great friendships wherever he went—and as
of one who, in all conditions of life and circumstances of"

* fortune, was every inch a Man, every inch a king.
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THE DREAM OF BHUVANESWARI MATA.

Whosoever knows the longing of a mother that a son shall
be born to her,entersinto the world where Bhuvaneswari Dutta,
‘the wife of the princely Visvanath Dutta, hoped and prayed.
At a certain time, when she had already given birth to two
-daughters, the desire for a son came upon her with all that
intensity of blessed pain and silent and patient expectancy
‘that makes of a woman, the transfigured human personality.
‘Two tiny girls played before her, but she, the wife and mother,
‘was wrapt in solitude of thought. Ever and anon she would
breathe a prayer aloud. Those who loved and knew her, read
-an intensity of longing in her eyes and they knew, but spoke
nothing. Every Hindu mother and every Hindu father look
forward to the birth of a son as the effulgent climax of their
fortune, for then the injunction of the Shastras, or Laws, has
been kept, and there shall be the line of posterities and the
link shall have been forged, out of the materials of love and
suffering, between the future and the past.

The mother is the first in the household to welcome the
dawn ; and her round of daily duties finished, she betakes
herself to prayer and spiritual thought. As soon as the
eyes have been opened from sleep, the first word uttered by
Hindu lips must be the Name of the Lord. This, too, must
be the last thought and the last utterance when sleep closes
the weary lids. But with Bhuvaneswari M4t4, added to the
morning and evening prayer was the silent thought, the silent
‘hope that the Lord would be merciful to her particular wish.

In Benares lived an old aunt of the family. “ Now it was
<ustomary in those days—as it still is—that when one living a
dong distance from Benares was in dire need, or in great hope
that some special desire should come to pass, one made offer-
ings and sacrifices to Shiva through relatives and friends there,



22 THE LIFE OF THE SWAMI VIVEKANANDA.

for the particular necessity. To this old aunt Bhuvaneswarf
Matd had recourse. She wrote a lengthy epistle to this old
lady, asking her to have prayers and ceremonies made to-
Vireshwar Shiva, that a son might take birth in her family..
The old aunt was equal to the message. Ancient with age,
she managed daily to thread her way, staff in hand, from her
home to the great temple, with flowers and Ganges water, and
there offer prayers and sacrifice.

When Maitd Bhuvaneswari received a letter some long’
weeks later, written by aged hands, informing her of the daily
offerings and prayers made to Shiva in Benares, she became
glad with hope. The intensity of her expression relaxed,
and those who knew and loved her, saw her, as of old, the
joyous mother of daughters, the proud wife of Visvanath
Datta. For even unto her dying day was this woman a queen.
While other Hindu women are brought up in the thought that
good manners consist in complete retirement, even to the
point of shyness,—she had always been full of the fire a woman
sometimes embodies, when born, as it were, to regal estate.
Even in her old age was Bhuvaneswari Mata a “great lady.”
Those who found themselves in her company instinctively
made way for her, whether in thought or in the precedence of
manners. Power and reserve characterised this Hindu woman,
and in her aged days, these characteristics were stamped
indelibly. There was a consciousness of superiority with her
that made one feel as if he were in the presence of a woman,
indeed, a queen—and that it was a privilege to be near and be
with her. She was known for her unusual readiness and ten-
acity of memory ; and she knew by heart, as one says, whole
passages from the old Indian epics, the Ramayana and the
Mahabharata. What worlds of thought and culture and feel-
ing and historic and race consciousness these epics contain't
And Bhuvaneswari MAtA was the master of these and of the
culture, as well, to which they were the key! She was con-
scious of that culture as of a privilege and a blessedness. And:
she bequeathed this right royally to her children, as their
greatest wnheritance. And it was this bequest that throbbed;
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in theé personality, behind . the race pride and the race con-
sciousness of: her son, the Swami Vivekananda.. v
The woman in ‘India-is the custodian of the. culture
She is the vessel into- which'is poured the treasure of the
race’s outlook on life, its capacities for feeling and-idealisa-
tion. Her career liés in the conscious acceptance and under-
standing of this as  her mission ; and that is why the career of
the Hindu woman is always in the domain' of the feelings and
that is why it inevitably spells character. There is religion in
India for the woman in the spiritual possibilities of the domes-
tic life. There is religion for her in the highest conception of
husband and in the  duties and in the divinity of mother-
hood,—that wondrous opportunity of giving likeness of express-
ion and likeness of life to other souls about tocome into
this world. The Hindu woman is-all a woman can be who has
the exalted vision of the true and the spiritual womanhood. .
Withal,—to return to Bhuvaneswari MA4t4, a queén amongst
Indian. women—she was a woman and a mother, and so -
the news from Benares gave her high hope. Days passed
into weeks, and she was glad. Her whole soul rejoiced in
the news ;—and her whole soul was in the atmosphere of
“constant recollectedness, and her thought was fixed .in
the holiest love, for Lord Shiva. She needed no -sacred ‘city
of Benares with its temples, for her own very thought was
Benares ; her own very thought was the dwelling-place of
Shiva, the Most High. She felt; aye, she knew that the
Lord of life would hear her prayers. She redoubled them.
With what fervour she prayed ! Surely’ God was there in
her heart ; for He is bound by the love of His devotees, as
He Himself has said. Love on the part of His devotees
makes Him the Fulfiller of all their desires, And éven in
.the psychology of things, is this true ; for when. the soul
‘longs, when the great spiritual force of  the self reaches out,—
what, in all the universe, shall hinder it from attaining
that unto which it aspires! The faith inherent in a great
desire verily removes mountains. Spiritual earnestness is the
highest of all.-powers, '
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Vision follows Bhuvaneswari MAt4 into the inmost
recesses of her home and finds her.in constant communion
-with the Lord, even while performing the humble duties of
the household. Like another Mary she is, at all times, wrapt
“in- prayer. The members of the household spoke of that
time, saying that the very house radiated with ecstatic
power. Of course they knew not why ; they only knew that
Bhuvaneswari MA4t4 had become saintly. O, nothing can
limit the wonders God may bring about! And a wonder
was to be, a wonder of God’s own planning—as' the days
revealed !

Often, often did the soul of Bhuvaneswari Mit4 go forth
longingly and in pious desire to Benares, She was present
in thought while the venerable aunt poured the sacred
water of the Ganges upon the emblem of the Most High,
and with joy worshipped Him with flowers and Mantrams.

O if she could only be in Benares and hear the thousands
murmur, “Shiva ! Shiva! Hara! Hara! Mahadeva !” in
recollected thought. Every bather in the flowing Ganges
there is a soul in sacramental atmosphere, And there the
Mother dances in the field of Shiva—which is the burning-
ground. That is why He is called Skmaskidneswar, or Lord
of burning-grounds. For the Mother is the Destroyer as well,
the Destroyer of the unreal.. So the body, which is the
greatest superstition, is Her field of destruction, And in the
curling smoke which rises from the pyre, in the flames which

lick the stiffened corpse to ashes, in the devouring heat She
is there while Her Consort, the Lord of the Universe, is
close at hand, dwelling within the Ocean of His Thought, for
He dwells in Absolute Knowledge, and not in form.
And the burning of the whole world even could be nothing
to Him ! :

It was He, they say, that took on the appearance of a
great swan, and sailing majestically towards that point where ‘
four sages sat in meditation, began to address them upon

“the illusion of the world: Who were these sages, it is asked ?
They had been created by Brahm4, the Creator of the uni-
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‘verse, to propagate the world. But by their nature, they
‘were pure. So they were lost in meditation, sitting on the
dbanks of the sacred lake, Manassarovar, at the foot of
Kailas in the inner regions of the vast Himalayas, Lord
Shiva’s abode, when they were drawn out from meditation
by the voice of the Lord, Who queried as to their purport.
They told Him that Brahm4 had instructed them to
propagate the world. Then said Shiva, “This world is a
prison-house. Have nothing to do with it whatsoever !”
-And they heeding these words sank into Eternal Meditation
-and were lost to the intention of Brahmi ; and they went
unto Shiva, Who is Eternal Consciousness beyond the
«changes of the ever-changing;world. And Brahma4, in his
dilemma, bad to create ten lesser gods to do his bidding.
So runs the story.

And yet, the Destroyer of Illusion is so compassionate,—
aye, He gives unto all whatsoever they ask, leading them,
through the fulfilment of all lesser wishes, ever towards that
goal which is the Real. Is not the story beautiful, of the
low-caste hunter and the compassion of the Lord ! Lost in
the forest at dead of night, he had climbed the vi/va-tree
near by to take refuge from the beasts. Thoughts came to
him of his starving wife and child at home, and tears
flowed from his eyes ; and they fell on the leaves which
thereupon dropped, falling upon an image of Shiva which
bad been erected beneath the tree which is so sacred to
Him. This unconscious worship had its reward. That
night a black snake became the messenger of the Lord. It
bit the hunter and he was released from the body, and went
with the aid of the Lord’s attendant spirits, into the high
heaven where dwell the Sons of God. Dispute arose among
‘the gods and crying out they said, “What hath this mortal
done that he should come to this ?” And the Lord, hearing
this dispute, entered into the hearts of the speakers, saying,
“For he has worshipped Me with tears and with the leaves of
My vilva-tree, and has thus awakened My compassion.” And
then the gods rejoiced, because the Lord was pleased.
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Was  Bhuvanéswari ‘- MAtA pursuing some such trend- of
thought concerning the Lord | - Certainly He had been in
her mind every hour of the days since her vows were made
of fasting, meditation, worship and of other asceticisms.
Legends of Him, tales of His mercy and of His greatness
ran through' her mind. She found herself constantly - call-
ing on Him. Daily she had worshipped Him before ‘His.
own special image with garlands of flowers and with other
accustomed offerings. And all that thought had been with
her for many days. All that love for the Lord which His.
servants know came upon her, stealing even the thought
from her for which she temporarily had taken upon herself”
the vowed life of the ascetic, the vowed life of the servant.
of Shiva, ‘ c

That final morning when vision was to be hers, she had:
‘been meditating upon Him as the Lord of monks. She had:
been thinking of Him in that ardent depth of insight when
the soul sees the Lord as the Breaker of all Dreams the-
Harbinger of Everlasting Things. And what is His appear--
ance in that form ? O His form is white with ashes, even
as the mighty Himalayas are white with snows.! His locks-
of hair are matted, and above them is the spread hood of
the cobra, which serves Him for the covering of his head! And
the cobra is the great symbol of wisdom. And about His loins,
He wears a tiger’s skin, and above His head there shines,
effulgent,—the new, the crescent moon ! He is mightier than
the mightiest | He bas nothing ! He is everything ! In Him
the worlds move ; but He is unconscious of the world in the
Sublimity of His meditation. Lost, lost, lost in the abysm
of His Godhead—Immovable as are'the Himalayas, whose
peaks rise so high above the sound of life, that they alone
join in His Peace, His Bliss! Aye, He is the Essence of the
Soul of man ! .

Evening came. She had spent the day at His shrine.
Evening came and glided gently by, bringing on the depth
of night. And O the wonders of that night ! Bhuvaneswars
MAta fell asleep. Hushed in silence was the household, hushed
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in silence and in rest. Then in the highest heavens the hour
struck, the time was when the soul of the saintly woman had
touched the Feet of the Lord, and a wonderful compassion
came over Him. And then the Lord Shiva, so she thought in
her remarkable dream, came presently from the depth of His.
Transcendent Meditation, taking form even as her own son.

She awoke. Was the ocean of light in whlch she thought
herself bathed but a dream ?

Shiva ! Shiva! Lord God of monks ! Thou fulﬁllest i
various ways the prayers of Thy devotees '
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THE BIRTH AND NAME OF THE MASTER.

Great saints are like stars, dwelling in a firmament by
themselves, above the world of ordinary life—~and yet, be-
<cause of their exalted height, they can be seen by all the
peoples of the earth in all times. And the radiance of these
great lives shines equally, in their spiritual circumference,
wpon all men.

It is said that the Star rose in the East. That firmament
is always Eastern in which the greatest Stars shine forth.
It was Eastern again. It may be that invisible choirs did
not sing a “Gloria” at the birth of the child of Bhuvaneswari
MAt4. But certainly her heart went up to the Lord of Being
in a grand “Magnificat.” And she felt that the Lord had
blessed her.

And there was a blessed excitement in that household,
and they who bhad long expected this and had prayed
for it were exultant in their joy. A son! A son! Truly!
Happy, happy mother ! Her eyes were bright with a glorious
imeaning and her thoughts at that moment were above the
world. The long months of expectancy had met with the
most happy fulfilment. And she felt that she had reason
to call herself blessed among women, and from her very
inmost soul the joy of the spirit welled up.

O the worlds through which each mind has passed—
if one looks with Emerson upon every individual as an
adult at birth! The body just born,—but what timeless
age of soul, what multitudes of lives behind the net-work
of mind! And certainly, a great mind comes from an
enormous distance in the Illimitable Past; and certainly
the force born with it represents the accumulated intensity
-of ages upon ages of experience. O the wonder that
<each soul is! But the depth of the wonder of a great
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soul overshadows man with awe! And one dreams of
God and the verities beyond as true. Every man coming
into this world has woven about him the texture of a
far-reaching Past, and at bottom—if one could but see—
is the same, all-unifying splendour of divinity. To become
conscious of this is the work of myriad lives. Command-
ing then, of itself, is the spirit incarnate that has.
worked and lived to this end, consciously, through many
lifetimes. There is something inscrutable in the make-up
of the personality that borders upon divinity, something
compelling, Reverence becomes instinctive. And even
from the earliest childhood are there characteristic signs and:
foreshadowings.

The light of the world dawned for the first time to-
the future Swami Vivekananda on the twelfth of January,.
eighteen hundred and sixty-three, several months following
the vision of Bhuvaneswari Dutta at the ending of her-
fasts and prayers. As chance would bhave it, that very
date was a day of universal festive rejoicing in Bengal—
the last day of Paush, which is the ninth month of the
Bengali year—when everybody is happy because it is
heyday and one of the great festivals of Mother Ganges,.
the time of Makar-Sankranti, the time of bharvest, when
the Indian house is renewed, when the door-sills are painted
and even the animals are adorned with flowers.

It is by the light and the changes of the moon that
days and dates are measured in India. That is why
festivals are movable. And that is wby the birthday of a
boy or girl is kept according to the calendar of the moon.
Just so is the fixing of the Easter-day with the West—it is
an ancient inheritance from those other Orientals, the peoples:
of old Judeea.

Good reason was there also for much heightened joy, did
the people of India but know that on the last day of"
Paush in that year he first saw the light who should alter
the destinies of the land. Now, of course, millions know
and, knowing, celebrate this festive day of the birth of”
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him  who reorganised the whole spiritual and national
consciousness of Hindusthan.and became the Great Apostle,
another Paul, preaching unto the Gentiles of the West the
.gospel of another redemption—the Message of Hinduism.

But he upon whom such greatness and responsibility
‘was to fall lay as a babe in the mother’s arms, content as- all
other babes to rest there where love is deepest, most selfless
and - most self-sacrificing. And he was inbreathing all
the greatness of that thought the mother had -dreamed so
long since in profoundest worship at the Feet of Shiva—
aye, and perhaps the inmost contents of that vision.
And that relationship was in the making which was to
be the background, with other forms of culture and ex-
perience, to that wonderful consciousness he displayed,
in later times, before the greatest religious assembly the
world has ever known—the Parliament of Religions at
Chicago in America. For the Hindu mothers heart is
the treasure-place of the nation’s lore and of the nation’s
life. Here does the child gather, unconsciously, the asso-
«ciation of those things which make him feel proud of
being of the Hindu race whose outlook on life is far beyond
its mortal forms, and whose penetration passes the realm of
things earthly into the consciousness of the Spirit Itself,
Here, in short, he imbibes Hinduism.

And the mother treasures unto herself each and every '
faint reaching-out of the soul at consciousness and expression,
What 'is deeper than the gaze of a babe? And how
many things does the trained eye see in the lineaments
of its countenance! Sometimes it is unspeakable age,
Sometimes it is the learning of the sage. Aye, the gaze of
a babe  often disconcerts the wisest of men. Who can
tell what the old soul may be tracing on the baby face ?
A babe is a babe only in its lack of expression; otherwise
what gospels and what tales would it tell ! Its knowledge
is the simplest and yet the most wonderful in the world,
But mothers are wiser than the wisest and what they see,
they see with the eyes of love ; and love is so deep.
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Babyhood is ever only in appearance. It is the. veil
-which the years tear, revealing the mind, the personality,
‘the conscious being. And there are devils and there are
angels—aye, and there are’ even gods who slumber,
.impotent of expression, in the mother's arms. And all
the while there are great cycles of change and instinct
-that .move.in formation in the greater world of the sub-
.conscious self—ready, in the flowing of the years, for
the new human revelation, whatever be its character or
-intensity in the degree. And who knows what former visiens
-of mind, aye even of soul, are merging in the tendency
‘which is to become the future life! There is always the
-stream of the making of tendency. If one fastens attention
«upon the mind, adult even in the babe just born, he grows
aware of the incalculable mental past. The murderer or the
:saint, the god or the demon, is in the contrast. And in
the case of the saint that is to be, on what subtle and
-exalted planes does his'mind move, even though the form be
that of the babe! ‘What visions and realisations of the past
‘is he transforming into the channels of instinctive tendency
The nearness that was felt by his mind in former lives to God,
is fixing itself for the future becoming of a ‘powerful " faculty
for prayer and. meditation. The aspirations of the great
ipast of its mind are forming, in the dim consciousness of the
-infant, to become methods, ‘latér, of approach to the divine
:and’ of sensing the reality. ~

* But all these things are wisely hidden from the knowledge
-of men. Otherwise the' great order.of human development
would be disturbed, and too much would be known of what
.was to be. And many thresholds of future greatness would
be.. closed by those. who were willing to stifle the birth
-of rédeeming events, just as Herod, the king .of Judza,
would | frustrate: Christianify - in the murderous’ intention
.he.had. :: O 'the man:thHat lurks in.the child, the man that
‘the years draw' out ! :Buddha,’Saint: Francis .of Assisi, Christ,
:Napoleon, Nero, ali -these arerthcte, in-the ages behind . that
infant form! - TP .
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He was born a Kayastha by caste; and the Kayasthas-

are second in rank of India’s social body .in Bengal. This-

was the family’s caste, and it was as proud of its lineage
as kings are proud of theirs. The Kayastha isa branch of
the great community of Kshattriyas, which- is the caste of
warriors ; and all kings are of this caste.

The members of the household were surprised at the-
features of the new-born babe. They believed that they
resembled, in so many ways, those of the grandfather, Durga
Charan Dutta, of S4dhu memories. They thought, was it
that the monk, having passed through the transition of death,.
was now come again ! However, the infant grew, and the:
days passed into weeks and the weeks into months; and-
the time came when a name bhad to be given him. There
was speculation and much exchange of words as to the-
name. Some thought that it should be Durgadas, after the
grandfather who had renounced the world. But when they-
had asked the mother, she looked into the depths of the-
child’s eyes, as if she would find out his very soul. There-
was a strange stillness for some moments. Then she turned
to them and with much depth of feeling said, “His name,—let
it be Vireswar ! So shall he be called” And those who-
heard this were satisfied. They knew what the mother felt.
Seriousness subsided. Human thoughts and human feelings-
had way. He was a babe ; she was the mother ; and they
were men and women in years. They called him “Bileh”
for short. “Vireswar,” however, was what parents call the-
“Rdshi-ndma’”, which is determined by the constellation in.
which one is born. "Later there is a ceremony when the
name, by which the child is knownto the world at large,
is given. “Vireswar” thus became Norendra Nath, and
Norendra Nath means the “Lord of the Princes of Men.”

Shiva! Shiva! From Thy Yoga-seat in Kailas, Thou
surveyest the Eternity of God. Thou Thyself art That.
All in All, yet Thou choosest for Thyself what others wilk
not have, Casting aside the richness of the world, Thou-
goest garbed in ashes, caring naught for earthly things.
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Indwelling in each soul as God, Thou spurnest all the
treasures that follow in the wake of desire, the constant
handmaiden of worldly illusion. Those who know, renounce,
and thus merge in Thee. Thyself do they become. And’
every monk is Thine Incarnate Thought The Great Monk
is verily Thyself !



VI
THE PERIOD OF CHILDHOOD.

And there Bileh sat where his mother had put him with
the cool water flowing from the tap upon his head ! He had
been naughty. What a self-willed child he was! And he
would tear the family peace into shreds as often as it came
to bim to do so. And then the whole family would be at a
loss. Those who could not stand the turmoil would flee
from the scene, leaving the mother to battle with her boy.
No remedies were of any avail. She did not know what to
do with the child. She had scolded ; she had threatened ;
she bad carried out her threat, but all to no purpose. At
last—a discovery, the tap and the water! So she took her
three-year-old son, dressed in his little silver chain about
the waist,—he screaming at the top of his voice,—and set
him down under the tap and turned the water on. Mean-
while she murmured, “Shiva! Shiva!” And then to the
family she would say, “Here ! I have prayed to Shiva for a
son, and He has sent me one of His demons !” But this
shower-bath was invariably effective. And she would threat-
en him by saying, “Shiva will not let you come to Kailas if
you don’t behave yourself I’ And be would stop screaming,
and in a few minutes he would be his eager, joyous self again.

In her old age Bhuvaneswari Dutta was telling this tale
to a group of disciples her son had gathered in the West ;
and there was laughter, and the mother smiled in a character-
istic reminiscent way. And her mind went back to other
things. “Was he turbulent ?” asked one. “Well, I had to
have two nurses for him constantly,” she replied.

And she told of the fancy he had for wandering
monks. Whenever they would come, rothing would hold
‘him back. Did they ask for anything, he would give it,
And this often caused great embarrassment. For example,
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he had just been given his first garment, a fine hand-em-
broidered dhootz, when a Sadhu came into the doorway with
begging-bowl calling in the way wandering monks announce
their approach, “Narayana Hari! Narayana Hari!” which
are the names of the Lord! That would invariably send
a shiver of delight through the child, Noren,—as he was
called, because “Norendra” was so long and formal—and
he would dance with glee. On this occasion the monk asked
for a cloth, a dkooti., Noren was immediately equal to the
-occasion. He was proud of his new dkoozz. 1t gave him pres-
itige over the other little fellows—and he did love prestige.
‘Off the dhoots went though. The Sadhu was amused. Why, it
would not go even twice about his loins. But yet he accepted
the offering and left with Noren’s d/ooz; fashioned into a
turban on his head. The family of course knew what had
happened, a few minutes later. And as the result Noren
had an unforgettable impression ! Thereafter close guard was
kept on him. Many Sadhus came to the Dutta home. They
‘knew that they were always welcome. - The father was most
‘hospitable. And there was with him the memory of his
father, the Sadhu !

But whenever any monk put in his appearance thereafter
Noren was seized and locked up until the wanderer had
taken his departure. But that did not disconcert the child.
He took whatever his hands could find in the way of com-
fortable presents for the visitor, and threw them out of the
window when the family back was turned. He would have
his way—and then he would dance with excitement, turning
up his nose in triumphant defiance at the family distress.

What a tease he was! There were his two elder sisters.
" And elder sisters, sometimes, do not get on with their little
brothers. He would tease, tease, tease! And the sisters
would be furious ; and there would be a chase, Just at the
very moment when they thought that they had him and
were meditating dire vengeance, he would fly to the open
drain, and then grin and make faces. And he could make
such hideous faces, they say ! The sisters could not approach
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the drain ; that would render them unholy. But he did not
care in the least for the holiness or unholiness, and would irri-
tate them the more with his triumphant challenge of, “Catch.
me! Catch me!” Play, play, play is the vision of childhood !

How endeared to the Hindu household is the gentle cow !
How many are the sweet traditions that gather about her !
Giver of milk, the drink of life, she is raised in the national.
estimation from the mere animal regard into a personality,—-
aye, even to the dignity of motherhood. And one can see-
any day how the Hindu woman, going afield to fetch the
cow, will call, “Esho Ma ! Esho !” which means, “Come,
Mother! Come!” And the cow puts up her ears and looks.
with all the love that an animal knows and comes happily in-
the direction of the calling voice. What spirit of tenderness.
this engenders, and what noble thoughts towards the animal
selves! Any day one may see cows strolling through the:
narrow lanes of any Hindu city and oftentimes entering the:
courtyards of Hindu homes, pushing their way through the
partly-opened doors. Or one may see them lying comfort-
ably upon the city-streets, or feeding from the hands of”
shopkeepers in the crowded bazaars. The family cow was one
of the playmates of Noren. And one can see him, as it were,
assisting his sisters on the festive occasion when they adorn
‘mother-cow’ with garlands of flowers and bow down to her.
How touching are the relations of the daughters of the Hindu
household with the cow, the benefactress of the home! But
Noren had other playmates in his childhood, amongst them
being a monkey, a goat, a peacock and, best of all, a group:
of pigeons and two or three white mice. These were his.
comrades and he would feed them with his own hands, Thus.
was marked out in his childhood and in early boyhood that
fondness for animals which he had unto his dying day.

Then there was the noisy rumpus through the narrow
lanes. What mysteries there were on the broad street to which
the lane leads ! How stealthily did he leave the premises of
the house to watch the endless going-past of garries. The
garry is the characteristic Indian vehicle which, in older
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times, served altogether the purposes of the modern tram
which has since crept in. The garriwallaks, the drivers, were
-exalted beings in Noren’s mind. What great men they were !
Everybody had to deal with them ! O to be the driver of
-a pair of horses and to sit on the coach and flourish the whip,
-and to drive to mysterious corners of the city he had never seen!
“Of course, there was the family-coach. He had been to see
the great outside world in that, sitting on his mother’s lap
-and busying his father with a storm of questions. “What do
you want to be when you grow up, my little man?” asked
the father one day of Noren. “O, a syce, or a coachman,
father !” came the hurried response. The syce is the man
who has the care of the horses. He wears a state-turban on
his bead and is so important! Then he wears such grand
livery ! O to be a syce or a coachman is'everything! This was
the height of his ambition, Noren felt that the driver and
the groom were the greatest of personages. So he was wont
to make the stables his headquarters, and watch every turn
-of the men’s duties. And how he loved horses ! A

The courtyard is the centre of play. Here all the tricks of
<hildren are devised, all the mischief is done ; and above are
heard the women’s voices and the bustling of the women at
their work, Thus the day is spent. The Hindu child is like any
other child, if anything, a little more serious, possibly because
of the wonderful something which rests like solemnity all over:
the land. Still he is happy in childhood, and like all other
children has his memories. With Noren, when he became
the Swami Vivekananda, there were many reminiscences ;
and he spent a very happy childhood as things go.

The family tells to this day how he would scamper away
to anybody who would take him on his lap. He was one of
those children who trusted all implicitly and felt with joy
each moment of that period during which the world is a con-
stant surprise. »

He told in his later years how his mother had made an
effort to teach him the first words of English he knew, and how
be mastered the alphabet under her tutorship. At her feet, also,
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he heard in these years the tales of the great ancestors of the
Hindu nation which are told in the Mahabharata, and of the
great war of the five Pandava brothers against their hundred
cousins, that was fought so many thousand years ago, He
sat and listened with eagerness, and perhaps here in the hear-
ing he acquired that original faculty of telling a tale which
was one of the peculiar traits of his genius after he had
grown to ripe intellectual estate. Aye—the first education
is always at the knees of the mother.

So much of the day of the Hindu is taken up with prayer
and worship that it would have been, indeed, strange had
Noren not been initiated in these his tenderest years into the
ritual and methods of worship. In the early hours of the
morning there is service to the gods—but all gods in India
are aspects of the One Eternal Reality which is Brahman,
the Ineffable, the Supreme. And Brahman is that Absolute
Knowledge, that Absolute Existence, that Absolute Bliss
which the Vedanta, the crowning philosopby of the Vedas,
proclaims as the highest condition of Being.

Nor are the Hindus worshippers of mere images. How
_ unromantic, how narrowed the vision that sees thus and
criticises ! In so far as even a stone is of the Divine Reality
is the Hindu a worshipper. The sensing of the Presence is
all a matter of a developed consciousness. Those who have
not caught the spirit, verily unto them is only the form. He
that resideth within all things, speaking through the mouth
of that other Oriental, has .said, “Lift the stone and thou
shalt find Me ; cleave the wood and there am I !” Break the
image ! Is it that the Divinity has been crushed ! The image
is the outer form. And in so far even as forms are real are
the images of the gods, the forms of Brahman, divinely real.
Then, too, there is heard that Voice thundering through the
ages, “In whatsoever way My devotee shall call upon Me, in
that very way shall I come unto him.”

Verily, He comes,—every night into every home the
Lord of the universe, in that very way in which He is called
upon. Throughout the land the hour of evening twilight is the
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hushed hour of prayer, the hour of thinking upon the Lord,
and the hearts of the millions mount up as clouds of incense
unto Him. Every dwelling-house is a temple and from
every home one hears the thrilling sounds of conch-shells,
the joyous clanging of the gongs, and the beating of the
drums in praise. Silence,—then the chanting of sacred
Slokas or hymns, as the Rishis or the seers chanted them ages
ago in the forests whence rose the'song of the early Aryan.

The incense rises, and with it the perfume of the flowers ;
and from His tabernacle the Lord looks down upon the
group of devotees. High overhead lives eternally the Spirit
of That Whichis One ; and for the time the unnumbered
million souls of Hindusthan are caught up into This in which,
above all other things, lives their unity, invincible and im-
movable as Death,—for this is the Spirit of God. And this
essential consciousness of unity, when the soul rises ‘above
the turmoil of the world, is the consciousness of Him Who is
the Silent Watcher of Things, Shiva—wrapt in the shroud of
Eternal Meditation, which is the inner covering of the Flame-
of Soul, burning alike as One Reality in all.



VII
THE CHOICE OF GODS.

Sita and Rama ! Worlds of thought are called up
with the names. Rama, the ideal king; Sita, the ideal
wife. Rama, the King-warrior Incarnation of the Lord,
with Sita, pure Sita, as His Consort. These are the ideals
of the domestic Hindu life. They also make up the
contents of a great mysticism. Sita is the individual soul
and Rama is the Lord. Sita and Rama come forth from
the historic dawn of Hindu life. The story of their lives
is told in the Ramayana, the great epic which the masses, as
a whole, know throughout the land. Replete with wondrous
characters is the Ramayana. Never was knight so hemmed
in by difficulties as was Rama, Never were there greater
obstacles. Never were there more powerful foes to over-
come. Who knows the Ramayana knows India. Therein
is told the tale of caste and custom. Therein' are found
all the traditions that mould the racial thought.

The image of Rama and the image of Sita ; these are
the treasures of many Hindu households. The story of
their lives is as Scripture to millions upon millions. Every
woman prays that she may be a Sita in loving devotion
to her husband. Every man holds that there is no greater
manliness than was revealed by Rama, the King of strength,
the prince in chivalry. And all hope to be like Hanuman,
who served the needs of the Lord in His Incarnation as
Rama the King, most wonderfully. It was he that bounded
with one leap across the ocean having faith in the name
of Rama and desirous to serve Him. It was he who brought
news of Sita and helped Rama to bridge the ocean
that His hosts might cross from India to Ceylon and rescue
fair Sita from the captivity in which Ravana, the king
of that land, had put her, hoping against hope that She
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would yield to his wishes., The conquest was made, and Sita,
being rescued, was again the happy wife, the happy queen of
Rama. And yet even the ten-headed - Ravana obtained
salvation, For it is said that even the thinking of the
Lord as an enemy,—because of the intensity of the thought
directed against Him, even though it be evil—is a form of
meditation, and that in its greatest height, the soul of the
-enemy of the Lord takes wing, above all evil, unto Him,

The Ramayana thrills with the freshness of the historic
dawn. One feels translated to most ancient times and
to events hoary with historic age. There is the odour of
-green virgin forests never seen before. There is the vision
-of embattled Aryvan hosts, making friendship with the
-aboriginal hordes, that dwell in undiscovered wildernesses,
and in hitherto unvisited regions where everything is
of surprising order and where there are giant-powers and
movel things.

Noren had heard of Sita and Rama at the feet of bhis
‘mother. He had followed up the long, long story of the
struggle and the conquest of Rama with all the thrill of
personal romantic adventure. He saw the family at
worship, saw how Sita and Rama were adorned with
flowers and how the elders of the house sat in meditation-
posture before Their Presence with  closed eyes and
<oncentrated thought.

It dawned upon Noren that he, too, should worship
Rama. Near his house lived a Brahman boy. One day
Noren and this playfellow went with a few pice to the
bazaar and, peering as high as their heads could reach
above the stand on which the little figures were arranged,
pointed simultaneously to a clay image of the Lord as
Sita-Rama. Triumphantly they returned to Noren’s home
with their purchase. Noren looked about. No one was
near, and then he and the little Brabman boy climbed
the stairs that led above the ladies’ quarters up to the roof.
On one side of the roof was a by-room. They entered
this, having first securely closed the entrance door to the
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roof. The Sita-Rama image was installed by the: BrAhman
boy with appropriate ceremonies. Then the two sat in
meditation with eyes closed to the outer world, and they
meditated upon the heroic greatness of the King and of
the great love of the beautiful, devoted Sita.

Hours went by. Hours of silent and steady posture are
nothing to a Hindu child. It is a racial faculty of which the
West is not possessed. Meanwhile the parents of both the
lads noticed their prolonged absence. The ladies of both the
households were much vpset. The male members started
in search of them outside. Everywhere there was search-
ing, but no finding. The roof, thought one! Strange
that the door to it should be locked! They knocked,
but there was no response ! At last, the strong blows of
the men smashed the latch and the door flew open. The
Brahman boy had his meditation disturbed at the first
ominous signal and fled down the stairs, past the tumult
of loud voices and distressed people, to his own house,
finding refuge there. But Noren did not hear. The roof
was searched. Not there ! Surely he could not be in the
qy-room ! Yet it would be well to see. The half-opened
door was widely opened. There he was, sitting in for-
gottenness, discovered like another Mozart, but with the
more wonderful music of thought! He was shaken from
his meditation, but he insisted on being left alone to meditate
upon the name and great career of Rama. So they let
him remain as they found him, knowing not what to
make of him, for this indeed seemed to them very strange
at his age !

“Heartily know K
When half-gods go—
The gods arrive.”

Now comes the tale of how it came to pass that Noren
thought of Sita and Rama as half-gods, and how the real
God came to him. Of course, this was but a child’s
thought, for there was no greater devotee of Sita and Rama
than he who became the Swami Vivekananda.
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The all-knowing syce created the disturbance. When-
ever young Noren desired illumination on any subject,
concerning which he would rather not trouble the family
heads, he fled to the stable and the syce. Something or
another called him to the syces quarters on this special
day. The conversation drifted from the problem solved
to other things. No one knows how the thread of talk
was woven, but it drifted to marriage. The syce for some
unknown reason denounced marriage in forcible language.
At all events marriage was something intolerable to this
man, and with the learning of some deep experiem':e he
told young Noren of the difficulties and supposed absurdi-
ties of married life. To be bound down, to have to deal
with temperament and temper, to be the father of trouble-
‘'some babes, to have to succumb to the trials of married
blessedness,— the tale was so graphically told, that when
the syce stopped his volume of verbosity, Noren, with bated
breath and excited countenance, stood as if terror-struck
and as if already the spectre of matrimony had come in
closest approach. No, never would he be married ! The
free life for him ! He would be a monk ! He would wander
all over the land of Ind when he grew up, breathing in the
great freedom of the monastic life !

Rama and Sita married ! Rama, the great god, tied
down to such mortal ties! He had heard of the poetry of
it all, but all of a sudden, the prosaic elements of that great
romance came upon him. Yes, he had been often told
by his mother the tale of Rama and Sita being married.
He had known of their love. He had known of their
adventures ! He had admired their loyalty, one to the
other. But the syce had thrown too significant a meaning
over the idea of marriage. And that Rama and Sita were
married—that was enough !

How are the play-thoughts of childhood and childish
impulsiveness often the note of a deeper phase of things !
In childhood, how many are the protestations or the
sudden inclinations of instinct by which later on is measured
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the great problem or the deep understanding ! Childish
instincts may often be premonitions of what will in the
future come to pass in the awareness of the intellectual
life. The instinct is later understood as having been
the subconscious sensing of fact, the subconscious classi-
fication of experience into that knowledge which shall
some day burst upon consciousness as clear conviction.
So it was to be in this case. Not to be ensnared in the
tumult of sense, not to be caught in the bondage of
sentiment, was unconsciously the dominant note in the
outburst of Noren. Ever should the soul be free ! Freedom
from bondage however sweet, was the unconscious quest !

Noren wandered to the ladies’ quarters. Tears were
in his eyes. One of the goldén dreams of childhood was
broken. O the dreams of childhood that are broken !
Poorer than the man whose wealth has been seized, is the
mind of a child when bereft of its earliest ideals. The
mother saw his tears and inquired what made him sad.
There was silence,—and then a sobbing aloud. She gathered
him up in her arms as in the days of his babyhood. She
pressed him to her heart. She and her boy were alone.
All was still and quiet. The boy had told his mother the
full tale of his disillusion. Then, as light bursts after the
darkness, came to the mind of Bhuvaneswari Dutta the
thought of Shiva. She addressed her little son not as Noren
but as Vireswar, and said, “There is Shiva to worship !”
~ Shortly after, Noren left that silent room.” Unseen in
the fast-approaching night, he climbed the stairs to the roof.
. Overhead was the splendid canopy of the Indian stars. He
stole across the floor of the roof. He opened the door of
the by-room where he had been, that very morning, seated
in meditation. He sighed for a single moment and then,
with triumph on his face, he seized the clay image of Sita-
Rama and smashed it into bits on the road below.

The -next day saw him wandering alone to the bazaar
to buy an image of Shiva. His mother had given him the
necessary pice. He pointed at once to an image of Shiva,
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as He is in His Reality, plunged in an Abyss of Meditation,
and it was given to him. An hour later—and it wasen-
throned on the very spot whence Sita and Rama had been
dethroned ; and he was seated before Shiva, with eyes closed
to all outer things, in the depth of meditation.

Two images there were, one the meditating God, the other,
the meditating child ! And in the intensity of that childish
meditation, who knows—the two may have become One !

Shiva ! Shiva ! Thine own do come to Thee! Across.
the ocean of ‘the world they sail as ships, proudly conscious.
of their destination, unto Thee ! All shall come to Thee!
But there are those who reach Thee in the stretch, and with
the speed, of thought !

Shiva! Shiva! Shiva! Thou art the Real! Thou art
the Real ! From the Unreal lead us unto Thee ! :
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IN THE DEEPS OF MEDITATION.

To sound the depths of the soul—that is the aim of medi-
tation ! What worlds lie at the end of the microscope ;
what worlds at the end of the telescope! What worlds of
insight and illumination may lie at the very threshold of
cansciousness !

Man is acquainted with the external world. The ouzside
is his reality. He stops in wonder at the extent of things.
Is there, however, not an inner order of life ? Are there not
heights and depths of inward realities ? Are there not fathom-
less and abysmal orders of the spiritual consciousness ?

Idealism conditions everything within. It gives the
diagram of the universe as mental. But mysticism sets
itself to a deeper task. It plunges consciousness into
normally inconceivable states and unfolds unto the soul
the possibilities in the direction of the expansion of con-
sciousness. It lays claim to this: that if the soul looks
deeper and more intensely into itself, worlds upon worlds
of inner, and of innermost reality come to view in the un-
folding processes of the personal illumination. The mightiest
objective things are lost in that final consciousness when
man stands on the border-land of reality, gazing across the
shoreless ocean of the Soul.

World-dreams arise that man has dreamt in all the
magnitude of the conception. Immortality—the idea it-
self,—is of the very profundity of thought. Then there is
the invincible consciousness of the soul: the knowledge of
the Deathless and of the Indestructible within. The world
is an idea, so they say. If this is true, then, indeed, the elab-
oration of the mind will create or destroy a thousand
worlds, for even a thousand worlds are relative to the Soul
‘which perceives them.
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A veil of consciousness may separate such different
worlds as that of the poetic and the commonplace. The
artist and the labourer see the same sunset, but with what
a different state of awareness ! Who knows, therefore, but
that in the development of the mystical consciousness uni-
verses of experieﬁce might reveal themselves which are
unknown to him whose sole interests lie in material things.
In the expansion of consciousness even the Beatific Vision
itself can be had,—and in this the Immensities and the
Eternities aré lost in the Consciousness of God.

Meditation is old, very old. The mystics of the West
were all geniuses in this respect. But in India the knowledge
has been ancient, most ancient. Here the meditation has
been set to psychological formul®. So, say the sages,
and in this manner must the mind proceed, following first
this, then that method of discipline. All the psychological
accompaniments of the mystical state have been classified
and brought to a crowning synthesis. And the way through
the world of illusion was found in that intense consciousness
when all the faculties were directed to the same purpose,—
-and that purpose the realisation of God.

Long, long were the ages of experiment. Dim were the
beginnings when doubt was rife and knowledge small. Then,
often madness came upon those who strove. Nevertheless,
in the course of the ages, and by reason of the accumulated °
experience of innumerable souls, the end was attained. The
mind is brought back to those venerable days when the forest
was the school of the saints, and when Scriptures were-
handed down by word of mouth, from a generation of
masters to a generation of disciples.

The mighty hunter knew the tracks that led through
the wilderness of forests upon forests, remote from the
capitals of kings and the noise of great assemblies of men.
Here was the abode, the hermitage of those whose conscious-
ness fathomed the truths of the Scriptures of Hinduism, that
have flowed perpetually down the ages, from spiritual father
to spiritual son. The fire is lighted. The teacher is seated



48 THE LIFE OF THE SWAMI VIVEKANANDA.

ashen-clad before it. This is the great fire of which all reli-
gions dream and which, in a sameness of symbolic meaning.
the vestal virgins kept alight in ancient Rome. About him, as.
the radii about a circle’s centre, are the group of disciples.
Some of them are old, having renounced the world and for--
gotten it years ago. Some, though old, are young in their
renunciation. Some, though young, have known no other life.
Here they live, reared in.the company of the blessed ones.

One of these, young in years yet old in renunciation,.
arises and, as if addressing all the blessed’ Sages of the
past as well as those before him, even as if addressing those:
great souls invisible who dwell on the highest planes,
cries out, “Hear ye children of Immortal Bliss! Even those:
that reside in the higher spheres! I have found the
Ancient One Who is beyond all darkness, all delusion.
Knowing Him alone, ye shall be saved from death over
and over again!” Who is this Ancient One? He is the
Indestructible Self in whom all the worlds are contained,
who regards the world as illusion and rests in bliss unlimited,.
and in endless consciousness and everlasting knowledge
within the Fathomless Reality of Himself !

Here is the challenge to all illusion ! The Self-discovered
soul has made the retreat from the external to the
innermost inwardness. And of that it is said in the Scrip-
tures, “The Self-existing One pierced the openings of the
senses : For this reason a man looks outside the Self and
not within. There were the wisest oncs, however, and they,
- meditating, escaped from death, These looked innermost
within themselves and found that Self”” Again, “Looking out-
ward fools pursue the outward course, whipped by outward
longings, and they fall into the all-pervading trap of death.
On the contrary, the wisest ones, thinking of that Death-
lessness, desire nothing in the realm of things below.”
This is the essence of the meditation that leads to that
incommunicable state, past speech, of whose reality no
thought can take form. It is That the Sages seek, and
which men dream of in knowledge.
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- Flowing in a perpetual stream there is the lang, continu-.
oys: and  ineffable realisation ' of the saints, This is the
imperishable treasure of .Hindusthanf-the_,bequt'est of spirit-
ual' realities by the Rishis to the people, This is the very
basis of ‘Hindu spiritual lore, the foundation-ground even
of its social life,—the mystical .cansciousness. of the saints
and sages. For in custom there is.seen the attempt at
preservation. Everv wandering monk has this high state

woven. about. him by the earnestness of his own soul, by the
love of the people .and by their capaclty for spmtual idealism,
For this reason is he the king of men; for this reason
is' every monk the fulfilment. of Hindu striving, the apex
of the social and spiritual aspiration of the multitudes.
For_ this reason is the home of the householder open to
the monk as shelter for food and ‘comfort. For. this reason
is the monk the hero of the nursery tale —for the monk
is ‘the embodiment, the personification of the ideals of the
people and his is the mystical consciousness.

And for this reason young Noren knew all about the
monks, and how they meditated,—but the reason why
he especially loved the monastic atmosphere is inscrutable.
It might have been woven with the past of his personality
in the profundities of that zon-old mind which was his,
bearing here and there the newness of the form, knowing
here: and there the mysteries of soul and having gazed
oftentimes through the experience of death into the
Glorious Beyond. . : :

- “What is this ?” asked the. mother in excitement. “Why
Noren, what are you up to ?” The child was nude except
for a narrow strip of pink- coloured cloth. . He had
joyously to the family circle ‘and to his ‘mother’s kneee
proud and triumphant, crying out in glee, “I-am Shiva !
Look, I am Shiva I” - This. is--the manner in which those
monks  are _dres_sed-whq bave -almost forgotten that the
body exists. The ‘elders of the household had told him,
in fun, that if one meditated, his hair would become as
long and as matted as that of the monks. He had looked

4
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wuh dehght upon ‘the knotted tass Of hair whicli is fashioned
S0 arustlcally that from' a drstance one thinks it is a head-
gear. And thé naivity of him—he'had put on the 'narrow
strip of cloth tha{ ‘the great ascetlc mOn'ks wear, and- had
been medxtatmg to make “his ‘hair grow “long and 'matted.
That' is, 'he had been slttmg with one leg crossed above
the other as he saw the famlly sit” when at "worship, and
Juet as'the monk sits’ in~ médifation. "He 'had folded his
hands, and had closed his’ eyes, and he had tried to regu]ate
his breathmg just as the elders did, breatlung in as long “as
he could, ‘then retammg the' breath''as’ long as possiblé,
and then seemg how slowly "he couid ‘breathe it out againi
At the end of an hour, of may bé fongef' the thought
of his hair came to him. Had'it grown ! "May be it was a
great ]{not by this time ! ‘He thought that he would feel it'!
He did so. Not There was 110 - mass of hair.' 8o he'ran
in childish' Bewilderment to learn the reason why, and"yet
he was Joyous ‘because he kiiew how much surprlse his
strange costurne would excite.’ B

He told his tale ; the mothér consoled ‘him in the best
way “she knew, telling ‘him that it-would take many, many
days, yes, many,"many months before. the matted. knots of
hair could be grown. Then the talk-drifted to  many, many
things. 1t turned to the Shiva-image he had bought'a few
days before ‘He said that, while he had sat before the:i image
that ‘morning, the thought of his mother's words had corhe
to him so forcibly, that he had been sent anay from the real
Shiva because he "had been nauglity. ~Reincarnation is
accepted unconsc:ously, as a fact by every Hindu child.  So
he  added, “I think that I have been a Sadhu once. .Will
Shlva let me come back to Him if 1 am good ?” The mother
answered “Yes.” * But her ‘heart sank while she ‘thought, that
perhaps he, like -his grandfather, would return: to Shivaj
but she banished the thought. “There were many ‘years yet
before he could grow up into that - discrimination. when: he:
would feel all the joys of the world as'ai mtolerable burden
knowing'joy only ir the thought of God." T
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Somehow or other,. thereafter the fdmlly _often found
littlé Noren p]aymg at meditation. They saw him absor?be
What could be the contents of his mind ? It was, not so vely
strange to ﬁnd him’ s:thng foralong time quletly }th
Noren it was not a mere ﬁxlty of body, a languorous restfu’l
nes:., an_ mdomltable patlence for he would try, ih ‘his
childish way, to keep his thought upon the Lord Shlva He
succeeded ; and there were times when those grew grave
who shook him from that state back into the normal condi-
tion of a child. For it grew more and more difficult to rouse
him from his thought. Was it play ! Or was it medita-
tion! He wasonly a child! Yet, many a monk would
envy such an accomplishment, such a fixity of thought upon
the Lord !

Dead to the outside ! The world is gone ! Only thought
is alive, and that the highest ; and on’ the wings of highest
thought the soul speeds into Reality ! Such are the possibili-
ties, such the realities of the highest meditation !

' The race dreams in the child, but with Noren the dream
was almost an awakened reality. The seriousness of the
race, its high philosophical outlook, which later on possessed
his entire life, were characteristically foreshadowed in the
play of this Hindu child. ltis not wonderful. When the
race is perfect, the childhood of the race will then dream
perfectly ; it will play perfectly. There are some features
of childhood which already betoken that state. Now and
then they arise as prodigies. Was the Indian race dreaming
perfect dreams in this child’s mind ! At all events he later
shook the foundations of the world and remodelled Hinduism
as few others have done, in the history of the Past, in the
‘direction of spiritual things. The play of this child, the
race’s dream within him,.rose in later times to great levels
-of thought. On a future occasion all the potentialities of
that dream became reality for him. The tumult of the
world had  become silence to his hearing. On the broad
wings of meditation he, while living, burst the bonds of

limitations and, soaring high above all thought, sped
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‘fallst mto that Il,luminé.tion, “which s ._vtlile:'PrAc.senqe,_.of
the Real ) ._ .

v From the Effulgence of that l]lummatxon he borrowed a
ref(acted light which found concrete form in the message of
the Modern Gospel That given,; he sped anew, as do all
samts who leave this world, unto the Blessedness of the world
cf Etemal Mcdltatxon. )
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THE VISION OF THE LUMINOUS FlG’UkE U

0 bhe thmgs that the saints see whlch others see: ndtl!