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Introduction

In a world that is perpetually deafened by its own relentless noise,

true silence is not merely the absence of sound; it is a palpable,

living presence. For decades, my life has been intrinsically tied to

the spiritual legacy of Sri Bhagavan, rooted deeply in the ancient,

red-earth vibrations of Arunachala. I have spent my years

surrounded by the words, the histories, and the lingering grace of

the great master. Yet, as a man approaching eighty years of age,

carrying the physical burden of a weak heart and the inevitable



frailties of advanced age, I found myself still seeking. I was seeking

not just the historical echoes of devotion, but a living, breathing

testament to the ultimate truth.

We read of great sages and saints in the yellowed pages of old texts,

marveling at their asceticism and their unwavering focus. We

debate their philosophies in crowded halls, filling the air with

complex words about the simple truth of the Self. But to actually

encounter a soul who has completely abandoned the chaotic crutch

of human speech—a man who has intentionally anchored himself in

a vow of total silence since the year 1985—is a rarity that shakes

the very foundation of one's worldly understanding.

This is the story of my journey to Bolpur in West Bengal, a quiet,

unassuming village that cradles a profound spiritual colony known

as Sri Ramana Ashram. It is an account of my time spent in the

presence of Bolpur 'Mouni' Baba, an extraordinarily simple ascetic

who wears only a white loincloth and speaks only through the

scrape of white chalk on a dark slate. What began as a fortuitous

occurrence—a simple exchange of translated books—unfurled into a

deeply sensory and spiritually transformative week.

Within these pages lies not a biography—for the Baba strictly

forbids any such vanity regarding his personal life—but a chronicle

of observation. It is an attempt to capture the scent of burning

camphor, the grueling heat of the agricultural fields, the bright

smiles given to playing children, and the thundering, radiant silence

of a man who has become a living statue of Bliss. It is an invitation

to step out of the noisy, external world and walk with me into the

Inner Cave of Quietude, to witness the breathtaking reality of a true

Karma Yogi operating entirely under the grace of his Master.



Chapter 1: The Call of Silence

The journey towards genuine spiritual encounter often begins not

with a grand design, but through what one might simply call a

fortuitous occurrence. For me, this serendipitous beginning was

intricately woven with the sacred text of the 'Ramana Periya

Puranam'. I could almost imagine the faint, dry scent of aging paper

and sandalwood incense as this text, filled with the profound life

and teachings of the master, was being read out aloud in a rhythmic,

resonant cadence to a remarkably quiet soul known as Bolpur

'Mouni' Baba. Hearing the profound truths within its pages, Baba

was deeply moved—so much so that he took it upon himself to

translate the entire book himself into the lyrical, rolling tones of the

Bengali language. This act of translation was not meant for

commercial gain or widespread public recognition; rather, he

explicitly asked his people to print several thousand copies of this

newly translated work to make it available for free distribution as

'prasad' to spiritual seekers.

When these freshly printed books, smelling crisply of dark ink and

new binding, were finally ready, Baba reached out in a beautiful

gesture of connection. He sent me, through his close Ashram

devotees, a generous offering of 100 copies of the translated

Bengali books. Along with this physical gift came a deeply spiritual

request: he asked me to release these books in the holy vicinity of

Arunachala. This interaction, bridged by his devoted followers,

served as the catalyst for an invitation; those very devotees also

invited me and Vibha Ma to make a visit to Bolpur to see the

Ashram and the Baba in person. Upon receiving this invitation and

the sacred books, I felt an undeniable and deep urge to meet this

'Silent' Baba. Even before stepping foot on the grounds of his



residence, I felt a profound, almost unexplainable connection with

him.

The day of our arrival was marked by an outpouring of warmth and

devotion beneath a brilliantly clear, azure sky. I was first received

with an elaborate welcoming ceremony, thoughtfully organized by a

number of devotees right at the entrance of the Ashram,

accompanied by the bright splashes of marigold garlands and the

sweet, earthy fragrance of damp soil. The physical layout of the

Ashram itself seemed to mirror a journey from the external, worldly

life into the depths of internal contemplation. The very first portion

of the Ashram, situated conveniently by the side of a dusty road,

houses the 'Sundara Auditorium' as well as comfortable visitors'

dormitory rooms painted in soft, welcoming hues. Moving further

inside, the landscape opens up significantly, revealing a vast open

area filled with stretches of carefully cultivated land glowing

emerald green in the sunlight. This open agricultural area is not

merely for sustenance; it serves a crucial spiritual function, acting

almost as a buffer to protect the profound silence of the inner

portion of the grounds where the 'Dhyana Hall' is purposefully

situated.

As I walked through this transitional space, the atmosphere shifted

palpably. The distant hum of road traffic faded, replaced by the

gentle rustling of wind through leaves. I finally entered the Hall, a

serene space richly surrounded by the towering, shadows-casting

presence of coconut trees and the gentle, grounding energy of a

'Goshala', or cowshed, which carried the warm, grassy scent of hay

and cattle. I had come here primarily to have the darshan of 'Mouni'

Baba. Physically, I would have walked only a short distance across

the three-acre property, but the internal shift was monumental; it

felt exactly as if I was leaving the noisy, chaotic external world



behind entirely and entering directly into the deepest, coolest Inner

Cave of 'Quietude'. This geographical and spiritual transition set the

stage for meeting a man whose entire existence seemed anchored

in that very same quietude.
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