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The book

The Talanoa (story) of the Sacred Island of Naitauba takes readers on a journey to the greatest, yet still unknown and hidden mystery in human history – the Divine Avataric Self-’Emergence’ of the Divine Person in our time. This book, provocative and stirring from start to finish, takes us from an Ashram in Sakori, a village on the Indian subcontinent, via New York, the capital of consumerism and commerce, to the paradisiacal, Pacific-tropical shores of the South Seas – to one of the most remote places on earth. The Talanoa reveals nothing less than the Transcendental Spiritual, Divine-Avataric Self-’Emergence’ of the Heart-Master Avatar Adi Da Samraj, the Ruchira Buddha, the Ruchira Avatar. It recounts the heroic manifestation of Conscious Light, the long-awaited and prophesied God-Man, and His Sacred Island of Naitauba. A South Sea island that, by human estimation, ought not to exist, yet which will become the focal point of humanity’s future. An ecstatic pilgrimage of the heart to the True Source and True Condition of all beings – Love-Ananda Da.



The author

Since the mid-1990s, Momo Pete has been visiting the Fiji Islands regularly; over time, they have become his true home. From 2017 until the end of 2022, he lived continuously on various South Sea islands and worked as an entrepreneur in Suva, the capital of Fiji. Since his earliest childhood, he has been mysteriously captivated by the South Seas, whose people and islands have left a deep impression on all his writings. His books are inspired by and imbued with the Wisdom-Teaching of his Spiritual Teacher, Heart-Master Avatar Adi Da Samraj, Turaga Dau Loloma Vunirarama, the Ruchira Buddha. The author spent many years at the Heart-Master’s Ashram on the island of Naitauba and often stayed on the Sacred Isle during the Heart-Master’s lifetime and period of activity.
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Naitauba



In the legends and Talanoa (oral narratives) of the indigenous Itaukei people of the Lau Archipelago, the original inhabitants of the Fiji Islands, the word Naitauba, pronounced ‘NA-ee-TA-oom-BA’, is translated as ‘whale tooth necklace’ or ‘the chief’s necklace’. Much like a multitude of whale tooth fragments, a closed coral reef surrounds the Sacred Island of Naitauba – a formidable barrier for all unwanted visitors to the island. The ‘Tabua’ (whale tooth), pronounced ‘tah-BOO-ah’, holds exceptional significance in the indigenous Itaukei culture of the South Seas. It is a symbol of the chieftains and represents respect and devotion. Great importance and esteem are attributed to each individual, complete whale tooth, and it must not be turned into a commercial commodity or a mere piece of jewellery. In contrast, the whale tooth split into narrow splinters (na-i-taube) is very often worn as a necklace by the great chiefs and the feared warriors. In the ancient legends of the Lau Archipelago, the Sacred Island of Naitauba is described as ‘Nayanyanu Turaga’, the island of the great chiefs.
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Note to readers





In His Wisdom-Teaching, Avatar Adi Da uses a particular system of capitalisation and lower-case spelling, which has been adopted in this book for the key terms of His Dharma. These do not conform to standard English spelling.



All quotations from Avatar Adi Da included in the narrative are taken from His Wisdom-Teaching (see the list of books in the references). 



Terms from the Dharma of Avatar Adi Da, the Fijian language and Indian Sanskrit are translated and explained in detail at the end of the ebook.



As is typical in the Fijian tradition of Talanoa, there is never just the one true story of historical events that is passed down. It is customary in the Fiji Islands for there to be many different narratives and interpretations of events, which can coexist on an equal footing – even if they appear to contradict one another. It is this profoundly tolerant spirit in which readers should approach the book. Just consider it a grain of sand in the bay of Indigo Swan – within the ever-expanding ocean of stories and tales about the life of Avatar Adi Da Samraj and His Sacred Island, Naitauba. Vinaka vakalevu!
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If the words of Dau Nivucu, the ecstatic Fijian bard, swell symphonically into a Mantra, the radiant Muse of Truth carrying him to the end of the world – Naitauba. 

The occasion for choosing his words so carefully is a special one. A revelation. A salvation.

A confession is uttered and proclaimed, one that is intangible, that takes place beyond body and mind. Beyond duality. 

What is said sounds completely mad – otherworldly. Ecstatic. Inconceivable. A moment of testimony that can and will release the listeners from their search and suffering. This requires tolerance, openness and equanimity. For the allegories and metaphors of Dau Nivucu spread very slowly within the space of the curious mind. They let themselves fall purposefully downwards, towards the still-sleeping heart, whilst simultaneously rising upwards, towards the rock-hard crown of the head. Forged – as yet – from trivial, materialistic thinking and apparent ignorance. 

But the invoked, awakening consciousness is nonetheless drawn upwards, secretly and quietly, from the centre of the head, through curious listening and hearing. To where the sanctifying raindrops strike the solid roof of apparent knowledge. Upon the very first roof of the human Data Centre – always filled with artificial intelligence. 

All certainty and everything seemingly reasonable will be questioned, softened and eventually swept away by the sanctifying tropical rain, saturated with the True Water. Standpoints, opinions and convictions will increasingly fall prey to questioning and oblivion. And suddenly, and by grace alone, the two still-dreaming, incredulous eyes of the tropically-blessed head begin to awaken, to open, to the unheard-of, to the tropically-blessing rain of the incomprehensible revelation and proclamation. Until the two eyes overflow, through the mantric content of the words that flood the heart from on high. Vibrating words that instantly strip the heart of its armour. Invisible sounds that bring the hitherto blind third eye to see, to open itself to the immense words of the Talanoa from the Sacred Island of Naitauba.

The unexpected and unheard-of prophecy, the promised Avataric manifestation of Reality Itself, slowly takes shape in the yellow-red realm of the cosmic Mandala.



Dau Nivucu sits by the sea, on a sacred stretch of coastline in the South Pacific, just as in every one of his stories. Just as in all the stories that came before, and just as in all the stories yet to come. To be more precise, he sits within sight of the former, humble writing office of his Heart-Master, Avatar Adi Da Samraj, on the beach of ‘Indigo Swan’ Bay. His Heart-Master brings him back here time and again, to this coastal strip of the Sacred Island of Naitauba, the true and only Elysium. The island of Perfect Love-Bliss, which has never been described in any legend or mythology of humanity, however ancient. Not even remotely was it foretold by an oracle or an ancient prophecy.

As a longing – perhaps? As a consolation – certainly! As a place for heroic warriors or mad pirates – of course! As a place for the darlings of the heavenly gods – as atonement! As a place where milk and honey flow ceaselessly – but where, then, do the vegan utopians settle?

As the fatal hope and utopia of a photo wallpaper or a travel brochure, which might yet give the relentless, conditional world one last meaning – in vain! 

All legends – thwarted by the limitations of the human perception of body and mind. Failed by the impossibility of human imagination – by the illusion of the separate ego-self.

For the Sacred Island of Naitauba, there is no prophecy. No predestination. No legend. Only the actual, unbridled, Divine Avataric heart-impulse could incarnate this place at the end of the world – even before time began. Only a Divine Avataric intention could preserve it, transforming it into his own form of Conscious Light. Only the spontaneous, inexplicable Maha Siddhi of the Divine Person, His absolute grace of radical understanding, could bring forth this place. A complete and utter provocation and confrontation for the ego-self in the end times of the human world. A complete and utter overload for a humanity that merely consumes and merely survives, rushing its way through crisis after crisis.



The ecstatic bard sees his Heart-Master, Avatar Adi Da in bodily-human form, walking across the island in the company of His white Scottish terrier, ‘M’. So many times.

From the Heart-Master’s residence, ‘Aham Da Asmi Sthan’, situated between two bays, the Heart-Master strides along a narrow, tropical path to His Dharma Site on Indigo Swan Beach. Countless times. Creating so much Wisdom-Teaching. Enduring so much resistance.



The former, tiny diesel generator house, built by the island’s previous owner to generate electricity, lies right by the sea. Right by the surreal, exquisite indigo blue swan bay. Right at the heart of the Revelation of the Horse of the Dawn, Ashvamedha. Manifesting itself beyond the right side of the heart. Beyond any conception of traditional spirituality and esotericism. A simple little office with a table, a chair and a window. With a very narrow corridor leading to the tiny bathroom, flanked by two wooden bookshelves on the right and left. Filled to the brim with countless books from every spiritual tradition in the world.

From here, the Dawn Horse gallops through the world. From here, the Divine Horse soars with its white wings through the pitch-black night of a completely failed human culture.

Every stone of this house, every stone of this Dharma path, every dark, almost black rock on the surf of the coast, where the jet stream, despite the coral reef, causes high waves to crash – charged with the sanctity of the Divine Avataric Incarnation of the Heart-Master Avatar Adi Da. Every perception so incredible. Every moment of feeling anchored in the eternity of Reality Itself. An indescribable, everlasting ecstasy. The true esotericism of the awakened heart.



Dau Nivucu is imbued with the feeling of Being Itself, the Heart-Master Himself, the sanctity of the island of Naitauba, as though the bard had been born out of the island. Like an unshakeable rock, amidst the breakers of ignorance and denial, in the end times of the blue planet.

The Heart-Master’s Feet rest in the bard’s heart. The consciousness of Dau Nivucu is anchored, both mercifully and mercilessly, at the Heart-Master’s Feet on the island’s highest peak, ‘Padavara Loka’ – in utter ignorance. All a single, grandiose paradox. At best, without questions or answers. At best, without doubt or drama. At the very best, in egolessness, at the Zero Point – beyond attention, beyond the sinus node and the human heart’s fear of annihilation, of apparent death. 

Dau Nivucu is drawn, without desire or will, into this Transcendental Spiritual, all-encompassing Reality of his Heart-Master. That is exactly where his Heart-Master wants him to be. That is exactly where the Talanoa that now follows begins, at an apparent time frame in the dual continuum of a timeline that does not actually exist, by its very nature, within the Heart-Current of Reality Itself. An imagined timeline that will expand into many dimensions and ultimately into timelessness itself, into Reality Itself, in order to make the unbelievable and unimaginable more comprehensible. To herald the appearance of Eleutherios Da, the Promised God-Man, the Maha Purusha. To make the Elysium Naitauba on the Fiji Islands visible and tangible, yet at the same time elusive – for all people who want to hear and see and be touched and converted deep in their hearts.



Dau Nivucu surrenders to the rhythm of the waves of the True Water in Indigo Swan Bay and writes the year 1939 in the damp sand, between his bare feet and the surging impermanence.

An extraordinary encounter in February of that same year is imminent. In the village of Sakori, in the Indian state of Maharashtra, on a hot and dry winter’s day, the highly remarkable and eccentric Avadhoota, Upasani Baba, and the Shankaracharya of Jyotir Math, the supreme Guru of one of the largest monastic orders in Hinduism, meet for a conversation.

The circumstances of the meeting are in themselves highly unusual, for the Guru Upasani Baba lives in an Ashram which he founded specifically and exclusively for women, and which bears the name ‘Kanya Kumari Sthan’. Here, Upasani Baba acts as the Spiritual Master of his female Devotees, thereby enabling them to engage in deep spiritual and ascetic practice – an unheard-of situation in orthodox and traditional Hinduism, which normally denies women such a way of life.

This Ashram of Upasani Baba, which breaks with all traditions, is described by most religious teachers of his time as scandalous and viewed with great resentment, as the women of the Ashram also quite naturally perform all priestly functions.

Nevertheless, the Holy Man Upasani Baba, a former disciple of the widely revered Saint Shirdi Sai Baba, enjoys great veneration amongst the people. Even the Shankarcharya of Jyotir, one of the four great spiritual leaders of Hinduism, remains unimpressed by gossip and narrow-mindedness and pays a visit to Upasani Baba on this auspicious day.

The Shankarcharya is desperate and full of worry about the state of the world, the decline of the spiritual paths and the emerging warlike turmoil in Europe. Whilst the two men sit together in deep conversation, Upasani Baba suddenly falls into a visionary Samadhi and proclaims to the astonished Shankarcharya of Jyotir:

‘In the not too distant future, an almighty Avatar will appear in ‘Europe’ who will renew the Dharma of the Indian Vedas. All spiritual paths will undergo a fundamental re-examination and renewal and be viewed from a new perspective.’



It's an unexpected, spectacular, provocative, unique and more than extraordinary prophecy. 

A white, Western Avatar who is said to renew the ancient Vedic tradition?

An Avatar who is said to come from the land of the ‘Mlecchas’ – the land of the ‘spiritual barbarians’, who possess no true tradition capable of imparting profound spirituality and genuine realisation? Absolutely impossible! Inconceivable to most adherents of Indian philosophies and their spiritual paths.



Many millennia ago – in the Hindu tradition, the Vishnu Purana, the Bhagavata Purana and the Mahabharata epic recount that at the end of the Kali Yuga – the dark age, the Kalki Avatar will appear on a white horse with a flaming sword to restore the sacred Dharma of the Vedas.

More than two millennia ago – in the Pali Canon’s ‘Cakkavatti-Sihanada Sutta’, Buddha Siddhartha Gautama Shakyamuni speaks to his followers of a distant future when the world will sink into deep darkness and the Dharma will have fallen into oblivion: a new Buddha will appear, who will bear the name Metteya Buddha or Maitreya Buddha.



Two millennia ago. In one of the schools of Chinese Daoism (Taiping Jing), there is a prophecy that ‘Laozi’, the ‘Old Master’, will reappear. As ‘Li Hong’, a saviour in times of chaos, who will restore harmony.



Almost two millennia ago – in the Gospel of Matthew (24), a revelation is recounted of the return of Christ at the end of time, who will create a new ‘Kingdom of God’.



Over a millennium ago – Islam has a prophecy, based on the Christian prophecy, that a saviour will appear in the end times to bring about justice. There he is called ‘Mahdi’.



Just half a century ago – on the remote Fiji Islands in the South Pacific, a charismatic figure emerged in the 1980s who made it his life’s work to reconcile and unite the ancient Vedic tradition of India with the indigenous Itaukei tradition of the Fiji Islands. Both cultures have existed on the Fiji Islands for over a hundred years as closed, parallel societies and have little contact with one another.

Harigyan Samalia, a Fijian of Indian descent and a widely known, eccentric mystic and visionary in Fiji, lives and works on the main island of ‘Viti Levu’ as a teacher, speaker and social worker. His best-known project, which he will launch as a symbol of the bond between the two distinct cultures – the Fijian, indigenous Itaukei culture and the immigrant Indian-Vedic population –, is the erection of a memorial to commemorate the Indian victims of the ‘Syria’ shipwreck off the coast of Suva-Nausori.

In this catastrophe in 1884, fifty-nine people of Indian descent, who had come to Fiji as indentured labourers for the colonial sugar cane plantations, lost their lives. Indigenous Fijians living on the coast who witnessed the shipwreck swam to the scene of the accident and were able to save many Indians from drowning.

To commemorate the deaths of his Indian compatriots and the rescue efforts of the indigenous Itaukei people, exactly one hundred years later, in 1984, a memorial was unveiled in a solemn ceremony attended by a large crowd from Nausori (a suburb of the capital, Suva).

As a symbol of Harigyan Samalia’s vision, the highest point of the monument is adorned with a bronze head depicting the Hindu Goddess Lakshmi on one side and the Fijian Goddess Adi Sovanatabua on the other. In their respective cultures, both goddesses are associated with beauty, harmony, wealth and fertility. Together, they symbolise prosperity and peaceful coexistence. A common feature of both goddesses is that their distinguishing mark is a flower of great symbolic power. For Lakshmi, it is the lotus flower, which she holds in both hands in depictions. The lotus flower stands for enlightenment and purity. For the Fijian Goddess Adi Sovanatabua, it is the ‘Tagimoucia flower’, the emblem of the Fijian nation. A flower born of true love to transcend the world’s suffering. The monument in Nausori bears the inscription:



«Fiji is the fatherland and India is the motherland.»



In his acceptance speech, delivered in English and Fijian and attended by many politicians of various political persuasions, Harigyan Samalia paints a new visionary and prophetic picture of the Fijian nation and emphasises the commonalities between the two cultures. In his vision, the future nation of Fijians rests upon these two spiritual qualities and polarities, thereby giving birth to a new nation.

Furthermore, Harigyan Samalia informs the astonished audience that the Fiji Islands have been chosen to be the place where the prophesied God-Man – an Avatar or Messiah – the King of Kings, will appear and settle. In the not-too-distant future, Fiji will be comparable to Jerusalem, where the world’s various religious and spiritual paths converge to live together in tolerance, cooperation and peace.

Harigyan Samalia sketches out a unique worldview of Fiji as a sacred, unifying centre which, through the encounter between Indians and Fijians with their different cultures, is chosen to facilitate the return of the God-Man and his new wisdom teaching.



In the early 1970s of the previous millennium, there is no word of any of these legendary prophecies and hopeful predictions in a very narrow and dark valley in the Black Forest in the south of Germany. Despite the great confinement of the valley, which is also etched into the foreheads of the local people, and the deepest darkness of past wars, a little boy, a still-frightened Dau Nivucu, levitates unnoticed, now and then, in his bedroom above his bed. Above him, in a pitch-black setting, he sees a radiant white sun that draws him in again and again and lifts him upwards. An overwhelming radiance that challenges him yet still makes his heart happy. A white sun that seemingly can never set. As soon as the overwhelming magic of the midnight sun fully penetrates his consciousness, the little boy plonks himself down on the mattress of his child's bed and enjoys the unexpected impact with a loud laugh.

In that moment, without minding it, he knows that there is THE island, the Sacred Island of absolute Love-Bliss, where this mysterious and awe-inspiring eternal sun never sets. He senses the island of absolute, boundless happiness. He knows, in childlike silence, that only this Love-Bliss exists. And he knows that the island is blessed with many palm trees and turquoise waters. 

But he knows neither where the island lies, nor does he know its name. Nor does he know what he is seeking or what he is waiting for, nor where he can find this irrefutable Truth. Until then, he knows nothing but dark, rake-straight spruce forests, sheer terror and the will to survive of souls who seem to have been forsaken by God.

But his heart will guide him. His heart has always known what is true. His Heart-Master waits only for that ONE moment – until the waves of the South Pacific wash him back onto the shores of the Avataric Promise.
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The dates written in the sand between Dau Nivucu’s feet have not yet been completely washed away by the waves. With two fingers, he traces the frightening yet promising lines of the year 1939.



A few months after Upasani Baba’s extraordinary prophecy, the Second World War breaks out in Europe. And exactly nine months after a coincidence involving the two holy men in Sakori and Upasani Baba’s unprecedented prediction, on 3 November 1939, at 11:21 local time, in New York, in the borough of Long Island, at the heart of the Western, capitalist materialism of the Mlecchas, a seemingly ordinary boy is born – named ‘Franklin Albert Jones’.

No comet gives any indication or hint of this event. No kings, property moguls or Wall Street bankers set off straight away to offer the child their devotion, share portfolios, performance bonuses and tributes. No Broadway musical spectacularly brings His life to the stage with a bright firework. No white elephant or in-credibly holy spirit impregnated an unsuspecting virgin. No red carpet is rolled out in Hollywood Boulevard. The child is born in the most ordinary of ways, virtually unnoticed to this day, with the umbilical cord round his neck. Born into an ordinary middle-class New York family, the home of Dorothy and Frank Jones.

No one knows or realises at this point, nor can they even begin to guess, what historic event lies hidden behind this birth that defies all legend. The most unimaginable mystery, surpassing and shattering all superlatives, has indeed taken place. Unnoticed. Unrecognised. Unashamed. Unexpected. Unabashed. Uncommented upon.

The Promised and Prophesied God-Man, the Maha Purusha, the Divine Person, Reality Itself, incarnates at this very moment in November 1939, with the outbreak of the Second World War, into a human body-mind. Inconceivably, as the perfect, Self-Existent and Self-Radiant Conscious Light. How–and who–could possibly comprehend it?

A moment that will catapult humanity and the entire cosmic Mandala into a process of transformation, as no event in the cosmic Mandala has ever done before. An unprecedented event like no other!

But no one takes notice. No one recognises the child. The world does not know. It does not want to know and respond.



The ecstatic bard knows that these words, which allow the waves of True Water to flow from his heart, provoke the human mind to the utmost. They cause a scandal. They challenge and overwhelm reason and intellect beyond measure. From the outset, the human intellect and mind will reject this revelation. A category five shitstorm will pour forth from the all-dominating ego-’I’ in response to this confession.

The ecstatic bard knows how difficult it is to accept this fact. For the Heart-Master Parama-Sapta-Na Adi Da Samraj, alias Franklin Albert Jones, alias Franklin, alias Bubba Free John, alias Da Free John, alias Da Love-Ananda, alias Da Kalki, alias Da Avabhasa, alias Santosha Da, alias Adi Da, paradoxically and quite rightly has nothing to do with the expectations, prophecies and legends of the past, which have long since been dismissed as pure superstition and fairy tales. The Ruchira Buddha, Avatar Adi Da, belongs to no religion. He belongs to no nation. He is situated neither in the West nor in the East. He belongs to no one. Nor does He belong to any religion or religious community. The Heart-Master, the Da Avatar, discusses, criticises and contradicts all spiritual paths and religions. Nevertheless, He honours, perfects and completes the great spiritual traditions and paths of this world, causing them to appear in a new light.

Outwardly, the young Franklin is more than ordinary – extraordinarily ordinary. He incarnates as ‘The Bright’ – the Radiant Light, the Conscious Light, not subject to Karma through Divine Ignorance. For the first two years of His life, He lives exclusively in this state of perfect, radiant-bright Love-Bliss. Even before His birth, He IS already the Divine Person, Reality Itself, before He consciously relinquishes His Divine State at the age of three to ‘learn’ what it means to be human – amidst a thoroughly Western world that has forgotten and scorns true spirituality.

Of course, the social persona ‘Franklin Jones’ is merely a fictional character, like all His names that were yet to follow. At best, the titles are a ‘means’, a Mantra that transmits His Maha Siddhi, His Transcendental Spiritual Power. The many different qualities of His names simply serve as a channel of transmission, as a tool for establishing His Divine Blessing-Work, His Maha Siddhi, His unsurpassed Dharma. Just as, ultimately, all His ‘Crazy Methods’ from His teaching years serve first and foremost to bring forth and expound His Dharma. Thousands upon thousands of hours of considerations and answering questions of His students, which help to create His Divine Dharma of Adidam Ruchiradam. To manifest His literature, His Divine Image Art, places and sanctuaries where Reality Itself can become visible, tangible, graspable and realisable – for all beings and all things – for all eternity.

Reality Itself, the perfect freedom of every being, its primordial state, simply exists. Has always been the case. Simply happens. No more and no less – beyond all words and deeds and persons and events and the greatest of spiritual Samadhis. The Heart-Master IS this Reality, which is the very own state of all beings.

The establishment and manifestation of His sanctuaries, literature and Divine Image Art are merely means to perceive and fully realise this Divine State. Only His Divine Siddhi, which by nature has always been Self-Radiant and Self-Existent, bestows life upon His instruments, places and names. Bestowing the Divine, Transcendental Spiritual Breath upon humanity to gracefully offer the Transcendental Spiritual Mystery of the seventh stage of life, and granting the blue planet a tropical, unique, Sacred Island of Transcendental Spiritual Practice and the perfect realisation of Reality Itself – Naitauba.



At the age of 30, embedded within the apparent continuum of time, this process of ‘learning to be human’ is completed in ‘Franklin’. The absolute and perfect realisation, shining in the background, emerges once more in its entirety as Conscious Light. He is once again what He has always been – The Bright, the Radiant Light. The Heart-Master Avatar Adi Da re-awakens in the ‘Vedanta Temple’ in Hollywood, Los Angeles, on a four-lane highway, on the afternoon of 10 September 1970, as Truth Itself. Perfectly Divine Avataric incarnated in human form. Equipped with all the tools and ‘knowledge’ to create the Dharma and the process of the seventh stage of life of the Reality-Way of the Heart – spontaneously and without a predetermined plan – amidst His unawakened and resistant first generation of Western disciples. The Conscious Light, the Divine Person who is not an ‘other’ person, takes the next step in His sacrifice. For over thirty years, He gives Himself to the world of the unenlightened ego-’self’, uncompromisingly and heroically, as one seemingly like them. To teach them and awaken them. An unprecedented process, bewildering and unsettling to the conventional religious world, which will spontaneously bring forth His Wisdom-Teaching and His Divine Blessing-Work.

In the same year as the reawakening of the Avatar, the Museum of Primitive Art in New York receives a donation of South Pacific artwork, which is passed on a few years later to the Metropolitan Museum of Art (THE MET), also based in New York. The city that never sleeps, yet still gives rise to endless dreams, the birthplace of the Heart-Master, of the Ruchira Buddha, of the Ruchira Avatar, is receiving from the hands of a Fijian woman several traditional ‘Masi’ or ‘Tapa’ artworks from the South Sea Islands. These traditional Pacific artworks are made from bark fibre, which is printed with various patterns. The raw material usually comes from the paper mulberry tree or other tree species, such as the breadfruit tree or the banyan fig. The hand-applied patterns are simple or complex geometric shapes, applied with black ink onto a white or reddish background – depending on the tree species – using wooden stamps in countless repetitions.

The generous woman, whose maiden name is Adi, pronounced ‘AHN-dee’, Elisabeth Samanunu Hennings, known as ‘Liz’, is at home in the American fashion and film world. She bears the Fijian title of Princess ‘Adi’, as she descends from a highly respected chieftain lineage of the South Pacific. Her homeland was once the Fiji Islands. She grew up on the Sacred Island of Naitauba as the daughter of the former owners Elisabeth Hennings and Gustavus Mara Hennings. As a teenager, she left the island for England to study art and fashion. The Masi artworks that Liz is presenting to the museum originate from the Sacred Island of Naitauba and are a gift from the former Hennings family to the city of New York and its unique museum. The Sacred Island of Naitauba is sending a first gift, a first sign to the place of incarnation of the Heart-Master. The Sacred Island waits. It allows the indigenous Itaukei arts to weave invisible ‘Mana threads’. It waits. It already knows. It has been waiting since time immemorial. Since the dawn of the world.

This cosmic Mandala, in which the blue planet is only a grain of sand, is a single unity. All planes and circles are interconnected. They interpenetrate one another. They possess their own rhythm, their own rhyme and their own song, which weaves everything together. Nothing exists independently or in isolation. Separateness and selfishness are a fatal illusion that have nothing to do with Reality Itself.



Two years later, on 25 April 1972, the Heart-Master Avatar Adi Da opens His first Ashram, ‘Shree Hridayam Siddhashram’, complete with a bookshop, on Melrose Avenue in Hollywood. His heroic period of Teaching, spanning over thirty years, begins.

Another two years later, Avatar Adi Da moves with His first disciples to Lake County in Northern California, to a former spa and wellness resort, where He establishes His first sanctuary – The Mountain of Attention Sanctuary. During this phase, His Teaching-Work reaches a new high point through His unconditional surrender to His disciples. In doing so, Avatar Adi Da makes it clear time and again:



«The Way I Teach is not the Way I Am.»

Avatar Adi Da (The Way I Teach—Essay, Dawn Horse Press 1974)



The Heart-Master showers his Western disciples with experiences of spiritual Samadhi, which are valued and admired in the great spiritual traditions of humanity as realisation, enlightenment or the highest spiritual experiences. In doing so, He wants to show them that these do not represent complete realisation in His Reality-Way of the Heart or the Way of Radical Understanding, but are ‘merely’ phenomena and experiences that come and go.

The Heart-Master lives, teaches and loves only amongst His disciples. He will never become a public figure. The Heart-Master surrenders Himself to His Devotees in a Western, secular environment that is thoroughly characterised by materialistic consumption and the glorification of the ego. None of His disciples are even remotely prepared for a genuine spiritual process.

His Teachings first encompass the purification and balancing of the body-mind from ‘money, food, and sex’, and then turn to the highest Dharma of the seventh stage of life. Never before has a Maha Siddha, a true Spiritual Master of the great spiritual traditions of this illusory world, devoted Himself so heroically. Never has an Avatar incarnated in the West. The Heart-Master’s devotion to His disciples is boundless – in a Western, scientific-materialistic world that has fatally committed itself to godlessness and gurulessness. He submit to a society that rejects genuine realisation and enlightenment, and true renunciation that goes with them, and even fights against them all. He surrenders to an audience that has defamed, denied or forgotten the role of a true Guru or a true Gurumai. But it soon becomes clear to the Heart-Master that California cannot be the place for His True Hermitage.



In 1976, Avatar Adi Da travelled to the Hawaiian archipelago with a small circle of His disciples for a deeper exploration of His Dharma, in order to provide Himself and His disciples with a place of retreat that could not be found amidst the hustle and bustle of California. Heart-Master Avatar Adi Da does not seek the seclusion of the Himalayas or the Rocky Mountains, nor the apparent emptiness of a desert, for the revelation of His highest Dharma, but rather the isolation of an island surrounded by the endless expanse of the Pacific Ocean. The islands of Hawaii are a first attempt to establish such a place for true Transcendental Spiritual Practice, serious renunciation and complete realisation in His ‘radical’ Reality-Way of the Heart. Over the coming decades, the Heart-Master will reveal and expound His Wisdom-Teaching within a small circle of His disciples, who possess no prior experience or preparation in spiritual culture or spiritual practice. The small circle of His disciples serves as a kind of microcosm, enabling Him to work with their illusory ego patterns. His Devotees sit before Him on behalf of, and as representatives of, all humanity. Through their questions and their lack of understanding, they serve all of humanity and prompt the Heart-Master to explain His Wisdom-Teaching of the seventh stage of life in a level of detail that no Maha Siddha has ever done before. His spontaneously arising Wisdom-Teaching is directly experienced and tested, and is addressed to all people, regardless of their cultural or religious background or their prior spiritual knowledge.

The Reality-Way of the Heart, Adidam Ruchiradam, is open to all people. It encompasses all areas and stages of life. From money, food and sexuality to the discussion of the highest spiritual stages of practice in all the world’s religious traditions and the uniqueness of the Dharma of the Ruchira Avatar. In this process the Heart-Master unfolds His Transcendental Spiritual Wisdom-Teaching for a new human culture. But the Heart-Master has no obvious master plan as to how and where His Blessing-Work can take deep, everlasting root. There are no set objectives, except the unconditional nature of His Divine-Avataric Self-’Emergence’ to embrace all people, to kiss all people, to liberate all people. This unbridled power of love, this Maha Siddhi, creates, provokes, animates and manifests of its own accord the mysteries necessary to establish the Heart-Master’s Reality-Way and Dharma—tangible, accessible and fully effective—even after His passing.

And one of these most important, Divine Avataric, blissful mysteries or ‘instruments’ will be a Sacred Island.






Tolu



The waves of the ocean have long since carried the annual figures between Dau Nivucu’s bare feet out into the boundlessness and timelessness of the South Pacific. They take his feeling of being on an eternal journey of reincarnation alongside the Heart-Master far beyond the reef. The hot rays of the afternoon sun kiss the forehead of the ecstatic bard, like the blessing touch of the Maha Siddha.

The eternal love for Him, the Ruchira Buddha, and for His sacred bay, which sways carefree in thousands of shades of blue and turquoise, causes Dau Nivucu to call out the Maha Mantra of his Heart-Master into the lagoon:


OM MA DA.


OM SRI DA.


OM HRIM DA.


The countless lives of Dau Nivucu, lived with and within the sacred presence of his Heart-Master, overlap, just as each wave on the beach crashes over the next and recedes back into the infinity of the sea. As if the ups and downs of these incarnations and their stories had never existed. The timeless, unconditional and radiant rays of the Heart-Master’s Maha Siddhi manifest playfully upon the rippling waters of the lagoon, as the one, absolute undivided unity with the Ruchira Avatar, who is the breath, the Prana and the Yoga of Dau Nivucu’s life.


His gaze wanders far across the sea. Very far. Towards Vanua Balavu, the archipelago in the south-east of Fiji. Then even further south. Even further back into the apparent past. Too far for the eyes to make out anything on the horizon, even on a clear day. There, in what is now invisible, lies the chief’s island ‘Lakeba’, pronounced ‘lah-KEM-bah’. Here, in the ancient world of the Fijian Itaukei culture, Dau Nivucu will give his Talanoa of the Sacred Island of Naitauba a first anchorage at the threshold of the modern age. Knowing full well that there can be no beginning or fixed point for this mystery of the Elysium Naitauba.


On the South Pacific edge of the world, the karmic stream of incarnation brings forth an extraordinary life.

The island of Lakeba is the birthplace of an event that could not have been more unpredictable. On this remote Paramount Chief’s island, still governed by the ancient Fijian chieftain tradition, the millennia-old warrior culture of the South Seas mingled in the mid-19th century with the stranded way of life of a merchant family from Bremen, Germany.

This highly exotic and unusual coincidence marks the beginning of global trade in Fiji, yielding lucrative business deals for all involved. At the same time, this connection gives rise to an unusual European-Fijian love story, which lead to the birth of a child in the village of Lakeba in 1865. He is named ‘Gustavus Mara Hennings’ and, more than thirty years later, will become one of the defining owners of the Sacred Island of Naitauba.

His grandfather, Ratu Mara Kamisese Tuimacilai Kapaiwai, known by his famous name ‘Ratu Mara’, is one of the most renowned and feared Fijian warriors of his time and the greatest chief of the highly respected Vuanirewa clan. Ratu Mara is a man of great stature, captivating beauty, high intelligence and daring fearlessness. He has very good and friendly relations with the first white settlers who have been migrating to the Fiji Islands via Australia and Tonga since 1835. Among them is the Bremen merchant family of the four brothers Christian, Frederick, Gustavus and Wilhelm Hennings.

As a gifted seafarer and feared warrior, a joker and a very active Casanova, Ratu Mara is held in high esteem not only in Fiji but also on the islands of Tonga. He is locked in a relentless, long-standing feud with his greatest Fijian adversary, Chief Tui Cakobau of the chiefdom of ‘Bau’, situated at the centre of the 330 Fijian islands, and yet closely related to him.

In 1859, the conflict between the two tribal leaders escalated and Tui Cakobau has the great chief Ratu Mara publicly strangled. An affair between Ratu Mara and one of the chieftain’s wives from the Bau chieftain clan was the final drop in the bucket and the powerful Tui Cakobau seized the opportunity to eliminate his rival. It is not only the ancient Greek and Roman island worlds that are familiar with the warlike upheavals and battles provoked by betrayed love, but also the Itaukei culture of the South Seas.

His grandson Gustavus Mara Hennings, later known by the honorary title ‘Ratu Gus’, was born on the island of Lakeba in 1868, just a
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