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I wrote this book in the mid 80’s.

The book covers a period from 1965 to 1976.

My other books add my spiritual “teachings” & some delve into the following years, including my time as a family man and mental health professional, my own mental health, and my current “state of enlightenment”.

There are Sanskrit words, in italics for first use except person and place names. Italics also used on other occasions for emphasis. (Including Sanskrit words).

In 1965 I left England and I spent a year travelling overland until I reached India. I only planned to go as far as Istanbul.

However I found myself on what became known as the “hippy trail”. 

I was 17 when I left home and 18 when I reached India.

By the time I got to India I was physically and mentally exhausted. Looking back I was probably clinically depressed, physically unwell, and suffering from the effects of too much cannabis use.

I found myself in a spiritual centre called an Ashram. 

I met my first Guru, (my spiritual teacher) – a Swami & sannyasin renunciate in ochre robes.

I never had at that time any intention of becoming a monk for 10 years.

However I spent 10 years in India living the life of a monk otherwise known as a sadhu, who sometimes travelled and eventually saw nearly every part of India.

The first few chapters of my book talks about my travel through various countries of Europe and Asia, in the days before the name “hippy” or “flower power people” was known

(I was a “beatnik).

I then talk about my time with my first Guru, when I became initiated into monastic Hinduism and the life of a celibate Brahmachari, dressed in white cloth.

I was that teacher’s disciple for over four years. 

He was an orthodox Swami, very high up in the hierarchy of the system, & I travelled widely with him on the religious lecture circuit.

I learnt a lot and I changed into somebody completely different from who I had been!

My book then moves on to my travels around India and my adopting of the red robes of a sannyasin, living the mendicant sadhu life. 

I then found a new teacher in the form of Swami Muktananda who became well-known in the West.

He attracted hundreds if not thousands of Western devotees.

In the 70s there were quite a few similar teachers who became popular in the West.

It was the time of the Beatles meeting the Maharishi, (Mahesh Yogi), the “stardom” of a variety of Gurus, and interest in the spiritual practices of the East.

The book includes descriptions about Yoga practices, Hindu spiritual practices, and temple worship.

Also covered is the quest for Enlightenment, and descriptions of the way of life of Hindu monks & sages. 

During my travels through India I describe meetings with a number of amazing & fascinating holy men and women.

I met with some well-known teachers or their disciples who became well known in the West, including Swami Prabhupada, the founder of Krishna Consciousness and Rajneesh, (Osho), who became well-known in the press for his follower’s activities in America. (And for his eighty white Rolls Royce’s).

There are descriptions of my own spiritual practice, & life in remote outposts of India.

Eventually I ceased to belong to any guru or path specifically, although I designed my own practice based on my several Gurus’ teachings, plus using elements from existing religious and spiritual systems and structures. 

I give information about the Siddha, (Perfected) Path and the role of Shakti, (the Goddess energy).

Further writings describe my life after departure from India, return to the West, and living a “regular” family life with a career. (From 1976 to the present 2022).

.
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CHAPTER ONE
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To Istanbul

A small suburban jail in Lahore was my destination that humid morning. My companions and I entered through a brick archway gate, which led into an enclosure. The guard on the gate seemed friendly and smiled as we wandered into the compound, which was circled by a number of locked cells.

One of my newly found Swedish friends produced their cell key and ushered me into their large, dark cavern, where we then sat to await the midday meal. The cell would probably have held a dozen or more ordinary local prisoners, but now my two acquaintances had the exclusive use of the place. Their paths and. mine had crossed earlier that day in a nearby bazaar,

I had spent the previous hot and sticky night sleeping out of doors on the (grass of a Lahore park. Lahore in Pakistan is a few miles from India and the border, which at that moment was closed to land traffic following the India and Pakistan war of summer 1966. I was on route to India but could go no further as I did not have the price of a plane or boat ticket from Pakistan. My overland travels since November 1965 had brought me through Turkey and Iran, with a side trip through Syria and Jordan to Israel. That morning in Lahore I had been thinking more of my short-term food problem than of the situation of where I was to go next. I had been without money in my pocket for longer than I could remember, but up until then had always been fairly free from hunger. By that morning thought I had not eaten substantially for a day or two.

As I was walking through the bazaar, I came up behind two young Europeans with long hair. I approached them and immediately we started chatting about our travels and ourselves. They invited me to join them for some tea at a nearby cafe. Over cups of sickly-sweet tea they told me that they were Swedish and were returning home overland after a sojourn in the hippy center of Katmandu, Nepal. They too had been blocked by the closed border crossing, but they had swum across a river to enter Pakistan illegally. They had been caught, arrested, and sent to a Lahore jail. About the same time, some "hippy types" had been recently shot at doing the same crossing, and they informed me that while the Pakistan government want to put a stop to this behavior, (and had thus put them in jail for three months detention). They were still officially prisoners housed in a small local jail, but they had been given freedom to wander the streets during the day. They had also become friendly with the jail governor and had been guests at his house for several meals. They invited me back to their "home" for a meal of their prison food, which they found unpalatable and generally tipped down the toilet.

Although they were virtually penniless travelers, their detention had enabled their access to some government funds, (both Swedish and Pakistani), and they usually dined well in bazaar cafes. However bad the prison food was to the Swedes, I ate to my fill the meal of unleavened bread and watery curry, and that evening, when I returned to chat with my friends, they fed me once more.

Later, after letting myself out of the jail, I strolled back to my park for the night thinking over what the two Swedes had told me about the delights of Afghanistan. I resolved then to abandon my attempt to reach India and instead to return overland to England, passing by way of Afghanistan. I did not know then that I was not to reach England for another ten years.

I had set out from England in 1965 with only fifteen pounds in my pocket and my inexperience showed in the choice of my departure date. The day I set out, in late November 1965 was exceedingly cold, and there was snow on the ground. I carried a large hold-all containing a sleeping bag and change of clothes, and wore a heavy, warm overcoat for which I was to feel thankful in the days -to come. I took all day to hitch-hike from London to Dover, where I boarded the ferry for Ostend. I arrived there late that evening, and wandered the streets in the drizzle for a while, until a man who spoke English directed me towards a cheap guest house which catered for the fishermen of Ostend. There were four or five beds to a room, slept in permanently by alternating shifts of workers. 

I felt very sorry for myself with such a poor and cold start. In my naivety, I had not planned any of the details of the journey, except for my route to my destination, which was Istanbul. I had not given much thought to where I would sleep and eat, or to how I would communicate in strange countries. I could not afford to stay in guesthouses and planned therefore to sleep in the open until I reached Istanbul, where I knew accommodation was really cheap.

The next few days and nights were a shock to my system because the weather was so cold. Near Munich, where it was -10oC, I passed the night huddled in a pedestrian subway under a main road. I could not get any sleep and began to hallucinate due to my weariness and coldness. Next morning, at first light, I was standing by the autobahn waiting for a lift, when a police car pulled up. When the solitary policeman inside the car found out that I was English, he told me in my own language to get into the car. He took me to a, police post nearby, which had a room full of televisions monitoring a stretch of the autobahn. I had been spotted on their surveillance screens and the policeman had come to investigate.

He was a very friendly chap and proceeded to give me hot coffee and rolls, whilst remarking that I must have been freezing. He explained to me that he liked the British because he fought them in World War Two: The only other police that came up to me on the autobahn were unfriendly, and told me I was hitch-hiking illegally. They rubbed their fingers together as if to say that if I had paid some money, it would have been all right to stay where I was. When I told them that I had no cash, they just drove off. 

I managed to make good time with lifts through Germany and arrived in Salzburg, Austria, for my third night outdoors, this time in the snow. I walked out of Salzburg on the route south and put my sleeping bag down under the stars, on the snow. Surprisingly, I found the temperature to be warm and mild after Munich, and I slept comfortably. Another night was spent in mid - Austria, sleeping in a shed on planks of wood. It was near a village where I had found only a baker's shop open. This shop had no bread, only some very expensive fancy cake, which I bought because I was so hungry. I could not afford to eat in restaurants or cafes, not at least until Istanbul, and my diet became mainly bread with a bit of cheese. I did not much like going into the shops, partly on account of the language problem, and partly because I was aware of how shabby I looked.

I could not wash my clothes or bathe much in the early days of my travels. I did not really have much idea even of how to wash my things, because at home all such matters had been taken care of by my mother. I had almost no domestic skills, although as I traveled, I quickly learnt to take care of myself in a basic fashion.

I got a lift through Yugoslavia in a car with a man who told me he was a Greek doctor. He drove for two days, with only a short stop for sleep in the car. He did try to book me into an expensive looking hotel in Belgrade, but took me back into the car when he finally realized that I could not afford to stay in hotels. I tried to explain, but it just seemed incredible to him that an English person should be traveling in such a poor fashion.

As we motored down the center of Yugoslavia, avoiding the bullock carts that frequented this highway, the Greek stopped quite a few times to pick up local farmers. These passengers paid for their journey, and when the Greek suggested that I part with some of my meager reserve of money, I asked to be let out of the car. After I had explained by the side of the road that I needed to get free lifts as my money was for food, I was ushered back into the car. I then continued my ride to where the highway divided for Greece or Bulgaria. Up until then I had met no other hitch - hikers, although in summer there would have been a few. Some years later, the roads to Greece and beyond swarmed with young hitch - hikers with little or no money in their pockets.

I walked away in the direction of Bulgaria, as the Greek and his car zoomed off to the south. I found a small cafe and wandered in for a coffee. There I met a friendly Turk who offered to give me a lift if he passed me on the road the following day. He also changed some of my money at what he said were good rates. I missed the lift that he offered because next morning, whilst I was squatting behind some bushes, his Volkswagen raced by. I had spent the night near the Bulgarian border in a derelict farm building, having had a long lift after I left the cafe. I was probably lucky to miss the lift in the Turk's car, as I found out later that I had been given a dreadful exchange rate for my money. Who knows what other treachery he had up his sleeve?

A short walk brought me to the Bulgarian border where, although 'the guards did not seem pleased to see me, I was issued a visa. In the nineteen sixties, the holder of a British passport could wander about and live in many different countries without too many restrictions. Now in E.E.C. countries one can pass more easily without visas and entry stamps, but generally there are more restrictions if one wishes to live or work in many other lands.(Such as India).

At the Bulgarian border, the guards made me sit in a small room with windows overlooking the road. After a while an old bus pulled up, which was empty apart from a couple of people in front. The guards started to argue with the driver and pointed from time to time in my direction. Eventually the guards motioned me outside and into the bus, where two Turkish men stared in a none too friendly fashion. I remained on this bus right through Bulgaria into Turkey, and on into Istanbul. Surprising in view of the fact that the drivers remained somewhat aloof from me, and could have thrown me off any time after inheriting me from the border guards. I did find out that the men had bought the decrepit vehicle in Germany, and were intending to press it into passenger service on its arrival in Istanbul.

We trundled over the pot-holed Bulgarian roads, through a mist of snow and sleet, passing only the occasional gray-painted truck. We stopped just briefly for a quick meal in a roadside cafe, where I was given some food by the drivers. This was my last food for over twenty-four hours, as the bus did not stop at any other shops or cafes, and the drivers did not offer me any of the snacks they had in the bus. I did not mind the pangs of hunger too much, because I was glad to be out of the dismal weather in Bulgaria and then into the sunshine that I found in Turkey. Also, I had reached my destination, for the time being.
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A Long Way from Home

I was dropped off in Istanbul near to the Blue Mosque area. This district had become a well - known haven for the international hippy set, and contained a variety of very cheap hotels, as well as innumerable teashops. Sweet puddings were a preferred delicacy of the young travelers, and accordingly one favorite meeting place was known as the "Pudding Shop". This and one or two other teahouses were the rendezvous points for the foreign back-packers and itinerants in Istanbul. People would gather here to discuss the merits of traveling in India, Nepal, Israel and Greece. Tips were freely exchanged on the subjects of visas, immunization, ways to travel without money, and on the availability of hashish. (Cannabis resin).

Before I checked into one of the local bed bug infested hotels, I changed some money and began to sample the foodstuffs offered by the numerous street kiosks and stalls. There were an incredible number of food items, which for me then had a strange and wondrous novelty. Sweets, savories, kebabs or yogurts: all were very cheap. It was always the sweet things that seemed to delight me, as they did so many other young travelers. I wonder how many visitors to foreign lands, which provide new food sensations, are able to satisfy some of their unfulfilled childhood wishes of indulging in endless sweet treats?

I remember as a child having dreams in which I had the free run of a sweet-shop. That was so much more satisfying to me than the idea of being 1et loose in a bank or in a jewelers. I kept my sweet tooth for another ten or so years, when a preference for savory things took over completely.

By arriving in Istanbul, I had passed one of the barriers, which divides East and West. Everything was so cheap, so affordable - even for someone with so little money. Prices were about a tenth of those in England, and probably I could have spent a whole winter in Istanbul on my fifteen pounds. One of the major attractions for the hippy community was the cheapness and availability of hashish. Hashish was almost legitimate then in Istanbul, and it was only later that the huge influx of young buyers and users caused the government to impose restrictions. The crackdown was very harsh when it came, and is epitomised in the film "Midnight Express".

I began to smoke a lot of hashish in the dingy hotels where European and American hippies stayed. I used this drug on and off for nearly a year, until I reached India. In India, I was to give up not only hashish, but also smoking, alcohol and meat - eating. However, for a while my behavior was heavily influenced by the hippy culture of the people with whom I mixed. My experience of that culture of drug use was not all negative, as in some ways I feel that it helped me to get a lot of frustration out of my system. A1so I am now aware of the dangers of even so called innocuous drugs, like cannabis, which can cause severe damage. Of course, with heavy use alcohol is as bad as "soft" drugs; and either can be equally damaging.

One of the side aspects of hashish smoking in Istanbul was the proximity and exposure to “heavier” drugs and their users. Not all young travelers I met at that time used drugs, of course, but it did seem to be the majority culture. Some I met were using opium, and amongst the Americans, L.S.D. use was common. Later in India I was to find that many of the converts to Indian sects and gurus had been regular L.S.D. users.

In this case, some change may have occurred after the experience of mystical states through use of the drug. Did this then lead to a turning to religion for a more permanent high? Other drug users who were turned towards the easy availability of morphine, opium, and a myriad of substances, (especially in Kabul), did not always return home alive, or if they did it was to end up in psychiatric hospitals.

At the time, I had no clear opinions as to the rightness or otherwise of the morals and philosophy of the restless band that appeared in the sixties and seventies - the flower power children, the Beatniks and the hippies. The question I now ask is what the so-called Western progress of that time was doing about creating a better society to live in, as we produced so many grownup but disillusioned "war babies". More importantly though, I query the world wide same continuing trends in respect of today's young people.

In Istanbul I learnt of other hippy centers and of places where it was "all happening". One such place was at Eilat, a town at the southernmost tip of Israel, on the shores of the Red Sea. One had to travel through Turkey, via Ankara, and then into Syria and Jordan, before reaching the then Israeli border in Jerusalem. I was told that if I decided to make the trip, I should tell no Arab that I was on my way to Israel. Also, I would not be able to return out of Israel into Jordan by land, and would have to get a boat out. However, I had heard that work was available on a casual basis in and around Eilat, and that I should be able to earn enough to return home to England.

I met an American guy named Bill who was already planning to hitchhike to Israel, and I teamed up with him to make the journey. We set out from Istanbul, having taken the ferry across the Bosphorus, and were soon on our way towards the snow-covered mountains that straddled the route to Ankara. After two fascinating weeks in Istanbul, I was now ready to travel further afield. Although it was my first trip abroad, the impact of bazaars and mosques had faded quickly.

The scenery through the mountains was magnificent, but standing by the road in the snow waiting for lifts, spoiled the effect. After a cold day's travel, we had to sleep in freezing hotel beds infested by bed bugs, which left itchy red wheals as their "visiting cards". Bed bugs, mosquitoes and “germs “were, and still are, the bane of the budget traveler in the East. For all the interesting experiences the poor countries of the East provide, there are equally unpleasant surprises lying in wait for the foreign traveler. Of course the visitor who stays in deluxe class facilities can avoid a lot of discomfort, but then misses out on the unique flavor and atmosphere of the country visited.

As we traveled on through Ankara and down into Syria, we began to find that the local people we met were becoming more and more hospitable. We realized that the Turk (or Arab), has the welfare of a guest in mind in his conversation, and would also be keen to help. It was because of this “Oriental philosophy” and practice of hospitality that later on I was able to travel further and further east with absolutely no money. There is a great sense of responsibility towards the visitor. Often people would strike up a conversation and invite us for a meal in their home, or offer to show us something of some local place of interest, or aspect of their life and culture.

We made rapid progress south, stopping for the nights in Aleppo, Damascus and Amman. To me then, towns and cities were just places on the way to wherever I was going, and I was not interested in looking round and doing the things that tourists do. Even Jerusalem and the Holy Land had little meaning for me, as I was keener to meet up with fellow travelers, smoke "joints" of cannabis, and discuss the destination ahead. I feel that I was always looking ahead, because I hoped that I would reach somewhere in the world where my inner questions would be answered. All the time, though, I did not know what I was searching for, or even why I was searching. Nevertheless, I was certainly not traveling with a tourist's outlook, and the meanings of great and magnificent places were completely lost on me. I was in another world really, which may seem strange to a more mature person, but then I was just turning eighteen, and very unaware of what was driving me.

The first lift we got out of Jerusalem took us towards Tel Aviv along a winding road through the hills. Our truck driver pointed out hulks of military, and other, vehicles by the side of the road. These were reminders of the time when the Arabs had had control over the surrounding hills, and when taking convoys up to Jerusalem was a dangerous business. That day happened to be Christmas Day 1965, and the first of my Christmases overseas and away from home. It was also the day after my birthday, which had been a non-event. We celebrated with some oranges, provided by our friendly truck driver. I did not miss Christmas, as I was only too glad to be absolved and away from it. I had never really appreciated the ritual of present giving and receiving, nor the financial and other burdens that many people suffer at Christmas time. The parties and the food were fine, (but then one can enjoy such pleasures of life any time one chooses).

The way to Eilat lay down through the Negev desert, and was to be crossed by hitching a lift on one of the huge trucks that plied this route. As we went south, so the bitter cold climate of a central Turkey winter was left behind as an old memory. We changed to the warmth of cloudless days. No wonder that Eilat was the winter home then favored by the rootless young, the backpackers, and the hippy fraternity.

I stayed the first few days in the youth hostel at Eilat. Two events of those days remain in my memory. Firstly, my money finally ran out: the fifteen pounds had lasted over a month. Secondly, I gave up shaving and have not shaved my beard myself to this day. The youth hostel was on the southern edge of town, where the desert began. Close nearby, in a natural amphitheatre amongst the hills, was a camp of tents and flimsy huts that had been built of scrap wood, cardboard and polythene. These were the homes of the hippy community: people who had arrived here from different countries such as Britain, America, Germany, Sweden, and even Colombia and Brazil. The size of the place varied with the number of residents, which at that time consisted of thirty or forty souls. Some of the tents and huts were not owned by anyone in particular, as their original occupiers had moved on elsewhere and left them behind. I wandered into the camp, made friends, and found that I could have a small tent all to myself if I wished. The guy who owned it was just moving on, and did not want the bother of carrying it, as he was heading East, where he said he would not need it.

Some of the camp dwellers had been in Eilat for several months and had casual jobs: working in the Sulphur mines, loading trucks, digging holes, or whatever. There was plenty of casual work available due to the expansion and construction of the town, which was also developing as a tourist resort. Somebody would wander into the camp and say that they wanted two people for four hours, or something like that, and one would get paid by the hour. A few people had got more permanent jobs in the hotels by the sea, or in one of the restaurants. They would usually bring "home" items of food, (mostly left-overs), for the communal cook pot, which meant that the lazy could always find something to eat in the camp.

I quickly discovered one of the easier ways of earning a crust in Eilat. This was bottle collecting. There was money to be had from taking empty bottles (beer, lemonade, etc.), back to the shops and there always seemed to be "empties" lying around on the beach, or in the town litter bins. A few hours scrounging around for bottles usually provided enough money to buy a loaf of bread and a bottle of milk, and sometimes enough to sit in a cafe as well.

One guy showed me his own unique system of bottle collecting. He took me out at night through the dry sandy gullies to the back of town where yards full of crates of empties were kept. The fences around the, yard had their weak points arid it proved easy to remove a few crates over or under the wire. Those crates of empties, once hidden in a suitable gully, provided the means to buy a small feast to last a week. My conscience was not always easy about this so I took up other work.

One of the problems with the various casual jobs was the difficulty in getting paid, as most of the employers seemed reluctant to hand over the money. They were always trying to get as much work out of people for as little outlay as possible. I think the locals quite despised the inhabitants of the camp, but because they needed plenty of work animals, we were tolerated and allowed to stay.

In the warm winter of Eilat I could have existed quite easily on a little bottle collecting now and then. However I needed money to travel further; at least enough for the boat fare back to Istanbul. I began to travel on the daily bus to the local Sulphur mines, where I could work any day and also get a large free meal at the end of the shift. It was dirty, backbreaking work, involving shoveling Sulphur into sacks for hours on end. Some of the regulars from the camp had better and more responsible jobs. One of them was a strange character who looked like a cross between a scarecrow and a chimney sweep. He never washed or changed his clothes and, although his appearance was shocking, he spoke softly and seemed a well-educated person. I thought that perhaps he was doing a sort of penance to atone for his past sins. He seemed to have that kind of religious fervor in his personality.

The camp was a friendly place to live, as in the evening everyone would gather around a wood fire, passing round bowls of hot stew, along with a seemingly endless supply of joints. I heard stories and tales of travel from people who had been to Nepal, Afghanistan and India. I learnt that one could live in these places on next to nothing or without money at all. The people there were friendly and hospitable towards the penniless hippy, and had totally different attitudes from those of the Western civilizations. I learnt also that the more one tried to adopt Eastern habits and customs, the greater a welcome one received.

For many people in Asia it was, and still is, a great source of comfort that people from all the powerful, materialistic, Christian countries of the West should be interested in adopting their lifestyles and philosophies. That an Englishman should come into their midst and sit on the floor and eat with his right hand: this alone enormously pleased many people in the Asian homes I later visited. In India they had been used to the rulers of the British Raj; people who often showed little regard for the native Indian customs, practices and beliefs. Small wonder then that when the first hippies arrived in the East, they were lavished with affection and hospitality, that is, until the arrival of masses of them. When the native population of India, Afghanistan and other countries found that a lot of hippies were selfish and heavily drug orientated, then their feelings of goodwill were soured. In the sixties though, before the massive influx on the overland trail, a lot of travelers were genuinely converted by the cultures with which they came into contact, and tried to give as much as they could in return for the hospitality they received.

As I heard about the wonders of the overland trail to India, and of the wonderful lifestyle that could be found, so I decided that my return to Istanbul would be just a stop on my route eastwards. I was not going back to England, even if it meant traveling with an empty pocket and, (in Muslim) terms, relying on the will of Allah for my sustenance.

After a couple of months at the camp in Eilat I had to leave, along with everyone else. The order had come from the town hall, and police had been sent to make sure that the huts and tents were pulled down. The event did not seem to bother a lot of the camp residents as it made the decision for them of whether to stay or travel onwards. Some, including me, retreated into the hills for a few weeks to stay in a small group of three huts, hidden in the ravines. We had a long walk to get to our nearest tap water, but otherwise it was fine as we were not bothered, even though we went into town. 

Whilst I was there I experimented with belladonna tobacco. One is supposed to smoke this tobacco for asthma relief, but some bright spark had discovered that when eaten, it produces interesting hallucinatory effects. The "approved" method was to swallow a few spoonfuls of the stuff late at night and then go to sleep until the effects began. I tried some, washed down with lemonade, and woke up early in the morning with a
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