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006 "THIS LETTER HAS THE VALUE OF A COMMUNIQUE"

Madras, March 20, 1950

Many things happened since the 16th when I wrote from Colombo. In 4 days, it is
impossible to tell everything, because for that it would be necessary hour by hour
to write the details, and in any case it is difficult to expose my new existence, and I
do not want to, because I have taken the resolution to stop the correspondence.
Maybe from time to time I will make an exception for you. I live my last hours as
Maestre, then I will become a beggar, hermit, wanderer. I removed everything,
even my clothes, to put on the 2 pieces of saffron-red cloth of the SANYASIN (a
man who has renounced all worldly actions and goes from town-to-town preaching,
no money, no home, no suitcases, no handkerchief, bare chest , etc etc . ..)



Only You are responsible for the Mission, you can call yourself Maestre or
Venerable Master or Superior, etc… My work is finished; it is the disciples now who
must manage the movement. I taught the work: many times, it is remembered that I
warned you that what I preached is a HALF truth, that later I would inform you that
everything is false, the moment has come. I preached the first elements of initiation
because this transition was necessary, it is the path to speak of hierarchical
degree, but in reality you have to forget everything: books, tradition, ritual, etc…To
realize, not to believe, but to KNOW. Only experience can develop the Disciple; I
cannot do more for you than what I did: it was my Mission to sow and prepare the
ground, now get to work, and try to understand the way, the TAO . . .

You can tell everyone without exception, keeping the secret is not important
now. You can duplicate my letters; I don't have any more machines and I don't
want to write, so notify Aguilar, Scott, Mejías, Gil, Bertrand, in Paris — 137 Rue
le Nain de Tillemont, Montreuil sous Bois, Seine, France— etc. etc. . We have
to keep the Ashram, build a more important library, store my things in El Limón
or in Caracas. Will I RETURN in a few months or a few years? . . . An
inter-American spiritual line is indispensable, but real, organized with Ashrams
over the entire continent, from the United States to Argentina and southern
Chile; when they are ready, I will notify the Gurus, the Sanyasin, the Saddhus,
etc. . . that they can walk from one center to another, receive hospitality, and
come to preach for a few weeks in each country.

I no longer worry about the Horoscopes. You still have to do them, so one of
you should be in charge of making “El Nacional” work, it is a help for the



Mission. You also have to transcribe them in French and send to: Monsieur le
Redacteur, “Inter”, 115 Rué Reaumur, Paris (I finished the week until May 23),
so you have to start from May 24 to 31; this newspaper publishes from
Wednesday to Tuesday), and I finished for “El Nacional” until May 20.

My manuscripts in French are with: Bouletreau, 19 Quai de Bourbon, Paris. In
English: Scott, 4 West 77 Street, New York. In Spanish: Gil, and also Henildo
Reyes, 251 West 92 Street, New York. Also in English: Mdlle. Lafontan 55 Bast
88 Street, New York and one other lady: Michanoskaya, Hotel Park Plazza, 77
Street, New York. You must have correspondence on my behalf with these
people as well as with Aguilar in Guatemala.

Estrada, my brother, please take note of all that, it is a kind of will and
testament. I don't know if you have yet realized the importance of the Mission;
your Initiation was humble like everything that is great. I try to make it simple so
that there is no mistaking it with the customary rituals. You cannot know how
very little an Initiation is here. Two words, the hands together, the look on the
eyes, a minute of silence and it's a whole new life. YOU HAVE TO BE BORN
AGAIN is false. WE ARE born millions of years ago but we don't know it; it is
the memory of eternal life that the GURU gives to his Chellah.



Since my arrival in the East, it is a succession of indescribable events. In
Colombo I went exactly to the house where they were waiting for me: among
millions of houses, the first one I entered had a telegram for me. An attraction of
my individuality to a street among thousands. Why? Because here are the
Grand Masters who decide my path, because I am the "SON OF LIGHT", as
the Gurus here call me. I told him about the reception I received from a friend of
NAVARATMAN the SWAMI of Jafna where I proposed to go, he alerted
Colombo that I had arrived, and while his friend did not find me on the steamer,
I went for a walk in the city and entered his bookstore as if BY CAUSE. . !



This hospitality upon my arrival in Ceylon was the beginning of a greater
Initiation. In Jafna (north of the Island) SWAMI NAVARATMAN waited for me at
the Station. A humble reception like everything here, folded hands, a nod to the
head, nothing more: a man is quickly judged here in the East. We go to the
Ashram by car: PEACE, and tranquility of a holy place! I finally find the same
atmosphere as EL LIMÓN (what a memory! Happy Pacheco!). After bathing in
the Indian way, I go to meditate in the sanctuary. . .

Incense on my forehead, in the lotus position in front of Krishna! I think of you.
And now that I write, I feel like crying and you know that I am not sensitive or
sentimental, but I have so much compassion for humanity, for you my boys who
are MYSELF, because WE ARE ONE. CHRIST please do not cry anymore,
because in YOUR place, I feel all the value of your tears. . . Daughters of the
New Jerusalem (Jeshu-Salem) your arrogance is too much, remain, kneel, in
front of eternity: recognize that we are poor, forget that we know like parrots and
think no more: DARE to get into Samadhi. . . SUMA HRI OM! TAT! SAT!



NAVARATMAN is a great SWAMI, known not only in Ceylon but in India by his
works. He offers me magnificent books, but I cannot take them with me. Maybe
when I return, I will stop by Ceylon, then I will take the presents to the ‘El Limon’
Ashram. He has a very beautiful library. During the two days at the Ashram, I
did not see his wife; the women here are separated, and they live in a remote
place from the Ashram; where however, the “Mother” made especially for me:
French fries.

Everyone calls me SWAMI-French (the French Master). Naturally I was treated
like a Prince, and they offered me Maharaja Dresses in silk, etc.

He had my room prepared with a library, a worktable, a portrait of Vivekananda,
the Christ, Tolstoy, Ramakrishna, and Gandhi (who was a very good friend of
his). He has an autograph book of all the Greats: Nehru, Krishna Murti, the
French, German, English sages, etc. . . .

I dedicated (autographed) between Gandhi and Nehru-Pandit, the current
Premier of India. I do not accept the room and I go to sleep in the garden. The
dog as guardian, he was never seen so affectionate, even the friends of the
house could not come where I was lying! … It is the hottest period of the year
but it rained for my arrival! Like in Caracas!! The Aquarius missionary cannot
deny his title of "Water Bearer."

There is a Great Mystic in Jaffna: Shri Guruji YOGASWAMI (friend of
NAVARATMAN), but for 20 years he did not introduce anyone to this Guru,
because everyone comes with curiosity and the Guru does not accept many
people either, ten minutes from time to time. Many times, he refused and got
angry with obnoxious visitors. . . NAVARATMAN immediately took a lot of
affection for me (Roger Simetyes had spoken so much of his Maestre in
Venezuela and that he was coming to India!).

We then went to see the Guru, who was out for a walk in the morning and with
an impression as if he was waiting for me. We meditated for 45 minutes and
YOGASWAMI (an old man with white hair and beard, similar to Maestre
SOUN..!) repeated the same words that I spoke in the morning at the
NAVARATMAN Ashram (the Ashram is called “HOUSE OF PEACE....! by
chance? ). The Guru perfumed especially for me and offered me cambures
(bananas) and oranges (symbolically, because it is not the value of these fruits
that you should see). He assisted me to the door (he who never removes
himself from his lotus position); at his door he gives me two taps on my back
and Navaratman tells me that now I am blessed throughout India and that I can
say that YOGASWAMI "accepted" me. .

Roger's first Guru wanted to see me: he had heard so much about me; he has
his Ashram in the North of the Island-of Ceylon on the Bay of Bengal, a bit like



‘El Limon’, wild, just the sea on one side, and the jungle on the other. He has a
house with his sanctuary, but beyond that, a plank of wood and a mantra on the
wall. In a corner of the field there is white sand where I went to meditate a little
and talk. He is a SWAMI with 15 years of experience throughout Ceylon, India,
Tibet, Burma, etc. He speaks German, French, English, Pali, Hindustani,
Sinhalese, Tamil, Tibetan, etc. He was a Buddhist Monk 8 years, specialist of
Sanskrit, Hebrew, Eastern philosophy, YOGI.

We went swimming in a pool adjoining the sea, and from this pool we went
under the water between the rocks at the bottom of a small dark river inside the
rocks, and 5 minutes later we went into the sea; magnificent exploration… On
the way out is a holy place; whoever bathes here is saved from all disease. As
he saw that I did some asanas in the water, he was delighted, and he taught me
how to float; now I can stay on the water with hands above the head and with a
special breathing, calmly rest on the liquid element, even crossed legged...!

I received a talisman that he had for many years and knew that he should give it
to someone ... It is a medal with two superimposed lotuses, there are 108 in
existence, and it is the Gurujis (Maestre of Gurus) who can stop them. He didn't
want to let me go back to SWAMI GAURI-BALA (it's his name now that he's
SANYASIN). Roger was initiated by him and received the name KALI-BALA
(KALI is an impetuous, impatient, bellicose God!). We are looking for a name for
me; I confessed that I am also a BALA (crazy, innocent boy). His disciples
name me CHANDRA-BALA (The Pretty Boy), but he replied: physically
beautiful, we do not have the assurance of his beautiful soul, and it is more
Shandra BALA (the son of the MOON); he is here, there, moving like the moon.
He appears, hides himself, great at times, humble at other times, pale. He has
the light like the Mother of the Night (he knows that in the East the Moon is
more important than the Sun). At night he gives me the preliminary instructions
to live like a SANYASIN. Only on a banana leaf, mix the rice with the hand and
the CURRY, as well as all the Indian materials; the left should never touch
anything, it is only for the excrement or to remove the impurities from the nose,
because you have to forget the handkerchief. The lips should never touch the
food, the nourishment is projected into the mouth with the 4 fingers, it is taken
with a metal cup (but from a distance, without touching the glass, etc.). He sent
me the SANYASIN dress: 2 pieces of fabric to be arranged to cover the bottom
of the body. I spend the night on the white sand in nature, the animals are
familiar, it is wonderful. I offer him to accompany me and to send him the
money, so that he can follow me immediately when he gets his visa for India.
We went to the airport town, and it was a humble goodbye for two investigating
individuals of the Truth. This description is very little, but it is impossible, I
would need books to analyze everything; preaching in the streets because
immediately when there are people who ask, I answer, and five minutes later it
is a public conference with the right to speak. . .



The humblest here are great philosophers, everyone here likes to talk about
divine things; in the South of Ceylon, they are more Buddhist, in the North
Hinduists but very universalist, although there are some who are orthodox
Hindus; indescribable hospitality.

When I was invited to drink something, a crowd attended. The man is a School
Teacher and when he saw my letter from the Mission he kissed my hands and
asked me to eat half a banana that he offered me; many people do not want a
Swami to drink alone, they put the glass above his mouth so that he can take it
with his own hands; they like the honor of eating the rest of his rice.

We were only two passengers on the plane; in an hour and a half we were in
India. In the Grand Hotel in Madras, I live the last days, the last moments as a
European. As a rich man, I have the room of a prince, and the four or five
servants are at my first move. Everywhere they say that I am the Christ; many
ask for my portrait, some invite the photographer to take a picture with me. . .!
Here the Aquarius Mission is a natural thing.

Life is very cheap in India, but too many poor; I distribute coins all day: boys
crying from hunger. In Madras it is the life of every big city, but in the other
towns there are not many women on the streets; the feminine element is



humble, submissive; a woman can be a SANYASIN or an important character
and men serve her without recognizing her quality: the spirit is here: KING.

I spend the day in ADYAR (5 km from Madras). The Theosophical Society is a
magnificent organization, very rich! —Books sell very well, a restaurant in the
European or Indian way; high-paying guests — all administered with discipline. I
spoke of Ramón Martínez, Fuenmayor, Mileo with Jinarajadasa; he dedicated
two portraits to me (I sent one to Mileo, it seems correct to me), the other I hope
you receive with the mail I sent yesterday with newspaper excerpts.

If some want more, other articles about me came out: The Times of Ceylon,
Colombo; The Ceylon Daily News, Colombo; The Thinakaran Tamil Daily
Newspaper, Colombo; Also, in a magazine that a friend (journalist) publishes:
Thangarajah, 21 St., Albans Place Bombalapitiya in Colombo, Ceylon. These
are the 4 that I know wrote about me and the Mission.

After 42 hours by train, I am now in North India. I arrive at 4 in the morning, dirty
as you cannot imagine. The railways here are wide but with open windows; I
received dust in quantity, if now I am white, then it was in a poor state! At each
station a crowd of beggars, I distributed food to all these little boys who came to
the compartment. I had a “sleeping car”. I travel with the superintendent of the
Maharaní de Massore, who is also going to the KUMBA-Mela and wants me to
accompany his caravan. . . Every year there is a "Mela" (it is a pilgrimage) but
every 12 years it is of greater importance, and even more for me when I know
that KUMBA is AQUARIUS!! ! Here there is the hot and dry season, from
January to May, but it rained yesterday! . . . (Aquarius!?)



I went to sleep in an Indian hostel; it’s infested, naturally, but at night I have to
accept it, and this morning I changed. I am in the Grand Hotel (this is saying a
lot, because it is relative! I cannot describe it); however, I was able to take a
bath in a basin! Now cooler, I am going to go out to see if there is mail for me. I
am waiting for GAURI-BALA (the little boy of the Divine Mother), he should
arrive here in 2 or 3 days, and I prepare the trip for the Himala – ya now. I'm
going to leave all my stuff in this town and wear my “Saffron” uniform. There are
little birds in my room, it is splendid and Peace.

Transcribe this letter in different copies and languages to distribute to the
sub-named, I left my machine in Jaffna and the other things, notes, notebooks,
dresses, etc ... I am going to see a friend here. Roger is 30 kms from here, I
look forward to his visit tomorrow. Notify of my future silence; I will do what is
necessary to send news, but I do not promise anything.



… As always, I bless you.

PEACE!

(Signed) R. de la F.


