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      The Crazy Wisdom of 

GANESH BABA

      “For those unlucky enough to have missed him 
in the flesh, this text offers the next best thing: a distillation of Ganesh Baba’s 
most fundamental teachings, his unique and prophetic synthesis of East and West, 
science and spirituality, madness and method. Through personal narrative Eve portrays 
the fun and frustrations of learning from a crazy guru whose profound and mischievous 
ways blew our minds to infinity!” 

      ROXANNE KAMAYANI GUPTA, PH.D., 
AUTHOR OF A YOGA OF INDIAN CLASSICAL DANCE 
 

      “Add this endearing, wise, and well-named ‘Trickster’ 
to the list of great teachers. His message was clear: mind can only point to the 
Truth, to find it you have to live it truly and fully for yourself!” 

      ALICE O. HOWELL, AUTHOR OF
THE HEAVENS DECLARE

      “In this loving and insightful spiritual memoir, 
author Eve Baumohl Neuhaus introduces us to her larger-than-life, iconoclastic spiritual 
teacher and his all-encompassing Cycle of Synthesis. True to his name, Ganesh Baba, 
he bursts through the barriers of any preconceived Western notions of a guru. She 
offers a simple yet profound spiritual practice based on his teachings that would 
delight her teacher and draws together contemporary Western spiritual seekers with 
the ancient wisdom of the East.” 

      HEATHER MENDEL, 
AUTHOR OF DANCING IN THE FOOTSTEPS OF EVE AND TOWARDS FREEDOM
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        To my beloved Satguru, Shri Mahant 
			Swami Ganeshanand, and to Yogacharya a Tripura Charan Devesharma before 
			him, and to all my teachers, with deepest gratitude. 
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        Baba in France (photo by Michèle Cruzel) 
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        To infinity 
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        Ganesh Baba and Ehud Sperling, New York 
		City, winter 1981
        . 
        Photo by Ira Cohen
        .
      

    

  
    
      PUBLISHER’S PREFACE

      In a word, outrageous! That was my experience 
		of Ganesh Baba or GB as he was fond of being called, the brown Santa Claus 
		from planet India. He walked into my office one morning and was living with 
		me that evening. Carrying only a small bag with a change of clothing, this 
		wandering renunciate was living the high life in New York City, with literally 
		only the clothes on his back. Baba and I became good friends, roommates, 
		and fellow travelers, and I had some of the most extraordinary experiences 
		of my life in his presence. 

      “Baba please don’t bring every single person you meet 
		in the street up to our apartment,” I would say to him. He would pay me 
		no mind. Baba’s love was indiscriminate, and he was as likely to engage 
		a homeless person as a sophisticated scientist. One day I returned from 
		work at the publishing house to discover a young lady had just moved into 
		my home. Baba had met her earlier that day on Broadway—just two blocks from 
		my home—had heard her story, and decided to bring her home with him. I couldn’t 
		believe it! However, my concern and trepidation was soon turned into affection 
		and appreciation for the lovely human being that Baba had brought into our 
		lives. She stayed with us for a few days, receiving Baba’s teaching, and 
		then was off on her journey. Two days later a famous poet arrived with his 
		entourage. He’d come straight from the airport to meet the psychedelic guru 
		Ganesh Baba. He walked in and touched Baba’s feet as is the tradition in 
		North India when you greet a senior and distinguished individual. 
		It is a sign of humility and respect for the teacher. Before the poet lifted 
		his head, Baba’s hand came sweeping down across his face, slapping him senseless 
		and throwing him to the ground. I was quite taken aback and wondered what 
		would transpire, seeing the shock and outrage in the eyes of my other guests. 
		No sooner had the poet regained his composure than did he start recounting 
		a series of transgressions and sins for which he was asking Baba’s forgiveness. 
		Baba laughed, demanded a joint, and the party began. 
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        Baba at work. 
      

      This was one of many festive occasions 
		I enjoyed with Baba. People were always wanting to throw parties for him 
		in New York, and one night we were invited to a large loft in Soho for a 
		celebration in honor of the Shri Mahant Ganesh Baba. Earlier that day a 
		friend of Baba’s had come by the apartment with some psilocybin mushrooms. 
		Before leaving for the party, Baba painstakingly ground the sacred mushrooms 
		in a mortar and pestle and mixed them into a lassi, which he insisted I 
		share with him. As we entered the loft that evening the mushrooms started taking effect and within a few moments 
		Baba was lost to me in a crowd of a few hundred. As the doors of perception 
		were opening, in marched a troop of naked women, Brazilian samba dancers, 
		decorated only with feathers and moving to the sound of conga drums. Bare 
		breasts and glistening buttocks sinuously glided past the audience and on 
		to the stage that had been set up for the occasion. At the head of this 
		procession was none other than Ganesh Baba. I saw him on the stage and could 
		see he was lost in an ecstatic trance; his eyes pointed up into his skull 
		and the hands and legs of his 90-year-old body were swaying in abandon. 
		I was terrified! At any moment he could fall off the stage and the evening 
		would quickly turn from ecstasy to trials and tribulations. I ran up to 
		the stage and grabbed Baba who, as he came back to earth, turned to me and 
		said, “Joint.” He was very fond of cannabis—as are all of his Naga brethren, 
		saints, and sadhus—in a tradition that dates back to the beginning of time. 

      Baba defied labels and categories: swami, guru, father, 
		brother, teacher, saint, Naga baba, yogi, tantric, scientist, linguist, 
		psychedelic hipster, Kriya yogi, and devotee of the Divine Mother. None 
		of these terms alone, nor a collection of them together, can in any way 
		summarize or indicate the extraordinary man that you’ll be reading about 
		in this book. The few months that he spent living with me in New York City 
		count among the most important of my life. He lifted my spirits, he tore 
		away illusion, he exhibited compassion, his extraordinary intellect had 
		a command of both religion and science. 

      Baba went horseback riding with Winston Churchill, studied 
		physics with Einstein. He and his tantric buddies brought down the presidency 
		of Richard M. Nixon. He was raised from the dead as a child and had developed 
		the unified theory of physics, the mathematics of which he was working on 
		with a scientist at Berkeley. Ganesh Baba considered the hippies that came 
		to India in the 1960s to be the finest people on earth. His use of ethnogens 
		was just an adjunct in his practice of spiritualization through Sadhana. 
		He was a traditional swami and guru in the Kriya Yoga lineage as well as 
		a Shri Mahant in one of the major Naga Acharyas. During the time we spent together 
		my publishing life was turned upside down, and I spent most evenings well 
		into the morning hours talking with Baba on subjects both esoteric and mundane. 
		Like a whirlwind he lifted me up and threw me into a marriage with India 
		that continues to the present day in the person of my wife, Vatsala, a Tamil 
		from Madurai. 

      Baba was an embodiment of his teaching and the tradition 
		of crazy wisdom that dates back to the Rishi’s of ancient India. Even at 
		90 years of age his energy was inexhaustible, based as it was on a constant 
		practice of Kriya yogic breathing. If anybody was fading around Baba, a 
		hug while he was breathing deeply would instantly energize them. Unattached 
		unencumbered, liberated and free to act as the spirit moved him, to be with 
		Baba was to be transformed. I hope that the pages that follow can in some 
		small way give you a taste of the extraordinary, outrageous, and indomitable 
		spirit of Ganesh Baba. 

      EHUD 
		C. SPERLING 
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      Introduction

      SADHANA 

      OM NAMO GANESHAYA!  


      MANTRA USED AT THE BEGINNING 
OF A PROJECT PRAISING LORD GANESH
AND ASKING HIS BLESSING
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          Swami Ganeshanand

Divine Life Society

Darjeeling, West Bengal
        
      

      
        
          SYNOPSIS:

Amen!

Ameen!

Hum!
        
      

      We must lose no time in realizing the gravity of our 
			present predicament as a specific species geared to free will. Though 
			our free will may be not entirely or absolutely free it is also not 
			fettered by any blind, lack-law or lack-love fate. We must realize the 
			gravity of our failure, in our specific property (the gyro-compass of 
			free will), spirituality; and each of us must make it our bounden responsibility to 
			realize our respective shares in the lapse of our species and seek remedy 
			to our individual lapses, which by and large add up to the totality 
			of the general lapse of our species in regard to its most specific property, 
			for example, spirituality.  

      The next revolution is going to be a spiritual one, and it will have 
			to touch off a chain reaction of personal revolutions leading to total 
			revolution, individual changes leading to a social change. Each of us 
			is responsible for the real revolution in the offing, the revolution 
			of modern man, the modern matter-mad spirit-oblivious man, trying to 
			turn his face toward the spirit, steering an even course between matter 
			and spirit, a harmonious combination of both as complementary aspects 
			of the one Integral Reality. None can conscientiously disclaim his or 
			her responsibility in which one has to kill nothing but his or her own 
			vices, including lack of spirit or failure of faith. If you are not 
			doing so you are hindering humanity in its general progress. 

      The Principles of Scientific Spiritualization 
			amplified by Sri Ganesh Original author: Yogacharya Srimat Tripura Charan 
			Devasharma Containing the Principles of Cosmic Action, or Kriya  
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      This is the beginning of Ganesh Baba’s synopsis 
			of his manuscript Sadhana, or Spiritual Practice, which is in 
			turn his translation and updating of the manuscript, also called Sadhana, 
of his guru, Tripura. It isn’t uncommon in India for a 
			teacher to give a student such a document to rewrite; in fact, it’s 
			a teaching strategy. The Crazy Wisdom of Ganesh Baba is the granddaughter 
			of Tripura’s Sadhana, translated and updated again. It also includes 
			two stories, the story of my guru, Ganesh Baba, and another about the 
			process of writing the book, an attempt to capture the evolution of 
			the practice. 
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        From one of Ganesh Baba’s many undated notebooks
      

      My copy of a copy of the late 1960s manuscript, which 
			I used as the basis of the book, is not finished. It’s a draft. Baba 
			gave copies of it, along with his two even-less-finished 
			manuscripts and piles of essays, to a number of his followers. Polish 
			this up, bring it up to date, he said, and publish it. When he assigned
			Sadhana to me, he even supplied the publisher. 

      A book like this can never really be finished. The 
			material memories, three book-length manuscripts, piles of loose papers, 
			notebooks, audio- and videotapes, and countless hours of practice will 
			never fit into a book; it’s too generative. It changes as fast as it’s 
			written down, and just when you think you’re on top of it, it vanishes. 
			Ink fixes words and images in time; the real substance of what someone 
			like Ganesh Baba passes on can’t be held down—it’s too subtle—it slips 
			out between the warp of language and weft of thought and escapes.
			

      Nonetheless, here is my attempt at capturing a little 
			of the magic of Shri Mahant Swami Ganeshanand Saraswati and Giri, outrageously 
			High Hipster, Rainbow Head, Psychedelic Swami, Naga baba, Kriya yogi, 
			scientist, scholar, and British Indian gentleman, and to convey the 
			essence of his teachings. 

      It’s an almost unbearable honor to continue in the 
			tradition. 

    

  
    
      1

      CREA SADHANA

      
        Once and Always 
      

      It’s said that when the student is 
			ready, the teacher will come. 

      The day Ganesh Baba came, I was not ready. In fact, 
			I was late. It was a Sunday afternoon in the fall of 1979. I had two 
			small children and a ramshackle country house to look after, and I was 
			done looking for teachers. 

      So, waiting in line to meet the teacher whom my friends 
			Jayant and Roxanne Gupta had brought from India, autumn sun slanting 
			across the tables of the little café called the New Delhi in Geneva, 
			New York, I was completely unprepared for the sense of recognition I 
			felt when our eyes met. I never imagined that his hand in mine would 
			feel as familiar as my father’s, or that his face would be as recognizable 
			as my own in the mirror. Once I met Baba, I knew I had always known 
			him. 

      “Ah cha,” he said, smiling and wagging his head in 
			satisfaction. “We meet again!” It was true. 

      Two days later, Roxanne and Jayant brought Baba to 
			visit our farmhouse in Ovid. 

      Because he was staying in upstate New York only a 
			few days before flying to California for eye surgery, and it might be 
			my only chance to see him, I was eager to spend as much time with Baba 
			as possible. He, in turn, tried to teach me as much as he could in the 
			time we had. 
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        Ganesh Baba at the New Delhi the day I met him
			
      

      The images and understandings that 
			he passed on to me over that three-day period still serve as the lens 
			through which I see life. 

      As it turned out, I spent three years rather than 
			three days in close contact with Ganesh Baba. About halfway through 
			that time, he decided that we should work on his manuscripts. Baba traveled 
			with three bags containing all his possessions: an old suitcase holding 
			his kurtas*1 and trousers, all orange, and a few books; a shoulder bag 
			for his snuff, the insulin and syringes he used to keep his diabetes 
			in check, sugarless candies, a worn address book, and his current reading; 
			and a small case of papers containing his 
			correspondence, three book-length manuscripts, and a stack of essays 
			and notes. He chose the manuscript called Crea Sadhana for our 
			work together. Sadhana, which translates roughly to “spiritual 
			practice,” is his updated version of his own guru Shri Tripura Charan 
			Devasharma’s book, also titled Sadhana. I felt flattered and 
			excited to be part of continuing the tradition.
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      A rendering of how Ganesh Baba looked the first time 
			he came to our house in Ovid (illustration by Brendan Donohoe) 


      The process was not so simple, however. Nothing is 
			simple when dealing with the embodiment of Lord Ganesh, who is both 
			the god of obstacles and the god of their removal. 

      In that period, Baba would come to stay at our house 
			for a few days at a time. We’d sit together at the typewriter in the 
			study, blankets folded on his bed behind us, his single suitcase open, 
			the smell of his snuff everywhere. Laboriously, I’d rework a page typed 
			by an Indian typist long ago, often a third carbon copy on crumbling 
			legal-size vellum, or perhaps a page from a manuscript retyped by Corinne 
			Vandewalle or another student more recently in Kathmandhu or Benaras. 
			The work was slow, not only because I am a 
			terrible typist—I had to borrow a typewriter to do the work—but because 
			Baba’s system of doing the work involved stopping so frequently to change 
			the newly typed material. He was, as usual, ahead of his time; a word 
			processor would have been the right tool for the job, not a manual typewriter. 
			As it was, each revision required pulling the paper out of the typewriter, 
			whiting out the section to be corrected, waiting for the correction 
			fluid to dry, reinserting the paper in the roller, and getting it aligned 
			properly before the section could be retyped. 

      Asking students to type and retype his written work 
			was one of Baba’s teaching methods. I don’t know how many of us there 
			are around the world who did at least some of this work, but there could 
			well be dozens of versions of his papers tucked away in files or wrapped 
			in cloth and lying on a shelf or under an 
			altar, as my copies of his work did for so many years.
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        Shri Tripura Charan Devasharma (photo courtesy of 
			Anil, his son) 
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        Lahiri Mahasaya 
      

      Each writing session began with a cup of hot chai, 
			and then, more often than not, a joint or two. Learning to do focused 
			work in an altered state was part of the training. 

      Ganesh Baba, formally Shri Mahant Swami Ganeshananda 
			Saraswati, or Giri, was a member of two very distinct lineages of Indian 
			teaching. The first is the Lahiri line of Kriya Yoga, a distinguished 
			group of teachers who taught householders*2 a streamlined version of 
			yoga until then only practiced by monks and renunciates. Beginning with 
			the venerated Lahiri Mahasaya, the Kriya yogis modernized yoga, emphasizing 
			its scientific nature. Ganesh Baba shares his descent in this line with 
			Paramahansa Yogananda, who brought Kriya Yoga to the West in the 1920s.
			

      The second line to which Ganesh Baba 
			is heir is more ancient and less respectable, at least in many circles. 
			Baba was Shri Mahant, or headman, of the Dasnami order of the Anand 
			Akhara, a Naga sect. His guru was Suraj Giri Maharaj. Nagas are the 
			ash-covered, often-naked babas, who wander through India emulating the 
			god Shiva, wild-eyed and intense from smoking charas, a potent mixture 
			of cannabis resin and tobacco. 

      By the time I met him, Ganesh Baba was well into 
			the sanyasin (renunciate) stage of his life. He’d left behind 
			his family and work, and even his name and his history, long before 
			coming to America. The stories he told us about his past were shared 
			with us as teaching stories, and, like all good stories, were not meant 
			to be taken literally. Depending on the purpose and setting of the telling, 
			the versions we students heard varied significantly. We never knew his 
			real age or background before his renunciation, causing some contention 
			among us at times. After Baba’s death in 1987, Western disciples went 
			to India and uncovered a history not completely at odds with the stories 
			he told, but not the same either. 

      As the Indian sage says, “Tree is like a saint or 
			guru. Tree provides fruits and nourishment, shade and protection from 
			inclement weather, dry branches for fuel, and the leaves for thatching 
			material for the hut. If you dig the roots, the tree will die.” 
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        Intoxicated Shiva 
      

      In the story Baba told me, he was the 
			oldest son of a middle-class Bengali family, born at the height of the 
			British Raj. When he was a very young child, he nearly died of cholera. 
			At the age of four years, four months, and four days old, his parents 
			brought him, on his deathbed, to the great Lahiri Mahasaya, whose powerful 
			initiation saved his life. Later, Baba attended English-speaking schools, 
			where he acquired an impeccable Victorian Indian accent and perfect 
			flowing handwriting, and then university in Calcutta. 

      The early twentieth century was a heady time to be 
			a university student in a large city in British India, especially in 
			the sciences. Baba told us he studied physics, reading or attending 
			the lectures of many of the great physicists of the time, such as Einstein, 
			Bohr, and Planck. The psychologist C. G. Jung came to Calcutta, too, 
			and Baba may have heard his talks. Many of the ideas that shaped modern 
			thought were born in those years: relativity, quantum mechanics, the 
			unconscious mind. Baba embraced the new views enthusiastically. 

      Unfortunately, his father died just as Baba completed 
			his studies. He was obliged to return to his family home and take over 
			the family business; it was now his responsibility to provide the dowries 
			for his eight younger sisters when they married. After fulfilling his 
			obligation to his sisters, he was a successful businessman for many 
			years, the owner of a chain of movie theaters in some versions of the 
			tale, a lawyer in others. Baba told us that he never married and, despite 
			his early initiation into Kriya Yoga, had little interest in spirituality 
			until middle age. 

      In his mid-fifties, or perhaps it was in the mid-1950s, 
			Baba had an awakening, which led him to abandon his secular life. As 
			he tells it, while traveling down a busy Calcutta street in his limousine, 
			Baba thought he saw Paramahansa Yogananda. Ordering his driver to stop 
			abruptly, he leaped out of the car to follow the vision and never returned. 
			In time, Baba’s spiritual path brought him to my study in upstate New 
			York in 1979. His autobiography, this version probably typed in the 
			early 1970s from earlier notes, begins at the point of his renunciation.
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      Today is a great day for me. I received 
			an urgent call; one may term it an S.O.S., to renounce the world, to 
			drop out, as they nowadays say. I responded to the call in right earnestness. 
			I renounced. In doing so, I felt as if I was not doing anything new, 
			though I was taking a complete new course in my life, a course of which 
			I knew next to nothing. This much, of course, I knew: that this has 
			been the broad highway to the exclusive “Search for Self.” The call 
			resounded the resonance of my inner longing to taste divine love, in 
			a life universal: that is what a resolve for renunciation, sanayas, 
			indeed, meant to me. [SOS 1]*3 
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      Baba spent the next twenty or so years at the ashrams 
			of Swami Sivananda and Anandamayi Ma, and finally at the Alakh Nath 
			Temple of the Anand Akhara (Bliss Battalion) of Naga babas (Naked or 
			Dragon Fathers). 

      His years with Sivananda were fruitful. Much of the philosophy expounded 
			in Crea Sadhana echoes that found in Sivananda’s books, and it 
			was Sivananda who gave Baba his fourth and highest Kriya initiation.
			

      Baba’s three earlier Kriya initiations came from its originator, 
			Lahiri Mahasaya, and from two Bengali Kriya yogis. The first of these 
			is a fairly well-known direct disciple of Lahiri Mahasaya, Bhupendrath 
			Sanyal Mahasaya. 

      The second is Tripura Charan Devasharma, who gave Baba the three 
			manuscripts from which Crea Sadhana is drawn. 

      In India most families follow a spiritual tradition. Since the roots 
			of Kriya Yoga are in Bengal, where Baba grew up, the Lahiri story could 
			be true, though it matters little whether it is. And whatever his career, 
			it is quite possible that he practiced Kriya, the yoga for householders, 
			for many years before his renunciation. 
			Baba’s physical body, his extraordinary youth and vitality, his sharp 
			mind, the breadth of his understanding, and the power of his teaching 
			all attest to it. 

      Yogananda’s figure disappeared into the crowds the 
			day Baba leaped from the limousine, but Baba’s course was set nonetheless, 
			and he never returned to secular life. In time, he found his way to 
			Swami Sivananda’s ashrams in Darjeeling and Rishikesh. 
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