achmients, the longings and the
desire oo understand with his mind
something of what was happening,
Mashung across his face. First he was
wery angry. He foughe; God, how he
fought: “[ don't want to go!" [ stood
y dumb, feeling awed by death:
how it ignores our wants, how i is
without bias to our preferences. We
were close i choss moments, [t was
~cold, bur so real. and the realness, the
truth of it, gave me a kind of relief. It
was clean ; so rarely in my life had [
fielt anything so clean.
- Iremember the momens he allowed
the thoughe, '] am dying. " His face
glaxed and he seemed to enter a state of
waiting. He refused pamnkillers. He
wnderstoed that there was nothing he
could do.
. The night befuore’he left, we knew
hat there were only a few hours more,
30 | srayed with him the whole nighe. [
wanted to be alone wich him and his
death. 1 didn't want people there; 1 was
uid they would project death as the
enemy. After what 1 had seen, 1 wasn'e
0 sure that death was an enemy.
- He was afraid to sleep. He asked,
"How come vou're like vou are? Is it
aeditation  [s it Bhagwan "' "Yes'", [
aid, and ook the oppormunicy o el
aaut my hife and Bhagwan, and che
g5 Bhagwan had said in lecoures
lifie, and death. He lstened

gravely, cavenously. 1 showed him a
meditation that Bhagwan had told me
to give him that would belp bim o die.
He opened his eves very wide and asked
for Bhagwan's picture, Hay face looked
as it he had seen into death™s bowels,
He weas so beautiful! He lay back and
started oo leave —his breath was less and
his pulse was positively racing. [
muttered things abour awareness,

abourt acceprance. [ repeated. “You

are not the body”, over and over, and
felr a shock—1 was saving these things,
and as [ said them they were being
realized in some unknown depth of me
I said, "Croodbye. I love you.” and he
was jolted by it He lay back and sad,
“Plat yer!" 1 sensed thar he didn't want
wa leave withouor a tarewell o my
moether, He then laughed wath an
encrgy 1 couldn’t believe he had and
saicl, W ow see, ot can’t lick me, | can
sill Laugh ™ A wave of lightress hic us
and we laughed together, | wanted o
thank him, praise him, bew to him; o
was all sand i the laugheer.

When my mosher arrived that
mormning 1 went to the rest room and
cTied my guts cut,

I reruened after a sleep to find my
mother crying and begging kim not wo
leave hee, She had been Anding ot
difficult nat e hope. We left the soom
te allow the anguish in ourselves. Then
an aunt came running, locking territied

and panicked. We mushed back: there
wis a gengle vapor of breach on the
oxygen mask . . the last breaths.

Priva held him, cacching his Last
breath over her hearc [ got inte the
bed with him, closed MY EyVes,
whispered “Bhagwan™, was as simply
there” as | could be, He breached out,
opened his hands, and was gone,
could somehow “smell” him spreading
out ineo the room. As he lefe his body,
his presence was chere unmistakably,
He collected himself aver the bed and
watched ws all. 1 knew this. | simply
knew it

Then there was the absence, the
vacuum. And this presence ! Completely
out of my head, | had never telt so
closely in touch with him.

[ am helpless. The fow of bfe is so
invisible but so all-powerful. What is
this death ? What has it to da with
sunshine and laughter and love and
Bircs. . and this presence ¥ Only this
perhaps: night follows day, day follows
night. [ feel che impermanence. 1 look
at my oown hands in wonder, and 1 am
grateiul.

O
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