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Mata Amritanandamayi, "the hugging saint," has grown in half a century from an Indian
fisherman's daughter in the late 1970s to an international icon revered by millions
worldwide.Having belonged to the inner circle of disciples in the early 1980s, Jacques Albohair
(aka Sarvatma) contributed to spreading her message as the first European representative and
personal translator until his departure from the movement fourteen years later. He provides here
a captivating testimony of his life as an early disciple and an exhaustive and documented
investigative analysis of the evolution of the organisation from the simple "family business" to the
"global empire" it has become today.After delivering a critical review of the official biography, he
reminds us of the rigorous criteria defining a true Spiritual Master in the light of the founding
principles of Hinduism and finally broadens the debate in addressing all seekers in the quest for
their autonomy.In the wake of Gail Tredwell, Amma's former personal assistant's testimony, "Holy
Hell - A Memoir of Faith, Devotion and Pure Madness" published in 2013, this book is the
second major critical testimony on Mata Amritanandamayi and her movement.
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visible and invisible (or, here and hereafter), has renounced the means to all kinds of actions,
knows the subject and is established in that knowledge. He is never a transgressor of the rules
of conduct, devoid of weaknesses such as ostentation, pride, deceit, cunning, manipulation,
jealousy, falsehood, egotism and attachment. The teacher’s sole aim is to help others and his
only desire is to impart the Knowledge [of Reality]."Upadeśhasāhasrī ("a thousand teachings")
prose 1.6One of the founding texts of Hinduism from the 8th centuryĀdi ŚhankaraPrefaceby Dr
Jacques Vignepsychiatrist, writer, specialist of IndiaThirty-five years ago, I spent four years
working on my first book, "The Master and the Therapist", which presented the guru-disciple
relationship in India in conjunction with that between therapist and patient in the West[1] . For
this work, I studied the commonalities and the differences between the two systems and I was
supported by a research grant given jointly by the French Ministry of Foreign Affairs and the
University Grant Commission in New Delhi. Since then, I have continued to study and write
about religious psychology from my perspectives as a psychiatrist and specialist of India.I also
spent twenty-five years in India with Swami Vijayanananda, a great French disciple of Ma
Anandamayi (Bengal saint, 1896-1982), having lived 60 years in her ashrams. I met Jacques,
the author, in Paris when I was collecting information prior to my first visit to India. He squatted a
sort of unheated hallway right next to railway lines. He had been sent by his guru to develop her
movement in Europe, without any financial means. I was impressed with his knowledge of India
and his commitment, but I was a little puzzled when he discreetly encouraged me to meet Mata
Amritanandamayi, known as Amma. I met her nevertheless for the first time in 1987 in the
capital. Four years later I stayed at her ashram in Kerala for a few weeks. I had mixed feelings,
but I did not yet have the elements to explain my discomfort. At the time, the public still did not
know what was going on behind the scenes.Twenty-two years later, when I discovered Gail
Tredwell's testimony of her two decades as Amma's personal assistant, Holy Hell (Ebook Tops,
2013), I felt the need to revisit the subject of the psychology of the guru-disciple relationship. In
Gail's account I discovered serious problems with the way her ex-master pursued the guru-
disciple relationship – which is a traditional relationship highly valued in the Indian subcontinent,
not only in Hinduism but also in Jainism and Tibetan Buddhism. I then wrote a summary of Gail’s
book in French and two articles including a study on Amma’s personality [2].As the author
quotes in his dedication, the concept of the guru-disciple relationship is associated with precise
and rigorous ethical criteria that have been clearly documented centuries ago. Swami
Vijayanananda mentioned above, had spent over thirty-one years with Ma, a true master, until
her death in 1982 and he regularly insisted on her perfect sense of truthfulness. Several times,
for example, he returned to the only episode during this whole period when it could have
seemed that Ma had lied. By looking into all the details, we realised that this was not the case.
Apart from this instance, the question of lying never arose. Of course, she could answer the
same question differently to different people, depending on their level of understanding. This
was not a contradiction, but simply respecting the capacities of her interlocutors. As for the



swami, I do not remember, in a quarter of a century, having heard him tell a lie or ask for money
directly or indirectly. When asked what the criteria of a true guru were, he would briefly give two
central qualities: detachment from the two powers of sex and money. In this, he took up the
advice of Saint Ramakrishna (Bengal, 1836-1886) to his disciples on the two major obstacles on
the spiritual path. In Bengali, Hindi and Sanskrit, the terms are the same: kāma-kanchana, kāma,
intense desire or lust, especially sexual, and kanchana, gold, in modern terms, the attraction to
money. The present work by the author will provide a series of examples, either experienced
directly or very clearly documented, showing that the behaviour of this lady and her organisation
do not adhere by far to this ideal.Looking at the viewing statistics and likes on Youtube of the
interview that Sébastien Villalba, psychologist specialising in mass hypnosis phenomena in
politics, sport and religion, made of me in 2019 [3], it seems obvious that the general public no
longer wants to be fooled. Indeed, people seem able to appreciate in-depth reflections
differentiating themselves from the press releases from Amma's organisation that rushed
journalists copy-paste without taking the time to verify their validity. In addition, the latter
sometimes claim to have direct experience of this lady and talk about her almost like specialists,
after spending just five seconds in her arms, preceded by one or two hours of being fed official
public relations material, observing the scene and waiting in line, accompanied by a chaperone.
Often, these journalists do not challenge their perceptions or what they are told, which would be
essential to properly inform the general public of the risks inherent to this type of spiritual
organisations. At the same time, those who risk it are immediately threatened by US law firms
mandated by the organisation, as the author reports.By contrast, the author provides key insider
testimony. He visited India for the first time in 1970 at the age of sixteen and stayed six months a
year in Tiruvannāmalai, one of Hinduism's major places, with its sacred mountain, its great
temple from the 15th-16th centuries dedicated to Shiva and above all, the ashram of the sage
Ramana Maharshi (1879-1950) before returning to settle there in 1978. From an early age he
was deeply impressed by the high ideal of the guru as given by sage Shankarāchārya in the 8th
century and quoted in the dedication of this book. He finally joined Amma early 1980 before
being sent back to Europe five years later as her representative and to spread the word about
her. He served her for fourteen years, closely during the first five years at the Vallickavu ashram,
then as a regular interpreter during her European tours, or otherwise remotely in Europe giving
talks and founding and developing her movement.Jacques worked on the languages of India. He
studied Sanskrit to understand the etymology of the terms in the founding texts of Hinduism and
also acquired a good working knowledge of Tamil. He learned Malayalam, a difficult language
that very few Western devotees, even those who have been with her for a long time, can
understand and speak fluently. Since he could also speak several European languages, this
earned him the role of Amma's interpreter in Europe. With his privileged position among the first
circle of disciples, he was obviously not only aware of the official discourse, but of what was
being said behind the scenes and able to understand the internal affairs of his ex-master and
her organisation. It is about this divorce between the two discourses that he reports on in this



testimony in a captivating and especially useful way, which is nothing short of an eye-
opener.After having resumed his autonomy in 1993, Amma repeatedly asked him to return to the
movement as a lay person. She probably wanted him back to prevent him from speaking out. But
he refused the compromises that this return entailed. Jacques' text is a mature work, written
several decades after having left the movement: "If I waited so long [twenty-seven years] before
speaking out, it was not just because I was engaged in more constructive and positive pursuits,
but to keep my word as balanced, neutral and fair as possible".His book is teeming with quality
testimonies, incriminations and evidence of serious ethical excesses related to the behaviour of
his ex-master and to the management of her organisation. Reading it, we realise the huge
discrepancy between the façade and reality, we discover how, in this organisation, lie and
deception is part of a parallel reality. It is even quantifiable when the author analyses and
dissects with rigour the foreign contributions accounts published on the website of the Indian
Home Ministry. Fortunately for us, he deals with the subject he knows perfectly, as an
investigative journalist would. Listening attentively to his testimony unveiling fundamental
thematics related to the organisation could save many people a lot of time and energy.One of his
motivations is to "straighten things out" after having initially preached the glories of this person.
To err is human, the essential is to admit that one has made a mistake and to let people know
one has misled them. This book will therefore be of immense service by supporting the
empowerment of devotees and sympathisers who will be ready to receive his message. I think
even former disciples will be shocked by the revelations it contains, which they may not have
been aware of, or at least not in such detail.One of the valuable elements of the work to be noted
is the reinterpretation of the official biography. The author's hindsight and his insider knowledge
make it possible to demystify the official discourse and to lay bare the reality of the person, her
evolution and her realisations. After Gail Tredwell, Jacques in turn reveals in his own way the
functioning, the tendencies, and the intimate thought of their former master.Jacques had already
told me a long time ago about a number of problems and excesses of the movement and its
leader. However, he had not told me everything: in particular, he had neither spoken of the
intimate relationships she entertained with certain disciples nor of his own personal experience
in this regard. He probably did not want to shock me then. His honest and candid testimony will
not fail to disturb. But it is important to inform the general public about this public personality
representing a movement and a religion and put an end to fairy tales.As he himself puts it:
"Please know that I am only mentioning part of what I know here, as my goal is not to spread
gossip or to humiliate anyone publicly. But when one pretends that Gail Tredwell's sincere
testimony in "Holy Hell" is riddled with lies and when she is vilified in public, I would like people
to know that she is not alone and that we still have a lot of information up our sleeves to
strengthen our discourse." [4]Some fundamentalist Hindus who do not know him may criticise
him for being a Christian agent in a plot to demean their religion, as Gail was accused of. Except
that this argument falls short since he was born to atheistic parents, of Catholic and Jewish
origins. In reality, this book is an ode to Hinduism, to what it fundamentally is, to what it could be



despite some obvious excesses. It is indeed important not to confuse the criticism of a spiritual
personality with its faults, intensified by a material and socio-religious success which obviously
went to her head, and the global vision of several thousand-year-old traditions having
distinguished themselves by a long series of great and true sages. The author's struggle as an
individual against this sprawling and extremely wealthy organisation which does not hesitate to
bring in international lawyers to silence its critics and opponents, seems to be David's against
Goliath. I wish him success in his mission of information and truth.The author guides the reader
in the gradual discovery of the various dysfunctions and excesses of his ex-master and her
organisation. His direct experience and investigation cover a whole range of themes: spiritual
lineage, learning and achievement, megalomania and manipulation, psychotic outbursts and
decompensations, sexuality and greed, personality cult, miracles and prophecies, infantilisation
and violence, media fabrication and contradictory information, finances and charity,
entrepreneurial empire in education and health and development aid with various key
testimonies and reports, construction of the myth and reality, plagiarism and innovative
authenticity, empowerment of women and support of patriarchy, politics and power, celebrities
and traditions. We will find in it the main distinctive features of sectarian movements. Despite all
the literature already available it is sad to note that so many people still fall into the same
trap.What also gives weight to this work is the number of directly accessible internet links which
support the author's analysis: almost on every page, readers will be able to start their own
research on the subjects that interest them or on which they may have doubts – especially useful
in the electronic version of the book. Readers will therefore be able to form their own opinions on
the basis of his testimony and investigative work.After his personal testimony, in the second part
of the work, the author gives us the means to understand the criteria of the authentic spiritual
master, the true meaning of the guru-disciple relationship, and in case of need, the elements to
regain our autonomy with the minimum of losses. He insists on putting into perspective the guru-
disciple relationship and the meaning of Dharma within the framework of classical tradition, with
Sanskrit sources. This makes it possible for people to remain rooted in a solid foundation in their
further development and broadens the debate by going beyond the criticism of one-off/factual
excesses of given persons or groups.In particular, I recommend the reading of the last pages of
this second part carefully. There he develops what we could call the psychology of
deconversion, that is to say how to extract and empower oneself in relation to a belief, a religion,
a group, or a master that one has followed for some time.His book is not only a precious and
authentic testimony, but also a guide for finding oneself and navigating one's way around a
situation of spiritual, social and personal involvement that is often complex to grasp and to
disentangle from. Those who fear the repercussions of a coming-out will be able to comfort
themselves with these words of Mahatma Gandhi: "Tell the truth: at the beginning you will be
alone, then most will follow you!" As the saying goes: "You can fool all the people some of the
time and some of the people all the time, but you cannot fool all the people all the time!"BOOK
IDECONSTRUCTING THE MYTHI.1. IntroductionMy life’s journey thus far, as out of the ordinary



as it may appear to my friends, has certainly been disconcerting to myself. I have long asked
myself: What is the logic of this life story? What will one remember? What have I actually
achieved? When I reached certain forks in the road how do I know that I should not have taken
the other direction? Who would I have become had I made one or more different choices? There
is no answer to such questions. The beginning of wisdom is in welcoming and accepting life
without taking sides. In ceasing to strive to find meaning in this series of events and experiences
and contriving it to fit into the mould of our projections and expectations.If there are principles
that have accompanied me since my earliest childhood, they are most certainly – and I am
weighing my words – justice, truth in the sense of truthfulness, authenticity and honesty as well
as sincerity and loyalty. If I have a god, it is these very principles. After all, whatever the beliefs or
religions, gods and masters are meant to represent and embody principles. Consciously or
unconsciously, these are the points of reference which have been at the origin of my choices. It
is these principles that have spurred me on, carried and guided me from my first spontaneous
childish prayers at age eight, through my philosophical readings at age fourteen, on the road
wandering in Scandinavia two years later, the encounter with my first mentor in Italy, the
discovery of yoga and Indian spiritualities, the first visits to India since adolescence, the journeys
to India by road and the encounter with Sufism along the way, the apprenticeship of a structured
journey consolidated by proven Hindu wisdoms, my independent journey and my desires of
novitiate and monasticism, meeting my ex-guru, which is largely the subject of this book, the
apprenticeship under her guidance, then the apostolate in the West, and finally the separation
and the continuation of the path independently, already since more than twenty-five years
now.Even if this book is mainly about my testimony and denunciation it is also about my
proposal of solutions and safeguards from the pitfalls on the path. Initially, I would like to sound
the tuning fork to describe the nature of my observations. First of all, I would like to pay homage
to the "Love" that I lived deep within for what Mata Amritānandamayī, the person one calls
"Amma" or the "hugging saint", represented for me during the fourteen years between my first
meeting in the spring of 1980 and my separation in the winter of 1993. I have been profoundly
transformed and enriched by the path followed throughout these years: since 1969, the eleven
years that led me to her, the five that I lived by her side in India, along with those I experienced in
her service "in exile" for nine years between 1985 and 1993 – a journey that continues to this
day. In writing these lines, I am neither in denial or rejection. I am expressing the respect that
every being owes to himself and to others, since deep respect for oneself transpires into deep
respect of others. My approach is that of truth, honesty and rigour, above all with and towards
myself. Such an approach could be shocking for some: because the practice of respect, the
search for veracity, truthfulness, the call of honesty and transparency, together with a strong
sense of "responsibility" is a serious and demanding approach which can destabilise concepts
and certainties, which can even unseal idols. That said, everyone is responsible for their free will
and no one is perfect. Therefore, my intention is not to find excuses and justify compromises,
whether mine or those of others.I therefore warn believers and staunch devotees that they may



find my testimony disturbing and continuing to read is a risk. My words are aimed at courageous
people, people with an independent and free spirit, ready to question themselves, to re-examine
their commitment, even if their ego momentarily loses its lustre in the process.Thus, this is how I
experienced my relationship with the master: there could simply be no obedience to him/her
without being attentive to myself at the same time, without obeying my own inner voice first and
foremost. As you know masters are there to help the disciple establish a link with his inner voice,
once this contact is firmly anchored, giving way to the voice of truth that comes from within, they
are then to fade away. Obedience to the master must therefore flow from a perfect tuning with
oneself, with one's inner voice, NOT from a servile and blind, even neurotic, projection out of
oneself, disconnected from oneself. Obeying the master while ignoring oneself only leads to
disaster. True obedience rests on awareness, which naturally implies awareness of oneself. It
was on this basis of paying attention to myself and to the master, of respecting myself and the
teacher that I decided in 1993 to return to secular life. That my ex-master experienced and
interpreted this passage from religious life to secular life as a sort of ultimate betrayal that
required to brutally cut me off from the movement, to divest me from my role and my functions,
was entirely and solely her responsibility. She could have viewed it differently, but this is how she
decided to react. Also, the way in which she orchestrated this eviction was her entire and sole
responsibility. There would have been other methods to deal with the situation but this is the way
she chose, probably simply expressing thereby who she really was.In the wake of the
organisation's strong reactions to the book-testimony of Gail Tredwell, Amma's former personal
attendant of twenty years (ex Gayatri, then Swamini Amritaprana), entitled "Holy Hell" (available
on its dedicated website[5] and on Ebook Tops), I too wanted to share my experience and my
memories. Together with Gail and Nealu (Neal Rosner, later Swāmi Paramatmānanda), we were
the first three Westerners to have resided long-term with Sudhamani Idamannel, who later
renamed herself Mata Amritanandamayi. We already called her Amma (mother), but to put these
Indian customs into context, even a father can call his daughter Amma (in Tamil Nadu for
example), or an older person address a sub-adolescent as Didi, big sister (in the North). So, by
removing the magical veneer of these words, devotees of an Amma or a Baba (father) follow
their spiritual or surrogate mum or dad.In this context, before continuing, I would like to apply the
following convention and replace the word "Amma", with the initial "A.". Readers will understand
as they read and I will explain the reasons for this decision in the concluding reflections of Book
I, in section V.I must also make it clear from the outset that this text is my free and independent
testimony. It has not been influenced by anyone or anything, except by the need to denounce
certain behaviours and practices, to make people think and to help those in doubt. I am not a
member of any church, nor a member of any sect or political party. I am not on an anti-religious,
anti-hindu or anti-spiritual crusade, neither am I claiming any rights nor seeking any recognition.
In the twenty-seven years subsequent to having been thrown out of the organisation, I have
continued on my spiritual path, had other fundamental and enriching experiences and have
continued to grow and mature within.One will note, upon reading the testimony (especially in



Book II), that I love and deeply admire Sanātana Bhārata, eternal India. This country and its
culture are an integral part of my soul. When I returned to the West at age thirty, I had spent half
of my life in India and was profoundly marked by it. But when one truly loves, one does not
hesitate to criticise. When we find dysfunctions and weaknesses, we simply hope for
improvement, if not profound reform. I have been deeply imbued with the scriptures, wisdoms
and traditions of this country and I consider myself perfectly justified in stating what I find
questionable or even reprehensible without being labelled as anti-Indian, anti-Hindu, a puppet of
Christianity or any other such ridiculous claim like was made against Gail when her book was
published. Just because this country is experiencing a Hindu nationalist revival, for better or for
worse, that does not mean its traditions are free from criticism and exempt from reform. Besides,
there is no need to look for foreign sources of destabilisation, the Indian media is already doing
its job at denouncing abuses and perversions. According to hyper-sensitive chauvinist
nationalists, denouncing abuses, corruptions and perversions would be anti-Hindu, while the
ridiculous circus surrounding many Indian gurus would be supportive of Hindu respectability and
credibility? There are so many wacky gurus around that make outrageous claims, behave in a
ridiculous manner and are even fleeing justice. No need to point fingers. They are well known.
Mysteriously, these clowns, having a huge following in India and abroad, are not "external
agents". They are the true sign of gangrene from within. Ultimately, the future of these charlatans
does not matter. The main consideration should be how to educate people and on how to reform
religion and culture in order to avoid millions being caught up in such phenomena and wasting
their life and the energy of country. This consideration would be more useful than meaninglessly
pointing the finger at supposed destabilising external forces. It is my hope that some of the
milestones set out in this book will contribute to this reflection. It will be one of my contributions
to the country I love and that is precious to me, whatever my detractors may think. I say one of
my contributions, because other contributions are self-evident through my twenty years of
service to refugees from Bangladesh in West Bengal and to tribals (ādivāsis) of Odisha by way
of a secular rural development swiss association, Ushagram Suisse. The members of this
association and myself, all volunteers, have raised funds, set-up some 200 projects in 20 years
and followed them up in the field to the benefit of these Indian populations[6]. This, during
whatever time we could spare after work and family, dedicating many evenings, weekends and
leaves to this service. I hope that the fanatically patriotic hindus will read at least up to this point
in order to understand my sincerity, my attachment to India and its values and the rationale of
this critical testimony. Even if history has shown that chauvinists of any religion who declare
fatwas do not usually open the books they decry, let us remain positive.I also believe that
positive criticism should be possible and that in the case of public figures, their actions and
conduct should be beyond reproach, verifiable and open to criticism. Questioning excesses and
abuses and proposing to return to the source, thereby paying homage to the heart of the
millennial tradition, does not aim at undermining the foundations of a religion - especially when
this religion, or rather this dharma, is traditionally based on questioning and investigation rather



than dogma. Criticism therefore, on the contrary proposes to strengthen it.Even if I no longer
consider it fair to hold my silence, the purpose of these pages is not to establish an exhaustive
list of the irregularities I have witnessed or the treatment I underwent. The life examples
mentioned here are merely a significant selection. Finally, I am aware that reminiscences after
more than twenty-five years have their limitations and that memory of certain times or places can
be blurry. But, if needed, they can resurface in clusters, aroused by the remembrance of a
colour, a smell or by some seemingly insignificant event. Sometimes old memories can
associate with what we think, with the way we interpret events today. I understand in this case,
while it does not constitute evidence, it has a historical value and carries within itself the veracity
of the testimony. It then becomes a spontaneous synthesis summing up in one scene many
others that may be stored in the preconscious. If I voice a memory, that is because it is etched
vividly in my mind. I lived my experiences with A. as an adult, we were roughly the same age
when we first met so I do not need, like traumatised and helpless children, hypnosis sessions,
for example, to resurface memories.Finally, this testimony stems from my experience and my
understanding. It does not in any way claim to reproduce any external reality in absolute terms.
Readers will do their own analysis and their own reflection. I am also giving them plenty of
references and links to follow-up with their own enquiry.This book is structured around two main
parts: In the first, I testify on my experiences with my ex-guru. Focusing on the dynamics of this
guru-disciple relationship as well as on the practices and the sense of ethics specific to this
organisation and its leader. In the second, I look at the fundamentals of Hinduism and how to
benefit from the lavishness of this tradition in order to evolve without risking going astray. I also
look into useful approaches, if need be, to leave a belief system, a movement, without it being
detrimental to oneself.II. OVERVIEWII.1. ItineraryMy encounter with A. in early 1980 was a major
step in the spiritual journey initiated eleven years earlier. I never suspected that my decision to
return to secular life fourteen years later would cause such a dizzying fall that would precipitate
me into the void. Fortunately, it heralded a new start and the reconstruction of a new foundation
of life, on the basis of the many structuring positive experiences as also the destabilising, even
toxic, negative ones, each as powerful as the other.But let us step back briefly to cover a few
important milestones. It was at the age of fourteen, in 1968, that my spiritual search began with
the reading of French and German existentialist philosophers – especially Jean-Paul Sartre and
Karl Jaspers. The reading of their books left me hungering for more, thus I quickly turned to the
contemporary Indian philosopher, Jiddu Krishnamurti. Reading the latter was a revelation to my
bored with school teenage mind. The readings of Krishnamurti aroused a desire in me to meet
the people who embodied and lived this wisdom. Thus, it was at age fifteen, in 1969, that I left
the family home and hit the road in search of role models and guides who embodied and lived
the wisdom I had found in books. It was during my teenage wanderings in Europe that I met my
first mentor. He introduced me to the quintessence of Indian spirituality and Hindu wisdoms
through the life and works of Ramana Maharshi and Mā Ānandamayī. The writings of Arnaud
Desjardins, in particular the book "Ashrams", was another that opened the way for me. I also



discovered the practice of yoga, which I had never heard of before. In the three months following
this extraordinary encounter, I made my first visit to India in November 1970 and met some of
the greatest, in particular Mā Ānandamayī, Swāmi Muktānanda and Satya Sai Baba – knowing
that the latter two were decried later, for various reasons.In those early days I visited India for six
months every year during the European winter season, where I lived with spiritual personalities
and in recognised ashrams before returning to Europe to work in order to finance my next stay in
India.It was during these visits that I also met Nisargadatta Maharāj as well as other more
unknown yogis who nevertheless left an indelible impression on my young mind in search of the
absolute. From then on, I naturally developed and followed a spiritual and mystical path based
mainly on study and reasoning (jñāna yoga). I decided to stay longer at Ramana Maharshi's
ashram in Tiruvannamalai in the south-east of the country, to meditate, contemplate and share
precious moments with the sadhus and ascetics whom I had the chance to meet there. Vedānta,
more precisely, Advaita-Vedānta or Non-Dualism, with its rigorous and austere approach, was
the world in which I felt most comfortable. My life then was punctuated by meditations, the study
of texts, the fourteen kilometer circumambulation of the Aru āchala mountain, the chanting of
Sanskrit and the practice of puja rituals. During this period, I did not have a particular teacher. As
early as 1978, I felt that the student had surpassed the first mentor and was more inspired by the
yogis and sadhus I met regularly at the foot of the mountain.After many years of study,
meditation and sharing with peers, I sensed there was an imbalance in my mainly intellectual
approach and I risked becoming cold and arrogant, detached from people and from the realities
of everyday life. I understood that to proceed with my quest in a more wholesome fashion, with
my whole being, it was necessary to integrate and develop the heart aspect of the path. I then
turned to the words and life of Paramahamsa Ramakrishna (19th century Bengali mystic). My
presence and my activities at the foot of the sacred mountain thus took on a more devotional
turn. I translated Ramana's "Marital Garland of Letters" in devotion to Arunchala on the same
meter as the original Tamil, so that one could sing it either in Tamil or in English and would sing
this during my circumambulations together with other bhaktas. Even though it seemed clear that
a guide could help me integrate my heart and intellect more effectively and avoid mental traps, I
was not particularly looking for one. I relied on my guiding star and the common belief in India,
“When the disciple is ready, the master manifests himself!”As Gail mentions in her courageous
testimony – "Holy Hell", which I read and fully support for reasons I will explain in greater detail
later – it was in Tiruvannamalai that I met her and Nealu (Swami Paramatmānanda), and later
Madhou (Swāmi Premānanda). We used to bump into each other regularly even though we did
not interact much. We each had our own approach to the path. They were with me along with the
other protagonists of the beginnings of A.'s movement. It is indeed in this context that in 1978, I
made the acquaintance of a disciple of A., Chandru, who came to visit Tiruvannamalai: I was
exposed for the first time to the extraordinary stories of this young "holy woman" – stories and
anecdotes which left me both perplexed and indifferent. What I heard was not really my cup of
tea so I let it rest there.In early 1980, I moved to Kerala to undergo treatment for an ailment I



suffered from and to benefit from more favourable climatic conditions. To please my hosts and
almost in spite of myself, in April, I agreed to meet A.. She and I were both twenty-five years old.
This encounter undeniably went straight to my heart and had the effect of an electric shock. I
immediately felt connected and touched deep within my soul. The meeting confirmed my desire
to elevate matters of the heart in my path so I felt I could not afford to ignore this wide-open door.
It was clear that I had something to learn from this encounter, from exploring this connection. I
obviously did not suspect the significance of what I was going to learn with her and in spite of
her.Shortly after this brief encounter, I returned to spend a few weeks with her and then,
convinced that my path had to go through her guidance, months later, I left my place in
Tiruvannamalai to settle with her. When I say "with her", one should read "at her parents' place",
because in those days there was no ashram or institution: just a young woman who lived with her
parents in the family home. She was frequently surrounded by a number of young Indian
admirers with whom she spoke entire nights under the coconut palms – a sort of informal club of
romantic-mystical friends – before they returned to work the next morning – to the chagrin of the
family, who did not particularly appreciate the freedom their daughter was taking with the
opposite sex. After all, Sudhamani was not married and the honour of the family was at stake.
Some of these young men later became the Swami leaders of the organisation. Nealu and
myself, accommodated ourselves as best we could to this rather refreshing, unconventional and
informal situation. Since we had come to A. with prior solid experience of a well-structured,
intellectual and spiritual quest, we found all this rather peculiar in the context of traditional
spiritual relationships.It was only much later that the beginnings of an ashram took place, in
particular under the influence of the rigour and the experience of us Westerners: Nealu, the
American, and myself Ganga the French, sometimes Gilbert or Madhou, the French/
Réunionese, when he was there, and Gail, the Australian. Apart from Nealu who was a little
older, we were all in our twens[7].As much as I was deeply touched by my meeting with A., I
realised rather quickly that her spiritual approach did not match mine: I was clearly out of my
comfort zone. But recognising it as a plausible answer to my need to integrate the heart in my
path, I accepted the challenge. It is this call of honesty and truthfulness, above all to myself, that
has led me to regularly question my commitment and draw the consequences. The last instance
of this profound questioning caused my departure from her. I therefore insist on this fact: it is the
intense call of introspection and the rigour of the permanent questioning that made me decide 1.
to continue my path with her, 2. to stay there as long despite multiple questions and problems,
and then finally, 3. to finally leave in 1993. If I have not expressed myself until this time, it is
neither because I had nothing to say, nor out of weakness, but guided by the same rigour of
inner observation, because the moment was not ripe for me. My priority was to rebuild myself
and live my life, not to get tangled up in the past.Also, as part of this introduction, and to confirm
what was briefly mentioned previously, I carefully read Gail Tredwell's book, "Holy Hell". Having
been one of the very first along with her to live with A., for me her testimony rings true. Gail was
not, as she wrote, in a process of revenge and reclamation. For her too, respecting herself



implied accepting to speak out. This work, I know in my soul and in my flesh, is painful and
rigorous work. She did a brave job. She had nothing to gain from it – except her personal
reconstruction, the healing of her self-esteem, of her self-respect, of her life, of those
experiences, of her beliefs, of her convictions, of her commitment, of her person as a whole and
therefore of her integrity. Doing such work after so many years, and we must pay homage to it for
that, does not happen by chance: it was the fruit of more than a decade of inner work.As far as I
am concerned, I also healed, rebuilt myself from the ground up, reintegrated into society and
pursued a new professional career, without external support. Twenty-seven years later, now that,
I have long since detached myself from this past and its protagonists, I can finally testify with
respect and serenity, respect for myself and others who lived with me during this period full of
ambivalence. Understand me well: respect does not mean leniency! I too waited a very long time
before testifying so that my word would be as balanced and as fair as possible. This testimony
could have been given out earlier, but I wished it dispassionate.Despite what staunch devotees
may think, imagining themselves bathing in grace forever, I did not "fall from grace", as the
saying goes, but rather reinstated my integrity and my truth. My departure from the organisation
led me to carry out activities in various fields, including teaching, rural development, human
rights and humanitarian aid. It was later, in Geneva, from 2001, that I was able to complement
my spiritual path with humanitarian aid. I have held relatively important positions within the
legislative cell of MSF Switzerland (Doctors without Borders), within the International Committee
of the Red Cross, as programme officer of an NGO dedicated to the human rights education of
indigenous women leaders of Latin America and Africa, in lobbying activities for the
implementation of the International Convention on the Rights of the Child by signatory countries,
in field activities in rural development and in projects dedicated to various refugee populations in
India and the Middle-East as well as in support activities for the education of tribal children.If I
have remained silent for so long, as you can see it is because I had other pursuits and interests.
On the other hand it was also to avoid exposing myself to the reprisals of the "institution". It is
easy to see the nature of its ethically questionable behaviour through the primary reaction to
Gail's testimony. When the institution feels questioned, it does not shrink from any shallowness.
Its avowed conspirational tendency regarding Gayatri's testimony is rather ridiculous. As a
leader, I would be ashamed to endorse the petty and loathsome actions they made themselves
responsible of. I will discuss it in greater detail in the subsequent chapters, particularly in III.6. It
is a form of ignorance to think that the best reaction must be retaliation. Obviously, when a
problem is pointed out, and there is seldom smoke without fire, a cultured and noble mind would
examine its cause and venture to correct any errors upstream. To pay homage to the one who
made attentive to the dysfunctions and to make amends for the suffering caused would be
laudable and noble. But enough utopia, this world does not exist, at any rate not within the
institution in question. When I speak of the institution or the organisation in these lines, it is to
avoid systematically pointing the finger at the despot autocrat at its head. The executing officer
swamis and the submissive silent crowd of followers, also have their share of responsibility. As is



said in the social history of dictatorships, it is the silent majority that is primarily responsible for
the continuation and survival of authoritarian regimes. As such, the many devotees and disciples
not wanting to know anything and refusing to (or following orders not to) read the book of their ex-
big sister Gail would be guilty and complicit.Aside from a period of intense pain and visceral
rejection, when I mourned the past and came to terms with my life, I have retained most of my
spiritual engagement. If I decided to give up the "form" of my engagement, that never meant
giving up its "substance". For me, the essential has always been to move forward and grow in
awareness, to cultivate attention, emotional intelligence, self-respect and respect of others,
compassion, concrete service, the need to roll up one's sleeves and get one's hands dirty in the
service of others. If I have left religious formalism, it was to incarnate my path in everyday life
according to my abilities, opportunities and to the needs of the field, in a way closer to people.
The myth of "falling from grace" for those who leave the movement and the bosom of its leader is
the expression of a dismal form of infantilism and disempowerment.II.2. OriginAs the European
representative of the institution, I was directly and personally behind the development of the
movement in Europe. An American devotee, Gretchen McGregor (Kusuma) had acquired some
initial contacts. Having been sent by A. to Europe in the fall of 1984, I began to bring people
together, to give lectures, to share – which quickly resulted in my having to travel 10,000 kms per
month to various cities of Europe, to form and lead satsang[8] groups. I had studied German at
school for two years but a little memory of the language remained. After a year of laborious
preparation and study, during which every spoken hour involved twenty hours of preparation with
a dictionary, I finally began giving fluent speeches in German. I also perfected my Italian. I
started to learn Russian to prepare for A.'s first visit in Moscow. I was all set to translate A.'s
words from Malayalam, the language of Kerala, into five European languages.Being more of a
free spirit, I have never hidden that, alongside the official discourse of proselytising and
mobilising for the institution, I also gave public talks and shared with individuals as a free and
independent spiritual seeker listening to his inner voice – this same voice that I later decided to
give priority to. It is within the framework of these activities that a certain number of attendees
were touched precisely by my independence and my freedom, even if I was inspired by a living
master. A. could have taken note of this phenomenon and utilised me to attract more enlightened
and independent seekers, who were not necessarily attracted by a ritualistic and gregarious or
even infantilising form of devotion. Is this because of a lack of vision or depth? If A. did not see it,
some of my ex-brothers understood it and encouraged me to stay, precisely for the authenticity
and the authority of my testimony. Even if this recognition was never formulated by her, I feel I
should still give credit to the fact that during my service activity, the institution tolerated and
appreciated my freedom of speech and often granted me carte blanche.Having been at the
origin of this movement in Europe, I have known its ins and outs, its light and its shadows. As
with all human activity, there were successes and mistakes. Also, during the ten years that I was
A.'s multilingual interpreter in Europe, I developed not only an in-depth knowledge of the inner
workings of the institution but also of A.'s intimate thought. Having lived as one of the inner



circle, "very close" to A. during the more than five continuous years that I lived in Kerala from the
very beginning also helped: remember, 1980, no ashram, A. living with her parents. My
testimony therefore bears the weight of one who knows, who has seen, who has understood and
who has finally paid the price for his honesty and his freedom in his flesh and in his soul.As
already said above, although respect is an especially important principle in my life, it cannot be
applied to someone to the detriment of others or even to the detriment of oneself. There are
times when leniency and silence are guilty. If the principles of the path imply that one accepts
responsibility for one's actions, should a public person leading masses be spared the
responsibility of her own? I have been carrying her shameful secrets for almost thirty years now.
However, carrying them means being passively complicit. It is not my life-duty or my dharma to
carry them within me eternally, especially since A. did not care about my fate after ousting me
from one day to the next after fourteen years of dedication which included nine years of service
abroad. So, again, respect without indulgence. When I decided to leave A. (or more precisely,
when I understood that she left me no other reasonable and ethical choice despite my honest
proposals), her entourage reminded me many times that my future within the fold was assured,
that my comfort was guaranteed but that if I left, I would face hardships and an insignificant
existence. I also remember the arguments of some of my spiritual ex-brothers: "You are fed,
clothed and housed; you are respected, surrounded by people who admire you and who dream
of serving you; you can travel in luxury vehicles, sleep in beautiful houses, have no material
worries. What are you seeking to gain in your autonomy?" I chose the difficulties, the call of
authenticity and its discomfort over the comfort of lies, compromise and submission. But I never
imagined that the "compassionate mother" was going to give me such a hard time by all means
possible, for reasons only known to her.The behaviour of the institution following Gail's
revelations is nothing new. This is "the" usual way the institution "solves" its problems. Already in
1993, when I decided to become independent, a cabal had been launched against me,
supposedly to protect the interests of the institution. But we will come back to this later. I am not
surprised at the rampage of filth poured out against Gail. She and I have already paid a huge
price for our freedom. Personally, I drink the cup of that responsibility and its consequences
every day. The additional humiliation and defamation that may follow our testimonies will not
change our destinies. While, I am convinced that my ousting was a complete waste for the
institution, looking back, I believe it was ultimately a gain for me.II. 3. Work in the WestIn autumn
of 1984, A. thus sent me to Europe to spread the good word, to create satsang groups, to
organise her visits and to pave the way for her. Personally, I did not want to return to Europe and
play missionary, so fiercely opposed the idea but eventually did so out of pure obedience. At that
time, I would have preferred to continue my spiritual practices in the relative tranquillity of the
ashram. I had no clue on what to do and zero contacts. Who to tell? What to say? Where to find
an audience? Everything was totally unknown to me and A. was unknown in Europe. I had
almost no money then. She had not organised things in such a way that I could afford to do the
job required because she could not afford it herself. I happened to have 300 French francs in my



bank account so this is what allowed me to live the first few days on 46 euros (US$54). As I had
taken a vow of poverty, I did not ask for anything in return for the talks or for the weekend
seminars that I was giving at the time. When I finally ventured out to place a collection basket
near the exit, participants sometimes left me yellow coins (cents), sometimes a "thank you!"
scribbled on a corner of torn notepad. On my return I was welcomed by a catholic priest who
arranged accommodation for a few days here and there with various members of his parish. This
continued for several months, until, thanks to one of my family members, I was able to move into
an eight square meter maid's attic room with sloping ceiling on the 6th floor of an older
apartment house in Paris without any fittings, sanitary facilities, heating or even window. Then
came the winter of 1984-85... one of the coldest in France: in Paris it was down to -20 ° C (-68 F).
With the yellow coins collected, I had a weekly budget of 70 French Francs, or 10,60 €, for my
food and public transport ($12.50). That was so miserable by any standards and was barely
enough to cover basic food, not to speak of health or clothes.During the many sleepless nights I
spent shivering in my attic room, having neither bedding nor winter clothes, I would try to fall
asleep by boiling water and adding two cubes of sugar, taking advantage of the energy created
momentarily to fall asleep from exhaustion. An hour later I would wake up frozen just to start
over. It was not until April that someone came to me at one of my talks with a sleeping bag
saying, "I do not know why but a voice told me to bring you my husband's military sleeping bag,
so here it is, I presume you will know why". I was in total isolation that entire time. A. did not try to
contact me at "any" time in all those years. Sent by her, I worked for her but was totally on my
own. It must be said that the means of communication available today did not exist back then. I
wrote to A. from time to time (read, sent a letter by post, by airmail), but never received answers.
Many years later, I learned from Gail that A. never wanted to hear the translation of my letters
beyond the first few lines.The state of mind I found myself in after landing back in this world after
fifteen years in India, was feeling like I had arrived from another planet. When taking the subway,
I was particularly taken aback by the sexist advertising typical of France in those years and by
lovers holding hands. I did not understand why holding hands was necessary. Probably out of
fear of getting lost? I quickly realised I was far from being integrated into my prior / new world,
the one I had left at age fifteen.In my vocation of teaching, I was confronted with various
elements of the psychology of the devotee, which I had not previously anticipated. In particular
the fact that those who drank my words, could be looking for another idol who would allow them
to remain stagnant and not to question themselves. Indeed, the majority of people need to
ritualise the worship of an idol, of a model, which they crystallise or hang on the wall (even
figuratively) and which actually corresponds to what they will never do or be – a form of
compensatory delusion, in psychology. However, if this idealised "model" dares to behave as a
free and conscious person, capable of changing his mind, of having contradictory behaviours, of
making mistakes, then he quickly becomes the best enemy of those admirers. By exercising his
freedom and responsibility, he destabilises them, anguishes them, breaks their idol, threatens
them in their comfort zone. In order for these people to feel good and to be able to remain



immobile, the idealised model must remain frozen in conformity with their projections and their
expectations. They will then be grateful, generous and helpful. But when the model aspires to
live as a fallible being, he defiles their ideal – a betrayal deserving the highest punishment. This
phenomenon gave me many problems, given my strong attachment to freedom and
independence and my tendency to question myself and re-examine my views, approaches and
methods. Unfortunately, A. decided to use these contradictions and, supporting the less
enlightened, less mature and more anxious elements of these groups of devotees, made my life
even more difficult. If nowadays, the concept of emotional intelligence has become widely
accepted, the concept of spiritual intelligence is lacking and should be invented.This type of
devotee, having no real intention to change within himself and gradually becoming your best
enemy, cannot consider questioning his commitment to the master. To avoid questioning the
master himself, despite sometimes glaring faults, this devotee prefers to see him all white while
projecting the black on his assistants. One therefore witnesses, as psychotherapists would call
it, a psychotic cleavage[9] between the good guru and the bad assistant – which is very
uncomfortable when you yourself are precisely in the place of the assistant.A. also used this
phenomenon against me from the moment I decided to return to secular life. In the movement, I
was the first to make this type of departure. Others followed, including Gail. Other examples of
this type of treatment inflicted on people who have left A. can be found later in the testimony of
her book.II. 4. The separationAt no time did I wish to interrupt my service of teaching, nor the
one I was running independently in parallel. My only wish was to continue as a layman, which I
felt was right and good for myself and, moreover, more useful to others. I realised that my
spiritual evolution required welcoming, embracing and integrating my humanity in all its
imperfection and flaws, in order to learn to live it harmoniously. I understood that, from the state
of renunciation, I needed to return to the world to continue my journey, accepting the complexity
of a human nature that would not fail to reveal itself in its relationship to others. It seemed to me
that the challenge of human complexity and contradictions was a much better lesson on the path
at this point, than continuing with my formal renunciation. Because in the role of teacher, of the
spiritual elder brother, the renunciate is at odds in front of an audience mainly in the world and
grappling with its humanity. He made the choice of monasticism, and constantly renews it, the
choice to live a different path than that of his audience. He witnesses, guides and advises
people who, not following his path, will on the contrary need to be supported in the recognition of
the divine in everyday life, in the world, struggling with their humanity and that of others. There
would have been an important scope for lay vocation within the movement. Unless I am
mistaken, I think it completely escaped A., and in my humble opinion, it was a loss for the
institution.When I spoke to her about my embracing life as a couple in the spiritual path, in its
joys but also in its severe lessons, she advised me to discreetly go to see prostitutes, or to
secretly move away for a year with this woman to live the worldly earthly life in a country where
there were no devotees who could recognise me and risk tarnishing her reputation. Other than
that, there was no question of the future and the possible suffering of the said woman after my



return "home"... Note that in Malayalam, the common expression is in fact derogatory because
the term "laukika" (substantive adjective of "loka", world) designates the man or woman of the
world as opposed to the spiritual renunciate. The expression is perverse in that it implies that
those who are in the world, involved in work, family and the various obligations that flow from it,
need renunciates to inspire them, guide them, save them, bless them, and ultimately lead them
to the only way out, renunciation. A renunciation which in some ways, takes the form of denial of
the world and of life. The expression implies that life in the world is a stopgap, a sort of side track
in which people biologically reproduce, moved by their so-called lower impulses and instincts,
unable to rise beyond and transform themselves.The moment I realised that A. did not
understand my desire for authenticity and truth but instead proposed for me to live a lie, a
clerical lie even, was particularly heart-breaking. From listening to the inner voice which had
always been my anchor, from always being the disciple of respect, towards myself, towards
others, and therefore, towards the master, the moment A. placed her ultimatum before me, I
knew that I had no other alternative than to take the step of separation. I realised it was an
illusion to trust A.'s insight and intelligence in this situation. It was at her feet, during yet another
dialogue upon deaf ears, that I let out a powerful, visceral and hoarse scream, like that of a pig
being slaughtered, which made me speechless for several days. I had the feeling of vomiting my
soul of its content. She remained unmoved. Everything had been said. I did not realise it at the
time but, energetically, the page had been turned and the change was massive.During my
vocation, I had been surrounded by many women but had succeeded in forming an impassable
bubble around me. But, maturing gradually through my years of service, I realised a change was
necessary. Realising that made me more porous. Thus, it is under such circumstances that I let
into my bubble the one who later became my wife. The same one with whom A. had advised me
to go disappear in secret with for a year was present in the ashram when this tug of war with A.
took place. The latter had forbidden us to speak to one another. I considered this a childish and
outrageous injunction, as I felt I was mature and responsible enough at age thirty-nine to decide
whether or not it was appropriate or advisable to speak freely to someone. I decided to disobey
and discussed this issue with the one who later became my wife. Obviously, A. who had posted
spies next to my room was informed of this and finally ordered me in the middle of the night to
abandon my religious robes on the clothesline, to abandon her for good in the early morning and
to exile myself in a country where she was not known. Word for word! I was to disappear quickly
before dawn, while the ashram slept, a taxi having been arranged on the other side of the
backwaters.In the dark wee hours before sunrise, we had crossed the river and were about to
step into the taxi when Gayatri arrived, sent by A. to convey a message. Speaking to my future
wife, I naturally approached them thinking that it concerned both of us, but Gayatri turned to me
to tell me that it was a private message which did not concern me. In a burst of villainous
inspiration, A. tried to sow the seed of our separation. By trying to weaken my partner's resolve,
by letting her know that if things were to go wrong with me, she could come back whenever she
wanted. A. was aiming at two possible outcomes: weaken my resolve and, if I persisted and we



had problems, injecting doubt into my companion, knowing that she could always come back
and continue the life she had chosen to live in the ashram. It did not shock me at the time,
because I was so used to this kind of behaviour on her part. Besides, I was under the influence
of a much greater shock. It was years later, talking to Gail, that I understood the disgrace of this
umpteenth manipulation.After having devoted more than a third of my life to A. and to her service
(almost fourteen years), and having lived this encounter and the vocation which resulted from it
as the culmination of twenty-five years of spiritual evolution, I found myself dismissed on the spot
without further ado. It struck me as an earthquake, and without my strong psychic and spiritual
build I would certainly have been destroyed – not only by her present words but by those that
followed and were no less ignoble. I do not intend to make a list of them here, because it would
not contribute anything constructive. Having said that, I have kept all correspondence for all
practical purposes. A., probably driven by a sort of primary jealousy, then embarked on an
enterprise of systematic destruction. I was cut off from the large network I had built in several
European countries over the course of ten years: connections were broken everywhere and my
credibility destroyed. I did not try to find out in detail the false rumours she was spreading behind
my back, nor whether her choices and decisions were the result of clever calculation, ignorance
or simple stupidity. Probably a combination of all three. She tried her best to obstruct me by
giving instructions to the key people who had supported my work (and with whom I had
developed friendships and a great deal of trust and complicity) not to help me, even in the most
trivial manner (verbatim, by not "even giving me old underwear even if I asked") – which shocked
my closest friends. Some of them decided to quietly override the villainous injunction and follow
their own conscience as independent adults.It was about 1. silencing me (I was an insider and I
had a lot of confidential information), 2. preventing me from continuing my activity of teaching
which I was good at and had specialised in for many years, and thanks to which I was the first to
learn (according to the principle that the teacher is the first student confronted with the teaching)
and finally 3. preventing me from benefitting in any way from "her" network of devotees, now that
I had apparently chosen "another" woman. The devotees of A. who surrounded me, whose
friend, brother and mediator I had been, turned overnight into the guardians of the temple and
kept me from returning to the French ashram I had established and where I was living at the
time. I was not allowed to return, not even to pick up my personal effects. It needs to be specified
that I had just returned from a visit to India and needed my winter clothing. It took long and
cumbersome negotiations with third parties from various countries over the telephone, who were
in direct contact with A. without knowing her language, only to fail to find an arrangement. It was
so ridiculous and inefficient. I finally decided on my own on the date, advised the residents to
preferably leave the premises that day and leave the door open. But they would not have it, so I
had to threaten them not to stand in my way. After renting a van, I went to the scene. There was
no one there, but the front door was locked. Honesty, fair play, nobility and transparency to the
end! Fortunately, the window of one of the bedrooms was open and there was a large ladder
behind the house, so I climbed the roof and entered the house. What was the deal? To make me



pay as high a price as possible for my decision and to make me destitute? Helpless with, as said
before, a destroyed network and threats of prosecution. What could motivate such
determination? Could a sane person with moral integrity imagine a more vicious scheme?The
fall was dizzying and brutal and I had to start afresh on nearly all levels at age thirty-nine. I had
left home without academic or professional training (I was entirely self-taught) and had devoted
myself to the spiritual quest from the age of fourteen. I was forced to quit without forewarning,
without preparation, with a destroyed network, without funds, without safety net, without the
possibility of availing myself of social services as we will see later and with no means of
livelihood…The task of rebuilding my life was already extremely difficult. But it became even
more so, due to the threats of totally unwarranted and unfounded legal action from A. who had
hired Californian lawyers. I ended up being falsely accused of misdemeanours and I had to
defend myself during seven months of transactions between lawyers. Meanwhile I had to deliver
complete retrospective accounting from the past seven years of activity. Fortunately, I had had
the presence of mind to keep all cash receipts, bills and other records in bulk. This situation
contributed to complicate and considerably pollute my new life as a couple. During this period,
A. herself sent me letters of insults and threats which were intended to complete the enterprise
of systematic demoralisation. Thankfully, having found a fairly efficient lawyer, I was able to
defend my interests under certain conditions. So much for integrity and compassion. More about
this at a later date.In each of the European countries where I regularly lead satsang discourses
in her absence, activities in the name of A. increased year by year. I also organised her annual
visits during which significant funds were raised. On several occasions, I consulted tax
consultants and lawyers in order to provide a legal framework for the activities. In different
countries, favourable legal setups were different. Each year I explained to A. what was needed
and submitted to her the best projects I had prepared for legalising the activities. But she
regularly refused to discuss the subject, without explanation. Everything had to run in my private
name. This included the fundraising and collections, the proceeds of sales for which checks
were deposited into the private accounts I held in each country. She personally took care of the
cash while I regularly forwarded all the amounts corresponding to the checks and drafts to her in
India. In short, she was using me to siphon off anything she could not get out of the countries
herself in cash.But from these amounts approaching seven figures, I was soon to be questioned,
first by the banks, then by the administrations which suspected illicit activities, none of them
understanding why such amounts coming from apparently non-profit charitable activities and in
constant increase had to go through private accounts. A. therefore put me personally at odds
with the administrations and the law of several countries. In my duty of obedience to the master, I
obviously could not create legal entities in her name in spite of her will. Even when a first centre
was bought in France, thanks to the donation from a British devotee, she refused to put the
property in the name of an association or a foundation. It "had" to be in my own name again! So
when A. appointed her US lawyers, guess what I was accused of?... embezzlement, breach of
trust and fraud. She accused me of not having obeyed her, of having carried out her activities on



my own behalf without her knowledge, and of having used her collection money for personal
gain. Let us pause and think for a short while and appraise the nature of this action…If we think
about it, this story is truly unscrupulously cunning: 1. she made me run incredible risks by
siphoning enormous amounts of money from half a dozen European countries to send to India,
from private accounts in my name, in order to avoid paying taxes; 2. she accused me of not
having created legal entities for her activities, while it was she who refused to put them in place;
3. she accused me of fraud and embezzlement and involved me in protracted legal negotiations
(and when I say "negotiations", that is only because I had the means to defend myself and
protect my back. I dare not imagine what it would have been otherwise…); finally, 4. during the
negotiation on compensation for that year wasted in limbo in Europe, she set very specific
conditions on which I will communicate another time; then, 5. once she trapped me legally, she
apologised a few months later[10]. A remarkable image of the mother of bliss, of her
compassion and concern for the well-being of the one who had dedicated his life to her. Pure
perversion. Especially when one knows that the conditions imposed on me cover her for these
very activities for which she had failed to make me bear the responsibility in seven months of
litigation.Tax evasion has always been a big subject in this organisation, as we will see in more
detail later. But in the context of the previous paragraph, it should be known that when she and
her suite travelled from country to country and especially when returning to India, her concern
was avoiding as much as possible the transfer of money through official channels, with the risk
of having to declare large amounts. Thus, each member of her suite served as a mule, traveling
with $ 10,000 in cash (the maximum allowed) and all that could be worn as jewellery and gold
ornaments without drawing too much attention – the latter coming from donations in kind.All this
said, the long period of judicial transaction between lawyers had another dire consequence for
me: the necessary and vital regularisation of my situation with regard to the local authorities was
put on hold during this time. Entangled in this legal imbroglio which put me at odds with the
administrations, I was unable to integrate myself into the social and health protection system and
could not let my wife benefit from it either – as a Swiss citizen, she was a foreigner in France.
Was the goal to spoil our lives by any means possible? I do not know and I no longer ask
myself.But that was not all. During the activities within the centre dedicated to her in France,
given the absence of a non-profit legal framework, the voluntary work that devotees came to do
in the ashram, in the line of publishing, translation, secretarial services, organisation of events
etc. was considered by the national social administration as undeclared work, for which social
contributions should have been paid. When one knows the seriousness of this type of crime in a
social-democratic system, one understands the incredible mess she had put me in.Thus, I had
to start my life over from scratch, weighed down by these administrative, social and legal
complications along with psychic assassination. Left to our own fate, we lived off my now ex-
wife's savings during this long period while defending ourselves legally, one by one removing the
sticks that had been placed by malice or stupidity in our wheels. Not being a specialist, I cannot
explain the reasons for such unspeakable behaviour. The analysis of the psychiatrist, Dr.



Jacques Vigne, sheds some light on the functioning of A.'s personality, extracts of which can be
found in chapter III.9.e. All I can relay is the pain her behaviour caused me, and that it is only
logical and sane to put it into the perspective of modern psychology which does not justify
everything by "divine inspiration" or "the divine game". Reading Jacques' text provides food for
thought. Most people who have the courage to dive into it realise that there is a serious problem
of consistency in her personality.Regarding her apologies mentioned above, I knew that part of it
was hollow. She claimed not to have mandated the lawyers to sue me, but that instead it was the
US MA Center which had taken matters into its own hands and that she had not followed the
development of the negotiations. But this is ridiculous, when one knows how this woman
functions: how much she is in control, how much she wants to know everything, wants everyone
to report to her; when one knows how intractable she is and how ruthless her decisions can
be[11]. More on this later. It was not until recently that she has begun to delegate day-to-day
business little by little. I had long been used to her excuses, pirouettes and other lies; I knew her
undeniable qualities but also the abundance and the diversity of her faults. But I still wanted to
give reconciliation a chance, I was willing to forgive her. Obviously, I could not wipe the past
away with the touch of a magic wand, but I was ready to try and rebuild the relationship and
whatever synergies could be saved on the smouldering ruins of this disaster. Some will question
the reasons for such loyalty after all I had endured. To tell the truth, in retrospective, I also
wonder.I began to reconcile myself with her and came to visit her in Zurich. I burst into tears and
she again broke into tears of remorse and apology. Following this first gesture of reconciliation, I
resumed for a few more years my service of translation for her during her visits to Europe. On
several occasions, she suggested that I return to the fold. Her proposal was pretty much always
the same: "Come back to the ashram in India and hang out with us for a while, show yourself by
my side. It will be a sign to the people that you are favoured again, and little by little you will be
accepted again, even by the most reluctant and you will be able to resume work in my service
here." In other words, it was about being appreciated again by the very people that A. had
behind my back, encouraged to put spokes in my wheels. At no time was there any question of
any rehabilitation, of a mutual examination of conscience, of possible recognition of errors and
of possible apologies in public. I found these proposals totally unacceptable and vehemently
refused them. In time, I lost interest in seeing her. She continued on her line of omnipotence,
made worse by popular adulation and lost her ability, if she ever had any, to question herself.As I
mentioned earlier, since she had neither the time nor the patience to explain her motivations and
moves, from my end, I wrote to her regularly to explain mine. Naively I thought she was at least
hearing my words, even if she did not answer. Unfortunately, Gail later revealed to me that she
never wanted to hear any of my words.This "divorce" from A. had such a disastrous effect that I
struggled for seven years with the mountain of resentment that had accumulated inside. It was
during a psycho-bodywork seminar with my then wife, doing exercises aimed at unravelling and
diffusing emotions rooted in certain points of the body that this iceberg was able to dissolve. I
could only then consider regaining a new inner momentum, regaining a new emotional freedom



and ceasing to be in reaction towards an event that I could neither handle nor digest.Am I to be
"grateful" for this experience, and "thank" her for these totally unwarranted and gratuitous years
of hell, for this vivid testimony of dishonesty and disloyalty? In all honesty, I cannot and do not
see why I should. I have turned this obscure page and moved on. This is what allows me to write
today from a more neutral and balanced perspective. Dr. Jacques Vigne, the psychiatrist, claims
that A.'s behaviour bears witness to a "psychotic situation of fusion-rejection with a very
important oscillation between the two". According to him, A. "went through a prolonged
psychotic episode at the age of 21-22". It cannot be excluded that she still uses the after-effects
of this important episode, in easy dissociation and split personality in order to terrorise those
around her and maintain an almost complete hold on them (ref. Ch. III.9.e).Following this
prolonged traumatic experience, as described in detail in chapter II.1, I was able to rebuild
myself and transform the core of my spiritual commitment into a concrete path of service in the
field of humanitarian aid and human rights, which kept me happily busy for twenty years in
Geneva, as well as in the field in India and Lebanon, with Syrian refugees. Having said that, I do
not lead a comfortable life by far. When you have devoted twenty-five years of your life to the
spiritual quest and to ashram life, and you only start to think about a professional career at age
forty, without having undergone academic studies, being entirely self-taught, when the labour
market already considers you "old", it is easy to imagine what one can constitute as a retirement,
with twenty-three years of projects, temporary missions, various jobs, periods of unemployment
and period without benefits, in the associative and humanitarian sector: a miserable pension.
But I am not complaining. It is a simple observation. I live a fair and honourable life and have
nothing to be ashamed of. If I had wanted to have a career as a banker, I would have led another
life.III. THE BACKSTORYIII.1. First yearsApart from Nealu, who was slightly older, the rest of us
were quite young and around the same age, A. included. In the early years we did not have a
traditional guru-disciple relationship. We were animated by a mystical and fusional feeling which
flowed into contemplation, worship and the carefree joys of living together. She did not have an
international reach yet and was merely known locally, with limited influence. None of the locals
saw her as a person who could spiritually guide others; they respected her only during
bhāvas[12]. This self-hypnotic trance phenomenon was not uncommon, especially in Kerala and
Bengal. The bengali saint Mā Ānandamayī on occasion also had "K iṣh a bhāvas" during the
bhajans (devotional songs), along with some of her visitors. In 1920, this was quite common in
Bengal. Then when she moved and settled in a hindi-speaking area, she stopped because it did
not fit the local culture.The myth is that these are not trances, but various deities that descend or
incarnate into a human being during a given episode. Whether these states are self-hypnotic or
actual deities descending cannot be discussed for they are faith-based beliefs. The villagers
gave modest offerings which the family collected. At this point it seemed fair considering A. lived
with her parents and visitors were frequent. Nealu had his own income which he generously
shared with A. and with Gail, who did not have any means of her own. For my part, I had limited
resources and was helped from time to time by my first mentor. The few young Indian men, if we



can speak of "disciples" in the context described above, who worked as office clerks in
neighbouring towns, came to see her in the evening and left for work the next morning. It was her
Western students (and Chandru[13]) who, recognising her abilities and considering her to be a
spiritual teacher, initially gave her an exposure and credibility on the international stage.This
initial carefree period allowed us to experience intense moments of mystical-sentimental
sharing. Some of us went into deep inner explorations, some followed a more ritualistic
approach to spirituality, while others involved themselves in academic pursuits. Living in a poor
fishing village was also an opportunity to open-up to the need to participate in improving the
living condition of rural folks. During this period, we slept in Nealu’s recently constructed woven
palm leaf hut which rested on the edge of A.’s father’s property. Shortly afterwards I had an
adjacent hut built for myself. A. had moved into Nealu's hut and her room in the family house
was turned into a library. Initially, A.'s mother and youngest sister cooked for us. We lived all
together in love, without making it – physical relationships were not on our agenda.During this
initial period, there were no schedules nor timetables. Under the coconut trees, apart from the
regular singing session at dusk, we indulged in various spiritual practices and disciplines
according to the inspiration of the moment. Our days were spent in a form of joyful and
contemplative cohesion. It was only later that A. started to behave as a guru and began to
discipline us according to classical canons. At the same time as a legal entity was created, our
spiritual activities were structured and organised. This change felt a bit harsh for we who were
used to bathing in fusional carelessness. A., our equal in age who had become our master, used
the special fusional relationship we had with her, to help us overcome and sublimate emotions.
Although we now had to behave as disciples with her, our approach remained indissociable from
the fusional feeling we had cultivated till then. This combination of almost amorous fusional
intimacy with the mystical approach and the discipline of the master was particularly effective in
progressing on the path. But it also bore the seeds of possible deviances and corruption.Indeed,
a few years later things got out of control, there were inexcusable behaviours and statements on
her part. In the context of the fusional relationships that she cultivated with her disciples, whom
she called sons and daughters and the freedom we enjoyed, the risk was foregone. Looking
back, I am not particularly surprised by such phenomena. However, as a public figure boasting a
certain ritual and mystical purity, we might expect a perfect adequation between what she claims
to be on one side and her words and actions on the other. Between the person in private and the
person in public. That said, the prudish posture and the conventional judgment of intimate
behaviour is rather binary. The complexity of human behaviour, the merits and legitimacy of
certain acts and behaviours, when they are consensual, represent vast shades of grey. However,
the line is swiftly crossed when there is physical or moral injury, or large-scale deception in this
particular case when the behaviour of a public person is not aligned with her official statements
and teachings. For my part, I have experienced enough relations with gurus at close quarters to
know that basic human nature almost always has the last word. Besides, I am personally
convinced that the Indian obsession with celibacy has become a form of perversion that India



would do well to re-examine. I am also convinced that India should move away from this infantile
habit of seeking spiritual moms and dads to take them by the hand. I will come back to all these
points in more detail later.In the beginning, our relationship with A. who had become guru was
relatively free in that we could participate in verbal contests and argue about visions or
approaches contrary to her instructions. As the institution became more well-known and A.
became more and more revered, criticising her behaviour or contradicting her instructions and
decisions became far more difficult. She slipped imperceptibly into an "omnipotent" behaviour.
From the start, I noticed that her psychological comprehension skills lacked nuance and subtlety.
However, I put up with it, taking into consideration that the essential was discovering and
accessing the inner guide, thanks to the help of the external master – which was also at the
heart of her official teaching, even if here too, her teachings and her actions were and are not in
adequation, as we will see later. In fact, gaining independence from her on any level remained
very problematic.Her parents, especially her father, tried to have a moderating role on their
daughter's behaviour, but it had little effect due to her domineering nature. Indeed, in this fishing
society, the fact that a young, unmarried woman frequented men so closely, spending nights
chatting and sleeping in the same hut with them was a serious blemish to the family’s honour. I
have witnessed many violent arguments between father and daughter about this. She displayed
such energy and vehemence in her arguments, if only on the verbal level, that even her father,
rather boorish and crude in nature, had to forfeit. Given the mystical fusional and amorous state
in which we were, the coarse behaviour and language that A. exchanged with her family never
bothered us. Even if we were moved and amused, or at times shocked and incredulous to
witness these domestic disputes, we gradually became aware of A.'s precocious propensity for
anger and even fits of fury. These arguments with her family and locals, who tried to impede her
style and her life choices were soon blatant demonstrations of such fury. At that time, she
struggled to assert her spiritual authority beyond the few Westerners present. She argued with
her father that if educated Westerners, some already with a solid experience of spiritual life,
came from so far away to learn from her, it was because there was something more at stake than
the simple honour of a village girl. It took a long time and many verbal fights before the family
began to submit and accept their daughter as a spiritual personality, even if only publicly.It is in
part for these reasons that A. formed a legal entity and implemented a conventional and formal
framework to our ashram life. Personally, I remained aloof from family bickering and therefore did
not follow the repercussions of our presence and our activities on the small local society. On this
subject, Gail has a lot more to say, having been witness to endless discussions and gossip at
close quarters as A.'s attendant. A.'s relations with her family were particularly stormy and
conflictual and never interested me. I was there to progress on my spiritual path and learn what
A. could teach me on that level. I had not come that far to transpose my own family environment
to a fishing village in India.During those years at the ashram, I experienced a period of
intellectual and bookish bulimia. I moved from my hut into the library filled with books mostly
bequeathed by Nealu. – Let me point out in passing that the concept of being put-up somewhere



was limited for me in those times to unrolling my straw mat in the evening, laying it down
between the shelves, rolling it up in the morning and hiding a cloth bag with a few loincloths and
shirts in a corner, which eventually served as pillow. – I spent ten hours a day devouring the
sacred literature of different traditions and religions, the commentaries, often word for word, and
exegesis of their representatives, the life and teachings of their mystics. It is through my
exposure to Hinduism that I discovered the Semitic religions. Through Hinduism I discovered the
message of Christ, by studying the Bible I developed an interest and studied the Torah; by
studying these two I became interested in Islam and devoted myself to the study of the Qur'an
and the Hadith, the oral traditions of the prophet. What struck me then was the correspondence
between religions – correspondence which I made a point of passing on later. Born to a Catholic
mother and a Jewish father, both non-believers, I had no religious education. It was the reading
of philosophers during my teenage years that opened me up to spirituality. Then, my first mentor
introduced me to the comparative study of religions which had been passed on to him by his
mentor. In addition to the reading of scriptures, I was particularly inspired by the testimonies of
mystics of these traditions, like the German Christians Meister Eckhart and Henry Suso
(Heinrich Seuse), by Francis of Assisi, Teresa de Ávila, Thérèse de Lisieux, like the Persian
Sufis Rumi, Hafiz, Din Attar, Shams Tabrizi, Omar Khayyam, the Andalusian Ibn-Arabi and to a
lesser extent the Judaic philosopher Martin Buber. Among my many trips to India, I travelled
twice in the early seventies overland and got acquainted with Sufi teachers on the way to
Damascus, Syria, Baghdad, Iraq, Afghanistan and various places of Pakistan. Noting the
amount of knowledge, I had acquired, A. invited me to give talks in the region, where they were
appreciated. About the same time, the idea occurred to her to send me to the West.III.2.
Trances, miracles and biographiesFor the villagers, at ordinary times A. was merely the daughter
of a simple fisherman. It was only during bhāvas that the villagers then approached her to
receive a blessing. For some it was for their cow to produce more milk, to find a husband for their
daughter, to find a job, to beget children, or to have more successful fishing sorties... That was
the level. Later, I realised that the demands of Westerners around A. were not that fundamentally
different. (Remember, I was A.'s interpreter for several years during her visits to Europe.) As for
the early Indian disciples, they were personally drawn to A. without initially having the
background to give their relationship a traditional spiritual framework. This is what irritated Nealu
and I somewhat, and was the source of tensions with our Indian brothers. The two of us had
come with our knowledge-base and approximately ten years of well-defined and specific
spiritual disciplines. It was through contact with us, that our Indian ex-brothers were able little by
little to consider the charming fisherman's daughter as their spiritual master. As for the villagers,
they had developed a certain respect for her, when the time came to travel abroad, considering
that for her, this was a form of consecration. The activities of the village girl were going to bring in
fame, money and development.Regarding the miracles, because of my Advaitin[14] culture they
were of no interest to me and I gave them zero attention. I was reserved towards extraordinary
manifestations, and did not consider such miracles as belonging to the spiritual realm. Miracles



are supposed to be the arguments given to so-called ignorant crowds to convince them of the
authenticity of a message. But miracles remain for me a kind of pirouette, capable of being
produced or reproduced by magicians. A. did lick a leper in front of us regularly and he is
supposed to have been cured. However, according to some local witnesses, this does not
appear to be the case. Whatever it may be, according to allopathic medicine, leprosy is cured by
a treatment of antibiotic multitherapy. Anyway, the fundamental issue is to find the way out of our
chains, not to ascertain whether one person was healed or how many cups of rice pudding were
manifested under a tree during a trance. It seems to me that stuffing the biographies with these
non-subjects reduces her credibility significantly and not the other way around. In this regard, for
example, the story of A., born dark blue in colour, like Krishna (grey-blue colour like clouds
before a storm), has always annoyed me. If she had been born candy pink or neon green how
would that have made any difference to the authenticity of her spiritual message, to what I came
for and what she could offer? Unless, of course, the biographies are only intended for the
superstitious devotees attached to miracles and magical discourses. I feel that spiritual seekers
should exercise their discrimination alongside their beliefs, which unfortunately are often
blind.As I mentioned in the introduction, it turns out – and I am simply quoting facts – that A.'s
institution has a habit of modifying and rewriting biographies according to their political needs. In
particular, I have been deleted from the biography during one or more editions. I am briefly
mentioned again, in an unfavourable light. Was it because the organisation could have been
criticised for finding me mentioned twenty-three times in Gail's book and not once in official
biographies? Everyone has their own sense of humour and sense of ethics and truth. However,
rewriting history and hiding characters is almost criminal. Dictators and other despots have
always engaged in this historic practice of character assassination. Rewriting history is stripping
it of its instructive character and turning it into a tool of indoctrination. It is a disservice to the
community. But to grasp its immoral character, one needs a little culture and education. As a
result, and by extension, it leaves significant room for doubt as to the truthfulness of what the
writer of A.’s biographies and teachings writes. Some Westerners have criticised the writer for
transforming A.'s biographies to the likeness of "Autobiography of a Yogi" (by Paramahamsa
Yogananda), with a sprinkling of biblical miracles. I have carried out a review of the biography
along with my comments which you will find in chapter III.9.The first biographer of A., Professor
Ramakrishnan Nair, himself testified to the veracity of Gail's words in her book "Holy Hell" by
specifically saying that if anyone knew anything, it was truly her. The first biography in English
was largely based on his original in Malayalam. I think one day someone should go over all
versions of the biographies and do a comparative analysis of the changes that have been made
in the various versions over time. This would reveal the manipulations of history. Additionally, it
would be interesting to do this work before the direct witnesses die in order to be able to verify
facts.On the subject of the control of history and the official narrative, another not very
sympathetic element is to be mentioned. At one point, all resident disciples were ordered to
hand over any souvenir photos they could have of them and A. The ashram was supposedly



going to build an archive. For many, these photos were precious but they were forbidden to keep
copies. With me, Balu used a smarter, but no less dishonest, subterfuge. He wrote asking me to
bring on my next visit to India all the photos in my possession because he was collecting them in
order to publish a commemorative album for A.'s birthday. On my next trip I therefore handed
over all my photos to him. There were many and I had not bothered to make copies for I trusted
they would be returned to me. On several occasions I asked him for news of his project and the
restitution of my photos. He always avoided the subject, and no albums were ever published.
Fortunately, my family and friends had made copies of many of my photos. This is how I was
able to reconstruct my personal album. This event took place well after my return to Europe to
serve in 1984. This shows the degree of mistrust, cynicism and deceit that already reigned at the
highest level in this organisation. When you think about it, for people who own next to nothing,
those few photos can have great symbolic and emotional value, in this case also spiritual. To
dispossess people of these precious goods by evoking false projects is rather villainous. In the
final analysis, perhaps the swami and the swamini could not help it, they were merely obeying
orders. But as I write this, I cannot help but think in a corner of my mind of those same operating
principles that were at the origin of the most horrific moments in European history: obedience
and work well done by conscientious officers who did not question the reasons and the ethics of
orders. But there again, in the context of the ashram, a little culture would have been needed
and an innate sense of righteousness to question orders.It is unfortunately not only the
biographies which have been, I would say, fashioned out of nothing, or rather, so largely
supplemented by disparate elements that one can no longer distinguish between reality and
myth. The books that come out regularly containing "her" teachings (Awaken Children!) are also
the fruit of such work. Basically A. does not have a well-developed didactic discourse. She does
not even speak her own language properly. Even a Malayalee not used to her has some difficulty
in understanding. They will need time to adapt, also to understand her expressions and her own
vocabulary. Many Westerners have learned Malayalam with its over fifty corkscrew-shaped
characters. Could not the omniscient mother have learned a language as simple as English? Or
is it better if she doesn't express herself freely in public? Knowing that she had no academic
training, when I was still there, she insisted that Balu be trained in philosophy and that's how he
passed his Master’s degree.He too had long been interested in contemporary Indian
philosophers. In his room, there was a locked cupboard in which he kept works by various
authors, especially teachings from various gurus. The teachings of A. are basically rudimentary.
So when year after year the author delivers a new volume of "her" teachings, it is partly inspired,
at the very least, by his own readings – I know he appreciates Osho / Rajneesh. The procedure
is simple: he finds lessons and anecdotes elsewhere that could be integrated in her teachings
and discusses it with her for her approval, she includes them in her next stories and he reports
about it and voila! Remember that the series is supposed to be a transcription of A.'s teachings,
excerpts from conversations with her devotees... There was an incident about this when an
Osho devotee challenged the ashram publications manager claiming that entire paragraphs had



been lifted from Osho's literature. So, what is this about? Is it about fabricating, building,
expanding and trading a myth? What is the extent of the deception? This testimony is in part
answer to that.The same goes for the songs, the older ones at least. A. is not their author, most
of them having been written by a certain Ramachandran (Ramendran, in Malayalam). He was a
local who did not live far away. He was a worshiper of the goddess and came to wave the
offering of lights at the outset of many devi-bhāva but stopped coming when the ashram
expanded. A few years later, he complained that his songs had been incorporated into A.'s
bhajan book. as part of its own collection. But he could not do anything to stop them. Another
illustration of the level of ethics of this organisation.Initially, A. had advised me to meditate on a
photo of her, then on just her feet – the guru's feet having special symbolic significance: they
represent the basis of spiritual knowledge and the part of the master closest to the disciple. I
struggled a lot with this form meditation but then came to terms with it for a while. As said before,
having understood that I had to give the heart a chance in my journey, I decided to embrace this
teaching, even if it frequently went against my convictions. After that, we were initiated into the
guru-mantra, according to traditional rites. Within the first circle of disciples, each of us received
our own and mantra meditation was a practice we devoted ourselves to with intensity, whereas
some of us were more drawn to puja rituals and were sent to local priests to learn their discipline
of choice. When A. organised the life of the ashram, she set up a schedule with timings. Waking
up at dawn to the litany of the 1,000 names of the goddess Lalita – a widespread and relatively
commonplace practice – which did not awaken in me any particular reaction of rejection. It was
not originally a form of personal worship of A. but rather a traditional practice. Naturally, verses of
worship of A. had been added at the introduction of the litany, which left little doubt as to the
association which was made between the names, the qualities of the goddess and the spiritual
master whom we revered. However, since this kind of practice can be found surrounding any
guru I was not particularly disoriented. During bhāvas, it was in principle the divinity in A. that
was worshiped. Anyone with a minimum of intellectual rigour will know that this worship is
addressed to the representation of the qualities of the goddess and not to the human person
who impersonates them. But the lack of rigour of the devotees and their need to worship this
human form still made these practices inexorably slide towards a personality cult. Finally, what
devotees do is the opposite: they worship A. as a goddess. The manipulation is subtle, but the
effect is diametrically opposed. At the time, it did not strike me as such since it was again a fairly
widespread phenomenon in India. On the other hand, many years later, during my regular visits
to the ashram, I began to find the annual Indian tradition of worshiping the guru, the Gurupūja,
as practiced in the ashram, a bit heavy and too burdened with the worship of the person. What
one should note here is that A. actively encourages this worship of herself as the guru and the
goddess.Regarding the personality cult, twenty to thirty years later, I am simply appalled to see
the evolution the movement has taken. It is simply impossible to escape the bombardment of
idolatry. The latter is moreover constructed, thought-out and organised, as in the litanies of the
108 names of A., of the 1000 names of Sri Lalita, the new IAm meditation (about which more



detail in the next chapter), which are strongly focused on the person. It is a true obsession,
which the devotees probably find agreeable, but which will reduce their judgement in the long
run to their detriment.When we ask the question regarding A.'s spiritual descent, and the fact
that she did not have a guru herself, we should note that it is not an unknown phenomenon in
this country, many masters have benefited from a spontaneous and natural inspiration and
transmission of the message. However, as I explain later in chapter VI.12, the guruparamparā,
the descent or even the lineage of the guru, is one of the traditional safeguards that makes it
possible to avoid getting misled by less authentic personalities, or even charlatans. Lack of
lineage may not necessarily be a problem, but in general, unfortunately it is a problem and even
if I long believed it was not, eventually I had to admit that A. was no exception to this rule.III. 3. A.
and the WestWhen A. discovered the West, she gradually realised that Westerners no matter
their level of education and intellectual development, were often quite gullible in matters of belief.
(Although personally, I do not see the fundamental difference with Indians here.) Even learned
university professors are capable of believing anything for the intellect does not have a grasp on
faith. Each is often held in hermetic compartments. Having been her interpreter for a decade
during her visits to Europe, I observed the gradual evolution of her perception of Europeans
since her first trip. Speaking of Europeans, she and her Indian entourage struggled for a long
time to distinguish between North Americans and Europeans, who nevertheless differ
fundamentally. Not only culturally and socially, but also in their way of apprehending things, of
grasping and assimilating and in their sense of humour. A. quickly understood the benefit she
could derive from the spiritual naivety of Westerners. In front of those close to her, she never hid
it. For example, when she realised the naivety of Maharishi Mahesh Yogi's disciples / devotees
who came with (pseudo) mantras of which they were particularly proud, she realised that she
could easily do the same in order to retain them. It was a frequent topic of discussion between
us. From an ethical point of view, it is difficult to prove her wrong. Shirdi Sai Baba himself used to
say that he gave people what they wanted so that they would find out what they really needed.
We can therefore live with this rationalisation. It all depends on the intention and the target
audience.It was in this context she understood that personality cult allowed her to reach a larger
percentage of people. She told me on several occasions that, if she would not exaggerate by
putting on a more grotesque role of a "guru", theatrically, people initially attracted to her, thinking
that she did not have what it took to be a "real" guru, would look elsewhere and stay with the first
comer who imposed on them according to their superstitions. She was convinced she had to
continue in that direction. When you see the crowds capable of following real caricatures of
themselves, of listening blissfully to real clowns, it leaves one wondering...Thus, she popularised
her approach more and more to the point of ridicule. I take for example the arbitrary invention of
the famous IAm-Meditation. I know exactly how this meditation came about and in what spirit. A.
observed that the devotees of Mahesh Yogi had particular techniques that were quite basic.
However, coupled with confidentiality and restrictions gave them the impression that they were
in possession of something unique and precious, even though their mantras did not look like



much. This intrigued her and gave her the idea of developing her own proprietary method. The
idea was to retain devotees rather than letting them go to others for spurious reasons. She
talked about it with Balu, who thought about it. Some time later, he burst into A.'s house with an
idea, exuberant and enthusiastic. He shared it and reworked it with her. This supposedly ancient
technique (iAm) was forged from scratch, inspired by the practices of Mahesh Yogi. It did not
correspond at all to what was practiced in the ashram nor to what the "elders" practiced, nor to
what had been taught by A. thus far. I was present on several occasions when A. and her
disciples laughed about it, a little ashamed of what they were concocting, but which seemed
inevitable in order not to lose potential devotees/disciples. After all, one can understand the
principle of meeting expectations. What remains to be seen is whether it is okay to respond to
anything and everything, and especially in any old manner. The pattern is the same: after having
signed a confidentiality clause, one transmits a basic technique which must remain secret,
thereby adding to its value. Limitations are imposed for the same reasons: not to be practiced
twice a day but only once, etc. A hierarchy of decision is put in place, always for the same
reasons: to make of something basic something exclusive, with the added bonus of rendering
the devotees captive.In the information handed out to aspirants of the integrated meditation
technique, the first sentence is one of incredible enormity: "This meditation technique promises
to lead us to the ultimate goal of Self-realisation."[15] If merely thanks to these few stretching
exercises, a few breaths, a few visualisations, a few mantras, one will achieve the supreme goal,
then this goal is frankly not worth seeking! It is a major fraud. Thanks to the secrecy, one can
afford to say anything without great risk. The second paragraph says: "opening ways to our own
creativity and our free expression (…) this technique enables us to face the challenges of life"13.
I do not understand the direct or obligatory connection between a little yoga and creativity or the
challenges of life. Obviously, even walking in the forest, petting your cat or kissing your
grandmother can help. Any activity that would have the effect of calming us down and help us
focus would likely foster creativity and increase our capacity to face challenges. To select three
bits of yoga and meditation techniques, copyright them, keep them secret, link the technique to
the worship of a person, to the membership of her organisation, while preventing people from
discovering the immensity, the diversity and the richness of the disciplines and wisdoms from
which they are extracted is could be considered hugely and incredibly deceitful. There may be
other approaches, other combinations in those disciplines and wisdoms that are of interest to
people, other discoveries they might make. It is vicious and shocking to prevent people from
doing that and to bind them to oneself by wrapping a couple of postures and mantras with magic
and secrecy. When Balu and his Mother were overjoyed at having discovered this magic trick, I
preferred to lay low and take care of my own business. Sadly, I knew there was nothing I could
do about it, and that it was futile to try and express my opinion or my reservations. They were
unreachable and could not even contemplate considering someone else's word. There was no
counterweight.Repeatedly, A. clearly told us that she was not there for the sophisticated, the
educated, the sensitive, the wise or the righteous but for the (spiritually) needy masses. It is for



them that her spirituality is addressed and therefore, this is where it should be left! She has
positioned herself quite clearly and defined her market niche and her target audience. It is her
choice and her responsibility. We certainly did not influence her in that direction, at least not in
the early days up until I left. Finally, within this framework and according to this logic, the dolls in
her image confectioned from her old saris would have their rightful place and would not be more
ridiculous than the rest. After all, if they help devotees in growing spiritually and in one day
becoming independent and leonine spiritual seekers, why not! Personally, I have my doubts. In
any case, is it ethical to sell them so costly, in particular to "renunciates" who have given all their
possessions to A. for her charitable activities? Not to mention that to an informed eye, they are
the ultimate symbol of the infantilisation of the spiritual.I can somehow understand the K iṣh a
dolls, being one of the gods of the Indian pantheon, but the dolls of a living woman who
"blesses" them herself and who is the personal recipient of the infantile devotion of these
worshipers? Obviously, she does not shy away from anything. Where does this practice come
from? Who plays with dolls, be they divine, magical or whatever you like? Mental age group
between three and seven years of age? What spiritual excess or perversity does it come from?
Can we still speak of a guru-disciple relationship based on knowledge (jñāna) and enquiry
(vichāra)? Is this about the conception of the guru as some kind of voodoo charm? To what kind
or degree of neurosis does this "devotion" (bhakti) belong, if we can still use this term? It is in
any case symptomatic of the perversion of the guru-disciple relationship and the deviance of the
role of guru. The infantilisation of the spiritual and the so-called child/mother relationship allows
this. One swims in superstition, regression, grigris and magical thinking[16].Gail says it herself, "
I could never understand why, instead of teaching her followers to become independent and
mature spiritual seekers, Amma nurtured infantile emotional dependence and attachment to her
physical form." (Holy Hell ch. 17, p. 258).Then she questions the lack of personal empowerment,
emancipation and independency of her followers and devotees: "Anything good that happened
in your life was supposed to be purely a result of Amma's love, Amma's blessings. Anything bad
that happened suddenly had nothing to do with her but was solely due to your bad karma[17].
This little notion, which the devotees themselves perpetuated, made no sense and completely
contradicted itself. Can we not take any credit for the blessings in our lives? Can we not rely on
our own intelligence and intuition to guide us? It was almost as though Amma wanted her
"children" to remain crippled and needy, to have no independent thoughts, to believe that they
were worthless and would perish without her. I seriously questioned — is this humility or
enslavement? " (ch. 22, p. 336).Regarding devotion, A. supported a fairly basic form of emotional
devotion with little intellectual foundation. Before leaving on her first trip to the West, she turns to
those around her and says, "When I return, I want to be immersed in bliss from the amount of
prema (loving devotion) you hold for me. I want you all to pine for me like the Gopis (a group of
cow-herding girls famous in ancient Hindu texts for their unconditional devotion) when their
beloved Krishna left them." (ch. 15, p. 217). It sounds like an overly sweet, sickening
confectionery. We will deal with devotion and its fundamental principles in chapters III.9.f and



VI.10.In devotion and in the service of the guru, she makes pseudo principles say what she
wants according to the inspiration of the moment, as here (ch. 17, p. 250): "The one who serves
the guru should get up early morning and have everything ready by the time I am awake. The
servant needs no other spiritual practice, and her service is equal to one hundred years of
penance if she gives up any thought for food, sleep, or bodily attachment." A century, is it? OK.
In all my years of study, I have never come across such an outlandish claim.Another example
that I want to highlight is the self-aggrandising sales' pitches at the start of every public
programme. The superstitious character and the fabrication of such, often inspired such shame
in me that I wanted to disappear underground. Make no mistake, it is A. herself who instructs
those who are going to speak such things to the crowds gathered and even inserts bits of her
own making. The speakers must first go through the censorship of one of the swamis which no
one seems to notice. How can a spiritual seeker normally endowed with common sense and
intelligence swallow such nonsense? I do not know. In this regard too, Gail's book contains some
tasty anecdotes. In her account (ch. 23. p354), she also describes her shame at having to give
speeches at important events and having to stuff them with blatant falsehoods. She recounts the
regret she felt at having to bear witness to entirely concocted miraculous events: like A. "making
it rain on her" or "turning into a ball of light in front of her audience". Always a great sensitivity for
ethics, honesty and truthfulness... In the world of commerce, we would call that false or
misleading advertising.
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Ravi Chivukula, “Comprehensive compilation of the real truth behind Amma's cult. This book is
absolutely recommended for everyone who's interested in finding out the real truth about Amma
aka Ammachi aka Mata Amritandamayi aka "The Hugging Saint", birth name: Sudhamani
Idamannel and her cult.Perhaps you are someone who's part of Amma's cult and who's starting
to doubt, or perhaps a concerned family member of that someone who watches them squander
their money, education, profession; their dignity, hopes, desires and their individuality; their
critical thinking and their future in the pursuit of Amma. Or perhaps someone from the media, or
a researcher or someone who's already quit the cult and is trying to rebuild their life or have
moved on and want to pursue purely from a detached, academic perspective. This book has it
all.I would rather refer to this book as a thesis, a comprehensive compilation of testimonies
(author's own, Gail Tredwell's - author of The Holy Hell and others), of evidence, facts
complemented by principles of psychology and religion (specific to Hinduism and Gurus) that
lead the reader to the real “truth” of Amma and her cult.It is especially helpful as a one-stop shop
so folks don’t have to spend hours doing their own research googling considering how her
detractors are bullied, harassed, threatened with lawsuits and ultimately silenced. And Amma's
PR team that tirelessly and methodically works to scrub off any negative news online along with
the complicity and nexus of Hindu nationalists in India.Jacques has also done an incredible,
painstaking effort to extensively analyze Amma's for profit institutions that are masqueraded as
charities - her hospital, medical college, engineering colleges, schools and orphanages. He also
systematically tears down the facade of her carefully orchestrated aura of a global humanist and
spiritual leader and a champion of environment, women. If you aren't already swayed by the
mature, dispassionate, intelligent narrative of the author, Jacques (like Gail Tredwell) was an
integral part of the development of this cult being one of the first "devotees" and "disciples" of
Amma and hence his voice is compelling and lends a credibility to his testimony like no
other.The only criticism - if any - is the length of the book but if you are someone who is and was
part of this cult and also well versed with Hinduism it should be a minor inconvenience. The only
other thing in my personal opinion was the lack of insight I had into the person who Jacques is or
was upon finishing the book. Then again that could be considered a strength and as an indicator
of Jacques's dispassionate inquiry into Amma's Empire and not letting his personal opinions,
feelings taint the strength of the facts and evidence and testimonies of others.Ravi Chivukula”

Haji Shearer, “Religious Hypocrisy Exposed (again). The Amma Empire is an excellent
companion to Gail Tredwell’s 2013 memoir, Holy Hell. It’s good that another early disciple has
come forward to corroborate Ms. Tredwell’s account. The author explains the timing of his
release and why more exposure is not given to the true nature of the personalities and practices
at the heart of this empire. He describes the harassment experienced by others who have
spoken up which naturally discourages disclosure. Those who witnessed the campaign against



Ms. Tredwell following the publication of her book saw the dirty tricks employed in that
instance.The current text is divided into two books, Book One contains most of the meat.
Excerpts are posted on the author’s website, but for those with an abiding interest, these should
only peak one’s curiosity. The critique of A’s biography alone is worth the price of admission.
This refreshing examination sheds light on many of the subsequent idiosyncrasies of its
remarkable subject. The detailed financial analysis that follows will leave many donors seeking
other charities worthy of their generosity.One does not create an empire like this alone. Ms.
Tredwell’s book had already exposed the leader and her second. The Amma Empire confirms
accounts in Holy Hell and describes additional misconduct which strip away the veneer of
goodness that attracts all those hugs. The chapter on patriarchy and universal fatherhood which
concludes Book One is particularly insightful. Book Two’s discussion of belief and de-
conversion will help awaken adults.Jacques Albohair, like Ms. Tredwell, was present at the
beginning of this empire. He spent 14 years in the inner circle. His testimony is a service to
those still enthralled. However, authoritarian cults tend to attack any evidence that contradicts
their beliefs.  If you have interest in this person and organization, you want to read this testimony.”

Kevin A, “Devotees need to flee. My heart goes out to the people tasked with serving this fraud.
They have to read these posts and try to come up with a counter strategy. If these tragic lost
people could only realize that Just because someone has psychic powers doesn’t make them
infallible. There are hundreds of yogis with her powers alive in India right now. She just had her
uterus removed and a stent put in her fat clogged artery and you still think she is divine? This is
yet another book exposing this vicious, sexual, witch masquerading as a holy person. The
bravery of the author is beautiful as he has everything to lose by exposing this cult with assets of
over a billion and robotic cult members in 30 countries. Thank you for keeping the fight alive and
making the Ammabots scramble to cover up. Hopefully just one person suffering miserably,
malnourished, abused, isolated, sleep-deprived in that swamp ashram will wake up and escape
and enjoy this precious life.”
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