














There is no spiritual life, 
There is only Life' 

John David


Touching life stories by twelve spiritual teachers from USA, 
Europe, Australia and India. In a deeply honest and authentic 
way each of them shares their inspiring paths. The book is a 
deep dive into the mystery of life, encouraging us to follow our 
inner navigation, our intuition.

The spontaneous flow of the interviews takes us on 
unexpected journeys guided by existence. We witness 
miraculous adventures and blissful times as well as confusion 
and pain. The deep longing and perseverance for Truth leads 
each of them to a spiritual master, to Papaji, Neem Karoli Baba, 
Osho, Nannagaru.

The Profound relationship between teacher and student 
radically transformed the seeker to a teacher in their own right. 
A wonderful collection of vivid and colourful pointings to Truth, 
that inspire us to deeply trust, that every moment on our path is 
absolutely the right moment. 

About John David  

For twenty years John David (formerly Premananda) has been 
dedicated to guiding hundreds of sincere seekers of Truth to 
Freedom. His clear message is not only in his words but also in 
his strong energy and presence and in his daily life. Through his 
example he shows us that there is no spiritual life. There is just 
life, and the whole focus is simply to be present in each 
moment.

John David travels between three International Satsang and 
Arts communities, Open Sky House, which grew around him in 



Germany in 2004, in Ukraine in 2013 and in Spain in 2015. 
Here he holds regular retreats as well as broadcasting live 
Satsang via the Internet. 

www.johndavidsatsang.international
www.openskyhouse.international













John David 

How was your first meeting with Papaji?

It’s a very beautiful story. I arrived in Lucknow with a Russian 
girlfriend who had been with me for two years since my time 
in Moscow. We stayed in a hotel and then the next day we 
rented a bicycle rickshaw and asked to be taken to Papaji’s 
house. We didn’t know exactly where it was, but we knew the 
name of the area: Indira Nagar. The man said, ‘Yes, yes’, and 
he looked like he understood so we sat in the rickshaw. It was 
very hot. He pedaled up the main road to Indira Nagar. He 
went up and down the streets looking out for the house, but 
we didn’t really know the address. We were sweating, this 
poor man was sweating, and I was getting really concerned 
about him. I remember suddenly saying ‘Stop!’ I stepped off 
the rickshaw, I looked, and on the gatepost of the house in 
front of us it said ‘Poonja’. It was Papaji’s family name.

I looked up and there he was, walking down to the gate. I 
was walking towards the gate and we just met, as if it had all 
been planned by the Divine. Probably it was! I immediately 
went into shock, and he started saying very ordinary things 
like, ‘Where’s your luggage? Where are you staying?’ My 
thoughts were, ‘I’ve met God and he’s worrying about my 
luggage!’ So that is how we met.



Very lovely. What happened next?

A couple of days later it was the Buddha’s birthday, and 
somebody told me, ‘If you like you can go to Papaji’s house.’ 
This was also a shock because in my fifteen years with Osho 
there was never a question of meeting him. He was far away 
from everybody. When we got to Papaji’s house there were 
maybe ten people in his small living room and he was sitting 
on a little platform. These people seemed to know him very 
well and they were gently talking together. Maybe there were 
some spiritual questions, but I think it was more like gossiping 
together about people: Has Fred arrived? When does so and 
so leave? This kind of talk. It was a very lovely energy. I was 
completely touched to be sitting there – after Osho always 
being so far away, suddenly I was sitting in the room with 
Papaji.

Being English, after a while I started to think, ‘Oh, it’s 
going to be lunchtime soon, maybe we should leave. We’re 
not invited for lunch.’ At that moment Papaji stood up, and as 
he was walking out of the room he passed me and he put his 
hand on my shoulder. This was so beautiful because 
immediately I got the feeling he’s telling me I can stay for 
lunch. It was the beginning of a deep connection.

Did this deep connection continue?

In my early days I was very open, very happy to meet him. 
And then at some point I realised that meeting him was 
actually very dangerous. It was like going into the lion’s den 



and maybe I shouldn’t be in such a rush because he just 
might bite my head off. I became a little careful.

In those days you would write a letter with a question, to 
sit with him in Satsang. I wrote three questions in my first 
three-week period. In my first letter, I wrote about a story from 
Rabindranath Tagore, Nobel Prize winning writer and poet. It 
was about a seekerwho found God’s house but went away so 
he could continue his seeker’s lifestyle. Papaji liked this story 
and it gave him the opening to challenge my priority for being 
a finder.

In Osho’s ashram there was a lot of talk about blocks. 
You would go to do a workshop to get rid of your blocks – the 
blocks being mind structures. In my second letter I asked him 
what I thought was a very clever question, ‘Can you tell me 
how to get rid of my blocks?’ Papaji gave a brilliant answer. 
He nearly killed me in that moment because he said, ‘Show 
me your blocks.’ I immediately saw that I didn’t know what I 
was talking about. There weren’t any blocks. What are these 
blocks that I’m talking about? This was a shocking energetic 
moment, as if he was shaking the whole foundation of my 
house, but it didn’t fall down at that moment.

A bit later I asked him another question, and this time I 
had written something from myself, but he asked me, ‘Did you 
read this in a book?’ In that moment when he challenged me, 
my eyes closed, something very strongly energetic happened, 
and when I looked inside there was a complete whiteout. 
There was nothing, there were no thoughts, there was no me. 
It was just all completely white, there was nothing. I also 
discovered I couldn’t open my eyes. He did something – or his 
energy did something – which was very powerful. I was sitting 



on the floor and he was sitting on the platform, the rest of the 
people were sitting around. After some time, he asked me 
some silly question like, ‘Where do you come from? What’s 
your country?’ Then I struggled and managed to get my eyes 
open, and I felt completely drunk. You know what it’s like 
when you wake up unexpectedly out of sleep? You feel very 
disorientated. Then he said, ‘Come and sit with me.’ He 
dragged me up and put me next to him on his platform with 
maybe a hundred people in front. I think I probably couldn’t 
really sit – I was too gone – so he put his arm around me, an 
enormous feeling of caring. My eyes closed and I became 
aware of a tiny feather spiraling down inside a huge space.

He was probably joking and talking to me, and I don’t 
know if I was replying. After some time he asked my girlfriend 
to come and get me, and she took me back to where I had 
been sitting.

Papaji stopped the meeting and he got some people to 
sing bhajans (devotional songs), like a celebration. Later, at 
the meeting end he called me back to the front and I 
remember he said to me, ‘Aahhh, you won’t need to come 
tomorrow?’ But I didn’t really register that. And then he went 
out of the room and everybody left. I was left like a bag of 
potatoes, lying on the floor. My girlfriend and a few friends 
came around me; they held my hands and feet, sat with me. 
Somebody brought me chai in a glass, and I remember 
holding this in my hand and looking at it, becoming completely 
fascinated by the texture of the surface of the chai. I got lost in 
this moment, in the chai. There was another moment when 
suddenly there was a flash, and I felt an enormous love. It 
was like an enormous explosion of energy.



What happened next?

He had sparked something very powerful. Every day there 
were these very powerful energy phenomena going on, which 
I completely didn’t understand. I remember at that time I 
looked like an alien. I had huge open eyes and everything 
was a bit unreal, very quiet, very empty. Papaji had a close 
Indian friend, and every few days he sent this man to see 
whether I was okay. I remember a very nice feeling that he 
was looking after me.

After going to a whole week of meetings I wrote him a 
report about what was going on. I sat in front of him and he 
started talking about snakes. In India, when they build a 
house, they leave out bricks near the ground to let the snakes 
go out. It was a story about doubt, but I couldn’t understand 
what the hell he was talking about. He was going on and on 
about not allowing snakes in the house. It was complete 
mumbo jumbo to me. I felt tremendously on fire, but in a very 
silent, quiet way. This went on pretty strongly for at least a 
month. It felt like I had a washing machine churning around 
inside. Everything was a bit unreal, a bit strange.

One lunchtime I was sitting with my Russian girlfriend, 
Jaya, and suddenly a bolt of energy went from me to her. She 
went into a strange space, and she also looked like an alien, 
with these big eyes like I had. I was so concerned I took her to 
Papaji’s house. We were like an alien couple and he said 
something like, ‘Oh, it’s fine. Bring her to the meeting 
tomorrow.’ Her name meant victory, and the next day when I 



took her to the meeting he gave her a new name, Vijaya – 
ultimate victory. This was very lovely, but actually at that time 
our relationship had begun to crumble and she soon left and 
went back to Pune.

I had temporarily rented a house. I stayed there with a 
beautiful, young Italian girl who’d been Vijaya’s friend. It was 
very hot, so naturally we would be naked. I was very attracted 
to her – she was absolutely beautiful and deeply connected to 
her being – but no sex happened. I found I couldn’t be sexual; 
my sexual energy had completely gone. I could be very sweet 
friends with this woman. We became friends in another way of 
intimacy, sleeping together naked but with nothing sexual 
happening. Perhaps it was the first time in my life where I 
really discovered a different way of relating, where sex wasn’t 
a part of it. I also discovered that actually women rather liked 
this kind of sexless energy. I didn’t have any sex for two 
years. It wasn’t a decision, it was just that the penis didn’t 
work. The strong energy was up above my head.

As Ebook

As Book
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