


EDITOR5 NOTES - I

Once again Spring comes grudgingly to New England and
the Northern Hemisphere. The yellow daffodils and
forsythia shine against the drabness of the ground and trees
whose branches are just tipped with red buds. We begin to
take off some of the layers of winter clothes and let our skin
feel at home again in the world outside. We begin to look
around, to expand, to feel some of the fresh joy of children
who have seen the world revolve fewer times than we.

Yet, in this same springtime, we must bring our readers
the news of the passing, in February, of Nolini Kanta Gupta,
Secretary of the Ashram, and one of Sri Aurobindo’s most
prominent disciples. His body joins Pavitra’s; Amrita’sAnd
others, who were such a vibrant part of the early years of the
Ashram, in the garden of Cazenove in Pondicherry. As, one-
by-one, those pioneers leave us we realize that the
responsibilities of the Yoga fall more and more onto a new
generation, and although we have been told that the
outcome does not depend on our frail efforts, we come to
this springtime with a greater awareness of our place in the
flux of evolution and a sense that we must search more
sincerely for the parts we are meant to play in the next act of
Their drama.

February also brought the twenty-eighth anniversary of
the Supramental Descent. Since it is a leap year including
the 29th day of that month (the actual date on which it
happened), we have compiled some comments from Sri
Aurobindo and the Mother on the nature of that force and
its effects. We also include a description by Dick Batstone
from his diary of the very first anniversary of the
Supramental Manifestation in 1960.

Arya Maloney discusses some of the 20th century tneories.
about and discoveries of the relationship between matter
and energy by physicists such as Albert Einstein, Max
Planck, and others that have made possible the gradual
scientific confirmation of Sri Aurobindo and the Mother’s
statements on the Supramental and on the spiritual force in
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matter. This is the first part of a paper on new modes of
healing, and we will be serializing the rest in forthcoming
issues. Arya sent it to us just before his departure for
Auroville where he is now working on the Matrimandir, and
we are certain, putting his words into action.

John Kelly takes us back to another February forty years
ago in France when a boy from Brooklyn had his prayers
answered in a way he was not expecting but must somehow
have been inwardly prepared for. Many devotees have been
drawn into the Yoga in just such a mysterious, if less
spectacular manner. To help our readers get to know each
other better, we would like to make your stories of how you
became involved in the Yoga of Sri Aurobindo and the
Mother a regular feature of Collaboration. In fact, this will
be the theme of the next issue. We are not expecting epics of
great miracles, just tales of the tiny threads that have
intertwined our lives with Theirs.

It is also, admittedly, another attempt to get your
collaboration with Collaboration. We have been very
encouraged by the response to this magazine, but we want
more. We have received very little news from centers for this
issue. This has been disappointing because one of our goals
is to gather together information and photos from the many
different groups, spread out over this large country, who
otherwise may have little contact with each other. If you
don’t want to write, tell it to a tape recorder and send us the
cassette. Our next issue will be in September and we need
your material by August 1.

The Titans are stronger than the gods because they have
agreed with God to front and bear the burden of His wrath
and enmity; the gods were able to accept only the pleasant
burden of His love and kindlier rapture.

Sri Aurobindo
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Nolini Kanta  Gupta
1889 - 1984

(Photo Courtesy of Sri Aurobindo Ashram)

On February 7, 1984 at 4:42 p.m. (Indian time) Nolini
Kanta Gupta, general secretary of the Sri Aurobindo
Ashram, left his body. ‘Nolinida, as he is affectionately
known in the Ashram, was born in the north of Bengal and
came of age during the first stirrings of the movement that
would eventually give India its freedom. While he was a
student at the elite Presidency College in Calcutta, besides
excelling in scholarship and soccer, Nolini became an ardent
patriot ready for the violent overthrow of British rule in
India. This soon involved him with a man named
Aurobindo Ghose and his brother Barin  who were making
bombs for that purpose. Eventually, in Muzaffarpur, there
was an explosion which killed two European ladies.

Nolini and Sri Aurobindo were arrested and, during their
year in jail, began their long, close relationship. After
acquittal he started to work with Sri Aurobindo on the
newspaper “Karmayogin” and eventually followed him to
Pondicherry in 1910. There he lived in close contact with the
man who had started to teach him Greek, Latin, Italian, and
French by diving immediately into the classic literature of
those languages. In those early years Nolini cooked and ate
with Sri Aurobindo, patroled  the house at night, became
involved in local espionage, captained a local soccer team,
and shared in an austere life: Sleeping outside on a bare mat,
no tables or chairs, and no electricity for some time.

After several years, the Mother came to Pondicherry. She
was received first “.. . as a friend and companion, as one very
close to ourselves . . . because Sri Aurobindo himself
received her like that . . .” It was not long, however, before
Nolini saw her as more than

66
. . a friend and companion, comrade almost, at the

most an object of reverence and respect. I was now
about to start on my annual trip to Bengal. Before
leaving, I felt a desire to see the Mother. . . I said to him
(Sri Aurobindo), ‘I would like to see Her before I go.‘-
Her with a capital H, in place of the Mother, for we had
not yet started using that name. Sri Aurobindo
informed the Mother.. . The Mother came in from her
room and stood near the door. I approached her and
said, ‘I am going.’ and then lay prostrate at her feet.
That was my first Pranam to the Mother. She said,
‘Come back soon.’ This ‘Come back soon.’ meant in the
end ‘come back for good’.’

Thus began Nolini’s lifetime of service to Sri Aurobindo
and the Mother. She:

66 . . . installed Sri Aurobindo on his high pedestal of
Master and Lord of Yoga. We had hitherto known him
as a dear friend and close companion, and although in
our mind and heart he had the position of a Guru, in out
outward relation we seemed to behave as if he were just
like one of ourselves. The Mother taught by her manner
and speech, and showed us in actual practice, what was
the meaning of disciple and master.2

Over the years, besides being Secretary of the Ashram,
Nolini was a member of the Ashram Trust, editor of ‘The
Advent’, editor of the ‘Bulletin of Sri Aurobindo
International Center of Education,‘and  Dean of the Faculty
of Languages of the International Center of Education. He
is considered a major writer in Bengali, has written poetry in
French, and has published over fourteen books in English
interpreting Sri Aurobindo’s vision on matters ranging from
mystic poetry to yoga to science. His Reminiscences give a
lively picture of the early days of the Ashram.

More than these accomplishments Nolini has been a
living example of the highest possibilities of Sri Aurobindo’s
yoga. In his late eighties he still took part in the activities of
the Ashram’s physical education department. He seldom
spoke about himself or criticized others. Many came to him
over the years for spiritual advice and the sweetness of his
presence. His firm faith in the Mother’s abiding presence did
much to help disciples through the period after her passing.

It will seem strange not to see the figure of Nolini, with
drooping moustache and deep eyes, making the rounds of
the Ashram samadhi courtyard, like Lakshmana, sleeplessly
guarding the abode of his gurus. Yet, as all could feel who
reported the peace and serenity in the atmosphere of the
Ashram as his body lay in the meditation room outside his
office, he is with Sri Aurobindo and the Mother, at their
feet.
‘Reminiscences, Nolini Kanta Gupta, Pondicherry, 1969, p. 83
ZIbid., p. 64

Nolini sitting on Sri Aurobindo’s left
(Photo Courtesy of Sri Aurobindo Ashram)
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During the common meditation

on Wednesday

This evening the Divine Presence, concrete and
material, was there present amongst you. I had a

form of living gold, bigger than the universe, and I

was facing a huge and massive golden door which
separated the world from the Divine.

As I looked at the door, I knew and willed, in a

single movement of consciousness, that “the time
has come,” and lifting with both hands a mighty

golden hammer I struck one blow, one single blow

on the door and the door was shattered to pieces.

Then the supramental Light and Force and
Consciousness rushed down upon earth in an
uninterrupted flow.

- THE MOTHER



THE SUPRAMENTAL BOAT
[Motherk  comments on her experience ~$3 Feb. 19581

Between the beings of the supramental world and men,
almost the same separation exists as between men and
animals. Some time ago I had the experience of
identification with animal life; their consciousness is so
constructed that we elude them almost entirely. And yet I
have known pet animals - cats and dogs, but especially cats -
that used to make an almost yogic effort of consciousness to
reach us. But usually, when they see us as we live and act,
they do not understand, they  do not see us as we are and they
suffer because of us. We are a constant enigma to them. Only
a very tiny part of their consciousness has a link with us. And
it is the same thing for us when we try to look at the
supramental world. Only when the link of consciousness is
established shall we see it -and even then only the part of our
being which has undergone transformation in this way will
be able to see it as it is - otherwise the two worlds would
remain apart like the animal and human worlds.

The experience I had on the third of February is a proof of
this. Before that I had had an individual subjective contact
with the supramental world, whereas on the third of
February I moved in it concretely, as concretely as I once
used to walk in Paris, in a world that exists in itself; outside
all subjectivity.

It is like a bridge being thrown between the two worlds.
Here is the experience as I dictated it immediately
afterwards:

Silence

The supramental world exists permanently and I am there
permanently in a supramental body. I had the proof of this
even today when my earth-consciousness went there and
remained there consciously between two and three o’clock in
the afternoon. Now, I know that what is lacking for the two
worlds to unite in a constant and conscious relation, is an
intermediate zone between the physical world as it is and the
supramental world as it is. This zone remains to be built,
both in the individual consciousness and the objective
world, and it is being built. When I used to speak of the new
world which is being created, it was of this intermediary
zone that I was speaking. And similarly, when I am on this
side, that is, in the field of the physical consciousness, and I
see the supramental power, the supramentai light and
substance constantly penetrating matter, it is the
construction of this zone which 1 see and in which I
participate.

I was on a huge boat which was a symbolic representation
of the place where this work is going on. This boat, as large
as a city, is fully organised, and it had certainly already been
functioning for some time, for its organisation was
complete. It is the place where people who are destined for
the supramental life are trained. These people - or at least a
part of their being - had already undergone a supramental
transformation, for the boat itself and everything on board
was neither material nor subtle-physical nor vital nor mental
- it was a supramental substance. This substance was of the
most material supramental, the supramental substance
which is closest to the physical world, the first to manifest.
The light was a mixture of gold and red, forming a uniform
substance of a luminous orange. Everything was like that -
the light was like that, the people were like that -everything

had that colour, although with various shades which made it
possible to distinguish things from each other. The general
impression was of a world without shadows; there were
shades but no shadows. The atmosphere was full of joy,
calm, order; everything went on regularly and in silence.
And at the same time one could see all the details of an
education, a training in all fields, by which the people on
board were being prepared.

This immense ship had just reached the shore of the
supramental world and a first group of people who were
destined to become the future inhabitants of this
supramental world were to disembark. Everything had been
arranged for this first landing. At the wharf several very tall
beings were posted. They were not human beings, they had
never been men before. Nor were they the permanent
inhabitants of the supramental world. They had been
delegated from above and posted there to control and
supervise the landing. 1 was in charge of the whole thing
from the beginning and all the time. I had prepared all the
groups myself. I stood on the boat at the head of the
gangway, calling the groups one by one and sending them
down to the shore. The tall beings who were posted there
were inspecting, so to say, those who were landing,
authorising those who were ready and sending back those
who were not and who had to continue their training on
board the ship. While 1 was there looking at everybody, the
part of my consciousness which came from here became
extremely interested; it wanted to see and recognise all the
people, see how they had changed and check which ones
were taken immediately and which ones had to remain to
continue their training. After a while, as 1 stood there
observing, 1 began to feel that I was being pulled back so that
my body might wake up - a consciousness or a person here -
and in my consciousness I protested, “No, no not yet, not
yet! 1 want to see the people!” I was seeing and noting
everything with intense interest..Things continued in this
way until suddenly the clock here began to strike three, and
this brought me back violently. There was a sensation of
suddenly falling into my body. I came back with a shock
because I had been called back very suddenly, but with all
my memory. 1 remained quiet, without moving, until 1 could
recol lect  the whole  experience and keep i t .

On the boat the nature of objects was not the one we know
on earth; for instance, clothes were not made of cloth and
what looked like cloth was not manufactured: it formed a
part of the body, it was made of the same substance which
took different forms. It had a kind of plasticity. When a
change had to be made, it took place, not by any artificial
and external means but by an inner operation, an operation
of consciousness which gave form or appearance to the
substance. Life created its own forms. There was one sing/e
substance in everything; it changed the quality of its
vibration according to need and use.

Those who were sent back for fresh training were not of a
uniform colour, it was as if their body had greyish, opaque
patches of a substance resembling earthly substance; they
were dull, as if they had not been entirely permeated with
light, not transformed. They were not like that everywhere,
only in places.

The tall beings on the shore were not of the same colour,
at least they did not have that orange tint; they were paler,
more transparent. Except for one part of their body, one
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way. You can laugh, you know, for all kinds of reasons.
There’s a whole vocabulary of laughter that I became
attuned to and the nuances of the laughter. There was a
whole thing we were going through as if this wasn’t the first
time it had happened.

1 thought, “I’d better not say anything more or 1’11 get in
trouble.” So he said, “If my help you choose then your
religion you will lose.” 1 thought, “Aha, I’ve got the devil!”
But then I didn’t care at this point about religion or whether
it was hell or heaven 1 was going to as long as I went. I mean,
I was brought up a Catholic, but I never really had Christ in
me. I was given a label like a Democrat or Republican. It
was on the surface of my being. So I said to him, “You know,
I don’t have a religion in that sense, the true sense of having
the founding force of a religion. You have to give it to me.” I
was begging for spirit. And I was putting the ball in hiscourt
. . . 1 got the ball across the net, you see. That’s all it
amounted to for me. Like a pingpong game. I ducked down
waiting for his reply and suddenly the laughter stops. “Oh,
oh,” I thought, “I said the wrong thing.” But then I looked
up and standing there in front of me, on the battlefield, was
the full figure, a man with a white beard and white hair
hanging down in a sheet like a Roman emperor. He’s leaning
against this tree a little bit, and he’s signing to my left. I don’t
know if the moon was out that night, but the light on his face
was golden. You could see a certain kind of refinement in
this being that was extraordinary, an aesthetic face that
really doesn’t show up in his photographs at all. There was
suffering and the conquering of suffering. All of that was
there.

So as I look to the left, out of the forest 1 see a waffling
motion and something moving down like a big platform
zipping in, like a UFO long before I ever heard of those
things. It moved and set itself. It was a Greek temple like
those small Parthenon-type things with four columns.
People sit on them in wicker chairs and have tea. That kind
of set-up. And there was a lady lying down! 1 said, “Oh, this
is a fairy tale. This is ridiculous, delightful.” She’s on a big
divan with a black housecoat of velvet. The columns of this
thing are like luminescent light, like a very high quality neon
light . . . it reminded me of alabaster, radiant soft light . . .
indirect lighting . . . the supreme in indirect lighting.

I look, and there she is sitting in a pose exactly as we see
her in those old photographs of 1914. I came to learn over
the years that this pose was like the mudra of the Greek
goddess of wisdom. So I’m in this trench, and it seemed like I
was on the steps of the temple looking up at her. Her face
changed . . . it was a long nose. . . very much Mother. And
then that same face said, “I am Mother, Mother, Mother,
Mother. I am all Mothers.” The face kept changing like a
strobe light effect. That face changed and changed
constantly and then would come back and rest at that face
again.

1 was absolutely enchanted. It was extraordinary. With
that it’s getting very heavy on my head. My head is really
singing. I said, “Listen, sweetheart, you’d better remove that
thing, that temple, from the field of battle because we’re
having a hell of a time here.” She didn’t want to go. I said, “If
you don’t go soon 1 won’t have anything in my head. I’ll be
insane . . . with delight.” So reluctantly it faded away into the
gloom. Then I was so happy I did a somersault or maybe I
fainted, I don’t know. I collapsed. The next thing I recall is a
soldier saying, “Hey, Kelly, get up. Wake up. We’re going
off of this hill. We’ve been relieved.“This wasdawn,  I think.

The place was always so overhung with clouds you didn’t
know what it was.

As we go down I start to recall what happened, and 1 hear
two guys talking behind me. One says to the other, “Did.you
see the light on the hill last night?” “Yeah, wasn’t that
something.” They saw it too! That thing was like a 3-D
manifestation. It kept growing from those wisps of smoke. I
thought, “I’ve got to forget this.” But everytime there was a
bombardment all I did was think about her, sitting in that
temple. And 1 said, “Gee, I wonder who she is.”

Another day goes by, and suddenly I hear the old man in
the sky. You see, I used to walk behind my men-they made
me a sergeant for a few days because all the others were sick
or wounded or whatever. Anyway, the old man says to me,
“That underpass is gonna be hit.” There was a train overpass
that we had to go under, and he almost gives me the picture
of the bombardment occurring. So I ran down to the
Lieutenant and said, “Where are we going?” I was stalling.
He showed me the map and a German headquarters
building on the other side of the underpass. That’s where we
were going. I tried to convince him to go another way but he
wouldn’t listen.

So I went back to my men, and then the old man in the sky
says, “Take your men and go first.” I said, “What? Now you
want me to go first?” There I was, cringing and cowardly,
trying to find another way out. Anyway he convinced me to
go first and quickly. So 1 went and told the Lieutenant that
we would go first. He says, “You will?”

We ran down the hill like a track team through the
underpass and the idea was not to stop until we got to the
building. And we did. They shot at us. We shot back. As
soon as we closed the door the whole goddam place
exploded. But they didn’t hit that building. It was their own
building. There was nobody in it, thank god. When the
smoke cleared we looked, and there was nobodv back there.
The whole platoon was gone. Well,
iust like I thought we should.

Photo of “The Mother”
(Courtesy Sri Aurobindo Ashram)
















