~Envisioning a National Center at Baca Grande
~By Martha Orton
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AYNE BLOOMQUIST,
Bill Moss, and I, all board
members of the Sri Aurobindo
Association, met at Baca Grande,
Colorado, during May 7- 10. Our
purposes in meeting there were
twofold: (1) to hold a face-to-face
meeting of the board in a place
dedicated to the yoga, the Sri Aurobindo Learning Center; (2) to meet with
Seyril Schochen, founder and visionary
of the SALC, and other members of its
board, to discuss possibilities for
collaborative efforts in Baca, particularly with regard to expanding and
developing what has already been
established there. Afterwards I wrote
an account of these meetings which
was published in the June issue of
NexUS. Now I would like to write
about the experience from a more
personal perspective.
I had expected to be impressed by
the beauty of the mountains there. I
am very much a lover of mountains
and I have seen and admired many in
different parts of the world. Frankly, I
was truly awed by their beauty and
fascinated by the changes which come
over them during the course of a day
and from day to day. So I discovered,
soon after arriving, that I was in love
with the tremendous beauty of the
place. The first morning there I took a
stroll through downtown Crestone -not many buildings, I thought, no
traffic, cool fresh air, a crystalline
stream rushing through the neighborhood, mule deer sitting contentedly on
a lawn, the mountains rising abruptly at
the end of the road -- terrific! I was
thoroughly enthralled by Bacal
Crestone as a physical place.
As Wayne, Bill, and I shared our
appreciation of the beauty of the area,
we agreed that there are definite
advantages in its taking time to get to
and not being immediately accessible.
Thus it has so far been protected from
any kind of dense development or
intense tourism. There is a very small
town with facilities and services, and
the place retains a peaceful, quiet
atmosphere.
As regards atmosphere, in the more
significant meaning of the word, I am

unable to describe what we all felt in
any way which could be considered
adequate. I can say that there is an
extraordinary, high, beautiful atmosphere. All three of us remarked on
this as a very real part of our experience of the place. In fact, it could be
described as our primary experience
there. It is principally because of this
that I feel we should develop a major,
national center for the yoga in Baca
Grande.
There are also other reasons, more
on the level of mental ones, which can
be put forward as supporting such a
plan. The existence of the Sri Aurobindo Learning Center, with Savitri
House as its focus, is a major consideration. Seyril, along with her associates, has established a fum base for the
work of Sri Aurobindo and the Mother.
In our meetings together, we all felt
that the time has come to expand
further the work and opportunities that
can take place in this excellent context.
We intend to collaborate and pool our
efforts to develop the center which is
there, already well-established, both
materially and spiritually.
The Sri Aurobindo Association
would like to assist in raising funds for
the completion of the Solar Bridge.
This building, when complete, will
offer living space for resident coordinators of the workshops and programs
which can be held there, as well as
offering meeting space. Completing
this building is a truly high-priority
project. With its completion the
facilities for meetings, meditations, and
workshops will be substantial. The
Solar Bridge is located on a half-acre
plot with the Solar Dome, in which
meetings for approximately 50 people
can be accomodated. The Solar Dome
is adjacent to Savitri House.
The location has other advantages in
that there is land available nearby for
expansion and for purchase by people
interested in coming to live there. It is
pleasant to envision the gradual growth
of a residential community of followers
of Sri Aurobindo and the Mother,
centered around their primary purpose
for coming together. In mentioning
this, it is perhaps worthwhile to
mention that the community infrastmcture (roads, electricity, water, etc.) is in
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place in Baca Grande, and that the land
is level and good for building on.
(Also, I might mention that this
location is different than the site for the
proposed Savitri Village, with which
some readers may be familiar. That
location poses considerable challenges
for development as a residential center;
the slope of the land and the uncertain
availablity of an adequate water supply
are examples of this. Hence our view
that our energies and resources are best
put to use at Baca Grande, where the
SALC has already established so much
and where building and gathering
together is more feasible.)
On our last day in Baca, the three of
us experienced the culmination of our
meetings with a quiet and grateful
sense of purpose. To be frank, I should
probably mention that we had all been
somewhat serious. There is nothing
particularly wrong with that, except
that what came next seemed to happen
as a corrective, to be sure we did not
get too serious.
It was, interestingly, Mother’s Day
and a new restaurant was opening in
Crestone, having chosen that as a
propitious day. Seyril, Suzanne
MacGregor, Ariel and David Browne,
Bill, Wayne, and I met there for lunch.
The place is called Perestroika and it’s
an amazing little fantasy of a building,
fake onion domes and all. For its
opening there were “gypsy” musicians,
a remarkably diverse crowd of happy
people, and a highly playful atmosphere which swept up everyone there
into lightness and laughter. Someone
remarked, “Krishna is playing with us.”
In fact it seemed wonderfully
coincidental that our hopes and plans
for the future had been blessed with
coming together into what felt like
their true formation on Mother’s Day.
As the day, and our time in Baca, drew
to a close, Wayne remarked: “This has
been the Mother of All Days.” Remembering that feeling and the sense
of what we felt there gives me much
hope for bringing into realization a
major center for the yoga in Baca
Grande.
Martha Orton is on the board of the Sri
Aurobindo Association and lives in
Charlottesville, Virginia.

the Matrimandir in Auroville when
Hanne visited it as part of a United
Nations’ habitat delegation. They
stayed in touch and met again at the
International Women’s Conference in
New York City where Seyril gave a
presentation on Auroville. She moved
to Boulder and stayed in a house that
was owned by a Rajneeshi who
returned when the guru’s Oregon
empire collapsed. He didn’t want Sri
Aurobindo in his house. Seyril called
up Hanne and said, “I’m moving to the
Baca.”
Once there she set up shop in a
house named “Savitri.” It’s a typical,
photos, psters, symbols and books
about Auroville and the Yoga. From
her room Seyril churns out ideas,
letters, articles, plays, and activities of
the Sri Aurobindo Learning Center, the
organization she founded in Baca. She
has tables full of her ongoing and yetto-be-born projects that keep her
constantly in motion.
The day before our departure, we go
with Seyril and an architect, Michael
Baron, to visit the site of her latest and
grandest project, Savitri Village, a
solar community dedicated to conscious education and integral living,
that has land (61 acres donated by
Maurice Strong) and a plan (drawn up
by Phillip Tabb of Boulder) based on
Seyril’s vision.
We drive away from the center of
Baca and park along the road that leads
south towards the Zen Center, and,
beyond that, the abandoned gold mine
that swelled Crestone’s population to
4000 people fifty years ago. We walk
up the steep, winding road, made by
miners for hauling wood. Our guide,
Michael, points out the little pink
ribbons tied to trees that mark boundaries, possible roads and buildings.
When we reach the mesa the ascent
is more gradual. The land runs right
into the mountains here, too close to
get any grand vista, only glimpses of
peaks through the stubble of pinion
pines that also hides our view of much
of the valley.
Michael finds a “mano,” a native
American stone, smooth and flat, that
was used with a “matate,” the base, for
grinding corn. “They’re all around,” he
says. “If you think it’s a good spot to
camp they probably did too.”
We’re soon kids again, thinking
we’ve discovered manos every few

feet, taking them to Michael for
verification; tilled with wonder at this
presence of the past on land which had
seemed as barren and rough as an
eroded field in Auroville. Suddenly
the place becomes alive. We find red
and yellow wild flowers, an open space
with a view that would make a good
building site.
“You have to listen to the road,”
Michael says, “fmd out where it wants
to go. Even though the plan is there,
the land will tell you how to shape it if
you listen. You can start by just taking
care of it, clearing good building rock
from the road, harvesting dead trees for
firewood, camping out . . . ”
Storm clouds, big thunderheads, are
rolling in from the west now, making
passes at the Baca as if they would
rain, then peeling off south. Just like
June in Auroville. We find, near the
center of the site, an unusual clump of
trees, spruce and a venerable juniper
with thick-muscled bark. Seyril says,
“Let’s meditate,” and we all touch a
branch or trunk.
As I feel the craggy strength that
has bound this tree to the mesa for
unnumbered years I sense the determination it will take to build Savitri
Village here, where everything is just
beginning, sustained by one woman’s
vision and will, a woman who revels in
the seemingly impossible.
There is also the Baca. Like
Auroville in the early years, before
trees, the Matrimandir and enduring
communities made the idea of human
unity almost respectable, people will
have to come to this part of southern
Colorado, hike the land and be drawn
to the sacred presence of the mountains
in order to fasten themselves to this
windblown, rocky shelf, invoke the
spirits of those who left the smooth
stones, and begin to call it home.
Gordon Korstange is the editor of
Collaboration and lives in Saxtons
River, Vermont
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worship? the Mother
once asked. Why not BE?

And that is the largely forgotten
purpose of temples, churches,
mosques, gurudwaras, and spiritual
retreats. To discover Agni, the eternal
flame within each being, within the
least grain of dust in all the galaxies
and beyond--and to BE, everywhere.
He is the child of the waters, the child
of the forests, the child of things stable
and the child of things that move.
Even in the stone he is there, sang a
Rishi of the Rig-&da some seven to
ten thousand years ago.
There are several retreats to which
pilgrim seekers adjourn in order to
withdraw altogether from life and
world, for these appear to constitute an
irredeemable vale of pain and tears.
But integral seekers must deny
themselves this easy option. For we
have heard Savitri’s tremendous prayer
to the Supreme:
Then all the woman yearningly
replied:
“Thy embrace which rends the living
knot of pain,
Thy joy, 0 Lord, in which all
creatures breathe,
Thy magic flowing waters of deep
love,
Thy sweetness give to me for earth
and men.
Again:
I climb not to thy everlasting Day,
Even as I have shunned thy eternal
Night...
. . .Earth is the chosen place of
mightiest souls;
Earth is the heroic spirit’s battlefield,
The forge where the Arch-mason
shanes his works.
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