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ransformation” is a word that I have brought

in myself (like “supermind”) to express certain spiritual concepts and spiritual facts of the integral
yoga. People are now taking them up and using them in
senses which have nothing to do with the significance
which I put into them. Purification of the nature by the
“influence” of the Spirit is not what I mean by transformation; purification is only part of a psychic change or a
psycho-spiritual change-the word besides has many senses and is very often given a moral or ethical meaning which
is foreign to my purpose. What I mean by the spiritual
transformation is something dynamic (not merely liberation of the Self or realisation of the One which can very
well be attained without any descent). It is a putting on of
the spiritual consciousness, dynamic as well as static, in
every part of the being down to the subconscient. That

cannot be done by the influence of the Self leaving the consciousness fundamentally as it is with only purification,
enlightenment of the mind and heart and quiescence of the
vital. It means a bringing down of the Divine Consciousness static and dynamic into all these parts and the entire
replacement of the present consciousness by that. This we
find unveiled and unmixed above mind, life and body. It is
a matter of the undeniable experience of many that this can
descend and it is my experience that nothing short of its full
descent can thoroughly remove the veil and mixture and
effect the full spiritual transformation. Its madness is a wise
madness of Ananda, the incalculable ecstasy of a supreme
consciousness and power vibrating with an infinite sense
of freedom and intensity in its divine life-movements.-Sri
Aurobindo, Synthesis of Yoga, p. 482

performance by Constance Demby, a multi-instrumentalist who
plays “contemporary classical space music.”
For registration information, contact Sue Espinosa, 134
Coleen Street, Livermore CA 94550; phone: (5 10) 449-1261, fax:
(510) 449-6907.
For conference and presentation information, contact Wayne
Bloomquist, Sri Aurobindo Association, 2288 Fulton Street, Suite
310, Berkeley CA 94704; phone: (510) 848-1841, fax: (510) 8488531.
For a full 1 l-page e-mailed brochure, send e-mail to Prem
Sobel (prem@ix.netcom.com) or Kenny Schachat (kennys@
netcom.com).

in San Francisco and his last public appearance was at our center
on Saturday, March 18, when he spoke on the supramental and
transformation of the body. He graciously gave the Sri Aurobindo Center the donations collected that day.
On a personal level, the Rev. Martinez using his spiritual
healing was able to help me with what could have become crippling arthritis, had it not been caught in time.
We will miss him very much.
-Surama Bloomquist

Briefs
V. Madhusudan Reddy of the Institute of Human Study
in Hyderabad, India, announces that construction of a meditation
complex called “The Avatar” was started on February 2 1,1995.
A dome 90 feet in diameter and 36 feet high, which will enshrine
a life-size bronze statue of Sri Aurobindo, is being built in a rural
setting called Matridarshan. Champaklal laid the foundation stone
about 10 years ago.
Following a day of darshan activities at Matagiri on April
23, Wendy Roy and Julian Lines were married. Sam Spanier,
Eric Hughes, and Robert Aarsse-Prins read from Sri Aurobindo
and Mother, and Paul Lisseck read a poem by N.G. Roy. Guests
enjoyed the sunlight, the mountains, and the wind.
Participants in a “yoga trek” in the High Sierra over the
Fourth of July weekend, which included campfire readings of
Savitri, reported an inspirational wilderness experience.
The 1995 Auroville International meeting was held in
Merriam Hill Center in New Hampshire the second week in July.
See the next issue of Collaboration for details.
A graduate student in psychology seeks to correspond or
exchange notes and meditations with anyone practicing psychotherapy or formally studying psychology. Contact Michael Davis,
1000 Grove #561, Evanston, IL 60201; phone: (708) 475-7400
#561.
Aurodiscuss and Auroconf are two online e-mail discussion groups focusing on Integral Yoga, Auroville, The Synthesis
of Yoga, and related topics. To participate, send e-mail to
ltepper@compatible.com.
An Integral Yoga Web site, consisting of a welcome page
and hypertext media devoted to the teachings of Sri Aurobindo
and related topics, is available on the Internet’s World Wide Web
at the following address: http://www.webcom.com/-miraura. An
e-mail working group called “Auroarchive” is developing and
maintaining the Web site. For more information, send e-mail to
David Hutchinson: dbhutchinson@ucdavis.edu.
Renu and Neeti Roy have a Sri Aurobindo Center at 4
Greystone Rd., Unionville, Ont. L3R 8H9, Canada, (905) 4772644.
The Auroville Liaison Office may be reached at P.O. Box
8010, Victoria, B.C., V8W 3R7, Canada, (604) 383-4699, e-mail:
avliaison@auroville.org. The office publishes the electronic
newsletter Attempt, with emphasis on the Auroville pavilions.
l

Trip planned to Pondicherry

T

he Sri Aurobindo Association of America is planning to
organize a group trip to the Sri Aurobindo Ashram in
Pondicherry during the winter of 1996. We invite you to share an
encounter with the Ashram’s many facets; perhaps meet some of
the sadhaks whose books you’ve read; visit Auroville or other
centers of interest in Tamil Nadu such as Gingee Fort, Ramana
Maharshi Ashram, Thiruvanamallai, Mahabalipurim.
Travel arrangements and accommodations can be less complicated and more economical for a group, and we hope as well
that the sharing of introductions, experience, and insights of the
more seasoned members would make a rewarding and well-rounded experience for all. Of course, the needs of the independentminded would also be completely respected, but the occasional
comfort of a familiar face or two in the midst of India’s tumult is
always welcome.
If you want to test the waters of the Sri Aurobindo Ashram,
this is a good way to get your toes wet. Or if you’re already comfortable in the mayhem of Nehru Street, please consider the joy
of sharing your gleaned wisdom with others.
This trip is just in the preliminary planning stage. Have you
always wanted to go, but didn’t know how to begin? Maybe you
have journals full of suggestions, travel tips, friendly names, mustsees, favorite hotels or restaurants? Do you know how to organize a group trip? Get good airline rates? Even if this trip doesn’t
interest you, maybe you’d like to let us know what would.
Please forward all contacts to the Sri Aurobindo Association, Pondicherry Trip, 2288 Fulton St., Suite 310, Berkeley, CA
94704; or call Vishnu at (209) 339- 1342 with questions or comments.
-Vishnu Eschner
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Passings
It is with great sadness that the Sri Aurobindo Association
announces the passing of the Rev. Joseph Martinez in San Francisco on March 22, 1995.
Rev. Martinez was the head of the Spiritual Healing Center
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Land still needed

To

friends of Auroville:
1995 marks 3 1 years of land purchase for Auroville: the
first plot of land on record as having been purchased for Auroville was registered on October 8, 1964.
A recent progress report shows that although substantial
progress towards the goal of acquiring the remaining land needed for Auroville was made during the past year, there is still much
work to be done. In the city area there are still about 370 acres to
be purchased, and several hundred acres more are needed for the
consolidation and expansion of the greenbelt.
In order to achieve this, a continuous flow of funds will be
needed over the next few years. With the rise in land prices, it is
difficult to make a definitive estimate of the total requirement,
but it is clear that if we had Rs. 10-20 million each year (U.S.
$350,00&$700,000) we could really begin to get the job done.
(In 1994 we had Rs. 7.25 million.)
Today the need to complete the purchase of the remaining
land for Auroville has never been so urgent.
Momentum toward this has been built up over the last three
years, during which more than 200 acres (80 hectares) have been
purchased. This momentum needs to be sustained and actually
accelerated in order to realize the objective of securing the land
for Auroville: the “place on earth” that the Mother dreamed of
40 years ago, in 1954.
We take this opportunity to thank everybody who has helped
over the last three years and to ask for the continuing support of
all those who can contribute towards this work in the future.
We recall again Her message of May 1970: “The lands for
Auroville are to be bought and can be bought. The money is needed. Will you help?’
-Peter Clarence-Smith,
for the Auroville Land Fund and Land Service

tENTER TO CENTER
Matagiri: A center for
the evolution of consciousness
e have been longing for a sacred space, a piece of

w earth on which to create a collective home for those
captured by the vision of Sri Aurobindo and the Mother. What
better place than 40 acres of land in the Catskill Mountains known
as Matagiri-Mother’s Mountain.
Founded in 1968, Matagiri has been a home for a small community of persons aspiring to practice Integral Yoga. It has served
the larger community by providing a space for retreat and meditation, as well as being an information center for those interested
in contacting the Sri Aurobindo Ashram and the international
community of Auroville in South India.
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True to the pattern of evolution, forms that once fostered the
growth of Matagiri have given way to new forms-bridges to
future realizations. Moved by the collective dimension of Integral Yoga, many have dreamed beyond the dream of the pioneers
of Matagiri. They have proposed numerous projects, they have
wondered about an expanded community, they have envisioned
temples on the summit of the mountain . . .
All of these dreams have contributed to bringing us to the
next step of creating a material base for their manifestation. The
Foundation for World Education has given the seed money to
obtain custody of Matagiri. This first stage has been accomplished.
The vision, which remains open and fluid to the broader community, is to create an infrastructure on the mountain that includes a meditation center, a kitchen/dining facility, residential
units, a conference center, and a library.
The realization of this center will provide a base for exploring future possibilities. Matagiri will exist as a laboratory of evolution-a sacred space to retreat; experience community; explore
the interface between mind, body, and spirit in the healing arts;
facilitate the dialog between science, spirituality, psychology, and
the creative arts; promote research on the transformation of the
body; and integrate the wisdom of East and West.
Those interested in contributing to the project may do so in a
number of ways: by helping to perform tasks, from clearing the
land to fund raising; by offering money; or by sharing visions,
ideas, and skills.
Please contact Matagiri, 1218 Wittenberg Rd., Mt. Tremper, NY 12547; or call Julian Lines (914) 679-5358 or Rudy Phillips (201) 327-3236.
~-Arya Maloney

Auburn, Alabama, group studies
Sri Aurobindo

T

he Sri Aurobindo Study Group in Auburn, Alabama,
began three years ago when Bill Flick returned from a
visit to the Ashram in Pondicherry. The group currently consists
of ten people, including Bill’s wife Debbie, who gather at the
Flick home every two weeks. Each meeting begins with listening
to Mother’s music. This is followed by a discussion of the week’s
topic of study. The meetings close with a period of meditation.
The group has studied Sri Aurobindo’s yoga and method of
sadhana (including selections from the writings of Sri Aurobindo and talks of the Mother, Sri Aurobindo’s book The Mother,
and writings of M.P. Pandit). This year the Auburn group has
undertaken an in-depth study of the Gifu in the light of Sri Aurobindo’s Message ofrhe Gitu. Notes from each meeting are compiled and distributed.
Anyone wishing to obtain a copy of the notes on the Gita or
the nine-part selections comprising “Sri Aurobindo’s Yoga and
Method of Sadhana” can contact Bill Flick at 163 Windsor Ct.,
Auburn, AL 36849; or send e-mail to bflick@mail.auburn.edu.
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losophy.” Accordingly, to penetrate the mysteries of music is to
prepare for initiation into those fathomless mysteries of man and
cosmos.-from Cosmic Music: Musical Keys to the Interpretation of Reality, ed. Joscelyn Godwin (Rochester, Vermont: Inner
Traditions, Int’l., 1989)
* * *

P

hilosophically, I think that composing is trying to get a
pure stream in a faucet that connects with some cosmic
pool of music somewhere. I think that’s what the great composers like Mozart had, some huge powerful stream as if you are
tuning in your radio. There was no static on his station, he got it
really pure in a channel into the source.-Ragtime composer and
pianist Scott Kirby in “An Interview with Scott Kirby,” David
Reffkin, The Mississippi Rag, June 1995
* * *
I know that some people see music as merely sound for
sound’s sake. I disagree. There can be moments when you are in
contact with the experience from which the music came. And
there are audiences who listen at that level. They’re not listening
to say that this guy has a fantastic technique or fantastic soundthey’re really getting the message of the music. When that
happens, the ritual of concert-giving is at its highest. . . .
Beethoven thought that through his music he could change
the world. Today, rock musicians are virtually the only ones who
think that. Beethoven believed that there is a soul. Today, most
people don’t believe that there is a soul. Although he wasn’t religious in a traditional sense, Beethoven believed in God. Today,
most people don’t believe in God. When you perform Beethoven,
you have to transform yourself and commit yourself. You have
to believe that God exists, that there’s a soul, and that you can
change the world. . . .
. . . I would listen to recordings of Schnabel, Kempff, and
Serkin playing the last [Beethoven] piano sonatas, and would be
struck by many things-for instance, by the trills. These are no
ordinary trills; they are searching, reaching out toward the ideal.
. . . The musical language of the last two cello sonatas is terse. At
one moment, it’s turbulent and assertive; then he interjects something that’s just heaven, and you get a glimpse of a better world.
That’s where you find the cinemalike montage. but even when
the music is fierce it’s not just violent. He’s doing more than
shaking his fist at destiny; there’s nobility, there’s heroism within the drama-a sense of exaltation. . . . The slow movements of
both sonatas are intensely introspective. After that, you’ve earned
your freedom. The finales have to do with a divine comedy; they

are a celestial play, not in the realm of human endeavor. The
gods are sporting among themselves.-concert cellist Yo Yo Ma
in “A process bigger than oneself: Yo Yo Ma,” David Blum,
New Yorker, May 1, 1989
* * *
The efsects of rock ‘n’ roll-those thrilling, dangerous crescendos of release, rebellion, and all-night ecstasy-are as old as
the first time the first man pounded out a syncopated riff on a
hollow log. Therein lies the key to rock’s origins and its unique
relationship to religion.
One can almost hear the chorus of boos and hisses rising
like steam at the very suggestion. Rock ‘n’ roll is supposed to be
about fun, not the somber verities of the hereafter. It runs no
deeper than a passing fancy; it’s as enduring as the age of sixteen. Rock’s virtue is its disposability. Pop and profundity just
don’t mix.
But music and mystery do. . . .
If music is, as sociologist Raymond Williams asserts, a way
of “transmitting a description of experience,” then its use to transmit the most significant and enduring experience in the whole
human catalog, the religious experience, naturally follows.-from
Stairway to Heaven: The Spiritual Roots of Rock ‘n’ Roll, David
Seay and Mary Neely (New York: Ballantine Books, 1986)
* * *
n what might be termed the punk art wing of modern rock,
the sonorous resonating properties of feedback-sustained
guitar textures have assumed an explicitly spiritual association
through their development by bands and performers such as Lou
Reed and the Velvet Underground, Tom Verlaine and Television, and more recently Sonic Youth. To attend a show by one of
these groups is to immerse oneself in a clanging, droning sensurround of guitar harmonics, to enter a precisely demarcated, ritually invoked sonic space. This is the movable church of the sonic
guitar, a vast, high-vaulted cathedral vibrating with the patterns
and proportions of sound-made-solid. Perhaps the most appropriate analogue for this invisible but highly audible sacred architecture is the Gothic cathedral, designed according to traditions
of mystical mathematics, such as the proportion of the golden
mean. And they were designed to resonate music, specifically
the chanting of monks. One finds the same sonic concerns in the
sacred architecture of Islam: the courtyard of one medieval
mosque was designed to resonate any sound made within it seven times, in overlapping waves of slap-back echo. And of course
there are the legendary acoustical properties of Eastern structures
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Book review:

The mysticism of music, sound, and word
b y V i s h n u Eschner
I carved my vision out of wood and stone;
I caught the echoes of a word supreme
And metred the rhythm-beats of infinity
And listened through music for the eternal Voice.
-Sri Aurobindo, Savitri, p. 405
The Sufi Message, Volume II: The Mysticism of Music,
Sound, and Word, by Hazrat Inayat Khan, Motilal Banarsidass
Publishers, 273 pp.

A

long with scores of devotees scattered amidst
the pillars and archways, a visitor to evening meditation at Sri Aurobindo Ashram, Delhi branch, will be taken inward by the warm, resonant voice of Sri Karunamayee, which
drifts through the twilight like rich smoke curling off some celestial incense. A devotee of Sri Aurobindo and Mother, Sri
Karunamayee is also a respected artist, scholar, and highly acclaimed master of the rare Kirana Gharana style of classical Indian music. For the past 27 years, she has resided at the Delhi
Ashram and overseen its music department.
It was during my very first music lesson with her that she
recommended The Mysticism of Music, Sound and Word, Volume II of the definitive, nine-volume text on Sufism, The Suf
Message, by the revered Suti master Hazrat Inayat Khan. Since
the stated object of the Sufi movement is harmony, and Sufism
traditionally uses music as a means of transmitting the essence of
mystical insight, it was obviously the ideal resource for gaining a
spiritual understanding of music.
Sri Aurobindo recognizes Sufism as one of a number of
“Mahomedan Yogas,” and it bears similarity to his yoga in that it
seeks to transform everyday life into religion, so that every action may bear some spiritual fruit. Sufis say simply that any person who has a knowledge of both outer and inner life is a Sufi.
Hazrat Inayat Khan was an accomplished musician, who ultimately surrendered his beloved music to the Divine and in 1910
brought the Sufi message to the West, telling the newly awakening audiences of Europe and New York in the 2Os, “if I do anything, it is to tune souls instead of instruments; to harmonize people instead of notes.”
The Mysticism of Music turned out to be one of those required books in my proverbial desert island emergency kit. A
brief look at several of the multitudinous facets of this gem reveals it to be the spiritual hiker’s encyclopedia-cum-guidebook
to the entire river of consciousness.
The book begins with the original activity of consciousness,
which is not unexpectedly, vibration. Then we’re taken nonstop
through its descent over the myriad planes of existence, until by
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the end we’ve gained insight into a surprisingly vast range of life
experiences, with enough substance to outweigh a few racks in
any new age bookstore.
Hundreds of topics (such as: places that sing aloud the legend of the past, the magical influences within all things, the influence of works of art, the musical aspects of memory, will,
reason, mind, heart, intuition, inspiration, moods, inclinations)
give evidence that nothing is beyond the wise scrutiny of the
author, nor outside the scope of his subject. The author indeed
looks upon all of life as music.
On family life, he has this to say: “In music the law of harmony is that the nearest note does not make a consonant interval.
This explains the prohibition of marriage between close relatives
because of their nearness in quality and blood.”
Not your typical music textbook.
By the end of Book 1, my impulse to understand music had
been deflected into the quest to find harmony between my soul
and body. The basic philosophy is given in a wide context which
relates both to the seen and the unseen worlds. He speaks simply
and profoundly: “The attainment of harmony in life takes a longer time to acquire and a more careful study than does the training
of the ear and the cultivation of the voice, although it is acquired
in the same manner as the knowledge of music.” And he goes on
to prove it with simple, yet fascinating discourse.
In one chapter there’s an overview of the Indian conception
of the science of Raga, the psychological science of music created by Lord Siva, which explains the need to prescribe music psychologically and mystically in order to elevate the soul.
Rigor and scholarship, however, are never given over to simplistic spiritualisms or dogmatic platitudes. His insight springs
from every major world religion and from many languages; he
draws them together elegantly with fascinating cross-reference
and keen insight into the customs, words, and invention of the
world’s great spiritual books.
What amazes one is the absolute timeliness of the insights.
His comments on jazz could easily apply to much of current music.
And the Upanishadic conception of the physics of sound from
which he draws, seems to be the conventional scientific wisdom
of today.
And as for its purported topic, one would be hard pressed to
find so diverse a catalog of musical information, especially Indian music, in any other single volume.
With humble depth, the author speaks directly to the heart
so that the reader is stimulated to a new understanding of the
spiritual life. “The whole of life in all its aspects is one single
music; and the real spiritual attainment is to tune one’s self to the
harmony of this perfect music.”
You just may find new depth to the everyday world and begin to understand, with Hazrat Inayat Khan, that life is music
which the soul has entered into the body to experience.
Vishnu Eschner, an artist and musician, is a member of Sri Aurobindo
Sadhana Peetham in L.odi, California.
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~NOTES FROM THE FIELD
In search of community
by Sa vitra

I

n 1969, I left the States to meet the Mother. I hitchhiked
from London to India. Nothing else then could have satisfied me. Nothing else could have moved me to such a journey.
Not India. Not the Ashram. Not even Auroville. No, the lure for
such a journey, though I never thought of it that way at the time,
had to be That One we seek behind all our journeys.
I was a very introverted kind of guy then, in many ways
unrecognizable to those who have known me since except for
my seriousness of purpose. After She came into my life, cutting
me loose from all the earlier dead-end spiritual paths that I had
thrown myself into in such dire earnest, nothing could hold me
back. I knew where I had to go.
When I left San Francisco and the 60s behind, I was clearly
on a quest for personal realization. But when I finally met Her that
day that first time, the meaning of the word “personal” expanded
beyond definition, coming to include “collective” within it.
And so it was that on that most personal of quests, this shy
fellow would walk through an innermost door and find himself
turned toward a radically altered “outside.” Find himself irreversibly cast forth from his accustomed insulation, no longer able
to fully withdraw into his former inner world, no longer fulfilled
with his individualized brand of sudhana.
Thus, unsought and unexpected, began my awkward transition-conversion, I would call it-from loner to self-in-relation.
Began my search for Her Community.
Not that I was innately averse to community. On the contrary, it was indelibly part of my childhood dream to belong to
some larger, more beautiful and harmonious collective in which
all of us were embraced in a trust of light and love. But that child
was to find himself all-too-quickly exposed to a world bristling
with bullies and sharp points, where sensitivity learned to conceal or contract itself to numb the pain and harshness, the venomous jokes, betrayals, and outright brutality.
But now, She had brought me back to that dream. And I
could begin the search again in India. . . gently at first within the
sweetness and protection of the Ashram; then more daringly a
year later when I asked Her if I could live in Auroville, that mysterious place I had heard of before leaving the States but which
would never by itself have attracted me without Her lure.

I

remember dimly those early days walking down Nehru
Street (when one could still wander leisurely down the
middle of the road), venturing forth from the safety net of incense
bordering the Ashram compound to the fish-and-god-knowswhat-other-smells of the Central Bazaar. I still see myself in my
starched pale-blue kurta pajamas, Prosperity-issued, staring
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voyeurishly into the Indian Coffee House at the assorted
Westerners, most long-haired and bearded, often shirtless in
lungis or dhotis-the men, that is. The womenfolk, just as
inscrutable, were garbed like gypsy queens, little Rajasthani
mirror-work vests draped over butterfly blouses.
Who were these hybrids? I wondered then as I watched one
of them, hair matted in a bun, only wild eyes visible through his
jungly beard as he drove his little bullock cart down the main
street of Pondy with his wife and daughters in tow.
It was sort of like an East-West cowboy town then, the Coffee House being the Saloon where desperadoes met over bee&.
On the surface, it was hard to see anything in common with this
raw first-of-the-new-species or last-of-the-old. But something
more dangerous than curiosity, more tidal than full moons was
pulling on me, drawing me away from the blessed order of the
Ashram where I seemed to fit in to this Auroville where I didn’t.
I would wind up spending 21 years there (and who knows
how many more in some next future?), trying to fit into an
Auroville that was still too large for this small world of ours.
The first years on that barren red plateau, difficult as they
were in material terms, everything unreliable, still in flux, were
the honeymoon years. Even with all the outer insecurities-the
scarcity of shelter, running water, electricity, the plethora of parasites, strange fevers, boils, vipers and scorpions and mildewed
monsoons-what did it matter? She was there in Her room and
all was right in the world.
There we were, for all our foolish innocence, voyaging off
in our shaky communal raft of palm thatch and bamboo. And
though I am sure time retouches the negative, putting a halo over
the past, still there was a sense of real comradeship in the yoga
we shared together then before our cynicism and ideologies caught
up with us. Before She left us on our own. A comradeship protected by Her Presence or our own naivete, but one which seemed
to erode over the decades, giving way to the coercion of political
and ideological group affinities.
I reminisce over the good old days that were never as good
as we like to recall them. But human as I am, it is a relief to
remember times when we stood together with no one on the other side, supporting one another, appreciating each other’s work
and contributions, sharing a more genuine understanding of each
other’s hardships and limitations. A time when we looked forward to forming that human chain as we passed along the chettis
of concrete, watching the darkness fade under the glare of construction lights, feeling our fatigue give way to the joy of working together into the dawn. A time when we would sit around in
the evenings sharing stories of our inner lives rather than lobbying one another over the latest hot issue or hot gossip, rather than
losing ourselves in our chosen indulgence. A time when mutual
trust had not yet been replaced by committee approval.
But as in all our halfway Edens, gravity overtakes us, the
apple falls, the honeymoon ends, and we begin to repeat the patterns of our parental egos all the way back to the first ones, trading our childhood dreams for power dramas, reverting back to ’
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rice, the mountains held within their silver walls a forest so high and so gracefully forgotten that it rode above
the troubles of the world as easily as the blinding white clouds
that sometimes catch on jagged peaks and musically unfurl. Cold
lakes scattered in the greenery ran so deep that soundings were
of no avail, and the meadows along the tree line, suspended in
the light, were as smooth and green as slabs of jade. . . . And
though empires and kingdoms below might nervously claim it,
the forest was in its own way inviolable-a domain of hearth
smoke in unwavering columns against a flawless blue sky, of
mountains clad in wind-buffed ice, of the thinnest air, of rivers
running white and bursting with oxygen.
Perhaps you have felt the presence of such places when, in a
darkened concert hall, the music makes the moon rise, perfectly
fresh and bright, as if the roof has opened up above you, or when
the trees shudder in a sudden wind and the sun unexpectedly lights
the undersides of their rustling leaves. They do exist, although
they are so hard to find that it is tempting to believe they are
illusions.-Mark Helprin, Swan Luke
Let me take the whole universe and put it on the tips of your
eyelashes.-Yun-Men (?-949)
An appreciation of the 1960s would be better served by allowing that decade’s lessons to be enacted, not simply packaged
and sold back to us as a sitcom. Those lessons are simple and
important: the belief that we are not simply individuals but part
of a larger culture that requires our most earnest efforts and ideas;
the conviction that the worlds within and outside ourselves are
subject to transformation, that our actions can shape the future;
that what we choose to do matters deeply; the insistence that
America has a place for our best selves, and to the degree that it
doesn’t, it must be changed; the notion that music can help formulate a vision toward which we can aspire.-Anthony DeCurtis

When I say that at the conclusion of this transformation, if
we survive, we will be unimaginably different-please don’t
mistake that for new age goo. The pious platitudes of the new
agers are pathetic incantations hoping to tame the untamable. Our
transformation will leave humankind dij@rent, not necessarily
better. It’s just that all of us collectively have decided that it’s
time for the big change-though individually most of us wish it
were happening to somebody else in some other space-time.Michael Ventura
Each friend represents a world in us, a world possibly not
born until they arrive, and it is only by this meeting that a new
world is born.-Anais Nin, 1903-1977
Life is not having been told that the man has just waxed the
floor.-Ogden Nash, 1902-1971
There’s one question scientists are mostly scared to discuss.
What is the nature of self awareness? Dare we utter the C-wordconsciousness? What is the nature of consciousness? What kind
of threshold of complexity is there for consciousness? What does
consciousness mean? Well, you’re not thought to be very scientific if you use words like that. Even the word “mind,” the Mword, is one that can get a scientist into trouble.-Mutry GellMan
You must have aroom, or a certain hour or so a day, where
you don’t know what was in the newspapers that morning, you
don’t know who your friends are, you don’t know what you owe
anybody, you don’t know what anybody owes to you. This is a
place where you can simply experience and bring forth what you
are and what you might be. This is the place of creative incubation. At first you may find that nothing happens there. But if you
have a sacred place and use it, something eventually will happen.-Joseph Campbell, 1904-1987
No words, acts.-The Mother
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