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Michael Miovic is an attending psychiatrist at the
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Dave Hutchinson is a registered nurse living in
Sacramento, California. He is president of the Sri
Aurobindo Association and an editor of Collabo-
ration.

Lynda Lester works as a technical writer and web
usability specialist in Boulder, Colorado. She is
the managing editor of Collaboration.
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by the words of Sri Aurobindo due to this
daring act. Now, in these more lenient
times since the dissolution of the Soviet
Union, Dimitri was visited at Golconde on
aregular basis by visitors from Russia and
those Russian citizens who had moved to
Auroville and the Ashram. He had become
something of a “living icon” for them as a
representative of pre-revolutionary life in
Russia.

Dimitri was the personification of the
aristocratic, intellectual, and cultured Eu-
ropean nobleman. He enjoyed fine cuisine,
the best Belgian chocolates and Lindt
Swiss chocolates (my standing gift to
him), the arts, music, poetry, dance, and
simple but elegant dress. He detested ev-
erything base, unrefined, insensitive, and
uncouth. His inner life was private, but his
devotion to Mother and Sri Aurobindo
was most apparent.

His generosity and affection towards
his friends was touching and heartwarm-
ing, as was his generosity towards Au-
roville and other aspects of the Mother’s
work. On 26 February 2002, he laid the
foundation stone for the Russian Pavilion
in Auroville. For many years he made do-
nations to the Matrimandir Gardens and
more recently to the Russian Pavilion, the
Unity Pavilion, and the Auroville Land
Fund purchase.

He had enormous will and powerful
vital and physical stamina. He so loved the
sea, and for all those years that he lived in
India, he swam daily in the Bay of Bengal.
This continued up to his 89th year. A sud-
den attack of osteoporosis confined him to
the Ashram nursing home for some
months, after which he returned to Gol-
conde but in a bedridden state. Gradually,
with great personal determination, he be-
gan to walk again, and his caregiver, Susan
Crothers, would then go with him to the
beach daily. Occasionally, when the sea
was calm, they would swim together in the
area designated by the Mother years back
as being safe. When he could no longer
swim, Sue would wheel him down in his
wheelchair so that he could imbibe the
fresh salt air and watch the waves roll in
and recede. He passed on in the manner in
which he had lived his life—with quiet dig-

nity. He shall be greatly missed.

Dimitri is survived by his stepdaugh-
ter, Ingrid Fueloep-Miller, and stepson,
Chris Fueloep-Miller, of California, the
children of his second wife, the late Ger-
man-born poet, Erika Renon. Dimitri was
cremated in the Ashram on Monday, 10
June, and his ashes cast into the Bay of
Bengal at sunrise the next day.—Anie
Nunnally

Eternity drew close disguised as Love
And laid its hand upon the body of Time.
—Sri Aurobindo, from Savitri

Anie Nunnally lives in Los Angeles. Her inter-
views with senior disciples of Sri Aurobindo and
Mother have been published in Collaboration.

New letters
on yoga

The secret life
of consciousness

by Lynda Lester

This selection was posted 7 December
2001 to the Integral Yoga forum. For di-
rections on how to subscribe, refer to
http://iy.collaboration.org.

arl brought up an interesting

B point when he wondered if it

would be helpful for us to

talk about inner experiences. This is an im-

portant question for the forum, especially

this month, so it might be good to take a
closer look at the question.

It’s true that there has long been a
proscription against sharing spiritual ex-
periences—for good reason. The normal
human consciousness defaults to physi-
cal reality: if you can weigh it, measure it,
prove it with algorithms, it’s real. If you
can’t, it’s not. Steel, stocks and bonds, and
sitcoms are real. God, who cannot be mea-
sured, is suspect. Mystics are quaint souls
who belong in the forest feeding squirrels.

Because of this physical orientation,
this “materialistic denial,” assertions of in-
ner experience are met with derision,
amusement, or dismissal—and this, natu-
rally, is bad for spiritual development, as
the seeker begins to doubt and devalue his
or her experience. This is one basis for the
traditional rule about keeping mum.

However, dismissive reactions are de-
fault not only in materialistic society but in
spiritual circles as well, and in Integral Yoga
circles specifically. Someone claiming to
“see light” or “experience the Divine” often
meets with one of three reactions: 1) you
are pretending; 2) you are deceived; 3) you
are egotistical and doomed for spiritual fall.

1 recall an article that appeared eight
years back in an Integral Yoga newsletter
called NexUs. Some poor fellow said he ex-
perienced a supramental descent. Ah! The
furor! The ruckus! The torches that were lit
to be carried up the hill and burn him at the
stake! “Who does he think he is,” an elder-
ly disciple asked hotly, “Sri Aurobindo?”

The opinion here—reflective of an un-
examined but widespread feeling among
sadhaks—is that it is OK for Mother and
Sri Aurobindo to have experiences, but not
we lowly mortals. Sri Aurobindo, of course,
wrote many letters trying to disabuse peo-
ple of this belief.

On the other hand, it is quite all right,
in I'Y company, to remain safely in the sur-
face consciousness and mumble cozily
about normal human things—tofu, Mi-
crosoft, the price of beans in China. It is
also OK to talk about abstractions such as
“Aurobindo’s philosophy”—or to give lip
service to “bringing the psychic being for-
ward,” as long as one doesn’t get too de-
tailed about what it feels like.

The fact is, inner consciousness is ta-
boo—not just in materialistic society, but
in the yoga. Inner consciousness is off lim-
its—don’t talk about that.

It’s like sex. 100 years ago Victorian
women found out about sex on their wed-
ding night, babies came from storks, and
the “facts of life”” had something to do with
(wink, wink) birds and bees.

This is the stance on inner conscious-
ness today. Nobody talks about it. It’s in
purdah like Muslim women, veiled in black.



st

It’s in the closet, chained and whispered
about, never acknowledged.

Meanwhile, our surrounding environ-
ments have a huge influence on our psy-
chological and physiological being, our
thoughts and emotions—hence, our entire
spiritual development. And in our sur-
rounding environments, yogic and other-
wise, we get plenty of support for the ex-
ternalized, superficial world view, but none
for the reality of inner consciousness.

At the office, for instance, we can’t
stand by the water cooler and say, “Hey,
how about that illumined mind! Kind of re-
minds you of a mass of stable lightnings,
doesn’t it?” And it is considered gauche
to say after a meditation, “Holy cow, that
was an amazing power surge. Did you feel
that?” One is expected to look deeply
moved for one minute, then enter a chatty
conversation about books and cookies.

Why must we be doomed, every-
where in the world, in the yoga and out of
it, to talk about the weather? To sip tea and
smile politely pretending there isn’t an in-
ner reality, assuming that the supermind
has nothing to do with us?

When will we be free to blow the lid on
spiritual experience? Is the transformation
going to take so long that it’s irrelevant to
us—and by the way, pass the potatoes?

I don’t think so. It is true that until re-
cently, consensual reality has been a mate-
rialistic outlook heavier than an iron cur-
tain, more oppressive than a blanket of
coal and slag. But things have changed.
The wheel of time turns, the ages come and
pass . .. and we are entering a new era.

This is not your parents’ overmental
religion. The supermind has descended,
the supermind has gone live. For spiritual
beings, and especially those in the Integral
Yoga, the dharma of this new age is not to
be ascetics in the cave or retreat to the
monastery and copy Bibles, but find out
what consciousness is and how it works.

Keeping mum on consciousness is
OK if you’re in the kali yuga where light
must be hidden and guarded—not when
you’re in a transitional age when your job
is to become a gnostic being and find the
way to the next species.

Our mission, should we chose to ac-
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cept it, is to raise the new world. And we
won’t do that with our surface conscious-
ness!

So it seems to me that if there’s any-
thing we do need to talk about, it’s inner
experience. Inner experience is tricky in-
deed, and takes time and discrimination to
sort out. And not talking about it increases
the likelihood that it will languish, imma-
ture and undeveloped, in the back room.

We know the facts of life, but we need
to know the facts of yoga. And one of the
facts is that consciousness is layered, it
has multiple levels with different at-
tributes—and if we’re doing this sadhana,
we need to know how to navigate those
levels.

To gain that mastery, we can use the
scientific approach. We can explore, exper-
iment, fail, try new avenues, expand our
working knowledge. We can cross-fertilize,
compare notes, enhance the morphogenet-
ic fields.

In the physical absence of Mother
and Sri Aurobindo, we cannot go to them
for help—so we’re out of luck if we try to
“share experiences only with our guru.”
But we can go to their works. We can use
their writings as source material, our psy-
chic beings as guides, and each other as
co-investigators to bounce ideas off and
deepen understandings.

The IY list is a collaboratory, a net-
work for the collective pursuit of sadhana.
And it is—as Karl so aptly put it—a warm
little campfire gathering. Here, we can cre-
ate a safe place to examine inner experi-
ence. Here we can punch some holes in
that old materialistic world view.

This is an atmosphere in which, as
yoga professionals, we can talk shop. In
our daily work lives, we trade tips on up-
grading servers and downloading bug fix-
es. Why, in our daily yogic lives, don’t we
trade tips on how to recognize inner from
outer awareness, higher mind from intu-
ition?

I envision conversations where, as in
the Harry Potter books, we share what
we’ve learned:

“Hey, there’s a three-headed dog up
on the fourth floor.”

“The password to the attic is ‘flum-

moxed.”

For most of us, the inner conscious-
ness is still like a pre-1492 map of the At-
lantic Ocean that says, “Here There Be
Dragons.” But Sri Aurobindo and Mother
have made better and infinitely detailed
maps, and we can follow them. This is not
heresy, it’s what we’re supposed to do.

Hadassah said, “Images and the nit-
ty-gritty of experience (inner as well as
outer) speak to me more powerfully than
abstractions.”

I agree. I don’t think we need to sit
around forever in boring metaphysical ex-
changes. I think we can go exploring, like
innernauts—consciousnessnauts!—and
report back on what we see. If we have
only a peep of an experience, we can re-
port that. And if we see nothing, we can
report that! After all, there are quiet waters
in the sea lanes, and, as Dave said, quot-
ing Sri Aurobindo, “Much goes on behind
the veil.”

Of course, the usual disclaimers ap-
ply. We will acknowledge the possibility
of error, be wary about presenting our-
selves as experts, and guard against iden-
tifying an experience as definitive and
pure when it might be temporary and
mixed. We will not abandon discrimina-
tion, or post experiences to inflate our
egos. We will communicate in the spirit of
inquiry and curiosity. We will encourage
each other and recognize that we’re all at
different points along the way, and all
have our own parts to play. As Karl says,
“Some may hear sounds, others none.
Some may see deities, others none.”

But it is certain that each of us has
something the others lack, and can offer a
unique contribution to this forum.

A major trend in software develop-
ment these days is the “open source”
movement—ifree exchange of source code
among users. So I say: open source for
consciousness!

Lynda Lester is a technical writer who lives in
Boulder, Colorado. She holds a study group on
the Integral Yoga at her home and is a modera-
tor of the IY forum. She also is managing editor
of Collaboration and was a keynote speaker at
AUM 2002 and AUM 2001. She can be reached
at lyndalester@earthlink.net



AV almanac

Aurovilians honor Sri
Aurobindo’s arrival in
Pondicherry

by Mauna van der Viugt

This message was posted on 4 April 2002
to the avi@aurobindo.org forum.

ollowing a recent call in the
FAVNews, some 60-70 Aurovil
ians came together today at the
Amphitheater at 6 p.m. to listen to Sunil’s

music and generally be together at that
precious site. The atmosphere was

emptiness and silence of the space did its
soothing, smoothing thing on us.

For some stretch of time the local daily
hassles and challenges were thinned a bit
and faded, and for a while more pressing
matters would hang in the air—minds went
out to that basic and ancient struggle pres-
ently being performed in the Middle East,
and prayers took shape. And Mother kept
reading, carrying us. The hours went by
with slow contented tread: A wide and
tranquil air remembered peace.

And of course, the magic of the hour
did its thing as well: accompanied by the
at-times pleasantly swinging music and
Mother’s reading, we went together
through nature’s motion and change from
light to dark. When we started out, the

Chronicles

Travels with Swami
Ananta, part 2

by Michael Miovic

Part 1 of this traveling tale was published
in the Fall/Winter 2000-2001 issue (vol.
26, no. 3).

ack in Athens again, I called
Ananta to report on the mis
sion in Delphi. “Good for you,

Michael, good for you. I knew you would
get something, remember, you ARE a child

relaxed and homely, without glim-
mer or glamor— the decoration at
the foot of the urn was a simple,
large Auroville symbol built out of
red, honest-to-goodness, well-
packed dirt. Lovely.

When entering the quiet area
(the daily throng of visitors had |
gone), folks received a fresh and
fragrant sprig of young neem blos-
soms (“Spiritual atmosphere,” re-

member?) and a little red “Love-for- Amphithatre with urn, site o
the-Divine” rose, and there we sat, Aurobindo’s arrival in Pondicherry, with Matrimandir behind.
(Photo courtesy www.auroville.org)

peace.

There was a sturdy fresh
breeze, the service trees at the edge of the
theater were in bright yellow bloom, the
sky was blue with pinkish touches, and lo
and behold, there even was the regular
stray dog (which in olden days so blithely
would bark throughout our bonfire ses-
sions, but was later so strictly kept or
shooed away)— who from the beginning
till the end kept itself busy with its fleas
and other little thingies it found good
enough to snap at or play with. And of
course there was the regular young mom
quietly walking around with her babe, and
the lungi-clad father with his young son.

Some of us sat in meditation, some
laid back and felt the red stone warmly un-
der their bodies, while others again relaxed
against the stone steps, serenely absorb-
ing the scene. Home. And as always, the

Matrimandir’s gold surrounded by the
pinkish evening sky still took predomi-
nance over the simple, brownish, ripple-in-
the-pond curves of the Amphitheater—
but as the evening fell it was the little urn,
illumined by hidden spotlights, that sur-
prisingly revealed itself, starkly golden,
stealing the show. Eventually it just stood
there in the dark, fierce and proud and, yes,
erect, the symbol of human unity—may it
prevail.

I want to thank initiative takers Sigrid
and Soham for providing us with this bliss-
ful break on the day that Sri Aravinda ar-
rived in Pondicherry, and I hope that many
of these “togetherings” may follow.

Mauna has lived in Auroville since 1977, been
active in education, Matrimandir, Auroville Inter-
national, and outreach. She maintains the Au-
roville website: www.auroville.org.

uroviile’s commemoration o

of the great, great sun god, Apollo
... Now then: have you gone to Ly-
cosura? You must get to Lycosura,
and of course Likion. They say
likion means “wolf mountain,” but
they’re wrong. It means Light, the
mountain of Light. But beware,
| Mother said Zeus is VERY beauti-
| ful, but very dangerous!” There
was a pregnant pause. I didn’t
know what to say, faced with such
|| adramatic revelation, and that from
a man who is usually so measured
in his speech.
“Oh! And what do you think
of the Greeks? The people are so
damn good-looking, and affectionate, real-
ly warm. [ mean, they practically adopted
me. When they really love you they start
to feed you, just like that, with their hands,
they feed you like a baby. And the singing
and the dancing, my God, I love it when
they just jump up on the table and—"

“Uhbh, listen,” I interrupted, trying to
get back to my narrow vision of the point,
“how am I going to find Lycosura? I don’t
know where it is.”

“Aaahh,” he derailed for a moment,
then refound Ariadne’s thread, “and the
music! So joyful! So what if someone just
grabs you and gives you a kiss? What’s
wrong with that? You know, I do not be-
lieve in morality. The only thing that’s
wrong is cruelty . . . And the Christians,
with all that false piety, and what they did
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and windows flew wide open in that nar-
row prison cell, and something in me
soared out and up on wings of fire. Walls
were toppled, gulfs were bridged, and
heights and abysses became one in the in-
credibly calm, flaming immensity that was
Sri Aurobindo. And all this in language of
unparalleled magnificence, in sentences
that breathe royalty in every word.

At last I began to ask the right ques-
tions, which we seldom do. “Is it not possi-
ble,” Sri Aurobindo gently suggested,
“that the soul itself—not the outward
mind, but the spirit within—has accepted
and chosen these things as part of its de-
velopment in order to get through the nec-
essary experience at a rapid rate, to hew
through even at the risk or the cost of
much damage to the outward life and the
body? To the growing soul, to the spirit
within us, may not difficulties, obstacles,
attacks be a means of growth, added
strength, enlarged experience, training for
spiritual victory?” And he calmly asserted:
“God’s negations are as useful to us as His
affirmations.”

Sri Aurobindo does not furnish us
with a road map of yoga showing escape
routes from life. On the contrary, he intro-
duces one to the greatest revolution in
earth-history—a sweeping, radical sedi-
tion against the entire existing natural or-
der of things. His own words were: “It is
not a revolt against the British govern-
ment, which anyone can easily do. It is, in
fact, a revolt against the whole universal
Nature.”

What happened in that prison cell
was a crucial personal turning point, one
that I am still negotiating today. The Life
Divine provided lightning flashes of an in-
credible illumination. But there remained a
stubborn egoism of the intellect, which re-
fused to disappear. The arrogant intellec-
tual in me prided himself on his intellectual
prowess. My intellect failed to see the
book was, fundamentally, much more than
a massive intellectual feat, which it also
was. For it is possible to train the mind to
be a limpid instrument of the Spirit. Above
all, 1 failed to see, at that stage, that The
Life Divine was a recordation, in terms in-
telligible to the human intellect of a Great

Experience. “I wrote The Life Divine,” said
Sri Aurobindo, “to help people silence
their minds.”

However, at my absurdly superficial
intellectual level, it was still largely a case
of one great intellectual appreciating an-
other. But the time would come when the
Mother would, in her infallible way, knock
the great intellect silly. Oh, that incident
must have been occasion for huge laugh-
ter in Heaven, for it was high comedy.

In 1964, I visited the Sri Aurobindo
Ashram for the first time. I had little pa-
tience in those days with absurd Hindus
falling over each other to touch the feet of
some holy man. I remember that once in
Calcutta I went to call on an illustrious
swami of the Ramakrishna Mission, the
late Swami Nikhilananda, whose writings I
admired. Hundreds of Indians were wait-
ing in line for his darshan, as they call it,
and to reverently touch his feet. Not the
great Devan Nair, who had strutted to the
place in a three-piece suit, and was al-
lowed to jump the queue. If I may stretch a
simile, it was rather like His Holiness the
Pope making a courtesy call on His Holi-
ness the Dalai Lama. The swami received
me, took my proferred hand, and shook it. I
congratulated him on his latest book, one
on Vivekananda. But I was slightly dis-
comfited by his smile of greeting. It was a
mysterious smile. I wasn’t quite sure
whether he was smiling with me, or at me.

Arriving in Pondicherry, they ar-
ranged for me to meet the Mother. I in-
quired about the formalities, and was told
that I could, if I liked, offer her some flow-
ers. That struck me as a very gentlemanly
thing to do. So I asked for some flowers to
offer.

It was about ten in the morning when
I found myself part of a line of about 20-
odd people waiting in front of the Moth-
er’s room. I was slightly irritated because
nobody this time thought of inviting the
Pope to jump the queue. However, I had
already rehearsed in my mind what I would
do when introduced to the Mother. I
would present her the flowers, shake her
hand, and say: “Good work, Mother. Con-
gratulations!” Or something to that effect.

To this day I cannot explain what real-

ly happened when I stood in front of that
frail old woman, seated humped in her
chair. “Poor old lady,” was my first gentle-
manly thought. Then my eyes fell on an
extraordinarily radiant face, with a vibrant,
golden glow. Words are totally, hopelessly
inadequate, to describe what happened
next. [ will only say this. I presented the
flowers, which she took, and suddenly
found myself looking into a pair of the
most incredible eyes I had ever seen.
There followed a convulsive inner and
outer movement. And suddenly, inexplica-
bly, I found myself on my knees, with my
head on her lap. I felt a soft and gentle
hand on the crown of my head. I got to my
feet in a daze. Not a word was exchanged.
She gave me a red rose, which I took, and
left the room. Somehow, I walked back to
the guest house, and lay on my bed. 1
don’t remember anything else, for I woke
up only at about seven in the evening.

It was a formidable inner turning
point. The intellect was humbled. The em-
peror realized that he was quite naked. He-
had no clothes, and he occupied a quak-
ing, collapsible throne. For the first time, 1
began to appreciate what the poet Shelley
was driving at in his powerful poem,
“Ozymandias of Egypt.” You may like to
hear it.

Ozymandias of Egypt

I met a traveller from an antique land

Who said: Two vast and trunkless legs of
stone

Stand in the desert, Near them on the
sand,

Half sunk, a shatter’d visage lies, whose
frown

And wrinkled lip and sneer of cold
command

Tell that its sculptor well those passions
read

Which yet survive, stamp’d on these
lifeless things,

The hand that mocked them and the heart
that fed;

And on the pedestal these words appear:

“My name is Ozymandias, king of kings:

Look on my works, ye Mighty, and
despair!”
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cluding her friend and mentor, the philoso-
pher, Manly Hall.

For many years, Jyotipriya, with her
deep aspiration to serve the truth, kept
alive the flame and light of Sri Aurobindo
and the Mother in the Los Angeles area
with her center’s activities of guest speak-
ers, study groups on Sri Aurobindo’s
books, Sanskrit classes, chanting, and
concerts.

My first meeting with Jyotipriya was a
visit from her to my home in New York City
in the mid-1960s. She was on her way to
the Ashram for a visit. [ was most im-
pressed by her highly intuitive assess-
ment of my state of being at that time and
how she so accurately read and analyzed
my palm prints. During her visit, she spoke
to me in such enlightened speech about
spiritual and mystical matters that [ was
instantly drawn to her in a way in which no
other spiritual teacher had affected me up
to that point. How blessed Iwas. Here was
this powerful spiritual presence in my
home, virtually a stranger to me, who was
pouring out her love and help in unending
streams of eternal truth. She urged me to
make a pilgrimage to the Ashram to physi-
cally meet the Mother, and I ultimately ful-
filled this urging.

A few years after meeting Jyotipriya, I
moved to Los Angeles at the Mother’s be-
hest, and had the great privilege of work-
ing with Jyotipriya in her “one room
schoolhouse” from 1967 to 1969. This was
located at the center, then on West 9th
Street.

What a joy it was to be in her pres-
ence! Not only was she a Sanskrit scholar
(two published books: First Lessons in
Sanskrit Grammar and The Language of
the Gods), but also she was an accom-
plished pianist and violinist. So high was
her spiritual will that her speaking voice,
soft and lyrical, sounded like music. Her
Thursday-night readings of Savitri and
Sanskrit chanting created an atmosphere
that could transport one to another realm
of being. Her answers to questions were as
if the Mother herself had spoken.

Jyotipriya opened the center and her
heart to all seekers during those days with-

@wv
out a shred of discrimination. A steady,
egoless, guileless calm guided her being.
She maintained equanimity, poise,
strength, and courage in the face of many
challenges and difficulties at the center,
particularly during the turbulent 1960s and
1970s. She was truly and completely sur-
rendered in her being to Sri Aurobindo and
Mother.

In her private one-room school, she
taught students from ages 6 to 17 years
old. She could move easily from desk to
desk, where she would deal with a simple
addition problem with one student and on
to another grappling with geometry and al-
gebraic equations. She brought a love of
study to these fortunate children and a
thirst for knowledge. All her students were
special, and their love for her was palpable.
She never raised her voice to them, never
lost patience. She produced plays, pag-
eants, music recitals and recitations.

Her annual spring “Flowers and Their
Messages” presentation at the center was
a breathtaking event. On display in a large
meeting room were beautifully arranged
vases of exquisite flowers of every variety
and color. Jyotipriya’s descriptions and
comments on Mother’s spiritual names for
the flowers were offered in this uplifting
tribute to springtime and the renascence of
life.

Later life and legacy

Jyotipriya’s tireless giving, despite
her suffering from painful arthritis, was
touching and inspiring. As her life drew to
aclose, one cannot erase from the mind the
image of that frail form, clad in light blue
sari, being carried up the stairway to hold
her Savitriclasses. In those last years the
arthritis had become so crippling that she
could barely walk, yet beaming with the
light of the Mother’s consciousness and
with an iron-clad will, she persevered sup-
ported and surrounded by her loving stu-
dents and caregivers. In her unassuming
way, she always felt she was “one of us,”
despite the fact that she was so highly
evolved spiritually. This caused one to
love herall the more.

In remembering Jyotipriya, there are

enough stories and anecdotes to write a
book, but I shall bring this brief recollec-
tion to a close by saying that all of us who
knew, loved, honored, and revered her re-
member her in our hearts in this year of her
100th birthday. Through the offerings of
apt successors, her legacy lives on at the
center with programs of study and activi-
ties, her vast library of books with careful-
ly annotated margins, and her living pres-
ence, active and vibrant in the atmosphere.

Our love and blessings to you Jyoti-
priya, “Lover of Light.” Om shanti.

Anie Nunnally (anie@earthlink.net) is a music
teacher living in Los Angeles. She worked for
many years with the Foundation for WWorld Edu-
cation, and is an active member of the Sri Auro-
bindo Center of Los Angeles.

Essay

Karma yoga in Sri

Aurobindo’s Essays
on the Gita

by Mangesh Nadkarni

This essay originally was given as a talk
at Sri Aurobindo Sadhana Peetham in
Lodi, California on 15 June 2002.

There is an impression that Sri
Aurobindo’s Essays on the
Gita is an easy book to read,
but I do not hold this opinion. It is one of
the toughest books to understand and the
misunderstandings of the book are appar-
ent everywhere. Most people who have
written about it have made it look like one
of the usual manuals of yoga, which it is
not. Sri Aurobindo himself used the Gitaa
great deal in his earlier sadhana. When he
was in Alipore jail, I am sure, you remem-
ber, he practiced the sadhana of the Gita.
Before the year was out he had the experi-
ence of vasudevah sarvam iti. Everywhere
he saw the Lord, the immanent Lord was
everywhere —behind the prisoner and the
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Now, many people, people like us who
had had some education, would regard
this as a kind of despotism of the Mother, a
dictatorship of the Mother, and they
would protest since spirituality, they
would point out, is basically freedom.
“Where is freedom here? There is no free-
dom here,” this is what people used to say.
Then, slowly and gradually, they realized
that there was some great truth that the
Mother was trying to make them aware of
at considerable inconvenience to herself.

This is best illustrated by a little story
of a sadhak who lived in the Ashram dur-
ing that period. A friend of his was living in
Rangoon and wanted to come and visit
him. Of course this Ashram inmate had to
ask Mother’s permission, the permission
was given, and the'Mother made arange-
ments for his friend to stay in the Ashram.

- When this man was about to leave the
Ashram and go back to Rangoon, he of-
fered to the sadhak a little present, a little
gift brought from Rangoon. And what was
it? It was not an electric guitar, or a type-
writer, or anything expensive. It was just
the frame of an easy chair, made of the fa-
mous Rangoon teakwood. It was without
even the cloth, the cloth he had to get in
Pondicherry.

When he mentioned this to his
sadhak friend, the latter said, “No, I can’t
just accept this gift just like that. I will have
to ask the Mother and take her permis-
sion.” So he wrote to the Mother and said,
“This friend of mine is offering me this, do
I have your permission to accept it?” And
the reply that the Mother gave was won-
derful. She said, “You can accept it, pro-
vided you can sincerely believe that this
gift comes to you from the Divine and not
from your friend. Your friend may be an
agent who is giving it to you, but it is the
Divine that is really giving it to you.”

Here you have a great spiritual teach-
ing. In all matters big and small, if you can
cultivate the habit of first touching base
with the Divine, and of acting with that in-
ner attitude, then you are on the path of
yoga. Anything you receive must first be
offered to the Divine, must be sanctified
by this inner consecration, and everything
that goes out of you too must first be of-

fered to the Divine and be sanctified by
this inner offering. If you can do this all the
time, and no transaction of yours becomes
possible without reference to the Divine in
this manner, you have almost reached the
culmination of yoga. That’s what the Gita
is teaching.

But it is difficult to achieve this be-
cause of the ego. At one time during our
evolution ego was much needed, our very
survival depended on it, and so its tenta-
cles have gone deep into our being, and to
take them out one by one is difficult. The
ego is the cleverest part of our being.
When you say, “I have no ego,” you will
find the ego sitting on your head and
laughing at you. This is the basic problem
of spiritual life.

The spiritual truth we have torealize is
this: the world that we see around us con-
tains so many discrete entities, discrete in-
dividuals, but these are all manifestations
of the one supreme Reality. All spiritual
adepts have told us that there is one su-
preme Reality. There are not two, only one,
but it manifests here as discrete entities
and this is how you experience the world
of the many.

In the world of the many, each one of
us wants for ourselves a special place as
coveted by our ego. Our entire life is de-
voted to this task of making sure that we
have our special place, we have a special
bank balance, we have a special house, we
have special days, we have a special name
and people will recognize it; we want our
name to go down in history. All this has
gotten deep into us. Our ego is constantly
clamouring for this exclusive space for
ourselves. This is the reason why we are
so stressful, why life is so stressful. Every-
body is competing with everybody else.

What is the real truth? What is the
spiritual truth? It is that nobody can take
your place on earth, because what you can
do, from the spiritual perspective, nobody
else can do. So, the first thing to realize is:
I'amnot in competition with anyone else. [
have a unique destiny, [ am a unique spark
of the Divine; and I am here to manifest
what is unique to it. Therefore, why should
Iworry about X or Y or Z, what they have,
what talents they have, what opportuni-

ties they have? It doesn’t really matter.

Ego is something that keeps you sep-
arated from the world, that keeps you in
this cocoon of ignorance, where you get
more and more restless, more and more im-
patient, more and more stressful. Yogais a
process by which you gradually open up
and realize that this is not really necessary,
and discard this ignorance.

Your uniqueness is of a special kind.
The psychic is your real individuality. The
ego is an individuality which nature pro-
duced because at some time it was neces-
sary. Therefore, Sri Aurobindo had this
wonderful statement: “Ego was the helper,
ego is the bar.” As I was saying the other
day to our friends: all saints and spiritual
masters have said, “Give up desires, give
up ego, give up sex, give up attachment,
give up anger, greed, lust.” But nobody
has explained why in the first place God
created these. Now we are all being asked
to give them up, but why were they creat-
ed? I didn’t ask God, “Please create me
with ego in me.” Sex is very difficult for
most people to get over. Why was it im-
planted so profoundly in the first place?

Sri Aurobindo is the only philosopher
who explains how and why at some stage
in our evolution all these things, which are
now becoming an impediment for our spir-
itual growth, were absolutely essential,
otherwise we would not have reached our
present state. Evolution is this constant
growth of consciousness. At some stage
desire was the driving force of evolution. If
there were no desire we would not have
grown at all. Hunger is what drives the an-
imals; animals evolve through hunger.
Now we find hunger and desire bad, but at
one time they were necessary. Now we
have come to a stage where we find that
they are throttling us and we have to go
beyond them.

Ego is that which has held us togeth-
er, but there is another binding force, an-
other reality in us, and that is what is called
the psychic being. My own understanding
of what the psychic being is this, and I will
once again make use of an anecdote to ex-
plain this point.

Many of you must have heard the
name Udar Pinto, a sadhak who lived for
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many years in the Ashram in Pondicherry.
Recently, Anie did an interview with him
and it has come out in Collaboration. He
was very fond of telling stories. Unfortu-
nately he died recently, otherwise you
could have gone to him and listened to this
story in his own voice. He was one of the
trusted lieutenants of the Mother. If any
carpentry work was to be done for the
Mother, it was given to Udar Pinto. If any
engineering work had to be done, again it
was given to Udar Pinto. Because he had
this training; he was an engineer by pro-
fession. Thus, he belonged to the select
band of sadhaks who were close to the
Mother.

One day he quietly asked her, “Moth-
er, what do you think about my spiritual
progress?” She said, “Your spiritual
progress? You have made no progress.”
He said, “Mother I have been reading ev-
ery word that you say or Sri Aurobindo
has said or written. I am moving in this
group, in this circle. This is my entire life,
and you say I have made no spiritual
progress?” “No. Of course, you are trying,
but doing it all wrong.” “Doing it all
wrong? How so0?” he said. “The whole
problem is that your job is not to do sadha-
na. The doing of sadhana is my job,” the
Mother clarified. “Your job is to allow me
to do sadhana in you. That’s all. You don’t
have to do the sadhana, you allow me to
do the sadhana.”

Now, what was it the Mother was say-
ing? Was she being facetious, or was she
revealing a profound truth? She was in fact
revealing a great truth. What she was say-
ing, and this is also part of the Gita’s yoga,
is this: there is a spark of the Divine Moth-
er (Para Prakriti in the language of the
Gita) in each one of us, and that is called
the psychic being. Why is the psychic be-
ing so important? The psychic being is so
important because it is a little representa-
tive of herself that the supreme Divine
Mother has deposited in each one of us,
and it is this that is capable of doing yoga.
If this psychic being in us takes up our
yoga, we walk the sunlit path of yoga,
which is a triumphal march from one suc-
cess to another.

That’s why Sri Aurobindo has said in

a number of places: “Look, we have tried
all different ways, we have tried all the yo-
gic paths. We don’t want you to take all
that trouble, to learn through trial and er-
ror. We have discovered that the psychic
method is the best and the easiest, and
you should take it.”

And the Mother told Udar, “You don’t
have to do the sadhana, let me do the
sadhana.” He asked, “What does that
mean? How am I to do that?” Then she
said, “OK. When you get up in the mom-
ing, what is the first thing you do?” Udar
said, “Well, I wash my face, brush my teeth
and have my breakfast.” “You brush your
teeth; how do you brush your teeth?” the
Mother asked, going into detail. “I brush
my teeth very simply. I take my toothbrush
and squeeze some paste out of a tube like
this and then there is toothpaste on the
brush and I brush my teeth. I then start
brushing the teeth . . .” “When you are do-
ing this,” she asked him, “what is your
mind doing?” Udar said, “I don’t know
what my mind is doing.” Then she said,
“Can your brush your teeth with me?”

This is what she was suggesting:
“You are doing the brushing, but can you
brush your teeth without losing your con-
tact with me?” What she was saying is, in
all small and big matters, don’t let anything
cut yourself off from me; keep yourself
open to me all the time. When you eat your
food, when you gossip with your friends,
while doing anything and everything that
you do, can you keep this channel to me
open?

Keeping this channel open and re-
maining all the time in the consciousness
of the Mother is the secret of yoga, and
this has to be worked out in detail.

The path of surrender

Everybody says, “I am following the
yoga of the Gita. It’s very easy.” How so?
“The Gita says that surrender is the easiest
way. | am surrendered to the Mother.
Mother does everything for me.” I often
tell people that the master verse of the Gita,
namely, sarva dharman partyajya ma-
mekam sharanam vraja (abandon all dhar-
mas and be surrendered only to me) comes
in its final chapter 18. It is the 66th verse in

that chapter, which means: when you have
done the yoga described in all the verses
leading up to this verse, you get surrender
as a result of your yoga. Surrender is the
beginning of yoga, surrender is the middle
of yoga, and surrender is the siddhi of
yoga. This is what surrender is—easy to
profess but difficult to practice in all the
transactions of our lives.

Often when we say we have decided
to surrender ourselves to the Divine, what
we mean is: “l am surrendered to the Moth-
er, and [ have already sent my little agenda
of requirements to her. This is what she
has to do, because I have no more any re-
sponsibility for their fulfilment, the Mother
will take care of it.” This is what we expect
out of surrender—that we don’t have to
do any more work, we have given our
shopping list to the Mother and she will
see to it that everything is done properly.
The interesting thing about this is that of-
ten the Divine doesn’t object to this either.
The Divine has such abundance of pa-
tience. The Mother does take up your
shopping list, and she does help you do all
the shopping until, slowly and gradually,
you begin to realize that you have been
giving the Divine the wrong shopping list.
The Divine does often give you the things
you crave for, but they don’t satisfy you.

And so, finally, a point comes when
you tell the Divine, “Sorry, I don’t know
what I need, you decide what is good for
me, and then organize my life accordingly.”
What is best for me is what the Divine
chooses for me—success or failure, happi-
ness or misery. This total submission to
the Divine’s will, which says, “Let Thy Will
be done”—this change has to take place.
This is a long, long path, the path of sur-
render.

Then there is the aspect called jnana
yoga. What does jnana yoga teach you?
Jnana yoga teaches that all that we seem to
be doing on our own steam is in fact done
by nature. Nature does things in you. You
don’t do anything. It’s the Divine in you
who does it, or nature does it under Di-
vine’s guidance and control. You put your
signature to it, that’s all. Or ego comes and
appropriates the work done by nature and
claims, “I did it.” You didn’t do it; it was
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put in Alipore jail for a year. During the first
few days he kept complaining to God: “As
a freedom fighter, I was working for the
whole nation, I was doing something im-
portant for a whole country, my country.
Then why was I taken out of the public life,
away from this work that I was doing and
put in a prison?” Sri Aurobindo adds: “Be-
fore that, I had received two or three inner
intimations from the inner being that I was
now being prepared for another kind of
work. But I was so attached to this work, I
just didn’t want to leave it.”

When you don’t want to leave it and if
you are a Sri Aurobindo, what happens?
The Divine makes sure, you are just lifted
like that and put into a prison. This is what
happens. So even for someone like Sri Au-
robindo, giving up attachment to the work
he was doing was not easy. He realized
that-this was what was happening. He was
too attached to the role he was playing as
the national leader. This relinquishing the
sense of “doership” is the second step of
the yoga.

Divine works versus duty

There are two or three paragraphs in
the Essays in which Sri Aurobindo neatly
summarizes the main teachings of the Gita.
This is in a chapter called “The Core of the
Teaching.” What Sri Aurobindo is saying
is, there is a tendency to interpret the Gita
according to the ruling paradigms of the
time. Look at Shankaracharya’s Gita, for
example. In Shankaracharya’s hand the
Gita looks like a Buddhist document, be-
cause Shankaracharya at that time was fac-
ing the challenge of Buddhism. The mod-
ern commentators of the Gita, right from
Bankin Chandra Chatterjee to Mahatma
Gandhi, emphasize doing one’s duty as the
principal teaching of the Gita. Sri Aurobin-
do once again dismisses this as an attempt
to read the Gita in the light of the Time-
Spirit.

What, for example, was Gautam Bud-
dha’s principal duty at the moment he
abandoned everything and became an as-
cetic? He was the father of an infant child,
he was the husband of a young woman, he
was the son of a princely father who was
the head of a state. So he had responsibil-

ities towards his father, he had responsibil-
ities towards his wife, responsiblities to-
wards the child and towards the people of
his state. And yet the Buddha in the prime
of life gives up everything and goes away
to the jungle. Is that performance of duty?
What duty did he perform? So if perfor-
mance of duty is the most important thing,
would you bring Buddha back and put him
back where he was? The great realization
of Buddha, the great contribution of Bud-
dha to human history would then have to
be wiped out.

Then Sri Aurobindo also gives the ex-
ample of Ramakrishna. Ramakrishna mar-
ried Sharada Devi, but he didn’t live the life
of a married man. What should he have
done according to our definition of duty?
He should have been a primary school
teacher and probably raised half a dozen
kids, and lived a normal life; he didn’t do
any of these things. What duty are we talk-
ing about? And Arjun also is saying,
“What is my duty? Is it my duty to kill my
uncle? I have so far done my duty. What
do I do now, on what do I base my action
now that the concept of duty has failed me
to resolve my crisis?”

This notion of duty—and of philan-
thropy, doing good, social service—
young people today understand all these
things. Social service they understand,
Oxfam they understand. Spirituality, they
don’t understand, because to the present
age God and God-experience are totally
alien. They think that God and God-experi-
ence are some kind of old wives’ tales.
They would like the Gita to be interpreted
as akind of a document that asks you to do
social service, altruistic works, philan-
thropy.

What the Gita teaches is how to grow
in your consciousness and identify your-
self with the Divine. And the Divine is not
without work. What is the Divine’s work?
Running this big show, this wide, wonder-
ful world that he has started. You will have
plenty of work here, and you will do it as
commanded by him, because your will be-
comes one with his will. Your energies
come from him in this consciousness.
When we do this, in our inner being there
is nothing but a fountain of bliss and joy

instead of what we now have working as
the handmaidens of our ego, driven by our
ego—miserable and anxious and stressful
all the time about what results of our work
will bring us.

When you are doing some work,
three-fourths of your mind is concentrated
on what result you will get, only one-
fourth goes to this work. Often, therefore,
your work is half done or incompletely
done. If you give that up, if there is in the
inner being this identification with the Di-
vine, you begin to feel that you are an in-
strument of the Divine, and you have to do
the Divine’s bidding. You say, “I have of-
fered myself to the Divine and the Divine
wants me to play this particular role, and I
will play it gladly.”

Total impersonality, total dedication
to the Divine, total identification with the
will of the Divine, then, all the joy that
comes from it is yours. All this calls for ut-
ter sincerity. Total and complete sincerity
is the key to spiritual success. All the time
you are working, you have the joy of doing
the work that you are supposed to be do-
ing. This is the transformation that the Gita
is talking about.

The core of the teaching

Sri Aurobindo summarizes this core of
the Gita’s teaching in two paragraphs. He
says, “The argument of the Gita resolves
itself into three great steps. There are three
stages by which action rises out of the
human into the Divine plane leaving the
bondage of the lower for the liberty of a
higher law. The human action becomes Di-
vine action.” I haven’t said anything here
to explain the third stage. That will take too
long for it involves discussing some diffi-
cult metaphysical concepts involving the
three purushas.

If you become spiritual, you will still
wash the same vessels, you will still clean
the same house. The nature of the work
doesn’t change, the attitude to it changes.
Everything you do becomes an offering to
the Divine, and there is that great joy of
offering because the work you do is all di-
rected to the Divine. What the Gita teaches
is lifting your work from the human plane
to the divine plane. How do you do it?
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this way, spasmodically: suddenly one is
in a good state, so one feels something
and says, “Oh, the divine Consciousness,
divine Love have turned to me, have come
to me!” It is not at all like that. One has just
atiny little opening, very tiny, at times like
a pin-head, and naturally that force rushes
in. For it’s like an active atmosphere; as
soon as there is a possibility of being re-
ceived, it is received.

But this is so for all divine things.
They are there, only one does not receive
them, for one is closed up, blocked, one is
busy with other things most of the time.
Most of the time one is full of oneself. So,
as one is full of oneself, there is no place
for anything else. One is very actively
(laughing) busy with other things. One is
filled with things, there is no place for the
Divine. But he is there. —The Sunlit Path,
pp. 143-144

The sexual impulse

Humanity has the sexual impulse in a
way altogether natural, spontaneous and,
I would say, legitimate. This impulse will
naturally and spontaneously disappear
with animality. Many other things will dis-
appear, as for example the need to eat and
perhaps also the need to sleep in the way
we sleep now. But the most conscious im-
pulse in a superior humanity, which has
continued as a source of . . . bliss is a big
word, but joy, delight—is certainly the sex-
ual activity, and that will have absolutely
no reason for existence in the functions of
Nature when the need to create in that way
will no longer exist. Therefore, the capacity
of entering into relation with the joy of life
will rise by one step or will be oriented dif-
ferently.

But what the ancient spiritual aspir-
ants had sought on principle-—sexual ne-
gation—is an absurd thing, because this
must be only for those who have gone be-
yond this stage and no longer have ani-
mality in them. And it must drop off natu-
rally, without effort and without struggle.
To make of it a centre of conflict and strug-
gle is ridiculous. It is only when the con-
sciousness ceases to be human that it
drops off quite naturally.

Here also there is a transition which
may be somewhat difficult, because the
beings of transition are always in an unsta-
ble equilibrium; but within oneself there is
a kind of flame and a need which makes it
not painful—it is not a painful effort, it is
something that one can do with a smile.
But to seek to impose it upon those who
are not ready for this transition is absurd.
It is common sense. They are human, but
they must not pretend that they are not.

It is only when spontaneously the im-
pulse becomes impossible for you, when
you feel that it is something painful and
contrary to your deeper need that it be-
comes easy; then, well, externally you cut
these bonds and it is finished.—The Sun-
lit Path, pp. 139-140

Sex and yoga

There is another danger; it is in con-
nection with the sex impulses. Yoga in its
process of purification will lay bare and
throw up all hidden impulses and desires
in you. And you must learn not to hide
things nor leave them aside, you have to
face them and conquer and remould them.
The first effect of Yoga, however, is to take
away the mental control, and the hungers
that lie dormant are suddenly set free, they
rush up and invade the being. So long as
this mental control has not been replaced
by the Divine control, there is a period of
transition when your sincerity and surren-
der will be put to the test.

The strength of such impulses as
those of sex lies usually in the fact that
people take too much notice of them; they
protest too vehemently and endeavour to
contro] them by coercion, hold them within
and sit upon them. But the more you think
of a thing and say, “I don’t want it, I don’t
want it”, the more you are bound to it.
What you should do is to keep the thing
away from you, to dissociate from it, take
as little notice of it as possible and, even if
you happen to think of it, remain indiffer-
ent and unconcerned.

The impulses and desires that come
up by the pressure of Yoga should be
faced in a spirit of detachment and sereni-
ty, as something foreign to yourself or be-

longing to the outside world. They should
be offered to the Divine, so that the Divine
may take them up and transmute them.

If you have once opened yourself to
the Divine, if the power of the Divine has
once come down into you and yet you try
to keep to the old forces, you prepare trou-
bles and difficulties and dangers for your-
self. You must be vigilant and see that you
do not use the Divine as a cloak for the
satisfaction of your desires.—The Sunlit
Path, p. 139

Sri Aurobindo on
relationships in yoga

Human relations in yoga

The ideal of the yoga is that all should
be centred in and around the Divine and
the life of the sadhaks must be founded on
that firm foundation, their personal rela-
tions also should have the Divine for their
center. Moreover, all relations should pass
from the vital to the spiritual—this means
that, from whatever relations they have
with each other, all jealousy, strife, hatred,
aversion, rancour and other evil vital feel-
ings should be abandoned, for they can be
no part of the spiritual life.

So, also, all egoistic love and attach-
ment will have to disappear—the love that
loves only for the ego’s sake and, as soon
as the ego is hurt and dissatisfied, cease to
love or even cherishes rancour and hate.
There must be real living and lasting unity
behind the love. It is understood of course
that such things as sexual impurity must
disappear also.

That is the ideal, but as for the way of
attainment, it may differ for different peo-
ple. One way is that in which one leaves
everything else to follow the Divine alone.
This does not mean an aversion for any-
body any more than it means aversion for
the world and life. It only means an absorp-
tion in one’s central aim, with the idea that
once that is attained it will be easy to
found all relations on the true basis, to be-
come truly united with others in the heart
and the spirit and the life, united in the
spiritual truth and in the Divine.









Book: Psychic Education: A Work-
book, by Neeltje Huppes. Sri
Aurobindo Education Society: New
Delhi.

Review by H. Kapoor

This article is reprinted from the SABDA
Newsletter, Number 20, June 2002, with
permission.

he purpose of this book is to
Tdevelop the concept of psy-
chic education on the lines

suggested by the Mother and Sri Aurobin-
do in their writings. The book is meant pri-
marily for teachers, but is bound to have
an influence beyond its intended audience.

In the Ashram, yoga is the way of life.
But this does not hold good for the world
at large. The author attempts to suggest a
methodized approach to rescue the spiritu-
al component of the being of adult and
child and prevent it from being buried un-
der the weight of the vicissitudes of mod-
ern life. The book is a workbook. Inter-
spersed with the text are several work-
sheets, which help to focus on detailed
implementation of the numerous creative
ideas suggested.

The first part of the book, titled “Self-
Preparation,” has 11 chapters and aims to
introduce the aspiring teacher to a psy-
chology other than the conventional. A
prior familiarity with the teachings of the
Mother and Sri Aurobindo will be found
helpful for making the best use of this part.
The author is a sadhika and brings to her
writings her insights on the spiritual path.
The level of discourse varies from elemen-
tary to intermediate. The intermediate zone
through which most aspirants have to
pass before reaching the psychic being
has not been touched upon.

The author commences by introduc-
ing the psychic being in a simple way. No
attempt is made to be philosophically rig-
orous, yet sensitive readers will find in the
concept of the psychic being an epitome
of that towards which their deepest in-
stincts have always pointed. She proceeds
to talk about the great discovery, suggests
methods such as self-observation to heal

the divisions in one’s being, and brings
readers to the threshold where they can
commence their journey. A word of cau-
tion is thrown in; the complete discovery
of the psychic may take years.

The next two chapters deal with self-
purification. A distinction is drawn be-
tween purification from without and from
within. The author does not introduce the
idea of reversal of consciousness at this
stage, which one feels is necessary for
greater clarity.

So long as we are not surrendered to
the inner Divine, the need for effort must
remain. This is the next thing to be dis-
cussed. A major form of this effort is rejec-
tion of all that impedes our progress. The
author distinguishes between true rejec-
tion, which leads to spiritual purification,
and suppression, which is often done out
of fear.

Human beings are different from ani-
mals in that they have ameasure of free will
in their actions. When this freedom of
choice is used to put us deliberately on the
side of the Divine, a change in conscious-
ness occurs that finally culminates in our
will being aligned with the Divine will.
These and allied movements of conscious-
ness are explored in the chapter “Choice
and Change.”

Surrender is the master movement of
the progressive psychic change by which
we transform personal effort into “a move-
ment of the Divine force.” The author uses
quotations from the Mother and Sri Au-
robindo to drive the point home. The psy-
chic change draws to its culmination when
being organized around the psyche unifies
all the divergent parts of our nature. This is
discussed in the chapter “Unification,”
which brings us to the close of the first
part.

The second half of the book deals
with the education of children. It bears the
rather unsuggestive title, “The Integral
Classroom.” The contents, however, are
full of a wealth of pedagogic detail that are
based no doubt on the author’s consider-
able experience in this field.

“India is a country where the psychic
law can and must rule and the time has

come for that here.” Basing herself on this
message of the Mother, the author seeks
to introduce integral education in the
classroom. The three principles of true
teaching enunciated by Sri Aurobindo
form the kernel of the idea of psychic edu-
cation in the classroom. They are:

1) The first principle of true education
is that nothing can be taught . . . The teach-
er’s business is to help and suggest . . .

2) The second principle is that the
mind has to be consulted in its own
growth ...

3) The third principle of education is
to work from the near to the far—from that
which is, to that which shall be.

The practical consequences of these
three cardinal principles are explored in the
next chapter, “The Learning Process.” The
important issue of deciding the contents
of children’s education follows this. Sever-
al criteria are suggested for this purpose:
variety, range, and assortment of material;
diversity of learning processes; perfection
of'the faculties and skills; uplifting materi-
al; and lastly, material that caters specifi-
cally to the psychic needs and that which
explores psychic concepts. The last three
chapters deal with evaluation and attitude
(of the teacher).

Practically all the essential ideas nec-
essary to implement the concept of inte-
gral education have been dealt with in this
book. The one conspicuous absence is
lack of stress of moral education, which
has been dealt with by Sri Aurobindo in
his writings.

The book is a happy compromise be-
tween the divine ideal and the present con-
ditions of progress. It is indispensable
reading for teachers with a sense of higher
values and a willingness to go beyond the
narrow utilitarian aims of present day edu-
cation. The book is well produced and
moderately priced. The significance of the
flower on the cover as given by the Moth-
er, “Supramental invocation,” sums up the
author’s idealism and commitment.

H. Kapoor is a disciple working at the Sri Auro-
bindo Ashram printing press; he has interests in
poetry and philosophy.



The poetry room

Sri Aurobindo

A greater consciousness surpassing mind,

A wider sight outreaching mortal ken

Appeared in the silent universe of his soul.

A larger feeling came, a higher flight.

The shining wings of glory broadened above;

Into the still bright emptiness of his being

The Light poured down of the unreachable founts,
The power that bears the burden of the world,

The Silence that thrills with the eternal Word,

The Being immortal, the Bliss ineffable.

A flame of revelation filled his heart.

Awakened from his mysterious timeless sleep

The soul’s great seer peered out from his deep cave
On the transient world’s ambiguous miracle,
Embracing the universe with his single sight,

And met Infinity’s gaze in each finite frame.

His soul soared up to uncharted continents,

The unknown domains of happiness and peace,
Aspiring to the nameless Goal of all.

In the azure ocean of calm infinite Mind

The flame-eyed thought-birds swam like dreaming stars
Glistening with the wide golden wings of prayer,
To the blessed viewless shores of the Unknown.
Celestial syllables swayed on his mortal lips;
Bridging the gulf twixt God-light and man’s dusk,
The swift word-lightnings leaped from the Truth-skies,
Like flaming eagles of the Ineffable,

The messengers from the high-peaked Beyond,
Bringing the deathless Wisdom on their wings.
Beneath the infinite flame-white heavens of Bliss
The golden phalanxes of the eternal Truth,
Innumerable rays of a single Sun,

Bore the Supreme’s irresistible decree.

—Dimitry Melgunov

And one day

And one day
you receive the consolation

You are not making something special
Just the usual things:
Kneeling in diamond

<&-
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Breathing with the rhythm of the universe
Maybe repeating within a few words
or maybe not

And it comes

From above

Like a bright beam of light

Very slowly

Truly as if the skies were opening

And it comes into your head
and you have new eyes:
the world is suddenly really three dimensional

And it comes into your heart
and you are profoundly consoled
like a baby after the crying anew in mother’s arms

And it comes into your body

into the limbs and into the organs

and you have now peaceful cells and bones wanting nothing
more

And everything is well in a perfect world
And you smile in the dark light around you

And now you know:
your soul has found the way
your soul has been guided onto the way

there is nothing else to do
you are no longer alone

And now you know:

it will be good to remember all this
later

when the contact will be broken

In despair’s hours
the memory will say:
it has been

it can be again

It will never be forgotten

—Bernard Sage
Pentecost Day 2002



Aspiration

I want to delve deep

Into my dreams

Till the end of time it seems.
In the march of a dynamic universe
My infinite Love is stored
For mankind, with that shall I
Anoint knowledge, for I
Desire to synthesize

For I aspire to have

In my clasp the earth

And the heavens above
And the pangs of striving.

I aspire moment by moment
To consecrate myself in
Such desire maddening

To behold God in creation.
Insatiable is my desire

And it seems that

In pain shall it show and

In fire shall it burn.

—Susmita Chatterjee

Brahmavidya

Life wears the masks of multiplicity
And so appears to be what it is not;
For underneath all things are one, and we
Are secretly this oneness self-forgot.

The world that lies before our outward sight

Is but the phantom of God’s playful scheming—

An unsubstantial ghost of his delight,
Unreal except in Maya’s cosmic dreaming.

In truth this universe is him alone:
The sense of “you” or “I” is a delusion,
And keeps us bound until it’s overthrown
And we surpass our petty self’s illusion.

When this is done we learn life’s hidden aim
And know ourselves and God to be the same.

—Rich Catalano
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Moebius morning

the birds are screaming

and we call it morning song

the day begins

although the sun’s rays do not yet shine
heralded by those feathery callers.

what lies in store

from this loud beginning?

before my eyes the cyber world carries on
defying mornings as the globe turns

its green face into the sunshine
moming serially everywhere

or no where.

here’s a message

here’s the worship of usha

darting like an electric arrow

across the oceans

may we awake

may we awake.

—Bhavana Dee

When the evening
settles softly

When the evening settles softly upon you
And you retire to the lamp-lit night

In quiet repose, in a space of time,

Gently call above God’s peace to descend.

Listen to the sounds outside your mind,
The treefrog, cricket, or sweet-singing wren,
The movement of air, the rustle of leaves,
Listen for the footsteps of the Lord.

In the delightful deepening of calm,

The mystical stillness and pureness of being,
Open wide your heart with gratitude and love,
Surrender all in His sovereign embrace.

Then, with your soul laid bare, repeat this prayer:

May I always be open to Thy Truth.
May I ever be ready to serve Thee.
May I see Thee in every person and thing.

—Larry Seidlitz






The hummingbird and the drone

Two birds are perched upon a branch of the same tree,
ageless companions, one eats from the bittersweet
Sfruit of the tree, while one sits, eats not but watches—
Mundaka Upanishad

Hummingbird of the solarwind

pilgrim to Vrandavan Forest

partake of honeysuckle and champak

hovering above times whirling gyres

spying the drone

who; suddenly appears inside blossom of wild kronda
buzzing times first causality

the laws of production

the conscription of the worker

in blind bondage to his queen

expiring in the black striped pleats

of his hidden mistress

but you winged witness

transcend this simple destiny

peering out from some saffron robed divinity
hidden in the occult jeweled chambers

of the lotus cathedral

bearing the pollen-song of your lords stamen flute
into the tulsi covered caverns of the Bhakta’s nest
humming the songs of Vyasa

through the choirs of epiphanies

thrusting forth

in golden splash orbit

a yarn spun whisper

aureate glow rising

in the Lila’s sky theater

—Richard Carlson

Cross-legged I sit

Cross-legged I sit
On this intersection of Time,
Hands outstretched.

Mother, let me be Your instrument,
Perfect yet plastic,
Strong yet supple.

Let me be a strand

Of the strong rope

We hope to weave,

To build Your bridge
That must definitely be.

—Chandresh Patel

R

lllusion to Reality

There is no separation, change, beginning or end.
What exists is unity, stillness, ever-present peace.
How do I get from what seems to be to what is?
In a paradox [ accept the appearance of limitation;
Yet I hold on to no identity that makes another
Necessarily apart from who I now am.

I desire no particular action above the

Myriad possibilities that could be presented.

I do not suffer through the pain of life,

Reach for omniscience in death or

Wish to be born again. What results is—

A perception, beyond sensation, of continuity.
While my eyes see the rise and fall of

Finite physical fragments and

My ears hear the shouts of joy and

The screams of agony of sentient emotion,

Even my instinct feels the struggles of
Personalities; and I participate through this

Thin layer of body and mind, this self.

But I can watch, see it from outside and in,
Knowing that this differentiated universe

Goes on forever—there will always be more!

But what I truly am is beyond all that,

Produces, permeates and surrounds all that;
Because the creator and the created are one.

—Abram Saphire
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Apropos

When the heart weeps for what it has
lost, the spirit laughs for what it has
found.—Arabian saying

Suffering is abroom that sweeps away
all ournegativekarma.—Tibetan saying

There is a return for all the trials and
ordeals of the spiritual life.—Sri Aurobindo

And though I understand all myster-
ies, and all knowledge; and though [ have
all faith, and have not love, I am nothing!
— St. Paul

What does it profit you if you gain the
whole world and lose the glory of your
soul? Orwhatcanyougive in exchange for
it?>—1Jesus

Hatred does not cease by hatred, but
by love alone. This is the law eternal.—
The Buddha

The foolishness of God is wiser than
the wisdom of people.—The Old Testa-
ment

Do not expect any satisfaction from
physical life and you will nomore be tied to
it.—The Mother

Who is the wise one? Whosoever is
constantly leaming something from one
person or another. Who is the rich one?
Whosoever is contented with his lot. Who
is the strong one? Whosoever is capable
of self-mastery —Talmud

Be master of thyself by taming thy
heart, thy mind and thy senses; for each
person is his own friend and his own ene-
my.—Mahabharata

Nobleness and generosity are the
soul’s ethereal firmament; without them,
one looks at an insect in a dungeon.—Sri
Aurobindo

To be enlightened is to know that
which s etemal.—Lao Tse

A truly religious man ought to think
that the other religions are also paths lead-
ing towards the Reality. We should always
maintain an attitude of respect towards
otherreligions.—Ramakrishna

Give yourself entirely to the Divine
and you will see the end of all your trou-
bles.—The Mother

The present is the most precious mo-
ment. Use all the forces of thy spirit not to
let that moment escape thee—Tolstoy

God is our wise and perfect friend, be-
cause he knows when to smite as well as
when to fondle, when to slay us no less
than when to save and to succour.—Sri
Aurobindo

Always circumstances come to reveal
the hidden weakness that have to be over-
come.—The Mother

Empty for the fool are all the points of
space.—Hindu saying

In each thing there is a door to knowl-
edge and in each atom is seen the trace of
the sun.—Baha-ullah

There is no greater joy than to serve
the Divine.—The Mother

[t is only if you belong entirely to the
Divine that you can become free.—Sri Au-
robindo

So long as the mentality is inconstant
and inconsequent, it is worthless, though
one have a good teacher and the company
of holy men.—Ramalerishna

On his mind vacillating, mobile, diffi-
cult to hold in, difficult to master, the intel~
ligent person should impose the same
straightment as an arrowmaker gives to an
arrow.—Dhammapada

Within, without, O yearning heart,
you love and worship God with form; but
don’t forget that He is present as all things
everywhere.—Ramana Maharshi

Bow down and adore where others
bend the knee; for where so greata number
of men pay the tribute of their adoration,
the Impersonal must needs manifest Him-
self, for He is all compassion.—Rama-
larishna

The principal work of life is love. And
one cannot love in the past or in the future:
one can only love in the present, at this
hour, at this minute.—Tolstoy.

The value of our actions lies not so
much in their apparent nature and outward
result as in their help towards the growth
of the Divine within us.—Sri Aurobindo

Itisimpossibleto arrive at the summit
of the mountain without passing through
rough and difficult paths.—Confucius

Be grateful for all ordeals, they are the
shortest way to the Divine.—The Mother

The knowledge of the Eternal and the
love of the Eternal are in the end one and
the same thing. There is no difference be-

tween pure knowledge and pure love.—
Ramalerishna

Regard your life as given you only for
the divine work and help in the divine man-
ifestation.—Sri Aurobindo

The boat moves in the water, but Wa-
ter should not enter it. Though we live in
the world, the world should not occupy
our mind.—Ramana Maharshi

True strength is to have power over
oneself.—Tolstoy

To put into practice the little you
know is the best way to learn more; it is the
most powerful means of advancing on the
way . . .—The Mother





