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Current Affairs

AUM 2005 to be held in Port Townsend, WA

UM 2005 will be held in Port Townsend, Washington at

the Fort Worden Conference Center from June 9-13, 2005.

The theme will be “The Promise of the Future,” and pre-
senters from the U.S. and India will explore three major
aspects, “The Future Body,” “The Future of Science and Tech-
nology,” and “The Future Community.” The conference is being
organized primarily by Rich and Nishi Carlson in Port Angeles,
Washington. Rich and Nishi are heroically spear-heading the ef-
fort with the help of the new AUM continuity team and a few other
advisors and helpers from around the country. This distributive
effort reflects a wonderful openness to new ways of working to-
gether, right in tune with the AUM'’s focus on the future.

Presenters for this year’s conference include Alok Pandey,
Aster Patel, Matthijs Comelissen, Debashish Banerji, Lynda Lest-
er, and Ameeta Mehra. Panelists include Rod Hemsell, Dave
Hutchinson, Lakshman Sehgal, Michael Miovic, and Guy Bur-
neko. Other featured guests include Karunamayee, classical In-
dian vocalist; Joseph Subbiondo, president of California Institute
of Integral Studies; and Allan Combs, author. Some of the pre-
senters will be touring other centers around the country.

The emphasis of the conference format will be on panel dis-
cussions, cafe-style small-group breakout sessions, interactive
workshops, collective meditations, centers meetings, and out-
door activities. The intention is to make the presenters available
to all who attend in an intimate setting. See the AUM website for
more details: www.collaboration.org/aum/2005/index.html.

Auroville International Meeting 2005
held in Auroville

by Julian Lines

Auroville is represented in various countries by individuals
and nonprofit organizations known as Auroville International.
These Auroville International (AVI) centers are involved in edu-
cation, fundraising and generally trying to help Auroville fulfill its
mission as described in its charter. Some have memberships, oth-
ers are just individuals familiar with Auroville who give out infor-
mation. In the U.S., we have a nonprofit corporation. AVIUSA
board members Julian Lines and Chandresh Patel are also mem-
bers of the Auroville International Board.

We arrived in Auroville on 9 January, still in shock over the
tsunami, and just as the Integral Psychology Conference was get-
ting under way, so things were humming around the Pavilion of
Tibetan Culture and Bharat Nivas (the Pavilion of India) in the
International Zone. We met for two days as the AVI Board, then

invited everyone for our opening session with Sraddhalu as our
featured speaker, along with recent videos by the new webmas-
ter, Luigi.

Here are some highlights from the meeting:

There is a new team working for AVI in Auroville consisting
of Kathy, Tine, and Lella.

AVI has nominated former AVI president and diplomat, Rob-
ert Aarsse, and author Alan (Savitra) Lithman to be part of AVI’s
Network of Advisors.

There is an effort underway to create new AVI centers and
add members by creating new brochures.

We would like all centers to recognize one another’s mem-
bers thus creating a worldwide membership. We would like to
move towards creating national and international directories.

There is a new effort to have cultural activities in the Inter-
national Zone. The primary public spaces—Pitanga, Bharat
Nivas, Information Center, Pavilion of Tibetan Culture and the
Unity Pavilion—need a maintenance budget.

The internal Auroville Russian Pavilion group feel they now
are ready to build something with the funds available.

The Shakespeare International Theater in Auroville (SITA)
is a proposed international theater with a 300-500 seat capacity.
There are already talented Auroville youth working in costume
and set design. Project holders want the SITA to be self-financ-
ing. The theater will be international in scope. not just the plays
of Shakespeare.

Development pressure from Pondicherry is encroaching on
Auroville from three sides. Employment opportunities in Au-
roville have caused an increase in the village population in the
Auroville area.

An excellent mini-documentary on the tsunami was shown.
This DVD is being duplicated and will be made available to the
AVI centers.

AVIUSA plans to make an excellent video production on
Auroville by Basil, “Towards a Sustainable Future,” widely avail-
able in the U.S.

Because of problems with the waterproof covering of the
Matrimandir. all 1500 discs have to be removed, and the ferroce-
ment must be sandblasted to remove the bad primer. This unfor
tunate turn of events has set the work back two years. Also, the
inner chamber will be closed for renovation of the cooling system
after February. There was an appeal for outreach from the centers
to raise the two million dollars needed to complete most of the
work over the next two years. A CD is available about the work,
and the team is considering fundraising ideas.

At the Town Hall, a presentation was given on the vision
and concept of the Master Plan. There has been a blossoming of
conferences and collaborations all over the world on Auroville.
The Auroville planning team is collaborating on many projects
and traveling out a lot. Asia Urbs, linking European and South
Asian cities, 1s just one of many successful links. India itself is
very interested in the urban/rural issues Auroville is facing.
Other projects of the planning team include: working with the
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Pondicherry Heritage Preservation, introducing electric vehicles
and charging/swapping stations, pollution control, environmen-
tal planning, and international relations. They have set up a certi-
ficate program for training electricians, and bought advanced
equipment for environmental analysis. There is even a proposal
for a nonconventional (biomass) power plant. Much effort is go-
ing into data collection and collaboration with the Indian Space
Agency to monitor via infrared the change in the bioregion over
the years.

There was a report on the Sri Aurobindo Institute for Educa-
tional Research (SAIIER), which has a biannual research journal,
RITAM. They also are involved in a number of projects support-
ed by the Government of India, including a new student dorm, a
new primary school, and a new school directed by Meenakshi.

Education is the underlying principle of Auroville. Future
School, Auroville’s high school, currently serves 45 students, but
will grow at the rate of 15 students per year over the next five
years. Transition, the elementary school, serves 130 children from
29 countries, ages 6-15. Vadarajan, who has been in Auroville
since 1969, reminded us that Mother said education consisted
not of preaching, but example. He directs a morning kindergarten
and evening classes for Tamil youth. Many other excellent
schools were mentioned. It was reported that many student
teachers are coming to do their practicums in Auroville.

Currently there are three programs in progress from the Cali-
fornia Institute for Integral Studies: Multiculturalism, Indian Psy-
chology and an Alumni tour. The University of California at Santa
Cruz also had a program, as did the University of Washington,
Naropa Institute for Noetic Science, and Vestoppland from Nor-
way. Auroville itself is offering a winter Integral Studies Program
taught by Aurovilians and visitors.

Kathy Walkling, a new team leader for AVI, is involved with
informal education and networking around the world. She report-
ed that there have been 79 requests for volunteer and internship
opportunities from over 19 countries.

Shraddhavan discussed the work of Savitri Bhavan, includ-
ing the housing of 400 paintings by Huta on Sri Aurobindo’s epic
poem Savitri, and two training scholarships. Weekly talks are be-
ing given at the center by Sraddhalu.

Peter outlined a major progress in the evolution of decision-
making. Previously, the Resident’s Assembly had no enforceable
process for making decisions. Now there is a procedure for taking
decisions and amending the process.

Many visitors who come would like to work. Auroville is con-
cerned that too many visitors are just “hanging out” and should
be oriented and participate in some way. It was noted that Find-
horn has a structured program for receiving visitors, experience
week, which is an opportunity for karma yoga.

Outreach is very important for interfacing with journalists.
The Auroville Council is taking on the work of transitioning to a
new team.

<=

Collective projects of “Centeraction”

During AUM 2004 in Greenville SC, a meeting was held of
representatives and associates of various Sri Aurobindo cent-
ers, study groups and related organizations, in which several
projects were identified to work on collectively. In the aftermath
of the conference, an action group was formed (dubbed “Cen-
teraction”), and four projects were taken up as a collaborative
work by volunteers: (1) AUM continuity; (2) Speaker’s Bureau;
(3) Mailing List Project; (4) Miraura Website update. At present,
the first two projects are moving forward, whereas the latter two
are pending, primarily for additional volunteer assistance. Fur-
ther details about the projects are given below. If you are inter-
ested in helping on any of these projects, contact Dakshina at
sasp@lodinet.com.

AUM Continuity Team: This group was formed to help the
local organizing team that hosts the AUM from year to year and
build on the past experiences to help the AUM’s run smoothly
and evolve according to the needs of the wider Sri Aurobindo
community. The Continuity Team is working on a revised “AUM
Manual” that gives helpful organizing information, and can as-
sist in selecting presenters, providing format suggestions, and
helping with travel arrangements for presenters by interfacing
with the Speaker’s Bureau. The purpose of continuity is not to
narrow the AUM’s down to a single or limited format, but to offer
background support and ease the process for the local organiz-
ers in their unique efforts.

Speaker’s Bureau: The Speaker’s Bureau is being formed
as part of the effort to coordinate the travel and tours of speak-
ers—not only for the AUM, but whenever a speaker or present-
er is visiting the U.S.—between the various regional Sri Auro-
bindo centers, and also for outreach to other venues where Sri
Aurobindo’s teachings are not well known. The Speaker’s Bu-
reau team is collecting bio-data and topics of expertise on those
who can present on a variety of subjects relating to the teach-
ings of Sri Aurobindo and the Mother. This information will be
made available for use by various centers to create promotional
materials for any talks they wish to host or organize. The team
also assists speakers coming from India with visa and ticket
arrangements, and coordination of VUSA tickets that enable
travel around the country at significantly reduced rates. Any
centers who wish to host a speaker will be encouraged to help
arrange talks at other venues in their area, such as universities,
Indian cultural and religious organizations, institutions for psy-
chology studies, and civic groups. If you are a speaker on Sri
Aurobindo’s Yoga, and would like to be included, please send
bio-data, topics, and a photo by email to sasp @lodinet.com.

Mailing List Project: This project started as a relatively
simple task of cleaning up discrepancies in the large, merged
mailing that was combined from the regional lists of various cen-
ters and organizations a couple of years ago. The team decided
to take the project to the next level by making it updateable
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Ecological restoration: In an effort to create awareness in
the population about the importance of afforestation, not just for
protection from tidal waves, but also to combat salt-water intru-
sion and the further degradation of natural resources, an eco-
logical restoration pilot project is being set up. The project will be
implemented in Auroville beach communities and on selected
village plots along the coast. A presentation of the ecological
restoration plans will be made to the Paalam members who will
introduce them to the coastline residents on March 17th. A team
of Auroville botanists will take up responsibility for this project.

Livelihood: Auroville is coordinating its training facilities to
host vocational trainings, from tailoring to computer skills, for up
to 100 youths form the affected villages. Recruitment and informa-
tion activities have been taking place and training programs on
welding, mechanics, computer software/hardware and electronics
have started.

A pilot project in which 1050 village women are being offered
livelihood workshops in handicrafts with the intention of estab-
lishing self-sustaining women’s cooperatives is taking place in
seven villages. In cooperation with Upasana, an Auroville fash-
ion design unit, three modules have been developed for produc-
ing complimentary gadgets made from left-over cloth. The easily
marketable gadget prototypes have been developed by students
from the Chennai-based National Institute for Fashion Tech-
nology. The pilot project will be comprehensively documented
and used as a model for implementation in other parts of India.

Other livelihood programs with the intention of establishing
self-sustaining units, such as a paper bag producing workshop
and a papier maché workshop, are being initiated.

The Cash for Work Program is daily employing residents of
tsunami affected villages to further clean up the village. In order
to keep the living surrounding clean, community leaders have
showed interest in setting up a solid waste management system in
cooperation with the Auroville Eco-service.

Fifty of approximately 170 fishing boat engines have been
repaired by an Auroville mechanics team, and 120 more are in the
process. A boat repair survey will take place soon and a strategy
for the repairing of boats is being formulated.

The Tamil Nadu Government has offered 100 percent com-
pensation for the wooden catamarans and nets, which will benefit
a large section of the fishermen population. For the more expen-
sive fibre boats (or FRPs, Rs. 150,000 each), in use by another
large section of the fishermen, the Government has offered a 50
percent grant. The remaining 50 percent would be in the form of a
loan or NGOs could step in and cofinance the replacement of
these boats. As soon as the Government has finished its survey
of losses and finalized its refunding policies, we will propose in
which way we can contribute to the rehabilitation of these fisher-
men’s livelihoods.

.For information on how you can help, contact the Auroville
Tsunami Relief and Rehabilitation Centre, Aurelec, Auroville —
605101, Tamil Nadu, India; Tel: +91-413-2622184; e-mail:
tsunami@auroville.org.in; Website: www.auroville.org.
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New letters on yoga

Yogic basketball

By Prabuddha Khare

e all know that sports and physical exercises find equal

\ )s / importance in the Mother’s and Sri Aurobindo’s Yoga

as any other line of education and discipline. Mostly,

though, we engage in it with reservation and when we do, we get

lost in its outer structure, its appeal for excitement, joy of success,

and pride in the appreciation we receive. If we look back and pon-

der over the opportunities these activities provide to become

conscious of all the little movements in us, all these enemies of

the Truth, we shall find the true purpose of our engagement and
learn to appreciate the large vision of our Masters.

Indeed it could be said that sports is the best medium for
bringing out, becoming conscious of, and transcending the sub-
tle and obscure ills in our nature that otherwise we are not even
aware of. Moreover, sports by its very nature and appeal pro-
vides a joyful and collective ambience for yoga. This ambiance
forms the core of the sunlit path laid out by the Mother, and con-
trasts with the traditional paths of yoga that invariably have a
touch of suffering and hardship. On this account alone, sports
must occupy a premium position when we talk about collective
yoga, for no other collective activity is endowed with such a nat-
ural and spontaneous scope for individual and collective
progress as sports. I must lay stress on progress here since not
only do our faults come up to the surface but we are also graced
with ample opportunities to overcome, transform and transcend
them in a luminous, joyful, and loving surrender to the collective
spirit. Transcendence, or being in a transcendental conscious-
ness, may sound like an exaggeration here, but has not the
Mother asserted in no uncertain terms in one of the evening
classes that a yogi should be capable of perfect divine con-
sciousness at all moments, including while playing basketball?
Relaxed, fun-filled, nearer to the consciousness of the human
nature, free of somberness and gravity is the path that is open to
us. Why not make the best of it?

Our small group in the South San Francisco Bay area has
been in the habit of playing basketball regularly. The group is a
mix of boys and girls, novices and experienced, eight-year olds to
50-year olds. We start with some warm-up exercises and practice
shots. Captains are identified who then chose and supervise their
teams. When more than two teams are available, the third team
usually stands by to watch or rest or practice. One of the players
from the third team volunteers to referee, keep score and keep
time. This structure has been found to work well for our group
whose dynamics, as already mentioned, are subject to large
degrees of variations.
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squarely against the line of advance. Reaching into the offender
from the side or behind, even when done with utmost care, may
not always be safe and subjects the body to a mechanical habit
that becomes difficult to control and check. In practice, however,
the referee does show some degree of leniency towards the de-
fender as long as the action is safe and natural. This allows the
offender’s skill in dodging, tackling and feigning to develop. Any
intentional or repeated act of unqualified guarding is not in the
spirit of the game. This is a rule that we must practice very con-
sciously in our games from the point of view of safety. However, it
is against the spirit of the game if no sincere effort is made to
guard when one is expected to.

Blocking: By blocking is meant the act of defense when the
offender is taking a shot at the basket or passing the ball to a
teammate. Here again, a clean block is effected only when the de-
fender is facing the offender, her blocking action is in line with the
trajectory of the ball, and her hand does not cut into the offend-
er’s cylinder before the ball is released. Contact with the ball while
it is still in possessior of the offender is allowed and even recom-
mended but the action should not be to disposes, snatch or steal
but rather to discourage the offender from passing or shooting.
This is the intention of the block. A good offender will respect it
and attempt to find a gap, develop a feign, show a superior skill.
All this leads to a refinement of the individual as well as the group
game. However, should the offender decide to complete her ac-
tion in spite of the block, she should be given sufficient freedom
to do so while all the time maintaining the threat. The mistake we
make, in my view, is that we feel blocking is the defender’s birth-
right, and that it is achieved as well with an aggressive action. For
a clean and safe game, we should consciously avoid this.

Rebounding: Tt is recommended to reach for the ball with a
jump, short or high, depending on the situation. The jump must be
straight up without any travel. It is a foul if one knocks off a player
due to his momentum of forward leap. Again it is recommended to
try to take possession of (collect) the ball rather than merely be an
obstruction to the offending team. In our game, we often tend to
just stand, lean over the other person and grab the ball (this 1s
what the tall players do) or throw our body and arms into the other
person (who is often our own team-mate) in order to knock it out
of his control. In the spirit of a clean game and a game that is safe
and fair and provides scope for class, clever and stimulating
moves and actions, playing the ball in the air is the way. This is
what we see and admire in the professional games. This is what
we should attempt to bring out in our games too.

Over-guarding: This is an act when a defender tends to cut
into the freedom of the offender by reaching well into his cylinder
not only with his hands but with his body also. The basketball
guidelines and rules are quite definite about this aspect of the
game. By design, they allow greater freedom of movement and
right of way to the offender. In fact, using the pivot, once the of-
fender gets himself out to a new cylinder, the defender cannot
come into his way with his body. He is allowed to move into a new
position himself and only then take on the action of guarding.
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This time delay is usually enough for the offender to make her
next move. But in our games, our natural defending habits are
contrary to this rule. When we find the offender trying to turn,
pivot or feign a move, we throw all our body and arms around him,
above him, and on him with a conviction that that is the way of
the game.

Dispossessing while dribbling: Tapping away the ball from
the offender either while he is dribbling on spot or dribbling and -
advancing is a dirty business, even when done with the most
clean hand. Firstly, it results in a mechanical habit that is difficult
to check and which we clearly know is wrong. Secondly, it is dis-
heartening to the offender because his action is left incomplete
when the ball suddenly disappears in mid-air, and also because
the defender often knocks into his hands or body. Thirdly, it is
unsafe. It is better, at least in our games, to respect our cylinders,
guard and block within the guidelines given above, and allow the
offender to complete his move of passing or shooting. If he is
able to dodge or feign us, it should encourage us to improve our
defending skills. If the offender fails to complete his move to his
satisfaction, it should encourage him to better it or find a newer
style.

The defending stance: The natural position of the defender,
even as recommended by basketball training books and schools,
is to stand with knees bent, slight lean in front, arms bent at the
elbow and raised to head height or stretched forward to a point
where the cylinder of the offender begins. Usually players keep
one hand in front at the level of the waist and the other raised up
above the head. Some keep both hands raised up to head height.
Even when the offender is dribbling right in front of you, or hold-
ing the ball right in front of your nose, it is unwise to commit and
attempt to disposes him of it. Be prepared to block or collect the
ball once he lets it go and only when he lets it go.

Shooting and passing: Our normal tendency is to give more
stress on making shots and scoring than passing. We find joy
when we are successful in making baskets. We appreciate our
teammates for the same reasons. This is clearly a play of psychol-
ogy, for had the scoring been based on good and successful
passing rather than on shooting, our mind and heart would expe-
rience as much joy, and our effort would be turned towards self-
improvement in passing with as much energy. The truth of the
matter is that passing is closer to the spirit of the game than
shooting, for shooting is an individual gain while passing re-
leases a collective joy. One should be conscious of the positions
of one’s teammates as well as those of one’s opponents. Passing
should be done before getting into trouble rather than afterward.
Often we want to outrun the defense rather than pass the ball to
a teammate, take a new position, and receive the pass in return—
a more tactical and less expensive move.

A change of perspective and an openness to change is all
that is required to convert this mundane activity into a glorious
and refreshing harvest of joy, love, enthusiasm, and progress—
surely a rich score for one’s little basket. And if this is true for
basketball, is it not true for all sports?
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my childhood and had the greatest influ-
ence on me. He lived a householder’s life
only until his mother’s death and the mar-
riages of his two daughters were solem-
nized. Then, having educated his sons and
thus fulfilling his worldly duties, he re-
nounced the worldly life and lived for fifty
years the life of vanaprastha (forest her-
mit) in Rishikesh, where Lala Charandas of
Mathura put him in charge of his Ganga
Ashram. When I was nine or ten, during
my three-month long summer vacations, 1
went to stay with him and my grandmother.
That vacation was the most formative peri-
od of my childhood.

Grandfather taught me all the six sys-
tems of Indian philosophy, which, I con-
fess, I hardly understood then. But more
important was the atmosphere of the holy
place. Early in the morning, my grandfather
went to a secluded bank of Ganga, bathed
in the river and then meditated on the river
bank for more than an hour. During that
time, all alone with God and Ganga, sur-
rounded by mystic hills, I floated flowers
and frolicked in the pure waters and heard
the chanting of birds. In the evening I at-
tended the enchanting Ganga arati (oil-
lamp worship of the Ganga).

The most important event of that
memorable visit was when my grandfather
presented me with what seemed to my
eyes a whole library. I was a voracious
reader and could read several hundred
pages a day. One day I asked grandpa to
give me a book. He gave me an abridged
Hindi  translation of the epic
Mahabharata. 1 finished the five- or six-
hundred page book by mid-day and again
clamored for a book. Grandpa exclaimed,
“But I gave you the Mahabharata in the
morning.” “I have finished reading it,” I
. replied. Grandpa found it hard to believe.
He quizzed me for an hour and was as-
tounded when I answered all his ques-
tions. He was pleased and I believe the
Lord who was looking after my spiritual
needs at each step—the Immanent Divine
seated in the hearts of all of us—inspired
my grandfather. He was a man of few
words. He put on his shirt and in that
scorching mid-day sun of May, he took me
by boat to the other bank of the Ganga to
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Gita Bhavan, where numerous religious
and spiritual books were sold. Pointing to
the books on display he told me, “Buy as
many books as you want.”” I jumped up in
excitement because there was a veritable
treasure of scores of illustrated biogra-
phies of saints and devotees. Pointing to
book after book, I bought more than 60
storybooks.

Grandfather also took me to visit sev-
eral saints living in Rishikesh. At that time,
I didn’t pay much attention to them, but
they saw me and now I realize that what a
blessing it is to come in the presence of
holy men. Some of them took notice of me
and, I believe, are still now helping me from
the subtle plane.

Exposure to
Western literature

The Lord had arranged my life in such
a way that, in miraculous ways, he made
available the books I needed to read, made
me meet the persons I needed to meet.
Having laid a firm foundation of devotion
in my child heart, now my Lord Sri Auro-
bindo added another strand for the broad-
ening of my soul.

I was already a voracious reader—
and recognized as such. The headmistress
of my school had decreed that I could
borrow four books a day from the school
library though the general rule was for two
books a month. Over time, I devoured the
whole library of about 1200 to 1400 titles. 1
read the whole of Premchand, Prasad, Pant,
Mahadevi, Rahul Sankratyayan, Bhagwat-
icharan Verma, Mahatma Gandhi, Jawahar-
lal Nehru, Vinoba Bhave, and translations
of the works of Tagore, Sharat Chandra,
Bankimchandra, Kanaihya Lal Munshi, to
name a few. I read books that were so
heavy in weight I would carry them with
difficulty, and that were so deep in content
that I could hardly understand them, yet I
read them all, each one over and over
again.

By the age of 12, I was reading Shelley
and Keats. And a little later on, Shakes-
peare. During the summer vacations when
the school closed and I could not get
books from the school library, I read the

textbooks of my father and uncles of their
Bachelor of Arts courses.

Our next door neighbor was a young
man who aspired to appear for the Indian
Civil Service exam. A taciturn and awe-in-
spiring person, no child was allowed to
play on the terrace in front of his room, let
alone enter his room. His nieces were our
friends with whom we played hop-scotch
and other games for hours. From a van-
tage point, I had a clear view of his two big
cupboards with glass doors, full of En-
glish books. I yearned to read all those
books. The Lord, who was guiding my
steps from book to book, from one con-
sciousness plateau to another higher one,
one day made me speak to my neighbor’s
niece, “Prem Lata, please ask your uncle,
will he lend me his books?” Prem Lata
mustered enough courage to convey my
request (o her unapproachable uncle, and
it was a still greater miracle that the uncle
agreed. Every day, from over the common
wall between our two houses, I received
two books, a treasure-trove indeed. Thus
was opened to me a new world. I suffered
and wept with all the English heroines.
The pain of Tess became mine. I slept with
War and Peace on my chest and read Vic-
tor Hugo’s Les Miserables countless
times. Weilhem Meister and Count of
Monte Cristo taught me invaluable les-
sons. Socrates and Huxley and the impish
humor of Shaw left indelible footprints on
my mind and soul. How 1 wept over Jude
the Obscure, thrilled while reading Kenil-
worth and other historical novels of Sir
Walter Scott and the magic tales woven by
the Bronte sisters and became one with
the characters created by Charles Dick-
ens. My identification with the characters
was total. I used to pale every time the ser-
vant of Dr. Hyde returned with a salt that
could not turn him back to his usual form.
My heart suffocated every time I read of
Tolstoy’s Anna Karenina throwing herself
under the wheels of the train.

With this immersion in hundreds of
the best classics of the West, and thus
coming in close contact with the Western
way of life and culture, at the age of 14, 1
became an agnostic and a communist. The
pain and injustice of life was felt as some-
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After a month in the Ashram, I asked
the Mother to give me permanent work.
She replied that my heart was so devel-
oped that I was ready to take up yoga but
needed more experience. I was shattered
by her refusal and pleaded for being ac-
cepted. The Mother wrote,

It is not from disgust for
life and people that one must
come to Yoga.

It is not to run away from
difficulties that one must come
here.

It is not even to find the
sweetness of love and
protection, for the Divine’s
love and protection can be
enjoyed everywhere if one
takes the right attitude.

‘When one wants to give
oneself totally-in service to the
Divine, to consecrate oneself
totally to the divine’s work,
simply for the joy of giving
oneself and serving, without
asking for anything in
exchange, except for the
possibility of consecration
and service, then one is ready
to come and will find the door
wide open.

I give you the blessings
given to all my children wher-
ever they are in the world and
tell you, “Prepare yourself, my
help will always be with you.”

Dazed with grief I returned. But life
had to be lived. [ had postponed having a
child, since my aim was to live in the
Ashram, but now that I had to return, it
didn’t seem fair to my husband to deny
him a child, and a son was born in 1961.

Soon after my husband was trans-
ferred to Lucknow, a university town. My
husband was generous, “You always la-
mented that you could not finish your
studies. Now you can study. We might not
get the chance again.” But in the mean-
while Mr. Maheshwari also was trans-
ferred to Lucknow and Mrs. Maheshwari,
who had led me to the Mother, said,
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“Shyam, after so many years you have a
child. If you join the university, who will
look after your son? The Mother does not
like children to be left with servants.” I was
in a dilemma. I wrote to the Mother, ex-
plained the situation and added, “Mother,
if I go to the university my heart reproach-
es me that you are neglecting your child
for your ambition, if I don’t, my mind re-
proaches that you are being lazy. Mother,
please you decide whether I should study
or not and if yes, please choosé the sub-
ject.” I enclosed a list of subjects and re-
ceived her telegram: “Mother’s blessings
for Hindi M.A.”

Protected by the Mother’s blessings
I plunged into my studies. Just before the
examinations, my son broke his leg and
many other serious family problems arose,
but I went on doggedly and stood second
amongst almost a hundred students. I
brought my son to the Ashram when he
was three, and the Mother gave him the
Sanskrit name Kim. I didn’t know that I
have to ask the Mother again and the
Mother didn’t ask me to remain , so I went.
Anyway, I believed Kim was not ready to
leave his father. I again asked the Mother
what I should study further. Amongst the
various possibilities, one was research on
Kabir, a saint-poet of Hindi. I received her
telegram with blessings for Hindi research.

Again I plunged in studies of the mys-
tic sage-poet Kabir. In 1966 I came to the
Ashram yet again but again [ knew my son
was not ready to leave his father.

Finally here

Two years passed. In 1968 I heard by
chance that the Mother was very ill. My
whole being cried for her, “What if she too
leaves, like Sri Aurobindo did? Then I will
never get a chance to serve her.” After a
month, during the winter school vacations
of my son, I came to Pondicherry with him.
On the train, seven-year-old Kim was in-
sistent that we should return before his
school opened. But when we got closer to
Pondicherry he changed his mind and said
he would like to study in the Ashram
school. We reached here on Christmas
eve, 1968. The Ashram school’s year starts

on 16 December. When Kim came to know
this he wrote to the Mother, “Mother, you
must admit me. I am late for there and I will
be late for here too.” The Mother accepted
us on 22 January 1969. He became a stu-
dent in the Sri Aurobindo International
Centre of Education, the Ashram’s school,
and She appointed me a teacher in the
same institution, a responsibility I still ful-
fill today. A few years later, I got divorced
from my husband, ending ties with that
part of my life for good.

When I first came to Pondicherry in
1959. T knew nothing of the philosophy,
the Avatarhood of Sri Aurobindo and the
Mother, or that they have brought down
the supramental consciousness on earth
which will gradually transform the cre-
ation. That one day, not in a very distant
future, all will be “sky and god,” that hu-
manity will be redeemed, that man will be
one day “at least equal to gods.”

Until that auspicious time, we will
have to cross the Vaitarni or the Acheron
a few more times, but having taken a mil-
lion births this prospect does not daunt
me. There is hope in my heart that in a not
very distant future God will repay his debt
to his children and that Sri Aurobindo will
mould us in his own likeness; of course, in
his own way, in his own time. When the
dawn is sure, it does not matter if the night
be long.

To belong to Sri Aurobindo, to know
that he holds the reins of my destiny, that
he is there protecting me, is a supreme as-
surance, the greatest boon for which one
can ask. My destiny is secure. I feel so
grateful that sometimes I want to embrace
this holy earth of Pondicherry. My heart
cries out in gratitude to Sri Aurobindo, “O
Lord, I can never repay my debt of grati-
tude to you. You have raised me—who am
so insignificant, so unworthy, so igno-
rant—from a life of darkness into spiritual
light. You hold me close and watch over
me. Again and again [ thank you for uplift-
ing me, for freeing me from the bondage of
mava, for liberating me from all illusions.
and for giving the assurance that one day
humanity will be transformed and all life
divinized, that the travails of creation have
a happy denouement.”
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Technology and the titan:
Reflections on Sri Aurobindo’s
observations of civilization
and barbarism (Part 1)

by Richard Carlson

In the humun consciousness everything is very slow.
... As soon as one is truly in touch with the psychic,
one loses this kind of narrowness and of agony also,
this agony which is so bad: “I must be quick, I must
be quick, there is not much time, I must hurry, there
is not much time.” One does things very badly or
doesn’t do them at all any more. But as soon as there
is contact with the psychic, then indeed this
disappears; one begins to be u little more vast and
calm and peaceful, and to live in eternity. —The
Mother, Collected Works of the Mother, Vol. 6, p. 334

The dharma of science, thought and philosophy is to
seek for truth by the intellect dispassionately,
without prepossession and prejudgment, with no
other first propositions than the law of thought and
observation itself imposes. Science and philosophy
are not bound to square their observations and
conclusions with any current ideas of religious
dogma or ethical rule or aesthetic prejudices. In the
end if left free in their action, they will find the unity
of Truth with Good and Beauty and give these a
greater meaning than any dogmatic religion or any
Sformal ethics or narrower aesthetic idea can give us.
— Sri Aurobindo, The Human Cycle, p. 214

Any sufficiently advanced technology is
indistinguishable from magic. —Arthur C. Clarke,
Profiles of the Future

ften many of us in the practice of integral yoga do not re-
alize just how much the productions of science, already
mediate our activities of practice. Our failure to notice the
mediation is not to be faulted but rather, should be taken as a sig-
nal that the technology is working correctly. These technological
mediations are meant to be transparent to our practice of medita-
tion. They act as a diaphanous medium which allows the presenc-
ing of the kerygmatic, or the revelatory, to seep into the subtle
depths of consciousness. The fact that whenever a passage from
Savitri or The Life Divine jumps off the page and grabs our soul,
and we do not pause to give thanks to Mr. Gutenberg for being the
mage who gave the world the printing press, means that the
medium is working as it should.
At its best, technology is a medium that allows us to flaw-
lessly interface with phenomena that otherwise would remain
physically or psychologically distant. If we were to give too much
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attention to the technological medium it would obscure the mes-
sage in much the same way that paying too much attention to
how we move our feet may slow our pedestrian movement. Once
we master the use of the medium, we can place our faith in it,
leaving us free to concentrate on the goals we had in mind when
we began its use.

Faith in the medium, however, is best left blind only when all
prior conditions for determining the authenticity of the message
coming through it have been met. It is only when we have
already tested and verified the truthfulness of the message, or
can wholly trust our intuitions about it that we can freely offer up
our reveries to the radiant communication which technology as a
diaphanous medium reveals.

At other times we ignore the medium at our own peril, for
communication media also possess the uncanny knack to be a
superb arbiter of idolatry and ideology. Any medium that can
conjure up transparency as to reveal the kerygmatic surely has
use value for the propagandist as well. In short, although we
know that in a certain way luminous messages can emerge
through the “magic” of media, we should not neglect to pay at-
tention to the medium itself because in many instances the
“medium is the message.” (McLuhan, 1996)

If we were to pay more attention to the medium we should
surely give praise to Cartier-Bresson and hail his mastery of pho-
tography. His photographs of Sri Aurobindo have been occultly
at work for years facilitating our personal experience of darshan
with Sri Aurobindo. These images are burned into the photo-
graphic plates of our creative imagination and take on an inner
form and meaning to us all. In this instance, technology is a
vehicle of bhakti and a means of presencing the grandeur of
enlightenment.

The medium of technology has also facilitated our meditative
practice through the invention of audiotape. Without the
technology of the tape recorder, the Mother’s immortal reading
of The Hour of God and Sunil-da’s organ music would have
vanished without even leaving a trace to pass down to future
generations.

At its extremes, the experience that technology renders
transparent can be both simulation, for example, a copy or coun-
terfeit, or it can be a sacrament, for example, a vehicle of the
sacred or liberation. In its most vulgar usage, technology is a
tool of propaganda that helps sway opinion and create ruse. As
an instrument of propaganda, technology enforces our servi-
tude to the machine, the state, and the corporation. In contrast,
technology as a tool of revelation is a vehicle of knowledge and
liberation.

There is, in fact, no simple way to moralize the impact of
technology on human consciousness. The complexity of the re-
lationship between technology and its creators is further compli-
cated by the fact of its cyberetic birth. By virtue of its origin in,
and projection of, the human mind, our tools are part and parcel
of humanity itself. This is to say that technology is an extension
of human consciousness itself, and facilitates our structural
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And now that it has manifested universally, I could say, gen-
erally, the certainty of the possibility of transformation is of
course still greater. There is no longer any doubt that those who
will fulfil or who now fulfil the conditions are on the way to this
transformation.

The conditions Sri Aurobindo gives in detail in The Synthesis
of Yoga and in still greater detail in his last articles on the Supra-
mental Manifestation.* So now it is only a question of realisation.

* Written in 1949-1950, and later published as a book entitled
The Supramental Manifestation upon Earth.

Sweet Mother, now that the Supermind has descended, why
can’t one pass from the rational mind directly to the Supermind?

Who said that one can’t?

Sri Aurobindo is describing here [in The Life Divine] what
was to be done to enter into contact with the Supermind and pre-
pare the ground for its manifestation; but now that it has entered
the earth-atmosphere, I don’t see why a single, precise procedure
should be inflicted upon it in its manifestation. If it chooses to di-
rectly illuminate an instrument which it finds suitable or ready or
adaptable, I don’t see why it should not do so.

And I repeat this: who has said that it cannot be otherwise?
Nobody. What Sri Aurobindo has described here is quite another
thing and, indeed, this is what did happen. It was the preparation
necessary for the manifestation to take place. But now I don’t see
why or on what basis a particular process should be imposed
upon the supramental action and why it should not have the free-
dom to choose its own means. ’

I think that all possibilities are predictable and that all sincere
aspiration and complete consecration will have a response, and
that the processes, means, transitions, transformations will be in-
numerable in nature—not at all that things will happen only in a
particular way and not otherwise. (The Mother's Vision, pp. 582-
584, Sri Aurobindo Ashram, Pondicherry, 2002)

Book Review

God Shall Grow Up: Body,

Soul, & Earth Evolving Together

by Wayne Bloomquist

(available through: www.pondypub.com
and waynebloomquist@sbhcglobal.net)

Reviewed by Rick Lipschutz

s influential as Sri Aurobindo is, we are not aware of him.
A?nce introduced, we may discover that we have a lot in
ommon. What we’ve felt as dreams, vague yearnings,
intimations, unformed hopes, he has named, expressed clearly,
and worked to give a shape or even begun to build.

The pervasive push toward integrality, the transformation of
human nature, the movement toward world-union, the insistence
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on creative diversity rooted in oneness, the growing synthesis of
Eastern and Western thought, the strengthening connection be-
tween spirit and matter, and the drive many of us feel towards a
new stage in human evolution—all can be traced to his action in
the world.

Nominated for the Nobel Prize for literature shortly before his
death in 1950, this Cambridge-educated Bengali began a bold fu-
turistic evolutionary yoga that promises to justify these millennia
of human suffering with a divine life in a divine body, right here
on planet earth. Literature from his own pen and others about his
novel and non-gymnastic form of yoga is abundant. The wise
men have talked at sleep-inducing length. None of it so far has
managed to acquaint the American public with Sri Aurobindo.
This is the book that will break the ice.

At last, a yoga that embraces all of life, explained patiently in
a way we all can understand. Wayne Bloomquist shares an ad-
venture to which “everyone is invited, even urged to partici-
pate.” His writing, more bold than some, more clear than others,
has the feel of a good conversation. He has a gift for explaining
the most esoteric subject simply, with the apt example. He pro-
vides practical spiritual exercises—some so designated, others
introduced so subtly they are easy to miss.

To get his message across, make it immediate and authentic,
he breaks a time-rusted taboo and shares his own spiritual expe-
riences. “I want somebody to tell me what is the soul of a man!”
asks Blind Willie Johnson for every human being. Well, Bloom-
quist tells us, in a full-bodied presentation, fleshed out with the
story of his life, in the book’s concluding section. He also breaks
an unwritten rule not to speak (except at philosophical arm’s
length) about the supermind.

This new yoga is a journey some haunting inner call may be
moving us to take. It is for “pilgrims of perfection” satisfied with
nothing less than the permanent establishment of a new state,
not within the boundaries of any land mass, but the cells of the
human body. It is “a new state of embodied consciousness™ that
Sri Aurobindo called supramental, not because it is mind fully de-
veloped, but because it is the next stage beyond the mind, with its
flawed intelligence and its massive distractions.

This new faculty promises, after certain conditions are ful-
filled, to be just as accessible to us humans as our mind is today,
and to be much that mind could never be. Two spiritual pioneers
of the East and West, Sri Aurobindo and his equal and collabora-
tor Mirra Alfassa Richard (or the Mother), “not only showed us
the way to the next age but prepared it for us.” The result is that
our paths can now be smoother, more rapid, and “move with some
relative ease to transformation.” Our embattled planet will be-
come in time a more harmonious one where “Love has a chance to
come and stay.” ,

Bloomquist, beginning in the 1970s, took up the Mother on
her offer that still stands to not only personally oversee, but to do
“our” yoga herself and grace it with success. He asks us only to
be open to the possibility that transformation can take place now.

He allows our understanding of this journey, one of body
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and life as much as the mind and soul, to build gradually. In the
first section he introduces us to Sri Aurobindo and the Mother in
two chapters and begins to tell his own story.

Wayne Bloomquist is a now-retired real estate appraiser and
a father who is now in his second marriage. Aggrieved by a life-
long unrest, dissatisfaction, an emptiness nothing could
assuage, he tried many approaches till “a new track™ led him to
Integral Yoga in 1969 and to Pondicherry, South India in 1973, for
the first of frequent visits. Then a graduate student. he travelled
to India with his future second wife on a pilgrimage and to work
on his dissertation. He was devastated when the Mother died in
Pondicherry only days after his arrival in India. Through the cul-
ture shock, the mosquitoes, and a series of challenges, he
persisted. His life’s companion told him of a vision that she had.
The Mother had appeared to her and apologized: *T had to go. It
was time. I could not wait for you.”

Bloomquist poured his heart out at the Samadhi, the court-
yard of the Ashram where the bodies of Sri Aurobindo and the
Mother are buried. After-a difficult time, he tells us. “my suffering
had tumed to joy.” He came away from India with much more than
the bulk of his doctoral dissertation; he had developed a lifelong
intimate relationship with the Mother. To keep that joy with him
and growing, establish it permanently in every cell of his body, is
a process that has taken over 30 years and is still going on. It is
not desire,” he claims, “but delight that is our destiny.”

The second section of God Shall Grow Up deals with mat-
ters that affect us all. "Suffering”™ dives into our lamentable state
from multiple angles, with compression, empathy of experience,
and clear exposition of a way through. He explores other subjects
with equal penetration and precious personal example. “One-
ness,” he writes, “can be experienced in substance as well as in
mind.” Perhaps better! And we will never look at good and evil, or
death for that matter, in quite the same way again. Beauty will
open us to soul, soul to greater beauty. in a creative progression
that once gathering sufficient momentum need never stop.

It is the third section that comes to the heart of tlie matter.
The author explains that we have always had the divine in us as a
presence. What is new is that the divine is now emerging from
and through matter itself, not to repiace but transtorm it. Matter.
no longer inert as any block of wood. is becoming conscious of
its own truth.

The crucial agent of our growth is exactly what we've been
working on. building through it all—our soul. The soul through
our long difficult evolution forms a “work in progress.” a spiritual
personality or individual conscious subtle form calied the “psy-
chic being.” According to the author, "It is each individual's
supreme creation that is molded out of the cssence of life itself.”
This psychic being is the only part of us that, while yet anchored
in the physical. is spontaneously open to the Divine. “We can
concentrate on our heart center and aspire for that tiny tlame
there to grow and consume our nature.” So that we may “become
an integrated being and not a dystunctional collection of warring
inner factions,” it is key to our spiritual maturation process to

“integrate all the parts of our being around our soul.”

The Mother, the integrating force of the Integral Yoga, with
some collaboration from us can accomplish this; with her grace
the soul-presence can extend even to the cells its attitude of
openness. And, much more easily now that Sir Aurobindo has
completed the process, creating a “passage” out of what was
before only “‘a void and a silence,” the aspirant can rise “above”
to “overhead spiritual-mental planes™ which can descend and be
incorporated into our ordinary working parts. But, “if our con-
sciousness is to change radically, our body must change to
contain it.”

It has taken Bloomquist half his life to {ind in his own experi-
ence {which says it all) that “the key to the transformative
process is to fix the Supramental Force in our body so that there
is one mass of Supramental vibration throughout every part of
us. The vibration becomes part of our body permanently . . . It is

fixed in matter.” This begins a process, requiring an unknown

time period, known as supramentalization.

Among Westerners, Satprem, it 1s true. has written interpre-
tatively from experience and brilliantly of the supramental trans-
formation. But the path of this intrepid genius, laced with torture
suffered in a concentration camp. may not be accessible or appro-
priate for the average American dedicated by nature to the pur-
suit of happiness. The Mother spoke of a sunlit path that pro-
ceeds not only towards but aiso in the Light. She felt it was pos-
sible {and far preferable) to go through this evolutionary process
with a minimum of suffering. Bloomquist believes that “wranslat-
ing heaven into a human shape’ need not be a hellish experience.

The United States, once and perhaps still home to many
adventuresome spirits, is expected to play a unique role in the
transformation. Bloomquist addresses this book primarily to the
American public because of its “openness to change, its high
energy, its freedom and its mastery over the material domain.” He
gives us in plain English the broad lines of Sri Aurobindo’s
philosophy disentangled trom mystification. He has taken to
heart Sr1 Aurobindo’s advice to turn our spiritual aspiration over
to the Mother (whom he seems to know very well).

He has integrated this yoga creatively and uniquely in the
{ire of his own being. and he lays this challenge before us: to
leave behind our grubbing egos and not only become growing
souls but concretely and in every respect what we are in our ¢s-
sence. Even our seeming deficicncies may contain the seed of a
hidden aptitude for the greatest adventure of ail. We may have
the willingness to be fools in the service of the future, and to be
not so burdened down with belicfs in the inevitability of fate or
kurma or the need for lifetimes to reach one’s goal.

The author of this book, a fairly representative American.
speaks to those of us who are rcady to act on “a simple aspira- -
tion.” who have what has been called “the audacity of hope,”
who like Sri Aurobindo believe that nothing is impossible and
don’t hesitate to question cverything. After all, if he can do it we
all can do it. Something about this whole daredevil enterprise
seems downright American.
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The poetry room

A pedestal of prayer

A mightier task remained than all he had done.

To That he turned from which all being comes,

A sign attending from the Secrecy

Which knows the Truth ungrasped behind our thoughts

And guards the world with its all-seeing gaze.

In the unapproachable stillness of his soul,

Intense, one-pointed, monumental, lone,

Patient he sat like an incarnate hope

Motionless on a pedestal of prayer.
—Sri Aurobindo
(Savitri, Book III, Canto 3)

She leads us

Onward, upward

Into the light, into the bright

Future

She leads us

Over each obstacle our nature raises.

Our darkest secrets never phases

Her sublime loving smile,

Encouraging each tiny effort while

She sweeps us up in Her tremendous wake.

Onward, upward

Into the light, into the bright

Truth of our being,

She opens our seeing,

Seizes our heart,

Squeezes each part

Through the wringer of life,

Until all that is left is the ready vessel
To be what She wills.

Onward, upward

Into the light, into the bright

Future

She marches;

Into far luminous regions She beckons
And seems to disappear

Then suddenly is near

Our hand to take

Our life to make

Her own.

—Dakshina Vanzetti

Integral Yoga

The discipline of Integral Yoga

Is a labor subtle, complex and long;

A myriad facets to cut and polish

From a substance dull, resistant and marred.

The Artist Supreme alone would accept

To craft from such material a being of light,
A diamond vessel of divine translucency
Reflecting hues of ethereal splendor.

The human nature’s first crude stuff that felt
The first hammer blows took aeons to shape,
Slowly formed and coalesced from elements
Disparate, blown from worlds unknown and strange.

The soul’s long growth began semi-conscious,
Careening side to side out of control

Down steep rocky banks to the flood below,
Washed up on shore somewhere to be reclaimed.

When awareness dawned of a Power above
That moves these million turns of event,

It was as if the sky opened to sun—

Yet this was only the first morning glow.

Suddenly it seemed that one was not alone,
Senselessly dropped on a barren island

With no escape, no direction to go;

A path was found, a bridge to meaning glimpsed.

That view at first was seen through an early mist,
An intimation of possibility

That there was more to come, a completion

Of one’s unfinished and fragmented being.

There began a hungry groping for knowledge—
‘Who or what one was, why one was here,

How one came to be, where one was going;
Then answers came, a solution emerged.

A picture of the whole came into view
An intricate web of beauty and power
Unfolding over time, moving towards something
Still unknown, but marvelous and real.

Everything existed in this wholeness:
Good, evil, nothingness, completeness,
All the terror and bliss imaginable;

All joined forever in the Absolute.
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The fantastic and brutal here were tied
Inextricably, hard fact and fairy dream,
In conflict, working out their differences,
Seeking their harmonious unity.

Each person had a unique role to play,
Expressed forces, qualities, tendencies,

Gave them tangible form and body,

Moved with them towards the future’s promise.

Behind all things stood the One, the Supreme;
All forces and forms derived from Her Alone,
Divine Mother of all, a Conscious-Force,
Guiding all to its ultimate fulfillment.

She laid the laws of the evolving world,

Stayed its course to its divine destiny,

But gave her children freedom to pursue

Their limited ends to learn and grow through life.

To those who asked she gave her strong support
To heal and lead to a new existence,

Beyond a petty pleasure and comfort,

Beyond a struggling ignorance and pain.

Now one had to choose the part one would play:
To be a champion of the Light and Truth,

Or a spokesman of falsehood and suffering;
Now each act became a test of resolve.

A trial of preparation began,

The purification of one’s nature,

The turning of all one’s many impulses
And proclivities to a higher ideal.

In this, the Mother’s Grace became essential,
A constant friend and aide to whom one turned
To help eliminate obstinate errors,

One’s resistance and insincerity.

After long persistent struggle and work,
Calling always her superior force

With faith and patient determination,

Obstacles were uprooted, a ground was cleared.

A wider opening came from above,
A deeper calm and a mightier force.
A stronger aspiration rose from below,
A truer, selfless surrender and love.
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In quiet concentration a stillness

Seized the body and freed the consciousness
Allowing it to observe silently

The action and thrill of a higher Force.

At times intense yearning of aspiration _
Rushed up in waves through the body and head.
Sometimes mystical streams of dynamic bliss
Circled the head or entered and enthralled.

Love and adoration rose like incense
Filling the days with a hallowed perfume,
The Presence touched of a personal God
An infinite Being, a father and friend.

In work a calm and steady confidence

Reposed in the Mother’s guidance and strength.
Work became a sacred service and trust,

A duty of delight, an act of love.

The life blossomed with a divine sweetness,
Resumed an elegant simplicity,

And basked in the joy of nature’s beauty;

A rose in a garden turned to the sun.

These states developed with time as waves
Growing in frequency, volume and pitch;
Each layer of being slowly was tuned

To vibrate in these rhythmic chords of Truth.

This opening out of the soul in life
Foreshadowed greater changes still to come:
Divine descents of wall-less peace and light,
Transforming power, ecstasy’s extreme.

Flashes came even from these rarer heights

As if a promise or beckon beyond,

A sign from the One from whom they were cast,
A Mother’s smile full of fathomless love.

These experiences came not by strain,
But freely as a grace of the Divine,

The upward thrust was a pure surrender,
An entire self-abandon in the One.

- To live in the Mother’s embrace was all,

To feel caressed in her love and strength,
To be lifted and carried like a child,
Given to her alone, this was the way.

—Larry Seidlitz
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Auroville

Wet with the rains of morn,
The red mud roads

Lead to the place unique,
Where is Auroville’s way
’Mid the jungle and flower.

This way we all seek,
Larger than the world,
Light and limpid,

Is here and near, yet far,
Broader than our thoughts,
Breath of our breath,

The thing sublime,
Upholding all.

In Sailam and Samasti

And Ami and Vérité’s groves,

In the courts of Certitude,

Or in Sharnga and Pitanga’s halls,

’Neath jungle canopies of Green-belt space
Or in the view from new buildings,

Is the life of something else astir,

Forming in a hundred ways

The threads of tomorrow’s tapestry.

This Auroville we see, and this we deem,
Harks back, through seas of sight

To another direction of our lives,
Another source sublime,

Which carries our soul’s surge

Towards the marvel.

—Vigyan Agni
O Truth!

O Truth! Thou shining golden orb of light
who sits atop the world and regal-like
dispenses with Thy rays of knowledge bright.

O Truth! O Truth! Thou wondrous kingdom vast
whose measure lies beyond the mortal’s grasp.
Thou ultimate divine iconoclast!

O Truth! Come down and set the whole world free.
Come down and share with us Thy vast infinity.

O Truth! Descend and make of this earth Thy home
and here amongst men let Thy golden sunbeams roam.

—Angelo Salerno
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Promontory

They carry the sun down.

They are the red cry

come out of the ashes.

Through the high passes they ascend,
a mountain of eagles.

They jump in the sun

tasting liquor of sunlight.

There is no range beyond which
they cannot rake their talons,
falling from the vaporous

grey heavens over headland
waters till they stand

in the place of thunder.

The first alphabet

on tongues of fire descends
to the beach where we play
the old shell game,

our inert rebirths.

Floating driftwood shatters and splits,
and we shift above the sand,
bits of brown seaweed
woven round our ankles.

It is enough to know

when an eagle takes us

it will not let us go,

that when we come up

from the deep cleft,

the rock will be lifted,
thunder’s trumbet muted,
the braille of a breeze.

The moment is always there,

we throw ourselves

out: a blind tiny night scream,

we walk far Pacific waters,

swoop down through crags

and draw to where a lizard

crawled down a lightning bolt.

The silent one who dreams us awake
wills us to unending flight

to wheel in clouds above white towers,
to feel the current flowing,

to land in what night, on what world,
with that eerie, silent grace.

—Rick Lipschutz
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Mayetrei

When her illustrious husband

Was to leave for a life

More spiritually intense,

He was to move into the dense

Forests of the Himalayas in

The north in a cave as a dweller that lives
Each day for God and the Great Universe.
The cadence, so far, of his life was over,
Yet the flame effervescence was to burn,
Burn brighter for the Lord

Of the Universe, the Purushottama,

And become one with His consciousness.
That was his goal that remained

To be fulfilled and completed.

Mayetrei gazed at the skies

With a heavy heart, her fathomless eyes
Filled with tears. She pondered and
Felt a deep satisfaction to be a wife to
Suchr an illustrious one.

In love and knowledge, she was unbeaten.
Their divine love was unbeaten, for he could

Relieve his heart on the snowy bosom of hers.

A loving bliss and a loving existence was
The rishis’ goal in life for it enhanced the
Powers of Yagyabalkha, for she was the
Symbol of the great Shakti, the source of
Love and knowledge, energy and bliss.

When the noon was high,

The hour of parting came nigh.

The great one looked at Mayetrei.

He was calm and his Mantra was
Entering a new sphere of Gayetri.

A new domain, a new horizon of fulfillment
Awaited him, so he spread calm around.
She for long was lost in the pain

Of an approaching separation which
She never before experienced.

On the threshold of her mud abode

She sat wistfully with a lingering

Pang in her heart.

2
On the other side of the rishi stood Katyani,

His other wife, a playful damsel youthful
And rich in her looks with bright attire.
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But she was quiet in expectation. She thought, will

The great one consider her love and bestow the

Blessings on her? Enamored as he is, she knew,

By her lashya, which he often compared to the

Lila of Prakriti, and smiled often at her childish

Pranks, or would he . . . her heart stooped low in pain,
Would he give all his wealth, gifted to him by

Kings and princes, to Mayetrei, who cares for nothing

And craves none. But the rishi was only too full of her.

For Mayetrei was a constant consort of his in his pursuits
Of the unknown. Perhaps together they tread the milky
Way, that stretches from one end to the other end of the sky,
Blissfully embracing each other they float in the starry skies
Gazing deep into each other’s eyes and clasping in love.
Those were the spiritual journeys that Mayetrei could

Only give for she had the love and knowledge and the
Understanding of the spiritual kind. Katyani knew this well
And she tended the cows, and fed the inmates and
Managed all that was to be managed and all she did

In an effortless youthful fashion. Her illustrious husband
Was well aware of it all. Yet, in her depth of thought

She thought, “who would not love Mayetrei?

Ineffably loveable is she.”

3

The rishi called Mayetrei, “now my dear,” and

Her luminous eyes she lifted at her illustrious

Husband in pain and in love and in one gaze of hers

She melted his heart. The rishi put his right hand,

Enfolded his left arm around her slender waist and said,

“All is yours and what you want to part with you may give to
Katyani.

You shall rule the ashram in my absence for all is yours.”

Mayetrei kneeled in deep veneration to touch his feet.

Her tears swelled and her voice choked for she knew

He will be gone, perhaps forever and her eyes will

Keep on gazing but never will she get a glimpse of him.

Her venerations of love would not have ended

But the rishi called her again to accept all his material
Possessions that were gifts from kings and princes.

In reverence Mayetrei now stood up and wiped her
Tears that flowed irresistibly, and now with folded hands
She uttered these words:

“That which is not to give me immortality,

What shall I do with that, Oh lord? I cannot

Accept thy splendoured objects for those

Are nothing without the essence of spirituality.”

Thus she is remembered forever in the annals of
India’s heritage of renunciation.

The rishi said to her, “Well, now do the needful,
Divide all wealth of the ashram.” Her eyes sparkled —Susmita Chatterjee
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Apropos

In the totality of the change we have
to achieve, human means and forces too
have to be taken up, not dropped but used
and magnified to their utmost possibility
as part of the new life. —Sri Aurobindo

Progress: to be ready, at every
minute, to give up all one is and all one has
in order to advance on the way. —The
Mother

Problems cannot be solved at the
same level of awareness that created them.
—Albert Einstein

Because we will protect ourselves
from ourselves to the point of destroying
ourselves—Lord have mercy. —R.S.
Thornas

God waits for man to regain his child-
hood in wisdom. —Rabindranath Tagore

The Lord abides in the heart of all be-
ings. —The Gita

God gives the things of this earth a
certain color and variety and value, caus-
ing childish folk to argue over it. —Rumi

For everything you have to pay. In
every field, at all times, that is the rule. You
have to work for a thing before you can
hope to get it. —M.P. Pandit

The true meaning of life is to plant
trees under whose shade you do not ex-
pect to sit. —Anonymous

We make a living by what we get, but
we make a life by what we give. —Norman
MacEwan

It’s rigged—everything, in your fa-
vor. So there is nothing to worry about. —
Rumi

Always circumstances come to reveal
the hidden weaknesses that have to be
overcome. —The Mother
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It is as the love of the Divine grows
that the other things cease to trouble the
mind. —Sri Aurobindo

Contentment . . . is not a resigned ac-
ceptance but a glad acceptance of what is
given to us by nature, by providence, by
circumstances. This contentment is the
seed of what later develops into a perpet-
val joy, the delight of existence. —M.P.
Pandit

Whence shall he have grief, how shall
he be deluded who sees everywhere the
Oneness? —Isha Upanishad

The false can never grow into truth by
growing in power. —Rabindranath Tagore

Do you think God lets you cling to
any branch? Wherever you make an at-
tachment, it wiil be broken. —Rumi

In works, aspiration towards Perfec-
tion is true spirituality. —The Mother

Inside the Great Mystery that is, we
don’t really own anything. What is this
competition we feel then, before we go,
one at a time, through the same gate?
—Rumi

Peace and stiliness are the great reme-
dy for disease. When we can bring peace
in our cells, we are cured. —The Mother

There is no act in this world that will
ever cause the mirror to look away. There is
no act in this world that will ever make the
mirror say “no.” —Hafiz

Dark clouds become heaven’s flowers
when kissed by light. —Rabindranath
Tagore

Life is a mission. Life is sacred. Treat
life with the respect and care it deserves
and life will treat you with the same consid-
eration. —M.P. Pandit

What paralyzes life is failure to be-
lieve and failure to dare. —Teilhard de
Chardin

It is in love with you and is holding
back only because it knows of your lack of
self-denial. —Rumi

Mind in its purest play is like some bat
that beats about in caverns all alone, con-
triving by a kind of senseless wit not to
conclude against a wall of stone. —Rich-
ard Wilbur

It is the highest truth which the soul
must seek out by thought and by life ac-
complish. —Sri Aurobindo

For lovers, the only teaching is the
beauty of the Beloved: Their only book
and lecture is the Face. —Rumi

To approach god by love is to prepare
oneself for the greatest possible spiritual
fulfillment. —Sri Aurobindo

Do not brace yourself against suffer-
ing. Try to close your eyes and surrender
yourself, as if to a great foving energy.
—Teilhard de Chardin

Above us, within us, around us is the
All-Strength and it is that we have to rely
on for our work, our development, our
transforming change. -——Sri Aurobindo

The undisciplined man doesn’t wrong
himself alone—he sets fire to the whole
world. —Rumi

Thought feeds itself with its own
words and grows. —Rabindranath Tagore

Before the stone becomes ruby, it is
its own enemy. —Rumi

Self-discipline is when your con-
science tells you to do something and you
don’t talk back. —W. K. Hope

We must develop the sensitivity, the
urge to appreciate the soul of beauty, a
sense of order and harmony in our day-to-
day life. —M.P. Pandit

Never, never, never give up. —Anon-
ymous
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