
  

 
Share this     Print this    Write to us  

Socrates said, "Speak that I may see you".  
Whatever did he mean by that? 
Can our words indicate who we are? If it were so, then can we not spew forth goodness 
while harbouring within the vilest of hearts? Would he then be able to see who we are 
just as easily? Perhaps it is possible to deceive and cast illusionary images, but the fact is 
that falsehood has a short lifetime and sooner or later the Truth always catches up.  
 
Our sincere words are nothing but pictures of our thoughts and our true thoughts are 
nothing save mirrors of our souls. What we say then, not just the literal meanings but our 
genuine expression, is truly who we are and all pretence is pointless for we can never fool 
ourselves into believing what we are not. In the same vein, one cannot be good by simply 
trying to be good but by searching and bringing out the goodness from deep within. Few 
are those who realise the import of such thoughts uttered by the wise of yore and most 
find themselves having wasted their time in trying to live a life of duplicity. It is perhaps 
far easier, to accept our weaknesses, right the wrongs and come clean with who we really 
are. The world is far more accepting of the truth than we would give it credit for. And for 
those who cannot accept us as we are or allow us the freedom of time to make the 
changes in our being, it is a lesson for them too, in openness, generosity, compassion. For 
to end with another wise thought, one must do to others what one hopes would be done to 
oneself. 

Until the next time… 
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For the months of March and April we have taken as our theme "Qualities required for 
Living". Our first flower for the month of March is 'Good Temper'. 

 

Spiritual Name  Good Temper 
  

Botanical Name Linum grandiflorum 

Common Name Flowering flax 
 
General Description 
 
Flowering flax is a prolific graceful annual with narrow linear needle-like leaves. It is 
indigenous to Southern Europe and Northern Africa. The flowers are small, bright 
crimson, dainty, cup-shaped, borne in erect terminal racemes.  

Plants can be grown in all temperate climates. They can be easily propagated through 
seeds. They grow well in loose sandy soil and require full sun and moderate watering.  



Each solitary scarlet bloom lasts about a day, but new blooms are produced serially for a 
continuous presence amidst foliage only a foot or so high. The flowers can be grown in 
spring and continue to bloom till first frost. They add colour and beauty to the garden. 

Usage 

In Africa, the seeds are roasted and added to baked bread and are believed to have 
medicinal properties. The seeds are sometimes used for extracting oil which can be used 
as linseed oil. The remains after oil extraction are used as livestock feed. 

Symbols in Ancient Cultures 

In Egypt flax, both blue and scarlet, symbolized the fire of the Sun God Ra and was 
sacred to Isis who taught humanity the many uses of the genus for oil, food, medicine and 
linen. Scarlet flax indicated virility of men and women's fertility, while blue flax signified 
sacred wisdom. In ancient Rome, flax symbolized the Sun-god Mithra. 

Some Quotes from the Mother 

Do not lend yourself to the superficial forces which move in the outside world. Even if 
you are in a hurry to do something, step back for a while and you will discover to your 
surprise how much sooner and with what greater success your work can be done. If 
someone is angry with you, do not be caught in his vibrations but simply step back and 
his anger, finding no support or response, will vanish. Always keep your peace, resist all 
temptation to lose it. Never decide anything without stepping back, never speak a word 
without stepping back, never throw yourself into action without stepping back. All that 
belongs to the ordinary world is impermanent and fugitive, so there is nothing in it worth 
getting upset about. 

* 

…you identify yourself with a movement of anger and your whole being becomes one 
angry vibration, blind and precipitate, oblivious of everything else. It is only when you 
stand back, remain detached in the midst of the passionate turmoil that you are able to see 
the process with a knowing eye. So knowledge in the ordinary state of being is to be 
obtained rather by stepping back from a phenomenon, to watch it without becoming 
identified with it. 

The Mother 
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The demands of 'Success', the cause of 'Failure' 
 
We often receive questions from aspirants, who are not satisfied with their present lives, 
who are trying to find a meaning in their lives, a deeper reason for why things happen as 
they do, and who are searching for a light to guide them in their actions.  

Each month we take a question of this nature and present an answer based on the writings 
of Sri Aurobindo and the Mother, with the belief that this could be of help to a larger 
number of persons. We welcome further comments on making our endeavour beneficial 
to all. 

We all seek 'success' in life, we want to achieve, to get the most out of our lives. But very 
few of us know what is the true meaning of 'success', how do we achieve it, what is 
'failure' and how do we avoid or overcome it. 

For many of us, it is a question of utmost importance and demands an answer: 

Question : How can I get the most out of my life? How do I find true Success? What work 
do I need to do on myself to realise this goal? 

We give below an excerpt from a talk of the Mother, given in April 1915, to a group of 
spiritual seekers. Here the Mother not only explains the real meaning of 'success' and 
'failure' but also shows the way to be followed by a spiritual aspirant and the sadhana 
which is required. 

To know how to renounce the satisfaction of the present moment for the sake of realising 
one's ideal is the great art of those who want to make their transient, total existence yield 
its utmost. 
 
Success and Failure 
 
There are innumerable categories of "successful" people; these categories are determined 
by the greater or lesser breadth, nobility, complexity, purity and luminosity of their ideal. 
One may "succeed" as a rag-picker or "succeed" as master of the world or even as a 
perfect ascetic; in all three cases, although on very different levels, it is one's more or less 
integral and extensive self-mastery which makes the "success" possible.  
 
On the other hand, there is only one way of being a "failure"; and that happens to the 
greatest, to the most sovereign intelligence, as well as to the smallest, the most limited, to 
all those who are unable to subordinate the sensation of the present moment to the ideal 



they wish to achieve, but without having the strength to take up the path-identical for all 
in nature if not in extent and complexity-that leads to this achievement. 
 
Levels of Aims of Life 
 
Between the extreme of an individual who has fully and perfectly realised all he had 
conceived and that of one who has been incapable of realising anything at all, there is, of 
course, an almost unlimited range of intermediate cases; this range is remarkably 
complex, because not only is there a difference in the degree of realisation of the ideal, 
but there is also a difference between the varied qualities of the ideal itself. There are 
ambitions which pursue mere personal interests, material, sentimental or intellectual, 
others which have more general, more collective or higher aims, and yet others which are 
superhuman, so to say, and strive to scale the peaks that open on the splendours of eternal 
Truth, eternal Consciousness and eternal Peace. It is easy to understand that the power of 
one's effort and renunciation must be commensurate with the breadth and height of the 
goal one has chosen. 
 
The Secret of Success 
 
At any level, from the most modest to the most transcendent, one rarely finds a perfect 
balance between the sum of self-control, the power of sacrifice available to the individual 
who has chosen a goal, and the sum of renunciations of every kind and nature which the 
goal requires. 
 
When the constitution of an individual permits this perfect balance, then his earthly 
existence yields its utmost possible result. 

The Mother 
 

  

                                                                                                              

                                                     

   

  

  

  

  

  



                                                                           

 

The Mother's commentaries on the Dhammapada were given between August 1957 and September 1958 to 
the members of Her Friday class at the Ashram Playground. After reading a chapter of the text, the Mother 
spoke about the points which interested Her and then asked the class to meditate on them. She did not 
systematically discuss all the Dhammapada verses, but she did cover most of the central ideas in the text.  

We will be reproducing each of the sessions in order of sequence in this series.  

The Mind 
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The Mother          
______________________________________________________________  

Conjugate Verses  

Just as the arrow-maker straightens his arrows, so also the intelligent man straightens 
his thoughts, wavering and fickle, difficult to keep straight, difficult to master.  

Just as a fish cast out of the water, our mind quivers and gasps when it leaves behind the 
kingdom of Mara. 

Difficult to master and unstable is the mind, forever in search of pleasure. It is good to 
govern it. A mind that is controlled brings happiness. 

The sage should remain master of his thoughts, for they are subtle and difficult to seize 
and always in search of pleasure. A mind that is well guided brings happiness. 

Wandering afar, solitary, bodiless and hidden in the deep cave of the heart, such is the 
mind. Whosoever succeeds in bringing it under control liberates himself from the fetters 
of Mara. 

The intelligence of one whose mind is unstable, who is ignorant of the true Law, and 
whose faith is wavering will never be able to develop. 

If a man's thoughts are not agitated, if his mind is not troubled by desire, if he no longer 
cares for good and evil, this man, wide awake, knows nothing of fear. 



Observing that the body is as fragile as a jar, and fortifying the mind like a city at arms, 
one should attack Mara with the blade of intelligence and should guard carefully 
whatever has been won. 

Before long this body will be lying on the earth, abandoned, as lifeless as a piece of old 
wood. 

Whatever an enemy may do to an enemy, whatever a hater may do to a hater, the harm 
caused by a misdirected mind is even greater still. 

Neither mother nor father nor any other kinsman can do so much good as a well-directed 
mind. 

These few verses correspond to all the needs of those whose mind has not been mastered. 
They point out the attachment that one has to one's old ways of being, thinking and 
reacting, even when one is trying to get away from them. As soon as you emerge by your 
effort, you are like a fish out of water and you gasp for breath because you are no longer 
in your element of obscure desires. 

Even when you make a resolution, the mind remains unstable. It is subtle, difficult to 
seize. Without seeming to do so, it is continually seeking its own satisfaction; and its 
intentions are hidden in the core of the heart so as not to show their true nature. 

And while not forgetting the weakness of the body, you must try to strengthen the mind 
against its own weakness; with the sword of wisdom, you must fight against the hostile 
forces and treasure the progress you have made so that these forces may not despoil you 
of your progress, for they are terrible thieves. 

And then there is a short couplet for those who are afraid of death, intended to liberate 
them from that fear. Finally there is a last short couplet for those who are attached to their 
family to show them the vanity of this attachment. 

In the end, a last warning: an ill-directed, ill-controlled thought does more harm than an 
enemy can do to an enemy or a hater to a hater. That is to say, even those who have the 
best intentions in the world, if they do not have a wise control over their thought, will do 
more harm to themselves and to those whom they love than an enemy can do to an enemy 
or a hater to a hater. 

The mind has a power of deception in its own regard which is incalculable. It clothes its 
desires and preferences with all kinds of wonderful intentions and it hides its trickeries, 
resentments and disappointments under the most favourable appearances.  

To overcome all that, you must have the fearlessness of a true warrior, and an honesty, a 
straightforwardness, a sincerity that never fail. 

28 February 1958 
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The Mother          
______________________________________________________________  

Conjugate Verses  

Just as the arrow-maker straightens his arrows, so also the intelligent man straightens 
his thoughts, wavering and fickle, difficult to keep straight, difficult to master.  

Just as a fish cast out of the water, our mind quivers and gasps when it leaves behind the 
kingdom of Mara. 

Difficult to master and unstable is the mind, forever in search of pleasure. It is good to 
govern it. A mind that is controlled brings happiness. 

The sage should remain master of his thoughts, for they are subtle and difficult to seize 
and always in search of pleasure. A mind that is well guided brings happiness. 

Wandering afar, solitary, bodiless and hidden in the deep cave of the heart, such is the 
mind. Whosoever succeeds in bringing it under control liberates himself from the fetters 
of Mara. 

The intelligence of one whose mind is unstable, who is ignorant of the true Law, and 
whose faith is wavering will never be able to develop. 

If a man's thoughts are not agitated, if his mind is not troubled by desire, if he no longer 
cares for good and evil, this man, wide awake, knows nothing of fear. 

Observing that the body is as fragile as a jar, and fortifying the mind like a city at arms, 
one should attack Mara with the blade of intelligence and should guard carefully 
whatever has been won. 



Before long this body will be lying on the earth, abandoned, as lifeless as a piece of old 
wood. 

Whatever an enemy may do to an enemy, whatever a hater may do to a hater, the harm 
caused by a misdirected mind is even greater still. 

Neither mother nor father nor any other kinsman can do so much good as a well-directed 
mind. 

These few verses correspond to all the needs of those whose mind has not been mastered. 
They point out the attachment that one has to one's old ways of being, thinking and 
reacting, even when one is trying to get away from them. As soon as you emerge by your 
effort, you are like a fish out of water and you gasp for breath because you are no longer 
in your element of obscure desires. 

Even when you make a resolution, the mind remains unstable. It is subtle, difficult to 
seize. Without seeming to do so, it is continually seeking its own satisfaction; and its 
intentions are hidden in the core of the heart so as not to show their true nature. 

And while not forgetting the weakness of the body, you must try to strengthen the mind 
against its own weakness; with the sword of wisdom, you must fight against the hostile 
forces and treasure the progress you have made so that these forces may not despoil you 
of your progress, for they are terrible thieves. 

And then there is a short couplet for those who are afraid of death, intended to liberate 
them from that fear. Finally there is a last short couplet for those who are attached to their 
family to show them the vanity of this attachment. 

In the end, a last warning: an ill-directed, ill-controlled thought does more harm than an 
enemy can do to an enemy or a hater to a hater. That is to say, even those who have the 
best intentions in the world, if they do not have a wise control over their thought, will do 
more harm to themselves and to those whom they love than an enemy can do to an enemy 
or a hater to a hater. 

The mind has a power of deception in its own regard which is incalculable. It clothes its 
desires and preferences with all kinds of wonderful intentions and it hides its trickeries, 
resentments and disappointments under the most favourable appearances.  

To overcome all that, you must have the fearlessness of a true warrior, and an honesty, a 
straightforwardness, a sincerity that never fail. 

28 February 1958 

 



A Man of Words 

Share this     Print this    Write to us  

Speech by William Faulkner 
______________________________________________________________  

I feel that this award was not made to me as a man, but to my work - a life's work in the 
agony and sweat of the human spirit, not for glory and least of all for profit, but to create 
out of the materials of the human spirit something which did not exist before. So this 
award is only mine in trust. It will not be difficult to find a dedication for the money part 
of it commensurate with the purpose and significance of its origin. But I would like to do 
the same with the acclaim too, by using this moment as a pinnacle from which I might be 
listened to by the young men and women already dedicated to the same anguish and 
travail, among whom is already that one who will some day stand here where I am 
standing. 

Our tragedy today is a general and universal physical fear so long sustained by now that 
we can even bear it. There are no longer problems of the spirit. There is only the 
question: When will I be blown up? Because of this, the young man or woman writing 
today has forgotten the problems of the human heart in conflict with itself which alone 
can make good writing because only that is worth writing about, worth the agony and the 
sweat. 

He must learn them again. He must teach himself that the basest of all things is to be 
afraid; and, teaching himself that, forget it forever, leaving no room in his workshop for 
anything but the old verities and truths of the heart, the old universal truths lacking which 
any story is ephemeral and doomed - love and honor and pity and pride and compassion 
and sacrifice. Until he does so, he labors under a curse. He writes not of love but of lust, 
of defeats in which nobody loses anything of value, of victories without hope and, worst 
of all, without pity or compassion. His griefs grieve on no universal bones, leaving no 
scars. He writes not of the heart but of the glands. 

Until he relearns these things, he will write as though he stood among and watched the 
end of man. I decline to accept the end of man. It is easy enough to say that man is 
immortal simply because he will endure: that when the last dingdong of doom has 
clanged and faded from the last worthless rock hanging tideless in the last red and dying 
evening, that even then there will still be one more sound: that of his puny inexhaustible 
voice, still talking. I refuse to accept this. I believe that man will not merely endure: he 
will prevail. He is immortal, not because he alone among creatures has an inexhaustible 
voice, but because he has a soul, a spirit capable of compassion and sacrifice and 
endurance. The poet's, the writer's, duty is to write about these things. It is his privilege to 
help man endure by lifting his heart, by reminding him of the courage and honor and 
hope and pride and compassion and pity and sacrifice which have been the glory of his 



past. The poet's voice need not merely be the record of man, it can be one of the props, 
the pillars to help him endure and prevail. 

 
(William Faulkner's speech at the Nobel Banquet at the City Hall in Stockholm, December 10, 1950  

William Faulkner (1897-1962), is the author of such works as The Sound and the Fury, Sanctuary, 
Requiem For A Nun , Light in August , Absalom, Absalom! , and Faulkner's most outspoken moral 
evaluation of the relationship and the problems between Negroes and whites is to be found in Intruder In 
the Dust. 

The reivers, his last - and most humorous - work, with great many similarities to Mark Twain's 
Huckleberry Finn, appeared in 1962, the year of Faulkner's death.) 
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Banabhatta 

Banabhatta, who holds the highest rank among the prose writers in Sanskrit, lived in 7th 
century A.D. Son of Chitrabhanu and Rajdevi, he was born in a village called Pritikoota. 
His mother died when he was a child and at the age of 14 he lost his father. He was the 
'Asthana Kavi' meaning 'Court Poet' of King Harshavardhana and amongst his works are 
'Harsha Charita' a biography of Harsha and 'Kadambari', based on theMakarandika 
episode of Gunadhya's Brihatkatha.  

The Harshacharita is a monumental historical romantic fiction in 'akhyayika' form written 
by Banabhatta in eight chapters. The story in the Harshacharita is not a full biography but 
covers the reign of Harsha upto the recovery of his lost elder sister Rajyashri, and the 
royal and military activities over a period of some years. Though some persons, 
happenings, events and places described here are verified by history, it must be 
remembered that Bana is not writing this fictional biography as a historian but as a poet 
or an epic bard, decorating his tale with fancy, fantasy, the marvel of romance and 
adventure, and with all the literary devices of a determined poet. The Harshacharita 
occupies an important place in Sanskrit literature because it furnishes historical and 
sociological details during his time. 

The Kadambari is one of the best romantic fictions of seventh century by Banabhatta. An 
imaginative romantic story of love, technically in the 'katha' form, the novel transcends 
the bounds of mortal existence and moves through three lives till the deep and passionate 
love finally attains its desired fulfilment. In this marvellous texture, men and demigods, 
earth and regions beyond, the natural and the supernatural, are all happily blended 
together. Love, curses, transformation of gods into demigods and demigods into men and 
of men into animals and birds in successive births with the love affair continuing through 
such successive births, surprise and complex situations and various similar devices are 
introduced in the construction of the plot. 

The story of the Kadambari is one of the most complicated found in any literature. The 
whole story becomes a unit only as narrated by a few characters, and the characters 
narrate their own tales. The story is so complicated that a later poet has written an 
epitome of the story of the Kadambari (Kadambari-kathasara) for the benefit of the 
ordinary reader who cannot disentangle the various parts of the narration and bring them 
together into a continuous narrative. This device of story within story, story continuing 
another story as complement and story introducing another story, is very common in 
Sanskrit literature. Here, the peculiarity is that the same story is put into the mouth of a 
few characters, part by part and all the parts become a single story. 



Here is the complete story of Kadambari as narrated by Banabhatta: 
The king of a race of demigods had a daughter named Kadambari and she had a 
companion named Mahasveta, the daughter of a celestial nymph. One day the latter met a 
youth named Pundarika along with a friend of his, near a lake named Acchoda; the young 
person fell in love with her. Pundarika was the son of Lakshmi the goddess of beauty and 
a sage named Svetaketu. The boy died of grief since it was too late to inform him of the 
reciprocation of the love. In a state of grief, he cursed the Moon who gave him so much 
of pain in his heart, that the latter would be born on the earth and suffer the pangs of love. 
The Moon on his part cursed him that he too would share the sufferings on the earth. 
Pundarika 's body was carried away by some heavenly being and there was a voice heard 
that Mahasveta should not end her life, since there would be a re-union. 

The Moon was born on the earth as Candrapida, son of Tarapida the king of Ujjayini, and 
Pundarika was born as the son of his minister Sukanasa, by name Vaisampayana. 
Pundarika had his companion named Kapinjala, and when Pundarika's body was being 
taken to the heavens, he pursued him and by chance he ran over a semi-divine being who 
cursed him that he would be born as a horse. The horse was Indrayudha, which was given 
to Candrapida as a present. One day Candrapida and Vaisampayana with an army set out 
on an expedition of conquest over the world. Candrapida rode on Indrayudha. It so 
happened that one day Candrapida saw a pair of demigods and decided to chase them 
riding his horse Indrayudha and was carried away by the animal far from his companions, 
and he reached that Acchoda lake where he met Mahasveta, waiting for the return of 
Pundarika. Mahasveta narrated her whole history to him and took him to the palace 
where he saw Kadambari. Soon he had a message from the father that he should return. 
He had by this time rejoined the army and he asked Vaisampayana to bring the army and 
hurried back; he was eager to pay a second visit to the palace of Kadambari, but could not 
do so until Vaisampayana had returned. But the news came that Vaisampayana went to 
the lake. There he met Mahasveta and fell in love with her; but she could not reciprocate 
the love as she was in love with Pundarika who would return, and she could not possibly 
know the identity of the two. He repeated his approaches to her like a parrot, and 
Mahasveta cursed him that he would become a parrot. Vaisampayana fell down dead and 
he became a parrot in the jungles. Candrapida went to the lake in search of Vaisampayana 
and heard about his fate and, unable to bear the calamity, he too ended his life. 

Now, Candrapida who died, was born as King Sudraka of Vidisha. One day a woman of 
the hunter community, supremely handsome, brought a parrot of wonderful abilities to 
him. That was Vaisampayana, son of the minister and companion of Candrapida. The 
parrot narrated the events in his life up to that time; they all went to the hermitage of a 
sage named Jabali, who on seeing the parrot knew all about its past birth, and on the 
request of the king, he narrated the whole story of Candrapida and Vaisampayana, in 
which was included the story of Mahasveta narrated to Candrapida by her. On the 
completion of the story narrated by Jabali, Sudraka fell down dead and there rose up 
Candrapida, who was living as King Sudraka. The parrot also fell dead, and Pundarika, 
whose body was preserved in Heaven also revived and came down to the lake. 
Candrapida married Kadambari and Pundarika married Mahasveta. All ended happily. 



Candrapida spent his time partly at Ujjayini, his own home, and partly at Hemakuta, the 
home of Kadambari and in the Moon in so far as he was an incarnation of the Moon. 

After reading Kadambari one can say that Banabhatta was a redoubtable writer of a poem 
in prose. The descriptions in this narrative are varied and clear and resplendent. The 
theme is novel and attractive and the language that Banabhatta has adopted fits into the 
art with the long compounds and double meanings; the work is full of similes and other 
figures of speech. The device of story within story and of story relayed from the hands of 
one narrator to the hands of another character, produces an artistic involvedness and a 
good variety in the poem. When a long description starts, like the description of the 
hermitage of the sage Jabali or of the horse Indrayudha or of the lake Acchoda, there is a 
complete arrest of the movement in the story. The description is a single sentence 
extending to a few pages with only one predicate at the end, the description being 
effected by introducing a large number of epithets in syntactical relation with the main 
subject matter of description, with similes and other figures of speech and with the 
presentations of the various parts of the object of description; the descriptions are full of 
colour, decorated with a profusion of hyperbole. Various objects and situations are 
introduced in such descriptions as taken from mythology and from Nature and also from 
the different classes of lore like religion and philosophy and sciences; from the customs 
and manners and practices of the people and from various other sources.  

Along with such descriptions, there are contexts where there is a presentation of strong 
emotions and where there is a narration of events. In such places there is a quick 
movement along with the flow of strong feelings. In such contexts, the language too 
changes, suiting to the context. The sentences become brief and crisp and the words used 
become short and simple. The compound words and the double meanings, being 
unsuitable for such contexts, are avoided. There are various contexts like these in the 
whole poem. The poem is not a string of artificial descriptions nor is it a bare narration of 
events. It is a happy combination of beautiful narration with proper decorations of 
descriptions, with various details bringing in colour and variety.  

Banabhatta is a great scholar and there is no subject in the world that has not been 
touched upon in the poem. That is the traditional estimate of the greatness of Bana as a 
writer (banocchishtam jagatsarvam). But his erudition does not act as any stumbling 
block in the way of one's appreciation of the art. They all merge into his art.  

Very characteristic of Bana's style are the dialogues inserted in the middle of the 
descriptions or a narrative in quite small sentences for the purpose of giving lively 
expression to some sentiment. So Kadambari sends the following love-message to her 
lover:  

kim va sandishami : atipriyositi paunaruktyam, tavaham priyatmeti jadaprasnah, 
tvayigariyinanuraga iti veshyalapa, tvaya vina na jivamityanubhavavirodhah, 
paribhavati mamananga ityatmadoshopalambhah, manobhavenaham bhavate 
dattetyupasarpanopayah, baladdhriteti bandhakidharshtyam, avashyamagantavyamiti 
saubhagyagarvah, svayamagacchamiti stricapalam, ananyanuraktoyam parijana iti 



svabhaktinivedanalaghavam, pratyakhyanasankaya na 
sandishamityaprabuddhabodhanam, anapekshitanujivitaduhkhadaruna 
syamityatipranayita, jnasyasi maranena pritimityasambhavyam. 

"What message can I send to you? 'You are very dear to me', will be tautological. 'I am 
yours', will be a silly proposition. 'I have deep affection for you', will be the talk of a 
prostitute. 'Without you I cannot live', will be a contradiction to actuality. 'I am overtaken 
by Cupid', this will be impertinent. 'I have been forcibly abducted', this will be 
impudence of a captive girl. 'You must come', this will be expressive of pride, on account 
of good luck. 'I come of my own accord', this will be fickleness of a woman. 'This slave 
is not devoted to anybody else', this will be my meanness to report my own devotion. 'I 
do not send message for fear of refusal', this will be bringing to sense a senseless person. 
'I shall suffer terrible pains in case I lead an undesired life', this will be excessive 
familiarity. 'You will come to know of my love through (my) death', this will be an 
impossibility". 
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Try and imagine man's walk towards God on a well paved highway, this is his road to progress. With every 
step he takes, he shortens the distance between himself and his Goal. But ever so often, the highway 
branches out into smaller paths, rough and trodden, meandering, without the bright halogens that light up 
straighter routes. Each man, answering the dictates of his own sense of adventure, stumbles into the 
alleyways and makes his own discoveries. What he unearths, takes different shades of the sun, from the 
bright to the sublime gold to the clouded darks. 

But the fact is that even if a cloud covers the bright sun, it doesn't stop the sun from shining. Likewise, no 
matter how each moment of our lives fares for itself, undergoing its share of rude shocks and pleasant 
surprises, it doesn't deny the moment its sunshine, for underneath the pain and the jubilation, lies a lesson 
in disguise. These moments are nothing save the steps taken by man in pursuit of the Divine and 
irrespective of how twisted the side lanes might be, it is inevitable for him to get back on to the smooth 
highway. 

Undoubtedly, it is a long way Home, but while he is at it, he may as well sit once in a while, under the 
shade of a tree, and read the notes left behind by a recent passer-by. This section is for those tiny steps that 
we all take on the road to progress. 

Everything Happens For A reason???? 

Reena Patel 
______________________________________________________________  

Quite frankly I think that's the most irritating cliché that's ever been quoted to me.  

In one's life, there are times when things are going wrong and we see no way out of the 
problem. At such moments, it can certainly be quite frustrating when people keep saying 
''you know, everything happens for a reason!'' 

Don't get me wrong - I'm sure things, positive or negative, happen for a reason, but 
personally speaking, it's hard to accept it when things do turn sour. All one can probably 
think at the time is why the difficulty had occurred in the first place, and how wrong 
everything felt in the world at that point. I don't actually think there's a method by which 
one can accept that everything happens for a reason. It's only after some time passes, in 
retrospect, looking back and reflecting on the situation, that one may think to oneself, 
''well actually that did happen for the best!!!'' 

This 'ideal' way of thinking is by far extremely hard and takes tremendous faith and 
mental strength. Yes, while some can maintain that positive attitude throughout their life, 
for others, it's a capacity that is yet to develop. I know that I lack that ability and I tend to 
wallow in self pity when problems arise, repeatedly thinking to myself, "why me, why 
me!"  



The one thing I can probably say with conviction is that I suppose if life was perfect with 
no hardships whatsoever, we would probably never fully appreciate and recognise the 
good times when they came along, so in effect, we would never be really truly happy. 
Thus, it's all a matter of controlling and managing the frame of mind. The mind is so 
powerful that it needs to be carefully and correctly developed and nurtured or else the rest 
of the being would be absolutely lost and in total chaos.  

 
(Reena is a student staying & studying in London. She enjoys giving happiness to others.)  
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Bishnois 

Conservation as Religion 

Try to name a widely practiced faith or religion that is built on the holism of nature. Not a 
religion that also emphasises concern for nature; there are many. But one that is wholly 
and solely devoted to nature, and to conservation as the pivot of human life. 

You will find one, -not in the bucolic splendour of some green valley, where nature may 
seduce you to love her- , but in the arid, desolation of north-western India where nature 
requires a struggle by man to even survive. In this unlikely region will you find those 
nature-lovers, the Bishnoi folk! 

Jambaji 

For over half a millennium, the Bishnois have evolved their life-style into a religion that 
fiercely protects the environment. It is not a religion that has a heritage of myths, 
miracles, a book, ornate temples or priests. The Bishnois, estimated to be around 6 
million, spread over Rajasthan, Gujarat, Haryana, Uttar Pradesh and Madhya Pradesh, are 
a practical, wise people who hold lessons for everyone. 

Founder Jambaji born in 1451, cleverly packaged a set of 29 rules by which his followers 
must live. He was born in Nagaur, Rajasthan, in a Rajput clan, given to warring and 
conquests. He saw poverty and social discord. Convinced that man can succeed only by 
taking care of nature, and not by coveting the fruits of another man's labours, Jambaji 
walked the barren wilds of Rajasthan, showing how man can live in peace even in those 
lands, provided he cared. 

Never cut a green tree, but wait for a tree to age and die and then use it as timber. Bury 
your dead simply, so that the earth assimilates the flesh - and you save too, the wood 
needed for a casket or a cremation. Practice cleanliness and a high level of hygiene, for 
these will guard you from disease. Protect wildlife - they too play a role in maintaining 
soil fertility and in holding the balance of harmful and beneficial life forms. Conserve 
water for use by man and animals, by building tanks everywhere. Of course, practice 
vegetarianism and be addicted to nothing - alcohol, tobacco or even tea! Do not expect or 
seek, alms or subsidy, from king or government; believe in self-help! Let women, those 
founts of life, wear bright clothes of red or orange and the men white, as a symbol of 



undiluted devotion to the faith. If ever you must choose to be violent, may it be in 
defense of a tree, an animal or your convictions; for this, even embrace death with cheer. 

29 Rules 

Such was Jambaji's list of rules to live by, totaling 29 in all. From that number 20 [bis] 
plus 9 [nau], comes the name of the religion. You can hardly find a more secular creed 
than that! And the Bishnois have been true to their master's wishes. You can see them, 
living their values, in several villages near Jodhpur. The mud floors are plastered with 
cow dung to keep vermin away. The interiors are airy and clean. Men, women and 
children exude robust good health. There is a granary to guard their rations, and a sump 
for stored water . There is an easy paced dignity to life here. 

Throughout their long history, they have shown their readiness to die for their beliefs. 
The most celebrated episode took place as recently as 1730 in the village of Kejarli, near 
Jodhpur. The land around this village was, as it is today, makes for a pitiless landscape. 
Scant rainfall allows but four months of farming. People share the grains they raise with 
animals in need. Central to their lives is the kejri tree [prosopis cineraria], which is 
almost the only tree that rises to some height, yielding shade, fodder and ultimately some 
timber. Gazelles and black-buck roam with abandon, confident that the folks all around 
are the loving kind. Peacocks amble with leisure. 

Defiance and Devotion 

To this scene, in 1730, the ruler Raja Abhaya Singh sent his soldiers to fell trees for the 
fort he was building. He needed fuel for his limestone kiln. Amrita Devi, stood in the 
way. She explained to the soldiers the importance of trees to their faith and survival. 
Then she argued. A crowd soon gathered and joined her in dissuading the soldiers. When 
everything failed and the loggers began their preparations, Amrita Devi hugged a tree and 
asked them to cut her before they cut the tree! And lo, it was done! A shocked and 
outraged crowd, was roused to action. One by one, they followed Amrita Devi, hugged a 
tree, dared the king's men and were cut dead. The carnage continued; an unending line of 
Bishnois choosing to die for their love of trees and nature. When a bewildered king 
finally arrived at the scene and stopped his men, 363 lay dead. Silence enveloped the 
moment with eloquence. There is probably no parallel to this, in the history of 
conservation. 

Today, in Kejarli there is an eerily silent orchard and a small temple in it, to 
commemorate the day those 363 Bishnois engraved a message in the conscience of 
mankind. 

Inspiration to Others 

And all of India too, seems to be continually inspired by the Bishnoi martyrs. Some 
believe Mahatma Gandhi, himself hailing from near these parts, realised how simple folk 
were ready to offer resistance and even court death, when they believed strongly in 



something. And how all authority and power must quake in the face of such resistance. 
His civil disobedience and satyagraha ideas, as means to fight the British, may have 
drawn on Kejarli. More recently, Sundarlal Bahuguna of Garhwal, UP borrowed from the 
Bishnois to fashion his tree protection programme, called the 'chipko'. Chipko means, 
'cling to'. 

The saga of Kejarli is neither the first, nor the last example of Bishnois roused to action 
in defense of nature. The 1600s too has records of Bishnoi men, women and children 
dying for their cause. More recently, in 1998 a current cinema star, experienced the 
Bishnoi storm. The actor was in a Jodhpur hotel in connection with a film. A local 
hanger-on suggested a 'hunt'. Our hero's masculinity was roused, but within the bound's 
of his inherent cowardliness; he chose the dark night, and as simple farmers slept 
everywhere in their huts, he entered Bishnoi country, took aim at a trusting black-buck, 
and pulled the trigger. Within seconds of the gun shot, Bishnois were spilling out of their 
beds like minutemen. The hero panicked and bolted in his jeep. But by then, a Bishnoi 
had identified it as belonging to a tour operator he knew. An army of Bishnois marched 
to Jodhpur next day, tracked down the vehicle, followed the trail and laid siege to the 
hotel where the actor stayed. The police and the government, astonished at the speed and 
ferocity of the Bishnoi reaction, swung into action and registered a case. It is another 
story that the case drags on. And, it would have been yet another story again, had the 
Bishnois caught hold of the actor; they would have lynched this vacuous prince charming 
without mercy. 

Such are the Bishnois! So gentle that that their women are known to suckle orphaned 
baby-deer, and yet fearless of blood-letting if it came to defending their faith! 
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Inspired in Pondy 

Day after day 
Each glorious sunrise 
As varied as 
The sands on the shores of Your seas 
How marvellous, O God! 
Your infinite creativity. 

It's twilight. 
On the far horizon. 
The sea and sky have merged 
And become still and grey. 
I sit on the sands 
Watching the tumultuous waves 
Crashing ceaselessly against the shore. 
And wish in vain 
That my restless mind 
Would be as still and calm 
As that faraway horizon. 

The clear wind-swept sky 
Reflecting its brilliant blue in the rippling waters below. 
Where, oh where is the rain 
That will dull the burning radiance of the two 
And bring cool relief 
To the hot dusty earth? 

Vilasini Narayanan 

 
(Vilasni Narayanan is from Malaysia. She was editor of several lifestyle magazines, and a freelance writer. 
On search of some answers, she came to Pondicherry and is still searching.) 
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Our human organism is not a disembodied spirit in some ethereal heaven, but an embodied Soul in a 
material world. Most of the spiritual traditions of the past viewed this material reality of our body and the 
material world as an illusion and a snare which has to be cast off or abandoned for realizing the freedom 
of the Soul. But a more integral spiritual vision views this material reality as an expression of the Spirit. If 
this higher vision is accepted, what then is the spiritual significance, purpose and destiny of Matter; matter 
in our own body and the terrestrial matter as a whole? In this series of articles we examine this question in 
the light an integral spiritual vision. It will be an exploration of the future possibilities which lie ahead for 
the evolution of Matter in the light of Sri Aurobindo's vision and the Mother's experiences in her own body.  

This will be a sequel to our earlier series "Future of the Human Potential" in which we explored some of 
the unmanifest potentialities of human consciousness which may unfold in the future. In this series we will 
examine some of the higher potentialities hidden in Matter which may be revealed during the future 
evolution of our planet, giving birth to an entirely new science of Matter. 

M.S. Srinivasan 
______________________________________________________________  

There is another important aspect of body's destiny which has intrigued the seeking and 
thinking mind of humanity since the dawn of: human civilization: conquest of Death and 
material immortality. The modern scientific and rational mind, with its customary 
skeptical denial of everything beyond its understanding, and the traditional spiritual 
mind, with its partial experience and intuition, scoffed and dismissed this ideal as an 
illusion and a chimera. But a more daring spiritual intuition, like that of the alchemists in 
East and West, recognized the theoretical possibility of the ideal, though the right 
practical method for realizing the ideal was not found. Sri Aurobindo and the Mother 
perceived the ideal not only as theoretically feasible but also as a practically realizable 
achievement, which is in harmony with the evolutionary logic and destiny of Nature. And 
the Mother, the spiritual collaborator of Sri Aurobindo made the great attempt in her own 
body. This subject is too complex to be dealt with in the single section of an article. Here, 
we will indicate briefly the rationale behind the possibility as it is perceived by Sri 
Aurobindo and the Mother. 

Death, according to the Mother is not an eternal law but only a millennial habit of Nature. 
Death happens because our body is not able to keep pace with the progressive 
evolutionary needs of our inner being. When the inner being, especially the spiritual self 
in us, finds that the body in which it is housed is no longer responding adequately to its 
need for progress, and it can no longer progress further in this present body, it discards 
the body and continues its evolutionary journey in a different body in the next birth. But 
if our bodily substance becomes sufficiently conscious, plastic and flexible to respond 
continually to the progressive inner needs of the soul, then there is no need for death. In 



the future, when the body is fully spirtualised it will participate in the immortal 
consciousness of the Spirit and feel itself as immortal; it will also acquire the capacity to 
respond perfectly to the progressive inner needs of the Spirit and transcend death. 

 
(M.S. Srinivasan is a research associate in Sri Aurobindo Society.)  
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One can live in a number of ways, and no one can be a judge of how life is to be lived. But there are times 
when we may find that life itself has become an art; the entire process of living is transformed from 
something mechanical and separate to ourselves to something which is deeply personal and conducted with 
the finesse of an artist. Our attitude which may have been complacent at one time, may at another become 
ever-changing and persevering, similar to the persistence of the painter stroke until he arrives at the 
perfection that he seeks. Along the way, much happens & much is learnt. In the end we have the 
masterpiece of the realization.  

In the Art of Life, we will introduce such instances where a perception, an attitude, an insight, an 
experience, can bring out some beautiful aspects of human nature. Each tale may not be true in the strictest 
sense of the word or that which is apparent to the eye and understood by the mind, but underneath the 
surface, in subtle terms it explores and expresses itself, and lets out the fragrance of its inner truth for all to 
take in. 

The Seed of Truth 

One day I decided to quit...I quit my job, my relationship, my spirituality... I wanted to 
quit my life. I went to the woods to have one last talk with God.  

"God", I said. "Can you give me one good reason not to quit?"  

His answer surprised me... "Look around", He said. "Do you see the fern and the 
bamboo?"  

"Yes", I replied.  

"When I planted the fern and the bamboo seeds, I took very good care of them. I gave 
them light. I gave them water. The fern quickly grew from the earth. Its brilliant green 
covered the floor. Yet nothing came from the bamboo seed. But I did not quit on the 
bamboo. In the second year the Fern grew more vibrant and plentiful. And again, nothing 
came from the bamboo seed. But I did not quit on the bamboo." He said. "In year three 
there was still nothing from the bamboo seed. But I would not quit. In year four, again, 



there was nothing from the bamboo seed. I would not quit." He said. "Then in the fifth 
year a tiny sprout emerged from the earth. Compared to the fern it was seemingly small 
and insignificant...  

But just 6 months later the bamboo rose to over 100 feet tall. It had spent the five years 
growing roots. Those roots made it strong and gave it what it needed to survive. I would 
not give any of my creations a challenge it could not handle." He said to me. "Did you 
know, my child, that all this time you have been struggling, you have actually been 
growing roots?"  

"I would not quit on the bamboo. I will never quit on you." "Don't compare yourself to 
others." He said. "The bamboo had a different purpose than the fern. Yet they both make 
the forest beautiful."  

"Your time will come", God said to me. "You will rise high."  

"How high should I rise?" I asked.  

"How high will the bamboo rise?" He asked in return. 

"As high as it can?" I questioned  

"Yes." He said, "Give me glory by rising as high as you can."  

 
(Sourced from Internet)  
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Sri Aurobindo observed that the "Upanishads are at once profound religious scriptures, - for they are a 
record of the deepest spiritual experiences, - documents of revelatory and intuitive philosophy of an 
inexhaustible light, power and largeness and, whether written in verse or in cadenced prose, spiritual 
poems of an absolute, an unfailing inspiration inevitable in phrase, wonderful in rhythm and expression." 
He further writes about the structure of the Upanishads: "There is a perfect totality, a comprehensive 
connection of harmonious parts in the structure of each Upanishad; but it is done in the way of a mind that 
sees masses of truth at a time and stops to bring only the needed word out of a filled silence. The rhythm in 
verse or cadenced prose corresponds to the sculpture of the thought and the phrase. The metrical forms of 
the Upanishads are made up of the four half-lines each clearly cut, the lines mostly complete in themselves 
and integral in sense, the half-lines presenting two thoughts or distinct parts of a thought that are wedded 
to and complete each other, and the sound movement follows a corresponding principle, each step brief 
and marked off by the distinctness of its pause, full of echoing cadences that remain long vibrating in the 
inner hearing: each is as if a wave of the infinite that carries in it the whole voice and rumour of the ocean. 
It is a kind of poetry, - word of vision, rhythm of the spirit, - that has not been written before or after."  
 
We present below the verses one to thirteen of the chapter two of the part one of Mundaka Upanishad 
translated by  
Sri Aurobindo.  
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Looking Beyond 

Dr. Alok Pandey 
___________________________________________________________________ 

Science has reached a crossroads in its laborious journey through the tunnel of matter's 
night. This journey, being lit only with mental lamps, raises more questions than it can 
possibly answer. What it has attempted and succeeded in achieving is an in-house 
perfection of matter through purely material means. But it has set a ceiling and limit to 
limitless possibilities. For example, it is possible to study and know all about the human 
body, rectify its defects by purely material means, yet know nothing about it at all, 
nothing about the forces that move it, nothing about its aim and purpose, let alone its 
driver and indweller. 

One dreads the day when we have a physical cure for every disease, a pill for every ill. 
One dreads the day when our souls are put to sleep in the cradle of matter by an 
anaesthesia of physical comfort, robbing us of the urge to strive, live and be. Without this 
urge, the seed of God lies dormant under a heavy crust of habit, leaving its tasks 
unfinished since the world remains walled within its narrow limits of perfection. 

But man's quest for knowledge can lead him beyond the frontiers of matter to witness and 
embrace the Force from which matter is born. Man's sense of self can lead him beyond 
the present notion that the body is his only self. Man's need for love can lead him beyond 
merely a quantum unity of electrons and mutual chemistry towards a delight of existence 
that is independent of all outer props and supports. Man's innate quest for immortality can 
lead him to the discovery of his deathless soul. For God is not asleep. And even though 
He might appear so in the distant stars and dusty earth, He rises and climbs in the trees, 
runs in the beast and thinks and feels in man.  

This, not mere gadgetry or outer technological advancement, is man's true hope. This is 
the Light and Bliss that he seeks outside but never finds, for it is not on the surface but in 
the depths.  

In the dusk of the centuries we leave behind, we have discovered and mapped outer 
Space, understood the laws of Time, discovered the intricacies of the gene. But in future 
dawns, we shall explore the geography of inner Space and understand the Timeless that 



dallies with Time. We shall uncover the magic that sleeps within us, - the Causeless, the 
Omnipotent, the All-Knowing One.  

 
(Dr. Alok Pandey has been working in the field of psychiatry with a spiritual approach for more than 15 
years. He has developed a working concept of integral health and integral psychology which he is using in 
his life and practice. He is one of the founders of SAIIIHR).  
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Education is perhaps the most important domain related to human progress. Except, here we do not mean 
the kind of syllabus oriented teaching imparted solely in school or college, but rather a form of constant 
learning that takes place through the life of an individual. This kind of education is integral and complete, 
leaving no area ignored within the human being. Its objective is to forever widen itself, and by developing 
the right consciousness, be able to rise from truth to higher truth.  

Each one has to actively work towards this, framing one's own agenda, aspiring for one's own goal. It isn't 
a discipline meant only for the chosen few but, in fact, if practiced consciously can transform the very 
nature of every being. At the end, it all boils down to something extremely basic but easily forgotten… in 
the words of The Mother, " Of one thing you can be sure - your future is in your hands. You will become the 
man you want to be and the higher your ideal and your aspiration, the higher will be your realization, but 
you must keep a firm resolution and never forget your true aim in life." 

In our section called Integral Education, we will put forth concrete ideas of how such a thorough form of 
learning can be both inculcated in oneself as well as imparted to another. 

The Purpose of Education 

Pavitra 
___________________________________________________________________  

The aim of education is always twofold: there is a collective aspect and there is an 
individual aspect. 

From the collectivity point of view, education is expected to turn the individual into a 
good citizen, i.e., into a person who has harmonious relations with the other members of 
the community, who is useful to the society and who fulfills with zeal his obligations as a 
citizen. 

On the other hand, it may be expected that education will give to the individual a strong 
and healthy body, help him in building up his character and attaining selfmastery, and 
supply him with good opportunities of discovering and developing harmoniously his 
natural abilities. 

It is evident that both expectations are justified and we should take them into account 
while aiming at their reconciliation. We can achieve this only by a correct understanding 
of the relation between the individual and the society. We shall see later that the 



individual and the society can grow together and help each other in their growth. Sri 
Aurobindo has indeed shown how such a harmonisation is possible, although it has never 
yet been really achieved - and it may be very long before the human race can attain to it. 

In its imperfect vision of things, the human mind tends always to emphasize one aspect to 
the detriment of the others. Thus, the recent trend in social thought is to give more 
importance to the society and to regard the individual as a subordinate unit. Some 
doctrines go so far as to deny to the individual any legitimate right and aspiration except 
what the collectivity sees and decides. Even when such an extreme position is rejected, it 
is certain that now-a-days the collective aim in education has overshadowed the 
individual, so that the problem of education becomes almost exclusively: how to fit the 
individual to the need of society? 

This is evidenced by the change we witness in the education programmes in answer to the 
growing demand for scientists, engineers and technicians, and by the numerous new 
institutions that are created to satisfy this demand. It is also clear from the scanty 
attention that is paid to the individual development along the lines which are not 
officially encouraged, with the result that there is an over-specialization, while a balanced 
all-round development would be more beneficial for the individual. 

By the need of society is meant what society thinks it requires. Temporary necessities 
may arise (war, new discoveries, geographical or political changes) which may for some 
time reflect themselves on education. But it is clear that the formulated requirements of 
any society, as far as education is concerned, depend on the aim of human life as it is 
conceived largely by the ruling class at the time. It may be general culture and adornment 
of lifeartists of all sorts will be encouraged and become the favourites of the princes. It 
may be military aggrandizement and adventure - then soldiers and sailors will be needed. 
It may be industrialization as a means towards material well-being - the need will be for 
engineers and technicians. 

There are other ways, less directly but equally powerful, in which the social outlook 
influences education. For instance, our society is still a competitive one and, in so far as 
the students are concerned, they are simply thrown into life after completion of their 
studies, and have, with whatever help they can muster from family and friends, to find a 
job and elbow for their place in society. Many find themselves in great difficulty, like a 
person who hardly knowing how to swim is thrown abruptly into a river. This state of 
things is partly an outcome of the disappearance of the old system of hereditary 
occupation. Children are not expected now-a-days to follow the trade of their parents. 
More freedom and scope are given to the individual than in the past, but with a feeling of 
insecurity as counterpart, and consequent mental tension. One may say that the future is 
open, but, when unemployment is rampant, for many the future is ominous and fraught 
with worry, depression and frustration. 

It may be maintained that competition has a stimulating and invigorating effect, that it 
helps the strong and brilliant, and gives them access to key positions where they will be 



most useful, and that, after all, it is an aspect of the struggle for life, whereby the strong 
survive and the weak are eliminated. 

The trouble is that the weak are not eliminated from society. They are simply 
demoralized and sometimes broken down, filled with despair or rancour. The minor but 
useful contribution that they could have brought to society is certainly not enhanced by 
the sense of frustration that will accompany them all through their life. And society will 
have to accommodate them, to help them in spite of their increased deficiency. 

We must combine this with the part played by money in modern society. Money is not 
only a convenient means of exchange whose function is to ensure the transfer of goods 
and services from the producer to the consumer; it is also the means of bringing scientific 
discovery to translate itself into technological progress and increased productivity by 
investment. Money is therefore in great demand and, becoming scarce, is in a position to 
dictate its terms and to exact an interest in return for its loan. Thus, money has become 
the indispensable condition of material achievement and the gauge of success, with the 
result that everything is evaluated in terms of money. Even the few who are most ready to 
work disinterestedly for a good cause are in practice obliged, if not for themselves at least 
for their wives and children, to reckon with money and the salary they will receive. 

Moreover, money has become a corrupting agent. It is not the honest and capable who get 
it most, but often enough the clever or crafty. It is well-known that great financial 
wizards go walking on a tight-rope with the risk of downfall at almost every step. 

The result of this combination is obvious. For the students it is a race for diplomas, with 
its well-known bad effects on education itself: cramming and cheating. And afterwards, 
in life, it is the continued elbowing for jobs and the widespread use of immoral means, 
leading to nepotism and corruption. 

The pros and cons of examinations and diplomas have long been debated. The cons are 
generally felt as outweighing the pros, but nobody has yet found out how to do without 
the current system. It seems unavoidable until the spirit of competition is replaced by the 
spirit of cooperation. There is an awakening to this need, but true co-operation is a 
superhuman task. 

Every society has its bright and its black spots; there are times when the sores become 
apparent. It is a sign that a change is necessary or imminent. If the defects of education 
have recently come so much into the limelight, it is because our society itself is in a state 
of transition, because it has been thrust into an accelerated process of change and has lost 
its old moorings. 

Such a picture, with variations of course depending on the social environment, will 
present itself to the young people when they try to conjecture the kind of life that is 
awaiting them in society. For a few the prospect is bright; many will have to 
accommodate themselves to a life far different from their cherished dreams; almost all 



are anxiously looking for a principle of action that would at the same time satisfy their 
conscience and ensure the security of their life. 

It is often said that, as education is the building up of the thinking elite of the nation, 
much of the nation's future depends on its system of education. This is true to some 
extent. But conversely the general outlook of society has also a strong bearing on 
education itself so that education can only be reformed when a corresponding change has 
already begun in society, or at least when the necessity for such a change is being felt. 
This is the case especially in a period of crisis, when the established order of things is 
crumbling, when the ancient ideals have lost their holds, and youth is desperately in need 
of a guiding light, an ideal that can sustain its enthusiasm and carry it through the 
strenuous tasks of life. At such a time, when a reassessment of the fundamental values is 
essential, the importance of education is ten times greater - it may be decisive if the 
educational body is able to discern the evolutionary trend and perceive the ideal of the 
new age. 

 
P.B. Saint Hilaire studied at the 'Ecole polytechnique' in France. His spiritual search took him to Japan, 
Mongolia and finally to the Ashram at Pondicherry where he was given the name Pavitra. He was the 
Director of the Sri Aurobindo International Centre of Education. 
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The Indian tradition of literature, unique for its content as well as chronological development, ran in two 
lines : Mythological and Pragmatic. 

Beginning with the Vedas at the dawn of civilisation the first line branched out into the Upanishads, gave 
way to the epics and the Mahapuranas, followed by Upapuranas and the rest. 

The second line consisted of the Brihat Katha (the precursor of the Kathasaritsagara), the Jatakas and the 
Panchatantra, etc. They shed light on different aspects of life, on its worldly and other worldly 
complexities, sometimes didactic (as in the Jatakas) but more often simply expository of the various 
possibilities of life. 

Between these two lines quietly ran a third, the treasure of tales told by the hermits, mendicants, ascetics 
and other mystics. Profound for psychological studies, sharp with mystic experiences, these tales of light, 
wit and delight remained a oral tradition for the most part. 

We propose to serialise some of them, "retold by a master story teller of our time - one of the best-loved 
writers of India" - as the India's National Academy of Letters introduces the author, Manoj Das.  

 

Far Beyond the Masks 

Manoj Das 
________________________________________________________________________ 

The king was worried on account of his elder son. The charming young prince, who had 
returned to him after spending ten years at a gurukul in the forest, proved to be wise, 



intelligent, well-mannered and bright in every respect, but he had one weakness. He 
would forget everything the moment he heard someone chanting the Lord's name. He 
would listen to the singer or himself chant with rapt attention and would give anything 
the man or woman asked for. A day did not pass without the prince entertaining some 
ascetics or some pilgrims. He bestowed gifts on them lavishly. 

The king and the minister tried to tell the prince that all those who passed themselves on 
as holy are not really so. Among them were charlatans. The prince ought to be careful. 
But the young man's mind did not seem to record the advice. 

One day the king's guru, a sage, came to the palace. When alone with the sage, the king 
told him all about the prince. "I'm quite worried on account of the boy's vulnerability to a 
mere show of holiness put up by anybody. How can he be so easily deceived? Everybody 
feels that he is wonderful. But sometimes I wonder if he is not a fool!" 

The sage pacified the king who was rather agitated. "I will, when the opportunity comes, 
disillusion him about those so-called holy men," he said. "Don't come to any conclusion 
about your son so soon." 

Two days later a stranger who looked like a hermit, sent word that he wanted to meet the 
prince. The stranger sported a long flowing beard and wore the ochre robe befitting a 
hermit. His was a towering figure. 

Instantly the prince went out and received the stranger with great warmth. Meanwhile a 
spy informed the minister that the stranger was a fake hermit. In fact, he was a criminal 
and had just been released from jail. The minister sent the intelligence to the sage, but the 
sage found the prince so much taken up by the fake hermit that he did not have the heart 
to disillusion him. 

The fake hermit left after being entertained by the prince to a sumptuous meal and some 
monetary reward. 

The fellow was a magician by vocation. His practice had been interrupted by his being 
thrown into jail for five years. With the money he had received from the prince, he made 
or repaired the necessary tools and resumed showing magic at public places. 

One day while the magician's show was going on in a park, the minister alerted the sage. 

"Come, let us have a walk along the park", the sage suggested to the prince. The prince 
was always ready to obey him. Soon both were in the park, followed by the minister and 
some sepoys. 

"Do you see that magician there?" the sage asked the prince. Both of them had taken 
position behind the crowd. The eyes of the crowd were glued to the show and nobody 
noticed the prince. 



"Yes, Guruji, I see him." 

"Do you recognise him? He is the fellow who masqueraded as a holy man and swindled 
you the other day. And earlier to appearing before you as a hermit, he was in jail as a 
criminal!" said the sage. 

The prince gazed at the magician with wide eyes. He kept on observing him. The sage 
and the minister were happy that the cheat had been exposed and the prince would order 
the sepoys to arrest the fellow. 

The magic show was over. The crowd dispersed. Those who had recognised the prince, 
the minister and the sage, bowed to them and went away quietly. 

The magician was packing up when the prince's party confronted him. The sage was 
waiting to hear the prince's order to the sepoys to pounce upon the fellow. But what is 
this? A strange smile played on the prince's lips. There were tears in his eyes. He knelt 
down before the perplexed magician. "How wonderful is Thy play, my Lord!" he said 
"You were in jail as a criminal; you appeared before me as a saint and now you charm the 
masses with your magic!" 

The prince felt silent, but kept on sitting unmoved. The sage understood that he was in a 
trance. The magician was in tears. The guru signed him to leave the place. 

An hour later the prince and his companions were back in the palace. It was evening. The 
sage went over to the king and told him privately, "O King, your son is no fool, but a 
great soul who slips into Brahmic Consciousness again and again. Not that he is deceived 
by the appearances, but he sees through them and sees a reality which is far beyond our 
ken. However, time has not yet come when such a prince can be a ruler. So, don't depend 
on him to succeed you. Groom your younger son for the throne, but see to it that the elder 
prince is not taken to task for his conduct." 

 
(Manoj Das is an internationally known creative writer. He is the recipient of India’s national recognition, 
the Sahitya Akademi Award and the nation’s most prestigious literacy award, the Saraswati Samman. As a 
social commentator, his columns in India’s national dailies like The Times of India, The Hindustan Times, 
The Hindu and The Statesman, revealing the deeper truth and the untraced aspects behind current issues, 
have been highly appreciated.)  
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Mangesh Nadkarni  
____________________________________________________________________  

Instalment-43 

We have now seen on several occasions that Savitri brings a new dynamics to man's 
spiritual enterprise and a new purpose to his existence on earth. She is a realist enough to 
recognise that human life today is riddled with death, desire and incapacities of various 
kinds but she does not regard these circumstances as permanent features of life but only 
as so many existential challenges to be overcome in the course of the evolutionary 
journey towards perfection.. The fulfilment of our life does not lie in some extra-
territorial realm like the Vaikuntha or Kailasha, nor does it lie in an existence of 
absorption in an inner liberation, peace and bliss while the external being of man is 
besieged by ignorance, incapacity, sorrow, uncertainty and death. Therefore, as we have 
seen, she refuses the offer of a separate heaven of fulfilment for Satyavan and her. What 
she is seeking is not a heaven but transformed territorial existence -- a perfect life for the 
whole of mankind here on earth. She pleads to the Supreme standing before her to let her 
and Satyavan return to earth because they still have "unnumbered chants to weave" and 
rid man of the burden of existential problems. She says with great confidence 

I know that I can lift man's soul to God, 
I know that he can bring the Immortal down. 
Our will labours permitted by thy will 
And without thee an empty roar of storm, 
A senseless whirlwind is the Titan's force 
And without thee a snare the strength of gods. Page 687 

Savitri is also aware of the fact that this is the secret purpose of the creator of this world. 
That is why she is seeking the Divine's blessings in this project of hers. She concludes her 
impassioned plea for man's fundamental right to live the life divine on earth with these 
words: 

Let not the inconscient gulf swallow man's race 
That through earth's ignorance struggles towards thy Light. 
O Thunderer with the lightnings of the soul, 
Give not to darkness and to death thy sun, 



Achieve thy wisdom's hidden firm decree 
And the mandate of thy secret world-wide love. Page 687 

This defiant response from Savitri leaves the Godhead (the figure of the Supreme 
standing in front of her) undaunted. With a bright smile on his face, he says to her: 

"If the nature of man and that of the earth get transformed and become celestial, how can 
earth continue to exist? Heaven and earth can never be one; they gaze at each other and 
long for each other, but there is such a vast gulf between them which few can cross. The 
dualism between earth and heaven is impossible to eradicate. None coming from the 
ethereal sources from which all forms come can touch the other shore which although all 
can see, none can ever reach.  
 
"It is of course true that heaven's light sometimes visits the mind of earth, but heaven's 
thoughts burn in the skies of the mind like solitary stars. Heavenly aspirations and 
seekings, like the beautiful and fluttering wings of birds, often move the human heart and 
fire it with great hopes and dreams. Visions of joy, which for ever seem to be beckoning 
man to rise beyond himself, stir him. But earth has not yet realised any of these dreams 
and the lustre of these dreams seems to be for ever diminishing.  

"Some of these seeds of light and bliss bear sorrowful flowers. They touch human heart 
like faint notes of harmony grasped from a song half or indistinctly heard and they get 
lost amidst the cacophony of several wandering voices. Some of these intimations that 
touch the humans are like foam from the tossing luminous seas which reflect the beautiful 
but distant delight of gods; they are raptures unknown to humankind, almost a miracle of 
happiness; these thrill the earth and spread like a vague influence her mind and senses.  

"Earth is aware that above her little finite steps and scope, there is a new pattern of 
perfection quite beyond her laws and rules. That is a universe of self-found felicity, not 
dependent on anything outside its own self. An inexpressible rhythm of timeless beats 
pervades this world and this beat is one of the heart-beats of the One, which has many 
different movements. That is a magical universe created by the harmonies of the self; the 
freedom of the infinite is the law there and all forms in that world are wonderful and it 
would appear as though the Absolute has become a plastic substance out of which they 
are fabricated. There, in that world, is the All-Truth and also the All-Bliss. 

"But this world is still too remote from earth. The earth can at best boast of containing 
some fragments of a star-lost gleam; of a few casual visits by the gods. All that visits 
bring her are no more than a Light that fails, a divine Word that soon falls silent. Nothing 
that these Gods can offer stays on earth for long. That is one great inadequacy of this 
earth; she can neither receive enough from the world of Gods, and very little of what she 
receives, can she retain within herself. 

(Savitri touches in this passage the heart of the problem of human inadequacy. This is not 
the occasion to discuss the problems which our rationalists have about the very concept 
of God. We assume here that Gods exist and that they are not mere figments of the 



believer's imagination. By 'Gods' we mean beings or powers of consciousness that dwell 
on a higher plane and shape the human consciousness through their influence. The 
influence the "Gods" are able to exert on us determines the nature of our consciousness. 
The nature of our consciousness should concern us more than the perfection and the glory 
of the beings of the Gods. This is because on the nature of our consciousness depends the 
world around us. Therefore, to what extent our consciousness is able to reflect the power 
and light of the Gods, or how much of the Divinity we can now incarnate in our 
consciousness becomes of crucial importance.  

Our consciousness is an arena open to various kinds of influences, all of them not from 
the Gods alone. There are also hostile forces in the occult worlds which often act upon 
the human consciousness and corrupt it. Again, our consciousness has arisen out of the 
Inconscient and so it has on it a large stamp of the source from which it has arisen. Our 
own subconscient contains "dark caverns" as the Rigveda describes them, a mental, a 
vital, and a physical subconscient ending in what Sri Aurobindo has called the Nescient. 
These regions harbour a multitude of brutal forces and forms, including finally the forces 
of death and disintegration and these forces rise and contaminate the human 
consciousness in various degrees. The influence received from the Gods of the higher 
planes is thus ranged against all these various elements, some of them decidedly hostile. 
Thus man's consciousness is a battleground on which the forces of good and evil contend 
for supremacy.  

As noted earlier, the world we create around us depends very much on our consciousness, 
and the world we have managed to create around ourselves happens to be still corrupt and 
imperfect. That shows that the consciousness we possess today is itself imperfect and 
corrupt. Not only is this corruption and imperfection reflected in the life all around us in 
the form of human suffering and human depravity but it has also shown itself capable of 
harbouring the great perpetrators of evil in our midst such as Hitler, Mussolini, Stalin, Idi 
Amin, and Osama Bin Laden. These are not just autonomous beings unrelated to us, and 
we cannot just shrug our shoulders and disown responsibility for the monstrous forces 
they unleash. They are merely the concrete and objective forms of certain tendencies we 
ourselves harbour and nurse in our consciousness; and therefore they feed on us. When 
we think of the century we have just left behind, the harm done by some of these 
personifications of evil mentioned above eclipses all the good that our saintly Gandhis, 
Florence Nightingales and Martin Luther Kings have done. Our world is what it is -- so 
full of imperfections, corruption, and suffering caused by man's cruelty to man, as well as 
by death and incapacity - a) because our consciousness is still not capable of reflecting 
the divine influences in a sufficient measure, and b) because the Gods that have so far 
descended into this creation are not powerful enough to counter through their influence 
and action the effects of what may be called the evil or asuric tendencies in our 
consciousness. From this follows the conclusion that there can be no real change or 
improvement in the human condition unless man acquires a greater or higher 
consciousness than the mental consciousness he now has, which can receive more 
powerful divine influences or influences hitherto not accessible to him. This would 
require that man rises from the mental to what Sri Aurobindo has called the supramental 
consciousness. )  



To resume our study of Savitri: 
"From the earth you can have a few glimpses of the heights of the perfect world but it is 
incapable of having a lasting view of this world.  

A few can climb to an unperishing sun, 
Or live on the edges of the mystic moon 
And channel to earth-mind the wizard ray. Page 689 

"Only a few can climb to the unperishing sun of spiritual truth or very few can live on he 
edges of the mystic moon of spiritual bliss and direct the earth-mind to this perfection or 
create a channel through which the influences emanating from this illumined world of 
truth and bliss can be received on earth.  

The heroes and the demigods are few 
To whom the close immortal voices speak 
And to their acts the heavenly clan are near. 
Few are the silences in which Truth is heard, 
Unveiling the timeless utterance in her deeps; 
Few are the splendid moments of the seers. Page 689 

"There have been until now very few heroes and demigods among the humans who can 
communicate with the immortal Gods and receive their influences. Very few human 
beings are close enough to the Gods in consciousness and the truth of these Gods is not 
yet heard clearly. The splendid moments of the seers precisely aim at this communion, 
but even such moments are very rare. 

Heaven's call is rare, rarer the heart that heeds; 
The doors of light are sealed to common mind 
And earth's needs nail to earth the human mass, 
Only in an uplifting hour of stress 
Men answer to the touch of greater things: 
Or, raised by some strong hand to breathe heaven-air, 
They slide back to the mud from which they climbed; 
In the mud of which they are made, whose law they know 
They joy in safe return to a friendly base, 
And, though something in them weeps for glory lost 
And greatness murdered, they accept their fall. Page 689 

"The call of the Spirit is very rare among humans. And even among those who are called, 
fewer still heed the call and respond to it. For the average human mind the doors of 
knowledge are sealed and the needs of his outer being nail him to the earth to such an 
extent that he behaves as though it were the only reality. Men sometimes respond to the 
touch of great ideas and ideals but that is only for a short time and that too under the 
inspiration and influence of the uplifting hour. Often it is the inspired example or 
teachings of a strong and noble human leader that lifts us and we aspire to breathe 
heaven-air. But once this uplifting element or the inspiring individual leaves the scene, 



men slide back to the mud from which they had climbed to a higher level of existence. 
They slide back into the world of ignorance, corruption and falsehood. They are much 
more comfortable in that downward slide because they are made for the most part from 
ignorance and they understand very well the laws that govern ignorance. They return to 
their base in ignorance and take delight like one who has romped home. And yet 
sometimes they miss something of the glory that they had experienced briefly and weep 
for it, for the greatness they have murdered, and quietly accept the fall.  

To be the common man they think the best, 
To live as others live is their delight. 
For most are built on Nature's early plan 
And owe small debt to a superior plane; 
The human average is their level pitch, 
A thinking animal's material range. Page 689 

"They come to believe that it is best to be the common man, and take delight in living as 
other folks live. This is because most people are built according to an earlier cast of 
evolutionary nature and do not have any natural affiliations to any higher planes of 
consciousness. The average human level is their ideal and they remain for ever confined 
to the range of a thinking animal.  

"Nature climbs the ladder of evolution step by step and it is a long ascent, and in the rigid 
economy of cosmic life, each creature is assigned a place and a task and it is bound to 
these by the form taken by its nature and by the force which nature invests in it. The 
evolutionary force has bound each of us by our swarupa and swabhava. One cannot easily 
disturb this settled order and functioning without upsetting the nature's balance. Any 
attempt to do this will create a huge disturbance in the established order of things, and 
there will appear a huge gap in the pattern set up by nature. If there were no men left on 
this earth and all were to become transformed into brilliant gods, then the human species 
which now functions as a mediating stair would be lost. Such a linking stair is indeed 
very much needed because the consciousness awakened in Matter needs to get used to the 
rigours of a slow and difficult evolution through the vital and mental realms until it 
reaches the miraculous borders of a spiritual realisation and the glories of the soul world. 

"My will, my call, is there universally in men and things. But the huge python-like 
Inconscient lies at the bottom of this creation and tries to pull back to its breast of Night 
and Death and Sleep the whole of this creation lest it escapes its hold. It holds most of 
this creation in the dark and dumb abysm and allows only a little consciousness to escape 
from this prison, but it is intolerant of the growing light in this consciousness and tries to 
hold it back as close to the mouth of its cavernous being. The Inconscient is very much 
like a fond ignorant mother and tries to keep her child for ever tied to the apron strings of 
Nescience. 

"This mysterious creation has come out of the Inconscient, where all consciousness 
sleeps in a slumber of self-oblivion. The Inconscient itself cannot understand this mystery 
without the help of man's mind. Man is its key to unlock a door of consciousness (of self-



awareness). But this very Inconscient holds man dangled in its grasp; it has drawn a huge 
circle around his thoughts so that they can range far and wide but within the bounds of 
the circle drawn around them. It shuts his heart to the light of the Spirit. Man's mind is 
closed from above by a dazzling light that shines above it and is also closed from the 
bottom by a black and binding border. He seeks the Truth not directly but through words 
and images about the truth. He pores laboriously over the surfaces and brute outsides (as 
he does in his science) and when he delves within, his cautious steps do not go deeper 
than the shallow seas. Therefore even his Knowledge is a form of Ignorance. His view is 
barred from his own inner depths; he cannot look on the face of the Unknown Reality. 
How do you expect such a limited being to see with the Omniscient eyes, and how can he 
will with the Omnipotent force? How can man who has made a fetish of his finiteness 
ever see or understand the Infinite? 

"Savitri, you are no doubt very compassionate and therefore very eager to help man to 
throw off the limitations of his ignorance. But this is too huge a task best left to the slow 
pace of Nature inching its way upwards through the ages as it follows the directions of 
the Will that works even through the Inconscient. Leave the earthly race to its imperfect 
light. All shall be achieved in the fullness of Time. 

"Although the human race is bound to its human nature, to its strengths and limitations, 
man's soul is greater than his present fate. This spirit in him can rise imperiously above 
the circumstances imposed by Time and Space and detach itself from subjection to the 
universal common nature because of which all life is subject to the dualities of grief and 
joy. Thus freed from the hold of the universal law, the radiant spirit can blaze its way 
triumphantly across the limitations of the mind, no matter how obscuring, and burn alone 
in the skies of the Eternal, an inhabitant of a vast and endless calm.  

"O Savitri, O Flame Divine, draw back into your own luminous self. Or, return to your 
original form and power on the seer-summit of thought and world. You are indeed the 
partner of my eternal being. Be one with the infinity of my power. For you are the World-
Mother and the Bride of the Supreme. Withdraw your identification with the fruitless 
yearning of earth for a perfect life and detach yourself from this unconvincing dream of 
the earth, and recover your wings that can fly across infinity and pass back into the Power 
from which you have come. You can raise your flight to that height, and when your heart 
rises above the unsatisfied beats on earth, it can feel once more the immortal and spiritual 
joy of a soul that never lost its felicity by coming down to earth and its woes. Raise your 
heart of love which has fallen into the abyss of desire and moves about in an agitated 
manner in that gulf. Liberate yourself for ever from Nature's forms and find out what the 
aimless cycles of Time seek to realise in earthly shapes. 

"Break your mould of mortality into eternity, melt like lightening into the invisible flame 
that you really are. O ocean-like being, draw in and clasp the waves that roll on your 
bosom and be happy for ever in that all-encompassing surge. Become one with the 
stillness of your depths, and in that stillness you shall know the Lover and the Loved who 
become one discarding what divides you from him. Receive your lover into the boundless 



Savitri, and merge yourself into the infinite Satyavan. O miracle, cease where you 
began". 

In one sense, the Supreme Being proclaims here the ultimate negation of everything - of 
this creation, of the human enterprise on earth and the significance of Savitri's role as the 
Avatar. But more about this in our forthcoming instalment. 

 
(Mangesh Nadkarni retired as professor of Linguistics a few years ago. He enjoys sharing with as many 
people as possible what he receives from his study of Sri Aurobindo and the Mother)  
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Two Methods of Teaching 

The Mother 
____________________________________________________________________  

You must have noticed on several occasions that my way of talking to you is not always 
the same. I don't know if you are very sensitive to the difference, but for me it is quite 
considerable.... Sometimes, either because of something I have read or for quite another 
reason-following a question sometimes, but pretty rarely-it so happens that I have what is 
usually called an experience, but in fact it is simply entering into a certain state of 
consciousness and, once in that state of consciousness, describing it. In that case what is 
said passes through the mind, making use of it only as a "storehouse of words", it could 
be said; the Force, the Consciousness which is expressing itself passes through the 
individual mind and attracts by a kind of affinity the words needed for its expression. 
That is the true teaching, something one rarely finds in books-it may be in books, but one 
must be in that state of consciousness oneself to be able to discover it. But with the 
spoken word, the vibration of the sound transmits something at least of the experience, 
which, for all those who are sensitive, can become contagious. 

In the second case, the question asked or the subject chosen is conveyed by the mind to 
the higher Consciousness, then the mind receives a reply and transmits it again through 
the word. This is what usually happens in all teachings, provided that the person who 
teaches has the ability to pass on the question to the higher Consciousness, which is not 
always the case. 

I must say the second method does not interest me very much, and that very often when 
the question or the subject dealt with does not give me the possibility of entering into an 
interesting state of consciousness, I would infinitely prefer to keep silent than to speak; it 
is a sort of duty to be fulfilled which makes me speak.  
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A Saint 

 

"The statue of a king or a saint is not meant merely to give the idea of a king or 
saint or to portray some dramatic action or be a character portrait in stone but to 
embody rather a soul-state or experience or deeper soul-quality... the inner soul-side 
or rapt ecstasy of adoration and God-vision in the saint or the devotee before the 
presence of the worshipped deity."                                        Sri Aurobindo

 

A Saint, South Indian Bronze 



 

 

Enthusiasm is quite possibly the most important ingredient of any new venture. Without it, there is nothing 
exceptional, spontaneous or living about what one is trying to create. Your Voice is a section where we 
invite opinions and view points from our readers and where we showcase letters with suggestions, ideas, 
support and criticism. We entreat you to feel free and write to us about anything that may strike you 
regarding Next Future in its concrete form as well as from a larger perspective. There is a possibility that 
we may not have enough space to feature all letters coming in, but we will try our utmost to do so. 

 

1. 
The episode of the pianist (Moments Winging By, Feb issue) motivates us to be 
nishkarma karmis believing in the divine force behind it all! 

Lalitha. 

* 

2. 
Thank you for the love with which you made this monthly magazine. I enjoy it very 
much, especially the old Indian stories by Manoj Das. 

Nell 

* 

3. 
Sometime a very simple sermon becomes most difficult for us to practice, because of our 
LEDI{lack of determination, ego, desire and insincerity). 

Amal Sircar 

 

   


