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The cross and lotus symbolizes the unity between East and West. The lotusisthe sign
of illumined consciousness, the thousand petal lotus of the crown chakra. The crossisthe
symbol of the body surrendered to thewill of God. Following the way of the crossresults
in the resurrection of illumined consciousness.

The Cross and the Lotus, symbol of man.
East and West blended, join hand in hand.
Marching toward the infinite light and life divine.
Lift up your eyes and see the star,
descending from heaven where e’er you are.
Be filled with the peace and ecstasy of God’s almighty love.
Om-Amen.
The Reverend Yogacharya Mother Hamilton
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Babaji and flows down to us through Lahiri Mahasaya, Swami Sri Yukteswar, Param-
hansaYogananda and Yogacharya M other Hamilton.

The Reverend Yogacharya David Hickenbottom continues this lineage with the help
and support of many sincere devotees. We are dedicated to realizing God and serving
devotees of every race, color, creed and religion.

Mother Hamilton often said she was the product of two fully illumined Masters, her
own Guru, Paramhansa Yogananda and Swami Ramdas. We therefore feature articles
about Swami Ramdas and Anandashram. We bow to the feet of Saints and realized Mas-
tersof al religions.



My dear friends,

After four monthsof pilgrimagein
Indiait hasbeen wonderful to ssemany
of you at thevarious Centersand at the
Loon LakeRetreatinMay. It seemsto
menow that wherever | “hang my hat”
(or perhaps better yet, find my medita-
tionasan!) iswheremy homeis.

Thesefour monthswerefull of won-
derful experiences. | want tothank all
of you who have shown ongoing sup-
port for thiswork by your participation
in Servicesat your Center, your cards, lettersand emailswritten and
ongoing financia support. Truly thiswork by the Mastersisfor you and
theupliftment of al theworld, and | want to giveyou my heartfelt grati-
tudefor your work and participationinit.

Why goonapilgrimageto India? Thisisawonderful question and has
many dimensionstoitsanswer. For one, Indiaistheland wheretheKriya
seed wasfirst planted by Babaji and continuesto be blessed by himand
our Guru-lineage. Itisalso aland whereyogis, saintsand rishishave
thrived for millennia. Carved meditativefigureshave beenfoundinthe
Indusriver valley that date back to 3,000 B.C. Indian mathematicians
wereusing thecrucial placeholder of zero early oninrecorded history
and their wise men were dating cosmol ogical concepts of time back-
wardsand forwardsin the hundreds of millionsand billions of years,
when European manwasdtill living in caves. The science of yogaand the
goa of realizing God were propounded in detail for many thousands of
yearsand haveheld avita placeintheheartsand soulsof India speople
asnowhereelse.

Indiaisaland of contrasts; every experiencethereisaccentuated for
thetraveler. Pilgrimagefollowsthe same pattern asone’'s sadhana (spiri-
tual path). The pilgrim startswith anidea—whereto goto seeasaint,
templeor holy place. He or she setsout in travel and encounters many
discomforts, obstaclesand discouragementsa ong theway; plenty of rea-
sonstowonder why thisjourney wasbeguninthefirst place!
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Just at the moment of compl ete exhaustion of all of one’'sown re-
sources, some helping hand makesit possibleto reach thefinal goal.
Entering the holy precincts, confusion and madness may still challenge
thedevotee, thelast obstacles. If theselast obstacl esare overcomethen
theresultant blessingsthat comewipeaway all thepast trid's, changing
theinner being of the aspirant, never to bethe sameagain.

| fedl those very changes madeto theinnermost part of my being asa
result of thispilgrimageto India. Theblessingsthat poured from Swami
Satchidanandaalonearetoo great to be articulated. It wasavery moving
scene when we left the Ashram. Due to the train schedule we left
Anandashram at 2:00 a.m. It touched my heart to thecorewhen | heard
that Swamiji wassitting on hisfront porch waiting to say goodbye at that
early time of day. His body, weakened by a stroke, needed rest, but
therehewas, with Swami M uktananda, and hisattendants, al waitingto
givefarewdl blessngsand pronams.

Mans and L akshmi were also there; they had spent the whol e night
preparing threelarge containersof variousddicacies, food for our jour-
ney north! Sivananda Daswho had taken initiation from me, Lakshmi
Mahadevi and otherswere al so there! Thesewere not soulswho could
deepinthenext day, but had full daysbehind them and full daysahead!
What loving examplesthey havebeentoadl of us. Truly, universal love
and serviceisamotto that findsfulfillment in thesegreat souls.

Onward wetraveled, north to Babaji’s Cave. Onceagainwesat in
thismountai nous enclosure where eternity stretchesout in every direc-
tion—time mergesinto timel essnesshere, no beginning, noend—only an
endlessexpanse of peaceand stillness. Back at the ashram wealso met
aY.S.S. Brahmachari, Brother Vasudevananda. Heisawonderful soul,
full of divinelife; hehasagift for music and devotiona singing.

At the foot of Dronagiri Mountain we encountered a very dark
force. During the service for Sri Yukteswar’s Mahasamadhi Anni-
versary | sat next to someone performing tantric breathing (for the
accumulation of powers). That marked the beginning of abattlewith
these powerfully dark forces. Asking the living presence of Sri
Yukteswar the meaning of this, he said, “I1t wasfor this purpose that
you have come here.”

Soon after we were told that our house was to undergo some con-
struction and we needed to move out. Therewas no suitable accommo-
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dation available, sowewerethen prompted to continueour travels, making
acircumambulating trip along the Ganges River—all without any plan-
ning on our part other than following theinner direction given. Itisinter-
estingthat al the picturesfrom thisexact time of encountering the dark-
nesswereinexplicably destroyed and thediary notes| had kept inthose
weekswerelost.

Any losswehaveinlifeisawaysreplaced withagreater gainif we
havethe couragetofollow DivineWill and havetheeyesto seethebless-
ings. After leaving Dwarahat we were guided to the holy banks of the
Gangesat Benares, Haridwar, Rishikesh and the prayags (joining of riv-
ers) that form the Gangesitsalf further upintheHimalayas.

It wasat Benaresthat wefirst experienced the healing currents of the
Ganges. | have been next to, in and on the Ganges before—but never
before have | been conscious of such cleansing power asl wasthistime.

Thereisastory fromthe ancient texts of Indiaabout the healing power
of the Ganges. Shivaoncegot into an argument with Brahma. Shivacan
be hot-tempered, and inthiscase helost it. He cut off one of Brahma's
ten headsinarage. InaL ady Macbeth-like manner thehead stuck to his
hand, areminder of hisrash deed. Hetried everything to get rid of the
head stuck to hishand, but nothing would releaseit. Finally at Kashi
(ancient namefor Benares/Varanas ), hetook adip into the Gangesand
Mother Ganges rel eased the head from hishand! Thus GangaMais
knownto purify one swholebeing, asitistheriver that flowsfrom heaven
itsdf.

When we arrived at Benares the physical and subtle bodies were
strained from their battle with these dark forces; Carlawasalso very
much aparticipant in thisstruggle. TheMother Gangespurified usof the
after-affectsand renewed our spiritsat every step of theway. At Phool
Chatti Ashram wetested thewaters of anearby river and comparedit to
the Ganges. The Gangesvery clearly had aninner purifying affect that
was absent in the otherwi se pleasant bathing inthe ChannaRiver.

Onward wejourneyed to Devprayag (thejoining of theAlakananda
and the Bhagarathi Rivers to form the Ganges), Rudraprayag and
Karnaprayag; each considered places of holy pilgrimage. At each
confluencewefdt thewonderfully rg uvenating affects of these headwa
tersof the Ganges.

Finally we camefull circle back to Dwarahat. Our experience here
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wasnow very different. The darknessthat madefor challenging times
fromour first arriva wasnow absent. A feding of cleanlinessinthesubtle
air waspalpable.

Our pilgrimagein Indiawas now coming to aclose. Themany bless-
ingsand the challengesthat cameweredl arranged for by our consum-
mate Tour-Guide. In hindsight each step seemed to be carefully planned,
even though we maneuvered our way only by taking the next step aswe
feltinwardly directed. Suchisthemagic of surrender totheall-knowing
DivineWill!

| pray that you too are guided by theinscrutablewill of the Maker of
thisuniverse, and that you too know the many blessingsthat giveyouthe
power to overcomeall obstaclesand realizeyour truegod inlife, Self-
Redization.

InDivineloveand Blessngs,

Qoand

In Front of Babgji's Cave



TheCrossand TheL otusJournal

Father, Mother, Friend, Beloved God,
Unite our thoughts at a boundless altar

Where Thine omnipresence may shine forth.

Let us realize that Thou are the True Goal
we are seeking.
Be not indifferent to us, though we be
indifferent to Thee:

Remember us, though we remember Thee not.

Our loyalty to Thee may come and go,
But ever art Thou the Unfaltering Friend.

Paramhansa Yogananda

Page7
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Mother inlndia, 1957
Unfoldment

Thisarticlewaswritten by M other Hamilton and
published in TheVision magazineMay, 1958. Transcribed
from atalk given by Mother on September 22, 1976.

Lookingfor aMiracle

Each soul whether he does so consciously or unconsciously looksfor
thecoming of amiraclewithinhisownlife. Hishopeiseternd that oneday
God or luck or circumstance, whichever label he choosesto put upon his
chosen deity, will reach forth and with amagic wand touch him upon the
shoulder, thereby transforming him into the creature of his dreams and
changing hiswhol e existence. Hedoes not redli ze that the manifestation of
themiraclelieswithin hisown grasp, nay within hisown being.

Faith

Now, “ Faith isthe substance of thingshoped for, the evidence of things
not seen,” saild St. Paul. Faiththenisthefirst ingredient necessary to bring
forth themiracle. A strong unshakabl efaith which placesitsfull attention
upon itsobjective and never for one moment waiversinits purpose. The
objective should, of course, be God alone. * Seek yefirst the kingdom of
heaven and al of thesethingsshall be added untoyou,” Jesus admonished
and gave men the key to the secret place of the most High when he said
thekingdom of heaveniswithin.

The pattern beginsto unfold astheveilsof ignorance areremoved from
before our vision, enabling usto see moreclearly. We now readlizethat the
driving urgewithin each manto seek relief fromwant and suffering and to
find perennia happinessisactually hissubconscious memory of hislost
paradiseintheblissof God he once enjoyed. Weareawaretoo that through
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themisuse of hisownwill hefell fromthat high estate. Theurgetoregain
this bliss becomes paramount in hisbeing. Infact, it ishisonereligion
which he seeksto expressin many and varied forms according to his past
karmaand hispresent state of spiritual consciousness.

Progressis One Step at a Time

Man doesnot start in thefirst grade of school today and graduate from
the university tomorrow. Rather, he progresses one step at atime. He
studiesthelessons, takes the tests and passes the examinations necessary
to quaify himfor thenext grade. During thisstage hisattentionis centered
upon himself and hisown effort of accomplishment. When heisgraduated
from elementary school heisready for theuniversity of higher knowledge.
Hisvision becomes broader and more universal in character ashelearns
to relate hisown existence with that of therest of theworld around him.
Finally, heisready to matriculatefrom college. Thebig day arriveswhen
hereceivesthediplomawhichwill proclaimtotheworld that heisafully
accredited student.

Having attained this prize, most students are content to sally forth and
labor at that |evel, choosing the profession whichisclosest to their hearts.
However, afew, recognizing theneed for higher learning, persistintheir
endeavor to conquer greater heightsand more distant lands. These attain
their master’ sdegree, having become specialistsintheir chosenfield.

Spiritual Evolution

Just soisman’sspiritual evolution. Inthe dawn of hisunderstanding he
turns hisface toward God and walks with stumbling footsteps along the
pathwhichisasyet dimly lighted. Heisthenin utter darknesshaving tried
to satisfy hisinherent need for peace and blissthrough the medium of the
sensesand hasfound himself suspended likeamarionette on astring be-
tween the dual forcesof good and evil. In hisextremity hecriesout, “ Oh,
my God, have mercy uponme!” Itisat thisvery instant that the grace of
God descends upon him, awaking him from hisdream of separation.

Eagerly he searcheseverywhere, seeking at first outside of himself the
God whom he hasat |ast acknowledged. His seeking followsthe path and
takesthe form which best satisfies his need for the moment and he pur-
suesit adamantly to theexclusion of all elseuntil he haslearned theles-
sons, taken thetests and passed the examination of that particular gradein
life. Having qualified himself for the next step he moves upward, ever
seeking the brighter light of understanding.
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Asthedelicatetendrilsof hisfaith grow stronger, he seeksto express
himself through ever-widening horizons until one by one the sheaves of
darknessdisappear and heisready to look into the mirror of hisown soul.
Itisthen that God in Hisinfinite mercy takes human form and appearsas
the Guru, the Master, the Christ who leadsthe soul from darknessinto the
Light. Gently and carefully he nurturesthe child onthe path, directing him
to seek the pearl of wisdomwithinthetempleof the Living God. Heteaches
usthat the venture which takes us on the journey of self knowledge and
self mastery isthe most fascinating adventurein theworld because within
manisaminiature universewithwhichitishisgreat privilegeto become
acquainted.

The Ship of Meditation

Meditation isthe ship which carrieshim on hisjourney to new and beau-
tiful places. Concentration and willpower act asthe rudder which steers
the ship, and the devotee’sflame of love, devotion and worship provides
the fuel to propel his ship through the waters of delusion until his boat
comesto rest on the shores of God'sinfinitewisdom and bliss.

Loveof Guru

Ashislove and attention become anchored in the Guru, hisfaith in-
creases to the point where it becomes unspoken prayer which goes on
building power until the thought of God takes hold of his consciousness,
automatically forcing him to repeat His sacred name. With Hisnameever
upon hislips, manisfilled with theloveand the bliss of HisPresence. The
ecstasy of hiscommunion with Him createsthe overpowering desireto
surrender himself and everything he possessesto the one Belovedwho is
at once the cause and result of his being. Realizing at long last that he
carriesheaven within hisown body temple, that withinisall light, wisdom,
love, beauty and perfection, he surrendershislifeat thefeet of God.

Cosmic Consciousness

Asgradually he sheds hishuman consciousness and replacesit with the
cosmic consciousness of God he beginsto manifest thisperfectioninwardly
and outwardly until heisconsumed in theflameof Hislight and love.

Who can describethe blissfelt through communion with God? One must
experienceit to know what it islike. And after one hashad the experience
still it remainsindescribabl e, asecret covenant with the Infinite Beloved
hidden intheinner sanctuary of the soul.
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Thelncredible Sai Baba

[From the book, The Incredible Sai Baba by Arthur Osborne, 1957]

For yearsit was doubted whether Sai Babawas even literate; cer-
tainly nobody supposed that he knew Sanskrit. Then oneday hegavean
exposition which showed learning aswell asthe perspicacity and rough
humour natural tohim.

A devoteewas massaging his
legsand feet, chanting to himself
the while in an undertone. Sai
Babaasked himwhat hewasmuit-
tering.

“A Sanskritverse,” hereplied,
not suspecting that Sai Babaknew
enough scriptureto want amore
precise answer. However, he
asked what verse.

“A versefromtheGita”

“Sayitdoud.”

Thedevoteethenrecitedin San-
skrit verse 34 of chapter 1V: -
‘Know that by meansof prostra- Sai Baba (center), 1910
tion, enquiry and servicethe Jnanis(Enlightened) who haverealized the
Truthwill teach you Jnana (Knowledge).’

“Doyou understand this, Nana?’ Babaasked him.

“Yes”

“Thentdl memeaning.”

Nanagave afreerendering inthevernacular but Sa Babawas not
satisfied. “I don’t want aparaphrase; | want thestrict grammeatical mean-
ing, with case, mood and tense.”

Nanagavealitera trandation, wondering thewhilewhether Babaknew
anything of Sanskrit grammar. He soon found out.

“Intatviddhi, what doestat stand for?’ Babaasked him.

“Jnana (knowledge).”

“What knowledge? Knowledge of what?’

“Theknowledgereferred toin the previous stanzas.”
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“What does pranipat mean?’

“Prodration.”

“Andpat?’

“Thesame.”

“If they meant the samewould Wasa[thelegendary author] have added
two unnecessary syllables?’

“I don't see any difference between them,” Nanaadmitted.

Babaleft that for awhile and passed on to the next point. “What does
prasnamean?’

“Asking questions.”

“And pariprasna?’

“Thesame.”

“Thenif they both mean the same was Vyasa off hishead to usethe
longer?’

“1 don’'t seeany difference.”

“Next point. What does seva mean?’

“Service, such asl am doing now in massaging your feet.”

“Nothing more?’

“| don’t seewhat moreit can mean.”

“We'll leavethat too. Next point. KrishnatellsArjunato get Jnana
(Knowledge) from Jnanis(The Enlightened). Wasn't Krishnahimself a
Jnani?’

“Ves”

“Thenwhy doeshe send Arjunato othersinstead of giving him Jnana
himsdf?’

“I don’'t know.”

“Wasn't Arjunaajiva (being) and therefore an emanation of Chaitanya
(Universd Consciousness)?’

“Ves”

“Then how can Knowledge be givento what isa ready an emanation
of Consciousnessor Knowledge?’

Sai Babainterpreted the verseto mean that it isnot Jnana (Knowl-
edge) but ajnana (non-knowledge or ignorance) that the Guru gives.

Nana, now thoroughly bewildered over what had seemed to hima
straightforward verse, asked Sal Babato expound these points.

Heexplained. “ Theversetellsus how adiscipleisto approach his
Guruinorder to attain Redization. He must compl etely surrender bodly,
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mind, soul and possessionsto the Guru. That isthe prostration referred
to. Theenquiry must be aconstant quest for Truth, not questions asked
out of merecuriogity or for awrong motive, such astotrapthe Guru. The
motivemust be puredesirefor spiritual progressand Realization. Then
the serviceis not mere physical service such as massaging. For it to
be effective there must be no ideathat you are free to give or with-
hold service; you must feel that your body no longer belongsto you
sinceyou have surrendered it to the Guru and it existsonly to do him
sevice”

Thenfollowed acatechism on the Guru giving ignorance.

“Isn’t Brahmapure Knowledge or Being?’

“Ves”

“ And everything el se non-Being or ignorance (non-Knowledge) ?’

“Ves”

“Don't thescripturesdeclarethat Brahmaishbeyond therange of speech
or mind?’

“yVe

“Then the speech of the Guru isnot Brahmaor Knowledge?’

“No.”

“Thenyou admit that what the Guru saysisnot Knowledge but igno-
rance?’

“It seemsso.”

“Then the Guru’sinstructionissimply apiece of ignorance used to
removethedisciple’ signorance, just aswe use athorn to remove an-
other thornfromthefoot, isn'tit?’

“| supposeso.”

“Thediscipleisajiva (being) whose essential natureisKnowledge,
isn'the?

“Ves”

“Thenthereisobvioudy no need to give him Knowledge but smply to
removetheveil of ignorancethat hidesthe existent Knowledge. This, of
course, isnot to be done at one stroke, sincethediscipleisimmersedin
age-old ignorance and needsrepeated instruction, perhapsthrough life
after life. And what i sthe nature of thisinstruction through speech about
what isbeyond speech?lsn'tit like removing acover?lgnorance con-
cealsthe pre-existent Knowledge just aswater plants cover over the
surface of apond. Clear away the plantsand you havethe water. You
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don’'t haveto createit; itisthereaready. Or take another example—a
cataract grows on the eye and prevents a man from seeing; remove
the cataract and he sees. Ignorance is the cataract. The universeis
the efflorescence of theindescribable Maya, whichisignorance; yet
ignorance is needed to illuminate and dissol ve thisignorance.

“DivineKnowledgeisto berealized, not taught. Prostration, enquiry
and service are the methods by which to obtain the Grace of the Guru.

“Itisanillusionto supposethat phenomenaarerea. That isthe screen
of ignorancewhich hidesKnowledge. Tear it off and Brahmaor Knowl-
edgewill shineforth.

“Ignoranceisthe seed of samsara (birth and death). Put themedicine
of theGuru's Grace onthe eye and the screen of Mayalifts, leaving only
Jnana (Knowledge). Jnanaisnot something to be attained, it iseternal
and self-existent. On the other hand, ignorance hasacause and an end.
Theroot of itistheideathat the devoteeisaseparate being from God.
Removethisand what remainsis Jnana.

“Now the question why Krishnareferred Arjunato other Gurusin-
stead of giving him Jnana himself. Did Krishnaconsider other Jnanis
separate from himself or their teaching different from his? No. So their
teachingishisandthereisnodifference.”

Sal Babathentold Nanato bring the Bhagavad Gitaand read achap-
ter before him each day and hewould expound it. Hedid so—and no
record was kept. A book whose vigour and profundity onecanimagine
from theabovefragment Smply evaporated and was never written down.
Eventhis, however, isenoughto show that when Sai Babadidtalk theory
it wasthe purest Advaita, the doctrine of Nonduality, that isthevery
essence of spiritua teaching.

Shirdi was some six miles from Kopergaon, the nearest
railway station, and the only conveyancewasahorse carriage.
Somevisitorsto Sai Babaurgently needed to catch the night
trainin order in order to return to Bombay, but aterrific thun-
derstorm wasraging. Sai Babalooked up and shouted: “Hey!
Enough of that! Stop it now! My children have to go back.”
And the storm stopped.
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MY TRIPTO INDIA

by Jenrri D. Hough

My dad and | went to Indiawith
our guru, David and hiswife, Carla
| was so excited to go to
Ramanashram. We had to fly over
the Pacific Ocean. It was exciting
how many moviestherewere, but it
wasaredly longflight. At theashram
itwasvery nicebut wedidn't stay in
the ashram. We lived across the
street. It wasn't very nice, but there
werealot of monkeys! We explored the ashram during the day, the hall
wasbig and peoplechanted in it everyday. It was about 8 men chanting
for along time. Thelunchroom had hard floors. It wasuniquethat we ate
on bananaleaves and sometimeswoven |leaves. By the tearoom, there
were men and women with chiselstaking out acement floor. After, the
womenwould carry it on their headsto throw it away. It wasamazing,
and the library had tons of
booksonreligions. The next
morning | wokeupthinking |
was still at home and aston-
ishedthat | wokein India.

Later my dad and | got
dressed and went to the St.
ThomasHill with David and
Carla.*Whenwe got thereit was astounding how old everything was. It
felt so ancient; like when we saw the cavesthey were over 1,000 years
old, and a cross and a painting made by St. Thomas were over 2,000
yearsold. It wasextraordinary that | touched something so ancient. The
next day we went to the temples. Inside it was very crowded and the
fumesburned traditionally from menthol made mesick. | did not likeit
very much. It wasreally crowded and too much smoke. We hiked up to
several caves, including Papa’s, and meditated in each one. It wasinspir-
ing and very powerful. It wasalot better than thetemplesbecauseit was
not crowded and it was peaceful. After acouple of dayswe met up with
Jonni and went on atrain rideto Anandashram.
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Anandashram

We arrived at Anandashram and had anap
because we woke up at 4:00 am on thetrain.
When | awoke | read so much of Artemis
Fowl, my favoritebook. I did not likeour rooms
very much becausethey where small and away
from everyone. So at night, David and Carla
arrived from seeing Swami Vishwanandaand
Dad and | moved next to David and Carla. It
wasreally nice becauseit was bigger and we
lived next to everyone. It was January 13, 2005
and Swamiji cameout for Darshan—it was magnificent! | felt so peace-
ful when| met himfor thefirst time. Inthemorning, we hiked up the hill.
Thesunrisewasatremendoussight. It waslikethefruit of Hanuman. He
thought it wasagiant ripe orangefruit. 2

| discovered my way to make
paint. | got aclean coconut shell and
really powdery brick and put alittle
water inand made paint. | alsoliked
chanting. David said he saw
Hanuman when hechantedso |l tried
chanting too so | could see
Hanuman. Wewent to theflower cer-
emony. That iswhen you chant and
giveaflower to Matgji and Papafor
an offering. | carved in wood to
make an incense holder. The next
day wehiked up thehill, it was so peaceful, likel could fly. My imagina-
tion wasrunning off again. David and | had aspiritual talk. It waslikel
was glued to what he was saying. Then | understood what the Astral
World was and the Ajnaand what past liveshad to do with God redliza-
tion. Thenext day wewent on acruisewith other peoplefrom the ashram.
We went on the beach and played tag and raced a lot. | taught some
gymnasticsto somekids| met. | also brought my Italian friend, whois
home schooled too and goes all over the placeto visit. Thelast day, the
25th, | drew picturesfor Swamiji. Hegave meagood look intheeye, a
good one. Wewoke at 4:00 am. And | eft for thetrain. | think | got what
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| cameto Indiafor. | wasto meet Swamiji before he passed on. | had
really good experiencesthere. It waswonderful to beinIndia

Ragu’s House

Wetook atrainto Ragu’shouse. That’swherewewere going to stay
until weleft totheairport. Thetrain was not as nice asthe other because
there weren’t beds and the seats weren't as clean. | drew alot of pic-
turesand Hindi words. | aso met aboy and he played my Game Boy for
awhile. Dad wasfalling aseep on thetrain and we both felt kind of sick.
Later we arrived at Ragu’s house. It
was anice, big house and the outside
had sand and there are a lot of god
statues everywhere. Vishnu, their son
let me play on the computer, aracing
game. Later we went on a boat tour.
We saw areally nice hotel and some
shops, one man was bribing dad to buy
a chess set, a small one for 400 ru-
pees. It was funny. We saw dolphins
jumping, but a first my dad thought they
were sharks. After the tour Dad and
Raguand | went al over town to handi-
craft storesto find giftsfor everyone.
Itiscool that you can find brasscarv-
ings. Also the shopkeeper followed you
around to help out with thingsyou might
belooking for inthe store. The next day wewent to theairport to go to
Singapore. On SingaporeAir therearealot of movieswhenyou fly over
the Pacific Ocean. Ontheplanel started to missAnandashram—Iikethe
food, and al the peoplethere, especially Swamiji. | felt likel could live
therefor along time. In my journal | wrote about every day | spentin
India. It waslovely.

1 Jenrri (age 12) has written here about his visit to one of the St. Thomas
sitesin and around Chennai, which actually took place before he reached
Tiruvannamali where Ramanashram is located.

2 Jenrri is referring to story in the Ramayana where Hanuman mistook
the sun for an orange.
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Pope John Paul 11

(May 18, 1920-April 2, 2005)
[From: Life Commemor ative Magazine, A Tribute (pp. 33-34), 2005]

...longhaired, insurrectionist, aesthete
...butitisinadequateto categorizetheyoung
man who would become John Paul 11 as
merely abohemian. Theterm canimply ca-
sualness, evenalassitude or acertainindo-
lence. It summonsup imagesof cafelifeor
saloon life. Wartime demands stronger stuff
than bohemianism.

...Wojtylaneeded employment to avoid
deportation to aGerman forced-labor camp.
He was a quarryman from 1940 to 1941,
thenaworker inacaugtic sodachemicd plant
in’41and’42. Later inlife, helooked back warmly on hiscoworkersin
both places. “ The managers of thequarry, who were Poles, tried to spare
usstudentsfrom the heaviest work. In my case, they mademetheassis-
tant to therock-blaster: hisnamewasFranciszek Labus. | remember him
because hewould occasionally say thingslike: ‘Karol, you should bea
priest. You haveagood voiceand will sngwell; thenyou' |l beal set. ..
Hesadthisinal smplicity, expressng aview thenwidely heldin society
about how priestslived. Thesewordsof theold work man havestuck in

Karol'sfather had urgedit, Archbishop Sepiehahad urgedit, thiswork-
mannow urgedit....and asothat curiouslittleman, thetailor in Krakow,
the onewho led Wojtylato thewritingsof the sainted Carmelite mystics
Teresaof Avilaand John of the Cross. Jan Tyranowski wasthe man’s
name. Hemet Wojtylaat aweekly church discussion group in February
1940. Tyranowski quickly became hismentor in spiritual matters; hebe-
camethemost influentia personintheyoung man’slifewhen on Febru-
ary 18, 1941, the senior Karol Wojtyladied of aheart attack, leaving his
sonwithout family. Tyranowski spent hoursconsoling hisdistraught friend,
talking about life, about God. (1n 1949 Father Wojtylawould remember
thelate Tyranowski asan “ apostle. . . someoneredlly saintly.”)
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After meeting Tyranowski, Wojtylabecame particularly enthralled by
thewritingsof John of the Cross. Hewould later write, in adissertation,
that the 16th century Spaniard had shown prayer to be“amystical expe-
rience’ leadingtoan*inner unionwith God.” At thesametimethat Karol
Wojtylawas determining that the theater was not histruevocation, he
wasdetermining aswell that he should becomeacontemplativefriar. He
petitioned Sapiehanot once but thrice on thismatter, and threetimeshe
was denied permission to enter amonastery. The archbishop had been
impressed by Lolek Wojtyla s presence, hisability to communicatethe
word of God,
his ability to
reach and help
others. Sapieha
didn'twant this
powerful indi-
vidud leadinga
monk’s life,
cloistered away.
Sapieha felt
God had de-
vised adifferent
planfor Wojtyla
Now that Wojtylawas striding toward God, hewould one day perceive
the plan. Or so Sapiehahoped.

Certainly Wojtyladid not capitul ate to Sapiehain pursuing the priest-
hood. He chosetheroad willingly. Later inlifehetold hisfriend and
biographer, Tad Szule, “ After my father’sdesath. . . | gradually became
awareof my true path. | wasworking at aplant and devoting myself, as
far astheterrorsof the occupation alowed, to my tastefor literatureand
drama. My priestly vocation took shapeinthemidst of all that, likean
inner fact of unquestionable and absolute clarity. Thefollowing year, in
theautumn, | knew that | wascalled.”

In October 1942, Sapiehaorganized asecret seminary, employing a
few surviving faculty membersfrom still-shuttered Jagiellonian Univer-
sity. Wojtylawas one of ten men chosen to take classesin the school’s
first year. For two years, lectureswere given at various spotsthroughout
Krakow, but in 1944 the seminariansfled further underground when
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Sapieha decided he had to hide his students within the Krakow
archdiocesan center for the duration of thewar.

BeforeWojtylaentered hissequester on February 29, hehadtheironic
experience of having hislife saved by aGerman officer. Whilewalking
homefromwork, hewas struck by atruck. He hit hishead onthe side-
walk and lay unconscious by the side of theroad. A German command
car stopped, and the officer saw to it that Wojtylawas hastened to a
hospital, where hewasfound to have abrain concussion. Herecovered,
joined Sapiehaand the othersinside thewallsand progressed toward
priesthood.

Father Wojtyla[later Pope John Paul 11] never travelled without his
breviary; no day went by without intense sessions of prayer, he prayed
upon waking, he prayed rhythmically while walking, he prayed after
mealsand before bed. Ashe prayed hefound himself mystically trans-
formed, lifted toward God: “ We begin with theimpression that it’'s our
initiative, but it'salways God'sinitiative within us.” He believed God
always listened, and that prayer could affect events on earth as well
as in the hereafter.

Jesus on a Lotus, at St. Thomas Basilica, Chennai, India
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TheChelaWho Tried To Get Away

by Rob Ivie

As | look back over my life, the
singlegreatest regret isthat, yearsago,
| left the Pacific Northwest and sev-
ered my intimatetiesand spiritud train-
ing with the Reverend Mother
YogacharyaHamilton.

Shortly after returning frommy first
triptoIndia, | awokeonemorning, and
roseimmediately, stretching my arms
upward, to shout a loud, desperate,
wholehearted prayer intotheethers: “If
there’'sAnybody out there, please send
someoneto teachme!” Through adi-
vinely guided chain of events, asan undeniableresponseto my soul call,
Mother was the one that God led me to. The year before, | had read
Autobiography of a Yogi by Paramhansa Yogananda. | was introduced
to thisawesome masterpiece, my all-timefavorite book, through adear
friend, Jm Kinnard. Unexpectedly he appearsacoupleof dayslater at my
door, evidently inspired at thetime of my prayer to hitchhikeall theway
from Montanato my cabin on PineLakein Issaquah. Asit turned out, his
nephew in Seattle, being one of Mother’ssmall circle of studentsat the
time, took Jimto seeher. “You' ve got to meet thisincrediblelady who'sa
direct discipleof Yogananda; sheknew everything about me!” hereported
with great excitement. After placing her addressin my hands, Jim was
back on the road, mission accomplished. Unannounced | arrived thefol-
lowing Wednesday evening at the exact time that the weekly discourse
and meditation were scheduled to begin! Severa hourslater, after every-
one else had gone, thisremarkablewoman in her late sixtiesand | were
seated cross-legged on thefloor. She gazed deeply into my eyesand pro-
clamed: “Rab, | knew you were coming!”

Someweeks|ater, | was making, yet another, one of my hour-long pil-
grimagesto her home. However, on that particular evening, | happened to
bein avery troubled state of mind and was harboring such thoughts as,
“She'sjust an oldlady who hasread alot of spiritual booksand memorized
theteachings.” | almost turned back on several occasions, but finally de-
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cided to check it out for onelast time. As| entered her apartment, adeep
peace began to envel op me and till the chaos and confusion running ram-
pant in my mind. M other appeared from aback room where she had been
meditating for thelast hour, aswas her custom before each of these gath-
erings, and sat in an armchair with her gaze turned upwards, fixed at the
third eyein theforehead. Shethen proceeded to speak directly from Spirit.
One by one she specifically addressed each of the half-dozen or so doubts
that had assaulted me so brutally during my drive over there, butinsuch a
manner that it was relevant and useful for everyone else present. | was
transported word by word into an expanding state of awareness and the
resultant bliss. My body kept growing lighter and lighter, until it felt likel

was floating in space. Then Mother’s gaze returned once again to the
world of outer form. As she continued to talk at length, she kept making
eye contact with every last person in theroom, with the sole exception of
myself eventhough | was seated directly infront of her. Finally when her
teachings had flowed to an end, she looked at me for the first time that
evening, and said with asmile: “Well, Rob, | hopethat answersall your
questions!”

Duringmy stay in Indial had contracted amoebic dysentery. Sometime
later | wasforced to stop in Afghanistan dueto my weakened condition,
whiletraveling overland back to Europe and finally resort to acourse of
antibiotics specifically designed to knock out the pernicious disease. How-
ever, for months thereafter, | was plagued with recurrent bouts of the
dreadful symptoms—acuteinflammation and severe griping painsin my
digestivetract, and watery diarrhea several timesaday. But stool tests,
once | was back in the States, failed to reveal any parasites. So | pretty
much resolved myself to thefact that | had some mysteriousand possibly
incurableailment. My parentsand | were about to depart for along week-
end at our cabininthe San Juan |slandswhen another bout started to come
on. | decided not to say anything, and to simply grinand bear it. Then, to
my great surprise, | suddenly felt fine, and continued to do so throughout
our entire outing. Assoon aswereturned home| called Mother, and the
first thing she said was, “By any chance, do you have amoebic dysen-
tery?’ | had never ever mentioned it to her. “Why, yes, Mother, how did
you know?’ Then shereplied, “ Threedaysago | camedownwith all the
symptomsbut now they’ refinally gone. And, Rob, as| wastuningin, you
kept coming tomind.” Shetold methat God had used her asan instrument
to take on my diseaselong enough for meto be permanently healed. And
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soit cameto pass! Sincethen I’ veread anumber of accounts about mas-
ters who could al so transmute negative Karmathrough various means
and, thus, lighten theloadsof their disciples.

Ah, the gracethat flowsthrough atrue guru! But the greatest miracle,
by far, was how we werelifted up in the power of Mother’s presence—
beyond the body and mind—into Spirit timeandtimeagain! Sheoftenused
to say, “ Through total forgetfulness of self comestotal remembrance of
God.” Onecannot overly stresstheimportance of thisdirect experience of
gpiritual transmission that passes down through an enlightened lineage. It
becomesinddlibly inscribed upon your consciousness, and empowersyou
with not only tremendousinspiration, but also the strength and courage
necessary, for treading this path that leadsto Self-realization.

| remember, all too well, how Mother
made thefollowing very public announce-
ments, on two different occasions, before
everyone present at her Sunday service:

“Rob doesn’t like my poetry and, quite
frankly, | don’t likehiseither.”

And

“Rob, we don’t smoke anything on the
spiritual path!”

| can only chuckle knowingly now as|
writedown thesewords, how absolutely per-
fect! My negativity at thetime and itsfal se perceptions, along with this
addictive nature of minegot nailed to thewall for all to plainly see. She
could suretweak your ego, and rattleits cage, when God wanted her to!
As Master used to say, “You must not only meditate, but also learn to
behave. To have spiritual consciousnessisto beableto do thosethingsthat
areinyour highest interest.” I’ ve realized over the yearsthat true love
sometimes hasto be tough and wield abig stick. But back then | didn’t
know that, and carried alot of pain as| kept struggling with my issues of
self-esteem. And with the blind arrogance of youth, | couldn’t help but
judge her, and continued to doubt the state of her spiritual attainment, in
spiteof all theexperiences!’ vejust described! That ignorance knowsno
limitsisall onecanredly say.

Mother was, infact, amystic who spokethe highest truth from her own
realization. No one hastouched me so deeply onasoul level, or taught me
so much about the path of meditation. Shewasan emanation of the Divine




Page24 TheCrossand TheL otusJournal

Mother overflowing with purelove and spiritual power, yet at the same
time so down to earth and human, the embodi ment of absolute humility
itself—complete and total surrender to God. One of her favorite sayings
was, “| teach balancein all things.” Shewasnot only my guru, but my dear
friend aswell. Wewould go out for dinner on occasion, or to the movies,
And once | was served the most del ectable vegetarian meal that she’'d
prepared with her very own loving hands; therewaseven mangoice cream
for dessert. Among my most cherished memories of Mother were the
eveningsthat sheinvited meto her home, and then spokefor hours about
God whilegazing right through meinto thevery core of my being. How her
eyeswould sparkle! Eachtimel would stagger back home, every cell of
my body permeated with divinebliss, likeaman drunk on Spirit.

Thelast timeMother and | were alone together was at a Chineseres-
taurant. | had been her closedisciplefor over threeand ahalf years. Soon
thereafter | departed for India, and graduate studiesin Eastern philosophy
and religion but, asfate would haveit, became a Buddhist monk instead.
We were seated on thefloor at alow tablein our own private enclosure.
After adelightful meal she asked. “Rob, what do you seeright now?” It
was ablinding whiteluminosity emanating from her formto eclipsethe
rice-paper wallsall around us! Then sheproclaimed, “ That’swhat | seein
you, too.” Verily, the guru is the mirror of one’s soul! The great sage,
Shankaracharya, oncewrote: “Lifeisfragile and unstablelike adrop of
water on alotus leaf. The company of a divine personage, even for a
moment, can save and redeem us.” Mother wasborn on Christmas Day
and passed away in Mahasamadhi over a decade ago. Her astrological
chartswerefilled with the most extraordinary signsand spiritual configu-
rations. How fortunate we are to have known such aone as she!

Asaconsequenceof my Tibetan Buddhist trainingin Mahamudrawhich
isto meditate directly without form on thetrue nature of Mind, I’ ve been
ableto stand back completely, at times, and witness my sense of ego ob-
jectively asaseparate entity. Becauseit arises dueto conditions, namely
ignorance, and passes away in the pure awareness of transcendental wis-
dom, itisimpermanent and, thus, void of self, according to the Buddha's
teachings. In other words, the ego isunreal becauseit has no independent
natureof itsown, or “self” if you will, that isever-present and unchanging.
The pure awareness of enlightened Mind is often described in the sutras
asbeing likeclear, open, limitlessspace. Thesearetheonly two* dharmas,”
or phenomena, that are unconditioned and, thus, real because they do not
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change. However, when ignoranceis superimposed on pure awareness,
like clouds against an empty sky, then the direct experience of Redlity is
polarized into subject and object, pleasure and pain, good and bad, and so
on. A sense of separation, or ego, ariseswithin, and theworld of duality is
then perceived without. Asthethird Patriarch of Zen so beautifully put it:
“The Great Way is not difficult for those who have no preferences, But
makethe dightest distinction, and heaven and earth are set infinitely apart.”
Or, according to a Japanese Zen master: “Before Enlightenment, there
wasthetemplebell and me. After Enlightenment therewasonly thering-
ing.” Theclear discrimination of thismost fundamenta of polarities, and
the root cause of suffering—the witness, as subject, and the ego, as ob-
ject—can be asteppingstone, or portal, to the highest, non-dual, mystical
state of consciousness. In Mahamudra, thisiscalled theredization of One
Taste, the union of Great Bliss and Emptiness, at the very heart of the
Buddha's teachings. Thisiswhere it’'s at, or where the ego isn’t! The
experienceisthat of letting go of everything you are not, atotal release
into“nothing,” or Emptiness, asyou embrace the spontaneously-arising
Great Blissin the timeless flow of pure awareness. Sounds good! And
thank you, Mother, for my first “ pointing-out instructions” asmy lama,
L opon Tchechu Rimpoche, would call them. May al become enlightened!

I’veled amost interesting and unusual life, indeed, although it hasn’t
alwaysbeen easy. Like an actor on astage, | played my variousroles—
commercia salmon fisherman; English teacher in Japan; chef at anatural
foodscafé staff member of ameditation retreat center on Maui; doctor of
naturopathic medicine, and real estate agent selling timesharesat afive-
star resort in picturesque SedonaArizona. I’ ve moved from placeto place
inAmerica, and traveled or lived in morethan fifty countries. I’ vebeenin
an on-and-off, long-term relationship withawoman who's still amystery
to me. | feel so badly that she had to suffer so. Iswari will soon, as it
appears, beresiding at her beloved guru’sashram outside of Bangalore.
I’'msoglad for her. Thislifeisbut afleeting dream like afading star at
dawn, and abubblein astream. Mother, your words were never lost on
me. | can still remember many of them verbatim. However, | should have
listened awee bit more attentively when you warned me once, “Raob, you
haveastrong tendency to vacillate!” I’ ve been avagabond, arestless soul
in quest of hisone true passion, the meaning of existence. Where did |
come from? Who am 1? And where am | going? | no longer have any
desire, whatsoever, to wander any more. So finally | make my stand, to
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find the blisswhereit has
always been, right here
deep downinsideof me.

Shortly after my arrival
in India, this being my
fourth pilgrimage to this
ancient and most hallowed
of lands, | wasinexplicably
drawnto Anandashramin
the southern state of
Kerala. Therel met David, Mother’s spiritual successor, who so kindly
shared anumber of heart-moving stories about our guru, and all that had
transpired since she and | had parted ways so long ago. David aso de-
scribed the many changes he’ d been through, and some of hisinnermost
experiencesand revelations. | realized, in the very depths of my soul, that
thosetimesback when I’ d sat at Mother’s blessed feet had been the most
inspired yearsof my life. And that nothing hasfilled mewith asgreat a
blissasthe practice of KriyaYogathat shetaught, as passed down to her
by the Master, Paramhansa Y ogananda, though an unbroken enlightened
lineage, al theway back to the Great AvataraBabagji!

1 awoke one morning, afew monthsago, with pure devotion radiating
like the sun from the center of my heart chakra. | had fallen asleep the
night beforewhilerepeating over and over again, “Mother, am| your dis-
ciple?’ Long ago sheoncetold me: “ Thecrux of your problemiswithyour
father.” | did not ask her why. Now | know it was rejection. He was a
good man, of lofty moral character, with apowerful intellect and will, and
extremely successful intheworld. But hewasa so emotionally undemon-
strative, and could be so cold, and judgmental in hissilence. | havefinaly
learned that the validation of who you are can only befound within! The
realization dawned that, at times, | had felt rejected by my guru, too, as
strange as that might seem. It was only the wounds | bore. She wasthe
love of my life. No one has shown me Spirit asshe hasdone. Shelovesme
now, and awayshas. Oh how knowing that healsmy soul! Lifeisso sweet
when the nectar of divineloveisflowingto and through me. Oh, my God,
set mefree! And | know that I’ ve alwayswanted to bejust like her—an
enlightened being guiding otherson the path to liberation. Mother, you are
my very heart. Accept measyour chelaand devotee! | vow to beayogi,
to practiceKriyaYoganight and day, and to get downto “thereal work to
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bedone,” my own God-realization! Therewere so many things| should
have asked, and ways | could have served her, that slipped past me un-
awares. Butintheend, it'swhat | do with the teachingsthat she gave, and
thelove shenurtured in my heart. And when thisdreamisfinally done, we
will meet againfor God isone! Well, Mother, your chela, who tried to get
away, isback and right on track, riding the M oksha Express bound for the
Infiniteand Eternal already and alwayshereand now...

I’ ve practiced Tibetan Buddhism over the last twenty-fiveyears. It's
true that my lama’s initiation into Mahamudra and each of his
empowermentswerelikethunderbolts passing through me! And | made
some absolutely phenomenal connectionswith the Kagyu lineagewhen |
traveled through Tibet. Mahamudra, and Phowawhichistheart of con-
sciousdying, havebeeninvauablegiftsthat | still practicewholeheartedly.

However, in retrospect, thetangible blessings| received from theKriya
YogaMasters, back when that lineage had my full devotion even though
for arelatively much shorter span of time, werefar greater, indeed. They
have always been morethan willing to stay in contact although, with this
ever-restlessmind of mine, I’m not always that easy to get through to!
And now, that iswhere my soul allegiancelies, and those teachingsare
again my primary sadhana.

Oncel wasrunning avery highfever and, at the sametime, whenever
| closed my eyes, and gazed upward, radiant light would flood my inner
vision. Finally it wasa Saturday night, and | offered aspontaneousprayer
for healing, as| wanted so much to attend Mother’s Sunday service. Then
| heard avoice, asplain asday, inside my head say, “Don’t worry, inthe
morning you' |l be perfectly normal!” —as| happened to catch the gaze of
Yoganandaji from apicturethat hung uponthewall. When | wokeup, | felt
great and my thermometer reading was exactly dead onthelittlered tri-
angle—indicating 98.6!

Another time, during asolitary retreat, Master appeared to mein, what
seemed to be, alucid dream. We sat facing one another in the full-lotus
posture, and he proceeded to do onefull round of KriyaYoga, which takes
over an hour, counting off each deep yogic breath completed on amala of
108 large rudrakshya beads that was around hiswaist. Not aword was
spoken. I nstead, he communicated with metelepathically viathe spiritual
eyeand gave mevery explicitinstructionsasto all the subtle nuances of
the practice. Then he was gone. However, the next night he appeared
againjust long enoughto say, “Last night wasnot adream!”
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Yogi Rob’s" Cave’ inthe Himalayas

To the West of my hermitage | can see the very tip of the Badrinath
peaks, beyond which liesthe abode of Babaji where he attained enlighten-
ment at the age of sixteen. His teachers were said to be two of the
Mahas ddhas (Great Adepts) of southern Indiawho had reached the state
of immortality. Asincredulous asit may seem, ParamhansaYogananda
claimsBabaji has overcome death itself and remainsin an ever-youthful
body to assist in theevolution of mankind. All | know isthat one, being the
most strikingly profound, of al of my treasured spiritual experiencestesti-
fiesto that possibility. | have shared thiswith only ahandful of people
throughout the yearsbut feel inspired to do so now. Onenight | wassitting
beforethe atar in our meditation room on Maui. All of asudden radiant
pinpointsof light began to manifestinacorner of theroom and dowly took
thelife-azeform of Babgji! Whether it wasalight-body or hisactua physica
form| do not know eventothisday! He stood with hisright hand raisedin
silent blessing for sometime, and then dowly disappeared onceagaindis-
solving back into light. Without saying aword, | looked over at |swari’s
awe-stricken face, and asked her to describe what she had just seen. It
was absol utely identical with my own experience. Wow!

In conclusion, there seemsto be no barrier known as death when you
are dealing with the omni science and omnipresence of fully realized be-
ings. How liberating it isto know that time and space are no obstacle, and
their divine guidanceisawaystherewhenever | truly needit. Givemea
buzz, Mother! Hi, Master! Jai Satgurudeval -December 2003
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L oon Lake Retreat
by YogacharyaDavid Hickenbottom

Upon returning
from Indiawe met
for our Spring Re-
treat at Loon Lake.
Loon Lake is a
beautiful settingfor
our time together;
hills, trees, a lake
and someblueskies
al combinedtohelp
usal feel asif the
city and its clamor
had been eft far be-
hind.

Wefocused on Master’sLessons as our special areaof concentra-
tion. Wetensed and relaxed in various posturesto the Energi zation Exer-
cises, practiced holding the cup filled with the oil of realization while
indillnessandin activity, and meditated ontheexperienceof feding God's
Will activating thebody, mind and will.

These practicesall camefrom Master’slessons. Indeed, wehavea
rich source of wisdom, practical techniques, poetry and storiesin our
Param-Guru’ swords.

How wonderful to get together at the Loon Lake Retreat with sincere
souls, questing for slf-improvement and Salf-Redlization. Indeed, there
isno better company to keep!

Stephanie & Tonia
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Geradine& David
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Alexander isthe grandson of George & Christine Baldigara
and Paul & CelinaCihelka.

Jonni, Carla& Corliss—Mother’s Mahasamadhi, Anandashram

Calendar of Events
June 19 Father’s Day

20 Summer Solstice (9:47 p.m. PDT)
ay 1 Canada Day

4 Independence Day

21 Guru Purnima

25

Babaji’s Remembrance Day

August 10 Papa’'s Mahasamadhi Day

Sept. 22 Fall Equinox (3:21 p.m. PST)
26 Lahiri Mahasaya's Mahasamadhi Day
30 Lahiri Mahasaya s Jayanthi Day

Journal Editors: Larry & CateKoler




AsaSoul you arelikeafish swimminginasea, aseaof Bliss. But
so oftentimesyou don’t know it. Awaken to thereal nature of this
universe. Itisajoyful expression of God'sal-mighty, al-intelligent,
everywhere-found Presence! And, you arethat!

YogacharyaDavid Hickenbottom

Changeyoursdf andyou have
doneyour part in changing the
world. Every individual must
changehisownlifeif hewants
toliveinapeaceful world. The
world cannot become peacef ul
unlessand until you yoursdlf be-
gintowork toward peace. Itis
only by removing hatefrom our
hearts that we can live a
Chridlikelife.

Paramhansa Yogananda

K now that an omnipotent Power
which cangrant you independent
happiness, strength and peace
ever seeks revealment in you.
Throw open the doors of your
soul so that this Power may
flood your being with pure ec-
Sasy—may permeateyour intel-
lect, mind, sensesand body with
aninexplicablejoy. Permit this
Divine Power withinyouto en-
tirely transformyour lifetoone
of light, wisdomandbliss.
Swami Ramdas

Nalini (center), preparing flower offerings and garlandsfor daily puja.




