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Dear Deshantari members,

We are proud to present another edition of Lipika, full of poems, paintings, interesting and
informative articles, nostalgic stories and other creative pieces from young and old. We also
have received some gorgeous photos that will capture your imagination. As usual, Shubhayan
Roy has delighted us with his cover-page.

While there were some who sent us their contributions happily and willingly, it was not that easy
to collect other submissions. Some of us who would like to see this precious initiative thrive had
to beg, cajole and "twist arms" of many. | am sure you will agree that the end result was worth
all the trouble and will convince everyone that Lipika deserves the attention, encouragement
and contributions from all of you.

| wish you all a very enjoyable Puja celebration,

Dr. Jharna Chatterjee, Editior, Lipika
October, 2010
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In the land of Gods:
From Mumbai to Mahabaleshwar

Dr. Subhash C. Biswas

It's the onset of summer. Flowers have started blooming in vibrant colours. Thick
green foliage has covered everywhere that one can see. Clean air, blue sky and
plentiful sun — the most desirable summer conditions — have created a greatly
enjoyable atmosphere. It's no wonder that Canada is a beautiful place to be in
during summer time. Tourists flock in great numbers to visit Canada during the
summer season. But what do the Canadians themselves do in summer for
vacation? Well, obviously most of them choose to remain in Canada and visit
their own country from coast to coast. Leaving Canada at this time and going for
visiting a tropical country may be considered an unwise or unusual decision that
may be liked by those who take pride in going opposite to the normal trend.
Nevertheless, Godadhar, a veteran medical professional, has been engaged in
serious planning for a trip to India during its peak summer time.

Godadhar doesn’t notice that Kamalika has been standing beside him for a while.
His eyes are fixed on the computer screen while musing on his plan. When
Kamalika comes to his notice, he gets surprised.

“How do you suddenly pop up here?” asks Godadhar.

“Pop up? NO, not suddenly, | have been standing here for ages like a wooden
doll and anxiously waiting for the moment when you will turn your head from the
ever-enticing ubiquitous internet and grace me with a glance,” Kamalika says
sarcastically. “You are planning for a trip, aren’t you? | hope it's western Canada
this summer, like Banff, Jasper, Lac Louise and beyond.”

‘I have a surprise for you,” Godadhar says with a meaningful smile. “We are
going to India and I'm sure you will like it.”

“India! During summer time! It's hot to the extreme there. No, | don’t think it's a
good idea to wither away our vacation in scorching heat and choking pollution.”
Kamalika doesn’t try to hide her disagreement with whatever plan Godadhar
might have in mind.

“Umm, | get the turbulence before even boarding the plane,” responds Godadhar
in his usual humorous way. “You know Indranath has been transferred to
Mumbai recently, and Meenakshi and little Priyanka have already joined him
there. They would like us to visit them in Mumbai this summer. In his last e-mail,
Indra has proposed an excellent tour program.”



“What is the program?” Kamalika very eagerly leans forward towards the screen,
as if the tour program will flash before her eyes.

“We will visit Khandala, Lonavala, Mahabaleshwar, Panchgani, etc, etc.”
Godadhar gradually reveals the program.

“Mahabaleshwar! Oh my! It's the most beautiful place on Earth. The temperature
there is at its best during the summer season.” Kamalika finds it difficult to
contain her excitement. Words burst out of her mouth wrapped up in loud
laughter. Her face glows with joy and enthusiasm. Of course, Mahabaleshwar is
a wonderful hill station to visit. And there are many smaller hill towns near around
that are equally attractive. Moreover, Indranath, Meenakshi and Priyanka make
an excellent company to be with. Especially, young Priyanka makes the visit all
the more enjoyable.

“And that's not all; Indra also plans to visit the Ajanta and Ellora caves.”
Godadhar unfolds the plan further while looking at Kamalika to watch the reaction
on her face and to see what more expression of excitement she could display.
Kamalika has been talking about Ajanta and Ellora for years. This tour plan
comes to her as godsend.

“Heat, pollution, crowd — | can compromise all if | get to visit the caves. We must
go.” Kamalika, wonder-struck, declares with acclamation. A beatific smile
spreads across her face.

“Indra would also like to include Goa in the program, if we could afford time and
energy,” Godadhar says in a flat tone showing no enthusiasm. He knows
Kamalika has no fascination for seas and beeches.

“Goa can wait for another time in future. Now let us get prepared for the other
two exciting tours.” Kamalika draws a full stop in the conversation keeping the
Goa beeches at bay.

Predicament in Paris

So the preparation for the summer trip to India gets started. All travellers are
quite aware how cautious one should be to be fully prepared for such trips,
especially for the flights and entry to foreign countries. And in spite of all
preparations and precautions, the trip may end up being eventful with
undesirable events. This trip of Godadhar’s has been one of this kind. They have
little idea of what is waiting for them in the Charles de Gaulle Airport in Paris.
After landing in Paris, they find themselves totally helpless in the huge airport
terminal amidst thousands of rushing passengers. They need boarding passes
for the connecting Airline whose check-in counter is nowhere to be found. They
run around here and there in the airport desperately looking for help. A passing-
by airport personnel advises them to take a shuttle and go to another terminal
where they might get some help.

Only an hour or so is left for the connecting flight. The shuttle service is not as
frequent as one would like in such circumstances. The situation gets tense
enough to make them worry. When they arrive in the designated terminal, they
find themselves fallen in fire from frying pan. This is the terminal with gates from



where planes take off. Nobody should be here without a boarding pass. In utter
frustration and total desperation, they try to enquire from whatever source of
information that comes in sight. Seeing their helpless condition, one personnel
agrees to help. She telephons a few places and then advises them to go to a
certain gate where they will find the proper counter. But they will have to run,
because the plane is almost ready to take off. So they run and run; they have
never run like this before in their entire life. The other passengers amusingly look
at the running spectacles. But their ordeal is not over yet.

They are surprised finding their running course ending at the last check point
where passengers are boarding the plane — the one that they are also supposed
to board. The sight of the plane gives them some cool satisfaction of finally
arriving at a proper spot. But, oh no, where are the boarding passes? They are
obviously stopped by the checker and are told that they can’t board without a
boarding pass and that the plane is full. So there is absolutely no chance for this
flight. Enough is enough! After all that hustle they have gone through for the last
two hours, this disheartening end result comes to them as a sledge hammer
slammed on the head. The modesty and patience of Godadhar is by any rate
proverbial. But the inordinate agony from this ordeal shatters the rigid wall of his
patience. He strongly condemns the Airlines for the enormous difficulties they
have just gone through. He even issues a legal threat for mismanagement and
harassment. And it works. A lady in the uniform of the Airlines appears and very
courteously and apologetically assures Godadhar that everything will be taken
care of and they will fly by this flight. They are rewarded with two first class
boarding passes.

Khandala and Lonavala

The remaining part of the journey ending at Mumbai is like a fairy tale. After a
day’s rest, Indranath opens up the tour programs. The tour starts the next day for
Khandala and Lonavala, the twin hill stations situated amongst the hills and
valleys of the Sahyadri mountain range. An old friend of Godadhar, Dr.
Sunderkant Desali, lives in Pune. A visit to the Desai family is extremely desirable
after such a long time; but it cannot be accommodated within the short time
frame. So a telephone conversation settles for a meeting at Khandala as the best
compromise.



On the way to Khandala

Khandala is located at about 100 km southeast of Mumbai. There are good
national highways to go to Khandala. It should not take more than an hour to
reach. But Mumbai is a big and busy city — one of the highly crowded cities of the
world. Its traffic congestion has earned notoriety in the world. It takes an hour to
come out of the city, despite the fact that Indra’s residence is quite close to the
edge of the city. To reach Khandala, one has to climb through the infamous
Borghat which is an arduous slope — about a height of 370 m over a distance of 8
km. This journey by road is itself an interesting sightseeing. One can see and
admire the nature’s bounty, hills, valleys and waterfalls. Priyanka, sleeping all the
way, wakes up to the splendid view.

“Look dad, we are on the hills now, oh, how beautiful! Dad, look...” she exclaims.
“Wait till we reach the top, I’'m still climbing. And don't disturb me like this while |
drive.” These words of Indra fall on Priyanka as a splash of cold water on the
face and put off her excitement. She drops back on her seat.

Once at the top, they look around. “Wow! It's a wonderful panoramic view — lush
green hills and valleys all around us,” says Indra, who hardly shows any emotion.
“We are at a height of 625 m.” Little Priyanka jumps with excitement.

“Look dad, many monkeys down the slope.”

“Yes sweety, they live here. This hill is known as Monkey Point.”

“Monkeys are smart, Priyanka,” says Godadhar. “They have chosen a beautiful
place to live — good temperature and enough food from the visitors year round.”



Monkey Point in Khandala

Kamalika looks around to find Dr. Desai in the predetermined spot. A young girl
comes forward. Kamalika, surprised at the first sight, recognizes her immediately.
“You are Ranjana, aren’t you? Oh my, you have grown so tall.”

“Hey, who is this beautiful girl?” Godadhar comes close to them.

“This is Ranjana, don’t you recognize?” says Kamalika.

“Last time | saw you, you were like this little girl, Priyanka.” Godadhar is amused
seeing Ranjana after such a long time. “But where is your father, Ranjana? |
don’t see Sunderkant here.”

“Father couldn’t make it. He had to leave on a short notice for New Delhi for an
urgent meeting of Directors. He felt extremely sorry for this.”

Ranjana Desai, a geophysicist, works in Pune, about 69 km from here. Ranjana
and Priyanka become friendly with each other. Priyanka, especially, is
mesmerized by Ranjana’s charming personality and loving big-sister attitude.
Both carry on with their incessant conversation. Ranjana says, “You know
Priyanka, this magnificent view and lovely atmosphere have drawn many film
makers here for shooting.”

“Do you know whose house is that?” Ranjana points her finger to a beautiful
resort house on the top of a near-by hill. “That is the summer residence of the
famous Bollywood star Shahrukh Khan.”

Indra says it's time to leave Monkey Point now. Nobody has the mood to leave
this picturesque hill top. But there are many more places to see and we will not
be able to cover all, Indra warns. Ranjana suggests they visit Lonavala first and



then other places like Rajmachi Park, Ryewood, Duke’'s Nose, Tiger's Leap,
Kune Falls and Lion’s Point. There are many places of tourist attraction here —
lakes, forts, waterfalls, etc. Godadhar says the vast tapestry of beautiful hills and
deep green valleys spread all around us is itself an awesome tourist attraction.

Lonavala is only 5 km from Khandala; one has to get down the valley and then
climb to the Lonavala hill. It's a hill town with a population of about 100 000. It's
bigger than Khandala, and equally beautiful; no, the beauty here is
overwhelming. The nature has specially adorned this place creating a visual
bonanza. There are lakes, there are waterfalls and there are historic forts. No
wonder, Lonavala is lovingly called “Jewel of the Sahyadri”. The vast expanse of
the mountain range is visible from here. The numerous hill tops and valleys in
gorgeous green charm the eyes that refuse to blink and fill the mind with
heavenly pleasure.

“I see mountains have filled up all of Maharastra. Isn’t there any plane land
here?” Priyanka’s observation is interesting.

Ranjana says, “Yes Priyanka, there are lots of flat lands in Maharastra. The
Sahyadri range covers a lot of land along the western edge of India, from
Gujarat-Maharastra border south of Tapti river to the southern tip,
Kanyakumarika. It's about 1600 km long.”

“Why is this range called Sahyadri? What does it mean?” Priyanka is always
curious.

“Sahyadri is a Sanskrit word that means tolerant or benevolent mountain. This
range is also called Western Ghats; ghat means step or valley in Hindi and also
in Marathi.” Ranjana tries to satisfy her curiosity.

“You know Priyanka; this range was formed millions and millions of years ago
when the land we call India drifted from a super continent. Africa, South America,
Australia, India all were together in this super continent called Gondwana.”
“Gondwana? Another bizarre name!”

“No, it's interesting. The initial name was Gondavana that means forest of Gond
in Sanskrit. Gond is an ancient tribe of central India.”

Godadhar says, “enough of geology, now let us go to a restaurant and relax on a
delicious lunch; it's already late.” When everybody gathers around the dinner
table, the conversation starts with Priyanka’s interesting query.

“Lonavala should mean somebody who sells lona, and | don’t know what lona is.”
Everybody laughs and enjoys her funny analysis.

“Lonavala name comes from the Sanskrit word Lonavali meaning numerous
caves or resting places,” Godadhar explains.

“I know there are a few caves around here. Are they worth visiting?” Kamalika
shows interest.

“Yes aunty, there are quite a few Buddhist caves that are well known,” says
Ranjana. “About 12 km from here, there are the Karla Caves, the largest Chaitya
caves in India built during the Hinayana period of Buddhism. The carvings are
spectacular here. There are many Buddha images, pillars, and different carved



forms like lions, elephants and humans. These caves are worth visiting. And also
there are the Bhaja caves — a short trek away from Karla - which are smaller than
Karla Caves but equally beautiful and more peaceful.”

“Are all these caves Chaitya type, that means prayer halls?” asks Kamalika.

“No, there are a few Viharas that means monasteries in Bhaja,” replies Ranjana.
“We must visit these caves today.” Kamalika's passionate interest for cave arts
makes her forget that it will be unlikely, if not impossible.

Indra looks at her in open-mouthed bewilderment. “It's neither in today’s program
aunty, nor in tomorrow’s.”

“You will have to come back for another trip aunty,” insists Meenakshi.

“You will get to see the famous caves in Ajanta and Ellora, Malika.” Godadhar
tries to appease Kamalika. Kamalika flings a frowning look at him, a look that
only Godadhar understands.

“Lonavala has an interesting historical background,” Kamalika points out. “It was
once a part of the old Yadava Empire. It was later occupied by the Mughals.”
“And more recently, in 1871, Lord Elphinston, the then Governor of the Bombay
Presidency, rediscovered the Lonavala and Khandala regions.” Ranjana throws
this piece of the history toward Priyanka with a smile. She has been very
patiently listening to this interesting conversation.

Indra says it's time to move for the next spot. We will first go to Lion’s Point. It's
the top of a steep cliff. It's windy there, but the view is gorgeous. The entire valley
can be seen in many shades of green.

The next hill top to climb is the Tiger's Leap. It's also a steep climb, but a good
road for cars goes up to the top. From the top, if one with an imaginative mind
looks down, it may appear as if a tiger is leaping into the valley. This is another
beautiful spot to experience the nature’s splendour on the Sahyadri range.

Indra has planned to return to Mumbai instead of staying in a hotel in Lonavala.
He doesn’t mind driving, rather likes it. Ranjana prefers to go back to Pune, but
promises to join the party again tomorrow at Mahabaleshwar. She will also drive
on this hilly terrain, all alone. Godadhar recapitulates his young days in India.
Today, India has come a long way in the path of progress; its educated young
generation is indicative of a still more prosperous India ahead.

Mahabaleshwar

The next day is another beautiful day. The journey begins early in the morning.
Mahabaleshwar is 285 km from Mumbai. It may take 5 to 6 hours to reach
Mahabaleshwar. The fastest way to go is the newly built Mumbai—Pune Express
way (NH4). The other option is the Goa highway (NH17). Indra has planned to
take the Goa high way to go and the Express way to come back. Excellent
choice, says Godadhar. After all, the driver has the ultimate say and Indranath is
an expert one.



An observation point in Mahabaleshwar

After exiting from the Goa highway at Mahad, the road follows a winding course
towards the mountains. Then it runs along the mountain and gradually climbs. As
it climbs, one sees the hill on one side and the valley on the other. Under the
clear blue sky and pleasant sunshine, the mountainous landscape in gorgeous
green presents an amazing sight to enjoy. Even at high altitudes, cattle, goats
and sheep are seen grazing on the slopes of the hills. Indra says there are small
villages on these hills. Godadhar says, the inhabitants must be wildly in love with
the wild terrains. The whole landscape comes alive with these people and their
animals. It's a continuous and long climb along the hills. As they reach the top
plateau, they pass by a big complex. Indra says this complex used to be a jail —
an open jail reformatory center — established sometime in the 19" century. The
convicts were made to work for construction and cultivation and also for
gardening in the British resorts. These convicts were mainly from China and
Malaysia. They introduced -cultivation of red potatoes and strawberries in
Mahabaleshwar. Now this complex is used by the Public Works Department.

Mahabaleshwar is an evergreen vast plateau with an average elevation of 1350
m. It was established as a health resort in 1828 by Sir John Malcolm, the
Governor of the Bombay Presidency. The resort was called “Malcolm Peth” for
sometime. The car enters a big parking lot. When everybody comes out of the
car, Ranjana slowly walks toward them and greets. She has been waiting here
for a while. The long journey through the hills has made everybody somewhat
tired. But Ranjana’s cheerful greetings and the charming weather enliven them.
Little Priyanka comes out of the car and starts jumping around; she is so excited.



Dragon Hill — a view from Mahabaleshwar

Who is this young man Ranjana?” asks Kamalika. A smart-looking handsome
young man was standing beside Ranjana.

“Oh yes, let me introduce. This is my friend ...”

“Hello, it's a privilege to meet you; my name is Madhavrao, Madhavrao Karlekar.”
The young man comes forward before Ranjana could finish her sentence. They
shake hands. Both Kamalika and Godadhar look at Ranjana. Her face glows with
a sweet smile. And the two bright eyes clearly narrate a beautiful romantic story.
“We are pleasantly surprised. You are a lucky man Madhavrao,” says Godadhar.
“We are very glad meeting your friend,” says Kamalika.

Madhavrao is a school teacher. But besides teaching, he is fond of mountain
climbing, trekking and horse riding. He is an avid nature lover. Madhavrao is a
veteran of this area.

Priyanka is curious about such a big name - Mahabaleshwar. Ranjana tries to
explain. “Maha” means “great”, “Bal” means “power” and “Ishwar” means “God”;
so the name means “God of great power”. Mahabaleshwar has been known
since the beginning of the 13" century as a holy place. Madhavrao says, King
Singhan of Deogiri built a temple at the source of the river Krishna at about this
time. The great Maharastrian emperor, Shivaji, occupied this area in the 17"
century and built the fort Pratapgarh. There are a few more temples here that the
seekers of spiritual blessings can visit. The Mahabaleshwar Temple,
Panchaganga temple, Shri Shankar Temple, Krishna temple are well known
among devotees. The Mahabaleshwar Temple is an important landmark; its



presiding deity, Lord Mahabali, gave its name to this hill. According to Hindu
mythology, the five holy rivers — Krishna, Venna, Koyna, Savitri and Gayatri —
originate in Mahabaleshwar. In fact, they are five different springs that travel
some distance before merging into the Krishna River.

The climate of Mahabaleshwar is ideal for growing berries like strawberries,
raspberries goose berries and mulberries. Priyanka gets excited by the name of
berries.

“I know there are shops here that sell strawberries with cream, juice and many
other things; can we go and taste?” Priyanka eagerly waits for a nod.

“Yes, certainly. We all can go for the taste.” Madhavrao complies. “A visit to
Mahabaleshwar without tasting strawberry with cream or mulberry with cream or
even berry juice is a visit incomplete.”

“Madhavrao has a passionate obsession for strawberries,” quips Ranjana with a
mischievous smile. “He even makes special trips to Mahabaleshwar for eating
berries.”

“Oh, they are outrageously delicious, especially those sumptuous strawberries of
Mahabaleshwar with cream.” Madhavrao makes no effort to hide his weakness.

Mahabaleshwar has many good roads. But most fascinating are the walking trails
through the forests and rough terrains. Madhavrao says there are many
observation points from where one can see the vast expanse of valleys and hills
merging into the horizon. The highest observation point is the Wilson Point at an
altitude of 1438 m. This Point, also called Sunrise Point, offers breathtaking
views of sunset and sunrise. It's obviously not suitable for a one-day visit.
Arthur’'s Seat is the most popular observation point among tourists. It offers some
incredible views of the Krishna Valley and the Savitri Valley. There are at least a
dozen other observation points all around the plateau. Venna Lake is another
tourist attraction. It's about 2 km from the market area. One has to stay here for
about two weeks to see everything comfortably, suggests Madhavrao.

Panchgani

Panchgani is only 20 km from Mahabaleshwar; but one has to drive down the hill
and then climb up to the other. Groves of silver oak and other trees make the
hilly landscape all the more beautiful. Panchgani became well known as a
summer resort during the British period. Now it has gained more fame as an
education center. Situated at an altitude of 1334 m in the Sahyadri mountain
range, Panchgani is nestled amidst five hills — hence the name Panchgani.

Madhavrao and Ranjana led the party to the most famous attraction of
Panchgani — the Table Land. Getting on the Table Land, everybody expresses a
sigh of amazement.

“Oh! What a wonderful scene it is.”

At the top of the hill, it's a flat land more than a kilometre in diameter — it's like a
gigantic flat roof top, incredibly horizontal. Standing on the Table Land under a



beautiful sunny sky, some get overwhelmed with amazement while some others
get elated by spiritual delight. One can see the five hills surrounding the Table
Land. Ranjana says, it's a volcanic plateau of rocky laterite and it's the second
highest after the Tibetan plateau.

The Table Land in Panchgani at an altitude of 1334 m (4335 ft)

The Table Land is often used as an amusement park for games and sports.
There are horse-driven wagons that take the visitors round the Land. Amazingly,
there are no trees on the Land, except one at the edge. This lonely tree is
believed to be more than 100 years old, says Madhavrao. He draws attention of
everybody to the center of the Land.

“Look here; do you see some footprints well guarded? These are the footprints of
the Pandavas of the Mahabharata — very interesting, isn't it?”

Legends have it that the Pandavas stayed around here in Panchgani for
sometime. Madhavrao says, there are some caves in the hills called Pandavgad,
believed to be built by them. The Table Land is also renowned for film shooting.

“I have another interesting thing to show you.” Madhavrao draws everybody’'s
attention once again. He leads them towards an observation point and shows the
picturesque Panchgani town.

“That's the beautiful Panchgani town where | live and work,” proudly says
Madhavrao.

“And that beautiful complex you see there, that’s the great school where | teach.”
“What's the name of your school?” Priyanka is curious as always.



“Billimoria High School. You know Priyanka, this school is more than 100 years
old.”

“I know there are many schools in Panchgani, right?” asks Godadhar.

“Yes, there are over 30 schools, big and small. And in most of them, besides
academic pursuits there are sports, games and all kinds of extra-curricular
activities that turn out the best of every student.” Madhavrao seems very pleased
to talk about his school town.
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Foot prints of the Pandavas on the Table Land

Meenakshi and Indranath are engaged in a serious discussion with Kamalika.
They are suggesting her to plan for another trip in this region. Kamalika says,
“Almost all our trips end with the spirit of making a second visit. But the Sahyadri
range is so overwhelming that it impels us to seriously think for a come back.”

“A second trip will be worthwhile at least for sweet strawberries and mellow
mulberries.” Madhavrao joins them with his berry-crazy passion.

“In your next trip, you must visit the Koyna Dam in Koynanagar, a few kilometres
from here,” says Ranjana. It's the largest dam in Maharastra; the reservoir
behind the dam, called Sh/ivasagar Lake, has a length of 50 km. It's a wonderful
sight to see. One very interesting point to note is that the dam and the hydro-
electric power station are built on a potential epicentre of high seismic activities.
“What is an epicentre?” That's Priyanka again.

“You know, earthquakes always happen around an epicentre. Have you ever
thrown a piece of stone in the water of a pond?” Ranjana tries to explain.

“Yes.”



“You must have noticed the circular waves around the point where the stone fell
on the water.”

“Yes.”

“That point is like an epicentre.”

“Is there a God who throws stones on the Earth when He gets angry?” Priyanka’s
innocent query makes a wave of laughter.

“I am not aware of any stone-throwing God; but earthquakes happen around an
epicentre under which there are faults deep inside the Earth.” Ranjana tries her
best to give a simple explanation.

“That means God has created the Earth with many faults.” Priyanka doesn’t
seem to be happy.

Everybody is amused by her conclusion.

“So it's God’s fault — very ungodly; but our excursion on the mountains has been
faultless and heavenly,” says Godadhar. A merry laugh enkindles the melancholy
moment of good-bye.



Yogic Samadhi
Dr. Sourendra K. Banerjee, Ottawa, Canada

1. Introduction

Yogic Samadhi is complete engrossment, as if buried, in absolute
consciousness. Sam is “harmony” and also the highest ascent (in music), Dhi is
“intelligence” that reflects consciousness perfectly. Yoga is unity or identity of
Self (True “I") with consciousness and also the methodology of achieving this by
following the means as propounded in Sage Patanjali’'s Yoga Sutras (Y.S).
Movement is the first manifestation of consciousness in the universe (Jagat/ ‘that
moves’). The big bang initiated the force carrying particles/waves to move and
coalesce into atoms, molecules, RNA, DNA etc. and eventually the universe
came to be. Consciousness manifests differently at various levels in the scale of
evolution, starting as molecular movements in inanimate objects to involuntary
reactions and sensations in animate beings to awareness of surroundings and
self and finally to thinking and pursuing knowledge in human beings. Movement
is the basis of awareness; e.g., photons from an object hit the retina, neurons
send them as messages to different parts of the brain which, like a computer,
processes them into meaning making images. Similarly hearing, speaking,
walking, internal vital pulsations etc: all involve movements motivated by
consciousness.

2. Hindu View of Reality:

(A) Hinduism is an amalgam of diverse schools of thoughts, yet presents reality
in a coherently blended way, in which Samkhya (S) doctrine plays a central role.
S sees it as bipolar where Purusha (‘that’" which lies in a being) as pure
Consciousness (C = P/Purusha) is the efficient cause and it remains unchanged
like a catalyst but causes the other pole Prakriti (Procreatrix) or roughly Nature to
act. The constituent units of Prakriti called gunas (cf. Dark Matter), infinite in
number, always move. They are of three kinds; Sattva for purity and luminosity,
Rajah for energy and activity, Tamah for lethargy and hindrance. They always
combine and recombine and generate 24 tattvas or basic substances of beings
of the universe. Each being has a Purusha as pure consciousness and is
indistinguishably identical (e.g. electron) to another. Any countably infinite set like
[1.0, 1.1, 1.2, ..., 1.9, 2.0, 2.1, ...) will have 1:1 correspondence with the set
[1,2,3,...), the point being ‘purushas’ can not be exhausted by newly generated
beings or their re-births. The tattvas are denser states of the evolving universe,



the first is Mahat (Mahan Atma, Great Soul), followed by Buddhi/Intelligence
(cosmic as well as individual) and Ego (Ahamkar) or mundane ‘I’ with ‘I am the
do-er sense. In Mahat lurks the feeling of ‘l-am’ (‘fAsmita’ which is qualitatively
superior to Ego). All these tattvas have all three kinds of gunas. From Ego the
evolution proceeds with slight separation of mind and matter (cf. Descartes’ ‘Je
pence donce je suis’ or ‘cogito ergo sum’, i.e.: | think therefore | am). By the
preponderance of sattva come forth ‘Manas’ (mind) and five sense organs, by
that of Rajah the five motor organs and by that of Tamah are generated five
‘Tanmatras’ (seeds of potentialities of sight, hearing etc) and five mahabhutas
(space/vyom, medium of sound waves/ Marut, energy/Tej, fluid/Ap, ground or
earth/Ksiti). Saivism thinks that these (and a few more) 24 tattvas remained as
an amalgam in a point (Bindu) until the fireworks of Time (Kalagni) or big bang
occurred when the universe of ‘space-time’ started evolving(parinam). In matter
Tamah is patent, Rajah latent and Sattva sublatent where as in human the order
is reversed. Each being consists of these basic ‘tattvas’ with different proportions
of the three kinds of gunas.

(B) Samkhya's is ‘theism-free’ doctrine. Its duality of Reality (Purus, Prakriti),
creates a dilemma in Hinduism. Hindu Godhead Brahma(n) is the only Reality
without a second. One school (Brahma Sutras) goes further and says, relatively
the universe is unreal (Maya, Ma = No, Ay/Ayam =this/object). The theistic
schools disagree and say that Maya (Ma = ‘measure’, as in ‘Pariman’) is divine
power, which causes the universe as a dependent reality. All agree that Brahman
as consciousness is the transcendent core reality within the externalities of a
being. In human the outer structures are the physical, vital, mental, intellectual
and blissful and are superimposed on C (Brahman or Purusha). We are
congenitally ignorant about this real ‘I' within because of our deeds in past lives.
A veil of ignorance separates our egoistic ‘I'. Simplistically speaking Maya as
Divine Power of Consciousness is equivalent to ‘word/sound God’ or Om/Aum,
One with Brahman who, according to the school of knowledge, is inactive
whereas the theistic schools will say Brahman is also personal and
approachable. All agree that recovery of our innate Reality is the goal which is
Moksa or salvation.

Sage Patanjali in his Y.S links Samkhya with the theistic schools. Y.S
(1.23-1.27) says one of the purushas as chief is ‘Isvar’ or God, the verbal
equivalence being Aum/Om, the meditation on which brings Moksa.

3. Yoga:

Buddhi, Ahamkar and Manas are collectively called chitta of which the brain is an
aspect. The data received by sense organs leave their impressions on chitta
which, with language and internal awareness lets us integrate them as human
understanding usually called Wakeful State of Consciousness. Another function
of chitta is to retain certain imprints as seeds, to be transmitted into an
individual’s next life. Buddhi has the discriminating ability to judge right from



wrong. It also has the capacity to raise human cognitive knowledge to higher
levels (kutastha/hidden, Isvar/divine, and Brahman/Absolute Consciousness).

Because of the lack of spiritual progress, conflicting thought-waves cause us to
suffer from afflictions like ignorance, vanity, jealousy and love for shallow
mundane life. They lead to (i) unstable, (ii) wandering and (iii) confused mental
states. These hinder our inner potentiality to shine through. We can free
ourselves by Yoga, which is shutting of the thought waves (YS 1.2). This requires
practice, hard work and dedication. Yoga Shastra prescribes the eight-limbed
methodology of Yoga described in the following three subsections.

(A) Yama and Niyam, meaning ‘Restraint’ and ‘Discipline’ respectively, are the
two outer limbs of Yoga. The first is adherence to: non-injury, truth, non-stealing,
celibacy (for householders spousal intimacy allowed. It preserves nervous
energy) and disowning possessions. The second has five components: physical
and mental cleanliness, contented serenity, asceticism and withstanding life’s
contraries (pleasures and pains), studying about cosmos and self from
philosophy and scriptures, dedication of everything to God. These together are
kind of Hindu commandments (Prof. Hirayanna). They cultivate friendliness,
kindness, overlooking others’ shortcomings and ultimately personal and social
harmony

(B) The next three Asana, Pranayama, and Pratyahara as inner-limbs of
Yoga, prepare a person physio-mentally to overcome the opposing tendencies
(YS 2-48). Asanas train oneself the correct postures and attitudes. Y.S 2-46 talks
about 12 of theses, but other schools overplay the physical aspects. It is good to
take care of the body as the dwelling of God but they should be the means for
transporting us to Infinity (Ananta Samapatti), beyond body and mind. The
Asanas end in static positions of flower (lotus), bird(swan) etc. (See lyengar’s
books) and help us homologize with the cosmos, identify our connectedness but
mostly help us concentrate. The basic position should be comfortable seat with
back, neck and head erect and take the mind away from body and ordinary
thoughts.

Pranayam is possibly the most important preparation for Yoga. ‘Pran’ means life
and its pulsations (breathing, downward flow of air in lower parts, gastric
transmissions, flow of energy in all body parts, upward flow in thoracic regions
and brain). Pran also means ‘air’ flowing through cosmos and its beings and is
related to Marut Tattva. It is said to be the thread holding all life. The pulsations
also determine the cognitive functions in humans. Basically Pranayam is the
extension of respiration in slow rhythmic patterns. They are variations of
inhalation, holding in, breathing out, and holding again, suggested timings are in
ratios 1:4:1:1, units being counting of the sacred sound Aum (starting with 1 Aum
and gradually increasing). One should not be obsessed with tracking time, rather
concentrate on the respiratory flow. Perfection comes gradually and naturally



with practice. Spiritual growth out-weighs health benefits. Arresting respirations
removes ego as well as Asmita/‘l-am’ness feeling.

Pratyahar reverses the roles of sense organs. ‘Ahar’ is gathering and presenting
food to ‘Purussa’ inside. Similarly seeing an external object must aim in bringing
the internal truth of the object resonating with the observer’s internal truth. Thus
all sense organs should be aimed at unifying the external world (of sight, sound,
touch etc) by combining respiration with certain ‘holds’ or catches (Bandha) of
anatomical parts. In particular: (1) Jalandhar (Jal=net) is contraction of the neck,
pressing the cheek to the throat and inhaling, (2) Uddiyan (flying like) is lifting of
the diaphragm of the thorax and (3) Mula Bandha is contraction of the lower
abdomen, genitals and anus. The above three can be done together. These
should be done under guidance. They control the subtle nerve channels and
facilitate transmissions of neurons subtly and in controlled manner. Chitta can by-
pass the ordinary sense organs and grasp the true ‘knowledge.’

3 : The three spiritual limbs together are called ‘samyam’ which will lead us to
Consciousness. They are: Dharana: It is holding (Dhri) one’s concentration on an
object. Saiva scholars suggest to imagine that the whole cosmos is inside the
object and 9ts constituent units (Tanmatras) are coming in waves and are being
assimilated within stomach (Manipur Chakra) for digestion (Hatha Pak). Yoga
Sutra scholars suggest to imagine that energy waves are coming as a continuous
flow and absorbed in ‘Anahata Chakra’ (heart region) as inaudible sound. Initially
they may be intermittent. This may be practiced for about twelve full Pranayam
time (regulated breathing in, holding and exhaling) to start with. Gradually the
object merges with the flow and absorbed into the yogin. Some scholars suggest
hearing Aum silently.

Dhyan or meditation is the natural growth of Dharana as continuous absorption of
the object by the subject (yogin). It is a magical penetration of the tanmatras of
the whole cosmos represented by the object unified in those of the subject
(Mereea Eliade Paraphrased). Prakriti shows up in its primeval state of
combustion and engulfs the yogi’s externalities, but ‘self shines on. In Saiva
terms Sakti as manifested universe merges in Siva. This Dhyan is not interfered
by any other thought.

Samadhi.’ The above culmination is the beginning of Samadhi when mundane ‘I’
vanishes. Chitta is completely shut off. Dharana, Dhyan and Samadhi together
contribute to a process of spiritual upgrading from Jagrata/Wakeful state (a
simile) where mere cognitive level reigns. By perfecting scriptural knowledge he
graduates to A-level (as in A of Aum). With proficiency in Dharana, he enters the
state where he glimpses hidden consciousness as if in a dream. His intuitive
Buddhi is working. He graduates to U-level. Then with Dhyana he is in M-Level
where Siva and Sakti (Purusha-Prakriti) merge. Isvar Chairanya occupies the
Yogi. He feels like a bird returning to its nest for slumber (supti, M-level) in
proximity of God/lsvar. Samadhi is the culmination of entering Brahma-



Charitanya — the inaudible fourth phenome of Aum - the silent tranquility.
However, there are downturns. Samadhi brings in supernatural (divine) powers,
which the Yogin must cast off.

Earlier we talked about bypassing sense organs and developing intuitive
knowledge for grasping the unity with the object of meditation. This is winning
over ‘Indriya tattava’. The next stage was still the ‘Asmita’ sense, where ‘I
am’ness or ‘the universe is in me’ feeling persists. Even though in Mahat Buddhi
‘Saftva’ shines, slight traces of Rajah guna linger. Patanjali distinguishes several
stages of this kind of Samadhi. In ‘Savitarka’ state internal words cause gross
perceptions though slightly. After this ‘Savichar’, subtle self-reflections persist.
Winning even this, he still has a feeling of happiness that he is united (yuktatma).
He is God-like but not free from the seeds of rebirth. The highest state is ‘Nirvija’
(seedless) or ‘Asamprajmata’ state (devoid of any connection with the universe).
He is Sacchidananda, Being Knowing and Bliss merging in Purusha/Al-
mah/Brahman. This ungraspable state could not be described even by Samkar-
Acharya’s quotes (paraphrased):

am neither mind, nor thought. In light and wind | am not bound. No parent
called me child, timelessness am ‘I'. Ocean of Being, Consciousness and Bliss,
fathomless am‘l’. Om Tat Sat / That is Truth, Amen.



Kriya Yoga

Dr. Maitreyee Saha

One of my friends asked me to write about Kriya Yoga. | will write what | know
about it and am permitted to reveal.

“I proclaimed this imperishable Yoga to Vivasvan,
Vivasvan told it to Manu,
And Manu spoke it to lksvaku.
Thus handed down from one another
The royal sages knew it
Till the yoga was lost to the world
Through long lapse of time.”

Says Lord Krishna in the Bhagavad Gita (iv/1,2)

Passing thus from one to another, the royal yoga was guarded by the sages until
the coming of the materialistic ages. Then, because of priestly secrecy and
man’s indifference, the sacred lore gradually became inaccessible.
Subsequently, the second time, the lord Krishna taught this sacred yoga to
Arjuna and other Pandavas.

This was fundamentally meant for householders for self realization.

This knowledge was again lost due to the chaotic conditions developed in the
social life of India, because Indians dissociated themselves from the ancient
tradition of yoga.

A new era was ushered in, during the middle of the nineteenth century when a
mysterious immortal Himalayan sage Babaji Maharaj gave a scientific orientation
to this yoga and renamed it as “KRIYA YOGA”. He taught this to a householder
named Shyamacharan Lahiri who was serving in the office of the Military Works
Department (Autobiography of a Yogi). He chose him as the best spiritual
representative to spread the technique of Kriya yoga among the householders of
India and abroad but he forbade him to establish any Ashram. Babaji also told
Lahiri Mahasaya that it was a revival of the same science that Krishna gave
millenniums ago to Arjuna and that was later known to Patanjali. The life of
Shyamacharan Labhiri, fondly known as Lahiri Mahasaya, is another incredible
legend.



The science of Kriva Yoga

The Sanskrit root of kriya is Kri, to do, to act and react, the same root found in
the word karma, the natural principle of cause and effect. Kriya yoga is thus,
“union (yoga) with the infinite through a certain action or rite (kriya). A practitioner
who faithfully carries out the technique is gradually freed from karma or the lawful
chain of cause —effect equilibrium. Because of certain ancient injunction, full
explanation is not possible. It is self revealing as one practices the technique
seriously.

Kriya yoga is a simple, scientific technique by which blood is decarbonated and
recharged with oxygen. The atoms of extra oxygen are transmuted into life
current to rejuvenate the brain and spinal centres. By stopping the accumulation
of venous blood, the practitioner is able to lessen or prevent the decay of tissues.
The advanced yogis transmute their cells into energy and caused their bodies to
materialize and dematerialize at their will.

Kriya yoga is twice referred to by Lord Krishna in the Bhagavad Gita. One stanza
reads: *“ Offering the inhaling breath into exhaling breath and offering the
exhaling breath into the inhaling breath, yogi neutralizes both breaths; thus he
releases prana from the heart and brings life force under his control”.( Bhagavad
Gita iv :29)

Paramhansa Yogananda’s interpretation is: The yogi arrests decay in the body
by securing an additional supply of prana (life force) through reducing the action
of lungs and heart; he also arrests mutation of growth in the body by control of
apana vayu (eliminating current).

Gita also states : “ that meditation-expert (muni) becomes eternally free who,
seeking the Supreme goal, is able to withdraw from external phenomena by
fixing the gaze within the centre of eyebrows and by neutralizing the even
currents of prana and apana within the nostrils

and lungs; and control his sensory mind and intellect; and to banish desire, fear
and anger”. (Bhagavad Gita v: 27-28)

Kriya yoga is based on proper way of breathing as taught by the advanced
teachers. Although its theory sounds quite complicated, Kriya yoga is simple and
easy to practice. Breath and mind are very closely related. By controlling one,
the other is controlled. If we control breath, the mind is controlled. Kriya yoga
has nothing common with unscientific breathing exercises where attempts are
made to hold breath forcibly in the lungs. In Kriya practice, there is no stress and
strain. With little effort we get ample spiritual, mental, physical and intellectual
harvest. The nerve plexuses (chakras in yogic language) are situated in the
spine, and glands like pons, pituitary (master gland) , pineal are activated by this
scientific techniqgue of meditation .The glands and organs receive sufficient



stimulation, and, as a result, will secret necessary hormones and enzymes to
keep the body fit. Practicing Kriya daily helps in developing a beautiful and
lustrous body, and a healthy life, which is a necessary pre-condition for peace,
bliss and realization of God.

NEED FOR A MASTER

In the journey of the soul one passes through different types of experiences. To
accelerate such journey, the role of a genuine spiritual guide is considered
essential. Therefore, there is a need for a guru preceptor who is in human form.
One famous disciple of Lahiri Mahasaya, Sri Yukteswar created waves in the
spiritual world through Kriya teachings. His disciple, Paramhamsa Yogananda
came to America to establish Self realization Fellowship to establish Kriya yoga
in the west according to his Guru’s advice. He placed Kriya yoga as a dazzling
star on the spiritual horizon.

Another disciple of Sri Yukteswar was sent to Europe to spread Kriya yog. He
finally settled in Miami, USA. His name was Paramhamsa Hariharananda. | was
enormously fortunate to get my initiation directly from him when he was 93 years
old. I never met such a loving person like him in my life.

Lahiri Mahasaya’s youngest disciple was Bhupendra nath Sannyal who was
enormously blessed by his Guru. He was initiated at the age of 11 by Lahiri
Mahasaya who permitted him to teach Kriya when he was only 18 years old.

It is worth mentioning that our beloved poet Rabindra Nath Tagore first
established Shantiniketan Ashram with Bhupendra Nath Sannyal. He lived there
for nine years and guided Tagore. There are many letters written by Tagore to
Bhupendra Nath Sannyal that are preserved in Viswabharati archive. No
wonder, right Guru and guide are essential for seekers whatever may be their
path.



Consciousness in Hinduism

Dr. Sourendra K. Banerjee

Introduction: Normal human Consciousness is the awareness of and
tendency to respond to stimuli which are movements of force-carrying
particles from a source received by any of the sense organs. The particles are
waves as well (Hawking p-66). They cause neural transmissions to and from
the brain and involve electrical, chemical and various other kinds of flows.
One or more parts of the brain would process these as information like a
super computer and the results could be the functioning of one’s motor
organs, speech and thinking, emotional changes etc. The full understanding
of the brain processing is still elusive though a lot of progress has been made.

Hinduism attributes consciousness as the substratum or the causal entity of
the intrinsic tendency in a being or its constituent units to move. Actually life is
the pulsation of movements like heart beats, brain waves, blood circulation,
breathing etc. Consciousness as principle of life is tested by these vital signs
and brain waves. Movements initiated by the tremendous energy of big-bang
from singular point (c.f., Bindu) i.e., when density and curvature of the
universe were infinity (Space-Time almost zero but infinite energy) started the
Evolution. These movements, simultaneously associated with centripetal
tendency to gravitate inward and coalesce and centrifugal tendency to move
out and disintegrate caused some fundamental particles to from atoms,
molecules , RNA, DNA etc and the universe of space, time and beings
evolved. Consciousness manifests variously in beings at different levels in the
scale of evolution. It may be just molecular motion in inanimate beings, a
mechanical response in unicellular beings which rise to sensations in plants
and deliberate reaction in animate beings. In human beings it rises further to
linguistic ability, thinking and a quest for knowledge of the cosmos and self.

However there are others who say that a thinking mind emerged from matter
during the last stages of evolution by molecular Darwinism as well as genetic
mutations. They are not convinced of any behind-the-scene motivating entity.
The big-bang happened and just the right conditions (however improbable,
almost impossible) prevailed and we are here with mind and intellect. They
agree with the final goals, but knowledge comes from empirical facts
augmented by our brain. The debates continue, the former group are
encouraged by the facts like (i) the ‘observing’ distorts the observation (ii)
uncertainty principle that position and momentum of microsepic particles can



not be simultaneously measured, (iii) fundamental particles occur with
probability, (i.e. they may not exist, at a point of time, however low the
probability is) (iv) minute particles may jump from one to another energy
state instantly etc. Hinduism comprising of an amalgam of diverse schools
has its own debates but some-how a consensus has developed as a system
of thought.

1. Samkhya Theory of Evolution: Samkhya sees the reality as bi-polar (i)
inert Purusha (literally meaning that which resides in the body) is
consciousness and (ii) dynamic Prakriti (pro-creatrix) which is a collection
of infinite number of constantly moving ‘gunas’-the subtlest units of matter
and mind. The gunas combine and recombine and evolve (parinama) into
visible universe but the wider frame Prakriti remains in equilibrium, which
undergoes a differential that causes the gunas to perform a show for
Purusha (which acts as a catalyst) and stops as soon as a being realizes
that Purusha is the primary if not only cause of the universe. The gunas
are of three kinds: Sattva for luminosity and purity, Rajah for energy and
activity and Tamah for hindrance. They form twenty four basic structures
(Tattvas) as the building blocks of the universe and all have the three
gunas. The first is Mahat (Mahan Atma or great soul comparable to Vedic
Purus as Vaisvanar- ‘the cosmic man’ as Divinity’s presiding aspect over
the beings) which is according to Mercea Eliade (S.N. Dasgupta’s
student), a transcendent body of energy acting as a veil between purusha
and the phenomenal beings. The next to evolve is Buddhi which is cosmic
as well as individual intellect, followed by Ahamkara (adjusted ‘I’ clouding
the real I/Purusha) which is precursor of evolving mass of the beings.
From Ahamkara with the preponderance of Sattva come Manas
(mind/brain) and the five sense organs (like sight, hearing etc), by
preponderance of Rajah the five motor organs (hands, feet, voice etc) and
that of Tamah the five tannatras (kind of seeds of potentialities for sight,
taste , smell etc) and also the dense blocks or Mahabhutas (firmament,
air, energy, water and earth). The phenomenal universe is generated
from these tattvas in a way that veils the Purusha because of lack of
Sattva guna. This is due to the being’s performances in present and past
lives. Spiritual development will make Buddhi to reflect Purusha by Sattva
guna and the human reaches the state of ‘Kaivalya’ or ‘only ness’ as
Purusha isolated from the clutches of body-mind.

2. Hindu Theism: Brahma (n) (Immensity) is the Hindu designation of
Divinity, the concept is so inconceivable that Sages say only ‘That’ (Tat)
knows ‘Itself’ (Rig 10-129)The best attempt is to describe Brahman as
Sacchidananda (Sat-Being,Chit/consciousness, Ananda/Beatitude). Other
designations include Om (Aum or Ahumkar) or Sabda Brahma/Sound or
word God, Spanda/Vibration etc. Brahman is static (tranquil) as well as
potent (sakti) and dynamic and Om is their link, all three concepts are one
and the same. Brahman is the source, sustenance and finality of all that
were, are or ever will be. Most Hindu Schools (including Samkhya and



Vedanta) believe in the doctrine of energy of existence (sat karya-vad)
which says that any effect is the result of the rearrangements of the basic
units (gunas) of its antecedent causes). Therefore every being can be
regressed back to the first cause Brahman. They so evolved that the true
Divinity is veiled within (the outer shells of body, vitality, mind, knowledge
and aesthetic joy), as Atman or soul. The great sayings: “I am Brahma
(Aham Brahmasmi, vrihad Ar. Up 1.4.10) and "This soul is
Consciousness" (Ayam Atma Prajna, Ait.3.1.3) etc confirm these.
Vaisnava , Saiva and Sakta kinds of Hinduism would designate Visnu,
Siva, Sakti (Goddess as Divine power) as Brahman but all agree in
oneness of these (Tadekam/ that one). Usually and popularily Brahma
(along with Co-Divinity Sarasvati), Visnu (with Laksmi), Siva (with Sakti)
are the deities functioning for manifestation, preservation and dissolution
of the universe. Knowledge seekers stress on attributeless Divinity, the
theists on attributable one (Saguna Brahman). Gita describes the
Immanent Purusattam (the greatest Purusha) as "Saguna and personal
Brahman’ and propounds that the devotional path is as good as that of
knowledge and is easier. Karma Yoga (Path of selfless work done in the
name of God) and Raja Yoga or simply the Yoga (meditation) are
recommended by all. Samkhya’s is the path of knowledge.

Samkhya’s Purushas are many, each corresponding to one being. This
does not pose any difficulty because a countably infinite set-like
[1.0001.1.0002, ---2.0001, 2.0002-----) can have one; one correspondence
with the set of natural numbers [1, 2, 3, ----). Therefore Purushas cannot
be exhausted by new births. Also each purusha is pure consciousness
and therefore indistinguishable and identically same (like the electrons of
any structure or air breathed by any person). However Patanjali’'s Yoga
Sutras (allied philosophically to Samkhya) talk about Isvar (Y.S 1.24), a
Hindu designation of Saguna Brahman, as a kind of chief of the Purusahs
whose verbal representation is Om/Pranava (Y.S 1.27). This should be the
object of dedication and meditation. This can bring ‘Kaivalya’ which
theistic Hinduism will call Moksa/Salvation or Yoga as integration of an
individual soul with Brahman. Blended Hinduism obliterates any
philosophical difference between Samkhya’s Purushas and Vedic Atman,
and between Yoga’'s chief Purusha and Brahman as Consciousness
where all Purushas/souls merge. Gita’s Purusottam, Yoga’'s Isvar, Vedic
Brahman become same.

Possibly Saivism best incorporates the essences of Samkhya, Upanisads
as well as the Tantras. Divinity is static but also potentially dynamic. It
condenses, for the purpose of the universe to manifest as Bindu/Point
where 36 Tattvas are generated. They are respectively Siva/Chit,
Sakti/Ananda, SadaSiva/lccha (‘I am all’ sense), Vidyesvar /Jnan (“This
universe is me”) and Mantresvar/Nad or primal sound (‘I am all, all is me’
both feelings) which are divine tattvas. The second group (mixed) consists



of Maya/ Divine power and five limitations (kanchukas)Viz, time, space,
knowledge, attachment and Niyati/Niyamavati/cosmic order. The 3" group
of mundane tattvas consists of Purusha, Prakriti and the 23 (excluding
Mahat) Samkhya Tattvas. These 36 tattvas give rise to the universe. Saiva
cosmogony is called ‘Adhyas’ or super-positioning of externalities on pure
Divinity.

Divine power resides in human being as Devi-Kundalini or Goddess with 3
% coils; (i) Pran/vital (dominated by Prakriti, tanmatras and Mahabhutas).
Here lower aspects of sense and motor organs are activated) (ii) Chit-
where Chitta (i.e., Buddhi and Ahamkar) moderates the sense and motor
organs, (iii) Para where the 5 kanchukas try to unfold the purusha. The %
coil is the frontal part of the imagined serpentile power which guards the
entrance to Divinity. The deserving ones get to Divine tattvas and attain
‘Samaves’ i.e. Co-habitation with Siva-Sakti or Moksa.

The Upanisads identify Om as the link of Saguna and Nirguna Brahaman.
Its phonemes A, U, M and silence represent different levels of Brahma as
pure Consciousness (section-5). Om is also called ‘Sphota’ (small swelling
ready to burst and release the internal fluid, here primeval energy). The
evolutionary process creates phenomenal cosmos with pure Divinity veiled
internally in all beings. This upanisadic cosmogony is called ‘Sphota Vad'.
We note that essentially all these different ways try to throw light on same
goal that rediscovering our true nature as divine consciousness is our
goal.

. Knowledge in Hinduism: Vijnan as mundane knowledge is encouraged but
perfected transcendent knowledge is Prajna which leads us to, if not is,
Salvation. The latter is achieved by reflective thinking by Chitta (ie Manas,
Ahamkar and Buddhi). The aim of sciences is to unify all the fundamental
forces (electromagnetic, strong and weak nuclear and gravity) in one
theorem of everything (TOE). Similarly prajna solves the paradox of how
unified consciousness or Brahman appears as duality (and multipulity)
between one as subject and others as objects. Hinduism says ordinary
knowing by sense organs needs to be supplemented by pure knowledge
which will remove the veil between the ‘one’ and the other(s).

The first requirement of knowledge is thinking with the help of inarticulate
language. All words originate from Om at different levels; Para (divine
silence), Pasyanti/lksan (self reflection),Madhyama/ intermediate between
Divinity and cosmos ( so far, all inaudible) , Subtle Vaikhari (audible to
sages only) and gross vaikhari (articulation by people). The set of
alphabets which can be arranged as mantras (sacred words) link human
and divine manifestations of sound. Thinking is preceeded by pulsations of
sound, sight etc from an object’'s Mahabhutas and Tanmatras. They bring
the impressions from any object on ones’s chitta like a dimly lighted



(B)

screen. The dimness is because of lack of Buddhi, caused by in born
ignorance. By developing the satta gunas’ illumination of Buddhi, the chitta
blooms with enlinghtment or Bodhi — true prajna. The highest of the four
levels (described next) of consciousness is this Prajna synonymous with
Moksa, Kaivalya or Nirvana (extinction of transmigratory body and mind
etc).

(A) Different levels of consciousness in Hinduism; (A) Wakeful
(Jagrata) or Human (Jeeva Chaitanya) level; here a human goes by
outward appearances like the visible part of an iceberg floating in deep
ocean of consciousness. The brain mechanically processes the sense
data and develops an empirical mind set. Dedication to goddess
Sarasvati is encouraged by mastering arts, music, sciences and so on.
However scriptures must be studied for spiritual growth. Mastering
these will raise one to the A level when he senses sub-consciously a
unity in the field (ksetra) of awareness. One sees the Lord as the
knower of the field (Ksetrajna-Bhutama). The superficial veil of senses
is partially lifted when Tamah guna and the lower tattvas residing in the
first Kundalini are loosened. One is ready to graduate to the next level
after realizing the shallowness of mundane life and succeeding at the
level A of Aum.

Dream-like (Svapnabastha) or Dormant (Kutastha) (Atma
chaitanya) state: It is accepted in Neuropsychology that some
functions of the brain can be bypassed and initiative knowledge
could be achieved. ‘Dream’ is just a simile for developed intuitive
knowledge. A baby can hear colours or see sounds i.e., reversal of
auditory and visual cortices (Sound sensitive thalamus and retina)
takes place (Ref: Rita Carter's "Mapping of Brain"). Gifted people
like Riemann’s hurried results (without proof) on zeta functions,
Galoia’s sketches over night (he knew he was going to die in dual
in the early morning) theorems on Field theory could not have been
proved with existing knowledge of the time. Mozart's effortless
spontaneous compositions can not be explained as computer
programming by brain, molecular Darwinism or genetic mutations.
Some talented minds feel the presence of the Infinite in finite forms
(Tagore’s ‘Seemay Prakash’). A philosopher may have discourse
with Nature. Even an ordinary person would see a harmonious
oneness between two children vastly different in looks, smartness
etc. A spiritually developed person with internal understanding of
scriptural truth is capable of rising to a level, when glimpses of the
true ‘unity’ appear. Though for limited periods, he feels like
returning home, in the private corner of the self after the day’s
hustles and bustles. Kundalni Devi’'s Second coil is about to open.
The Lord’s reign of splendours lets him conquer the Rajah guna as
well. The objects of the world unfold the hidden truth. Unfortunately



it does not last, just like a dream. He has the day’'s memory of
family and friends and worldly attachments return (Mandukya
4.5/6). However he achieved the U-grade, he has glimpses
(Pasyanti/lksan) like the lord as architect of the universe (Brahma’s
Taijas Roop). He has arrived at the junction from where he can go
to the divine level, but misses the bus like a dream broken by day
light.

(C) Supti or Deep slumber (Isvar chaitanya): Now the aspirant
works for higher Truth by practicing austerity (Tapas), all round
restraint (Yam, Niyam including celibacy), reflective dedication
(sraddha), discarding all material deeds, desires and thoughts. This
loosens the hold of body, mind, and conflicting mental dialogues.
The lower self, rests on the ‘Self’ real ‘I'/Purusha. The third coil of
Kundalini Devi is subordinated. The power of the night grips the
slumber, removes the day’s (material world’s) illusions as well as
twilight of the dreaming state. In deep sleep he finds perfect
tranquility and he earns level M. The internal rhythms (sam or
psalm of the Vedas) resonate with those of Prakriti — the universe’s
shelter provided by Purus or the transecndert Barhma. Brahma as
Siva is A (Apurva/unprecendented and Anuttar/without successor
i.e., ‘Time— space’ less). His power or Sakti is represented by the
movements or waves audible and inaudible in the set of alphabets
‘A to Ha’, Nirguna and Sagun Brahma merge in the M of the real
Aham or individual self. The would-be yogin feels the supra sensory
joy that “I am all this”, realizes the uniperishable (Aksay) Purus.
This is Isvar-consciousness. The Lord's tranquil Jnana has
Superceded kriya and Iccha. He is filled with sattva guna. He is
towards (chetomukhi) the Abslute.

(D) Samadhi or Turiya (Brahma chaitanya); Samadhi is a Tomb.
Also ‘Sam’ is the apex (as in music) and ‘Dhi’ is the faculty of
intelligence. Thus Samadhi is the state when the aspiring Yogin is
deeply engrossed, as if entombed, in the zenith of consciousness.
He is alive, but is ‘gunatita’, lives like a saint, dead to mundane
world. He is sacchidananda, beyond the mode of transmigration.
He lives but lives not in Absolute vairagya (detachment); complete
cessation of mundane life brings him to this state. This is the state
of last phoneme of Aum — para-sabda, absolute silence. He is in
the indescribable state of Kaivalya /Brahmatva or pure
consciousness.
Om Tat Sat
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In the land of Gods
Ajanta

Dr. Subhash C. Biswas

The trip to Mahabaleshwar has been so deeply felt that it still arouses an air of
romance and thrill in the mind. Its memories feel like enjoying the colourful bloom
in a flower garden where the sweet fragrance, wafted by the breeze, makes
every breath a happy experience. Before the next trip, which is planned for
Ajanta and Ellora, Godadhar and Kamalika are staying in cosy comfort with
Indranath, Meenakshi and Priyanka. Two lazy days have gone by. The sky of
Mumbai has been overcast. A better day for today is a normal expectation; but
no, it has gone for the worse. Although it's drizzling since morning, the life of
Mumbai doesn’t seem to be affected in any way. Only the usual dynamism of this
great city seems to have gotten a sudden shock by the sodden atmosphere. The
crows are less noisy today; they are hiding within the big trees and always
looking for a dryer shelter to be comfortable. Rain drops are dripping from the
leaves of the thick bushy trees. The clouds emanate a soft glow that soaks the
human heart. Godadhar is deeply enjoying this show of the Nature, a show of a
different kind. A sunny day glows with glamour and joy for everybody; but a rainy
day touches the heart of only those who have the patience and keenness to see
beauty amidst gloom.

Kamalika enters in the room like a fresh blow of wind.

“Are you still praying for the sun to show up?” She casually throws the question
to Godadhar while doing what she has come in for.

“No, on the contrary, | am pretty much overwhelmed by the beauty of the scenery
soaked with rain,” says Godadhar. “We have been fortunate getting a beautiful
day in Mahabaleshwar, haven't we?”

“Sure we have.” Kamalika exits from the room as swiftly as she entered.

The door bell rings. Priyanka has come back from school. Her face shows signs
of displeasure and unhappiness — squeezed eye brows, tight lips and no smile at
all.

“How’s your day, Priyanka?” Godadhar asks in a sweet tone.

“Awful! | never like rainy days.” Priyanka is as gloomy as the outside weather, but
definitely grouchier than anybody.

“What can | do to cheer you up?”

“I don’t know. We can’t go out in such a terrible day — no fun.”

“May be, we can play some indoor games.”



“Oh ya! | have a great idea.” Priyanka runs to her room and comes back in no
time with a Carom Board. She is excited and has a big smile on her face.

“Let us play Carom, will you Candada?” Priyanka calls Godadhar Candada,
meaning grand uncle from Canada.

Godadhar knows that Priyanka loves to play Carom. He also knows that winning
the game is most important to Priyanka; she has to win at any cost. She will even
go to the extent of devising new rules - favourable to her - in order to win, when
she falls in a situation of obvious defeat. Godadhar complies knowing pretty well
that he will have to lose all the games. But there is a bright side to this. The
smashing win of Priyanka and the ensuing exuberance of excitement are sure to
enhance the mood of the house and bring a jolly good shine crashing through the
gloomy overcast.

“I have a tough question for you, Candada,” Priyanka says with a mischievous
smile.

“Yes, | am listening.”

“Tell me what you like more — visiting us or going for sightseeing.”

“It's an easy question with an easy answer. We come to visit you and then we
take you with us for sightseeing. So “visiting you” gets two points and
“sightseeing” gets one; it's simple mathematics.”

“I thought so. I like you Candada, but you are a miserable Board player.”

After wining all the games, Priyanka jumps with joy declaring a grand victory. The
sky also shows signs of better days ahead.

Mumbai CST

The next day is indeed a better day. Indra calls from his office asking everybody
to get prepared for the trip. According to forecast, the next few days will be sunny
but not too hot. The two days’ rain has some favourable effect at last. The
Devagiri Express leaves Mumbai CST at 9:05 pm. Indra will go to the station
directly from work. It makes no sense coming home from office and then going to
the station in a city like Mumbai. Rush hour traffic in Mumbai is hard to imagine.
Godadhar is hesitant with this arrangement. He will be the only male figure to
escort a team of four to the railway station which is extremely crowded and
chaotic. One has to have some special kind of skill and wisdom to move around
in the streets of Mumbai. But Indra assures him that there will be no problem as
Meenakshi is quite capable in this regard.

Meenakshi is apparently a traditional Bengali lady. She devotes her time in home
making, although she is highly educated. She even worked as a college teacher
for a few years. Godadhar is unaware of her other personality that skilfully meets
the demands of day to day living in the modern world. She is unquestionably
streetwise and smart for moving around in Mumbai and elsewhere in India. She
boldly escorts everybody through the engulfing crowd of the railway station. She
is also strong enough to carry some heavy luggage on her. Godadhar is amazed
seeing how Meenakshi contrives to make her way in the streams of people
frantically moving in all directions. Leaving the saree that makes her look like an



affectionate housewife and dressing up in Salowar Kameese and courageously
leading others through the dense crowd, she flares up as an emblem of evolution
of female power in India. It's a shame that our intellectual vision remained blind
to this significant power for centuries. This journey through the railway station
and getting to the right spot on the right platform has been an escapade.

“Have you noticed the beautiful architecture of the terminus building, uncle?”
asks Meenakshi.

“I sure have. It's a brilliant example of the Victorian Gothic Style of Architecture in
India and historically very important. | guess, this Terminus was originally called
Victoria Terminus.”

“Yes, you are right. It has been renamed as Chhatrapati Shivaji Terminus or
CST” says Meenakshi.

Because of its wonderful architectural design and its sophisticated structural and
technical solutions, the CST was acknowledged as a World Heritage Site by
UNESCO in 2004. This westernmost terminus of the Central Railway was built in
1887. It was opened on the Silver Jubilee of Queen Victoria. This great edifice —
a marvellous mix of Victorian Gothic and traditional Indian features - was
designed by Frederick Williams Stevens.

“But it makes me sad when | see how it has been inexorably ravaged by time. In
the face of economic hardship for the past decades, even providing the basic
needs of the people was extremely difficult for India; maintaining traditions and
heritage was obviously considered non-essential.”

“There comes Baba,” cries out Priyanka. Indranath arrives right on time. The
Devagiri Express is now ready for boarding. It takes only a few minutes to board;
but boarding of all passengers in the train is a phenomenon. It's very chaotic and
noisy. Everybody is keen to find his or her proper berth and get settled. The train
leaves almost at the right time. After supper, a sudden quiet seizes the fast
moving train; everybody falls asleep. The arrival time in Aurangabad is around 4
O’clock in the morning.

The Ajanta Caves

In this early morning, the Aurangabad railway station is exceptionally empty and
clean. A few kulis (porters) start running around in search of passenger clients.
The air is very pleasant considering the hot season. After coming out of the
station, Godadhar stands in the open air for a few seconds and tries to feel the
new place by taking a deep breath. This great feeling justifies the worth of visiting
places even in a hot tropical country. The hotel limousine is ready for the guests
as prearranged by Indranath.

The manager of the hotel comes forward to receive the early morning guests. It's
unexpected but not totally unusual. This hotel has been recently renovated under
a new management. Indra got an exceptional deal in getting five-star comfort for



three-star price. The breakfast is very satisfying. Now it’s time to get prepared for
the trip to the caves.

The Ajanta caves are situated at a distance of about 110 km. It may take more
than two hours, considering one or two halts on the way. Priyanka is curious as
always.

“I know there is Buddhist stuff inside those caves; they are only caves. Can
somebody tell me why they are so famous?”

“You know Priyanka, these caves are mainly famous for their murals and
sculptures. They are the oldest and finest surviving examples of Indian art,
particularly painting,” says Meenakshi.

Godadhar says,” The beauty and antiquity of these murals distinguish them as
one of the finest heritage of India. Unfortunately, their condition has deteriorated
over the centuries of weather beating and lack of maintenance.”

“But what those caves are for? And why were they constructed so far away
inside a jungle?” Priyanka raises a query again.

Kamalika says, these caves are located in a valley overlooking a narrow stream
named Waghora. The calm and serenity of this secluded place created a proper
atmosphere for
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The horse-shoe vlley W|th Ajanta caves

the Buddhist monks who retreated at these caves for furthering their religious
pursuits through meditation and intellectual discourses.



“How many caves are there, Candidi?” Priyanka calls Kamalika Candidi, meaning
grand aunt from Canada.

“There are thirty caves in all. They are hewn out of a granite cliff in a ravine along
a horse-shoe shaped bend. One of them is unfinished. In Buddhism, there used
to be two sects in those days — Hinayana and Mahayana . Buddhist temples are
also of two types — Chaityagriha and Vihara.”

“I don’'t understand those words. Are you talking about Hanumana and
Ramayana?”

“No, | am talking about Buddhism. In the Hinayana sect, Buddha is not worshiped
in idol form, he is rather represented only in symbols like the Stupa, a set of
footprints or a throne. The followers of Mahayana have deified Buddha and so
they worship the idols of Buddha and Bodhisattvas. In today’s Buddhism, there is
no Hinayana sect anymore.”

“And what's about the temples?” Priyanka shows interest.

“Yes; Chaityagriha is a prayer hall and Vihara is a monastery where the monks
stay. During the monsoon season especially, the monks used to take refuge in
those caves.”

The car slowly comes to a halt. There is a small store with some facilities. After
some rest and some walking around, everybody comes back to the car and it
moves on. The car runs along the highway to Ajanta. This is a good road lined on
both sides with tall and bushy Krishnachura trees that are bloomed in bright red.
It's a beautiful bright bloom all along the road as far as one can see. Godadhar
has remained silent so long. He makes a remark with a smile.

“There is an historic anecdote your Candidi hasn’t told you about, Priyanka.”

“I like anecdotes; tell me Candada.”

“This cave complex was continuously used by the Buddhist monks from 200 BC
to 650 CE. After this period, Buddhism was in decline and the caves were
gradually abandoned. Everybody totally forgot about them. They remained
covered by the thick forest and out of sight for many centuries. In 1819 a party of
Army Officers of the Madras Regiment of the British Army happened to be in this
crescent valley during a hunting expedition. They spotted their prey, a tiger that
couldn’t hide its stripes, near these caves. When they came close, they
discovered this amazing hidden treasure and reported it to the Nizam of
Hyderabad.”

“Did they kill the tiger?”

“I don’t know of any tiger killing in Ajanta in 1819.”

“It's really interesting; but | am surprised that it took 1200 years to find the caves.
And how can you believe that nobody went there for hunting during all these
years?’

“I guess, the Indians of those days were practising non-violence. So they were
easily defeated by the British and the British hit the jack pot through violent
intent.”



Vistor onhe walkwa);

It's an incredibly sunny day. Even from the air conditioned inside of the car, one
can feel the scorching heat outside. Indra says, we have almost reached our
destination. That’s right; many cars, buses and people come to notice. The car
enters the Ajanta Caves parking lot. From here, the visitors are transported a
short way to the Ajanta Caves ticket office, by a Maharastra Tourist Corporation
bus. The bus is clean, comfortable and air conditioned; but the journey is too
short.

Godadhar stands at the entry point of the caves and looks straight to the front. A
long walkway goes up and down along the crescent-shaped row of caves. Here
is Ajanta and its world renowned caves. An astoundingly beautiful scene lies in
front of him. Some young men come toward Godadhar with a huge chair fixed on
a pair of long poles, apparently to carry those who have difficulties to walk. They
insist Godadhar to hire them, but he refuses. Kamalika and Indra advise him to
go on the chair, because it may be tough for him to walk up and down the hilly
way under the hot sun. Godadhar finally agrees. It's comfortable on the chair; but
being carried on four shoulders doesn’t feel very safe on the hills. Some people
suddenly surround Godadhar and ask his permission for photography.

“But why?” asks Godadhar.

Two young girls come forward and say with a smile, “Sir, you look very majestic
on this chair. Please allow us to take your photo.”

Godadhar enjoys the photo op. But amusingly enough, he finds himself to be the
only such specimen among hundreds of visitors on that hill.



Sculptures on the exterior of a cave

Godadhar and others arrive at the entrance of the cave no. 1. “Oh, it's incredible!
Such astounding work of art in this isolated, forlorn place is hard to imagine,”
Godadhar says with a surprise—stricken expression of face. This cave is a
monastery with wonderful architecture, perhaps the finest among the hewn-in-
rock temples of India. The sculptures depict scenes from the life of the Buddha
as well as fighting animals and hunting expedition. The columns are adorned with
numerous sculptural friezes. In the veranda, there are many columns
ornamented with beautiful sculptures of the Buddha and celestials. In the central
hall too, there are about twenty pillars - arranged in a square - supporting the
ceiling. All pillars have a great variety of sculptures depicting mythical animals,
floral designs and religious stories. Godadhar invites attention of everybody.



Buddha sitting on a throne

“Do you notice how the ubiquitous Indian motifs have been adapted in Buddhist
iconography? Look at the ceiling! It's painted all over showing mythical creatures
like ganas and yakshas, animals, musicians and floral patterns.”

“Priyanka, here is something interesting for you. Look at this column top,” says
Meenakshi.

“Yes, | see four deer with only one head. And you see each deer complete with a
head of its own. It's so funny.”

“This is a good example of artistic realisation of fantasy of the Ajanta sculptors,”
comments Godadhar.

The Buddha here is wonderfully represented in Dharma Chakra Mudra. He is
seated on a pedestal cross legged in the lotus position. A few Jataka tales are
also depicted in this cave. Extensive paintings adorn the entire cave; but



unfortunately, they have been severely ravaged by moisture, insects and birds
over the centuries.

Chaityagriha (prayer hall) inside a cave

Cave no.2 is another beautifully painted Vihara — a Mahayana monastery. The
famous story of the birth of Buddha is depicted in the interior part of the left side.
There are two big figures of yakshas called Shankhnidhi and Padmanidhi. Both
are elaborately decorated with jewellery. The Buddha is flanked by two
Bodhisattvas in this shrine. Kamalika invites attention of others saying,

“Look at these two elegant sculptures. Do you know who they are?”

“They are, | guess, Haritiand Panchika,” says Meenakshi.

“Right. Hariti is an interesting mythological character. There are many stories
about her.”

“Tell us Candidi. And who is Panchika?” asks Priyanka.

“Panchika is the Kubera who married Hariti and gave her 500 children. Kubera,
as you know, is the Lord of wealth and hidden treasures and the king of the
Yakshas. Hariti was a child-devouring ogress. She used to kill others’ children in
order to feed her own 500. The bereaved mothers of her victims pleaded to
Buddha to save their children from Hariti. Buddha hid the youngest and the most
favourite of the 500 children, AJ/, under his rice bowl. Hariti, desperately looking
for her baby all over the universe, came to Buddha for help. Buddha converted
her from a cannibalistic demon to a protector of children. Since then she is
considered a goddess.”

Godadhar says, “Her cult traveled far to the north to central Asia and China and
even to Japan. In Japan, she is known as Kishimgjin and regarded as the



goddess of protection of children and parenting. Hariti is usually represented, as
you see here, surrounded by children and holding a baby or a pomegranate.”
“Why pomegranate?” Priyanka’s curiosity knows no bound.

“When Hariti stopped cannibalising children, she started feeding on
pomegranates.”

“It's weird! She could have done that before even thinking of eating somebody
else’s baby.”
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Standing Buddha

“Hariti is also mentioned in Vedic and Puranic texts as a mother goddess,”
comments Kamalika.

Godadhar points at the lintel surmounting the entrance to the shrine. It portrays
the tale of Vidhurapandita Jataka.

The cave 4 is a big monastery (Vihara). There are many pillars supporting the
ceiling. Priyanka counts them; they are 28. The cave 7 is another Mahayana



monastery that has some interesting features. There is one image of Buddha
flanked by his attendants and there are more.

Kamalika explains, “The additional images of Buddha represent the famous
Miracle of Shravasti. In the city of Shravasti, Buddha multiplied himself a
thousand times in a show- down with his religious rivals.”

The cave 10 is a Chaitya (place of worship). It's the oldest Hinayana sanctuary
and is the one that was spotted first by the British hunters in 1819. Its facade is
the tallest among the caves, about 45 feet high; so it could be seen first. This
Chaityais very spacious; its ceiling is vaulted and supported by 39 pillars. A huge
Stupa occupies the central region of the hall. On the walls, some jataka stories
are portrayed. A scene depicts a group of soldiers with weapons coming for
worship.

Cave 16 is another monastery with many wonderful sculptures. The image of the
Buddha here is in preaching posture. There are paintings all over; but they are
badly damaged. Whatever can be seen is a good indication of how elegant and
remarkable they were. Godadhar points to the left wall and shows the renowned
painting of the Dying Princess. The next panel depicts the scene of conversion of
king Nanda. On the right wall, there is the scene of offering of food to the Buddha
by Sujata. Sujata, daughter of a village chief, was the first to offer food to the
Buddha after his long trial of penances he was undergoing while in search of
truth.

Godadhar seems to be comfortable on the lofty chair. He is looking happily
everywhere. Kamalika feels funny about the situation. She asks sarcastically,
“How are you doing on that throne, your majesty? Do you need some rest on the
ground?”

Godadhar is in a different world. He is trying to grasp the whole valley with his
body, mind, soul and sight. He says, “I am the monarch of all | survey. And no! |
cannot rest from travel: | will drink life to the lees.”

“Oh! From The Solitude by Cowper to Ulysses by Tennyson — that’s great; well
guoted.”

“But | have to come down anyway, for the next cave is an important one.”

Coming in front of cave 17, Godadhar says, “We should look very attentively the
paintings of this cave. Its mural paintings are really splendid; they are
masterpieces.”

There are seven Buddha images on the panel above the doorway, a flying
Apsara and paintings of many Jaftaka stories on the walls. Among other
paintings, the depictions of taming-a-wild-elephant and a-queen-holding-a-mirror
are especially remarkable. A panel on the right wall portrays a splendid scene of
Prince Simhala’s encounter with the ogresses of Sri Lanka and his holy bath and
coronation. The paintings in this cave are relatively better preserved.

“Why the Buddha had to tame a wild elephant?” asks Priyanka.



Kamalika narrates the story of the elephant. Devadutta, Buddha’s cousin, was
very jealous and wicked. When the Buddha came to visit Rajgriha, his capital,
Devadutta let loose a wild elephant to kill him. But Buddha pacified the mad
elephant by a passionate touch while the bewildered spectators watched the
miracle in amazement.

The cave 19 is a relatively small one. It's a Chaitya with a number of Buddha
images in full figure. On the left, there is the famous sculpture of the royal Naga
couple — an excellent masterpiece.

Sitting Buddha

Godadhar says, cave 26 will be our last one to visit. There are so many caves
that are under repair or unsafe for the visitors. In this cave, a Mahayana Chaitya,
there is a statue of the Buddha seated on a lion throne with legs apart and the
left hand in Vitarka (teaching) Mudra. There is a Standing Buddha too, a nice



sculpture, wearing thin garments and flanked by attendants. But the main
attraction of this shrine is the large 7 m long Reclining Buddha in the
Mahaparinirvana pose. The scene above the reclining Buddha portrays the
celestial beings rejoicing the arrival of the Enlightened Spirit while the one below
depicts earthly creatures lamenting his demise.

The long visit finally comes to the end. Now it's time to walk back on the same
path. Until now, everybody was deeply absorbed in seeing and enjoying the
marvellous treasures of the Ajanta caves. Now with a relaxed mind, they look
around and discover the beauty of the horse-shoe valley.

The journey back to Aurangabad is smooth and quiet. Everybody is tired; seating
comfortably in the car, they enjoy the ride. Indra takes this opportunity to talk
about his impression.

“Uncle, did the Buddhist monks, who were usually withdrawn from the society
and lived a life of austerity, need these palatial caves with an extravaganza of
beautiful paintings and sculptures?”

Godadhar thinks for a moment — a long moment. He says,

“This is a wonderful observation, Indra. | guess, the answer lies in the fact that
religion, court and monetary power have always been interlinked and have
influenced decision making, even in those days. Many wonderful things have
stemmed out of an alliance of these three. There is nothing extraordinary in the
fact that work of such beauty should adorn the walls of temples. Many kings
converted to Buddhism; they wanted to make Buddhism flourish. As for example,
the Vakataka king Harisena dedicated cave 16 to the Buddhist Sangha and
another Prince patronized cave 17.”

“So it seems to me that sacrifice and commitment to austerity and penance are
often compromised,” comments Indra.

“Well, there are many who go for total renunciation. Then again, for God’s sake,
do you really have to do it?”

Godadhar tries to close his eyes, but the journey comes to its end at the hotel.

N.B. All photos are taken by the author. Poor quality of some photos is due to
restriction of use of flash in the dark environment inside the caves.



The Inner Peace

Thankamoni (Moni) Valliayangoor

The core of inner peace resides in the understanding and realization that
each one of us is a part of the divinity manifested in all creations of that
supreme power. The inner peace prevails in any individual who controls the
evil thoughts and doesn’t submit to any destructive force that steals the
harmony of the human mind. We fly in colours of peace as we control our
desires and assimilate the fact that nothing in this world belongs to us, and
what we have today belonged to someone before and it will be someone
else’s tomorrow. Love, compassion, generosity, and friendship studded
with actions of purity at its depth will pave the way for our inner peace as
we walk our life each day.

We live in a materialistic world with man-made discriminations and
divisions based on race, religion, wealth and status. The society and
nations live in conflict, shrouded with pseudo-secularism, and fanaticism. In
general, it is human nature to think of “I and mine” not “we and ours”. It is
the “I am right*“- thought that leads to conflicts. If we open our mind to listen
to others, and try to understand them, peace is on our way. How aptly had
Sri Ramakrishna Paramahamsa said, “As you rest firmly on your faith and
opinion, allow others also equal liberty to stand by their own faith”.

Small misunderstandings, quarrels and ill feelings could grow to serious
hatred leading to violence if not plucked off at the bud stage. The cultivation
of unbounded selfless love, which is the most motivating force of
inspiration, could transform people. By loving, forgiving, and being kind, we
could nurture our inherent spiritual value and there by achieve peace. Love
breeds love and violence breeds violence. History reveals the fact that
human progress could be attained only through mutual understanding, co-
operation and peaceful means, not through combat.



Just as all rivers and streams flow through different places in different
directions, but ultimately reach the ocean, different religions are different
pathways to reach God, the ultimate peace. But some people fall into the
narrow creek with their own interpretations and misguided desires, causing
misery to millions. They pollute the mind and steal the peace of human
race. We humans are social creatures and are influenced by other
people’s thoughts, sometimes diverted by the odd influence of religion and
education or by the fundamental flaws in one or more of the major socio-
political systems of the present world. To me one of the serious threats to
human race is the pollution of mind with evil thoughts that lead to evil
actions which steal away individual peace as well as kill the collective
peace of our society.

Peace is within us. We have an inherent duty as the people of the
supreme creation, to keep peace in all our relationships. Practically,
sometimes it seems difficult to live in harmony in the present highly
materialistic society, where everything is taken or calculated in terms of the
cost-benefit ratio. We live in a materialistic revolution brought about by
science and technology and also in an era of moral decline. People are
becoming more and more impulsive, impatient, individualistic, leading a
soul-less, mechanical life with no bonding and little faith. We toil hard for
wealth and social status with an assumption that these would bring
happiness. Peace and bliss have their way through moral and spiritual
values, not through materialism. Our desire that never ends creates all
sorts of mental agonies. The great religious and Sanskrit scholar Adi
Shankaracharya wrote:

“Daylight and darkness, dusk and dawn, winter and s pring come and
go,

Time plays and life ebbs away, but the storm of des  ire never leaves”

Our desire as a child, as a youth, as a family person, as a professional, and
at our old age, different aspirations at different stages of life with their
pleasures and pain, drag us into mental delusions. If we develop the power
to control our desire, there would be harmonious relationship in our society



and we attain freedom from all kinds of dispute that darkens our horizons. If
we take time to think about who we are, where do we come from and
where do we go and what we take with us on our eternal journey, we could
have a lot of peace to share with others. This could save us from the
strangled relationships between people in this world.

Bhagavath Gita teaches us that a wise person keeps control over his
senses as they cause attachment which in turn leads to desire, anger,
delusion, memory loss and there by destructions. “Outwardly performing
action, but inwardly renouncing their fruit, the wise men purified by the fire
of the spiritual knowledge of the soul and its relationship with God attain
peace and bliss”. In the present world such bliss seems unattainable. But
like drops make ocean and taking one step at a time, | think we could
experience a wave of inner peace as we proceed in the path of purified
thoughts.

In me and in you dwells the same God and each one of us is the
manifestation of that divine power. To feel that divinity, we need to have
“samabhavana’- all human beings are equal and to see the whole world
as one family: “Vasudhaliva Kudumbakam'’, which is a key aspect of Hindu
Philosophy. Let the light that resides in all creations, which is the basis of
all that is pure and energized enlighten each of us to lead us in the
righteous path to attain Inner Peace.
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A Prayer

Dr. Jharna Chatterjee

Mahalaya is coming!

| pray, Ma Durga, sleep no more! Please awake!
You are Forgiveness, Nurturance, Giver of kalyan,
You are our Mother, the power that's Love,

That leads us from ignorance to Light;

Our Mother who is Victory

Over Lust, Anger, Greed, Illusion and Jealousy,
The spirit of Unity that conquers violence;

Our Mother who is Grace, who brings our well-being;
With your third eye of eternal wisdom,

You see beyond Time;

You bestow your blessings unto all,

Where no one is trivial, undeserving or small;

You save from desperation with the salve of Hope;
You protect us with your embracing arms,

You heal us with Peace as the world is torn apart.

We offer you flowers and chant the sacred verse,



With un-listening minds and unfeeling hearts;

We worship the "idols" and only ask for trinkets,
Wrapped up in boastful, insecure egos -

We forget the real boons that you hold in your hands.
Ma, awaken within our hearts and minds,

Make them blossom in their fullest glory, in unfading beauty!
FM (R, I} W, ICM @R, faEm SR

Give us the eyes to behold beauty!

Give us victory over moral cowardice,

Let us be known for our capacity to love, to forgive!
Give us the strength to conquer the true enemies within,

Make our worship real!
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Translated by Dr. Jharna Chatterjee
from original lyric by Rabindranath Thakur
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Oh, Lord of the Universe,
You revea yourself in such an enchanting splendor!
My heart is overwhelmed to see the grandeur of your roya court.
The silent night is magnificent,
The sky is bright and sparkling,

And the exquisite, pure, crescent moon adorns your feet.
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What Durga Puja means to me

Anando Srijohn Das, Age 10

To me, Durga Puja means many things. Here are some of the things. To me it
means rehearsals for plays, memorizing Bengali lines and tension like “will |1 do
well in the play?” It means lots of fun, joy and happiness. It means a nice get-
together with friends you haven’t seen in a long time. It means no homework for
3 days!

Every year Deshantari does 2 plays, one for children and one for adults. The
rehearsals start 2 months before the play. This year we go to a rehearsal every
Thursday and Sunday. Because | can speak Bengali | get a lot of lines from the
last 2 years. And my mom makes me memorize my lines on the first day so it's
not too easy. And this play (called “Shiva’s Biai”), where | have to do
embarrassing things and it's hard not to laugh.

Durga Puja is lots of fun. | get to play the whole day for 3 days except for the
drama night whenO | have to perform and my mom tries to make me watch the
adult play. | usually don't get it anyway. At Durga Puja the boys have to wear a
dhoti and punjabi and the girls wear a sari. Even though we kids wear dhotis our
dads and uncles don’t. They just wear paijama with a punjabi. Since Durga Puja
isn’t at someone’s house there’s less restrictions on me. All my mom'’s rules are
“don’t go out of the community center and keep an eye on Hreed- in case he
does something bad.

At Durga Puja our 5 idols are Durga, Lakshmi, Saraswati, kartica and Ganesha.
And of course there is Mohishashur, the symbol of evil. In the idols the most
attractive things are that Durga has 10 arms and in each of the arms she has a
weapon; and also | like the Bina in Saraswati’s hands, which | used to think was
a sitar. The only Puja related thing | participate is in the anjali. Other than that to
me it’s like a 3 day Bengali picnic

When | talk to my cousins Durga Puja to them is lots and lots of new clothes. But
for us it's wearing any Bengali clothes new or old. Over here we celebrate Puja
only on the weekend but for them it's like a Christmas holiday. Whatever it's like
here and whatever it's like there | still love Durga Puja very much and | hope you
do too.
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Flving is my

dream......

Shayon Banerjee

| gripped the throttle,
Asthe wings were wet,
The engine roared,

My eyes were set.

The wheels left the ground,
My heart froze,
| sucked the air around,

The machine rose.

From the day | was born,

| dreamed of this day,

To reach the sky,

Danger had to be warned,
No time to dream,
| pulled higher,

As the clouds welcome me

| hadn’t lost my desire,

I had finally thrived,
Reaching my goal felt right
I'll never let go,

| have strived my first flight...



Diversity of Culture presented through the Folk
Dances of India

Rashmi Das

India has a vast spread of cultures that is vibrant in its vitality and its astonishing
creativity. Music, dance, art, theatre, architecture, food, and the film industry all
have qualities that draw the attention of the world population to India. An
essential part of the culture of India is its great diversity. For instance, culture and
tradition can be entirely different in different parts of the country; citizens from the
south may feel at a loss when in the north and vice-versa. This diversity is very
well exhibited and can be monitored through the many different forms of folk
dance throughout the country, which reflect very clearly the traditions, customs,
and attitude of the citizens of that land.

Folk dance is a term used to identify a dance among a group which reflects a
great amount of tradition and culture. Typically, most folk dances have a storyline
of some sort and thus, a folk dancer is also a story-teller. Most folk dances have
rural origins. Folk dances are affiliated with celebratory social events such as
marriage, harvesting, planting, or religious holidays and they are usually
performed by groups of men, women or both. Folk dancers generally don’t have
any formal training and everyone is welcome to join in! A folk dance is usually set
to the traditional music of that land, with distinct instruments, artists and
costumes.

In India, there is a vast and diverse range of different types of folk dance styles
that range up to 38 different forms. Types of folk dances from northern India may
include; Dumhal (Jammu & Kashmir), Hikat (Himachal Pradesh), Hurka Baul
(Uttar Pradesh), Chholiya (Kumayun Region), Bhangra or Gidha (Punjab),
Dhamyal (Haryana), Naga dances, Bihu (Assam), Hajgiri (Tripura), Thang-ta &
Dhol-Cholom (Manipur), Nongkrem (Meghalaya), folk dance of Arunachal
Pradesh, folk dances of Sikkim, Dandiya (Gujrat), Tarpha Nach (Kokna tribals),
and Tera Tali (Rajasthan). From central India: Gaur Dance (Madhya Pradesh),
Muria Dances (North Bastar), Saila Dance (Chattisgarh), Karma Dance (Gonds
and Baigas), and Kaksar Dance (Abhujmarias of Bastar). From eastern India;
Chhau (Bihar), Vrita Dance (West Bengal), Dalkhai or Goti Puas (Orissa). From
southern India: Padayani or Paddeni (Kerala), Kummi and Kolattam or Kargam
and Puli Vesham (Tamil Nadu), Dollu Kunitha (Karnataka), Ritual Dances
(Karnataka), Ghode Modni (Goa), Tarangmel (Goa), and Lava Dance of Minicoy



(Lakshadweep). Last but not the least folk dances from western India include
Garba, Garbi, Raas, Tippani, Goaf, Hudo, Ghado, Supdu (Gujarat), Lavani,
Lezim, Koli (Maharashtra), Ghoomar, Dang Lila (Rajasthan).

Personally, growing up in the Bengali community of Ottawa (Deshantari), for me,
folk dances were/are always a must during celebrations and festivals. Previously,
older girls would perform them. Then as soon as we grew older, we filled their
shoes. Soon enough, the next generation will start — a great tradition will live on.
Bengali folk dances are usually set to the traditional tunes of Rabindra Sangeet
and other folk songs, and are themed around fishermen, women, village folk,
tribals, and earthly topics. Bengali folk dances can be danced by women and
men. They tend to be extremely graceful with lush hand gestures, soft footwork,
and prominent facial expressions in an attempt to engage the audience.

In conclusion, the culture that shines through folk dances is breathtaking. Folk
dances truly reflect the way of life, and attitudes of the people of that land. One
can learn very much from just a simple five minute performance. Indian folk
dance is an art form that lives on in India, and even here in Ottawa! Folk dances
are a direct reflection of the vast and diverse culture of India.



A Bag of Gold Coins

Sumitra (Tini) Sen

The retelling of this fable is from the Amwar--Suhaili , the Persian version of the
Panchatantra. It was written by Hussain Ali Waiz in the times of Akbar and
Jahangir.

Long, long ago, there lived a farmer who always worked very hard. He owned a
small farm with his wife, in the middle of a large field, where he toiled day and
night. As he would tend to the crops, his wife would scare away crows and tend
to the cows. They lived a tiring, but decent life. With all their hard work, the
farmer raised a bumper crop.

The farmer prepared for his trip over to the city in order to sell his crop. His wife
made him plenty of food for the journey, and they harnessed the mules with all
the wheat and corn. Finally, the farmer set out to the city.

At the market, the farmer successfully managed to sell his crop for three hundred
gold coins. He was ecstatic for having made so much out of his crop. Quietly, he
sat down in the corner of the city market and began to count his coins. When he
was finished, he discreetly put the bag of gold coins into his pocket. / must not let
anyboady know about my good fortune | he thought cautiously.

The farmer returned home that night to tell his wife the good news. She had just
been on her way outside to obtain some water from the well. Happy to hear that
he had earned so much, his wife continued on her way to the well, and the
farmer went inside.

As he walked around the house, he thought hard. He must hide the gold coins
somewhere where no one could possibly find them. Deciding on a spot in the
corner of their kitchen, he buried the gold coins.

A few days later, he sat pondering in the fields. Was it three hundred gold coins,
or more? | must check , he thought. He hurried back home and went straight to
the kitchen. Quietly, he bolted the door shut and stepped over to the corner of the
room.



As he sat down to count the coins, there was a knock at the door. His heart
started beating quickly, afraid that someone should see his gold coins. / must
hide the money , he thought. Hurriedly, he put the coins back into the bag. Oh
god! Where should | hide this bag?  His eyes frantically searched the kitchen,
looking for places. His eyes fell on a brass pot, high up on a shelf. Quickly, he
stuffed the bag in and went to open the door.

A friend of the farmer stood outside, a blacksmith.

“Hello, my friend,” said the blacksmith. “I am on my way to the market. | thought
you might like to join me.”

The farmer nodded. “I certainly would!” Grabbing his staff, some coins, and a
shawl, he set off with the blacksmith. As he was leaving the house, he saw his
wife.

“I'll be back by noon. Keep lunch ready,” he told her. She nodded and headed
inside. The farmer got on his cart and drove away, forgetting all about his gold
coins.

When his wife entered the kitchen, she decided to start making lunch. She
realised that there was no water in the house. Grabbing a pot from the top shelf,
she went to go fetch some water from the nearby well. Just as she was stepping
out the door a thought suddenly struck her. Her husband would be upset if he
found no one at home when he returned. Spotting the village butcher walking
down the path near their house, she called out to him. He was a short fellow with
a large moustache who was always helpful.

“Will you fetch me some water?” asked the farmer’'s wife, calling out to the
butcher.

He smiled. “By all means. Give me the pot.”

Taking the pot from her, he noticed that it was very heavy. Thinking nothing of it,
he continued walking towards the river when he heard a clinging coming from the
pot. Curious, he looked into it and was surprised to see a bag. Reaching inside,
he extracted it and was astonished to find gold coins glistening inside. 7#is is my
lucky day! He thought, examining the coins. Forgetting all about the water, he
walked towards the city, intent on throwing a feast for his friends.

The butcher bought a fat goat at the market and started making his way back
home when he had a thought. It was unwise to carry the bag of gold coins
openly, so he decided to hide it somewhere. He wondered for a while and looked
for a good spot, suddenly realizing that the goat in his hand was the perfect
place. He hid the bag inside the goat and continued on his way home.



On the way, he met his son.

“Take this goat home. | have some work in town,” he said to his son, who
nodded. Giving the goat to his son, he expressed its importance. “l paid two gold
coins for that goat,” he told his son. “See that you take good care of it.”

“I will, father,” replied the son. On his way home, the son met the farmer and his
friend.

The farmer saw the goat and was interested. “This is a fine goat,” he
commented. “Will you sell it to me?”

“How much will you offer?” asked the butcher’s son.

“Three gold coins.”

“The goat is yours.”

The butcher’'s son handed over the goat to the farmer and took the three gold
coins in return, thinking happily, Father will be pleased with this deal. .. it's brought
him a profit

When the farmer reached home, he showed the goat to his wife.

“What a plump goat!” exclaimed the wife.

“Yes,” said the farmer. “l intend to give a feast to our friends. Tie it up in the
backyard.”

The farmer entered the house and went to the kitchen. Suddenly, he exclaimed
“My pot! It's gone!”

He felt his breath quicken and hastily looked around the room, his eyes
searching frantically for the brass pot.

“Where is the pot which | had kept here?” he loudly asked his wife.

“I gave it to the butcher to fetch water, but he hasn’'t come back yet.”
The farmer sank to his knees, his head resting on his hands: “Oh no!”
His wife laid a hand on his shoulder, concerned. “What is it?” she asked.

“The butcher is not likely to return. | had kept the bag of gold coins in that pot.”



“What?” screamed the wife. She sank to her knees as well.
“All my hard-earned money,” whispered the farmer, “Gone!”
After a while, the wife spoke up. “Don’t grieve. You shall find it eventually.”

The farmer looked up, trying to find consolation in his wife’s eyes. “Perhaps you
are right. I think I'll sacrifice the goat and invoke God'’s blessings.”

He got up slowly and went outside, and his wife set to making lunch. She heard
the thud of the axe outside, and then suddenly a shout of joy. The farmer came
running back inside.

“You look excited,” commented the wife. “What is the matter?”

“My bag of coins!” yelled the farmer, his face a portrait of happiness. “I found it in
the goat’s belly!”

His wife looked astonished. “How did it get in there?”

“The butcher must have stuffed it down the animal’s throat! | bought it from his
son! I've learnt my lesson. Henceforth, I'll carry the money on my person.”

The next day, the farmer had to go to town on business. On the way back, he felt
hot, so he decided to take a quick dip in the river to cool down. Leaving his
clothes and his bag of coins in the bank, he got into the water. A shepherd who
happened to pass that way saw the bag. Gold coins , he thought. This is my lucky

day! He walked away with the bag while the farmer unknowingly swam in the
river.

On the way, the shepherd heard some noises. It was the sound of horses’
hooves, and the shepherd knew they were bandits. Terrified, he quickly decided
to hide the bag of gold coins. He spotted a nearby well and threw the bag down,
thinking that he would return for it later.

Meanwhile the farmer, cool and refreshed, came out of the water. /d better hurry
home, he thought. As he went to pick up his clothes, he noticed that the bag was
missing. Alas/ He thought. /ve lost it again!/ Dejected, the farmer started walking
homewards, when a strong wind rushed forth and blew away his turban. Chasing
after it, the farmer reached a well. Misbalanced by the powerful wind, he was
swept towards the well and pushed into it. Yelling for help, he splashed into the
water at the bottom and emerged, huffing and blowing the water out his nose. He
felt a rock under his foot and reached down, and lo and behold, there was his
bag of gold coins. What good fortune! I've found it/ Climbing out of the well, he
went home.



The next day, the farmer and the shepherd ran into each other at the village
market.

“You look unhappy,” said the farmer. “What’s the matter?”

The shepherd looked saddened. “I had hidden a bag of gold coins in a well. Now
it has disappeared.”

The farmer, being an innocent and good man, thought wrongly that the bag he
had picked up from the well yesterday had not been his.

“Don’'t worry,” he said to the shepherd. “Your money is safe. | found the bag and |
thought it was the one | had lost on the river bank. Come with me and I'll give it
back to you.”

The farmer took him home and gave him the bag of gold coins. Unbelieving of his
good luck, the shepherd waved goodbye to the farmer. “I hope you soon find
your own bag!” the shepherd called out.

As he walked home, he realised what a fool the farmer was. He had not even
been able to recognise his own bag!

When the shepherd reached home, he decided to hide the gold coins inside the
hollow of his staff, as it would be safer. The next day, as he was walking by the
river, he tripped and the staff fell from his hand. Before he could retrieve it, it was
carried away by the current...to the other side of the river where the farmer
happened to be bathing.

A stafff Thought the farmer. / may find some use for it. I'll take it home . Getting
out of the water, he slowly made his way home with the staff. Once there, his
wife burst out of the house.

“There is no wood for fuel! | must prepare food!” she exclaimed.

“Don’'t worry,” he consoled. “We can use this staff | found. I'll cut it up for you.”

The farmer took the staff and retrieved his axe. Just as he brought the axe down
on the staff, out burst all the gold coins he had lost, every single one of them.

“My gold coins!” the farmer called out, surprised.
His wife came rushing out, shock and happiness strewn on her face.

“What a miracle!” exclaimed the wife.



The farmer looked up into the heavens. “Thrice have | lost my coins and thrice
have | regained them.”

His wife smiled. “And that is because nobody can deprive us of what is rightfully
ours.”
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Latiman

Shayon Banerjee

| am a guardian,

In the dark | find Hunters.
| try not to take a life

Even, if | found a monster.

Justice is my only wish
And as | follow my soul
to save all that’s living,

| will dive into a Black Hole.

As | lose myself in the night,

| remember the feelings

The feeling that runs in my blood
of Gotham city healing.

While my signal shines the sky

The pain of all flows through my vain.
However, just like always

| am left in thunderous rain.

| know that | can't be accepted
But I fight for no prize
And every day | believe

That | will surely rise.

And that day shall come soon

When the city will learn

That it was | behind the mask

Once again my popularity will earn

“But that is not what | need, | am a guardian

and my name is Batman.'



THE COSMIC DANCE
ARUN S. ROY

r

The cosmos is a vast and limitless universe consisting of infinite numbers of
planets, stars, and other astronomical bodies. This painting depicts dancing by
Lord Shiva, an embodiment of cosmic power.



VIVID COLLAGE by Tanima Majumdar




A series of 8 photos by Yogadhish Das

Sun rises over a village pond



Butterflies warming up on a stock of rice



School girls in bright clothes walk along the red road leading to the village

A farmer goes to work among the rice fields



At midday a butterfly feeds on a hibiscus flower

At day’s end the sun’s afterglow reflected on the river



MUSIC OF THE RAIN
ARUN S. ROY
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Raindrops, when they fall on a pool of water, create a unique sound of music.
This painting depicts raindrops falling on a pool of water creating visual images
of music. As the raindrops fall on water, they also make beautiful concentric
circles. The smaller circles merging into the larger ones, as if the finite is merging
into the infinite.
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PINK COLLAGE by Tanima Majumdar




Shrimp in Hot Garlic Sauce
Sharmistha Chatterjee

Ingredients

500 gms shrimp (medium size peeled)
1 Green onion

1 stalk celery leaves finely chopped
1/2 cup Corn flour

1 egg

1 green chilli finely sliced

4 tbsp finely chopped fresh garlic
salt and pepper to taste

1/2 cup Hot and sweet chilli sauce
Red crushed chilli according to taste
Cooking oil

Method

Peel the shrimps and drain any excess water.

Mix corn flour shrimps, egg, sliced chilli, salt, pepper,2tbsp garlic, thinly sliced green

onion

Arrange 2-3 shrimps together like a ball and dip in hot oil and fry till they are light

brown.

Heat 4 tbsp of cooking oil in a Chinese wok and add 2 tbsp garlic, red crushed chillies.
Fry till they are light brown. Add sweet red chilli sauce, fried shrimp balls, salt to taste
and toss on a high flame till sauce is all coated. Keep on high flame for 2-3 min add

chopped celery leaves.
Serve hot and garnish with spring onion.

In case this dish needs gravy, add corn flour to chicken stalk and add it to shrimp

mixture. Simmer for couple of min and serve.



In Lighter Vein

Compiled from various sources

(Special thanks to Shibu Pal)

When Insults Had Class These glorious insults are from an era before the English language got boiled
down to 4-letter words.

The exchange between Churchill & Lady Astor:

She said, "If you were my husband I'd poison your tea."

He said, "If you were my wife, I'd drink it."

A member of Parliament to Disraeli: "Sir, you will either die on the gallows or of some unspeakable
disease.”

"That depends, Sir," said Disraeli, "whether | embrace your policies or your mistress."

"He had delusions of adequacy." - Walter Kerr

"He has all the virtues | dislike and none of the vices | admire.” - Winston Churchill

"I have never killed a man, but | have read many obituaries with great pleasure." Clarence Darrow

"He has never been known to use a word that might send a reader to the dictionary." - William Faulkner
(about Ernest Hemingway).

"Thank you for sending me a copy of your book; I'll waste no time reading it." - Moses Hadas

"I didn't attend the funeral, but | sent a nice letter saying | approved of it." - Mark Twain

"He has no enemies, but is intensely disliked by his friends.." - Oscar Wilde

"I am enclosing two tickets to the first night of my new play; bring a friend.... if you have one." - George
Bernard Shaw to Winston Churchill

"Cannot possibly attend first night, will attend second... if there is one." - Winston Churchill, in response.
"| feel so miserable without you; it's almost like having you here." - Stephen Bishop

"He is a self-made man and worships his creator."” - John Bright

"I've just learned about his iliness. Let's hope it's nothing trivial." - Irvin S. Cobb

"He is not only dull himself; he is the cause of dullness in others." - Samuel Johnson

"He is simply a shiver looking for a spine to run up."” - Paul Keating

"In order to avoid being called a flirt, she always yielded easily." - Charles, Count Talleyrand



"He loves nature in spite of what it did to him." - Forrest Tucker uncl

"Why do you sit there looking like an envelope without any address on it?" - Mark Twain

"Some cause happiness wherever they go; others, whenever they go." - Oscar Wilde

"He uses statistics as a drunken man uses lamp-posts... for support rather than illumination." - Andrew
Lang (1844-1912)

"He has Van Gogh's ear for music." - Billy Wilder

"I've had a perfectly wonderful evening. But this wasn't it." - Groucho Marx

7 Reasons Not To Mess With Children

A little girl was talking to her teacher about whales.
The teacher said it was physically impossible for a whale to swallow a human because even though it
was a very large mammal its throat was very small.
The little girl stated that Jonah was swallowed by a whale.
Irritated, the teacher reiterated that a whale could not swallow a human; it was physically impossible.

The little girl said, 'When | get to heaven | will ask Jonah'.

The teacher asked, 'What if Jonah went to hell?"
The little girl replied, "Then you ask him'.

A Kindergarten teacher was observing her classroom of children while they were drawing. She would
occasionally walk around to see each child's work.
As she got to one little girl who was working diligently, she asked what the drawing was.

The girl replied, 'I'm drawing God.'

The teacher paused and said, 'But no one knows what God looks like.'
Without missing a beat, or looking up from her drawing, the girl replied, 'They will in a minute.'

A Sunday school teacher was discussing the Ten Commandments with her five and six year olds.

After explaining the commandment to 'honor' thy Father and thy Mother, she asked, 'Is there a
commandment that teaches us how to treat our brothers and sisters?'

Without missing a beat one little boy (the oldest of a family) answered,

'Thou shall not Kill.'

One day a little girl was sitting and watching her mother do the dishes at the kitchen sink. She suddenly



noticed that her mother had several strands of white hair sticking out in contrast on her brunette head.

She looked at her mother and inquisitively asked, ‘Why are some of your hairs white, Mom?'
Her mother replied, 'Well, every time that you do something wrong and make me cry or unhappy, one of
my hairs turns white.'

The little girl thought about this revelation for a while and then said, 'Mommy, how come ALL of
grandma's hairs are white?"

The children had all been photographed, and the teacher was trying to persuade them each to buy a copy
of the group picture.
‘Just think how nice it will be to look at it when you are all grown up and say, ‘There's Jennifer, she's a
lawyer," or 'That's Michael, He's a doctor.'
A small voice at the back of the room rang out, 'And there's the teacher, she's dead.’

A teacher was giving a lesson on the circulation of the blood.

Trying to make the matter clearer, she said, 'Now, class, if | stood on my head, the blood, as you know,
would run into it, and | would turn red in the face.

'Yes,' the class said.

"Then why is it that while | am standing upright in the ordinary position the blood doesn't run into my feet?'
A little fellow shouted, 'Cause your feet ain't empty.'

The children were lined up in the cafeteria of a Catholic elementary school for lunch. At the head of the
table was a large pile of apples. The nun made a note, and posted on the apple tray:

"Take only ONE . God is watching.'

Moving further along the lunch line, at the other end of the table was a large pile of chocolate chip
cookies. A child had written a note, 'Take all you want. God is watching the apples.'

A POLICE QUIZ
Question:

Given the following scenario, how can you tell the difference between an Australian, an American,
and a Canadian Police Officer???

"You're walking down a deserted street with your wife and two small children. Suddenly, a
dangerous looking man with a huge knife comes around the corner, locks eyes with you, screams
obscenities, raises the knife, and charges.. You are carrying a Glock 40, and you are an expert
shot. You have mere seconds before he reaches you and your family."

Which police is likely to do what?



Answer: (Immediate thought processes)
AUSTRALIAN POLICE OFFICERS
Answer: BANG !

AMERICAN POLICE OFFICERS

Answer: BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG!
BANG! Click.... (Sounds of reloading)!

BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG! Click
CANADIAN POLICE OFFICERS - Immediate thought process!!!

I must not use my taser, | must not use my taser, | must ........

Is the knife a ceremonial kirpan ?

Does he prefer to communicate in English or French?

Is this just his way of telling me that he pays my wages?

Would this be an appropriate time to hug him and sing Koombaya?

Will the media do a profile of him about how he was loved by everyone including his dog?

Is the alleged 'client’ a member of the NDP or an Environmental Group?

Is he just a squeegee kid / pan handler trying to make a living on the mean streets?

Is he a member of a gang that is just 'misunderstood' by society?

Is he an undercover Winnipeg Sun reporter looking for a news breaker?

Is he a recent illegal immigrant to this country, and doesn't know how to approach the police?
Is he recently released on parole and hasn't been properly integrated back into the community?
Is he a victim of fetal alcohol syndrome, and just doesn't understand what he is doing?

| should warn and Charter him as he approaches.......

Just arrived:
1. Isitgood if a vacuum really sucks?

2. Why do we call the third hand of a clock the second hand?
3. If aword is misspelled in the dictionary how would we know?

4. What is “out of whack,” when we don’t know what a “whack” is?



5. Why are “fat chance” and “slim chance” the same?

6. Why is it called “after dark” when it is really “after light"?
7. Why do “wise man” and “wise guy” mean the opposite?
8. Why is phonics not spelled the way it sounds?

9. If love is blind why is lingerie so popular?

10. Why is bra singular and panties plural?

11. How come abbreviated is such a long word?

12. Why do we park on the driveway and drive on the parkway?

What do you call:

A mad Bengali? ---- In Sen.

A dark Bengali who lives in a cave? ---- Kalidas Guha.

A Bengali mobster? ----- Rob in Ganguli.

A perfumed Bengali? ----Chandan Dass

A Bengali goldsmith? ---- Shonar Bongla.

What's bigger than the state of Bengal? --- The Bay of Bengal.
An angry Bengali letter? --- Chitti-chitti Bong Bong.

A talkative Bengali? ---Bulbul Chatterjee.

An outlawed Bengali? --- Kanoon Banerjee or Bonduk
Bannerjee.

An enlightened Bengali? ---- Jyoti Basu.

A stupid Bengali girl? --- Balika Buddhu.

A Bengali marriage? --- Bedding.

What do you call a Bengali who takes bribe? --- Mr. Ghoosh.

What does a ghati call a burping Bong? ---- Mukhopadhaya.

How does the Bong learn the alphabet? ---- A for Orange, B for Begetable....



How does a Bong relax in the evening? ---- He goes to the Howrah Brij to get some Breej.
What does a Bong with a broken heart say? --- "My hurt is hearting”
And finally,

What do you call a Bengali who works? ---- A work of fiction.

One day in a school in London, a teacher said to a class of 5-year-olds,

I'll give 10 pounds to the child who can tell me who was the most famous man who ever
lived."

An Irish boy put his hand up and said, "It was St. Patrick."

The teacher said, "Sorry Paddy, that's not correct.”

Then a Scottish boy put his hand up and said, "It was St. Andrew."
The teacher replied, "I'm sorry, Hamish, that's not right either."
Then a Jewish boy put his hand up and said "David",

The Buddhist boy said "Gautama Buddha"

and the Muslim boy said "Mohammed" .

Regrettably, none of them were successful.

Finally, a Gujju boy raised his hand and said, "It was Jesus Christ."

The teacher said, "That's absolutely right, Jignesh, come up here and I'll give you the
10 pounds that | promised.”

As the teacher was giving Jignesh his money, she said, "You know Jignesh, since
you're a Hindu Guijarati; | was very surprised you said Jesus Christ."

Jignesh replied, "Yes. In my heart | knew it was Sri Krishna, but

Bijness is Bijness!! 1

A man feared his wife wasn't hearing as well as she used to and he thought she might



need a hearing aid.
Not quite sure how to approach her, he called the family doctor to discuss the problem.

The Doctor told him there is a simple informal test the husband could perform to give
the doctor a better idea about her hearing loss.

Here's what you do," said the Doctor, "stand about 40 feet away from her, and in a
normal conversational speaking tone see if she hears you.

If not, go to 30 feet, then 20 feet, and so on until you get a response.”

That evening, the wife is in the kitchen cooking dinner, and he was in the den. He says
to himself, "I'm about 40 feet away, let's see what happens."

Then in a normal tone he asks, 'Honey, what's for dinner?"
No response..

So the husband moves closer to the kitchen, about 30 feet from his wife and repeats,
"Honey, what's for dinner?"

Still no response.

Next he moves into the dining room where he is about 20 feet from his wife and asks,
"Honey, what's for dinner?"

Again he gets no response.

So, he walks up to the kitchen door, about 10 feet away.. "Honey, what's for dinner?"
Again there is no response.

So he walks right up behind her... "Honey, what's for dinner?"

"Ralph, for THE FIFTH time, CHICKEN!"

What can | eat?

can't eat pork, Swine flu...

can't eat chicken, Bird flu.



by

can't eat Beef, Maol cow....

can't eat fish, heavy wmetal poisons in thelr waters.

>

can't eat fruits and vegoles, insecticides and herbicides.

Remenmber - - - ' STRESSED'
speLLeol backwards! s

DPESSERTS!
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