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EDITORIAL - ANOMA

DAKINI 6 has contrlbutlons from Kay Roberts and Helen Johnson of
Amaravati, (Helen having just returned from India) Moreen Scott who
now lives at Aandarava, Anne Kowlands from Brighton and Eve Gill
from Christchurch, New Zealand, I've also included an extract from
Dhammaainna's last letter from India,

Kay has written about writer Anais Nin, whom she finds very inspiring
(so do I). Perhaps if anyone else has been inspired by a particular’
writer, they might like to write to DAKINI about them,

It was very good to hear from Eve in Christchurch and we'd welcome
hearing from anyone else in New Zealand, In fact, we'd love to hear
from any reader of DAKINI anywhere! Next issue will be the First
Anniversary edition so it'd be really good to make it a bUmperMone.

But that depends on people sending in articles, poems etc, So please
do -write in. We can only get a genuine 'feel' of whats happening

with the women in the Movement everywhere if lots of people contribute.

Thanks to Jan Martin for typing DAKINIS 5 and 6.
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Next Dakini - January. Copy date DECEMBER_ 15th

RETREATS

The last long women's retreat was held almost a year ago. The reason
why it's been so long is that women Order members have been involved
in the setting up of communities and a lot of work is being done on
’ buildings, However, it is now possible to hold a two week women's
" mitra retreat at Mandarava from 23rd December to 6th January.
Application forms have already been sent out for this but if for any
reason you haven't received one and would like to go, please get in
touch . with Malini at:
: Mandarava,
Street Farm, The Street,
Aslacton, :
Nr. Norwich, Norfiglk.
Tel: Tivetshall: 344,



From now on there will be regular weekend and longer women's retreats,
both for Mitras and for Friends in general, These will either be
advertised in DAKINI or through Centres, depcnding on when they are
arranged. S0 there should be morec and more opportunities to meet

and practice with other women involved in the Movement,

SUBSCRIPTIONS

If you have been recciving DAKINI since the first issue, you are due
to pay a further subscription of £1 for the next six copies, I'd be
grateful if you could send this as soon as possible, or if you don't
wish to continue receiving it, could you let me know so that we don't
waste time and money sending it needlessly., However, I hope you will
wish to continue receiving DAKINI and look forward to receiving
subscriptions. In future, as and when you have received six copies of
DAKINI, perhaps you'd be good enough to send a further year's sub-
gcription. The money barely covers the cost of production and mailing
the magazine and so keeping up to date with subscriptions is importanth
Thanks.

AMARAVATI (AND OTHER THING s) - ANOMA ‘ A

The only trouble is I want to write about so much! I'm full eof":
entlhusiams and energies etc. and somehow I must try and collect them
cpongh Lo put ‘on this piece of paper. ‘I find it quite difficult to
do this - I'm always writing articles for PDAKINI in my head but
actually transferring them onto paper and still retaining the energy
that was in my head and my guts is something else!" My best time to
attempt this kind of thing is late dat night, so it's‘at lpm on a
rainy Wednesday morning that I'm ertlng thls, (at the rlsk of
tomorrow's morning uedltﬂtlon‘t. :

Firstly, Aiilaravati ‘- you ‘know, ""the very thought of which fills one
with bliss". Well, as far as I'm concerned, anyway, this is genuinely
the case. It's not that at every momeént ‘of 'the day T'm going around
singing with a big grin on my face (a7though soretimes T am), but

my overall feeling is one of real happlness at being here.

Amaravati has been through lots of changes since the last issue af
DAKINI, First let me tell you about what work we've cone on the
house. We now have electricity throughout the house, our main - shrine
room is ‘comp. .ely decorated, plus a small second shrine -room. Our
guest rooms are now finished (previourly stables at the back of the
house by the garden) an? wher we spent an evenirg in them, celebrating ~
the completion of the work there, we just kent looking aroun us in ’
amazement that it was “one and we'c cdone it! It hacd turned out to be
quite a long job and in the last few days it all c~'e together almost
without us noticing. Anne Rowlands from Brighton was one of our
first vistors to stay there and she's written about it later. dn:this
issue. In the house itself we've put in nore windows, a back door
and are now ‘working on two basement rooms and a grounc floor Toom
which will be peogle's bedrooms. The two basement rooms were damp
and so quite a lot of preparatory work is having to'be done, We've
just had a’ worklng weekend retreat which we ‘all enjoyed and got lots
of work 'done. There were three women from Aryatara for the whole
weekend plus a couple of 'day helpgers' on bunday. One of these was
Jenny Roche who brought her two children, Rosy (nearly 43) and °
Rebecca (8). The community has been quite small lately and so it

was good to have some extra energy to help us out.

A

Besides working on the house, we've also got Kusa Cushions operating
properly again with Joan Graham and Anne Farnham at the helm with
occasional help from other members of the community when there's a
lot of cushions to stuff etc. We're also about to take on a big
typing. job for FWBO Publications =~ the Bodhicaryavatara transcript,



The day after Sargha Day, Dhamracinna and Helen flew off to Incia..
i;ﬁhanmadinhé‘waS'ﬁue'to'go on a yoga course with Mr. Iyengar (together
‘with, Annie Leigh fror Man<arava, lawn Mastin fror Beulah ard several
.men. Order mémberé'anf'ﬁitfaS)“in November an they wert a ronth in- .
advance. so that they coulr travel around and see sorrething of India,
_I@ll'be inclucin; 4an eztract fror Tharnmacinna's-nost' recent letter
from}lnuia.a little later oi.. Helen, who hac gore oat just to see
"India (not to~do yoga), has now returned and you cai. reac sonething .
of her impressions later on. . When she returned she told us with
gleé that when flying back to Heathrow she could see Warnstead, Park
out of the window! Also, since DAKINI 5, lioreen Scott has moved from
, here .to ;landarava and seeuns very happy there. i § :

. Bhante .came. to: visit us a couple of weeks ago and it Was’rééllf'__
good to. have him here. He had supper with us and: then we retired ..,
'to the guest: rooms for tea and Indiar Sweets (Bharte' brought us a .,
. huge. bag-full of them). We showed him all round the héuse and:then
‘asked him to take a puja, which he did. Ve all hope he'll cone again
_before too long ard 'maybe stay for a bit longer,

What else is there to tell you about amaravati. Ah yes. We have a
beautiful new rupa maue by Chintamani, The body arnd the:fan are
finished in gold leaf and the robes and hair are ‘painted. I don't
kriow that I1I' can say much more =mbout it as ore would really have to
see it for oneself' to know what it was. like. We've rhiser +he shrine
ant? bought new vases and c-ncfle holders ard I thirk it looks really
beautiful now. : : s '

Life at Araravati’is constantly deepening arnd yet expancing, You can.
never .say 'that's how it is' becruse then it isn't ‘anymore! People
are getting to kriow each other on deeper anc deeper levels arnc every-
one is changing and growing and blocsoming all the time, Sometimes
the place seems like a lunatic asylum and at others it's quiet and
quite refined. Personally 1 feel more free to be myself than I've
ever uone,: I'm just experiencing myself in a wmuch more real way,
more spontaneously, I think there's a basic feeling of trust and
respect for each other here and so if you're in a2 bad mood sometimes,
or you're leaping about with joy or whatever else you might be, it's
okay, everyone accepts it, ;

S50...1life at Amaravati cortirues well. We've hac lots of visitors
and if you'd like to come, just let Sanghadevi or I know. We'll be
pleased to see you,

Besides Amaravati itself, I feel happy abo:t the state of wonen in
the movement generally, There's Mancdarava, of course, our country
retreat centre and then there's Beulah, a woren's comnunity in
Bethnal Green where liarichi and four other women live. The whole
of Amaravat went to a party at Beulah recentlyiand .the izthole: of
Beulah care to supper here a few days later. Then there's Anijalli
(oreviously "fawvn Inkster), I'iana anc Marguerita living together in
Brighton @rnd Shrimala and Dominique ir Norwi-h. There'c tal% of a
women's conmrunity being set un in Finlanc by Lisa #n- Ulla and so e
others, It's not just the con unities the 'selves bit a feeling of
energy moving, soiething positive happening with the wonen in the
friends, I've felt it fromn wonen who aren't in com :unities as well
as those in them,

I hope things are good where you are and if they aren't feeling so

good at the mowent, battle on., It's worth it because life only has

a meaning when you're aiming high and you're stuck in and you're open
to changing and to the !'spiritual' forces around-you. Let go! Tune

in and there they are to help you, Let Vajrapani help you smash through
those blocks, Manjushri cut through your ignorance, Tara open up

your conpassion,.and go to the Budcha, "“harma and Sangha for refuge!



Extract fro. a recent letter_ from_ charmacdinina_in Incdia

"..oAnnie and I arrived in Poo:a at €,00am. We'r been on a trair
for: - 36 hours., We starpgered around trying te find a roar going all
the way out cf town to the arcdress which we's beer giver to find it

deserted and the people unfriendly (un omron in In-ir), It was a
ghastly morning but it eventually ericed up at the Hotel Tourist where
we sank gratefully asleep in a luxury «ocuble roow: with owi: bath arnd
rccm service (provided by 2 cra:zy, very erncearing waiters). We thought
we were going toc hate Pcona because it's very Westernised and seemed
rather berinrng after the other places we've peen, i can't renember
where we were when 1 last wrcote - tc recap we went frowm Jelhi to
Benures to Sarmath - back te Bencres, by this time having® lcst all the
men (Lckamitra, Surata etc - Ancma). Frcm there Helen, Annie and I
went tc Gaya (nice place) tc Buddhagaya (hcrrible, plastic rupas -

very ccmmercial) back to vaya, back to 3enares (we cculdn't becck a 2
train from Gaya tc Pcona .for ancther week)........We left for Pocna

ocn the vadar Express, Actually the train jocurneys are really ckay., We
travelled three tier 2nd class sleeper - which means ycu have a bunk .
and a seat - a ccnducter whc keeps the unreserved seat pecple cut. The
carriage is c¢pen sc yocu get tc kncw 'ycur fellcw travellers, Theé Incdians
are used tc long, slcw journeys -and téally know hcow to lock after :
themselves, . You get really gccd vegetarian meals prcv1ded tea vercdors
at every stop, banana venccrs etc., ceme aleng by the carriage and you
buy what you want, The weals ccme frcr the staticn restaurart and are
- brought to your seat., The Indians seem to know hew to enjoy themselves
in a very simple way. Our reighbcurs fer the first half of the: journey
were a family (€ brothers, 1 sis ster) of S. Indian Hindues who's heer

on pilgrimage tc Benares. They were really lovely., +Bought us nuts -
tea - stole our wap rnd they vere sc nice tc eachH cther; they are really
physically warm with each other - nice to their sistfer,’ buying her

bananas, sandals and baskets at cifferent stcps. They hac a ball all
the way.....1l think Westernisation contact with Europeans c chariges the
Indians and‘remcves their charm, It's best where they're nct used. to

white people at all, It's ckay to walk arcund here: (Pcona).cn-. your:cwn
- Nno hassles. In fact, to be a Western women in India’is very;gced -
you have the freedom to go - do as ycu please, which Indian:girls .den't,

but ycu get treated like a lady, Anyway, Poena-is locking up.’ First
of all we got directed tc the Western shcpping area which is ckay - but
we managed to find a really gccd market and even a dreadful second-
hand rag and scrap maricet which was fa501rat11g -We're now living much
nearer the Institute (fcr the ycga course - Ancma). though not finally -
settled., The area we are staying in is nice - goodj -¢clean, restaurants,
beautiful fccd - lcts cof bcokshops-in the University area, Last night
we dlsccvered a really good bangle Shup run by a bangle’ guru whe sells -
large enough.81zes for big Western hanus, sc Annie- is- happy.: . Am -
enjcying myself lcts - think staying in Poona will be. good: -. espe01ally
when we get our bikes!" : : Lo
Love, Dhanmarinna,: '

IMAGES OF INDIA -~ HELEN JOHNSON | o o 9

It is lrrelevarit to speak of 'liking' ‘or 'disliking! In. ia. India is
a creature soc vast, sc complex as to be altcgether beyons perscnal -
judgements cr preferences, so ancient as tc make ‘orie feel like .an atom
ccmpared with the universe ¢r as a fleeting secondfagainst eteruity“

India is a mass of pictures and images, noises and snellS' a playgrcund
for the senses, but a trecherdus playgrcund where cne enccunters the
ugly with the beautiful, where sickness and ulsease intermingle with
pleasure and v1ta11ty, where oy cculd find cne s heart cr .lcse.cne's
mind., La TSR : fod

The heat, enfclding like a blanket is all arcund, It's hazé'makes the
horizon shimmer and it's brilliance causes cclours alreacy living to



itself; in'its giving of 1tself

dance more vigorously before the eyes. The endless motion of the
traln as it rattles on and ‘on, endlessly: tiarough the flat lands of
Indid.  idst olllow1ng red throu/h the open windows, and a woman in
the corner wears a saree the same strlklng shades of green as the
crops in the fields which we pass,

A railway statior. somewhere at 1.ight. sleeping borles lie all about,
piles ‘of boxes and bundles, each a family's wealth and home. Fllckerlng
flames from hurricane lanterns and the red glow of charcoal stoves
where tea is brewed or nuts roasted. Sellers of every conceivable

item walk up and down, calling their wares: tea, sweetreats, cirarettes
little wdoden toys, beards and bangles. 3ersars rattle —etal bowls

at ‘wincows of the waiting train anc Nhi,e or cry out their reanests,
holding up a severed stump or rottirg limb ‘for ‘'you to see, or :
clutichirg a 'dirty ragged child with big, appeallng wice oner eyes.
Flocks of beautiful Incian wowen, with ,raceful rulticoloured plumage.
Each one an isla.ad of self respect and security. Incian wéiarhoéod -

so vifferent froi the west, so proud, so self assured, such dignity,
Every woian, be she young ‘and beautiful, or a natron, old and getting
fat, Be she from a wealthy fawmily or living as a labourer by the’

side of the road, ‘each carries her femininity like a jewel, 'BaGt a
jJewel to -dlluminate her own being, not just a gaudy trinket to attract
a mate, ' Not a ‘glittering bait or bargaining point but an essence,’
born' of woman, to be used by woman. For her own enrichment, to give
her strength, : j : e iy

Benares; ‘the holy city. A myriad of tiny streets, filthy and stlpklng
yet enticing with their mystery, their dark ‘cdoorways and waysice
shrines., ' The smell of incerse and the red of caubed verzillion,
Bazaars cramed full of glittering, waving trinkets; fluttering with
gorgeous silks. The Ganges at c¢a nj; buzzarcs spiralling -Yazily over
the burning grounds, the sun rising over the sacred waters - a flaming
orange ball, ‘ : ; Vi

SOME NOTES ON ANAIS NIN. = - KAY ROBERTS

Opening a book by Arais Nir is like climbirg into a boat at nirht,
pushing' offl from the chore,’ lying'¢ownioh" your bark, arnc 'rlftlng
silently ¢own the river,  throurh the night 1life of the c1ty,‘the vast

skytand all the billions: of stars anc univer:es opeiling out above

you; and.the city alive anc¢: -humi:ing all around you,

As. a:writer, she expresses herself so freély, so fluently - you feel
that she gives herself in all that she writes, that she empties
herself out cnto the page, seemingly holding nothing back, After
reading most of her novels and diarys, 1 feel that I know her,
intimately. She is like a strange and beautiful flower, continually
growing and opening out, and changing, revealing ‘her tender secrets
to ‘the world, her vulnerable inneér self; like the face of a flower,
smiling out tc¢ the world, giving itself, at once so very delicate and
fragile and vulnerable, and yvet so stronp in'dts communlcatlon of

What Anaid Nin is really doing in all her books, is looking - looking
closely, with a great attempt at clarity and truthfulness., You are
aware at times of certain areas rather neglected by her, or areas in
which ‘she is rather fearful'ana self—refevsive, but you feel that she
is alwvays trying to face these areas ‘to be brave and walk into them,
through them. ; ' :

She writes as a womran, as herself, Anaic, Vith awareness anc with
incredible understancding., I find her deeply inspiring. She sees so
clearly all that goes in to make a human being - all the cifferent
facets of a character, the weaknesses, the needs, the wants, the



cruelties, the loves, the generositiesj; but she rever concemns, She
see the whole person, ucfually rade up of such fragmentecd and.risnersed
selves, and loves this nerson, accepts this nerson, supports and gives
herself to this person.

She writes mainly of relatiouiships, of people, She roes way beneath the
surface, and sees and describes so much detzil. bshe says of herself:
What was left for one to do? To go where Henry cainot go, into the idyth,
into June's dreams, fantasies, into the poetry ofliJuney To wnite a8

a woman, ana as a woman only, T begin with dreams, hers and mine. It

is taking a symbolic shape, ‘closer to kimbaud than to a novel." (She

is referring to "House of Incest" here), And again, "The phrase which
fired me, and made me begin to write on June, was Jung's: 'To proceed
fromi the dreain ‘optward, ..l 21y -

She is subterranean, Her writing is like poetry, flowing poetry,

Very subtle, and very vivid, so descriptive, As I thirk Henry Miller

says of her, she is like water flowing, finding its way into every
nook and cranny, so that you feel eventually nothing will be left
unknown, unchartered, undiscovered., And yet she coes it so gently,
so sensitively, nothing is destroyed as she reveals it and examines it,
She does not tear things apart arc® analyse brutally toarive at the
truth, But'rather she works or. an intuitive level, the mystery and
wonder rernain, and you feel rather that things have been enriched,

made 'even more so' by her close:-exariration,

Soetimes 1 feel she ics alrost toc i'uch, too tangled, too ‘omnlic-ted,

there ds too much going on -~ -1 et lost in the «omplicestions, in the
intricacies, and I rebel. But really, she is .just poetry - she writes
of the poetry of life - samsaric 1life!: Change, continual change,

Varigtions. ~She writes the way life itself flows and unfolus. Sometimes
it seems life itself is too complicated, there seems. to be jugt too
much to work out, too many things to think about. And. one gets bogged

"down in the uetall and cannot see beyond that, to. the. wider perspective:

as toa dance. Seeing the dance as a whole, a moving, changing, flowing
pattern, one dance made up of so many different steps and dancers,
Anais Nin's books are like ballets to me, and in the same way, as a
child I used to be dra n into anc enveloped by the fantasy world upon
the stage, I am drawn into Anais Nin's worlds, It cidn't surprise me
to learn that she had studied cancing when a young woman!!

Especially in her earlier work, she writes in this very poetic, coleourful
way. Some mistake it purely for brocade, for beauvtiful imaginative:
language, and nothing more., But it is more - it is her manner of »
expressing herself, of expressing her vision, It is as if she works on
such an 1ntu1t1ve lcvel that her perceptions can only: be caught, and
expressed, in this flowing poetic language, which is sometires more <
like a piece of orchestratlon a-painting, or,. as 1 said; aibalilets

than a novel. For her worcs rot'orly convey ieaning, but colovr and
sound and novement as well. They leca- anr sing arc pirouette their
message. 1 feel that espe01clly wher she ‘was yourger, che herself was
so sensitive that this was the ‘only way she ‘could acturlly look at:
things and describe anc aralyse and get to the bottom :of things. One
feels it would have felt harsh to her, even hurtful, to uescribe someone
or something factually, plainly, without enrichening it by her power

to se€ and express beauty and magic in everything - like a bright neon
light belng turned on in a candle-=lit room, oiie loved the mystery to
remaln. She passes from dream 'to ‘reality as easily as one closes one's
eyes = 1n fact 1t often seenis she is more at home in the dream than in

‘reality.

"I see the symbolism of our lives, I live on two levels, the human
and the poetic. I See the parables,; the allegories, I felt that he
(ie. Henry iMiller) was doing the realism, and that I could go up.;in
my stratosphere and survey the mythology of June, . I sought to deseribe



overtones, All the facts about June are useless to my visionary
perception of her unconscious self. This was a distillation, But
it was not more brocade; it was full of meaning."

Iialsa felt that this lucid, Ffluid,:ipoetic Ffern ofl writing is . a
natural expression of an energy, as if she were brimming with this
particular ernergy, and it overflowed and poured out into her 1life,
and probably into everything she touched and was in contact with =
certainly into her writing.

In reading Anais Min's fiarys, you can actu:lly watca her grow , change
- it feels l1like.a very cifferent wor.an -who wrote the first oublished
diary (1931-193L) an- tihe fourth ore (194lk-4 )., Qnite a profound
change begins to take place in her in the first <ia:y when she begirs
visiting the psychoanalyst, Dr. Allendy. She writes "Toccy 1 began to
think of an escape. Writing the poei., the myth, was not enough., I
began to think of Allenuay's teachings. His iceas have been underlying
many of my actions,: It is he who has taught me the world dis:vast,

that 1 need not be the slave of a chilchood curse, of cevotion. to
whioever plays, partly or wholly, the role ofia 'much needed. father,: I
do not need to be a selfless child, or a woman giving to the point of
self—annhllatlon° ;

As she grows older, and changes, and matures, her style:changes
notlceablc also, 1t becomes somehow sirpler, there is less need of
adornment, of decoration - as if she were niore conficent, and no longer
had the need to present everything as if it were Christras, .0or some
special occasion, wrapped in beautiful paper with lots of tinsel and
'ribbon and flowers - uhich is very lovely, very beautiful.and enjoyable
and enrichening, but in n way not always necessary. Her writing
becomes more down to earth, and you canr feel that she is Just more
‘experienced';. more complete, more centred,

It 1s Just very.inspiring toi bewallowed: to enter the heart an” mind
of another individual who aspires to grow, to {hatpe to trearnscend
what she has becorne throigh conritionirg, 1ife. At times, whern che
describes experiences, things she has been through, that I relate to
and that are real to me at the time I am reacing, I feel <o ceeply
touched, joyful - here is yet another human being with whom I can
relate, who can experience as 1 experience, who can feel as I feel!
Especially if I have been feeling isolated and alone in a feeling, it
is like a door being opened, and sunshine pouring in, to discover
someone else who has gone through the saiie thing, even if it is only
through a book that 1 discover it -~ it still feels llke a communication,
and something in me can. open to the world again, :

"She was weeping over the end of a cycle. How one must be thrust out
ol al Finished cvcle in life,  and that- leap i the mosticditticull to: make -
to part with'oné's faith, one's love, when one would “refer to renew
the faith and re-create the passion., The struggle to emerge out of
the past, cleari of memories; the inadequacy of our hearts to cut life
into seperate and fixed portions; the pain of this constant ' ;
ambivalence and inter-relation of emotions; the hunger for frontlers
against which we mlght lean as upon closed doors before we proceed
forward; the struggle against diffusion, new beginrings, against
finality in acts without finality or end, in our cursecly repercussive
DeAIIE s s e e o

As-you can.probably see, .l have been really ivsnireﬂ'byiAnais Nin,
both as a writer an” as a woman. .1 feel she has given me, persorally,
a lot, anc¢ I feel overwhelred with gratitude an~ joy ir her, and hope
that others too will ciscover her; and gain from their contact with her.

=0000000~



THIS 1S . WVHAT 1I'M THINKING TOuAY - SANGHA DAY - MOREEN SCOTT

What is this spiritual life that we have all embarked on? /hat was
the Buddha's example?

I have to admit that I spent the first: five months of my contact with
the Friends,. living with Kay in Balmore Street, assidiously meditating-
as much as five. hours sonie daysd and waiting for the spiral path to
unfolc¢ in front of my eyes, great dhyanic states tc manifest themselves,
I had found what I ,was looking for and with great joy I waited for it
all to happer. And it was happening, 1 was becoming more human. I
even started to like peaple. i.ore than that I started toe.:c¢are for..
them, But you see 1 was only living with Kay, and my Sangha really
consisted :of.only one: person, : '

Another five months have passed since then; five months in whicch I

have felt.tossed and blown, crushed and thrown but phew! I think I can
see  a little spark of that golden light shining again. ' laybe I spent .
a while chasing a cead star, : .

The Sﬂﬁgha has becomne much fiore impoertant and it cores to e thati the
importanée of the Scngha ac the nlare or the emphasis on which oune
becomes happy, healthy anc¢ huaman caniot be overestirated. Arc - it also
comes,to mind that until ard unless we do beco. .e hap 'y, healty’ and
human we are not going to be able to climb very far up that spirail
path,

What have we taken on then?

Hight away I am confronted by the fact that what I have to write will
be so limited, Limite¢ to my own feelings and experiences but who
kncws, maybe some of you may feel similar and anyway I am enjoying
writing,

Two things immediately came up with a bump. Firstly I have spent most
of my life trying to escape fron other peonle. They were considered
silly, useless and not to be trusted. Secondly wmy feelings have had
such a baterring. They were all caused by wrong views, frorn a
conditioned point of view, I think tc an extent I still valued them,
but oh! to express ther to another human being. Labels’ of crazy,
strange and eccertric do have their way of creeping in and causing
a certain amount of self coubt; strength starts to wane and even if
one still trusts one's inner voice it can becore so fragile that like
Granny's best china, it only comes out wher very special peonle come
toved,

1 think what I an beginning to realise is that the canghe is full of
very special people. Bhante says you can only trust sciieorne as much
as they are integrated and this is true, but what we have to do is
try and make sure we do trust scmeomne as far as they are integrated.
Thus giving thew more confidence in themselves and us r.ore confidence
to go out to people. From these little buds of integration that we
all possess we can strengthen each other. And should perchance we
come up against something we hadn't bargained for - a reaction from
somecrie we haa nct expected then we must have the courage to speak

up about it and have it out., Get rid of the eunergy of hate or mis-
trust or whatever it has created, If we don't speak up we hold on to
that energy and like a seed it too grows, It's coming to mind writing
these words that I'm writing about things I'r: not very good at doing,
It's like an embryo, realising what one must do and bit by bit
expressing it,

Another thing that I feel a great deal of emphasis should be put on
is we must stop trying to Be Good. We rust stop trying to Be Spiritual.
I think this is where a bit of faith helps. We all have different



karmas, different backgrounds, experieices, cifferent ways of working

so if anycne thinks that they can pick up a little A-Z on how to reach

enlightenment they'1ll probably be helping the treadmill of Samsara to

keep griding for aeons to corne. Obviously there are certain things

like meditation and trying tc follew the Eightfold Path and under-

stanuing the four noble truths which really help. Reading about

iilarepa can be inspiring, Associating with Friencs who kriow they are

on a similar journey helpful. It seems to me these are the Big things,

the Foundations. But little things creep in. iMaybe we are not ready

to give something up but we've read somewhere thar an Frilighterned

person does not do such.a thiung sc we too try and give it up. Sometimes

it works, We're ready to let 80 anyway. It's not nuch of a problem,

But if it's a real wrench then I su gest we look to see if we really

are ready, if we really are integrated into giving it up, Seems to

me it's hard giving something up 'nless there is something to take it's

nlace. That Sometling éhoulf be inside you, more anc ore growing

inside s¢ it seems it's best tc ecrcoursce the orly satisfying "nocsecssio"

;hat"éf an integrated incividual full of styvength te defeat M-ra; but

not to think that other - orldly pursuits are necessarily wrong or

anskilful, '

¥ 5

So tc all followers of the Dharma, of whatever tenperament, cn whatever

Yevel, I hope to meét ycu throcugh the Sangha, hope we can show each

other ourselves and meet again and again thrcughcut our Jjourney, and

BO ssseseveecsEnliidghtennient, :
s Lots of iLetta - |.oreen.

WKITTEN ON A RECENT VIS1T TO AMARAVATI - ANKEE ROWLANDS

What an improverent
there has been
since my last

visit to Amaravati

The guest house -

(Or 'Bhante's Pad

in ‘the trade) -

is a good

example to ‘take,

Frow a state

of acute dis(re)nsir
the converted garage
at the back

cf the house

is now a

bright cowfortable abcde.
With new roccf

and varnished ceiling
and a skylight:

with glazed windcws
angd:concrete floor,
running water,

fuel stove,

electric light,
carpet,

bed,

chair,

table,

re-pointed and
painted walls,
loocking out at the
roses and Mrs
Baggins, the cat,



AN ARTICLE FOR _JAKINI BY EVE GILL

I sat an fTrent of this typewriter ancd think what toisay.
I lock cut cf the wincow at the trees in the park, at the cars
racing home, yet nothing seems to cocme into this mind, Its. life,
For ever I am searching for words to cepture the »resent, which
becomes stored for the future, from the past. Why? Pc I not want
this moment tc go by? Ir so many werds I try tc rom unicate the
feeling of being but the being becornes cbscared by these words of
non-sense, {

# KK KK * RN KK

At present in;Christchurch we are getting together a commiinity. It
is larger than the ore at England Street. We have a  larger building
so there are usually mcre pecple together., We are fixing up the
building which was a imess when we moved in, That in“itself is »
proving to be quite a task., The ccmmunity is a mixed one,

I feel we have started scmething very pcsitive and hopefully we wild
be able tc set up a place which will cffer people a peaceful refuge
from the hum-drum of the city. The ncise may filter through the
walls but hopefully the aticcsphere will be cne cf giving. That is
of giving the Three Jewels tc the best c¢f cur capabilities,

At the moment I've got lots of ideas floating arcund in my uind and
hopefully I can start putting them into practise, which is very hard
work, This is why T am grateful tc be invelved in Ratnaloka although

sometimes I can forget the creativeness of this com unity,

Aﬁ;favéti HasS=Fos vy roral Suppert-asyihet 4s allk i can.give at . the
present.
OH TARA!
T Ancma
(a song)

Your right hana opens cut to me
You cnly want tc set e free

Born cat of a lake wf ‘tears

To save us froii a sea cf fears

Oh Tara!

How could I lost sight cf you? .
Oh "Taral P
How could I lose sight of you -

You came when I was on my own
Loocking docwn from your lotus throne
ileached intc my very soul

Bowed to you and I felt -'hcle

Oh Tara!
How could I lose sight of you?
Oh Tara!
How could I lose sight of you?

I'm sorry for what I've done wreng
And offer you this humblé song
May 1 see you as you are

I bow toiyotr, oh shining: star

Oh Tara!

How could 1 lose sight of you?

Oh Tewa!

How could I_lose sight of you?

Oh s iara sy Tata s s oTatia Joisie

dd



