Contents
Editorial

3

Message from the National Representative

5

The Meditation of a Mystic by Hazrat Inayat Khan

6

The Attainment of the Inner Life by Hazrat Inayat Khan

7

Meditation by Nuria

8

Meditation by Azad

9

Meditaton - the Ultimate WILD Card by Bhakti

12

Why Meditate? by Zora

15

Poem by Josephine

17

The Noisy Coat by Josephine

18

How To Go Beyond Thoughts by Sri Mata Amritanandamayi Devi

19

Contributions from Zora & Zubin

20

The Country of Our Dreams by Nauroz

21

International Sufi Movement in Australia 2020 Retreat poster

22

Contacts

23

Photo credits:
Royalty-free photos from unsplash.com
Photo by Daniel Mingook Kim on Unsplash (cover)
Photo by Sasha Freemind on Unsplash (man standing at window)
Photo by Dingzeyu Li on Unsplash (woman meditating)
Photo by Guillaume de Germain on Unsplash (man standing with hands raised)
Photo by Ganesh Kumar B N on Unsplash (buddha)
Photo by Wonderlane on Unsplash (Tibetan statue)
Photo by Viktor Talashuk on Unsplash (sunlight and trees)
Photo by Levi XU on Unsplash (falling drop of water)
Photo by Jonathan Bean on Unsplash (mossy boulders and water streams)

Page 2 Spirit Matters Volume 23 Issue 4 December 2019

Editorial
Meditation is the theme for this issue of Spirit Matters. From a Sufi perspective
meditation is a way of uniting with the One, an absorption with the Divine, and the
realisation that we are not separated from, but part of, the whole of existence.

My journey started when, as a boy of fifteen, by grace, I spontaneously discovered an
opening to the inner life by meditating one afternoon sitting in front of an open
window. It was an intriguing discovery for me, particularly as I had been brought up by
my parents as an atheist and at that time I had no understanding of anything beyond
the physical world. In that moment of sitting quietly I was drawn into a space of peace
and tranquillity. It drew me into the realisation of an alternative reality and led me to
explore the realm of consciousness. In my teens, and in my twenties and thirties, I tried
different methods and techniques, and for periods of time belonged to various spiritual
groups. It was like entering into another dimension with the discovery of exciting
possibilities. I learned more as I felt the opening of the chakras and the awakening of
the kundalini, and the expanding of my consciousness and awareness.
Now, as I do my daily practices I feel the benefits from the practices themselves and the
effects of the lessons learned from meditation. The time that I spent in a Zen group
informs my understanding of the benefits of a walking meditation. Josephine taps into
that level of awareness with her beautiful poem on page 17 expressing the effects of
walking with mindfulness and an open heart.
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Similarly the breathing practices, zikr, dhikr and other practices draw us into a meditative
state. I was also amazed to discover that it was possible to enter into a meditative state
while turning on the spot and moving in a group, as a participant in the Mevlemi sema,
the ceremony of whirling dervishes.
I recently came across something that I had written ten years ago about meditation,
trying to express the inexpressible:
Thoughts pass,
everything is illusion,
and yet everything is perfect, complete and beautiful.
Meditation reveals beauty in nature and beauty in simplicity.
After a deep meditation I feel boundless space,
an open heart, inspiration, energy and clarity of mind,
and on rare occasions,
no mind.
Hazrat Inayat Khan spoke beautifully about the mysteries of meditation. Excerpts from
The Sufi Message of Hazrat Inayat Khan are on pages 6 & 7.
Pir Nawab posted a very inspiring quote from Hazrat Inayat Khan on 11 May 2019 on
his blog The Inner Call (https://innercall.towardthe1.com/)

Why Do We Meditate?
“There are two stages that the Sufi has to go through. The one stage is yaqin, the next
stage is iman. Yaqin is the stage in which one perfectly believes, without the slightest
doubt that, “my soul is immortal”. Iman is the stage when one is convinced by one’s own
realisation, when one is the witness of one’s own immortality.
What are we to attain by meditation? Is it power that we attain, is it inspiration that we
wish to attain? No, it is the vision of our true being that we desire most; it is to see our
innermost self face to face. In this we experience the Presence of God, for we seek no
longer the rewards of the Heavens, our pursuit is to find the God within ourselves.
Therefore it is necessary for every initiate to understand that our soul’s aim in our
esoteric studies and practices is to become acquainted with the life which is living as a
running current through the circle of Eternity.”
I hope that this newsletter inspires you to delve further into the Presence of God.
Yaqin
December 2019
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Beloved Sisters and Brothers
Summer 2019
I really like it that Yaqin has chosen such inspiring topics for Spirit Matters these last
editions. We are getting good responses from people and I wonder if we should include
a letter page so that you can let us know how you feel and what you think? Feedback
would be lovely, as I know Yaqin wonders if people actually read this newsletter.
The last edition on the Journey really got me thinking and made me realise that I have
been guided all my life! This edition on Meditation is likewise interesting, or should I say
challenging, as I am not sure that what I am doing is actually meditating. At our last Sufi
group meeting, I tried to put what I had written about into practice. We understood the
breathing practices as a concentration, and the visualisation or ‘seeing’ the colours or
the Divine Light, as contemplation. This then flowed into a meditative space, were we
listened to music and went even deeper. It was really beautiful!
As Christmas is coming, I have been thinking about the gifts that we are given, that we
are not aware of sometimes, and of the gifts that we give that others take for granted or
don’t even notice. I have just been given a beautiful ‘gift’ by one of our group members
and this has led me to this ponder! I hope to have the awareness of this receiving more
in the future, and to be grateful for everything that I receive, even if it is ‘just’ a smile, or
understanding. A few days ago I had a skin check-up and the doctor said “You have had
a terrible year, haven’t you?”. Just this acknowledgement moved me almost to tears.
Also, when a person ‘sees’ who you are and understands where you are coming from, it
is truly heart-warming. We need to be totally present and aware of every moment, so
that we can give and receive from the heart. This is the most difficult task of all.
So I wish you all a very happy and fulfilling festive season, and hope that we can
somehow connect with our Inner Divine Child!
With love and blessings,
Nuria
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Quotes from the Sufi Message of Hazrat Inayat Khan on meditation:

The Meditation of a Mystic
In regard to the meditation of the mystic one should remember that he is born with a
meditative nature as an inner disposition, and every day, even without ever having
learned any meditation, he has some way of meditation. No doubt every mystic finds a
way and a guide and master who leads him forward, but all the time he is ready for
guidance. The mystic never has to say that it is difficult for him to meditate; he is at
home in meditation. It is his nature, his pleasure, his joy. Meditation is his life; in
meditation he lives. And the meditation which lasts five or ten or fifteen minutes is to the
mystic only a kind of winding up. His meditation takes place every moment of the day;
there is not one moment when he is not meditating, whatever he may be doing.
In the crowd and in the solitude, on land and on water, in silence, and while working, in
all conditions the mystic continues his eternal meditation.
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Volume I - The Way of Illumination
Section II - The Inner Life
Chapter VIII
The Attainment of the Inner Life
The fourth grade of attainment of the inner life is meditation. If one has unlearned all that one
has learned, if one has a teacher, and if one has received the knowledge of the inner life, still
meditation is a thing which is most necessary, which in the Sufi words is called ryazat. In the
first place meditation is done mechanically, at an hour which one has fixed upon as the hour
for devotion or concentration. The next step is to think of that idea of meditation at other
times during the day. And the third stage is continuing meditation throughout the day and
night. Then one has attained to the right meditation. If a person does meditation only for
fifteen minutes in the evening and then forgets altogether about it all day, he does the same
thing as going to church on Sunday and the other days of the week forgetting all about it.
Intellectual training no doubt has its use in the achievement of the inner life, but the principal
thing is meditation. That is the real training. The study of one year and the meditation of one
day are equal. By this meditation is meant the right kind of meditation. If a person closes his
eyes and sits doing nothing, he may just as well go to sleep. Meditation is not only an exercise
to be practiced; in meditation the soul is charged with new light and life, with inspiration and
vigour; in meditation there is every kind of blessing.
Some become tired of meditation, but that does not mean that they meditate, they become
tired before having arrived at a stage where they really experience the effect of meditation, like
those who become weary of practicing the violin. They are tired because they have not yet
played the violin; if once they played, they would never be weary. The difficulty is in playing
the violin, and the difficulty is having patience with one's own playing.
Patience is required in meditation; a person gets tired because he is accustomed to activity
throughout the day. His nerves are all inclined to go on and on in that activity which is not
really for his benefit. Yet, it is giving him the inclination to go on; and when he sits with his
eyes closed he feels uncomfortable, for the mind which has been active all day becomes
restive, just like a horse after having had a long run. Then if you want that horse to stand still,
it is restive. It cannot stand still, because every nerve has been active, and it becomes almost
impossible to keep that horse still.
And so it is with man. Once I was with a man who was in the habit of meditating, and while
we were sitting near the fire and talking about things he went into the silence, and I had to sit
quiet until he opened his eyes. I asked him, 'It is beautiful, is it not?' and he said, 'It is never
enough.' Those who experience the joy of meditation, for them there is nothing in this world
which is more interesting and enjoyable. They experience the inner peace and the joy that
cannot be explained in words; they touch perfection, or the spirit of light, of life and of love,
all is there.
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Meditation by Nuria
Meditation is a fascinating topic for me as I have really no idea of what it is or whether I am
actually doing it! Pir-O-Murshid Hidayat said that meditation cannot be taught, which is why I
think we, as Sufis, do not really talk about it - it just seems to flow out of our practice.
Hazrat Inayat Khan does teach that we must first learn to concentrate - and all our practices have
this component. We must concentrate on the patterns of breathing, such as alternate nostril
square breath, or even our daily element breath. Concentration is a basic practice but difficult. In
my early days of practice we were told to concentrate on a five pointed star until we could
reproduce it in our mind and hold it there!!
Henri Corbin speaks of a realm called the Alam al Mithal, the place of creative imagination, where
we meet the Beloved. It is an inner realm. Our practices invoke this; when doing Kasab, for
instance, we breathe light into the akasha of the third eye, hold it there as if charging a battery, and
then, storing it in the heart for use in our life. Likewise, in the element breaths, we use our creative
imagination, when ‘seeing’ and experiencing the colours and the feel of each of the elements, in
the centres, until we reach the highest and finest element of all, ether. At this stage we are in the
Alam al Mithal. This is what I would call contemplation, pondering the meaning of a wazifa, or a
practice we are doing. Feeling and ‘seeing’ the Divine Light.
In hypnosis, to induce trance, we keep the mind very busy in a kind of active imagination, until
the mind gets tired and ‘lets go’ so to speak. Then the symbols and suggestions can bypass the
logic centres and go directly to the ‘Brain’. Logic and time behave differently in trance. In trance
for instance, when asked to see a person sitting on a chair in trance, we would see the person on
the chair, as well as the whole chair through the person sitting on it. Time can be either much
faster or slower that ‘normal’ time. Anything and everything can be achieved in this realm. So in
effect we are in a kind of trance while we do our practice, and certainly after we are finished. That
is when the magic happens. Although sometimes it happens ‘late’, as in a dream.
In our practice we do the same thing, having tired our brain in concentration, we use
contemplation, for instance ‘seeing’ the Divine Light in kasab to lead us to the next stage of
meditation.
The thing about this is that there is no ‘thought’ or ‘thinking’ in this place, but it is not empty –
there is a lot happening. When the cup is empty, then the One can enter. It is not nothingness,
and this makes it confusing. It is a place which cannot be described or sometimes even
remembered. The inner language is symbolic, very like a dream. From here flows inspiration and
insight; they come from the depths of consciousness which is Divine. It is not thought or linear
thinking.
In my attempt to discover how to meditate I attended a weekend Zen meditation course, some
years ago. I just didn’t ‘get it’. I told the teachers about my own experience, and they agreed that
this happens to them also, but that it is not meditation. If this is the case, then I am not
meditating.
Then I tried to read Ian Gawler’s book on meditation, but did not finish it. I could not relate to it
at all, although he did say that there are many ways to meditate and we just need to find the one
that suits us.
So, I am very glad that we have practices, zikar and silence, so that we can enter into deep inner
realms, especially at retreats, meditation comes out of our practice. First concentration, then
contemplation, and finally meditation!
I am still not sure if I am meditating but something is happening!
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Meditation by Azad

Meditation! What is it? How do you do it? Here is my personal experience.
Pir-O-Murshid Hidayat once said nobody can teach you meditation.
With that in mind, here are a few thoughts, or possible steps, that may help you.
Everyone has to find what suits them best, there is no one way; to some extent it depends on your
personality. Anyway here are a few suggestions:
Let me begin my quoting part of the opening paragraph of Gatheka 49:
The consciousness is the intelligence, the intelligence is the soul, the soul is the spirit and the spirit is God.
Therefore consciousness is the divine element, the consciousness is the God part in us.
And it is through consciousness that we become small or great, and through consciousness either we rise or fall and
through consciousness we become narrow or we expand”
I have separated the above quote into three separate paragraphs to emphasize, or highlight, the
importance of this opening paragraph in this gatheka!
Wordsworth perhaps puts this more eloquently in his poem ‘Ode on Intimations of Immortality’
Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting:
The Soul that rises with us, our life's Star,
Hath had elsewhere its setting,
And cometh from afar:
Not in entire forgetfulness,
And not in utter nakedness,
But trailing clouds of glory do we come,
From God who is our home.
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So our starting point is the recognition and hopefully the acceptance that we have a soul and that
this is our consciousness as well as our navigation aid, our star to guide us through our life’s
journey whilst we try to remember or ‘wake up’ from our ‘forgetfulness’ and respond to the
universal question: ‘What am I here for’? or ‘there must be more to life than this?’
The Sufi response to this is “You are here to complete yourself, a task left unfinished by God” or to put it
more eloquently as Rumi has written:
You have come into this world for a particular task and that is your purpose.
If you do not perform it, then you will have done nothing.
Can we look at this as our first step, or accept this, as a starting point?
Prayer:
This could be seen as our second starting point. We all have been given our Sufi Prayers and
Practices and obviously this has been done for a reason. You can, hopefully, see the rationale
behind this! Prayers instill a certain amount of commitment and self-discipline.
Again to quote Hidayat ‘God doesn’t need your prayers – You do!’
You pray for the good or benefit that you derive from this practice You pray to your god ideal
that reflects the attributes that you see in, or that this idea, represents for you. Perhaps a merciful,
compassionate, loving and kind god? It’s up to you to ascribe your needs or desires for your god
ideal. Never forget that one of the reasons, if not the sole reason, why you pray is for the good
that it does you, that is the uplifting of your soul or your spirit.
I remember being quite taken back when Hidayat (again) said “Do you honestly believe that the All
Mighty God needs your mumblings?”
Ibn al-Arabi writes or gives this advice:
“Do not attach yourself to any particular creed exclusively, so that you may disbelieve all the rest; otherwise you will
lose much good, nay, you will fail to recognise the truth of the matter. God, the omnipresent and the omnipotent, is
not limited by any one creed, for, he says “wheresoever ye turn, there is the face of al-Lah (Koran 2:109)
Everyone praises what he believes; his god is his own creature, and in praising it he praises himself. Consequently,
he blames the belief of others, which he would not do if he were just, but his dislike is based on ignorance.”
Here is what Thomas Merton has to say about prayer:
“There is no such thing as a prayer in which “nothing is done” or “nothing happens” although there may well be a
prayer in which nothing is perceived or felt or thought.
All real interior prayer, no matter how simple it may be, requires the conversation of our whole self to God, and
until this has been achieved – either actively by our own actions, or passively by the action of the Holy Spirit – we
do not enter into “contemplation” and we cannot safely relax our efforts to establish contact with God.
If we try to contemplate God without having turned the face of our inner self entirely in His direction, we will end up
inevitably by contemplating ourselves, and we will perhaps plunge into the abyss of warm darkness, which is our own
sensible nature. That is not a darkness in which we can safely remain passive.
On the other hand, if we depend too much on our imagination and emotions, we will not turn ourselves to God but
will plunge into a riot of images and fabricate for ourselves our own homemade religious experience, and this too is
perilous.
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The “turning” of our whole self to God can be achieved only by deep and sincere and simple faith, enlivened by a
hope which knows that contact with God is possible, and love which desires above all things to do His will.”
This last paragraph of Merton is, for me, the most important. To paraphrase ‘a deep, sincere and
simple faith with a hope that contact with God is possible’.

Perhaps see prayer, not as an imposition placed on you, but as an assistance to help you in your
daily life.
So, we now have taken a couple of steps on our path to this particular approach to meditation.
Please remember that there are many interpretations and approaches to this but it up solely to the
individual to determine which methods appeal, or they find acceptable for them. Remember the
opening sentence of this article, ‘No one can teach you to meditate…….’
The next step for me on this personal journey was that I decided to do a course on mindfulness as
I was pretty certain that my attempts or experience of my meditation practices were thoroughly
dissatisfying; I had the further incentive in that, I had been experiencing chronic pain, for about
eight years, with no apparent relief in prospect!. I had done a bit of research and discovered that
there was a course in mindfulness as developed by Jon Kabat-Zinn Ph.D. at Massachusetts
University Institute of Technology (School of Medicine). Zinn is now considered as the ‘godfather’
of modern mindfulness.
There are courses run in Australia by people who have gone to America and qualified as certified
teachers in his methods. The eight-week course I attended was run by two of these teachers.
I found the course was just exactly what I needed and I was right into it from day one.
Rather than trying to be emptying one’s mind I discovered that it was by occupying the mind by
observance and concentrating on one’s breath (Doesn’t that sound familiar?) and that when your
mind wanders onto memories of the past or plans of the future, as it invariably will, then gently
escort it back to the present and use the breath as an anchor to keep it there in the present,
moment, by moment. Rather than berating yourself you just keep bringing your attention back
time after time to the present and you will find practice makes perfect. There are many variations,
but I find the sitting meditation and the body scan to be the most effective for me. So obviously
this leads to greater things!
To sum up:
Consciousness is maintaining a constant awareness of the divine spark within us.
Prayer as a means of connecting or relating to this awareness.
Breath to control those intrusive thoughts that will inevitably invade our consciousness.
Have the patience to work at these and don’t get upset with yourself if you find that you have
drifted off in a daydream – it happens to ALL of us.
Most of all have a go at this and see if this helps. It did for me!
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Meditation - the Ultimate ‘WILD’ Card
An irreverent look at early mediation experiences by Bhakti

Many, many years ago in the early seventies, I became friends with a Brazilian girl, Melody. We
met in Goa, and, in the way of travellers, again in Athens. When we met up in Athens, she
told me of her life changing experience on a ‘meditation’ course with Goenka in India. We
talked at length, as we shared our experiences, both in Athens, and later in London where I
spent the night at her cousin’s house. I was in a quandary at the time. In a Christmas call to
my parents, I had expressed some homesickness to my father. He responded by buying me a
ticket home – non-refundable. I, a truly ungrateful daughter, was distressed by this,
bemoaning the sudden end to my footloose travels. Melody, as a sympathetic friend suggested
we consult the I Ching, which said that I was to ’cross the great water’. I accepted my fate and
returned to Australia, with a sense of “Go, immediately to gaol. Do not pass ‘Go’ etc. But, I
had the ‘Get out of gaol card’, meditation. I was determined to find out what this was and
how to do it.
My pursuit of the elusive ‘meditation’ had me looking at the Sydney Morning Herald
classifieds. There were two events advertised, a Buddhist talk in Dixon St, and a Krishnamurti
group in Devonshire St. I went to both. The Buddhist talk in Dixon St, at the Chinese
Buddhist Society was given by a tall English monk, Phra Khantipalo. He gave a talk on the
Four Noble Truths. I heard about the first Noble Truth, Dukkha, and was sold. He also talked
of meditation classes. I started to attend twice a week on Tuesdays and Thursdays.
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Bhante, as Phra Khantipalo was called, taught us to focus on the breath, at the tip of the nose.
Posture was deemed important as was stillness. When trying to compensate for my chronic
round shoulderedness, I headed for a supporting pillar to lean against, I was told by Bhante, to
move away from the pillar. Suffering, but persevering with the breath, and imagining a column
from the top of the head to the base of the backbone, I experienced the spontaneous
straightening of the spine, and sitting became not such a problem. Maybe I could ‘do’ this
meditation thing after all. Now the discursive mind, ooh that was a challenge.
Phra Khantipalo, as well as teaching breath meditation, also taught traditional Buddhist
practices like contemplation of the body. This was recommended as an antidote for
unwelcome mental states. One meditation session, I was uncomfortable. A young attractive
male, on my recommendation, had turned up at the session. My mind was filled with all sorts
of rubbish, attraction, self-deprecation, fantasies and so on. It was interfering with my
meditation practice in a big way, so I decided to try one of these practices as an antidote to the
angst, I decided to focus on the skeleton. As a science teacher, I was well acquainted with all
the bones in the body, so I set about contemplating my bones…from the tip of the head.
Suddenly, everything else disappeared. I was only a skeleton. To say the least, I was terrified. I
was being confronted with my own death. I prayed for protection and continued in terror to
observe. The focus of attention had shifted away from ‘me’ to a collection of bones. It was the
only object of attention. Nothing else was present. I continued to observe. A great wave of
ecstasy swept through me. I had experienced bliss, but this was a sensation of rolling waves of
ecstasy, pulsating up and down the body. This experience ended any desire to experiment with
drugs. Nothing would compare to it. It also temporarily ended fear. I used to travel home by
bus from Chinatown to the suburbs, an often disconcerting experience late at night. There was
a long walk along a main road in semi-darkness at the end. I used to dread it. That night, I felt
fearless, even with a car stopping menacingly alongside me, and a few bikies arguing next to me
in the city street. What could they do with a bag of bones? The experience of fearlessness
lasted as did the ability to be just bones for days.
Phra Khantipalo also introduced us to loving kindness meditation – Metta Bhavana. My
discursive mind liked this – something to do. Other monks like the beautiful Don Rich, taught
different variations. It was a preferred meditation for me. Around this time, I stayed with
friends at their house in the Blue Mountains, on the Megalong Valley. They were loving people
and tolerated, even encouraged, my talkative exuberant nature, listening attentively at length to
my ramblings, ravings. They also had children, a bonus for me. I remember going to my
bedroom and sitting. The evening had been full of warmth and acceptance. I sat to do some
practice on loving-kindness. In the meditation, one focuses on developing the feeling and
spreading it through the body, and then disseminating the loving feeling from the heart to all
creation. On this particular evening, the boundaries of ‘me’ began to evaporate, as my
perception extended in all directions across the valleys in the Blue Mountains. Love had truly
opened my mind. Discussing it later with PK, I was told that it was a taste of ‘the infinities’.
The ‘arising of craving’ for more of the same duly noted.
I pursued meditation, ‘practice’, haphazardly, going on intensive courses, mainly agony, with
moments of bliss and clarity. I lived in monastic situations, great fun, even if the conditions
were primitive, tents and floor mats. I met wonderful teachers. One of these Lama Yeshe
showed me the potential of a developed heart and mind. We were told that we would meet
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these Tibetan lamas. They were to give a talk at a Japanese Buddhist group. I was at the time
teaching Science at a Sydney high school and felt that it conflicted with my ‘practice’. We were
all seated as Lama Yeshe began to talk. He talked about opportunities for practice in daily life,
saying that even as a science teacher, you could practice the Dhamma. That was pretty
astonishing! I had a migraine at the time. I thought irreverently, “If you’re so good, fix my
headache.” Not a sensible thing to think in front of a high lama. Suddenly my head exploded,
in a current of bliss. No headache and a very embarrassed chastened participant. I revered
Lama Yeshe and often focused on his face in meditation. When he returned to Australia, I
thought that he wouldn’t remember me after such a limited contact and I held back. He came
up to me and said, “Oh, I remember you!’ My heart was opened. He was loving-kindness in
motion.

We were all pretty intense about practice, going for all night sessions, a half hour sitting, a half
hour walking, and a half hour lying on the floor with the head on a brick. My daytime teaching
career meant that by Friday I could sleep quite peacefully on the floor with my head on a brick.
The monk laughed lovingly at my ‘sleeping meditation’. This monk would cook breakfast for
us and offer us food on the end of chopsticks. He lovingly fed us for breakfast wokked
vegetables with chillies – unbelievably hot, then fed me in my suffering mindfulness- a piece of
pear. I felt every cell of lusciousness break down on my tongue, transmitting sweet cooling
nectar to every damaged taste bud. Mindfulness really enhanced enjoyment as well as suffering.
Buddhist practice focused on calm and insight. Through calm one developed insight and
through insight one could develop calm. The mind still travels on these roads. Awareness of
my mindlessness, occasional mindfulness, breath practices, loving-kindness and awareness of
the body still surprise me with their presence in the middle of my crazy life. I had found
‘meditation’ and it was a ‘Get out of Gaol’ card, the ultimate ‘WILD’ card, which opened up a
world of possibilities, a glimpse of another reality, another way of living.
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Why Meditate? by Zora

Why meditate?
Malik recently told me about the Japanese practice of Shirin-Yoku or forest bathing.
Apparently a doctor’s script can release you from a day at work to be in the forest.
Looking it up on Google, I found that our Botanical Gardens in Melbourne have
adopted a Shirin-Yoku guided therapeutic program to open city dwellers, mind-and body,
to the healing properties of nature.
Forest bathing has been proven scientifically to be effective in all the functions you’d
expect: in lowering blood pressure and stress levels, improving sleep and mood,
increasing our ability to feel connected and content. Trees apparently give off organic
compounds that support our immune system’s ability to fight cancer.
Way back in the sixties, I had a friend who took her newly diagnosed breast cancer
and her tiny baby to a remote forest monastery in Thailand. I morbidly doubted I
would ever see her again but she returned one day, quite well with a robust toddler in
tow. I don’t know how it worked but I’ll never forget the wonder of her courage and faith.
Back then we believed that if ten percent of the world’s population meditated, the
psyche of this earth would become peaceful and kind. Like a little yeast that raises the
whole mix, we meditated as social activism. We taught our children to feel the
morning and walk on the earth as though it was as delicate as eggshell. The natural high
we generated was less focused than is favoured today but it produced a will to daily meet
the rising and setting sun, mild visions and some lovely lyrics.
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The decades that followed brought me into the more detailed and disciplined practices
offered in schools of Tibetan, Theravadin and Zen Buddhist teaching: discernment,
concentration, absorbsion, loving kindness. Much of it was not for the faint hearted.
Sufi and Quaker circles and Yoga groups welcomed me into time honoured pathways
to a more poetic and reverent life. The buzz words of mindfulness, compassion, deep
listening, and relaxation have now made it to common parlance... and we have forest
bathing to add to our palette. Maybe I can revive my hippy hopes of a tipping point
and believe as I heard mooted recently, that this current world turmoil and disarray is
not the darkness of the tomb but of the womb and it is a harbinger of rebirth.
With an old friend recently, who is facing the breakdown of his marriage, we talked of
the painful dissolution of everything he has built with his wife. Of the excruciating
peeling off of one’s persona in the process. I asked him if there had been any funny
moments in all the heartache. He reflected and then meeting my eyes, he said “No,
none at all.” And suddenly we both lifted our heads and we laughed.
I think this is the fruit of our practice: while the personal is ever real, it can open in a
flash to the bigger, freeing experience of being part of everything. It’s so humbling
and heart-warming and hopeful and hilarious.
And what could be more wonderful?

Teachers big and small by Zora
When a very young Padme joined us nine years ago, he knew nothing of meditation but he
liked to chew and so we always gave him something to work on while we sat. My weekly
meditation friend is called Siddhi and she is an old time ashram girl. She assured me that
the rhythmic background crunching of a puppy chewing is nothing compared with the
chaos she was used to in India. So on we went together: she, me and Padme chewing.
I learned from them not to worry about the passing distractions of noise and not to try to
take responsibility for someone else's possible distraction. I learned at last, to just sit with
myself. Meanwhile, over the years, Padme came to understand the niceties of meditation.
The bell rings and he hops onto his cushion between us and doesn't move or make a
sound until the end bell rings. He then executes the most elegant downward dog stretch.
We all three laugh and that's our weekly meditation ritual.
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ting, ting-ting
foot, step, sigh
ting, ting-ting
words unspoken
ting, ting-ting
a line on the lawn
ting, ting-ting
whole sole step
ting, ting-ting

breath as one
ting, ting-ting
breath within breath
ting, ting-ting
breath holds the mantra
ting, ting-ting
thoughts attempt a murmur
ting, ting-ting
ego is trampled underfoot
ting, ting-ting

bodies sway left then right
ting, ting-ting
free flow breath
ting, ting-ting

Josephine Mavec Lolicato
May 1, 2019
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The Noisy Coat
Murshid Nawab posted, on the 4th of November 2019, within The Inner Call, the tale of The
Noisy Coat. There are many such gems for whom we are grateful. And this is one of them.
This story goes like this.
It happened once upon a time that the wife of Mullah Nasruddin, while busy with some task
in the house, was startled by a loud noise. As a life-long companion of the mullah, she was of
course accustomed to the unexpected. Nevertheless, she called out, “What happened?”
“Nothing serious,” said the Mullah from the other room. “My coat fell down the stairs.”
“Your coat fell down the stairs? How could a coat make so much noise falling down the
stairs?”
“I’m not sure,” Nasruddin said. “Perhaps because I was in it.”
There is humour in this petit tale. Not a rollicking belly laugh but one where a light smile
might lighten your face. There is a sense of endurance and compassion from the mullah’s wife.
It does not matter that the anecdote may be absurd. The mullah’s wife is not on her own. The
mullah was perhaps a little embarrassed. The coat could prove a distraction from his wounded
pride. How terrible to lose control of the actions of one’s body. It wasn’t me, it was that!
Mullah Nasruddin has a quirky outlook when he assesses the dilemma. He is detached from
the bruises and cuts he may have sustained. It is the coat that has centre stage. It is as if the
mullah has stepped outside his body and given all his attributes to the coat. Of course, this
may be a cautionary yarn. What is the wisdom hidden within? Clumsy, distracted people need
to mindfully descend steps. Sit not near the steps’ edge! The reader may ponder this yarn.
Why tell such a story?
Mullah Nasruddin’s wife may have ambled to his side. Perhaps thinking, “what a clumsy
klutz!” Shaking her head. Smacking her lips together. Nevertheless, she would no doubt attend
to his injuries, cupping his head into the palms of her hands, placing her lips and a kiss onto
his forehead, speak consoling words. She would check for any fractured bones or cut skin. She
was there for him.
Despite all this, the focus in the story is not Mullah’s body. It is his coat. That which gathers
as a protective layer over the sensitive heart. Dear reader, your thoughts would be cherished.
The coat has a form. The coat stays with the heart. No one is abandoned. Yet it is the coat
that bares the blame for the folly.
Mullah Nasruddin seems to exist in a state of constant innocence. It does not surprise him
that a coat might have a life of its own. It is all part of the Oneness. He is neither embarrassed
or shamed by the possibility that he is perhaps not body or coat. He has fallen in a most
undignified manner. yet continues to carry himself with dignity.
The patience of Nasruddin’s wife, who is not named, is truly monumental. She will attend to
his needs. The force of her being will assist Mullah Nasruddin to return to a place of peace
and stillness.
Josephine Mavec Lolicato
November 2019
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How to Go Beyond Thoughts
This excerpt is taken From Amma’s Heart, Conversations with Sri Mata Amritanandamayi Devi
Questioner: Amma, it seems that there is no end to these thoughts. The more we meditate, the
more thoughts come. Why is it so? How do we eliminate these thoughts and go beyond them?
Amma: Thoughts, which constitute the mind, in reality, are inert. They derive their power
from the Atman. Our thoughts are our own creation. We make them real by co-operating with
them. If we withdraw our support, they will dissolve. Observe the thoughts closely, without
labelling them, Then you will see them gradually going away. The mind has been accumulating
thoughts and desires for ages through the different bodies in which you have taken birth. All
these emotions are buried deep within. What you see or experience on the surface of the mind
is only a small portion of the hidden layers dormant within. When you try to make the mind
still through meditation, these thoughts will slowly come to the surface. It is like trying to clean
a floor that has been lying unwashed for a long time. Now, when we begin the process, the
more we wash, the more dirt comes to the surface because the floor has been collecting dirt for
years.
Likewise the mind. Previously, we never paid any attention to the various thoughts that
streamed through our mind. Like the dirty floor, the mind has been gathering thoughts, desires
and emotions for a very long time. We are only aware of the superficial ones. However,
beneath the surface, there are countless layers of thoughts and emotions. Just as more dirt
comes to the surface in the process of cleaning the floor, the more thoughts become evident as
our meditation gets deeper. Keep cleaning and they will disappear.
In fact it is good if they show up, Because once you see them and recognize them, it is easier to
remove them. Don’t lose patience. Be persistent and keep performing your sadhana (spiritual
practices). In due course you will gain the strength to surpass them.
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An inkling
(by Zora)

The law is written
on the heart
If I’m still enough
I’ll hear her drafting it

Moment by moment
she writes anew
as fresh as the water
in a stream

My opinions
are like boulders
that she simply
flows around

‘For this one, the Dargah retreat, Attainment of the Inner Life, ‘climbing into the light’ on the stairs of the practices, in
the wonderful environment of the Dargah of Hazrat Inayat Khan’.
(contributed by Zubin)
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In 19th century Ireland - just one generation after the Great Famine had left a million dead and
scattered the Irish across the globe - a new crop failure threatened the land and its people. This time
round, a radical idea began to take hold: that famine was neither divine nor natural in origin but a
political event, based on unequal power relations. From this, the globally based Irish Land League was
born, led by the visionary Michael Davitt. Fanny and Anna Parnell's Ladies Land League would soon
follow. Ireland, and the world, would never be the same again.
In 21st century Sydney, preparations are under way for Loyola Ryan's 50th birthday. Protective older
brother of Vianney, Xavier and their sister Siena, Loyola wants his family around him on the big day even their difficult mother Kate. But Xavier has gone missing. Given his history of addiction, the
family are worried. Vianney's partner Hilary fears yet another Ryan family drama. Only Vianney is
unconcerned. He says Xavier is busy working on his novel about their glorious ancestor, Michael
Davitt. But he won't tell them anything more.
(This novel by Nauroz can be ordered through local bookstores or on Booktopia or Amazon.)
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