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Editorial
The daily restrictions of the past few months and the risks of COVID-19 have brought
an intensity to our lives, as we have had to deal with the weighty issues of sickness and
death. The last issue was devoted to discussions about how we have been affected by
the pandemic. Inevitably we begin to question the meaning and the purpose of our
lives. It is hard to remain untouched by the suffering around us. Recently I was affected
by the passing of a friend's father from COVID-19. It is sobering news to find out
about the death of someone within one's own circle of friends and family, and a stark
reminder of the transitory nature of our existence.
In this issue we discuss the idea of a spiritual quest. Karim eloquently talks about his
search for truth, and he asks if we should seek a place, or a spiritual guide, or if instead,
we should turn within, to find the truth that we yearn for.
The quest for meaning is something that we can all relate to, and the pondering of such
matters leads us towards the light, and towards a message of spiritual liberty that seeks
to be devoid of dogma. The teachings of Hazrat Inayat Khan represent such an
expression, a mystical message of transcendence and truth.
The world has changed, but the more that the world changes, the more it remains the
same. For many people in the world conditions have improved, but for others
conditions have worsened, and yet the search for purpose and meaning remains.
Now, more than ever, there is a need for inner growth, balance and harmony.
Hazrat Inayat Khan talks about this in The Unity of Religious Ideals:
The question humanity asks itself is, ‘How can we live in the world, making the best of our life? And
this question can be looked at from two points of view. The first point of view is to try to make the
best of our individual life so that those around us may benefit by it. This point of view takes us as
deep as is our soul. It is not only a question of how we can lead our external life decently and properly;
the question is how to keep our mind in a balanced and tranquil condition, how to find that happiness
which is hidden in our own heart, how to reach that light which is hidden in our own soul and which is
divine. By constantly thinking about this question we prepare the way for our happiness, illumination,
peace and rest which our soul constantly longs for. And the other point of view is to concentrate on the
life of those around us, asking ourselves how we can make them happy. It is activity which makes life,
and its absence is death. The ideal life, therefore, begins with the ideal and becomes perfect in completing
the journey of progress by these two paths.
I hope that you find this newsletter inspiring. Once again I would like to offer loving
thanks to Nuria, Azad, Karim, and Zubin who contributed to this issue.
Yaqin
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Beloved sisters and brothers
Spring 2020
This topic of The Quest is a great favourite of mine, and I think about it a lot.
Some time ago I wrote an article for Parabola (parabola.org) on ‘Question, Quest, Return’. The
article was not accepted, so I can now share it with you. The writing of the article was
important for me and gave me insight to the whole process.
However, I realise that there is no end to the quest – it is the journey of life. Perhaps there are
only landings on that spiral staircase leading ever upwards. We stand at the top of the spiral in
the now, looking down on the mandala of our life, as a snapshot of what has been.
Murshid Hidayat once said that these landings, or steps that we reach, are only a stage. Perhaps
we have insights, phenomena like telepathy, clairvoyance, clairaudience, but these are only
signals that we are on the right path, they are not ends in themselves, and they should not stop
us from continuing on the journey. We must go on.
My writing has taken me on an amazing journey of discovery, but that is only part of the story,
the inner life, but it is to my cost that I have forgotten about the outer life. So what happened
to me? Why did my pain return, why was the numbness back in my leg so that I could no
longer walk properly or drive?
Well, COVID-19 happened. I was unable to see the therapists who were supporting me and
holding me together physically, waking up my sleeping muscles, restoring my damaged nerve. I
had become pain free, walking and driving! I was off all the medications too. Then COVID
restrictions came, supports gone, I became demotivated, probably depressed. I had my book to
write, didn’t I? I was still walking but I had really slacked off doing my exercises and special
stretching. Restrictions eased, so I got back into everything with gusto!
Then all the pain started again, and my leg got numb again too. I couldn’t sleep either. This had
the advantage of keeping me awake for Nawab’s Zoom retreat on Fruitfulness which happened
at 3am AEST. It was magical doing the retreat in the middle of the night. It reminded me of
the night time intensives at Siddha Yoga ashram in the 1980s, when I first heard Indian music
and meditated. The retreat was really fruitful for me. My symbol became a beautiful yellow
orchid which was flowering in our courtyard in the winter sun. Orchids need space, open soil,
air, winter sun, but not direct sunlight, and not too much water, and need to be well contained.
Water is love – I tend to over water – not only the plants. People too, especially family. Just
enough of anything is perfect. Too much of anything is bad I learned. I had some changes to
make in my life.
But physically I was getting worse and into a panic that all my work was for nothing. My
physio told me I had torn a tendon with inflammation – bursitis and that my muscles had shut
down to protect me from pain. He was right, so I had a cortisone injection into the bursa and
am feeling so much better already – and I can sleep again! What bliss! Now all I have to do is
tell my brain to switch on my muscles! Soon I hope I can walk and drive again.
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Back on track and back on the staircase. But what was the meaning of all that? I must have
needed that huge kick in the rear for a good reason! Of course! I had become lazy and
complacent and I needed to get back to work, and back to balance on the inner and the outer!
They go together.

When we become ill, we are out of balance. Balance is perfection. God is not ‘good’, God is
perfect – it is balance and harmony, tough love, and beauty too. It is back to practice – it does
not stop at the seven chakras so to speak – there are five more outside the body to the highest
– shekhinah, the Presence of God, which is the Divine Sophia.
Shakti has started a Zoom healing group and I encourage you to join her. Healing comes from
the mind. I have learned that. We can rewire our brain and heal. Even muscles, tendons and
nerves which I thought were dead can be brought back to life or rewired. It is truly miraculous
and yet so clear.
Some good things have come out of COVID-19 restrictions – I like it that doctors can just fax
a prescription to the chemist. Even Telehealth is good. Instead of waiting for a long time in a
doctor’s waiting room, I can have a cup of tea or potter around at home waiting for the phone
call. So easy. But I speak as a patient. It is tough on younger people and those who are alone
and isolated too.
My dear friend Helen of Melbourne Interfaith has a plan to hold interfaith services to her
congregation on Zoom, and they will probably go out on community TV channels too.
Because of the lockdown, we cannot have access to the church we were going to use, so it
looks like we will have to record our parts of the service and they will be made into a whole by
the technician. I have been asked to give the homily for the first service and it will be on The
Spirit of Guidance as Friend. I will let you know when it is ready so that you can register for it if
you are interested.
So the quest continues, and will continue.
Everything happens for a reason. We need the odd push and shove to keep us on track. The
Friend, The Spirit of Guidance is here with us, closer than our jugular vein, to talk with us and
to guide us, to be a real Friend.
We need this Friend right now and the Friend is here for us.
Love and blessings to you all,

Nuria
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The Question, Quest and Return
by Nuria

Life is a journey, a movement towards - the One, the Unity of Being. But what is our
quest? This question arises, whether we are conscious of it or not. When I was about
eight years old, I asked my parents, ‘Why are we here?’ There must be some reason for us
to be in the world. What is our purpose? It was not a question they could answer,
having been refugees from Vienna in 1939 and starting a new life in Northern Ireland.
Ancient teaching tales reflect the quest in a profound and meaningful way. But finding
the ‘thing’ that we are questing for, is not the end of the story – we do not, then, live
‘happily ever after’. We must return to the world, use and integrate what we have won,
into our lives, constantly. Space and time are non-linear – there are great cycles within
cycles, and this is probably the reason for the spiral symbols of the ancient Celts and of
the Australian Aboriginals. Although stories are told in a linear fashion, the events
happen in a spiral pattern. Inner and outer realms are forever linked, like the snake
around the Tree of Life; each need and feed the other.
The hero is masculine, and it is he who is on the quest. The feminine resides in the
centre.
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I will use the story of ‘The Fairy of the Dawn’ to illustrate aspects of the question, quest
and return.
It begins with our hero Petru, the youngest son of the emperor, who requests his older
two brothers to ask their father why his one eye laughs whilst the other one weeps, but
they are too frightened to do so. The king or emperor often symbolises the heart in Sufi
stories, so when Petru goes to his father to ask his question, the emperor is furious with
him and boxes his ears. However, Petru notices now that his father’s left (inner) eye
seems to weep less and his right eye (outer) seems to laugh more. We, like Petru, suffer
for the question we ask, but at the same time it is healing. Finally, the emperor tells Petru
that he is afraid that when he dies, his sons will not be able to hold the empire together
and keep it safe.
The emperor then tells Petru that they, his three sons, must bring him fresh water from
the well of the Fairy of the Dawn, to bathe his eyes so that they will laugh for evermore.
This is the quest - to find the Water of Life, or mystic esoteric truth, which will free us
from the literality of the world and organised religion. It gives us mastery.
So, after having come to my own question when in primary school, I too found my
quest, when at age fourteen, I went to the library to find myself a religion I could believe
in. Growing up in sectarian Northern Ireland, as a Presbyterian, as a daughter of Jewish
refugees, I found Christianity difficult and puzzling. What Jesus taught was certainly not
what I was hearing. My library visit led me to understand that there were many other
belief systems and structures to support us. Thus began my quest.

Petru’s older brothers, who can be seen as aspects of ego, leave first on the quest, one
after the other, until they come to the borders of the empire. Here was a vey deep trench
which girdled the whole realm. There was only a single bridge by which the trench could
be crossed.
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Guarding this bridge to that other realm where the treasures of inner knowledge and
the water of life reside, was a monstrous dragon, with three fearsome heads. Both
brothers flee from it in terror. The dragon is miffed when they run away and gives a
great sigh. We are here to fight our dragons and when we shirk this task something in us
is dissatisfied.
Petru now takes up the quest, and when he first meets the dragon, he does not attempt
to fight it. He knows that his horse is not steady enough to support him and realises that
he needs a better steed. His ‘horse’ or spiritual tradition is not strong enough to support
him in this task. He returns home to be met by his old nurse, who had also been his
father’s teacher.

She tells him that he must find the horse that his father the emperor, rode in his youth
and to rediscover the structure of the sacred, mystical teachings, which seem to have
been lost or discarded. Young people do not have a strong tradition to support them,
and so cannot take up the fight with their demons without being desperately wounded
in some way.
All that remains of his father’s old horse are the rotting scraps of its reins – the
practices and beliefs which give us mastery. These are the oldest and purest form of
these old teachings, which must be revived and revitalised, with the help of his teacher.
From these reins he forms a new structure of understanding and practice, which will
sustain him on his quest. Out of this knowledge he manifests his beautiful, splendid
brown horse. This becomes his inner guide and teacher, the steed and structure which
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will carry him on his quest. It is also the psychopomp and the Spirit of Guidance.
True to my quest I tried to enrol in a course on comparative religion, but it was booked
out, so I took the course on C.G. Jung, not even knowing who he was at that time. I
discovered the structure of consciousness; the ego/small self, the divine higher self, the
bridge between them, and of course the collective unconscious with its archetypes gods and goddesses, demons and tricksters. I worked with a Jungian analyst and a
group for many years, mainly with dreams. I thus manifested my own beautiful horse
and inner guide.
Later, through some amazing synchronicities, I discovered the Universal Sufism of
Hazrat Inayat Khan – the mystical base of all religions. Learning mastery! These were
the reins of the horse – the practices, teachings and insights; the experiences. Sufism is
not a religion; it does not have any dogma. It is about spiritual evolution. I found my
home. But this was just the beginning.

Petru returns to the bridge where the dragon is waiting. This time the dragon is even
more fearsome – it now has twelve heads. The brown horse tells Petru exactly what to
do, resulting in Petru cutting off the largest head of the dragon as he leaps on his horse
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over bridge and dragon. The dragon’s heads are really our complexes, personality traits,
traumas and fears, which we must face and conquer, before we can go deeper.
Sometimes the only way is to take out the biggest obstacle to our progress, as we make
the giant leap across the abyss into the magical inner realm of the creative imagination.
Speaking personally, the largest dragon head that had to go, was a paralysing inner fear,
which I think I had inherited from my mother. She probably suffered from PTSD due
to her flight from Austria on one of the last trains out. It was an intergenerational
trauma that I was not aware of but experienced in dreams.

Petru and his horse now enter a strange and wondrous place. He journeys through
three different woods, copper, silver and gold, each indicating a stage of life. As he
journeys through the woods, he is told not to become distracted and pick the flowers
which beckon him from the side of the path. But despite these warnings he cannot
resist. It is impossible not to do so when we live in the world.
Petru weaves the flowers into three wreaths, a copper wreath, a silver and, finally, a
golden one. The achievements of our lives are the wreathes we weave out of the
flowers we have picked. These ‘flowers’ are not material successes, but achievements in
the sense of attaining our realization of the divine. The flowers we pick are for love,
family, a good life, and finding purpose. They are the joy of achievement, and for me it
was picking the flower of Jung’s teachings and later the flower of Sufism and all that
this entailed.
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At the same time, Petru must fight a welwa, the terrible ego-monster of distraction, of
greed and of pride, lack of concentration and focus. One of the many things we must
learn on the spiritual path is concentration and it is a very difficult practice. Without the
strength and focus of concentration, we become weak and, in fact, unsuccessful in
everything we do in life, be it practical or spiritual. Each time Petru overcomes a welwa,
he gains another ‘horse’.
My own monsters were firstly the experience of being utterly alone when my marriage
ended. The sense of loss - I had to let go of ‘my’ family, hopes and dreams. I was alone
in a strange country, with twin sons who were then five years old. No support, no help
and I had to work, not because I wanted to, but because I had to. It was terrifying.
This same monster had to be defeated again when emigrating to Australia. In another
instance I had to face real evil and bring a perpetrator to justice. So, my fight with the
welwas gained me new horses to support and guide me.

Having gained three welwa horses, the third one, being female, Petru now enters deeper
into the inner realms of the feminine: first, into the kingdom of the feminine form of
Mercury. Mercury is the messenger and communicator of the gods. It is through her
that we can communicate between the outer life and the inner realms. Her lunar realm
is of extreme cold, the very absence of love and the warmth of human feeling. It is a
very negative aspect of the goddess, as indeed are the realms of all three goddesses in
this story.
Petru is warned not to warm himself at the fires alongside the road. This time, being
much stronger he is not distracted and endures the terrible cold, until he comes to the
dwelling of Mercury herself. She gives Petru the gift of ‘knowing’ what is happening in
his ‘homeland’ and of communication.
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Knowing and hearing the voice of The Spirit of Guidance, of getting answers. We can
experience this communication directly or in dreams as an aspect of Mercury.
Now they move on to the solar kingdom of the Goddess of Thunder, where it is hot
enough to melt the marrow of his bones! He is again warned not to succumb to the lure
of flowers, cool streams and shade by the side of the road, and he eventually comes to
the hut of the Goddess of Thunder. She promises him a gift on his return.
He now finds himself in a kingdom where the air is soft like spring. This is the realm of
the goddess Venus. These goddesses have been relegated to their darker aspects. They
are constrained and stuck in a negative state. It is from this that Petru must save them
and, by saving them, he also saves his father’s kingdom. Everything contains its own
opposite, so the archetypal ‘old hag’ is really the destructive, ugly side of the creative,
seductive and beautiful Venus. In another sense, the old hag is the way that the
patriarchy has consigned the feminine, because it fears her wisdom and power.
His horse tells Petru how to ‘be’ with this reclusive goddess. He must tell her what he
has heard of her beauty and her love; how hard his journey has been, just to see her. He
asks her to accept the silver wreath he has made. Petru passes all the tests and answers
all her questions to her satisfaction. He is respectful and courteous.

Venus tells Petru her story – she complains bitterly of her treatment at the hands of
men. Petru listens and empathises with her – he feels for her and feels her beauty. She is
joyful when she sees his eyes focussed on her with love and devotion.
The goddess now teaches Petru; she tells him all about the kingdom of the Fairy of the
Dawn and how it is guarded on all sides by wild and fearsome beasts.
She tells Petru about the sacred well; whoever drinks from it will blossom again like a
rose. Venus asks Petru to bring her a flagon of this water and she will be ever grateful.
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Venus gives him a tiny flute, which an old man had given her in her youth. She tells him
that whoever listens to this flute goes to sleep and nothing can waken them, but that he
must keep playing it, to be safe. Venus repeatedly tells Petru that he must never look the
Fairy of the Dawn in the face, for she is hideous and has eyes that will bewitch him.
Although the word hideous is used, a more insightful view would be that she is terrible
to behold, and too awesome for mortal eyes to take in.
Petru finally reaches the splendid palace of the Fairy of the Dawn and makes his way to
the centre, to the great fairy and the sacred well. He uses the tiny flute to still the
demons and monsters who try and stop him.
Despite the warning, Petru does look at the Fairy of the Dawn and as he does so, a
mist comes down over his senses. He drops the flute so the fairy opens her eyes and
looks at him. In this look Petru further loses his mind. A glance from the Fairy of the
Dawn can pull him down into nothingness. But he remembers the flute, and by playing
on it, regains his senses.
The fairy drifts off to sleep again. He kisses her and lays his golden wreath, woven
from the flowers he had picked in the golden woods on her forehead. This is the crown
of his spiritual achievements. He crowns the fairy with this wreath, as an ultimate
letting go, of detachment from everything, even that which is sacred to him. He has
complete mastery over himself, and in doing this he is nothing and yet everything. His
kisses show his love and devotion for the Fairy of the Dawn and all that she represents.
This is not the end of the story. Petru is back in the saddle, speeding homeward
through the realms, first to Venus who welcomes him and receives the flask of sacred
water with joy.
Then to the Goddess of Thunder, who gives him a warning: trust no-one, make friends
with no-one, believe no-one, and not to let the water leave his hands as it is very
precious. Then the Goddess of Thunder gives Petru an enchanted piece of cloth which
will protect him from lightening, and the sharp weapons of men.
Now Petru learns that his brothers know that he is on his way home bearing the water,
and that his brothers plan the steal it from him to claim the empire for themselves. The
emperor will not allow this and said that he would wait until he has washed his eyes
with the sacred water.
Petru does not believe this of his brothers, and thinks it is a lie. In anger he smashes his
‘communicator’. It was so difficult for Petru to believe this, but if we look at his
brothers as aspects of his ego, then we can ‘see’ ourselves in this way. We can only see
in others what we have in ourselves. It is recognition. If we don’t have these traits like
greed, for instance, then we cannot recognise them in others.
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So, we have a final lesson to learn. Having won the prize, we need to keep it pure, and
not allow the ego to claim it.
Soon Petru catches glimpses of his native land and hears his name being called. The
closer we get to the outer world, especially after long and arduous inner ‘work’, the
harder it is to remember what we know. It is like forgetting dreams as soon as we
awaken. His horse tries to tell Petru to ignore the calls, but he is unable to heed this
advice. He wants to know who is calling him. He turns and finds himself face to face
with his brothers. He forgets the warning from the Goddess of Thunder and jumps off
his horse to embrace them. His brothers praise and flatter him - Petru is still an
innocent when it comes to the ways of the world.

The brothers offer to carry the precious water for Petru, but he refuses and tells them
about the cloth the Goddess of Thunder had given him. Oh, how trusting and oblivious
is Petru, but this is how we are with the ones we love and even with parts of ourselves,
our ego. The brothers immediately understand that the only way that Petru can be killed
is by drowning. The cloth cannot protect him from the element which he carries and
protects. So, when they come to a fast-flowing stream, they suggest that they drink from
the pool, meaning to push him in.
His horse neighs a warning and this time Petru understands what this means. He heeds
his inner voice and does not go with his brothers. Petru goes home to his father and
cures his blindness. This is the end of the story. The brothers are never heard of again.
The emperor can ‘see’ again – the heart is enlightened. Enlightenment does not happen
in an instant, but slowly, over time as we evolve. The journey is happening in the present
– constantly, so that our heart ‘sees’ the love, harmony and beauty of life as it really is.
The creative feminine in us is restored.
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The Quest?
by Azad
An Interesting word! Quest? It raises, almost immediately, lots of questions. What is it?
What exactly does it mean? How do I interpret it? Is it possible to look at this word and
think of it not followed by a ?
For the purposes of this article I am going to define this word quest, as a path. A path
of spirituality – or for that matter – any revelation with regards to us becoming aware;
or waking up!
The great ‘in’ word in the media at the moment is ‘woke’. Topics such as racism, gender
issues, equality, all of these, plus many more, in all their manifest forms now feature
prominently on all media platforms.
When I first ‘came’ to Sufism I read that one of its gifts was that I had woken up and
that one of the dangers was falling asleep again. This has stayed with me over the years’
I must confess that there have been more than a few moments when I have found
myself drifting off to ‘sleep’ but having had the good sense to appreciate the gift that I
was given I managed to stay awake - to some extent; far from perfect, but still making
the effort.
This brings me back to the word path. Or, to be more precise the spiritual path! Is there
‘a’ spiritual path – or ‘the’ spiritual path?
Many people use this term, but what does it mean? When I asked this question, many
years ago, about how I could be sure about the path that I had chosen, I was given the
following metaphor or story.
Imagine that you are on a mountain path which is very steep and difficult to climb. Its
rocky and covered in sharp shards of shale and is quite slippery. You may fall
sometimes, or many times, but you must haul yourself back up on your feet and
continue on this path, this life’s journey that you have undertaken. To add to all this the
mountain is covered by a dense mist, so that you can’t see much other than your path
ahead; then the mist begins to lift, to clear and you find that there thousands, or if you
have a vivid imagination, hundreds of thousands of people who are also on this
mountain journey but that each are on their own path to the summit. This simple
illustration of life’s journey has stayed with me since then.
So if we are conscious and have the intelligence or awareness to ask the questions ‘Why
am I Here?’ or, ‘There must be more to life than this?’ then perhaps we have taken our first
small steps.
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If we turn to the Social Gathekas #51:The Four Paths To the Goal, we find that our murshid
has – as is obvious from the title – laid out a description four different paths towards
our goal.
Here is a précised version of these:
There is one path which may be called the way of the intellectual.
When an intellectual person has risen above his intellectuality it is then that he may be
called an intelligent person. Man is born intelligent; it is afterwards that he covers his
intelligence and that he is glad to call it intellect. Then he is recognized as being learned,
and he thinks that he has acquired some knowledge, but it is at this point that he makes
his intelligence limited. And as long as his intelligence is limited, he cannot see further
than he sees.
There is a time in a person's life when he is learning, and there comes a time when he
himself is knowledge. It is at the time when the soul becomes knowledge itself that it
begins to have glimpses into the hidden laws of nature; and this illumination may
develop so that a person sees the whole of manifestation clearly and fully in the light of
intelligence. The Qur'an says, 'God is the Light of the heavens and of the earth'; and if
there is any spark of God that can be found in man, it is his intelligence. Naturally,
therefore, when this divine light which is hidden in man, is once brought to a blaze, and
has risen as a flame, it illuminates his path towards perfection’.
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The second path is that of righteousness, of duty, of good actions.
A person may not be intelligent, but conscientious in what he does and what he should
do, always using his goodwill to do a righteous action; and by doing so he is fulfilling
that law of harmony which automatically raises his soul to perfection. Very often one
wonders about friends or relations who one thinks are goodness itself, their actions
being righteous actions, and yet they never seem to show any tendency towards religion
or meditation; and then one often thinks what a pity it would be if they did not arrive at
spiritual perfection. But it is quite possible that they will arrive at that perfection before
the seeker who makes too much fuss about it and does little; before a person who talks
too much about spiritual things and knows little; before the one who is clinging to the
outer signs of religion and spirituality. Merely by his righteous actions, by his good
deeds, such a person will attain the goal. He may not know it, but it will work
automatically, because he is taking the path of righteousness which will surely lead him
to perfection.’
(un-précised)
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The third path is that of discipline.
The third path is the path of discipline, and it is in this path that concentration,
meditation, contemplation, and all different forms of discipline are necessary, in order
to bring about that realization which is the ultimate goal. The path of meditation
enables man to experience different planes of life, not always classified as people do
when speaking about this plane and that plane, this grade, and that grade. The real
experience of inner life cannot very well be classified. For instance, if one asks a
meditative person, 'Are there seven planes of existence? he will say, 'Yes, it is so.' But
when another person says, 'I have read in a book on Greek philosophy that there are
nine planes of existence; can it be true?' he will answer, 'Certainly'. Then another one
comes and says, 'I think that there are only three planes', and again he will agree. He
does not say this to please; he is able to see these planes as five, seven, nine, in as many
forms as he likes, because he actually sees them so. Go to a beginner in music and ask
how many notes there are. He will answer, seven; and perhaps he will mention the
semitones besides. But if you asked of an experienced musician who has given all his
life to music and has come to understand the essence of sound, 'Is it not true, as the
Chinese say, that there are twenty notes in the octave?' he will say, 'Yes, it can be true,
but when the Indians say that there are twenty-four notes in the octave, that is true too;
it is how you look at it.'
No doubt the way of self-discipline is a very difficult way. It is the way of mastery, of
power; but it is a hard and difficult path. Practising discipline by sitting in a certain pose
or posture is very difficult to keep up for a long time. If one makes a vow to refrain
from eating fruit, sweet or sour things, a vow of silence, of fasting, of standing so many
hours, or walking, or staying up for part of the night or the whole night, it is not always
easy to keep to it. Self-discipline is learned by going against one's own inclinations. Why
should one go against them? Are inclinations not natural? One cannot say what is one's
own inclination; all inclinations are borrowed here, and what one calls natural is what
one has become accustomed to.
The word 'natural' is a word that one can study for years and years, and one will find at
the end of the study that there is no such thing as natural.
(précised)
The fourth path of perfection may be called the path of devotion: a path that
cannot be compared in value or in depth with any other path. The reason is that
devotion touches the Spirit of God. Not everyone is capable of this method, for in
some people the heart is closed by the head quality, by intellect, but in others the heart
quality is foremost. The first step on the path of devotion teaches selflessness; it makes
one unselfish. Devotion is the tuning of the heart to its natural pitch; in other words,
the healthiest condition possible in man is that in which devotion has blossomed.
It is devotion alone that buries man's false self, be it devotion to a human being or to
God. If truth is ever to be seen it is in devotion; for the world of heart is a different
world from the world in which we all live; its law is different, the weather there is
different, its sky is different, its sun and moon are different. The nature of that world is
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different; it is a world in itself. By devotion, heaven is brought to earth. And yet how
very often a person says, 'But is it not a simple devotion?' It is in simplicity that the
greatest subtlety is to be found; for it is the heart of the devotee which is liquid
compared to the one which has become crystallized. It is awakened to sympathy; it is
open to appreciate all beauty.
Women are more attracted to devotion than men, for generally the nature of women is
to be more respectful towards human beings. This is natural, for if it were not for the
love of the mother the world would not go on. This is the principle of devotion; it is in
the quality of devotion which exists in women that the secret of the whole creation
resides.
It is devotion which raises the object of its devotion, or its ideal, to the highest heaven.
It is by devotion that the rocks have been turned into gods. Someone asked a Hindu, 'By
worshipping a God made of rock, what do you gain?' Do you really believe that you
have made a God?' 'Yes,' said the Hindu, 'my hands have made this God of stone, and
my devotion has given life to it. If you believe in a formless God and have no devotion,
you have not yet reached him. He is far away from you. My God is before me; your God
is far away from you.' As the Bible says, God is love. If God is to be found anywhere, he
is to be found in the heart of man. And when is He to be found? When the heart is
awakened to sympathy, to love, to devotion.
(précised)

This reference to worshipping a ‘God made of rock’ brings to mind a short poem or an
interpretation of a Rumi poem:
I am yours
Because the idol is your face
I have become an idolater
Because the wine is from your cup
I have become a drunkard
In the existence of your love
I have become non-existent
This non - existence linked to you, is better than all existence
Love Poems of Rumi, Harmony Books. Translated by Fereydoun Kia

All of the above paths will lead to your ideal of the Beloved …eventually. I think it is
obvious that Murshid favoured the path of devotion but whatever path we are on, let us
try to tread our path consciously, with the belief that we do have God on, or at, our side
always; let us exercise a certain amount of discipline, whilst finding the loving God in
our hearts.
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Finding Lasseter’s Reef: in Search of Gold
(the Path of Return)
by Karim
Half my life and more has been spent in pursuit of a ‘pacified heart’ or soul causing me
to follow various paths and trails to find that mythical ‘somewhere’ where it would be
possible, or, likewise, that mythical ‘someone’ who would recognise ‘me,’ and help me
move towards that for which I yearned, thereby facilitating a conclusion to my endless
seeking, only to finally discover in my old age that there is no ‘place,’ no ‘one,’ which
could, who could, make this happen, but myself, here and now, in me.
The end of the journey has been reached, at least for me, now. It was always thus, did
we but know it. We spend our lives, our life’s energy in this restless seeking, searching,
consciously or otherwise, in the hope of finding it, this Lasseter’s Reef of pure gold
(perhaps one needs to be Australian to understand that allusion)!

I once visited Lasseter’s cave, his penultimate place of rest, way out to the west of
Central Australia, somewhere between Kata Tjuta or ‘Many Heads’ (the Olgas) and
Kaltukatjara (Docker River). Situated in a rocky outcrop to the side of the main track,
and a few steps up from a semi-permanent water hole, it offered a little shelter from the
sun and the cold desert nights. It was really no more than a rocky overhang. It wasn’t
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the place of his ‘reef.’ He had failed once again to re-discover that which he had long
claimed to have once chanced upon. He himself was found there, chanced upon, by an
Aboriginal family walking their endless way through their ‘country’ in search of food
through the seasonal round of things. Seeing his plight, he was invited to travel with
them, but died, somewhere out beyond that place, exhausted, depleted, and utterly
spent.
We too left that place, heading first east and then, finding a track that headed south,
away from the main track, we started to search for somewhere to spend the night as
evening came on. A storm was gathering in the east, darkening the sky prematurely, but
the west was clear and - as the sun dropped low in the sky - it made the country even
sharper, everything more distinct. Every bush, every shrub, even a little rocky outcrop
was highlighted, bathed in a red gold hue.

I chose a spot to pull off the track and onto the red sand to camp, close to those same
rocks, but somehow the very sand with its carpet of wildflowers looked so pristine, so
unmarked by human passing that this very act seemed in some fashion almost
sacrilegious. There was no sign of anyone every having trodden in that place out there
in the middle of nowhere and it has stayed with me, a place of beauty and peace.
Somehow Lasseter’s search for his ‘lost reef of gold’ had ended in a place like this. For
generations since, others have toiled to find, to re-locate it without success.
Did it ever exist, somewhere out there in the Outback heart of Australia? Who knows,
but his search is my search. Like the Bushman hunter in Africa who – having once
sighted a great white bird reflected in a pool in the forest, left everything and went off
in search of it, spending the rest of his life seeking, until –towards the end of his life,
climbing a mountain somewhere in the heart of Africa where someone claimed to have
seen such a bird – himself spent, he threw himself down, exhausted, dying. Just then he
was told to look up by a voice from heaven, and, seeing a white feather falling to earth,
he reached up to grasp it. Only the understanding of the meaning of these journeys,
their purpose, separates us.
Or does it?
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Shah Baz
from the Diwan of Hazrat Inayat Khan
rendered into verse by Jessie Duncan Westbrook
& contributed by Zubin
Shah Baz. The wondrous bird, the Wanderer,
After his many years of travels far and wide
Returning called a meeting of his friends
From hill from sea, from lake from countryside.
The gulls came from their nests among the cliffs,
The ducks and herons from the marshy lands,
The eagle from his eyrie in the sky,
The ostrich from the burning desert sands.
All gathered to receive him. Peacocks danced
To sow their joy and many a nightingale
Poured forth his welcome in harmonious verse,
While choirs of skylarks sang their cheerful tale.
Then spoke Shah Baz and said: Far have I sped,
From pole to pole in anxious search I passed,
Till, worn by travel and by suffering
The haven of my soul I won at last.
How can I tell the wonder of that land!
The sun is dim before its heavenly light,
And time with all its bondage is unknown,
No day is there, no dawn, no eve, no night.
The Sun, the Moon, and all the planets pale
With the radiance of that light-filled sphere,
And earth and water all co-mingled are,
No hills, no separating seas appear.
Unchanging is the season and serene;
The happy airs that breathe of peace and home
Know neither cold nor storm, and over all
There bends the kindly sky, an azure dome.
The raindrops are of pearl: fair are the hills,
With gleams of gold their shining summits glow,
The foaming ocean is a sea of milk,
The ever-brimming streams with honey flow.
And fair the lordly palaces arise,
Carven by cunning skill with many a gem
Encrusted and adorned, each haughty hall
Wearing a diamond roof as a diadem.
And there we strive with bitter chance no more;
For life flows onward in a tranquil stream,
And care and haunting sorrows fade and pass
Like the remembrance of an evil dream.
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Disease comes never there, and Death himself
Dwells evermore without that happy gate,
No caste nor creed nor fortune can divide,
For all are equal, free and fortunate.
There heavenly Houris pour the Cousir’s wine,
That flows for all and cheers and satisfies;
And therefore am I sent to give the world
The tidings-I, the Bird of Paradise.
And though I linger here to tell my tale,
For that far country is my spirit fain;
My wings are spread for flight; I have declared
My message; and I seek my land again.
The birds pressed round; some ardently desired
To seek that far away and longed-for shore,
Some unbelievers scoffed, some doubted him,
Some dreamed of it, desiring more and more.
Then said Shah Baz: Whose heart and will are firm,
Whose patience is long suffering, whose desire
No disillusion or despair can quench,
Whose resolution will not faint nor tire,
O’er many lands and seas and ocean wide
Through forests, through temptation’s snares that lie
Thick on the path, this pilgrim soul shall fare
To gain the land of truth and liberty.
And ponder, ere upon the difficult way
You set your foot, what dangers may arise;
He who loves safe and idle ways of ease
Shall never win the Land of Paradise.
And many flinched and failed. The chosen few
Followed Shah Baz in hope; some strayed aside
And lost the path, some feared the endless sea,
And tiring, fell upon the hills, and died.
But some attained, and after many days
Their tears were done; their weariness, their sighs,
Were all forgotten as a dream at morn,
Within the happy groves of Paradise.
Thus Allah sayeth to the hearts of men:
My Messenger I have inspired and sent
To lead you to the Land beyond the World:
O hear and heed, consider and repent!
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