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 Anita joined us from her hospital room—a first for the 
Gurukula class. Days of modern times! She’s in Recovery now, 
after a grueling two weeks with heart issues, getting her strength 
back to return home—“As soon as possible, thank you very 
much!” Her upbeat spirit and humor have carried her through, and 
they were evident in her eloquent sharing with us. 
 Deb opened the discussion with a summary of Nitya’s 
complex presentation, how he is trying to show us what it really 
means when we say we perceive something, and believe we do 
know it. There is much, much more to the picture. His commentary 
goes layer by layer into the worlds that influence that perception: 
social, historical, language and naming as reflections of the 
community we belong to. Many languages have unique words for 
what is perceived in their world. That means, what we think of as a 
simple, direct act can reveal the larger influences that shape our 
world. At the end, Nitya brings in another facet of yoga: to be 
transparent you need to be aware of all the factors that are 
combined to produce our perception. 
 To cut to the chase, Pratibha wanted to know what the main 
point of all this is was. 
 Nitya was kind to provide that kind of summation at the end 
of these Letters, and Deb read this one out:  
 

Yoga is the difficult task of disciplining this individuated 
aspect of the conscious self so as to give it a transparency to the 
overwhelmingly large area of altering consciousness in which 
an unconscious and collective compulsion is perennially active. 
This is the enormity of the problem before the aspirant. 

 



Deb insisted this is about not being caught in a small unit or 
definition; it entails realizing how vast the world of perception 
truly is. 
 Jan elaborated on an aspect we can beneficially work on: the 
deep murky area that impacts how we interpret events, and how 
strong that unconscious compulsion is. We need to realize how it is 
affecting how and what we think. She recently attended a lecture 
by Jungian-Buddhist Polly Young-Eisendrath (short bio here), who 
also spoke of the process of trying to become aware of the 
unconscious patterns that interfere with our transparency, or 
clarity. It’s helpful to be in a relationship, as a close friend or 
therapist can help us discover what’s unconscious and what’s 
compulsive in our behavior. Being compassionate plays an 
important role, as we work to figure this out in our own 
lives. Young-Eisendrath urged us to recognize how we are limited 
by the baggage we bring forward from our childhood, to address 
that and accept it in each other, and work from that place. Jan 
shared a few pithy quotes that certainly resonate with our topic: 
 

Mindfulness: a kind of awareness that combines concentration 
and equanimity and leads to clarity of perception. 
 
Compassion: the ability to accompany anguish, suffering or 
adversity with accurate empathy and help. 
 
Practice mindfulness and compassion with your beloved and 
yourself. 
 
Recognize you do NOT KNOW yourself and need a mirror to 
see yourself. 
 
Recognize you are unconsciously motivated by early emotional 
habits, just as your beloved is, and that you can fall into 



projection – projection is our primary defense of our 
unconscious. 
 
Remember that love is a difficult path, but will reward you with 
the feeling of having been seen and known. 

 
Deb concurred that compassion and honesty are essential with our 
selves as well as culturally and in interpersonal dealings. 
 I wondered if it’s possible to include the kind of relationship 
with the sort of practice we try to foster in the class, and Jan 
thought maybe a little. In our meetings we are trying to work on 
these same concepts very gently, hoping to help each other to 
understand ideas that aren’t mainstream thinking. For most people 
it is too un-private a venue, I suppose. The Gurukula roots include 
public grilling as a way to break free of guarded attitudes, but it’s 
impossible in the present context, and has long been abandoned. 
 Last week we touched on how adults rarely experience a 
flower anymore—we name it, nod, and move on. This applies to 
nearly all adults, not solely “unspiritual” ones. It’s how our 
efficient brains work. Adults are 99% interpretive faculty, 1% 
perception. If I think, “Aren’t I wonderful, I’m looking at a 
flower,” I’m leaving out pretty much all of what I’m bringing to 
the experience. A yogi needs to know what they are adding to the 
picture, lest the apparent transparency be an illusion. Only then are 
we able to let go of the dark, murky ways we distort, and that’s the 
effort we are going to be making in this Yoga study. 
 That does not mean we shouldn’t stop and smell the flowers, 
every so often. J 
 Interestingly, there is an incisive paragraph in the old Notes, 
in Part II, based on Jan bringing a bouquet from her garden to 
class. Flowers make ideal examples, thanks to their 
unprepossessing beauty. That section ends with a sense of the 
direness of what we’ve lost: “Our memory links have become 



tyrannical over the years to dictate our state of mind.” Dictators 
abound within and without. How do we reclaim our transparency 
of vision? 
 When Andy used to teach drawing, he would try to show the 
students that when they draw something rectangular, like a box, in 
their visual perspective the edges are not necessarily parallel, 
depending on how you look at it. Parallel edges appear to 
converge. People have a hard time drawing a box because as 
children they had held something like that and knew the edges of 
the box were completely parallel. Art requires you to operate with 
visual rather than tactile channels. They are two different kinds of 
perception that combine in your mind to create the gestalt of a box, 
part of the complex process that causes you to register “a box.” 
You are combining them all into box-ness. 
 That reminded Deb of taking a drawing lesson with Suellen, 
who insisted you must draw what you see rather than what you 
think. Less skilled artists try to reproduce their mental image of 
what they’re looking at. There’s a longer account of this in Part II, 
also from Deb. 
 My apple experiment neatly reveals the process behind the 
smidgen of actual perception the brain needs to leap to judgment. I 
showed a class an apple for only an instant, and we spent the rest 
of the class writing and talking about what it “was.” It amusingly 
demonstrates how almost everything in our perception is in our 
imagination, and is our own projection. Everyone had a different 
take on what the apple meant. Then we each ate a slice, for 
firsthand confirmation, like a berry in the palm of your hand. 
 It reminded Andy of a time when Nitya was in Hawaii and he 
held up a toy plastic dolphin, asking them what it was. It was 
obviously a dolphin, yet if you held it up next to real dolphin, it 
was even more obvious that it wasn’t a dolphin at all. Nitya asked, 
how can this be a dolphin? It’s only a very stylized toy. For you to 
know it’s a dolphin, it has to have all the qualities of dolphinness. 



It was clear how the students were assembling qualities of the 
dolphin only in their minds. 
 During her stay in the hospital, Anita had a near-fatal 
reaction to the medicine she had been given, which she found 
funny in retrospect. We asked her how the same incident can be 
terrifying at one time and amusing at another? In the first instance, 
Anita was stunned when all of a sudden a team of emergency 
personnel burst in like Keystone Cops, rushing every which way, 
expecting her to die any second from ventricular fibrillation. Later 
she was bemused by the whole thing, even joking with the medics. 
 This illustrates the difference between direct experience and 
memory-based experience. In the second case there is “distance,” 
and it can offer a welcome relief from immanence. We wouldn’t 
last long if our whole life was immanent—it’s too stressful. You 
can outrun saber-toothed tigers only for so many minutes. Anita 
needed the humor, and some of her doctors did too, to let off the 
tension of the emergency. She made it through. Though she had 
been confined to a bed, one of the doctors asked her what she was 
doing before the onset of symptoms, and she apologetically 
admitted she had been dancing too much. 
 During the event, Anita felt strange symptoms. The first was 
like electrical flashes shooting up her face, then nausea, and after, 
she felt like a time she had been caught in an undertow in the 
ocean as a kid, totally disoriented. Then she realized with a jolt she 
was going to die, she couldn’t breathe, and there was no tunnel of 
light to go through. She only survived because she was already in 
the care facility when the attack happened. 
 Anita realizes that humor is a tool to deal with stuff, to make 
it less scary, and she wields it with expertise. 
 Deb found this humorous distancing to be a perfect example 
of how language influences us, how it’s part of our vision, and how 
our perception of the situation changes because of it. Anita’s 
harrowing reaction reminded Deb of a poetry workshop given by a 



woman who was an epileptic. When a fit came on, her reality was 
totally altered, but she could write poetry about it, afterwards. Both 
these events come from the psychophysical background that Nitya 
alludes to as part of our groundwork for more fully understanding 
our perception. 
 Anita had expected at the onset of death she would leave her 
body and watch the proceedings from a safe distance. She found it 
curious that none of that happened. Why, when her body was 
under such stress, did her mind go to a place that was so 
disoriented? 
 My thought is that our wakeful state is on a need-to-know 
basis with the inner guidance system. In an emergency, anything 
we do at the time-lagged, leisurely pace of the waking mind is not 
going to be up to the task, so the unconscious doesn’t send it any 
instructions. I’ve begun to suspect that forgetting or overlooking 
things, or simple mistakes for that matter, might be part of the 
inner guidance system’s strategy to avert accidents by eliminating 
the middleman. 
 Paul finds it scary to see the illusion of control he carries, 
burst like a bubble by medical events, or when parts of his past 
project onto what he is perceiving. He understood from this Letter 
that transparency of vision is not so much a process of elimination 
as an understanding. This takes some of our authority away from 
us in interpreting the situation correctly, as in: how can we? 
Admitting we are subject to error takes away our impetus for 
condemning others, too, since everyone’s past experiences are 
highly subject to blurring by samskaras, memory conditioning. 
Paul used to believe he could just straighten everything out, like 
pulling a nail out of a flat tire and patching it. Now he knows it’s 
not that straightforward. 
 I suggested we upgrade our conversation to the present day, 
computer-generated predicament, where we are inundated by 
propaganda from every direction. Can this wisdom help us decide 



how to make sense of it, while retaining our individual flexibility? 
Is individuality doomed? After class, I read the section on fake 
news in David Chalmers’s new book, Reality +. He’s an important 
figure in the scientific and academic philosophy relating to 
consciousness. While analyzing fake news and relating it to virtual 
reality, he offered no useful advice for sorting out truth from 
fiction. What does Vedanta teach us, that that perspective leaves 
out? 
 Karen just spent three days visiting her brother and his wife 
in California. Her brother flew jets during Vietnam War, and he is 
all military—in fact, the air museum in Chico, where they live, has 
the jet he flew in the war, and he is a hero there. They are staunch 
Republicans and they listen to Fox News (faux news) 24/7. They 
leave it on in the background all day, and it’s the last thing they 
turn off at night. Karen heard nothing on it she could believe (it’s 
incredibly degraded). That part was a challenge for her to stay 
grounded, yet they are absolutely wonderful people. They were 
very hospitable, took her on excursions, fed her well, and accepted 
her being there. Still, they are taken in by something that is 
destroying our civilization. It’s so hard when it is family members 
that love you and you love them, and Karen has no way of 
understanding their lives.  
 Andy wondered if they were angry about what they were 
hearing? Karen responded that they tiptoed around political issues, 
so as not to get her upset. They probably thought the TV was doing 
their work for them. 
 I wondered what part anger played in the splintering of 
factions, and whether Patanjali addressed it specifically. The Gita 
does, of course. 
 Deb lamented that kind of division — an outer world rent by 
concepts about other people and situations that seem distorted and 
manipulated, although living an inner life that is charming.  



 Andy feels the anger is there before the information, and 
through it the anger finds an opportunity to be expressed. There is 
a selection of experience that allows anger to be recreated. He said, 
“If I’m angry with someone, I just need to be angry, and I’m 
looking for some outward thing that is going to recreate that habit.” 
People are groping around for something that will give that little 
wheel another spin. 
 Paul considers the style of our perceptions an addiction. 
Before covid happened, he could have predicted exactly how his 
sister was going to act all through it, based on her belief system 
that has given others the authority to determine her value system 
for her. It’s led him to an awareness of how we all do it. The 
important thing is just the understanding: awareness grants that 
transparency of vision so we are not necessarily a slave to our first 
inclination. 
 Bill thought about this in terms of yoga as the restraining of 
mental modifications, how Nitya brings in the fact that we have a 
cultural and a genetic aspect that color how we see the world. If we 
are going to develop transparency, we need to understand not only 
our own opaqueness, but themes from our culture as well. Bill has 
conservative friends that share his basic values that they all agree 
on, and if you see that in them, their beliefs do not seem so weird. 
Since we are getting so many sources of information and 
polarization, when you are trying to establish that clarity you have 
a lot to take into consideration. He concluded with an admiring nod 
to Nitya, how his commentary often gives insights that are more 
contemporary, more appropriate to where we are as individuals, 
than Patanjali. 
 Serious understatement there. And it’s our job to keep the 
ancient wisdom contemporarily valid. We did a good job with it, 
last night. 
 Frankly, demonizing the other is a surefire method to divide 
and conquer, of power aggrandizement and profiteering. Both yoga 



and science are trying to get us over this, get us to grow up. Their 
failure is evidenced by the periodic outbursts of the “monsters 
from the id,” who are back in droves. With the nearly infinite 
power unleashed by combining computers with weapons of mass 
destruction, only a handful of people are needed—perhaps only 
one—to bring civilization to its knees. The Krell in Forbidden 
Planet suffered the same fate: “After a million years of shining 
sanity, they could hardly have understood what power was 
destroying them.” Their own latent hatred. 
 Deb agreed that anger was fueled by fear and the desire to 
push away the other. And it’s always okay in some circles to 
exploit the other for personal benefit. She once learned that in the 
Middle Ages, in small villages in France and elsewhere, if you 
came in without introduction, they would kill you, just to be on the 
safe side. 
 It’s fair to admit that hatred of the other is a very important 
issue brought up in this letter to understand not just our surface but 
our depth. Anita once took a survey at the Unitarian Church to 
determine the level of white supremacy you may not realize you 
embody. It was eye opening to her. She had always felt she was 
open and fair-minded, but when she took it, she realized she had 
been influenced and modeled by assumptions she didn’t know 
were at work. White supremacy was a thing she didn’t realize had 
been developed in her, and it really shook her. Anita wondered 
where it came from. She felt the survey did enlighten her, but it 
was very disconcerting. Which is possibly why genuine self-
reflection is not a popular exercise. 
 This is exactly the kind of honest self-examination we are 
being called on to perform, partly for our own benefit. Call it yoga 
practice. Do you practice yoga? Or, do you say you practice yoga? 
 Bill ruefully admitted we all have those cultural influences 
we aren’t even aware of: you didn’t know you had a bias, but it’s 
built into your cultural identity. 



 My reading after class included the chapter on Love, from 
The Book of Mirdad, by Mikhail Naimy, which includes: 
 

Love is the sap of Life. While Hatred is the pus of Death. But 
Love, like blood, must circulate unhindered in the veins. 
Repress the blood, and it becomes a menace and a plague. And 
what is Hate but Love repressed, or Love withheld, therefore 
becoming such a deadly poison both to the feeder and the fed; 
both to the hater and to that he hates. 

 
Serious business. I wove Patanjali’s only mention of anger into the 
closing meditation: 
 

Sutra II 34: Confrontations such as violence, whether done by 
oneself, instigated, or abetted, whether precipitated by greed, 
anger, or delusion, whether mild, medium, or intense, result in 
endless misery and ignorance; thus, cultivate the opposites. 

 
We’re cultivating the opposites, like generosity, love, and 
understanding, for all we’re worth, while striving to retain our 
equipoise. Here’s a preview of a superlative Nitya quote we’ll get 
to in a year or so, from the text: 
 

The yogi makes every effort not to be a howler telling untruth 
or a simpleton believing in something because somebody said it 
or it is written somewhere. (243) 

 
Part II 
 
The old notes are quite wonderful— 
 
8/19/8 
Letter Eleven 



 
 The eleventh sortie into yoga exegesis applies a reduction to 
what we’ve already learned, and by doing so places us on the 
hotseat of the wisdom sacrifice. We know our perceptions are 
affected by millions of associations, both genetic and individual. 
On top of this we are shaped by the environmental conditions 
erected by the society in which we find ourselves. Over these 
enormous and implacable forces, we seem to have very little 
control. What are we to do about them? 
 To students of the Gita we can see Arjuna in just this 
conundrum as he looks about himself on the battlefield of life. The 
ordinary responses are either to go along with these titanic 
unconscious and social pressures or to resist them. We “go along to 
get along” or else become rebels, drawing our identity from the 
appearance of rejection of those same forces. Yet yoga offers us a 
third alternative, which permits us to transcend the context of these 
eternal battles entirely. Happily, many of us have already made 
substantial strides in this matter, so this was mainly a review and a 
stock-taking. 
 Nitya hints at the third method in his conclusion: “Yoga is 
the difficult task of disciplining this individuated aspect of the 
conscious self so as to give it a transparency to the 
overwhelmingly large area of altering consciousness in which an 
unconscious and a collective compulsion are perennially active. 
This is the enormity of the problem before the aspirant.” 
 When we are attached to certain selected aspects of the 
Whole, we cannot be said to be transparent. Through our 
substantial efforts we come to have a transparency of vision, where 
“sticky” parts of our psyche let go of their neediness and allow 
things to flow without disruption. For this reason, in meditation we 
examine precisely those events that cause us upset, because they 
locate our hangups for us. The upset can be positive or negative. 



Or, as Nitya suggests here, we can simply look around the room 
and watch what mental links we make to common objects.  
 For example, Jan brought us a beautiful flower bouquet from 
her garden, and we all had a nice uplift of our spirits just by seeing 
it. We thanked her and she felt pleased at bringing us joy. There’s 
nothing wrong with any of this as social and intellectual 
occurrences within the transactional realm. Then we put the 
flowers on our “altar” where they could serve as subjects of the 
meditation, which was particularly nice since we were directed to 
look around the room and note the objects in it. Now we’re doing 
yoga, not transacting. There is a bundle of shape and color sitting 
there, in the midst of the gestalt called the Gurukula or Scott and 
Deb’s living room. With a transparent vision it is just that: a 
bundle of shape and color. From our memory banks come 
associations like “Oh aren’t those beautiful!” “They make me 
happy.” “How thoughtful.” “How sweet.” And finally, “That is a 
bouquet of flowers.” Nitya reminds us, “The finality of every 
perception comes when it is appropriately named.” He doesn’t 
quite call it a nail in the coffin—only that, like dimes and pennies, 
a name allows a concept to circulate and be exchanged. The dead 
part is that names become substitutes for the original, and before 
too long we discard the source and only trade in names, in 
symbolic tokens. Naming is akin to dismissing. We think, "Oh, 
Jan's flowers," instead of truly seeing them any more. It gets really 
complicated and conflicting because each of us has a different set 
of associations with every nameable item. Some of them make us 
very unhappy and even prepare us to fight. 
 Our memory links have become tyrannical over the years to 
dictate our state of mind. Here is where class members have shown 
a lot of maturity in gaining their freedom. Quite a few stories came 
out about how they were really noticing their reactions to situations 
now, and simply by noticing they were more able to transcend the 
traditional binding effect. 



 Deb told us about an art class Suellen gave to a group of non-
artists. Everyone was struggling to draw a still life, and doing a 
lousy job. Suellen told the class it was because they were all 
painting what they thought an eggplant should look like. They 
were mediating the process with ideas about it. Instead, they 
should try to look clearly at the object itself. When they did this the 
results were much more artistic and lifelike. 
 Jan told us how she had gone camping with her family and 
being outdoors helped her to feel wonderfully open. Then, when 
she returned home she was able to retain the openness for much 
longer than usual. Instead of linking with all the negative 
associations of chores and responsibilities around the house, she 
stayed transparently in her native happiness that had been restored 
by contact with nature. 
 Bill told of one of the Roshis who directed his followers that 
there was an interval between every event and our reaction to it. If 
we attend to that moment we can preempt our tendency to make 
associations. That brief time span was where to look for the Zen 
Buddhist equivalent of the transparency of vision. 
 Scotty related getting heavily into chanting mantras to 
Krishna, and pushing himself to call on Krishna to respond to his 
pleas. It got more and more intense, and then he heard a voice say 
to let go. When he stopped trying, and stopped conceiving of a 
particular deity and projected outcome, he was suddenly able to 
drift into a new state of mind that felt much freer. Tingly, too. 
 Susan has been going to her special cabin in the mountains 
all her life, and has the best associations with it. So much so that 
every time she leaves to return to “real life” she gets depressed, 
sometimes pretty severely so. This year, though, she looked out at 
the river and the trees behind the cabin in just the way Nitya 
directs us in this Letter, noting that how she feels up there is very 
much a part of who she is, and that the molecules and atoms that 
make up the scene at the cabin are exactly like those she sees out 



her windows at home. She is the same person wherever she might 
be. And it worked: she didn’t get depressed this time. No tears, no 
regrets. It took effort, but she was able to bring herself to a neutral 
state of transparency. Now she can see that the depression isn’t 
caused by the transition, it’s part of the oppression of her memory 
banks. 
 Anne told us of attending the funeral of a young man who 
she has been caring for for six years. While chronically ill and 
dying of liver cancer, he never complained, never asked for 
attention, and continued to teach young adults carrying their own 
burdens. Until his condition became obvious, his students had no 
idea he was wasting away. His transparency was to know that 
every minute spent complaining was wasted time, and he didn’t 
have any to spare. He lived to his maximum potential and 
remained optimistic to the last, to the degree that his funeral took 
place on what was to be his wedding day. 
 Since we have examined social impacts often enough in past 
classes, we didn't talk much about those. And it seemed 
superfluous to say anything after Anne’s example. When we 
realize how easy and happy our lives are compared to those who 
have real troubles, sometimes we can cast off even more useless 
baggage and truly appreciate just being alive. Paradoxically, the 
more helpless we realize we are, systematically reducing our 
imagined powers to affect the world and ourselves to their minute 
actual size, the easier it is to slip between the cracks to escape the 
impact of social and mental bondage. 
 
Part II 
 Deb attended a workshop with Lucille Clifton last month, a 
couple of whose poems are perfect for the themes of our class. The 
first shows that transparency is not static but dynamic, and is 
written to Clark Kent, Superman’s alter ego, the second of two 



such in The Book of Light, published by Copper Canyon Press in 
1993: 
 
further note to clark 
    
   do you know how hard this is for me? 
   do you know what you’re asking? 
 
  what i can promise is to be water, 
  water plain and direct as Niagara. 
  unsparing of myself, unsparing of 
  the cliff i batter, but also unsparing 
  of you, tourist. the question for me is 
  how long can i cling to the edge? 
  the question for you is 
  what have you ever traveled toward 
  more than your own safety? 
 
Additionally, I thought these few lines summed up the impact of 
social conditioning rather better than an acre of prose: 
 
the photograph:  a lynching 
 
is it the cut glass 
of their eyes 
looking up toward 
the new gnarled branch 
of the black man 
hanging from a tree? 
 
is it the white milk pleated 
collar of the woman 
smiling toward the camera, 



her fingers loose around 
a christian cross drooping 
against her breast? 
 
is it all of us 
captured by history into an 
accurate album? will we be 
required to view it together 
under a gathering sky? 
 
(from Blessing the Boats, BOA Editions Ltd., 2000) 
 
* * * 
 
From the first YS study group: 
 
4/10/10 
 I find it a little difficult to exactly make out what the Guru is 
suggesting here. As I read it, our psyche has been reduced to 
minimal functioning by the demands of society, the limitations of 
our sensory perceptions, and the mysterious impact of the three 
gunas. Nitya is asking us to open up to all these hurricanes instead 
of crouching in some temporary mental shelter and not going 
outdoors. When we see how they are affecting us, we will be less 
blown about by them, and will be better able to stand our ground. 
 This would mark a major division between someone 
undergoing a spiritual discipline and an ordinary human drawing 
conclusions based on appearances alone. The really surprising 
thing is that a lot of people who believe they are on a spiritual path 
are perfectly content to ignore all these invisible forces. So the call 
is to humble ourself (myself) to be alert that we are not always 
what we wish we are or imagine we are. We (I) need to stop 



making unexamined assertions, and always look at everything 
twice to separate the fantasy from any valid underpinnings. 
 Oxford University professor and psycholinguist Jean 
Aitcheson has studied this same dilemma from a modern point of 
view. Dr. Steven Heller quotes her as saying:  
 

People do not passively “register” the sentences uttered by a 
speaker. Instead they hear what they expect to hear. They 
actively reconstruct both the sounds and syntax of the 
utterances in accordance with their expectations…. 
 
 It is not only a person’s expectation of sound patterns that 
influences what she hears, but perhaps to an even greater 
extent, her expectation of syntactic and semantic patterns…. 
When someone hears a sentence, she latches on to outline 
clues, and “jumps to conclusions” about what she is hearing. 

 
It is a synchronous event that I just reread this page today, and it 
accords exactly with the subject. Modern psychologists are quite 
convinced that we live in a kind of dream world largely shaped by 
our hopes, fears and conditionings. They just haven’t yet seen the 
efficacy of yoga in extricating ourselves from the miasma! 
 As I read Nitya’s comments, it looks to me like he is saying 
that because we are so constrained by these powerful forces, at first 
we have only two options: to shift our gaze or strive to bring in 
objective norms to measure our degree of coherence or accuracy. 
Most of us learn first to shift our gaze, to look away and not see the 
problem confronting us. Then we can accede to the prescribed 
program. At work they always told me, “You go along to get 
along.” This is the opposite of the enormous task of the yogi, 
which is to have a normal or normative notion to bring ourselves 
back to openness, against all the momentum of our habitual 



choices. Lacking a friend or teacher who can offer criticism, this is 
a daunting task indeed. 
 Before getting heavy, I’d like to relate a humorous example 
of not seeing I once witnessed. My wife and I were having tea with 
a good friend and her elderly mother, a Southern Gentlewoman of 
the old school. Someone made a ridiculous statement, and Deb 
burst out laughing with a mouthful of tea, spraying it all over the 
dear lady’s fancy outfit. It was utterly embarrassing and yet 
hysterically funny—the ultimate violation of proper etiquette. And 
only one thing could save the day: Francis never noticed. The faux 
pas simply did not happen. Even with clean up, her air of regality 
never wavered. And amazingly, when we mentioned it to our 
friend a year or so later, she didn’t remember it either! Well, even 
a wise yogi would have to agree there are times when not seeing 
the scene before your eyes is a good thing…. 
 I should be able to offer a good personal example of failing 
to see the tide that’s carrying me out to sea. I must admit that from 
an early age I have refused to turn my gaze away from sticky 
situations, preferring to bring my awareness to bear on it. I have 
been quite unpopular in some circles because of this. At work I 
would never simply go along, but always questioned the official 
cover story. As John Spiers put it in my horoscope: “Your 
frankness too will stir up enmity.” But even in wanting to see the 
truth, I know I have been deluded more often than not. It is indeed 
an enormous task to overcome our native ignorance. Desiring truth 
and knowing it are two different things, by a long shot. 
 Responding to this exercise is frustrating, because I can think 
of dozens of great examples of other people misinterpreting 
something, but my ego effortlessly deflects the arrow from coming 
home to me. I suppose that counts as a good example in itself. We 
can find fault in our fellows with ease, but heaven help those who 
find fault with us…. 



 Okay. Probably the most important delusion I’ve carried 
through most of my life is a negative self-image. There are 
numerous instances where something relatively trivial has hurt my 
feelings, and then something in me has held on to those injured 
feelings as a kind of perverse pleasure. Now when I feel those 
feelings I mentally replay the scene that set them off, and try to 
give proper weight to each aspect. It helps if I can calm myself 
down enough to talk with any other people involved and listen to 
their version. Usually I can come to the conclusion that the hurt 
was not intended, or was at least magnified beyond all good sense 
by my expectations. That helps, but psyches and their attendant 
chemicals being what they are, the hurt doesn’t immediately go 
away. A solid self-analysis begins the healing process at least, but 
then more work (or play) needs to be done to regain a happy 
balance. I suppose that is another story. For now we are just 
admitting, along with Hamlet, that “there are more things in 
heaven and earth than are dreamt of in our philosophy.” 
 
Part III 
 For the lucky few who read this far, Jude, from my Gita 2021 
class, sent this response to chapter XI, verses 32 – 46, where I 
included my antiwar screed. It parallels our class 12 to a 
remarkable degree, dealing with both anger and teaching art. 
 
No More War 
This is what I hear myself saying, to myself, frequently, of late. 
Deeply affected with the present physical war raging in Ukraine, 
and other places in the world, I find the propensity for warfare in 
my own psyche one of the main points of study just now. The 
synchronicity with the verses for this lesson is rather sweet. 
 
To be more precise, I am interested in the study of my own 
capricious mind and heart, and how it makes conclusions rather 



rashly and rapidly at times, to justify an attitude of aggression. I do 
not mean physical aggression, but the more subtle, and far more 
dangerous aggression of the mind..feeding opinions, fears, 
attitudes that put another on the opposite side of a line, for some 
"reason"...with me being right(eous), or compelled to react. 
I see that I am ashamed of these things that continue to drive me, 
that I have not risen above them...but staying there is no good, it 
only puts a stop on the inquiry. And, perhaps that is something that 
has been "taught" or put on me, by society...at any rate, I am 
determined to go on anyway with the study...that there is definitely 
something to be learned, about myself, and the Internal Wars. 
  So I am watching how this happens. For example, on my regular 
walk route, I have followed the construction of a new house. This 
house is at least 6,000 sq ft. That alone incenses me. Why would 
anyone need that big a house??? How can someone be so 
greedy??? 
Wrong question. If I look around, it is pretty obvious what 
motivates such behaviour in humans. Nonetheless, I noticed that 
every time that house comes into view, anger rises up in me, 
a heavy, dark, intense  sensation. I notice that I want to curse the 
people doing this. A stream of words comes forth. The tree 
branches quiver in alarm. 
  As I start up the steep hill, past the house, I carry the reaction for 
a way. When I stop to catch my breath, I suddenly notice the state I 
am in, that I am rather enjoying my rage, but a question comes in, 
too. What??? And then, the words "no more war" come to mind. I 
take some deep breaths, and provide space to let go in, and 
something changes. 
 
After doing this for several weeks, I notice that I can walk by the 
house without a reaction. No war. And then it will return, but I do 
not pay so much attention to it. I see it, I feel the sensation, and I 
choose, saying aloud to myself, "no more war". 



 
Another example: My students request a lesson of drawing self 
portraits, the way we have done them in the past. These are not 
serious, they are done with continual lines, and often not looking at 
the paper, so the result is not realistic, or particularly in place. 
Ok. I plan the lesson, with a long warm-up before we go to our 
own faces. 
I start by having us all draw each other's faces, without looking at 
the paper. Now, drawing someone's face means you are looking at 
them constantly and intensely. If you are looking, or being looked 
at, it can be rather uncomfortable. There is something 
excruciatingly intimate about this, until you get used to it, and 
realize it is simply a way to really SEE a face, and to see it as 
shapes and values. It is a way to get to know the curves, angles, 
and shapes of eye, of mouth, of chin, of neck, of how nostrils bend 
and flare, and many other amazing details.  
Amazing to me, anyway. I love this way of study, do it extensively 
on my own,when learning to draw anything, and would say it is the 
basis of my art. It has taught me to see, and then to draw what I 
see... 
Blind contour drawing also pops you into right-brain...if you allow 
that. 
So, after about 10 min of this exercise, my students started to 
whine and complain that it was too hard, to not look. I had noticed 
them looking, again and again, and mentioned it, reminding them 
not to. And they had responded, "but it doesn't come out right!" 
To which I would respond " That is not what is important in this 
exercise. That will come later. This is to learn to really see what is 
there" 
They would not buy it. I found myself getting angry with them. 
Spoiled brats, they cannot commit to discomfort for the sake of 
learning? They are so shortsighted, they cannot find the patience to 
go on, and to discover???  



Something in me wanted to force them to do more. But the mutiny 
was happening! 
And suddenly, I realized my aggression, and also realized that they 
were not interested in a pursuit, as I was. I could have continued all 
day but they could not. I had the strong sensation, or experience 
with utter clarity, that these people were different than me, in terms 
of their relationship to drawing, to art...and I was expecting of 
them, what I love and hunger for, and am satisfied by...and making 
them do it til goddamn it, they saw the light.  
Ouch. 
Oh yes, I sure have been there before. Many times, in that same 
arena, of teaching, and in many other arenas. I saw it, with painful 
clarity. (This is part of the Trip??) 
So we broke for lunch, and afterward, they worked on their own, 
looking all they wanted. 
When we shared, people stated their dissatisfaction with their 
faces...the eyes were circles with black dots. The teeth were a 
checkerboard.  
"Neh, neh, told you so..." I thought. But then I had this insight, that 
it was a perfect moment to teach. So I had one person find the 
photo of her face she had been using, and we zoomed it up close, 
to just the eyes. "Look at the eyes. What shapes do you see? ARE 
the eyes circles with dots?" And they got it! Each one saw. 
For the moment. None of them particularly wanted to go on their 
own, and continue the study. Enough already! 
They all left, and I shook my head, in wonder, and in gratitude as 
well. 
So there it is. I am a teacher, and I am teaching about art stuff, and 
I am obsessed with the process, and I get these hairs up my beezer 
about how it should go, and then reality happens...I can learn from 
it, or be lassoed and hog-tied by resisting the actuality... 
As in art class, so in Life, eh? 



Because this happens all. the. time. with me. It is a baseline 
behavior, it is a prime cause of self-inflicted misery, and 
thankfully, it is in my face and clear as can be...and if I am really a 
student of my inner life, and of learning enough about myself to 
see some freedom from that baseline habitual behavior, then 
perhaps I can call myself a student...it is a gift, really, to be in that 
position.  
It is also the position I have been in for most of my life, probably 
even before I realized that, and only saw the discomfort of it. Then 
I found a teaching and realized what I wanted to be a student 
of...and other teachings, different in name, but similar in 
backbone.  
Hallelujah! 
 
Jude, later: this is the stuff of a life that begs curiosity and 
reflection, and some digging for the treasure, isn't it?  
I cannot imagine any other way of being, for then you just have the 
suffering, the illusion, the confusion... 
 


