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The Reality-Way of Adidam

is not merely another form of practice based on the "great
tradition" paradigm of the search. T he Reality-Way of Adidam
is not, in any sense, a development of the “great tradition”, nor
is the Reality-Way of Adidam the "end-stage" of the "great tradi
tion". Rather, The Reality-Way of Adidam Is The Way That In
herently Transcends egoity. Therefore, The Reality-Way of
Adidam Inherently Transcends the entire "great tradition" (or
"great path of return").
The Divine Avataric Intervention has Occurred In My
Person, As My Very State—and That Is The Basis for The only-byMe Revealed and Given Reality-Way of Adidam.
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Sunday, June 8, 2008 (Naitauba)

A Wild Turkey Receives Darshan
Leela from Marie Masek, Divine Domain server at Lion's Lap, Naitauba Island, Fiji
Excerpted from Adi Da Samrajashram Magazine
Having walked to Lion's Lap for many years as part
of my service, I have seen many wild turkeys. One time a
couple of years ago, there was a wild turkey standing in front of
the tent used as a meditation hall. This was the first (and the
only other) time that I have ever seen a turkey actually coming
down and making contact with humans. Usually, turkeys scurry
away at the sight of a human. This was a mature wild turkey
and very vocal, chattering on and on about something. I went
into the little hall to do the puja, and the turkey went around to
the window. She watched the entire puja through the window,
and then stayed there beside the hall for a long time before
wandering away. I wrote a Leela to Beloved Adi Da at that time,
praising Him for His Work with non-humans and telling Him
that it seemed like even the wild animals on the Island were
starting to conform to Him.
The Lion's Lap area has more and more become a
sanctuary for wild animals. M any large coconut crabs reside
here, and the lagoon is plentiful with turtles and fish.

Several days ago, many of us thought the
reincarnation of “Clark Gobble” (a turkey who lived at the
M ountain Of Attention) had appeared. Typically, we have
only fleeting glances of wild turkeys in the bush while walking
on the trail between the M atrix, Adi Da's principal Domain,
and Lion's Lap, His secluded forest Hermitage. So it was
rather shocking to look out of the little screened kitchen at
Lion's Lap and see a wild turkey looking at us. He was a young
male and looked quite friendly, not very afraid of us.
We approached the turkey with some oats, but he
wasn't interested in food. We put out some water, but he was
equally uninterested in drink. He just kept looking at us,
allowing us to come only so close, then walking away if we got
too near. For hours, he just stood there staring at us.

Lion's Lap was named by Beloved Adi Da because,
when viewed from out at sea, the long beach and surrounding
hills look like the lap of a lion. Because of its length and beauty,
the Fijians call it “long beach”. Beloved Adi Da used Lion's Lap
as a campsite for many years, living in a tent and Teaching us
out here. About ten years ago, a small pre-fabricated house was
erected. Beloved Adi Da put His Staff down in the house, and
named it “M y House”. He initially visited maybe once or twice
a year for brief outings, but never stayed overnight in the little
house, until about a year ago when He began coming more
frequently, and made it His Forest Hermitage. Similar to Tat
Sundaram, Lion's Lap is a place just for Him, set apart from
anything institutional. Now, He comes here nearly every night,
even in the winter, and even during rainstorms. It is a wonderful,
green, quiet place, Thick with His Divine Presence. No wonder
that turkey came for a visit!

That morning, Beloved Adi Da did not leave Lion's
Lap until 10:30 a.m. It was a beautiful sunny day, and our
Beloved M aster walked the lengthy distance down the path to
His car. The car had not gotten very far, when the turkey came
out and stood in full view of Beloved Adi Da. The M aster
looked at the turkey for quite a long time. The turkey did not
move. He seemed thunderstruck at the vision of the Divine
Lord. What a vision for that turkey!
Parama-Sapta-Na Adi Da has been very interested in
the wild turkeys on the Island, many times asking whether any
have been sighted, how many times, and where. He would like
there to be more wild birds on the Island.
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The Orpheum, by Adi Da Samraj, at Oxford
The story of the presentation at the Oxford Round Table
of Adi Da’s consummate literary Revelation

The Orpheum
(The Tragic History of The Recent Return of Orpheus, or,
The First Room In Three Books)
Part Two with Postscript

ing, as the conference began that very day, and,
as it turned out, I was to spend virtually my entire
time in England in the conference room.
My presentation was scheduled for the last
day of the week-long session, so I had the op
portunity to observe the proceedings and size up
my audience beforehand. Originally, Carolyn
Lee, a devotee of Adi Da who is a writer and ed
itor, had planned to attend, to lend moral support
and perhaps give comments. But I saw from the
first day that there was no provision for audience
participation; indeed, there was no audience at
all except the other invited participants. We
were literally alone in the room with a moderator,
sitting at a round table.
On the first day, I noticed that the 15 minute
presentations passed very quickly, and the mod
erator kept strict time, and would chime her fork
on a glass quite loudly when a presenter went
over his or her allotted period. After each
presentation, there was a 15 minute response in
terval beginning with a “reply” by a designated
participant, followed by a question and answer
period. Then we rapidly moved on to the next
presenter in “conveyor belt” fashion.
I quickly became aware that a majority of the
professors had Christian leanings, so much so
that on the second day I thought to myself,
“What am I doing here?” Participants ap
proached their topics, mostly literary and educa
tional, from Episcopalian, Baptist, and Catholic
standpoints. There were two nuns present.
As the day of my delivery approached, I grew
quite nervous. Even though I had cultivated

This is the second and concluding installment of
Askold Skalsky’s account of presenting The Orpheum
at Oxford, along with a postscript describing recent
developments. In Part One, included in the MayJune 2008 issue of the Adidam DC Newsletter,
Askold told of his surprise at receiving a letter out-ofthe-blue from the Oxford Round Table, an academic
society at Harris Manchester College in the University
of Oxford, Oxford, England. He was invited to
present a paper at a special session in July 2007 on
the topic “Allusions to God in Literature and Poetry of
Britain and America since 1750: Informing Global Re
ligious Conflict”. After much thought, and with some
trepidation, Askold accepted the invitation and pre
pared to go.
Part Two begins with Askold’s arrival in England.
If you missed Part One, it is being made available in
the newsletter archives at www.adidamdc.org.

At the Conference

Oxford University

I had never been to Oxford University before,
and, walking the grounds on my first day there, I
could feel the mantle of history at this ancient
seat of learning. But I had no time for sightsee
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friendships with some of the other presenters,
especially during the three daily meal times, I felt
my paper would be quite out of place, not only
from a Christian perspective (we had controver
sies spring up during the presentations regarding
the gay and anti-gay split in the Episcopalian
church, the literal reading of the Bible versus the
non-literal split in the Baptist church, and even
between two schools in the non-violence move
ment), but from a purely literary viewpoint—top
ics were uniformly quite detailed and dealt with
picayune literary matters of interest only to spe
cialists. For example, “Was Othello a Muslim or
not?” and “Was this fact, or the perception of it
by Shakespeare, of any relevance in Othello's
murder of Desdemona?” I also confess that I
was somewhat intimidated by the background of
many of the presenters: all had PhDs as far as I
could tell, and most had published books and
articles in scholarly journals. Several were from
prestigious universities such as Columbia and
Fordham. As the day of my presentation ap
proached, I spent much time going over the
length of my paper, worried that I would be cut
off. This had happened to almost everyone, re
quiring those who went over time to conclude
their papers with a quick summary in order that
the reply and question and answer interval could
begin on schedule. My paper, especially the
second half of it, had extensive quotations from
Avatar Adi Da, and I did not want to lose them,
so I had to hone down an already compressed
paper by at least a paragraph more.
On the morning of my presentation, I medit
ated on a picture of Beloved Adi Da, read His
Five Reality-Teachings, and reviewed the many
notes I had made from various of His texts in
preparation for possible questions from my audi
ence. Because my presentation would be pre
ceded by two others that morning, I went in early,
before the presentations began, and placed a
copy of my talk at everyone’s place so they could
follow as I was reading. Knowing that 15 minutes
was not enough time to do justice to Avatar Adi
Da’s work, I had added explanatory footnotes at
key places in the text, expanding them further
with quotations from Adi Da to give readers as
much as possible of the original passages from
Beloved Adi Da’s work.
The final day of the conference began, and I
sat at the Round Table, waiting my turn. As I
visualized Beloved Adi Da’s Form and felt Him in
the room, my mood became calm. I began to ob
serve all my fellow academics sitting there; I did
not think of them as Christians, or as professors

with impressive credentials. I saw them as fellow
suffering human beings, all of us arising in Be
loved Adi Da at the heart.
When I walked up to the podium and started
reading, I was a bit tense at first, but soon grew
steady, and when I came to longer passages
from Beloved Adi Da,
I became immersed
in His Transmission
and forgot all about
the audience. I read
as I do in recitation at
pujas.1 When I fin
ished, it occurred to
me that I had not
heard any clinking of
the glass from the
moderator, which I
thought was unusual,
Askold Skalsky
since, as noted previ
ously, she had had to signal “over time” for al
most every other presenter. I sat down, and the
designated professor began his reply.
This professor was a very sweet man, at
least 80 years old, a professor emeritus who had
published several books in his lifetime. He had
had several forgetful moments during the week,
but did remember that he was supposed to com
ment on my paper and had asked for a copy of it
a day ahead of time. Still, I was a bit worried,
since in his own paper he had tended to wander
from his topic and had not given a very cogent
presentation. But he surprised me by doing
something that no one else had done up to then.
He replied to my presentation not by summariz
ing or expatiating on it, but by making verbatim
recitations of key passages—ones that I already
read—and which had particularly struck him. He
also read passages of Beloved Adi Da’s text
from the footnotes. And he reread the last quota
tion from Adi Da, the one with which I ended my
paper, and which happened to be one on the
Guru-devotee relationship! It was wonderful thing
to do, especially as several people commented
to me later that they were thankful to him for his
recitation because it gave them additional time to
understand and feel the text more deeply. After
he finished, the moderator called for comments
and questions.
The first commenter was a person whose pa
per had been on the subject of Biblical allusions.
He spoke for several minutes, praising the paper,
my reading, the beautiful language—referring no
doubt to the many quotations from the text of
The Orpheum. “I was just amazed,” he said.
4

Next came a woman who had written her pa
per on globalism and the damage it did to Chris
tian beliefs. She, too, spoke at length. She con
fessed that while listening she felt strangely con
nected to her childhood and the happy moments
in it. She said she was especially moved by Be
loved Adi Da’s passage about the moon.2
Then came a critical commenter, a funda
mentalist Christian with a question about the
“self” and a caution about the dangers of sub
jectivity if there was no “higher power” to keep it
in check. She prefaced her question with an apo
logy that hers had to be the first critical re
sponse. As I was frantically turning over in my
mind what to say to her, not really understanding
her question to begin with, a professor who had
been holding her hand up while the fundamental
ist was speaking, broke in to praise the paper
and the passages by Beloved Adi Da. This was a
professor very influenced by the French decon
structionist critic Derrida; she praised the paper
from the standpoint of the ego as “logocentric
tautology,” a very Derridean and “in” thing in
postmodern criticism. So I just sat back and re
laxed and let the professors take over for me. No
sooner had she finished, than an elderly South
ern gentleman professor began to speak. When
he raised his hand, I thought for sure that his
would be a negative comment. Up to then he
had criticized almost every paper he had heard,
and in no small way either. He had a razor sharp
mind and could quote long passages from Plato
to Aquinas, and he was a Baptist, by the way. To
my amazement, he also began to praise the pa
per—and finished by quoting a short devotional
poem.
By that time, it had begun to dawn on me
that, as I had felt earlier in the day, Adi Da Sam
raj was Present in the room and, indeed, had
taken charge of this session. It was literally un
believable to me.
Two more professors made positive com
ments, and then we had our ten minute morning
break before going on with the other presenta
tions.
During the break there were more positive
comments. A professor from Serbia said she felt
as if she were in “therapy” when I was reading
the paper; she praised the passages from Be
loved Adi Da and asked about the text. I gave
her a copy of The Mummery Book, which I had
brought along, which she appeared genuinely
overjoyed to receive. A professor who had given
one of the more scholarly but wide-ranging
presentations praised the paper, and I gave him
a copy of Not-Two Is Peace. There was an Afric

an-American professor who said how “good she
felt” listening to the paper; and a Christian pro
fessor who was also a watercolor artist who
praised the paper and said he noticed in the foot
notes that Adi Da was an artist, too. We spoke
for a while, and I promised to send him a copy of
Transcendental Art when I got home, for which
he was very grateful. And so it went.
I got a further surprise when, in the question
and answer session of the last two reports that
followed the break, my paper on Beloved Adi Da
was referred to again—first, by a professor com
menting on the non-problematic or divisive
nature of “Reality Itself”, and, second, by a pro
fessor who actually quoted from one of the foot
notes about “Mom and Dad”3 to make a calming
point during a contentious discussion following
the last paper of the conference.
That evening, in the brief hours before the
formal end of the conference, I had a chance to
make several other contacts with professors who
showed interest in the presentation. Several told
me they would study the paper further to under
stand it better, and I promised to correspond with
them when I returned home. The next morning
as we were leaving Oxford, one of the Afric
an-American professors whom I had not yet
spoken to stepped up to say how much she liked
Beloved Adi Da’s passage about “Happiness Is
Always Already Native to you” and when you
come to die, you will realize that you only should
have been happy. She said that the passage
really impressed her. It was a great detail seem
ing to mark Beloved’s presence there, and it was
a good note on which to leave Oxford.

The “dreaming spires” of Oxford

The whole Oxford event was somewhat like a
re-conversion experience for me. Listening to
professors in the days before my presentation, I
had prepared for the worst and even had written
several pages of notes anticipating tough ques
tions. But I never had to use them because the
response was so positive. As hard as it is for me
to accept on some level, it’s also absolutely true
in my experience: Beloved Adi Da took that room
over, I swear. It was absolutely Magnificent. He
was absolutely there, and I just needed to invoke
Him truly to have that demonstrated.
5

Afterwards: The Forum on Public Policy

influential and widely circulating journal under
the auspices of a world famous university. Asking
for Beloved Adi Da’s Blessing, I revised and ex
panded the article and sent it in by the due date.
The journal’s statement on submissions in
dicated that the editors would notify me in eight
to ten weeks after submission. As the two
months passed and the date for a reply from the
editors neared, I became quite nervous. What if
the article were rejected? I was keeping
Ruchiradama Quandra Sukhapur up to date al
most every two weeks, telling her that I hadn’t
heard anything yet. In one of my e-mails I re
peated my request for a Blessing of the submit
ted article by Beloved Adi Da. When I got the
reply from Ruchiradama Quandra Sukhapur, it
read: “Ruchiradama Quandra Sukhapur received
your request for Beloved’s [Adi Da’s] Blessing on
the success of your paper on Orpheus. You must
not have been notified, but Beloved DID read
your paper when you originally sent it and Gave
it His Blessings. So you should know that that
auspicious Event has already occurred.”
This was the first communication that I had
ever gotten about Beloved Adi Da’s response to
the Oxford project, and I was jubilant. I immedi
ately sent a reply expressing my love and gratit
ude to Adi Da. The words “you should know that
that auspicious Event has already occurred”
struck me with His full Force and Blessing Re
gard. I was not worried anymore.
As it happened, the editors ignored their
stated time of notifying me of the status of the
paper’s submission. November and December
passed, and it wasn’t until the end of January of
this year that I received notice that my paper was
accepted and that it would appear sometime in
May. (The editors of the Forum erred about this
date too—the copies of the issue came out at the
end of March.) I immediately wrote a letter of
praise and thanks to Beloved Adi Da that my Ox
ford experience had borne fruit, however small,
for making His literary work known to the world.
It had taken a little over a year from the time I re
ceived the mysterious invitation.4
To this day, I don’t know how or on what
basis I was selected to participate. But in a
sense I do know how in the “psycho-physics” of
things such could happen. It is an inspirational
example of how Beloved Adi Da does His Bless
ing Work through the coins of His devotees.
I bow down at the Feet of my Heart-Master,
Beloved Adi Da Samraj, for the Gift of allowing
me to serve Him in a world that so desperately

After writing an account of my presentation
for Ruchiradama Quandra Sukhapur, Adi Da’s
principal attendant, and returning to the States, I
decided that the conference itself was only a
minuscule step as far as Beloved Adi Da’s Emer
gence onto the world scene. Much more signific
ant was the possibility of publishing an expanded
version of my paper in the Forum on Public
Policy, the Oxford Round Table’s journal. Each
issue is devoted to a particular social area “to
disseminate knowledge with regard to salient is
sues in public affairs”, and written in typical high
academic and scholarly fashion. All the
presenters at the Oxford Round Table were en
couraged to submit papers, but we were told on
the first night that acceptance criteria are high
and are determined by blind review and not by
any of the people present at or connected with
the Round Table events. I decided that I would
submit my paper with portions rewritten and re
vised to conform somewhat more to a journal of
this type.
The manuscript submission was due by midSeptember. I asked the Adidam Prayer Guild for
another Devotional Prayer of Changes that the
article on The Orpheum would be accepted. This
would be the logical and most tangible result of
the whole Oxford event and the one that would
be most important to bringing Adi Da Samraj into
the world—to have His Work written about in an
6

needs Him. There is no greater happiness.
Postscript: The Story Continues

article does not mention Me.” Perplexed and a
little apprehensive, I opened the e-mail. It was a
transcript of a verbal communication from Be
loved Adi Da under the heading, “you don’t re
cognize and acknowledge My Person or My
Teaching”. Adi Da was saying, to my consider
able shock and dismay, that, fundamentally, His
Person and Work were being destroyed in His
own lifetime, and He gave me as an example of
why that was so: He said that I did not acknow
ledge Him in the title of my article, even though
the article was mostly about Him, and He pointed
to other articles in the journal, almost all of which
prominently mentioned the names of the authors
written about, names such as Emerson, Whit
man, Dickens, Kipling, and Graham Green. That
is how things tend to get done, Beloved Adi Da
said, “I am not mentioned by name.” And He
went on to say that that was what people did
over and over again, systematically eliminating
His existence by ignoring His Name and failing to
give attribution of His Work and ideas.
I was devastated. What was supposed to
have been an auspicious occasion, the presenta
tion to Beloved Adi Da that morning in Fiji of an
article about His Work in a prestigious journal,
had yawed unaccountably and with no forewarn
ing into the exact opposite, an appalling disturb
ance to my Beloved Master. I immediately emailed a confidant at the Potomac center and
told him of the communication I had received. My
friend suggested that we should discuss the mat
ter in a men’s devotional group later that morn
ing. And right after the morning pujas, we did.
I read Beloved Adi Da’s communication to the
assembled devotees and listened to their com
ments. Although still much distressed by the situ
ation, I was grateful for the opportunity to talk
about it and for the feedback. The consensus
was that Beloved Adi Da’s criticism was just and
understandable; but rather than be crushed and
dismayed by it, succumbing to a typical egoic
pattern, I had every reason to actually feel grate
ful. This took some time to sink in, even though I
had often heard it said that criticism from the
Guru is a form of Grace. One of the men put it
simply: “You finished a project for Him; now, He’s
telling you that in the future you must do things a
little differently and put His Name in the title.”
Interestingly, I had written to Ruchiradama
Quandra Sukhapur just the week before re
sponding to a Communication from Beloved Adi
Da in which He had indirectly suggested that I
write something about The Orpheum—from a
less conventionally academic perspective; and I

Editor's Note: Perhaps not surprisingly, consider
ing the heart of this story is the intimate relationship
of a devotee to a unique Divine Siddha-Master and
the extraordinary forces alive within it, Askold’s ac
count does not end with the publication of his article.
His relationship to Avatar Adi Da and his efforts to
bring Adi Da's literary Work to wide notice, are given
a pungently human impetus by Adi Da Himself.
Askold relates here this most recent development,
beginning with a dream.

On the morning of Sunday, June 1, I awoke
from a confused dream about Beloved Adi Da. I
hadn’t dreamt of Him in a very long time. When I
gathered my thoughts later, I interpreted the oc
currence of the dream to my having recently sent
copies of the Forum on Public Policy containing
my article to Beloved Adi Da, and having been
notified the day before by Jonathan Condit, Adi
Da’s principal editor, that the journals would be
presented to Him the following morning. In the
dream, I was traveling to attend a puja with de
votees at what appeared to be the Adidam Re
gional Center in Potomac, Maryland.

The Adidam Center in Potomac

Though Beloved Adi Da was not visible in the
dream, His Presence was unmistakable. It
seemed as if I was about see His Bodily Human
Form, but the dream stopped right before that
moment. So strong was the feeling of His Pres
ence, however, that immediately after I awoke I
sat down to meditate on Adi Da in front of a pho
tograph of Him for about 15 minutes. Then, be
fore leaving home for the weekly Sunday retreat
day at the Potomac center, I checked my e-mail
account.
There was a message from a member of the
renunciate order at Adi Da’s principal Hermitage
Sanctuary in Fiji with the subject line, “Askold’s
7

said I would consider doing so. I now read that
letter to the group. I said that I had decided, after
reading this morning’s Communication from Adi
Da, to offer to begin a new paper on The Orph
eum, this time treating it exclusively and not try
ing to artificially accommodate it to a general
theme in the manner of my Oxford paper; and I
would write and tell this to Ruchiradama
Quandra Sukhapur. Everyone agreed that this
was a good next step.

Askold with the men's devotional group

That evening I began a letter to Ruchiradama
Quandra Sukhapur, saying, in part, the following:
I acknowledge and humbly accept Beloved
Adi Da’s Criticism. Indeed, when Beloved lists
some of the names that are given in the titles
of the other articles in the journal, the contrast
is painfully stark because Beloved Adi Da’s
Name, as I can confess from the heart, ec
lipses all others in the incomparable Divine
Depth of His Teaching and Person that will
forever be associated with It. Beloved’s Notes
have made me realize that my body-mind is
permeated with Beloved’s Teaching Wisdom;
it has become second nature to me, as far as
I am able to understand it and live it, and that
I must never egoically take it for granted or
casually appropriate it, and always acknow
ledge it as Beloved’s and as the Gift that It is
in my life. Therefore, I bow down in gratitude
for this fundamental Instruction.

I also asked Beloved Adi Da’s Permission
and Blessing to begin writing, in accord with His 8
Communication to me of a few weeks before, a
manuscript or article about The Orpheum as
“Transcendental Realist Art” and the necessity to
participate in such Art rather than approach it
through the usual narrow academic convention
alism. The manuscript would have only The
Orpheum for its focus and would be of unspe
cified length, to be finished in time for the
Adidam celebration of Danavira Mela (“The
Feast of the Hero of Giving”) in late December,
and submitted for publication to whatever venue
would make itself available at the time. I emailed this letter the next day, Monday, June 2.
On Tuesday, an odd event occurred. After
breakfast, leaning against the kitchen sink, I ex
perienced a moment of sheer fright remembering
what I had committed to do. ”Am I up to this?” I
wondered in a sudden panic, “Can I do this pro
ject for Adi Da?” Tormented by my doubts, and
unable to remain in the house, I stepped outside
for some air. I felt like walking, and set out on a
familiar route going several blocks through my
neighborhood. As I was about to return home, a
tiny old Oriental woman approached me on the
sidewalk. I had passed her before on my walks,
and she had always shown a severe mood and
would never look at me. But this morning, she
gave me a big smile as she passed. Moved by
her inexplicable friendliness, I decided to contin
ue my walk, and took an overgrown path along
side a copse that led to a soccer field adjacent to
a Catholic school. Since it was early morning,
the field was deserted and there were no people
at the school yet. Emerging into the clearing, I
saw in the distance, at the far end where the field
ended and the tangled brush and undergrowth of
a thicket began, two gray foxes slowly walking.
They were tan-brown with bushy, white-tipped
tails, probably a fox and vixen, and very beautiful
animals. They stopped, pricked up their ears,
looked across the field and watched me for a
time while I watched them. I said, “Da” several
times, and then they bounded away gracefully
into the bushes. I have lived in this area of Fred
erick, Maryland, for over ten years and I had
never seen any wild animals at all, except for
squirrels and an occasional rabbit. It immediately
occurred to me that this might be a sign of some

kind. I vaguely remembered an essay by Adi Da5
in which He wrote about the coincidence
between the internal and external worlds, and
how our seemingly ordinary world was actually
Divine and “magical”, and about wild animals as
indicators of its spiritual and psychic dimensions.
But why foxes? When I got home, I looked
up “fox” in a book on symbolism. In the Middle
Ages, I learned, the fox was a common symbol
of the devil. Well, that was not encouraging, and
even seemed to be a false cultural idea imposed
on an aspect of nature. What I had seen were
beautiful creatures, luminous and free. After
some time, I decided to have a look at one more
book on symbolism, a somewhat out-of-themainstream one, titled A Woman’s Dictionary of
Symbolism. And under the entry for “fox” I read
the following definition: “In ancient Lydia [now
northwest Turkey] the totem form of Dionysus or
of his human surrogate Orpheus.” I was stunned!
I had fallen into doubt about writing something
useful on behalf of Beloved Adi Da’s The Orph
eum and had taken off on a walk in my consider
able distress, almost as if praying for a sign. And
He had given me a big one.
Then, two days later, I received an e-mail
from Jonathan Condit responding to my request
for confirmation of the latest full title of The
Orpheum and for an online copy of The Mum
mery Book so that I could begin re-studying it for
my writing project. His e-mail included both, as
well as the following note:

The significance of this placement cannot be
overstated. First, the “Epitome list” Jonathan
refers to is “The Epitome of Seventh-Stage and
Traditional Esotericism List”, a section of Adi
Da’s masterwork-in-progress, The Basket of Tol
erance, an all-encompassing compilation of over
5,000 items, predominantly books and video and
audio recordings, representing the entire history
of mankind's “great tradition” of religious, cultur
al, scientific and technological endeavor, with
over 100 essays by Adi Da illuminating many
specific aspects of this tradition. Second, items
in the “Epitome List” as well as throughout The
Basket of Tolerance as a whole are organized in
a precise manner to display Avatar Adi Da’s
grand argument relative to human seeking. So
the placement of items acquires an import argu
ably as significant as their content. I’m not sure
what it means altogether, but one thing is certain:
my essay is standing between giants.
The
thesis Jonathan refers to is Beloved Adi Da’s
1966 Stanford master’s thesis, originally titled An
Interpretation and Critique of Certain Aesthetic
Motives of Gertrude Stein, and currently retitled
The Reduction Of The Beloved To Shape Alone:
The Effort Toward Abstraction, The Pure
Present, and The New In “Modern” Art, Psycho
logy, and Philosophy—Especially As Defined In
The “Meaningless” Aesthetic Theories Of Ger
trude Stein. It is Adi Da’s most important writing
on art before His seminal 2007 collection of es
says, Transcendental Realism. To hear that my
humble paper was placed between this thesis
and The Orpheum—on a shelf in the office
where He writes nearly every day—I was incred
ulous! Receiving this astonishing news, I imme
diately bowed down and thanked Adi Da for al
lowing me to serve Him.
I only ask for His Grace in continuing to
serve Him, however His Story may unfold. I bow
at His Feet for this Gift, and say again: there is
no greater Happiness.

Askold, we have some outstandingly good
news to pass on to you—Bhagavan Adi Da
Placed your Forum essay on the Epitome list!
Right between His Master’s Thesis and The
Orpheum! So that will be staying permanently
in Bhagavan’s Office.

Indigo Swan, Avatar Adi Da's Office
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Notes
1

Editor's Note: Askold has been a reciter for many year during the pujas, or occasions of ceremonial worship,
at the Adidam DC Center.
2

In The Happenine Book, the character, Raymond Darling, asks his devotees if they ever “licked the moon”,
and, concluding from their response that their non-participatory ego-mind divorced them from it, says, “Well, if
you are even divorced from the moon, what do you expect to Realize of ‘God’? Therefore, if you first overcome
the inherent and irreducible separation between ‘you’ and the ‘moon’—That Which Is ‘God’ will be Self-Evidently
obvious!”
3

From footnote: The phrase “Mom and Dad” suggests a stepped down version of romantic lovers, society’s
basic dual unit, as well as society’s conventional ideal of a humanity “merely civilized” but inherently doomed to
fear, despair, and conflict: “The motto of all Moms and Dads Is: ‘We have seen the best—now we Are going to
see the worst!’ Maybe ‘It’ should Be more elongated As a statement: ‘We have already had the best that ‘It’ Is
going to Be. And now all there Is left Is the worst that ‘It’ Is going to Be.’ That should Be the full statement.
Signed, ‘Mom and Dad’”. (The Happenine Book, page 261).
4

Askold’s paper is published in the Forum on Public Policy, the journal of the Oxford Round Table, Vol. 3, No.
3, 2007: LITERATURE AND POETRY: Allusions to God in Literature and Poetry of Britain and America since
1750: Informing Global Religious Conflict. Hard copies can be ordered online at http://www.forumonpublic
policy.com/forms.htm.
5

This essay, “Even Science Is a Magical Activity”, appears in Avatar Adi Da’s book on scientific materialism,
The Transmission of Doubt, published in 1984.

Adi Da's Divine Image-Art to Open in L.A.
AVATAR ADI DA SAMRAJ: My Images require the viewer’s
loss of control. Otherwise, the perceiver—through
mentalizing, social exchanges, and discussions with other
perceivers—still dominates the Images.

The Image must control the viewer. The Image
must be greater than the viewer, and command a
unique form of participation.

Adi Da Samraj working on Alberti's Window in Picture Perfect

Beloved Adi Da has been working intensively to finalize His Curation of His upcoming
Exhibit at the LA Contemporary gallery in Los Angeles, due to run from August 2 to August 30.
This is a great opportunity for U.S. devotees to view His Divine Art in its true, monumental
scale. Visit www.lacontemporary.com.
Adi Da's Florence Exhibit continues to be very well received, so much so that it has been
granted an extension for an additional month. It will now run through July 20.
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Only The Divine Can Give Such Gifts
A Meditation Retreat at the Mountain Of Attention
By Irene Bruce
tice of whole-bodily turning to Him.
Previously, I had presumed the mind to be a
problem that I had to get under control before I
could move on. Even though I have read hundreds
of times that I am not the body-mind and there is
no need to consider the content of the mind, etc., I
didn’t really get it, because I never demonstrated
the ability or willingness to really let the mind go.
But this time, Adi Da’s Grace intervened and en
abled me to practice much more directly. I simply
turned to Adi Da with the mind, emotion, body and
breath and . . .
. . . [There was no “me” to finish; “I” kept dissolving
each time I remembered to turn to Him. . . This didn’t al
ways happen in a blissful, magical way; sometimes it was a
discipline to not do “me”.]

Words can’t express the heart-opening and
mind-blowing, invisible gifts that Adi Da freely
gives. The gift I’m trying to describe was liberation
from my own mind. Only the Divine can liberate
one from the suppressive power of one’s own
thoughts. Before this, I did not realize how much I
allowed myself to be controlled by my own
thoughts. But suddenly the mind was a function I
could participate with or not, and, most importantly,
I knew the mind was not “me”. This was an over
whelming and truly awesome realization, and Adi
Da awakened it repeatedly throughout this retreat.
Receiving this gift was receiving His Love-Bliss—
my heart spontaneously opened and love and grat
itude took over.
Another gift I received during this retreat was a
deeper understanding of the purpose of the “rightlife disciplines”, including the discipline of diet, as a
form of relationship to Adi Da. Over the past sever
al years, Adi Da has renewed His calling for de
votees to maximize raw food in our diets, most re
cently, especially in the form of “green smoothies”,
or drinks made from blended greens and fruits.
Eating raw food above and beyond a daily salad or
two has always been difficult for me—my prefer
ence is yummie (i.e., cooked) food, so I have felt a
lot of resistance to this consideration. However, it
began to dawn on me that if I did not engage in the
experiment of increasing the percentage of raw
food in my diet, and trying the green drinks, then I
was cutting off the relationship with Adi Da Samraj.
I remembered Bhagavan Adi Da’s words, “I offer
you a relationship, not a technique”. By extension, I

Irene with “green smoothie”

In May of this year I took a retreat at the Moun
tain Of Attention Sanctuary in Northern California.
Even though it was only for seven days, it was a
life transforming event, completely full of Adi Da’s
Heart-awakening Love and Instruction. The gifts
flowed from Him, and, pervaded by gratitude, I
swooned in His Love-Bliss.
All of the gifts that I received are fully described
in Adi Da’s written Teaching. I have read about
them countless times, and even thought I had re
ceived them. But on retreat, Adi Da is able to pen
etrate to new depths, by giving His gifts as bodily
experiences or bodily knowledge, rather than as
just words or mental concepts. In my experience,
this makes the gifts feel completely new.
One such gift received on this retreat was the
understanding of how the ego-“I” is an addict, and
in my case, how identification with the conceptual
mind, via its endless stream of reveries and con
versations with itself, is an addiction or habit that
can be broken only by His Grace, through the prac
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realized that all of the right-life disciplines that
Bhagavan Adi Da gives to His devotees, such as
meditation, study and conscious exercise, are pre
dominately means to actively participate in relation
ship with Him. Again, it is something He has said
many times, but this time it struck me as new and
real.
As the retreat progressed, I gradually became
conscious of un-inspected assumptions, the notquite-conscious thoughts, that I live by. One such
thought was that I was someone who was not truly
capable of practice; and I had given up on truly
growing in Spiritual depth in this lifetime. After all, I
had been Adi Da’s devotee for 19 years, and I still
could not demonstrate the simple capability to
commune with Him while engaged with others. As
soon as another person entered the picture I would
literally forget to practice. I simply could not invoke
Beloved and talk at the same time. Because I could
not get past this disability, I felt discouraged, and
had thrown in the towel. Such was my thinking,
and, over the years, whenever this incapacity
presented itself, instead of turning mind, emotion,
body and breath to Adi Da as He has Instructed in
this most profound, esoteric Teaching, instead of
doing that practice, I judged the thought and identi
fied with it, “claimed” it as me. Or, you could say, I
meditated on myself instead of Adi Da. However,
by His Grace, I was now able to see this thought as
my own activity, and Adi Da had given me the
“arms” to engage the devotional practice of turning
to Him without any concern of good or bad, pro
gress or not. He has written in The Searchless Es
sence of ‘Radical’ Devotion to Me:
Thus, the Secret of the fundamental practice
of whole bodily turning to Me (and, therefore, the
Secret of the entire Way of Adidam) is not to
struggle with the content that is arising in and as
the body-mind, but merely to turn the principle fac
ulties of the body-mind to Me (in and As My
Avatarically-Born bodily human Divine Form and
Person).
Simply be turned, whole bodily, to Me.

Now that I comprehended the “mind” and all of
its prattling-on as an undisciplined function within
the body-mind complex, it no longer swayed me
from the practice of turning to Adi Da. This was a

wonderful, empowering gift of practice because it
dissipated the power of and identification with the
mind.
I mentioned above that it is not always blissful
to turn to Adi Da, that sometimes it is a discipline to
not be me. Here is something He has said about
that:
Sometimes the turning to Me is quite easy,
and even happens spontaneously. At other times
—in the midst of whole bodily participation in your
turning-response to Me—you are moved into a re
quired heat of intensely activated counter-egoic
turning. Nevertheless, the practice is always to be
a responsive turning.

By “responsive”, Adi Da goes on to explain, He
means engaging the practice of turning to Him has
to be done as a devotional response to Who He is.
It doesn’t work to use it as a technique, because
the Reality-Way of Adidam is the relationship to Adi
Da and nothing else.
In my experience with Avatar Adi Da Samraj,
once He gives a gift, it becomes the devotee’s re
sponsibility to live on that basis. For me, that
means I have to exercise Trust in what He has re
vealed. And this makes total sense because other
wise my disposition is a demand for Him to keep
revealing the same gifts—and that means I don’t
move on. And as I re-discovered on this retreat, all
the right-life disciplines He has given are His
means for me to live in the direct relationship with
Him. So, the ball is always in my court to live in re
lationship to Him because He is always, already
present. This was another gift of understanding I
received.
The last two days of my retreat were quite spe
cial because Adi Da did grant me the incredible ex
perience of talking and interacting with others while
communing with Him. It was a revolution—com
pletely ordinary-looking from the outside, but wholly
new for me. It doesn’t always happen, but to exper
ience it once is enough to know it is possible. Only
the Divine can give such a gift.
I am so grateful for His liberating revelations.
He is the Divine Giver and the Divine Gift. I hope
you can go on retreat soon.
Da. Da. Da.

AN INVITATION: You Are Cordially Invited to Come on a
Pilgrimage to the Mountain Of Attention Sanctuary to Participate in the
Adi-Guru Purnima Holy Day July 20. This is a Unique Opportunity
to Visit this Sacred Place which is Rarely Open to the Public. We
Invite You to Feel the Profound and Direct Transmission of Spiritual
Blessing, Communicated Wordlessly to the Heart.

The Mountain of Attention Sanctuary

“Purnima” means “full” in Sanskrit, and refers to the full moon. The
day of the full moon in July is traditionally set apart for remembering
and paying homage to one’s Guru, or Divine Teacher in human form,
and is celebrated the world over by hundreds of millions of people.
For details, please visit http://global.adidam.org/editorial/pilgrimage.html?s=e.
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Beyond the words, by His Grace
After 20 years of being an avid stu
dent of Adi Da’s Teaching and attending
Adidam lectures in the DC area, I finally
took the Sacred Vow of Eternal Devotion
to Beloved Adi Da Love-Ananda Samraj
in May of 2006 and was initiated into the
third congregation of Adidam.
Soon after my initiation, I began tak
ing the formal education courses that
were offered via teleconference, and I
found them challenging. I discovered
By Steve
that I was now engaged with Beloved
Adi Da’s Teaching in a more intimate,
and more real, way, and, much to my
consternation, I was often plagued with
sharp doubts. I wanted to know, “What does this
mean? “What does that mean?” I have always been a
very vocal person and uninhibited about bringing up
my questions about Adi Da’s Divine Teaching.
Through years of attending events in DC, I enjoyed
and was grateful for many opportunities to discuss my
questions with His devotees. It seemed straightfor
ward enough to me: you come to Him to get answers
to your questions – because He has the answers.
However, my questions now had a more vital edge,
and I frequently wrestled, without resolution, with ap
parent conundrums in His Teaching.
I remembered the Rolling Stones’ song “Satisfac
tion”. The lyrics say you can’t get satisfaction, even
when you try. I found in coming to grips with the
Teaching while under Vow I couldn’t “get satisfaction”
if satisfaction means answers to questions that re
move doubts. Because doubts continued to crop up,
doubts about the Teaching, and even doubts about
the Guru Himself.
But somehow, as the months passed, my ques
tions became less frequent. Later, I came to under
stand that this was by His Grace. What I was begin
ning to understand (and He has Said this many times)

is that He Himself, not answers to ques
tions, is what you are really looking for. I
was discovering, through His Grace, not
personal “satisfaction”, but Something
beyond it, though no less Satisfying. I
was Finding the Promised God-Man.
In September, 2007, I enrolled in a
course for third congregation members
called “Up!” The instructor was Anne
Henderson. At the beginning, Anne sent
each student all the questions covering
O'Keefe
the entire, 20-week span of the course.
I was delighted. As the course began, I
found the questions and answers ses
sions so interesting, and had consider
able gusto for engaging them. Towards the end, how
ever, my questions ran dry. I had grown weary of any
more questions. I realized that questions can be di
verting; and I concluded that really there is no end to
the number of questions that could be asked. I con
sidered my questions an addiction (“Just one more,” I
would say, “just one more.”). This change in attitude
seemed strange to me, but positive, too. And my in
tention now was clear: I wanted to get beyond the
questions and answers, and to get beyond the words.
Around February, 2008, students were asked to
consider what course they wanted next. What I de
cided was, instead of taking another course, I would
apply to transition to the second congregation of
Adidam as a novice student-beginner.
I asked for, got, and completed the paperwork for
transition to the second congregation. I was inter
viewed. And I was initiated as a novice student-begin
ner on Sunday, June 29, 2008.
I was Blessed when my questions ran dry. I bow
down in thanksgiving to the Beloved Heart Master, Adi
Da Samraj. Let us gather together and place a flower
at His Radiant Feet.
Da.

ADI DA SAMRAJ: The devotion
al relationship to Me is not
about the words. The words are
important, and have their signi
ficance—but their significance is
only in the context of the active
practice of devotion to Me. The
practice I have Given you is
about noticing Me here, having
your attention move to Me, and
being heart-Attracted to Me—
Beyond all words. The practice
of Adidam is not about listening
to Me talk all the time—as if there were something I must yet say in order to convince people to be devotees of Mine. In
deed, there is nothing that I can say to make people devotees of Mine. People will become My devotees only if they notice
Me and are (thereby) moved to Me. That is it.
— From The Ancient Walk-About Way, by Adi Da Samraj.

We Acknowledge and Praise the Following People Who Recently Deepened Their Formal
Relationship to Avatar Adi Da: Russell Furbush, St. Augustine, FL (New 3C); Steve O'Keefe,
Alexandria, VA, (New 2C) .
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