THE WORLD IS A MESS

The world is a mess and so are we. We are more clever but less good. The experts we trusted have failed us. Because they know such a lot about such a little part of the world, they see the detail and not the WHOLE picture. 

But this is not how it should be. To see things differently perhaps there are questions which wise people were asking centuries back that we should be asking again today. 

I simply will not believe that people do not want something better from life, that they do not aspire to something beyond the physical, the material and the present.

It was in Calcutta that Mrs Nanda, an aristocratic woman, an academic and a Gandhi scholar explained to me one afternoon on a walk in a garden next to the Ganges, why the lotus is a loved symbol. “It GROWS IN THE MUD, lives in the water, but does not touch it, just as we live in this world but must NOT BECOME  IMMERSED its everyday problems.”

India opened my eyes to another way of seeing things for it is a place where the spiritual and the temporal, the sacred and the profane, the eternal and the transitory, the commonplace and the profound, the ordinary and the supernatural meet every moment of every day in every street, on every plain, on every hill and mountain, on every stretch of water, in the air one breathes, in the people one meets, in the animals, the birds, the insects, the plants, the food, the music, the dancing and the songs. 

And this is not some romantic notion. In the West we manage to put on Sunday Best attitudes for all manner of occasions. We can be different people at different times, seldom one person all the time. This is not how it should be. The jigsaw pieces which make each of us, should all be there all the time. Though each set of pieces will make a different picture.

See God in everything, in the smallest insect and plant, in the stars and the stones on the ground and in the molecules which make them, and you will be less likely to destroy them. Understanding that everything has a place, everything has a reason for being there, makes us more sensitive to the balance that holds it all together. And it cautions us that when we upset one part of this structure, there are consequences for the whole of existence.  

This is talked about by ancient PEOPLE a thousand years before the two thousand that is being celebrated now. Old truths about the world, the universe, and about where each of us fits into the picture. 

“What you are, the world is,”  Jiddu Krishnamurti’s  six words of such simple profundity that one cannot unravel them, tell us that this great tradition is alive today. 

In the west, we see a lot of religion around but one does not see much of God in it. The clothes are pretty but there is nothing in them. Religions have been hijacked by the powerful to keep the status quo and to keep the poor poor and spirituality has been lost in dogma.

“There is no question,” Mrs Nanda said, “that we say Hinduism is best. We accept all religions. Whatever works for you is right.” 

This is a generosity which others lack.

Inscribed over an entrance to a temple, these words,  THERE IS ONE GOD: HE HAS MANY NAMES.

In the holy man’s room I saw a frieze of pictures of saints and deities, amongst them an Italian Madonna and Child, and a picture of Jesus, inscribed, JESUS IN HIS LOTUS POSITION. 

It made perfect sense.

