LITTER 38,
October-November 1951
Johennesburg, South Africs

My dear Friends:

I am now baecl: in Johannesburg after » good time in Durben. Those of you
who are not South Africens will be interested to lmow thst Durban is a famous sea~
side resort. It has a warmer climate than either the Cave or the Transvasl, and
is a very clean and »retty citv, Whilst I was there I wag interviewed by one of
the papers, and what seemed to intrigue my interviewer most wes the story of the
long trek seven of us made some years ag0 to the summit of Mont-sux=Sources vhere
we buried seven magnetized jewels, representing the Seven Rays, and, at the mo-
ment of the sun's rising, dedicated them to the Angel of the mountsin, sgking him
to use them in the service of South Afries. The nscent wag over twelve miles and
ve went up on ponies. The last lap was quite alarming, for we hnd to climb up o
chain ladder, forged into the face of a frightening wrecivice! We snent the night
in a cabin on the tov, '

In my Christmas Letter I would like to discuss wvhat to me is s very immortant
subject, the way to greet and to use retributive karma coming from the mast. But
thig time I think I would like to continue the subject of true love, for I have
been finding quite a good deal about it in the writings of Mr, Krishnsmurti. So
meny times he has said that we so rarely know how to love and that true love would
give us the solution for all our ills. Consequently, he is always being sagked to
tell us vwhat is true love. Pondering over his remwlies I think I can see thet vhat
he calls true love is what a Theosophist would eall the coming into action of the
Buddhic princinle in us. He ways that love cennot be thought about, cultivated, or
practised. It apoears when we truly understand ourselves. “"For him who loves,
ebernity is now; for love is its own eternity." ’ '

He begins with describing whot love is not. "What we eall ‘love! is a 01 0=
Cess of sensation and thought. Now is thought love? ihen I think of you, is that
love? Surely thought is the result of a feeling, of sensstion.,.. And must we not
find out if there is something beyond the field of thought? e lknow what love is
in the ordinary sensee~-s vrocess of thousht and sensstion., If we do not think of
a person, we thinl we do not love him; if we do not feel, we think there is no
love, But is that 2ll? Or, is love something beyond? And to find out, must not
thought, as sensation, come to an end? :

Surely love is flame without smoke. The smoke is that with which we are
femilisr--the smoke of Jealousy, of anger, of devendence, of calling it versonal
or imvergonal, the smoke of attachment. We have not the flame, but we are fully
acquainted with the smoke; but it is wmossible to have that flame only when the
smoke is not. Only when the smoke is not shall we know by exnerience that which
ig the flame. e

Do you e2ll it love when in your relstionshin with others there is mossesa-
iveness, jealousy, fesr, constant nagging, dominating snd asserting? A man vho
loves is not jealous. When you love somebody you are not dominatine, you are a
Port of that vsrson, There is no senaration, but commlete integration. You see
a beggar, you give him a coin, exvress a word of sympathy. Is symwathy love? 1Is
forgiveness love? Vhat ig imnlied in forgiveness? I am still the central figure,
it is I vho am forgiving somebody, ! : :

B i
I have always thought that there wag something sumerior and condescending
about "forgiving" someons. And I have never forgotten o saying of Krishnamurti!s:
o '
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“The moment you feel superior, thet moment your snirituality has eessed to exiast.®

Krishnemurti is continually being ssked about sexusl relatisnshing in eone
asetion with love. This is hew he renlied:

"In the sexusl relotionshin between man and womsn, there is no lave. 'hen
you ugs somebody for your sexuasl convenience, or in any other way, do you eall 1%
love? You may @21l it love, but 3t ig not love, Ihen there is love, then sex is
not o nroblem-~it is the laek of love that mselkes it into a nroblem, When you love
somebody really deeply--not with the love of the mind, but really from your heargee-
you share with him or her everything you have, not your body only, but everything,
In your trouble you agk her helo, and she helns you, There is no division between
man and weman when you love,.. To love is to be chagte, Mere intellect is not
chastity. Only the man who loves is chaste, pure, incorruntible.., It ie only for
the very,very few whe love that the married relationshin has significance, and
Shen it is unbreal:able, then it is mot a mere habit of eonvenience, nor is it
based upon bivlogical, sexus) need., Love is not habitual; love is something joy-
ous, ereative, new,!

In very lovely worde he also says: “Sensation and thought are still within
the field of the mind, there &t is not love. When all this has stopned, then love
¢imes into “Heing, then you will know what it is %o love. But when yoa know how to
love one, y.u» know how %0 love the vhole. Because we do not know how wo love one,
our love fo. humenity is fietitious. ihen you love thare is neither one nor many;
there is only love. It is only when there ig love thas 8ll our problenc esn be
solved, and then we shall know its blise and ite hapniness,

The Buddhist name for our present World Teacher, Maitreys, can be translated
as Ygpiritual good-will, charity, forgetfulness of self, goof-will to men.V
Erishnaji says that we must knew ourselves for true love to come into deing in us,
Until that happens perhaps the best we con do is to try to be patient, humbdléd,
wishful for the happiness and good of every living thing, be willing to secrifice
the good, the blessedness, the imoortance of everything for the sake of others.
When true love is born in us I am sure it shines by its own eternity like the ever.
lasting sun, and then 2 men ig a benediction, a safe-guard, a refuge, a spiritusl
stimulus, to all without exception or cessation, He 1s, he does not achieve.

What does The Voice of the Silence sayl "Step out of sunlight into shede, to male
more room fer others,!

My deai fwiends, I eannot explain fully all that Frishnaji tries to tell us
in these words. I cannot see fully myself, but they give me splendid vistes and
incomplete understaondings. Perhaps they will do the ssme for you. Ponder over
them, if you will, Fundementally, I think all eternity is loeve. There is noth-
ing else in reality, for love is God, the One Life, the One Consciousness, the
411, No wonder it is desthless, imoregnable, irresistidle. Amor vineit omnie..

Your affectionate friend,

Clara Codd




