
Amoghavira – Quotes from Live Session 
22nd July 2020 
 
 
John Muir:  
 
“Most people are on the world, not in it — have no conscious sympathy or relationship to 
anything about them — undiffused, separate, and rigidly alone like marbles of polished 
stone, touching but separate.”  
 
 
John Muir: 
 
“The sun shines not on us but in us. The rivers flow not past, but through us. Thrilling, 
tingling, vibrating every fibre and cell of the substance of our bodies, making them glide and 
sing. The trees wave and the flowers bloom in our bodies as well as our souls, and every bird 
song, wind song, and tremendous storm song of the rocks in the heart of the mountains is 
our song, our very own, and sings our love.” 
 
 
 
Amoghavira quoted the last 2 verses of ‘The Tables Turned’ by William Wordsworth 
 
“Up! up! my Friend, and quit your books;  
Or surely you'll grow double:  
Up! up! my Friend, and clear your looks;  
Why all this toil and trouble?  
 
The sun above the mountain's head,  
A freshening lustre mellow  
Through all the long green fields has spread,  
His first sweet evening yellow.  
 
Books! 'tis a dull and endless strife:  
Come, hear the woodland linnet,  
How sweet his music! on my life,  
There's more of wisdom in it.  
 
And hark! how blithe the throstle sings!  
He, too, is no mean preacher:  
Come forth into the light of things,  
Let Nature be your teacher.  
 
She has a world of ready wealth,  
Our minds and hearts to bless—  
Spontaneous wisdom breathed by health,  
Truth breathed by cheerfulness.  



One impulse from a vernal wood  
May teach you more of man,  
Of moral evil and of good,  
Than all the sages can.  
Sweet is the lore which Nature brings;  
Our meddling intellect  
Mis-shapes the beauteous forms of things:—  
We murder to dissect.  
 
Enough of Science and of Art;  
Close up those barren leaves;  
Come forth, and bring with you a heart  
That watches and receives.” 
 
 
 
Excerpt from As Kingfishers catch fire by Gerard Manley Hopkins 
 
“As kingfishers catch fire, dragonflies draw flame; 
Each mortal thing does one thing and the same:  
Deals out that being indoors each one dwells;  
Selves — goes itself; myself it speaks and spells,  
Crying Whát I dó is me: for that I came.  
 
 
 
Inversnaid 
 
“This darksome burn, horseback brown, 
His rollrock highroad roaring down, 
In coop and in comb the fleece of his foam 
Flutes and low to the lake falls home. 
A windpuff-bonnet of fáwn-fróth 
Turns and twindles over the broth 
Of a pool so pitchblack, féll-frówning, 
It rounds and rounds Despair to drowning. 
Degged with dew, dappled with dew 
Are the groins of the braes that the brook treads through, 
Wiry heathpacks, flitches of fern, 
And the beadbonny ash that sits over the burn. 
What would the world be, once bereft 
Of wet and of wildness? Let them be left, 
O let them be left, wildness and wet; 
Long live the weeds and the wilderness yet.” 
 
 



From "Mysticism : a Study in the Nature and Development of Spiritual Consciousness" by 
Evelyn Underhill. 
 
“Look for a little time, in a special and undivided manner, at some simple, concrete, and 
external thing. This object of our contemplation may be almost anything we please: a 
picture, a statue, a tree, a distant hillside, a growing plant, running water, little living things. 
Look then at the thing which you have chosen. Wilfully yet tranquilly refuse the messages 
which countless other aspects of the world are sending; and so concentrate your whole 
attention on this one act of loving sight that all other objects are excluded from the 
conscious field. Do not think, but as it were pour out your personality towards it: let your 
soul be in your eyes. Almost at once this new method of perception will reveal unexpected 
qualities in the external world. First, you'll perceive about you a strange and deepening 
quietness; a slowing down of our feverish mental time. Next you will become aware of a 
heightened significance, an intensified existence in the thing at which you look. As you, with 
all your consciousness, lean out towards it, an answering current will meet yours. It is as 
though the barrier between its life and your own, between subject and object, had melted 
away. You are merged with it, in an act of true communion : and you know the secret of its 
being deeply and unforgettably, yet in a way you can never hope to express.” 
 


