A day in the life of a Yoga Ashram
“Hari Krishna, Hari Krishna.  Krishna, Krishna, Hari, Hari.  Hari Raam, Hari Raam.  Raam, Raam Hari.”

The chanting alarm clock sings out to us all from the hall.  5.15am.  I know if this were a strict yoga center, we would be up two hours before sunrise, but now it is spring, and we are still on winter time, the light of the sun has already spread it’s rays.
I have been recommended to have a cold shower in the mornings, like the Sannyassins do, and I know I will some day soon, but for now I simply splash my face with cold water and think about which nostril is dominant (Swana Yoga).
I do neti outside.  When it was still dark I used to enjoy looking up at the stars and feeling them look down onto me.  Now I look around at the forest and feel blessed there is still something left of the natural world.  I feel it clear my whole head this morning, not just bhrumadir.  I breathe clearer and go off to either morning class or my own sadhana.
The Ashram sadhana is made up of asana, pranayama then meditation.  At the end of the Ashrams session, the teacher leaves the room and hits the gong, calling for morning chanting.  It is 7am.  More people enter the room, coming from their own sadhana.  We do call and response one of the shanti mantras.  This mantra is about a good relationship between student and teacher, protecting and cherishing the teachings.  Then we do Mahamrityunjaya, the healing mantra.  This shiva mantra is first chanted once by the teacher, then repeated by us all, in unison, ten more times.  After we sit in silence and feel the vibrations of the mantra permeate our bodies.  I could sit here for a long time, but we continue.  The Gayatri Mantra.  I need a bit of wisdom!  It is also chanted eleven times.  Another pause, how different they feel, Gayatri being a softer, shakti mantra.  Now the 32 names of Durga (Durga Paath).  We do this three times, sometimes using a CD of Swami Niranjanananda’s call and response.  I listen to the intonation and feel them to be the hurdles I must go over as obstacles in life (Durga for transformation and the remover of obstacles).  We close and chant about the light that shines in us, shines in all, friend and foe.  We then take a short reading from Swami Satyananda’s eternal diary.  The topic for this month is marriage, and the reading for today is “ When you can live with awareness of one person from the moment you meet to the time you depart for the grave, that is real Love.”

We are now reminded to remain on mouna (silence), which we practice every evening from the end of the evening program until after breakfast wash up the next morning.  It is a good practice, I feel, encouraging inner, or real mouna.  We leave “Sangeeta bhavan”, the sadhana hall.  A few of the residents, including the caretaker Swami go for a run on the grass, around the dam and along the forest.  There is something inspirational about seeing her bolt off in orange dhoti and bare feet.

The breakfast bell is rung (7.30am).  Oats five days a week (muesli on the other two days).  I eat gluten free and enjoy rice or polenta with a bit of soy.  I am a fast eater, so once breakfast is over I wash up my bowl.  Some people there start talking as soon as their bowl is dry.  I know they struggle with mouna.  I usually opt to keep silence, talking only when I have to.  Words are so limited anyway.

8 – 8.30am we clean the ashram.  Like all karma yoga I try to simple do.  No attachment to my task and I try to remain the drashta.
9am and more chanting.  We chant Aartee, the offering light .  We do this while the sannyass lifestyle course is running here as they are studying the Bhavagad Gita.

We then go off to our rostered karma yoga session, drifters who are not on the roster collect in the foyer and wait instructions.  Sometimes cooking, gardening, maintenance or housekeeping.  It all feels good as we support the Ashram.  I know it is the least we can do to repay how much the place gives.  I start to get hungry and am glad when the bell rings (11am) for morning tea.  We all enjoy fruit and tea and the vibe is more chatty.

11.30am, Yoga Nidra.  The hall is full of people lying in shavasana.  The teacher guides us through the meditation and afterwards I leave in a different state.  Now I am not hungry.

The lunch bell is rung.  Dahl, rice and subji.  Sometimes kitcheree or samba.  We have a set menu every day of the week, with seasonal organic vegetables from the garden.  The food is so fresh and full of prana.  I feel connected to it as I saw it grow.
After lunch there is some time to myself.  Ashram life has forced me to manage my time more effectively.  After using the internet, I go to afternoon tea (2pm).
After the half an hour tea break, we move into another session of karma yoga.  This finishes around 5pm and then different people go off to their different courses (sannyass lifestyle, living consciously, yogic studies) until group meditation at 5.30pm.  Today we have Atma on the tempura taking us thought the keys of the different chakras.  I find it psychically mind blowing and enjoy it very much.  As after Yoga Nidra, we are on mouna until the meal is served.  Occasioanally you hear, or are a part of the kitchen crew, and need to talk (We also keep silence at mealtimes on Wednesdays).  Again, I am not so hungry after meditating, but I enjoy what is served.  I feel I am eating Mother Earth.  Some of us eat with our hands.  I am still learning this art.  I like it as it connects me to the food and grounds me.  I am yet to do it well.  I know not to use my index (ego), or little (tamasic) fingers, and to use the right hand, although why the right is considered spiritually cleaner is still unknown to me (like always starting yoga nidra on the right).  After eating I do puja.  I light a tea light candle, place it in the lantern and hang it in the tree.  I burn some incense.  Sometimes I offer flowers, but not today, the flowers there still look fresh.  As darkness comes in, the tree in full white bloom with the light looks like a white cloud.
I then go to the kitchen and clean up.  It is interesting to see the attitudes to karma yoga of those that come to the Ashram.  Once the kitchen is tidy, the bell goes for evening program.  Either the library open, or a DVD (spiritual of course), a satsang, likhit japa, bhajans (eg. Hunaman on Tuesday) or kirtan.

A special mention of the Tantric havans twice (or three times) a week.  Thursday is Guru day and Friday, Devi.  The smell, sight and sound senses are invoked during there practices as incense is lit and samagri from the forest is offered to the fire as we chant.  Cow dung is burnt and ghee poured over the fire.  The board the fire sits on is decorated, a yantra.
Every Saturday night we have Mahamrityunjaya chanting (108), and before a full moon it is also with a havan.  Every tradition has it own signature and this chant that of Satyananda Ashrams.
9pm and definitely time for shut eye, or I will not wake up fresh the next morning.

Such a sattwic environment, how grateful I am to live here.
Hari Om Tat Sat.
Pingala : Lunar force.       Kirtan : Mantra to music

Bhajan : Mantra sung.      Likhit Japa : Written repetition

Drashta : Witness.            Havan : Fire ceremony
