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CHAPTER ONE

TOLERANCE OR VASSALAGE?

The Dutch woman next to me (not exactly next, because there was an empty seat between us) turned to me and said, «Now we are approaching New Delhi».

«Oh, really?» said I and immediately turned my head left, to the window. I was pleasantly impressed by the sight. The vastness of the area below us was something that moved within me the feeling of the unlimited, of the unending extension, not only of the land, but of the feeling also.

The area, or rather, the areas below us looked hilly and surfaced at the same time. Probably they were plateaus, but I didn’t know at what altitude. I could see large patches of green, most probably cultivated lands, but the whitish or light brown areas, probably arid or uncultivated, were much larger in proportion.

But the main feeling of the vastness and limitlessness of the hand expanded within me and I expressed it, though silently, in words, «Mother India! The womb of the Earth!»

Having absorbed and enjoyed the sight, I turned my look at the Dutch lady and her son. She was playing with him, using her hand so pleasantly, so sensually, on all of his body, that the beautiful creature was sailing on, or rather immersed in a sea of happiness of ecstasy, of bliss. The veins on her hands were full of blood, almost swollen with blood, running through, so that I could guess how warm they must have been, and how pleasant the sensation on the boby’s skin, and how full, how blissful was his heart. I was so much impressed, so happy with the happiness of both baby and mother, that I thought that, probably because of such sensations and feelings of blissful happiness we have had in our very early days, we are, able later to withstand, bear and not be shattered by the otherwise shattering, liquidating experiences we are going through, most of us, in childhood and later years. The foundation of happiness is there, stable, immovable, unthwarted as a rock.

Mother and baby exchanged words now. Few words, one by one as if each one was the verbal expression of the whole feeling of joyfulness within. The boy was articulating words but also short combinations of words, short sentences meaningful and correct as spoken English. I was amazed. I thought and immediately told the mother «He must be two and a half?»

«No, she said, a little less than two».

It was amazing.  So young, so good speech!  The lady felt my amazement and spoke again. «Do you know what he said the other day? He told me, «mom, you are wonderful, indeed». The word indeed, with a long, long e: and highly stressed. I felt as surprised and happy as the mother was feeling.

Last night, or rather, very early this day about 02.00, Ι had boarded an aircraft in Frankfurt airport that would take me to Bombay, with a stop at Delhi. The Dutch woman, around 30 years of age, sat next to me, by the window. The baby was restless and cryful for some time. The long hours of waiting at the airport, the strong lights, the noises, the voices, all that was too stressful to him, and mom couldn't easily push him into sleep. She also was tense.

As for me, in the waiting hall before the boarding gate of Air India, I did my usual things to avoid stress from oversitting on a chair, and the long waiting. I started walking along the passages left near the walls of the big room. It was not annoying to the seated people because it took some time to do the round of the room, so they did not see me pass before them very often.

After 20 minutes walk, I sat down and started doing rounds with my hands from the wrist; then doing rounds with my feet from the ankle. I was doing these movements rhythmically, eyes closed, without any feeling of showing off. Nevertheless, comments came from an Indian, around 35, who was a loudspeaker often in the hall. «Are you a yogi, baba?»

No answer on my part, not even opening my eyes. I relaxed completely motionless for a while, then another 15 minutes walk. Just then the loudspeaker announced, «Passengers to New Delhi and Bombay are requested…» At last we had gone through the long delay.

I gave the above description in order to explain why the Dutch lady asked me, when seated on the same row close by, «Are you doing Yoga?»

«No, I said, I have improvised these movements in order to avoid stress, tension from long-time immobility when I have to wait».

She asked some more questions: «Do you often go to India?»

«No, first time» I said. She looked as if she did not expect such an answer. «Will you stay long?» «My visa is for three months» I said. «I hope I will stay that long».

«And what is your purpose in going to India? Do you have any relatives or friends there?»

«No, I said. But allow me not to tell you the purpose of my trip».

In the meantime, the baby was less restless, though he wouldn't go to sleep. I turned my attention to him, looked at him in the eyes. He did not react negatively, as he did before some time, when I tried to make contact with him. I smiled. He didn't, though his eyes reacted positively. Then, I raised my hand very very slowly, and with the forefinger I drew circles in the air slowly before his eyes. He followed the course of the finger three times and then he fell asleep. He had been so tired, so upset by the whole process.

As soon as he fell asleep, I saw the mother fully awake. So I thought, «I will give her it to listen to.» I took my small taperecorder from the bag I carried with me, looked for the cassette and put it in the player. I bent to her side and asked hesitantly, «If you are not too tired, would you like to listen to this cassette, for some time? If it does not appeal to you, you can stop at any moment and give it back to me.»

«With pleasure, she said. Give me.»

I showed her how to handle it, volume control, play, rewind etc. She pressed the play button, and put the player on her ear. In a few seconds, she pressed the stop button and turned to ask me, «I understand the English, but what is the other language in which it is translated?»

I was expecting the interruption and the question. «Greek, I said, my language».

«Are you reading the text?» she asked.

«Yes».

«The sound is very good».

«Because the recording was done in a radio station studio where I give talks. But this text is not mine. I only translated it and broadcasted it, several times. Now you can go on listening.»

She did eagerly. Twenty minutes passed. I was following by my watch. I thought:

«It may be too much for her.» So, when at some moment she turned and told me «Nice music for the interval» I said, «Yes, it’s Beethoven, the 5th symphony. You can stop now if you so wish».

She stopped and gave me back the cassette-player. I put it on my ear, turned it on and I realized that she had heard up to that point.

I'll give now the text she had heard so far, not the whole of it.

«The Life-givers, Life savers Women of all the World»

Friends listeners, I have received from England a text, so important that I felt the need to translate and broadcast it. It is entitled «The Life-givers, Life savers, Women of all the World.» This is addressed to women of all the world who are conscious of the state in which mankind has been trapped during this century. And it is going to declare the possibility of a radical change in this state. A change that can only be initiated by these women. And perhaps enacted only by them, or perhaps with the cooperation of conscious, unselfish men of every age. In a few sentences Let us sum up this state in a few sentences: Two World wars and dozens of other smaller-scale wars, going on even on this day with more than a hundred million dead and a similar number of orphans and widows. Can you see a common cause in all these wars? Men wishing more power. Extension of power and domination in larger areas. More lands and subjects, more raw materials, more workers for cheap production, more wear to sell, more profits for themselves personally and for their subject countrymen, indifferent to the horrible massacres and to the immense pain of the young soldiers and the non fighting population of women, children, and older men. Can you believe that women in power, conscious of their motherhood, could have launched such holocaust and destructions?

The quantities of raw maters consumed and destroyed during these wars, petroleum, oil, steel, aluminum, coal, copper, rubber, wood, glass, and other exhaustible materials are incalculable and never again repossessible. These materials could cover the needs of rational consumption perhaps for the next two or three centuries.  The remaining quantities of them today, are consumed at such a high rate, either for war action going on or regular military training, for the unnecessary circulation of dozens of millions of cars, or for useless massive transportation of hundreds of millions of tourists to and from the capital cities of the world, that they will soon be exhausted, perhaps in the next two or three decades.

Women, mothers of mankind, you love your children, your children's children and all the children of the world. You know, how beautiful creatures they are when very young, before they fall in the hands of the «educators» who distort their human essence by teaching them to be no human but English, French, American, Chinese, Russian etc. Not human but Christian, Protestant, Catholic, Eastern Orthodox, Buddhist, Hindus etc. Or atheists Darwinian, Socialist, Communist, Nazi, Fascist, Liberal, Republican etc. Do you see the root or the early start of dehumanization of human beings? This separatism and rinism, gives men: politicians, soldiers, business men, ambassadors, and so many others, a lazy profession to practice, an easy, effortless life, high positions of power, money, satisfactions, vast possibility to exploit subject people in many ways psychologically, financially, sexually. They have a very real and multifold profit from this separatism and they do cultivate it in public schools from a very small age. They know what they are doing. It all goes on very well from generation, to generation mechanically, unconsciously, in a state of hypnotism of the entire mankind.

Women, the Life givers, mothers of the next generations. Can you also be Life-savers? Savers of the mankind that is going fast to its destruction, under the leadership of selfish, aggressive,   short-sighted,  power-minded  or  money-minded males. Can you invert the cause? Of course you can.

Remember: you vote for them to be governors, leaders; you supply them with the power to proclaim wars, to cause the killing of innumerable people; your progeny, your creation. You allow industrialists and businessmen to consume the remaining exhaustible ressources, by buying their useless products or services.

Is there a way of action to avoid an imminent catastrophe? Meditate on it. There may be many ways of action according to the situation: country, culture and other factors. But the success of your action can only have one basis; your loving heart, your clear mind, not to give politicians the right to proclaim wars any longer.

How could you obtain this? First, by massive signing of a declaration that you shall never again participate  in the general elections unless the parliament and the government in each country abolish from the constitution the close which gives the leaders, presidents, prime-ministers or kings the right to proclaim wars: nationalistic, religious, tribal, civil, or any other kind of war.

Second: by founding a political party whose leaders shall be only female, but will ask for the support of all sensible and good-hearted women and men, young and old. This party will have in the beggining, in all countries where it can be founded, one aim, one principle: deprive the separate governments, the separate part-leaders, or tribe-leaders or any other leader, the right to proclaim war, to induce war action in any form, for whatever reason. This party in each country, either in the opposition or in the government, or in power, will demand and impose the abolition of such right.

It is natural to be asked: How can a country, a tribe, a minority etc, defend itself against attacks, if not by counterattack, by war action?  The answer is:  Together with the abolition  of this right  the   United Nations Directory; the Security Council and other administrations, will take up the responsibility to declare any leader, or group of leaders who proclaim war action as outlaws, war criminals, most dangerous persons, subject to detention and perhaps to death penalty as soon as arrested. At the same time, every leader of country, party, tribe, minority etc. will be free to refer in writing, or in person, either as an individual or as a committee, to the United Nations Directory expounding the possibly injustice, suffered, ask for an inspection of the situation on the spot by an international committee. If a real injustice is proved to have taken place by other leaders, they will all be called to meet with the international committee, and a correction will be demanded and imposed by decision of the international committee. But if the projected injustice is only a pretext of the leader or leaders, in order to gain a position of leadership among a group of people, using nationalistic, separative tribal, religious or any other man-made conceptual slogans, then, his or her or their demands will be considered false, dangerous, and will be rejected.

The main line of thought and judgment in solving these disputes will be: We are all humans, this is the only and highest reality. All differences and separate qualities: ethnic, religious, or other, are man-made ideas, concepts and hence pseudo-realities, and must never again be a cause of antagonism, enmity, war. This is only the game of the selfish, inhuman, or dehumanized leaders or prospective leaders, and will not be respected in any way.  On the contrary, it will always be dismantled, unveiled, so that liars are faced with their lies and are bared of any value.

I saw that she had heard half of the text. After that, we said nothing. I thought I shouldn't give her the recorder to continue listening; it would be rude, too demanding, because she probably needed rest and sleep.

Now, as we were approaching Delhi, I asked her her impression from the text. She said, «very good, very important. But I couldn’t understand how it could be started.»

I was well impressed by her interest on this text. I told her, «You didn't listen to all of it, that's why you have this blank»

«Oh, she said, was there some more? Why didn't you let me listen to the end?»

I realized my mistake. I explained why. I added that I could give her the typed text, a photocopy, but it was in the other piece of my luggage I had delivered to the aircraft service.

«But I am getting out in Delhi. Perhaps, we meet again,», she said.

«India is too big, to expect something like that, I said. May I ask you when are you going back to Holland?»

«I don't know, she said, I'll probably stay in India a long time»

«With your husband? Are you staying in India together?»

«No, I'll stay with some friends, I have here from long ago, since I was a small child. You know, when I was only two years old, my mother came to India with me and used to spend half of her time in India.»

«With your father?»

«No, they lived separately»

I felt intensely that the lady, Margaret her name, was going to relive her childhood through her young son. She was coming to India now that he was exactly two years of age, as she was then. And she was going to live, probably, part of her next years in India, trying to relive her happy (or, unhappy?) childhood.

She would not be the woman who would have a sustained interest in what she had heard in that text. She was going to have great moments and years of happiness and creative occupation in living with her son and bringing him up.

We landed at New Delhi. The lady got out, and after a while, our craft continued to Bombay. There, I would have to take another flight to Bangalore. I had also to go to the other airport, the domestic lines one. When I was there, I saw that I would have to wait several hours for the next flight. I had plenty of time to be with myself. Which I did. There, I had the following inner dialogue, at some quiet place inside the airport.

I am in India. At last. How often in the past I had said, «I must go to India, it will be very good for me». And then immediately I replied to this thought, «I know everything about the Indian philosophy, the best of it, as one can find it in Krishnamyrti teachings. Who can tell you something more important?». Then another «me», another thought-feeling was coming up

and saying, «You know the intellectual statements taught from ever and ever, but do you know if people are living them and how they live them? Don't you think that this is more important to know than anything you learnt through books?» And then another «me», (I hope that, by now, you have realized, dear reader, that I am trying to remember the fact that I am not something stable, a permanent, steady entity, that I am only many different thoughts, feelings, reactions, hopes, fears, etc.); well, another thought, another «me» came in, stronger this time, saying, «You are stuck in repetition, you are in danger. You, the best of you, your possibility of

evolving, through learning more about other people and yourself through finding yourself in different situations, this best element in you, in your being, is wasted because of the repetitive routine in which you are caught now. How are you going to evolve unless you test yourself in new situations, surroundings, amidst new people, new mentalities? You must meet them and test yourself and learn more about yourself and change yourself by denying what petty or inappropriate behaviors you'll observe about yourself in this test. You already know several blunders you do from time to time, almost compulsively, inattentively. Will you repeat them during your stay in India? So, besides what you call the Mission «End of Millennia, End of war», you have this good work to do on yourself.

For the flight from Bombay to Bangalore, I had to wait 10 hours. The first one was at 17.00, but it was canceled, I was told at some information post. Nobody knew when it would be the next one. Two Dutch women I met at the Bombay airport, and took a taxi together with them to the domestic lines Bombay airport, told me there would be a flight at 01.00. But when at 23.00 I asked which gate I had to go to for this flight, I was told that it was canceled. I asked two or three more people of Indian Airlines. One of them said that the flight will take place, the others insisted on not. They were wrong. The flight took place at about 03.00. I thought, the confusion is justified: too much air traffic, too many domestic flights, the people functioning like civil servants... Natural... I was out of the Bangalore airport at 05.00, still dark, almost night.

The two Dutch ladies, around 60 years of age, often walking hand in hand, were there outside the airport. One of them, the leader of the two, told me that we can share the taxi, but she had to look for a fourth person, so that the share was less. We were close to the taxis which were waiting for passengers. Then, the leading lady saw a taxi driver who got into his car and was ready to start. She also saw the woman who had got into the back seat of the taxi. She spoke to her:

«Where are you going? To Puttaparthi?»

«Yes», answered the young lady.

«And how much will you pay?»

«Thirteen hundred rupies»

«No, said, almost shouted, the Dutch lady, that's a cheat. 800 rupies is the right pay. No more. We are going there too, we'll share it. Come out». She almost ordered the young lady to come out.

I was shocked at her ways. The young lady came out, a bit hesitantly, wondering what will happen next. The taxi-driver had lost a good transfer, his day's wages, perhaps, but he did not protest. No shouts, no aggression. I was again surprised, happily surprised at the meekness, the lack of open, uninhibited aggression I was used to see in my country, in similar transactions, or circumstances. Surely I am here among people with different behaviour, different attitude, relationship with the other person, a really civilized, humanized attitude and relationship.

In the meantime, I had the time to observe the young lady. She was brown, not Indian brown, but a bit lighter brown. Later, in the taxi, she told us she was from Barbados islands. She was thin and short, very graceful. She spoke good English in a singing voice, high-toned, so high that it sounded like a small bird's melo singing. We met several times where we lodged and we learned from each other. But before I relate about what we learned, I must say what happened there, with the taxi-driver and the Dutch ladies, particularly the leading one. She started talking to another taxi-driver so abruptly, so boss-wise, that I felt a deep disgust, for her manners. She insisted that the regular (or legal) payment was 800 rupies and the four of us would pay 200 each. The driver was so upset, so embarrassed, that I felt really sorrowful. In his words and movements, he was snowing as if he were to be robbed or killed. I found later that this was quite justified because the distance to Puttaparthi, our destination, was 160 km, total 320 km with the return. The 800rupies (corresponding to $ 22 only) would allow him no wages, his daily bread. It would cover the cost of fuel and other long - term expenses, and the hire-cost. The taxi was not his, of course; it belonged to a certain organization, the manager of which was in Puttaparthi.

The Dutch lady not only did not feel the driver's anxiety and stress, but she tried to terrorize him, saying that the Sai-Baba in Puttaparthi has confirmed the fare to be 800 rupies and that he was transgressing the regulation. The Barbados young lady, probably feeling disgusted with the Dutch old lady's behavior, told her, intervening in the discussion: « I pay all that he asked me, come with me, you are my guest». At this, the Dutch lady became silent for a moment, for a short moment. In that moment she could have seen her behavior, her stupid miserhood and aggresivity. But she did not allow awareness to come into being. Probably, she was afraid, dreaded to see what she had to look at,

So, she did not respond to the young lady's invitation, but she pushed her way to the driver. «Get in. Let's go.» The driver was almost at a breakdown point. He wanted to take the transfer, it should be his wages for that day, but at the same time he felt that he would do the work for nothing, perhaps for a loss, instead of a profit. He became so anxious and nervous that I couldn't understand what he was saying. I asked. I was told, he wanted 1200 rupies, at least, for the transfer, which is, I made out, 300 rupies for each of us 4. I said to him, «That's OK 300 rupies from each of us.» He said, «Yes? OK?». He was not sure the Dutch lady would agree. He was right. «No,» the lady shouted in a manly way of talking, body posture and deep voice. «I've come to Puttaparthi 6 times, and I know it's 800.».  «It's not the same as  before»,  the driver insisted anxiously. «Prices have gone a bit up. How shall I pay for the petrol?» «Get in, let's go» the lady ordered again. I was really shocked. The neurotic miser lady brought to my mind what I read a month ago in a book about India and Indonesia, Bali and other areas; especially about the invasions of the Europeans, Portuguese, Dutch, and other. I had been shocked, wounded in my humanity at the incidents of the Dutch army attacking some Bali places where the population had won its independence for some time, after a small-scale, peaceful revolution. The Dutch hit and killed with cannonballs first, and then the infantry marched with their rifles against the place where the Bali people were concentrated. The Bali leaders, priests and others, came out of the temple, walked into the front area, took their bodkins (sharp small knives) out of their cases and started killing themselves, piercing their chests and hearts with them. A dignified self-death to avoid the beastly slaughtering by the butcher-wolves, the Dutch.

I felt the same shock now by the behavior of the Dutch lady. To express my disgust I said silently. «The wolfs, again. The European wolves in India again. They have changed their clock, their appearance. They come as tourists. God save India!»

With this inner talk, I took out my disgust and indignation, partly, at least.

I went into the taxi, «Let's be going» I said. «Are you paying the 300?» I asked the Barbados girl. «Of course», she said. «If they don't pay the 300, I told the driver, I'll pay the rest.» «O.K. Let's go», said the Dutch lady, «but we shall ask the manager at Puttaparthi. If he says 800 is the price for the transfer, we shall pay 200 each. If he says 1200, then we shall pay 300 each. Agree?» «Yes, OK» said the driver, still anxious and nervous; but he got into the car and the trip started.

Me and the two Dutch ladies sat in the back seat, the Barbados girl in front, next to the driver. Me rather thin and slim, a bit less than 60 kgs, but the two ladies rather fat, certainly more than 80 kgs, each, so I felt pressed in the small narrow cab. The two ladies were speaking between them in a loud voice. Actually the leading one spoke almost exclusively, and the other one, used by her almost as a spare self of herself, nodded from time to time, with an emphatic, stressed «yes», that sounded as if she participated in the speech of the other lady. Soon I realized, though, that this «yes» was so mechanical, it came out at some completely inappropriate moments, at some other moments it was absolutely irrelevant to what was said, that I made sure that she didn't follow what the other was saying, that it was a soliloqui. Compulsive talking it was, compulsive «yes!» it was, I thought and I was really terrified by this instance, though I had noticed and observed compulsive talking elsewhere, especially at the place I was living before I left for India. I was going to get more shocked from the same phenomenon later, during my stay in India, but now I had to do something to stop it. I could tolerate it, by observing it passively, with no reaction from the «me», just like hearing a chattering record, and so remain unaffected.

But I wanted to talk to the Barbados girl, I wanted to know more about how she felt, or what brought her to India. I could suspect what brought to India, for the sixth time, the fat Dutch old lady. Before I left the place I was living, I was told by several young men and wdmen about their experiences from their trip to India. They had all been at Puttaparthi, in Sai Baba's place or Ashram, they had gone to India exclusively for a stay in that place. Among several remarks about their stay there, the more impressive was about the cost of the stay.

«You buy a coupon for a meal for only 6 rupies» the young man of about 35 years old told me there. «They serve 2 full meals, one breakfast and one afternoon meal of beverage and sweets, for a total cost of 20 rupies. Your bed costs 11 rupies, total 31 rupies. This is less than one $USA, because you get 35 rupies for one dollar. Very cheap, the young man continued. «I stayed there for 6 months».

I did not ask him what he was doing all day during these 6 months. But a girl told me that there is queuing for the meals, because of the overpopulation in the ashram, so I thought that queuing and eating four times a day was enough to be busy with and not to be idle for long hours.

Having this information in store, I could suspect, as I said, the purpose of the sixth trip to India (exclusively to Puttaparthi) of the Dutch lady. Most probably it was cheap food, lots of food and coffee-milk and Indian sweets. This time the fat lady brought with her the other fat lady, may be her sister or just an acquaintance, to introduce her to the paradise of the affluent and almost free of charge food of the Sai Baba's Ashram.

As I am not going to refer again to the two Dutch ladies, I shall only add that I saw them several times inside the Ashram, walking hand in hand, like young girls in childhood, attached to each other among a foreign crowd. Sometimes, they were so belly-full that it came out in their slow walking pace and any attentive observer could suspect how much they had eaten. (A second full portion of rice and sauce was served in the same meal, at request, without charge, as I experienced it during my stay in the Ashram).

Everything in their ways showed that they were unmarried old ladies, probably in their early sixties, and all the frustrations and deprivations they had gone through because of their lonely lives, were coming out, or rather found an escape in compulsive overeating, over-talking, the hand to hand attachment when moving around. The last time I saw them after 20 days, they looked obviously farter, several kgs. fatter than this first day of our meeting.

After a period of silence, I leaned forward and asked the Barbados girl, «Is this your first time in India, in Puttaparthi?»

«No, the second», she said in her melodious singing voice, and the graceful, smiling expression on her face, which she never missed when talking to someone, as I noticed later, at our meetings inside the Ashram.

«As this is my first time in Puttaparthi, may I ask you why you are coming here again, from such a far away country?»

I felt that this could not be the case of looking for cheap lodging and food, to spend holidays or idle time. She was still young, but you couldn't easily tell her age. The body was small, no breasts, it seemed like having been pressed or inhibited to develop, but the vivid movement of the body, the cheerful expression of the face, the singing but childish voice, showed an urge to develop into another phase, to live fully the experiences appropriate to her age and sex.

«Well, she answered, last time I was here, I met Sai Baba and....»

She hesitated about what to say next. She was emotional, her eyes sparkled.

«And....what?» I insisted.

«I felt something strong, something very good, in my heart, from the meeting with that man.» she explained.

«Did he touch you?» I asked.

«No», she replied quickly, «no physical touch, but he talked to me from very near, very close to my face. And I felt a strange feeling. I could not resist not coming again.»

«Are you married?» I asked, though I felt she was not.

«No, I am not married», she responded emphatically.

«Have you ever been in love?» I continued.

«No, never».

«Not even as a young girl, in school. Didn't your heart beat fast for some boy?»

«Yes, perhaps», she said discreetly.

Though my questions could seem indiscreet, I was, I suppose she felt it too, very friendly, discreet and polite with her. I only wanted to understand her mind and her to understand herself, to have an insight into her behaviour.

«Well, I told her, that strange, strong feeling you had there, with Sai Baba, was like an erotic feeling, a love response, don't you think?»

She tried to deny it, but she was not sure now. I explained to her, that it was natural for her, for her age and status, to feel erotic, sexual when meeting a man.

«No, not that thing,» she tried to explain.

«Why?» I insisted.

«Because no marriage for me, no children, nothing of the kind. I know it».

I was surprised at her answer. I couldn't understand what she meant by that. I said only, «I hope we'll meet again in the Ashram.»

«Oh yes, yes» she said, cheerfully and positively, which indicated that she wanted to learn about herself, though on the surface she believed that she knew everything about her present life and of her life in the years to come.

We met several times inside the Ashram, by chance and not by appointment, on the way to the dining rooms, or outside the shopping complex. Each time I brought the discussion directly on how she felt about the relationship with a man, marriage, family. Once she said, «I want my freedom.»

«Freedom from what, from whom?»

«From my sister, my brother, my parents.»

I understood that she was feeling being pressed, dominated by her family, though she was already 30 years of age and living alone. Perhaps the situation in her childhood was very difficult, being' the last of three children in the family. Her parents, she explained to me, were not good to her. That could mean that she was not accepted as she was, her idiosyncrasy, temperament was not understood and so she felt rejected. Her star sign was that of the Aries, and I knew how independent, bold, courageous that type of person is, how egocentric also, which can result in being disliked or hated by people who do not understand the positive side of these trends and do not give them the opportunities to be expressed usefully, creatively for the person itself and for people in the immediate environment.

At  some  other  meeting  she  told  me  that,   last time,   Sai  Baba «materialized» a ring in front of her and presented her with it. I thought, «Is that ring that made her come back here, spend so much money for the ticket, and spoil her vacation in having such a hard time?» (I'll explain later what I mean by «hard time») It might be. At that meeting I explained to her that it was high time for her to look for a man to love, to marry, to have a child.

«No, she said emphatically. No marriage for me, no children.»

«Why?» I asked

«I was told so by a woman fortune-teller, in my country. She examined the coffee-cup and she saw it. It is written. It is my destiny.»

I was surprised. She looked so clever in every discussion we had, but this cleverness was not a real awakening to truth beyond superstitions.

«But I do not mind», she continued. «I have God. I believe in God. I have it within me since a child. You know, when I was only ten», I told someone at home, very assertingly, «I know there is God. I have seen God. I'll live with God». How could I, so small, talk like that? It was a revelation. So now, I have my decision. I will live for God.»

I explained to her: «You've been told about God in my school. But that is not God. God is life force, energy which gives life to bodies, to all forms of life. But these bodies are predetermined, programmed to develop, to evolve. So, the power of love, sex, child-bearing, child-rearing, all these capacities are activated by the same life-force, which one calls God. If you block this development, you do damage to these capacities, bodily, emotional, intellectual. In other words, you damage God, the idea of God, which essentially is the potential of the life force.

She listened to these words very attentively. She did not react. She understood. Then she told me.

«You know what did Sai Baba this morning? He «materialized» a ring and passed it to the ring-finger (the marriage-finger) of a woman from Malaysia. And he told her, ‘Next time you come here, husband will come.’ Imagine», she repeated to stress the incident, «he passed the ring to her ring-finger».

I could not exactly make out what she was feeling. Probably an unpleasant surprise for his movement, for the promise of a husband. He had not told her something similar when he had given her the ring, during to her previous visit to Sai Baba. A bit of jealousy? It could be natural, if she had fallen a bit attached with him, through allowing herself to believe in him, to cherish him like a substitute for what did not have in her life, that is interpersonal love, affection, consideration, respect for her needs and fulfilment of them.

I told her, «A substitute can never cover your needs, might it be God himself. And unless you see to that, you shall not be able to develop. Only after that in your late life you shall be able to detach yourself from the reactions of the body and mind. Then only you shall be able to love without seeking satisfaction for personal desires. First thing in life, see, understand your real needs and cover them.  This will give you the foundation of equilibrium, of balance, and from there you can move higher, later on.»

She absorbed these words, so much more eagerly as she had felt disappointed with Sai Baba this morning. Her attachment to her imaginary substitute father, or husband, or God, had began to fade out.

After a few   moments of silence, she said, «I came here for my monthly vacation from work.»

«May I ask what your work is?»

«I'm a civil servant. But don't think I'm someone important. I'm only a clerk.»

«You are a human, my dear girl, I said. You are the most important being on Earth.»

She remained motionless, silent. I added, «I wish I were much younger and let myself fall in love with you. You are such a lovable girl, cheerful, good-hearted, generous, I'm sure you would make me happy.»

She smiled and was moved. We parted. And this was my last meeting with the girl from Barbados at the Sai Baba Ashram. I wished the best for her, with all my heart.

CHAPTER 2

The Indian Sun Is Bigger

Back in the cub driving from Bangalore (in South India) to Puttaparthi. We started almost in dark. But as we moved out of the town and drove on the provincial road, it became less dark and soon there was enough light to see clearly the forms of trees, huts and houses in the fields. After some time I felt suddenly a focus of purple, warm light behind my skull, almost inside my brain. I turned right. There, far away at the end of the horizon over the enormous plain, there was the newly risen sun. A sun that looked definitely bigger than the sun I had observed so far during my life, whenever it happened to me to observe the process of sunrising. This sight made me connect it with the feelings I have had when witnessing the behavior of the Indian driver early this morning. I said silently, «A bigger sun in India, a bigger heart in Indians? Warmer sun, warmer hearts? It may be....»

I shall not describe what I was feeling as I was observing the kind of housing people were doomed to live in, as we crossed several small agglomerations, or villages. I was in the beginning of my trip and I would not allow myself to be fully aware of the total disgust, the appalling horror for the utter misery, poverty, sickness and beastly inhumanity of the conditions of their housing and living.

We stopped at the center of one of those villages, on the main road at the point where the market was. Here market means some people selling hot tea, coffee with or no milk and sugar. They pour it several times from cup to cup, from high up to down low between their hands, so that after a few seconds it gets cooler to the point you can put it into your month, slowly, cautiously, otherwise you burn your tongue. They also sell bananas, oranges, biscuits and other food.

Well, I was warned not to drink anything on the road, or outside the places where the quality of the water was controlled. Another thought in my memory was, «if it is boiled water, no danger.» So I had a hot drink, together with the others not so much because I needed it or felt like having it, but in order to have the opportunity to talk to the locals, to observe their living conditions, just there where they spent the whole of the day, and, as I observed later, part of the long night, at least some of them.

What impressed me more was that their booths, (shops, their selling space or place), made of hardboard, or pieces of iron-sheets or some other useless material, these booths were the extension of their houses which were hidden behind them. So, it was there that they spent all of their life, on the edge of the dirty road, full of holes filled with dirty waters which the «shop-keepers» threw in after washing up and other uses. Fortunately the passing vehicles had to slow down their speed when crossing this «center of the village» part of the road, so that the dust and the splash was less than it could be otherwise; they «had to», because of the people moving around or across or along this «center», this «market place» and because of the many vehicles parking alongside this spot.

Soon the driver reappeared, entered the car and we moved out. We had already done half of the distance, and in that first half, the driving was so fast that, if you wanted to enjoy the trip, you should suppress the fear you often felt in the presence of some dangerous conditions, or pretending that everything is O.K., you are safe, you are in good hands, and finally and in spite of the peculiar circumstances, good God High Up was there to protect you during this trip, too, as he had done so far in your life. This childish innocence and trust can really let you enjoy your trip. So, I let myself feel that I was in good steering hands. Twice the leading Dutch lady shouted to the driver in a bully voice, «Not so fast». They were the moments when he had to zig-zag to pass between two contrarily moving vehicles or to avoid a crash with a big lorry moving before him. The driver looked back at her automatically, instinctively, as if he had received a blow or an insult and wanted to retaliate, but no word came out of his mouth. Though very quick in his reaction, these moments, I felt, were really dangerous, because the driver was losing sight of his front, and the worst could have happened, but it would not be due to his fast driving, as the report on the accident would have read, but to the stupid manners of the Dutch fat lady. I only said, in both cases, «He is a very good driver», and no more interaction took place between them.

Nevertheless, I've been witnessing, seeing clearly, from the very beginning to the end of the trip, such a great tension and nervousness in the driver, that I could have really been afraid about our survival, if I had allowed myself to insist on that feeling. The fast and dangerous driving was probably a necessary outlet for his tense, perhaps unbearably tense emotions. This tension started early this morning during the discussion with the Dutch ladies, who, first, cancelled the 1300 rupies transfer he had agreed with the Barbados girl, and, second, tried to pay only 800 rupies for the transfer of 4 persons. Finally, the driver was not completely sure he would get the 600 rupies he had asked for them or they would only pay 400. All this emotional upset, all the aggressive and bullying manners, verbal expressions and tone of voice and movements of body and gestures of the leading Dutch lady, he took in and that was the cause of his great tension and nervosity. He was not able to throw a counter-attack, to reject the lady and the prospective transfer, (if he had done so, he would have probably stored no tension at all), because he had to hope to get a transfer for his daily wages. And he was depending for the vehicle on the owner of it, whether it was a person or a company with a boss over him or a union.

I had some strong doubts before, but now I could be more aware of them; doubts as to whether the so-called tolerance of the Indian people was an innate or a conscious trait of their character, either individually or collectively, racially, culturally. I had the feeling that to be consciously tolerant is a result of long and hard (in the beginning at least) work on oneself. You must also have the true and objective reasons for the value of this tolerant attitude and to what end it can contribute in yourself and in the others whom you relate to.

So, each time I was told, or I concluded myself, «Indians are tolerant, the most tolerant people in the world». I doubted the value of it. Now, in front of me, I had a man who was mad of rage, anger, hatred, he had all swallowed  before  the  Dutch  lady,   and  was   taking  it  out  (in a compensatory way) to the steering wheel and the 4 wheels of the car. But it didn't seem to come out so quickly or easily.

The same mad way of driving I saw in front of me many times that morning. I felt that Indians driving, these cars were in high stress, very tense. Pressure was coming from many sides to them. Firstly, by the inbuilt stress of poverty and all kinds of deprivations in their childhood and secondly, by the current conditions of their work. The long distances between Indian towns and cities, where they had to move to and from, the pressure from employers to deliver the materials or people on time, made the drivers so tense that they had to drive like the ones you see in detective films. And that's perhaps the reason for the traffic license on the roads. Rules are not respected, lines are not followed, except for the last moment when the meeting of the vehicles comes too near the disaster. I saw two such disasters in that morning. Later, in my few bus-trips through India, I witnessed many more such incidents. Some of them were typically the same. They were lorries which transported sand or gravel. I saw them in the middle of the road with the front part broken and lying on the ground. They could remind you of a bull with its front legs broken at the knees, and its head lying against the ground. Perhaps it was the overload, the speed, the heat, or the combination of these factors which brought about these accidents. And I don't know whether the drivers were killed, or injured, or safe. I was on a such lorry once, and, some moment, I heard a deafening explosion in it. It was the tyre that broke on, but fortunately it was the back one (;), and so the three of us in the boot suffered nothing.

But most of the road accidents I saw were crashes of small cars and motorcycles. I pitied the people who were killed or mutilated in them, but I could feel, after some repetitions of the sight, that the cause was the very stressful condition of the persons, the very aggressive way of driving, the lack of self-respect, and respect for the life of others. Life for them is such a torture that they do not seem to care for it very much.

So, I meditated, what others call tolerance, might be submission, forced, I mean self-forced obedience before the overpowering domination of the superior people in the family and in the many other social settings.

We reached Puttaparthi at about 11.00 hours. The Dutch lady asked for the boss of the taxi-driver, hoping to bargain again for the price. But his office was shut, himself was not seen around, and so the lady had to pay the 600 rupies agreed for the two of them. I looked at the driver collecting the money and I could feel his relief after so much anxiety. At last! What a painful experience, what a traumatic experience he had been through the transaction with the two European ladies. Did he record it deeply in his brain? Will he forget it? How will it influence his life, in the first or in the second case?

Do we know what a «terrorist» is? Have we studied psychologically the cases of terrorists? If we do, we may find out that they are persons who have been so much humiliated, used, exploited by people who stood over them, either as bosses or clients or super-intendents, «teachers», «parents» «guards» or any other role they happened to function in, so much pressed and suppressed, that one day, given certain conditions, like propaganda, suggestion, obedience to leaders etc, they may revenge their hurts by blowing up an aircraft, a bus or a train full of people, a «Chernobyl». Do we see that as long as we maintain, we support injustice, humiliation and exploitation of the inferiors by the superiors, we can never be safe? A «determined» terrorist could even blow up himself in order to revenge himself by blowing up the rest of the world.

CHAPTER 3

LET'S PLAY DEVOTION

Immediately after the entrance into the Ashram, I went through the registration procedure and then to the accommodation office. There I was told, «there are no rooms. Only the dormitory» By «dormitory» I understood a big hall with dozens of beds in it. I felt scared about the possible filth or stench in there and reacted instantaneously. «No, please. I need to be somewhere high up, in a place where I can be in the sun for some hours, because I have problem in my right ear, due to a bad cold. Sunshine is a necessary nart of my cure!» The man in the office said, «There is a bed in the 2nd floor of a block in the South area. But you will be with 3 more people. They are Canadians.» «That's good, O.K.,» I said in a hurry, happy that I was given a place in the sun.

The 3 Canadians proved to be 3 black (deep black) Fidgi islanders. Fidgi, they explained to me, are a group of islands about some 300 miles (?) west of Australia, in the Indian ocean, and much further from the Indian continent; dost somewhere in the ocean», I liked to picture it. Aboriginals in origin, westernized in some ways after a long stay in Canada. They spoke good English, though rarely. Among them they spoke a dialect, probably Indian, as I understood by the sounds of the words and by the intonation at the end of each phrase. A local (Indian) doctor who came in the afternoon several times to meet them, conversed with them in his own Indian tongue.

One of them, the youngest, Raja by name, sat in the middle, between the other two, and talked to them so intensely, so imposingly and so incessantly that the others rarely dared to interrupt him and say a few words. His voice was so strong and crushing that could paralyze any will, any urge of the others to speak, in their turn. Discreetly, I covered my ears with my fingers but it was not enough. Fortunately, there was a mattress outside the room, on the verandah. I sat there and found out that no noise from inside the room reached my ears. When later in the night, I tried to sleep inside the room, the noise of the snoring of this man and the one next to him was so deafening and so disgusting, that pushed me out of the room and down on the mattress on the balcony where I slept for the night, and also for all the nights I spent in this place.

I mentioned this Fidji-Canadian man, Raja, because I saw in his case a standard behavior that helped me to understand what made thousands (rather, hundreds of thousands) of people to come to Sai-Baba's place. He told me, «The first time I came here I was making fun of this man, Sai-Baba. I was saying «this nigger a saient? ha, ha, ha! Doing miracles? Materializations? ho, ho, ho» Now this is the sixth time I come to Sai-Baba. This time I brought here my father-in-law, (he showed me the other man, the oldest of the three) and my cousin-brother. I brought my daughter too». He did not say anything about this change. How he became a convert on Sai-Baba, a believer in Sai-Baba, instead of a run-maker of him as he was in the beginning. I wouldn't ask any questions. They would be too painful for him, would make him defensive or withdrawn and so I would never get to the truth. I am conscious of the fact that I am interested in the truth and only the truth, about what is happening in the minds of the humans, and so I instinctively avoid any talk or movement that would interfere with the unveiling of this truth. So, I waited till he continued. He did not mind that I said no word; on the contrary, he seemed to enjoy it, my silence, since he could move freely in his speech.

He turned and picked up a sealed envelope. «This is for Sai-Baba. I didn't manage to pass it to him yet, but I hope tomorrow or after tomorrow, he will take it. Do you know what I ask from him this time? To find out how my father was lost or dead. You know, we lived on a Fidgi island, very poor people, fishermen, and one night my father didn't show up, for ever. My mother told me so, I was very small, 2 or3 years old»

Pause. Silence. He continued, «Now, this desire was in me, the last month before I took my leave from work, to learn about my father, how he died, or whatever happened to him. I'll leave it to Sai-Baba, I said and, who knows, he may find out».

After a pause, he talked to me in a different way and tone of voice. «Tomorrow morning you will come to Darshan, (devotional ceremony), right? But you must wake-up at 04.00 hours. Well, I'll wake you up, and we'll go together, because you are first time here and you don't know what to do. I must guide you the first morning, and then you'll go by yourself.»

I agreed to do so and lied down for the night soon. I had to move out of the room and lie on the mattress on the balcony. It was a difficult night and I'll explain later why. Early in the morning, I'd stay in the dark of the night, I heard noises from around, and this meant that some people had already been awake and started to prepare to leave for «Darshan». Soon Raja came out to tell me it was time we left. So we did. We walked to some place where there was a shrine with the picture of a saint (sri). There the man fell on his knees and moved his head low, to touch the ground, but he didn't manage because of his very big belly. Before this, he walked three times round the shrine, from left to right, and I followed him in the walking. After the bows he explained to me, «This is Shird Baba. And now, this Sai baba we have here is a reincarnation of Shird Baba. He is the same man, do you understand?» «I see», said I and nothing else.

«Now, after this, we shall go and sit down over there, in lines. From there, when our turn comes, our line will be ordered to get up and will be led into the big hall, for «Darsham». So we did. We sat down in one of the lines which were incessantly forming with people who arrived voiceless and numerous like ants from everywhere in the Ashram. It was a long waiting, especially for me and others who had to sit on cement or ground, cross-legged and without a support for the back. Finally a «guard» came (how else can I call him), who ordered a «line» each time to get up and move towards the big hall. There, another «guard» was waiting who guided the line inside the big hall and placed it just next and very close to the previous line. When I sat there, in the big hall, with my line, I tried to keep a short distance from the man in front of me, about 30 cm. This was noticed immediately by the «guard» and I was told, through gestures, to move as close as possible to the man in front of me. There were dozens, perhaps hundreds, I can't say, of these guards who were very vigilant to this one and only duty they had. To guide people, individuals, and lines of people into the big hall for the «Darshan» and push them very close to each other, so that more space were spared for worshippers or «devotees» who were arriving incessantly. After the entrance to this hall, there was a security control, like the one in the airports. You had to go through an electronic door case which detected metal objects you might be carrying. When later I asked people about the reason for it, I was told that there have been, recently, two against Sai Baba. So, you had to leave anything metal, nail-cutter, even smaller sharp or cutting objects, to the guard at the control post.

It was almost 05.00 hours when I got established in there, cross-legged and bottom on the surfaced ground. I asked and was told that we shall be waiting like that till Sai-Baba appears, which would be at about a quarter to seven. As time passed, the position became really uncomfortable, tiring, exhausting to the point of stress. I changed position, sitting with bottom on the heels, toes and knees pressing on the ground. This change could give a relief from the stress, but as I grew a bit taller than the others sitting cross-legged behind me, a guard noticed it and ordered me to sit down as before. I signed to him, «just one minute, to get a relief in the aching parts of my body», but he did not react. So I decided to sit like that for 1-2 minutes and then I went back to my previous position.

At quarter to seven hours, and he didn't come out yet. I had thought I would manage to endure the painful early morning sitting down on the hard ground up to that time at which, as I was told, Sai-Baba would appear.

But now, the pain in the back and the waking for three hours in the waiting, were exhausting my limits. In spite of my pain, I had not forgotten to observe around me. I looked at the faces, the eyes, the look of Indians and whites, and one thing was common to many of them: a feeling of devotion, of worship to the person expected to appear. They were in an emotional state which, most probably, they liked, enjoyed, to say the least. They didn't mind the long waiting except a few old men of some weight, because during all this long time, they were losing themselves in that devotional feeling. This feeling, I could see, varied a lot from person to person. Sometimes it was very deep, other times it was cheap. In any case, though, this waiting was «Darsham» for them, that is doing their devotional duty to Sai-Baba and could, at least, feel they were loyal devotees, like all the others, and so belonging to the great numbers of his followers or believers.

I said «believers» because one afternoon, a few days later, when I was in the «Darshan» hall, I asked an Indian man about his feelings for Sai- Baba. He spoke very good English, and he proudly told me that he was a UK citizen. Only a year ago he came to Puttaparthi, immediately after he retired from his business in England. He had bought a small apartment here to live with his wife, while his two sons stayed in England. «Why to Puttaparthi?» I asked, and only a Westerner person who has lived in Puttaparthi (or just gone through it) outside Sai-Baba's Ashram could understand my wonder. He answered, «Because of Sai-Baba. I want to be, to live where my Baba lives».

I said no more, but when the Baba was coming out this afternoon, I looked intensely at the same Indian man, his gestures, face expression, body posture. He united the hand palms, he raised them a bit higher than his mouth, and his whole body trunk moved forwards and upwards, while the look in his eyes became very emotional. He remained in that state as long as Sai-Baba was slowly walking to our direction. I dared to interrupt his emotional uplifting and ask: «May I ask how you feel about Sai-Baba, how do you see him; as a saint, for example?»

He responded immediately. «More than a saint. He is an incarnation of God. He is Christ reborn.»

I said no more in order not to take him out of his emotion which he seemed to like and cultivate eagerly.

Well, back to the first morning, my first acquaintance with «Darshan» to Sai-Baba. At about 7.20, Ι felt people around me agitate bodily, while at the same time music, loud music was transmitted through the loudspeakers fastened to the round pillars, high up above our heads. These pillars were well decorated and multi-colored, and together with the decoration of the ceiling, they gave the impression of the great wealth and luxury of the palaces of the Arab kings in the «Tales of 1001 Nights». This roof was enormous but it was supported by relatively few pillars, and this looked like an extraordinary architectural accomplishment. There was no wall all around the floor and this almost open-air hall could shelter about 5.000 people, I was told. An off-hand estimate I made, it showed that there were around 3.000 people in the «Darshan» hall, that morning, men and women in separate sections.

Following the rhythm of the music and the song, people started to clap their hands, but not noisily. They knew that Sai-Baba had come out of his house and entered the big hall though he was not yet seen. Soon, we could see him at a distance, moving slowly inside the section of women. No other noise besides the music, the song and the clapping of hands, within the big hall and outside it. And there has been no noise of speech or any other human noise during the 3 hours of waiting. An exemplary silence, imposed externally, as a way of being a «devotee» during the prescribed hours. And as the mind is naturally underfunctionning during these very early morning hours, this silence is more easily obtained; and also because there is no one available for talking to, neither any topic for discussion. Everyone of the few thousand persons there in the hall are doing «Darshan' (this is how they see themselves) and would not allow anything else to enter into their hypnotized (probably self-hypnotized) mind. Just as in their sleep, here they forget everything, every worry or difficulty they have in their daily lives. After all this long waiting, the short clapping and the even shorter humming they do following the cassette-singers from the loudspeakers, they go for breakfast, a rather heavy meal. They have to queue for it for some time, and here again no mind function is necessary. Everything is so well organized that nobody has to worry in the least about having breakfast, or the quantity of it one wants. With a second coupon of 2 rupees, one can have a second portion of the morning dish one likes.

Back to the entrance of Sai-Baba in the hall. Soon he appeared to move, as slowly as he could, towards our section of the hall. Looks became intense, eyes staring towards him, the united palms moved for and upwards. As he was approaching, people who were in the first 3 or4 rows beside the walking corridor, started producing the sealed envelopes and moved them in the air, or holding them steadily before them, lull of hope that this time Sai-Baba would take them. In the back rows, in one of which I was, people with envelopes produced them out but hesitantly, almost desperately, as they knew from past experience, that Sai-Baba never proceeded inside the rows of devotees to take letters from the middle or back rows.

Now, Sai-Baba, walking in his calculated very slow pace, extended his arm from time to time and took the envelope from one or other of the devotees. In every few steps he took, dozens of hands, holding a letter in an envelope, stretched out to him, in hope, anxiety, impatience, insistence or despair. The whole gamut of the personal emotions of people could be seen (or perceived) in this process, called ritual in this case. And Sai-Baba, the maker of this game, seemed to enjoy enormously this emotional agitation of the people seated immovably before him, as he passed by them. He could see their anxiety, hope, fear, begging, asking, insisting on his receiving their letters. He stopped, hesitated, pretended that he was pondering or perceiving which letter he should take to-day; and then, he took this or that letter and moved on, leaving the other people with stretched arms. Soon they drew back their hands and put the undelivered, unreceived letter into their pockets. They accepted the failure as a normal fact, explaining it as «this was not my lucky day», or «my hour has not come yet»,or «he came quite near to my letter, and to-morrow perhaps he will take it», or by any other subjective, personal explanation.

And Sai-Baba, feeling that all this emotional storm was because of him, addressed to him, due to him, to his person, was in a trance of self-excitement, self-satisfaction, playing with, enjoying sadistically the despair, the anxiety of those whose letters he was not taking, though his fingers touched them sometimes.

In about half an hour, Sai-Baba had finished his walk left and right in the corridor of the big hall, under the «bajhan» music and songs cassette heard through the loudspeakers. He had decided not to take any more letters this morning and, slowly as ever, he withdrew into the rooms which were built at the head of the big hall.

So, this was the famous morning «Darshan» for which people came from all parts of India, South Asia and from so many countries of the West. It was a «performance», perfectly organized and directed in all its details.

The next day, late in the evening, Raja asked me about how I see Sai Baba, my opinion about him. I said simply, «I don't know.» Then he offered to lend me one or two books about Sai Baba. I had noticed there was a bookshop inside the Ashram which sold books about Sai Baba, dozens of titles. I took one of the books Raja gave me and read it for some time. It was a life-sketch of Sai Baba. I was shocked by what I read. He was the last, or one of the last of many children in his family, a very poor family, living in this very poor village called Puttaparthi. His behavior was so erratic, so «mad» that his parents had to take him to the «exorcist» of the area, who submitted the boy to tortures, which probably, fixed the young child's feeling of rejection, of being hated, unwanted, persecuted. Probably this was the cause he was thrown out of the school in his early years, he left home and lived in a cave in the wild hills near the village, together with other deserted children. He had a very difficult time for a few years, if I remember well, living on small wild animals they hunted in the hill caves, on begging, on any possible way to survive. Once, his parents and some of their children were on a bull-cart on the road out of the village. They saw a small girl on the road, wandering alone, deserted, miserable. They took her up in the cart. After some time, after they had looked at her attentively, they recognized their deserted son, the now called Sai Baba. He was wearing a girl's clothes, probably because it was the only one he had found, or because he didn't mind about his appearance, as he had not been identified with his sex, through a normal relationship with the other members in his family, whom he felt strangers and hostile to him. In this book, of course, die incident is explained as an example of his «power to transform himself» to «take different bodies».

But this morning I witnessed something very peculiar during darshan. At some moment, Sai Baba hesitated and then stopped his walking. Then, with a gracious feminine movement, he used three ringers of his left hand and drew his purple robe up to the point of exposing his toes and part of his feet. This movement functioned as a signal to some devotees. One of them flashed himself forwards on all four, like a dog running to its master, kissed Sai Baba's toes and immediately turned and ran back to its place, always on all four.

I don't know how often Sai Baba invites this ritual, but this morning, he had it twice. He needed it for some reason that only himself could know.

I felt deeply sorry for the unfortunate child, but it was not the time to tell Raja about my feelings and the explanations of the facts. He was eager to have me believe what he liked to believe, to see me as a convert to his «cult». The rest of the book contained stories about previous incarnations of Sai Baba, all of them saints or important persons. It also contained stories in which Sai Baba revealed to several people that in their present life were reincarnations of such and such persons, interchanging the sex and the family position, for example, now father, before a mother-in-law, now nephew, before a wife, or a daughter-in-law. Weird wild stories narrated by the writer, a «believer», as absolutely true, since they were told by Sai-Baba. Could he ever tell a lie? The «writer» also mentioned a few «materializations», usually rings and such things.

I gave the book back to Raja and he asked me, 'well, what do you think now?». I said simply, «It's interesting», so that I don't provoke his mind. But I felt it was time to give Raja an opportunity to have an insight into himself, his feelings, his way of behavior. So, I told him, «I suggest we go out in the balcony, sit on the mattress, so that we can talk for a while the two of us.» «All right», he agreed and we moved out.

Before we started our discussion, I asked him to lower his voice, because it was too strong. He said that this was his normal way of talking, but I lowered my voice too much, to show him that anybody could control, regulate the volume of one's voice. He agreed. Then I told him. «You know, I was very sorry when I heard you say that your father didn't come back home one night for ever since, when you were very small, perhaps two years old. I understand how much you were hurt, how much it cost you.»

«Well, that's a long time ago, I don't think it's important», he replied and I noticed his way to have always the upper hand as he did with the two relatives he brought with him and his daughter, when she visited them in our room.

«I thought so, I told him, because of that letter by which you are asking Sai Baba to find out, to reveal the cause of disappearance of your father. Have you come from Canada for this purpose?»

«Oh no, I have come mainly for my daughter. Perhaps, she could find someone to marry here in India.»

«I see», I said and my suspicion was confirmed that he was playing the devotee of Sai Baba in order to have some cause to come to India, but the real reason was not yet clear to himself or to me.

«But why did you ask me about my father? Are you a doctor, of some kind?» A clever man, I thought and answered him, «I am a psychologist, but not a professional one, with an office and clients. I just talk friendly to people, on a radio station also, and we help each other to come out of our difficulties.»

«Are you a psychologist? Now, my friend, you are lucky that you have met me and I'll tell you why,»

I felt that he was again taking the superiority, and I was curious to know why I was lucky to have met him.

«You know, he went on emphatically, I was the number one alcoholic man in Canada. And I won the fight, I stopped it, not a drop now.»

I was impressed, I said. Congratulations. That's an accomplishment. May I ask you, how you did it? With one blow, with an act of will, or little by little?»

«I had tried several times to stop it, he said, but failed. I slided back. But the last time, it was the tenth one, I said, «Now, this is the last time, never again. Do you know what happened this last night? I came home very very drunk. I stumbled around. I vomited . My wife was shocked though she was used to it. I told her, this is the last time, I don't believe you, she said. So many times you said it. Believe me, I said. You will see.

And then, do you want to know what I did then? I took ten bottles of whiskey I had stored in the kitchen and emptied them one by one in the sink. One by one, me standing over the sink and seeing the liquid go down. Since that night, not a drop. I kept my word. You see?»

«Now, Raja, I told him after a long pause, I'll ask you something else. Since we are here on holidays, isn't it a gook chance for us to go without much food, to desintoxicate ourselves with a few days fast?»

Clever as he was, he admitted the problem. «Yes, it's a big problem. I

don't know… I weigh 230 pounds. What can I do about it?»

«It's overeating» I said «We must try to cut..»

«But you are slim.»

«Yes, but I am toxicated. I have not fasted for a long time, many years. I need to clean my blood. We can do it together. We can start tomorrow, if you want to...»

«Yes, we'll start tomorrow», he said, but very vaguely, without any determination.

«You know, I went on, before we start, we must say a few things about another factor, the psychological cause in overeating.»

«What do you mean?»

«I think that perhaps there is a painful feeling within, an emptiness, a suppressed sadness, that one tries to forget or to push it deep down through overeating. Probably, it's the same with alcoholism. It kills painful sadness, grievance, complaint. You know, I've been an orphan myself, since my sixth year of life. And I knew my father was arrested by the Germans, during the second World War, stayed in prison for one year, then taken to Germany to forced labor or concentration camps where he got lost. This privation, you understand, leaves a big hole within the child in the mind, the psyche. Unfortunately, this hole can't disappear, can't be filled up with anything, either alcohol, or overeating, or traveling. Do you see the point?»

«Yes,» he said quietly, weakly. We stayed silent for some time. He didn't show any emotion. He had buried them long ago, to be able to deal with the hard life of the uneducated immigrant. He was a cleaner in office buildings, he had told me once, but now he worked less, because he had build some apartments which he rented to immigrants in Vancouver, where he lived.

Of course, nothing started the next day. On the contrary, I saw him in the Indian dining room, at noon, holding a very large bowl which could take in three normal portions of rice. He took it to his daughter's room, his relatives did the same, and they ate lunch there, far from common sight, to their big, big fill. When they came to our room, some time after lunch, they walked up the steps very slowly, with more effort than usual, and with bigger bellies.

Here they were in India, escaping their addictions, which had already seriously damaged their health, only to give themselves up to a new addiction, or to continue the old one in a new environment, with a different kind of tastes and meals. Devotion to or belief in Sai Baba served probably as an excuse, as an escape from or an embellishment of their miserable inner states.

In the room next to us I saw four young men. I happened to hear them talk and I concluded they were North American's. They followed the program strictly, that is, they went to the morning and afternoon darshan, sitting for hours in the big hall and attending the performance of Sai Baba's walk among the rows of «devotees» and collecting letters. One of them, a Canadian, as he told me, noticed that I never went to Darshan, spending this time on the balcony, in the sun, often writing something, or recording on my pocket-size tape-recorder.

One noon, after lunch, we met on the way to our rooms. I had told him before, that I had a brother in Canada, architect, housing planner and consultant, working for the Government, and we knew each other a bit. So I decided to open a discussion.

«Nice, warm weather,» I said. «A nice place for holidays.» 

«Yes», he said, keeping himself reserved and distant. I went on saying. «While in Europe and Canada the temperature is below zero, we enjoy sunshine and +25 degrees Celcius. I sit in the sun long hours.» 

«Don't you come to Darshan?» He asked a bit shocked. 

«No, never, I said, except once or twice in the beginning.» 

«Have you not come here for Sai Baba? He asked. Only for holidays?» 

«Yes,» I said simply and happy because I had provoked this reaction which would allow me to know how he felt about the place and the cult established here. I went on. It is such a nice place with all that multicolored population of men and women. One can see here, on the way to meals, to darshan, to shopping, so many beauties: Italian, Spanish, American, Russian and other Slav countries... It is like a festival, a multinational parade of women of all ages.»

Now, the young Canadian man, around 30, became more reserved. But I went on, in spite of it:

«And so cheap, eh? Four meals a day and lodging for one dollar USA. It sounds so attracting; interesting. Don't you think that is why so many people come here from all parts of the world?»

I don't know how he felt at these words of mine. I know that he didn't allow himself to be aware of his feelings and he covered them quickly by saying.»

«I came here for Sai Baba.»

He played devotion already too seriously, I thought. In an obvious contrast to this reaction, a few days later I experienced the reaction of a young Malaysian man, who came in our room, when the three Fidgi-islanders-Canadians left for a trip to Hyderabad, in Central India, for a week.

When I told him, «A nice place for holidays here, cheap food, cheap bed,   lots   of beauties,   Indian   beauties,   American,   Spanish,   Italian beauties.» He burst into a happy laughter, with an element of shyness in it, as if I revealed his secret, his deeper motive for coming here, which he tried to suppress.

We became good friends, after that. He trusted me. So, I dared to ask. «You told me this is the third time you come here. Have you not found your girl yet?»

Now, he burst into a stronger laughter. When he stopped, he asked me: «How do you know I am unmarried?» I had sensed it from his behavior, but I had to find a logical reason so that he may not suspect something offending. I said: «Well, I see you are so young, and I supposed....»

He liked my answer but he reacted immediately: «I am not so young... I am thirty three...And I am not married, you are right...»

«Are you trying to meet some girls? Are you looking around?» He hesitated before he answered. «Yes, not so much. There is no time inside the Ashram, with all the long-hours of sitting in the hall...»

«What about outside the Ashram?» I asked.

«Outside, plenty of time,» he said.

After this discussion, I didn't see much of him. Probably he spent his days outside the Ashram, in the village where many tourists lived in rented rooms, and could meet during walks for shopping in various dining or drinking places.

What a difference, I thought, with the Canadian young man. The defense against his inner true feeling was so much stronger than in the Malaysian young man, who, each time he came back to our room, he said smiling, almost laughing: «Well-said, Angelo, cheap food, cheap lodging, and lots of beauties... Indian beauties, Italian beauties, Russian, Spanish...ho...ho...ho...»

At the public telephone room I met an Italian woman of about 40, just at the moment she was trying to communicate on the phone in French. She asked me to listen to what was said from the automatic operator in France. As I know French well, I understood the numbers and told her to write them down.

Leaving this room, we walked together for a while, and when she understood that I doubted all this cult, the materializations and everything, and that there was a dangerous element in all that, she was a bit shocked but did not become negative. On the contrary, she said she would like to meet me again and talk. So we arranged to meet in the afternoon in my room.

When she came, my room was empty, so I asked her if she would like to come in or sit on the balcony. She didn't show any fear or shame, on the contrary she showed to like the idea to be the two of us together in the room. Of course this was against the regulations of the Institution, but she didn't mind, because she didn't have the intention to do anything immoral. Neither did I. She was in her forties, still looking young and nice.

I asked her to give me her hand. She did willingly. Then I passed the fingers of me left hand round her wrist, touching it lightly and sensitively. She felt thrilled and she showed it. «You see?» she told me after a while, «This is also magic, what you are doing now ... to me...Sai Baba is doing magic in another way...What is wrong with it?»

I had told her in the morning that I am a psychologist, and now she interpreted her thrill in her body and feeling from my touching her wrist as a kind of suggestion or excitement or hypnosis I was submitting her to. I told her: «What you are feeling now is a natural erotic sensation and the corresponding excitement in your heart, your feelings. Something you could feel with any other man in the same conditions. I am not a magician, a juggler.»

«And what is wrong if Sai Baba is a magician, a «materializer» of various valuable things like rings and watches. Why is it dangerous, as you said?»

«That is not dangerous, I answered. I have been today at the bookshop. I looked at the books by which children learn reading and writing in the primary schools which are owned or directed by Sai Baba. Look here, I bought one of them. It says on the head lines: «Sai Baba teaches you to read. Sai Baba teaches you to write. Sai Baba is your father, your supreme teacher...etc.» In the same book it is announced: «SaiBaba's tests for A class children. Sai Baba's book for Arithmetic etc....» You know, I talked once to a Greek who was born and educated in Russia. His Greek parents escaped to Russia after the civil war in Greece in 1948. He showed me the ABC book of the Russian school he attended: It read «Stalin is your father. Stalin gives the life. Stalin gives the light. Stalin is your supreme teacher.» You see the process of personal idolatry in both cases. If any such man has taken a position of power can do very much mischief, evil. Stalin exterminated millions of Russians and people of the east Europe countries    he    submitted    and    exploited    through    his    appointed representatives-dictators.»

When I finished, she remained thoughtful. Then she added: «Yes, I've noticed that only his name is heard everywhere. No one else exists here as a person. All are his servants»

«Now, tell me, I asked her, about the text «Life-Givers, Life Savers, Women of all the World» which I gave you in the morning. Have you read it?»

«No, I didn't find the time. But I could read it now, here in. Is it all right?»

«Of course, I said. As long as my roommate is not coming. But then, we could sit on the balcony and go on.»

She read it aloud and without an interruption. I'll give here the second half of this text, the first part of which I gave in the first chapter.

If this course of action is given all due respect, attention, energy, it will most probably invert the course of mankind going to chaos or destruction. After this inversion, this revolution in the hearts of people, a new situation will most probably appear in politics. Only good-hearted, unselfish, loving individuals male or female will claim candidature, expose themselves to leadership in each country or tribe, since this leadership will offer them many opportunities to do service to mankind, and no opportunity for personal profit of any kind. Their salaries will be the same as the salaries of directors in civil services. Another very valuable change could be: only people with at least 10 years of service in the state will have the right to be candidates for leadership. During these 10 years, their character, their abilities, their goodness, their humanity or inhumanity will be well known among their colleagues.

But this change and many others will come later. The awakened consciousness and will for the good of mankind will project and effect the necessary changes in the political and administrative structure of the states. The first and most urgent duty now is to invert the destructive course.

The political party led only by women under the name «Life-givers, Life-savers, Women of all the World» should launch and enact the only positive, really human action in this dangerous, deteriorating, chaotic world, led by criminal males for so many thousands of years of known history. The action of stopping wars by abolishing the right of separate governments, or leaders, of groups or tribes to declare war against any human group.

This will soon lead to the control of arms production and later the prohibition of production, selling and buying of arms in any separate countries, except in a few factories controlled by the UN Directory. This production will be in the hands of UN army, to be possibly used against some leaders or groups declared dangerous for the world peace, on account of their war action.

Every good thing will follow. Without the fear of war, which has been the heaviest burden on mankind for so long, the fear will lessen in the hearts and minds of human beings, and they will flourish in goodness, in sharing their goods which vary from climate to climate. And they will flourish in any way destined to their high human kind.

One more question. If this is a great new movement, how can we avoid its slipping into dogmatism, fanaticism, inner fragmentation as has happened with all historical movements, ideological, religious, economic, political, etc. This movement has nothing in common with all those movements. They were conceived in the minds of males and were enacted by males who used them for acquiring power, high positions, fame, brutal superiority, conquest in blood and fire. This movement can only be born in the hearts of mothers, of the Life-givers women of all the world. And it will not degenerate if it remains in the heart, if it always turns back to this source to draw up new strength.

This movement can only have a similarity with the primal, genuine, Christian movement. Have you ever noticed or learnt about the essence of the Christian movement in relation to women? You will understand it if you know the situation then. You can read it in many chronicles, or books of that time called antiquity, Roman antiquity.

Men could lawfully use as many women as they wanted. They could lawfully throw away as rubbish or kill in any monstrous way the newborn or grown up children, boys and girls, especially girls. They could lawfully do incest with their 
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CHAPTER ONE

TOLERANCE OR VASSALAGE?

The Dutch woman next to me (not exactly next, because there was an empty seat between us) turned to me and said, «Now we are approaching New Delhi».

«Oh, really?» said I and immediately turned my head left, to the window. I was pleasantly impressed by the sight. The vastness of the area below us was something that moved within me the feeling of the unlimited, of the unending extension, not only of the land, but of the feeling also.

The area, or rather, the areas below us looked hilly and surfaced at the same time. Probably they were plateaus, but I didn’t know at what altitude. I could see large patches of green, most probably cultivated lands, but the whitish or light brown areas, probably arid or uncultivated, were much larger in proportion.

But the main feeling of the vastness and limitlessness of the hand expanded within me and I expressed it, though silently, in words, «Mother India! The womb of the Earth!»

Having absorbed and enjoyed the sight, I turned my look at the Dutch lady and her son. She was playing with him, using her hand so pleasantly, so sensually, on all of his body, that the beautiful creature was sailing on, or rather immersed in a sea of happiness of ecstasy, of bliss. The veins on her hands were full of blood, almost swollen with blood, running through, so that I could guess how warm they must have been, and how pleasant the sensation on the boby’s skin, and how full, how blissful was his heart. I was so much impressed, so happy with the happiness of both baby and mother, that I thought that, probably because of such sensations and feelings of blissful happiness we have had in our very early days, we are, able later to withstand, bear and not be shattered by the otherwise shattering, liquidating experiences we are going through, most of us, in childhood and later years. The foundation of happiness is there, stable, immovable, unthwarted as a rock.

Mother and baby exchanged words now. Few words, one by one as if each one was the verbal expression of the whole feeling of joyfulness within. The boy was articulating words but also short combinations of words, short sentences meaningful and correct as spoken English. I was amazed. I thought and immediately told the mother «He must be two and a half?»

«No, she said, a little less than two».

It was amazing.  So young, so good speech!  The lady felt my amazement and spoke again. «Do you know what he said the other day? He told me, «mom, you are wonderful, indeed». The word indeed, with a long, long e: and highly stressed. I felt as surprised and happy as the mother was feeling.

Last night, or rather, very early this day about 02.00, Ι had boarded an aircraft in Frankfurt airport that would take me to Bombay, with a stop at Delhi. The Dutch woman, around 30 years of age, sat next to me, by the window. The baby was restless and cryful for some time. The long hours of waiting at the airport, the strong lights, the noises, the voices, all that was too stressful to him, and mom couldn't easily push him into sleep. She also was tense.

As for me, in the waiting hall before the boarding gate of Air India, I did my usual things to avoid stress from oversitting on a chair, and the long waiting. I started walking along the passages left near the walls of the big room. It was not annoying to the seated people because it took some time to do the round of the room, so they did not see me pass before them very often.

After 20 minutes walk, I sat down and started doing rounds with my hands from the wrist; then doing rounds with my feet from the ankle. I was doing these movements rhythmically, eyes closed, without any feeling of showing off. Nevertheless, comments came from an Indian, around 35, who was a loudspeaker often in the hall. «Are you a yogi, baba?»

No answer on my part, not even opening my eyes. I relaxed completely motionless for a while, then another 15 minutes walk. Just then the loudspeaker announced, «Passengers to New Delhi and Bombay are requested…» At last we had gone through the long delay.

I gave the above description in order to explain why the Dutch lady asked me, when seated on the same row close by, «Are you doing Yoga?»

«No, I said, I have improvised these movements in order to avoid stress, tension from long-time immobility when I have to wait».

She asked some more questions: «Do you often go to India?»

«No, first time» I said. She looked as if she did not expect such an answer. «Will you stay long?» «My visa is for three months» I said. «I hope I will stay that long».

«And what is your purpose in going to India? Do you have any relatives or friends there?»

«No, I said. But allow me not to tell you the purpose of my trip».

In the meantime, the baby was less restless, though he wouldn't go to sleep. I turned my attention to him, looked at him in the eyes. He did not react negatively, as he did before some time, when I tried to make contact with him. I smiled. He didn't, though his eyes reacted positively. Then, I raised my hand very very slowly, and with the forefinger I drew circles in the air slowly before his eyes. He followed the course of the finger three times and then he fell asleep. He had been so tired, so upset by the whole process.

As soon as he fell asleep, I saw the mother fully awake. So I thought, «I will give her it to listen to.» I took my small taperecorder from the bag I carried with me, looked for the cassette and put it in the player. I bent to her side and asked hesitantly, «If you are not too tired, would you like to listen to this cassette, for some time? If it does not appeal to you, you can stop at any moment and give it back to me.»

«With pleasure, she said. Give me.»

I showed her how to handle it, volume control, play, rewind etc. She pressed the play button, and put the player on her ear. In a few seconds, she pressed the stop button and turned to ask me, «I understand the English, but what is the other language in which it is translated?»

I was expecting the interruption and the question. «Greek, I said, my language».

«Are you reading the text?» she asked.

«Yes».

«The sound is very good».

«Because the recording was done in a radio station studio where I give talks. But this text is not mine. I only translated it and broadcasted it, several times. Now you can go on listening.»

She did eagerly. Twenty minutes passed. I was following by my watch. I thought:

«It may be too much for her.» So, when at some moment she turned and told me «Nice music for the interval» I said, «Yes, it’s Beethoven, the 5th symphony. You can stop now if you so wish».

She stopped and gave me back the cassette-player. I put it on my ear, turned it on and I realized that she had heard up to that point.

I'll give now the text she had heard so far, not the whole of it.

«The Life-givers, Life savers Women of all the World»

Friends listeners, I have received from England a text, so important that I felt the need to translate and broadcast it. It is entitled «The Life-givers, Life savers, Women of all the World.» This is addressed to women of all the world who are conscious of the state in which mankind has been trapped during this century. And it is going to declare the possibility of a radical change in this state. A change that can only be initiated by these women. And perhaps enacted only by them, or perhaps with the cooperation of conscious, unselfish men of every age. In a few sentences Let us sum up this state in a few sentences: Two World wars and dozens of other smaller-scale wars, going on even on this day with more than a hundred million dead and a similar number of orphans and widows. Can you see a common cause in all these wars? Men wishing more power. Extension of power and domination in larger areas. More lands and subjects, more raw materials, more workers for cheap production, more wear to sell, more profits for themselves personally and for their subject countrymen, indifferent to the horrible massacres and to the immense pain of the young soldiers and the non fighting population of women, children, and older men. Can you believe that women in power, conscious of their motherhood, could have launched such holocaust and destructions?

The quantities of raw maters consumed and destroyed during these wars, petroleum, oil, steel, aluminum, coal, copper, rubber, wood, glass, and other exhaustible materials are incalculable and never again repossessible. These materials could cover the needs of rational consumption perhaps for the next two or three centuries.  The remaining quantities of them today, are consumed at such a high rate, either for war action going on or regular military training, for the unnecessary circulation of dozens of millions of cars, or for useless massive transportation of hundreds of millions of tourists to and from the capital cities of the world, that they will soon be exhausted, perhaps in the next two or three decades.

Women, mothers of mankind, you love your children, your children's children and all the children of the world. You know, how beautiful creatures they are when very young, before they fall in the hands of the «educators» who distort their human essence by teaching them to be no human but English, French, American, Chinese, Russian etc. Not human but Christian, Protestant, Catholic, Eastern Orthodox, Buddhist, Hindus etc. Or atheists Darwinian, Socialist, Communist, Nazi, Fascist, Liberal, Republican etc. Do you see the root or the early start of dehumanization of human beings? This separatism and rinism, gives men: politicians, soldiers, business men, ambassadors, and so many others, a lazy profession to practice, an easy, effortless life, high positions of power, money, satisfactions, vast possibility to exploit subject people in many ways psychologically, financially, sexually. They have a very real and multifold profit from this separatism and they do cultivate it in public schools from a very small age. They know what they are doing. It all goes on very well from generation, to generation mechanically, unconsciously, in a state of hypnotism of the entire mankind.

Women, the Life givers, mothers of the next generations. Can you also be Life-savers? Savers of the mankind that is going fast to its destruction, under the leadership of selfish, aggressive,   short-sighted,  power-minded  or  money-minded males. Can you invert the cause? Of course you can.

Remember: you vote for them to be governors, leaders; you supply them with the power to proclaim wars, to cause the killing of innumerable people; your progeny, your creation. You allow industrialists and businessmen to consume the remaining exhaustible ressources, by buying their useless products or services.

Is there a way of action to avoid an imminent catastrophe? Meditate on it. There may be many ways of action according to the situation: country, culture and other factors. But the success of your action can only have one basis; your loving heart, your clear mind, not to give politicians the right to proclaim wars any longer.

How could you obtain this? First, by massive signing of a declaration that you shall never again participate  in the general elections unless the parliament and the government in each country abolish from the constitution the close which gives the leaders, presidents, prime-ministers or kings the right to proclaim wars: nationalistic, religious, tribal, civil, or any other kind of war.

Second: by founding a political party whose leaders shall be only female, but will ask for the support of all sensible and good-hearted women and men, young and old. This party will have in the beggining, in all countries where it can be founded, one aim, one principle: deprive the separate governments, the separate part-leaders, or tribe-leaders or any other leader, the right to proclaim war, to induce war action in any form, for whatever reason. This party in each country, either in the opposition or in the government, or in power, will demand and impose the abolition of such right.

It is natural to be asked: How can a country, a tribe, a minority etc, defend itself against attacks, if not by counterattack, by war action?  The answer is:  Together with the abolition  of this right  the   United Nations Directory; the Security Council and other administrations, will take up the responsibility to declare any leader, or group of leaders who proclaim war action as outlaws, war criminals, most dangerous persons, subject to detention and perhaps to death penalty as soon as arrested. At the same time, every leader of country, party, tribe, minority etc. will be free to refer in writing, or in person, either as an individual or as a committee, to the United Nations Directory expounding the possibly injustice, suffered, ask for an inspection of the situation on the spot by an international committee. If a real injustice is proved to have taken place by other leaders, they will all be called to meet with the international committee, and a correction will be demanded and imposed by decision of the international committee. But if the projected injustice is only a pretext of the leader or leaders, in order to gain a position of leadership among a group of people, using nationalistic, separative tribal, religious or any other man-made conceptual slogans, then, his or her or their demands will be considered false, dangerous, and will be rejected.

The main line of thought and judgment in solving these disputes will be: We are all humans, this is the only and highest reality. All differences and separate qualities: ethnic, religious, or other, are man-made ideas, concepts and hence pseudo-realities, and must never again be a cause of antagonism, enmity, war. This is only the game of the selfish, inhuman, or dehumanized leaders or prospective leaders, and will not be respected in any way.  On the contrary, it will always be dismantled, unveiled, so that liars are faced with their lies and are bared of any value.

I saw that she had heard half of the text. After that, we said nothing. I thought I shouldn't give her the recorder to continue listening; it would be rude, too demanding, because she probably needed rest and sleep.

Now, as we were approaching Delhi, I asked her her impression from the text. She said, «very good, very important. But I couldn’t understand how it could be started.»

I was well impressed by her interest on this text. I told her, «You didn't listen to all of it, that's why you have this blank»

«Oh, she said, was there some more? Why didn't you let me listen to the end?»

I realized my mistake. I explained why. I added that I could give her the typed text, a photocopy, but it was in the other piece of my luggage I had delivered to the aircraft service.

«But I am getting out in Delhi. Perhaps, we meet again,», she said.

«India is too big, to expect something like that, I said. May I ask you when are you going back to Holland?»

«I don't know, she said, I'll probably stay in India a long time»

«With your husband? Are you staying in India together?»

«No, I'll stay with some friends, I have here from long ago, since I was a small child. You know, when I was only two years old, my mother came to India with me and used to spend half of her time in India.»

«With your father?»

«No, they lived separately»

I felt intensely that the lady, Margaret her name, was going to relive her childhood through her young son. She was coming to India now that he was exactly two years of age, as she was then. And she was going to live, probably, part of her next years in India, trying to relive her happy (or, unhappy?) childhood.

She would not be the woman who would have a sustained interest in what she had heard in that text. She was going to have great moments and years of happiness and creative occupation in living with her son and bringing him up.

We landed at New Delhi. The lady got out, and after a while, our craft continued to Bombay. There, I would have to take another flight to Bangalore. I had also to go to the other airport, the domestic lines one. When I was there, I saw that I would have to wait several hours for the next flight. I had plenty of time to be with myself. Which I did. There, I had the following inner dialogue, at some quiet place inside the airport.

I am in India. At last. How often in the past I had said, «I must go to India, it will be very good for me». And then immediately I replied to this thought, «I know everything about the Indian philosophy, the best of it, as one can find it in Krishnamyrti teachings. Who can tell you something more important?». Then another «me», another thought-feeling was coming up

and saying, «You know the intellectual statements taught from ever and ever, but do you know if people are living them and how they live them? Don't you think that this is more important to know than anything you learnt through books?» And then another «me», (I hope that, by now, you have realized, dear reader, that I am trying to remember the fact that I am not something stable, a permanent, steady entity, that I am only many different thoughts, feelings, reactions, hopes, fears, etc.); well, another thought, another «me» came in, stronger this time, saying, «You are stuck in repetition, you are in danger. You, the best of you, your possibility of

evolving, through learning more about other people and yourself through finding yourself in different situations, this best element in you, in your being, is wasted because of the repetitive routine in which you are caught now. How are you going to evolve unless you test yourself in new situations, surroundings, amidst new people, new mentalities? You must meet them and test yourself and learn more about yourself and change yourself by denying what petty or inappropriate behaviors you'll observe about yourself in this test. You already know several blunders you do from time to time, almost compulsively, inattentively. Will you repeat them during your stay in India? So, besides what you call the Mission «End of Millennia, End of war», you have this good work to do on yourself.

For the flight from Bombay to Bangalore, I had to wait 10 hours. The first one was at 17.00, but it was canceled, I was told at some information post. Nobody knew when it would be the next one. Two Dutch women I met at the Bombay airport, and took a taxi together with them to the domestic lines Bombay airport, told me there would be a flight at 01.00. But when at 23.00 I asked which gate I had to go to for this flight, I was told that it was canceled. I asked two or three more people of Indian Airlines. One of them said that the flight will take place, the others insisted on not. They were wrong. The flight took place at about 03.00. I thought, the confusion is justified: too much air traffic, too many domestic flights, the people functioning like civil servants... Natural... I was out of the Bangalore airport at 05.00, still dark, almost night.

The two Dutch ladies, around 60 years of age, often walking hand in hand, were there outside the airport. One of them, the leader of the two, told me that we can share the taxi, but she had to look for a fourth person, so that the share was less. We were close to the taxis which were waiting for passengers. Then, the leading lady saw a taxi driver who got into his car and was ready to start. She also saw the woman who had got into the back seat of the taxi. She spoke to her:

«Where are you going? To Puttaparthi?»

«Yes», answered the young lady.

«And how much will you pay?»

«Thirteen hundred rupies»

«No, said, almost shouted, the Dutch lady, that's a cheat. 800 rupies is the right pay. No more. We are going there too, we'll share it. Come out». She almost ordered the young lady to come out.

I was shocked at her ways. The young lady came out, a bit hesitantly, wondering what will happen next. The taxi-driver had lost a good transfer, his day's wages, perhaps, but he did not protest. No shouts, no aggression. I was again surprised, happily surprised at the meekness, the lack of open, uninhibited aggression I was used to see in my country, in similar transactions, or circumstances. Surely I am here among people with different behaviour, different attitude, relationship with the other person, a really civilized, humanized attitude and relationship.

In the meantime, I had the time to observe the young lady. She was brown, not Indian brown, but a bit lighter brown. Later, in the taxi, she told us she was from Barbados islands. She was thin and short, very graceful. She spoke good English in a singing voice, high-toned, so high that it sounded like a small bird's melo singing. We met several times where we lodged and we learned from each other. But before I relate about what we learned, I must say what happened there, with the taxi-driver and the Dutch ladies, particularly the leading one. She started talking to another taxi-driver so abruptly, so boss-wise, that I felt a deep disgust, for her manners. She insisted that the regular (or legal) payment was 800 rupies and the four of us would pay 200 each. The driver was so upset, so embarrassed, that I felt really sorrowful. In his words and movements, he was snowing as if he were to be robbed or killed. I found later that this was quite justified because the distance to Puttaparthi, our destination, was 160 km, total 320 km with the return. The 800rupies (corresponding to $ 22 only) would allow him no wages, his daily bread. It would cover the cost of fuel and other long - term expenses, and the hire-cost. The taxi was not his, of course; it belonged to a certain organization, the manager of which was in Puttaparthi.

The Dutch lady not only did not feel the driver's anxiety and stress, but she tried to terrorize him, saying that the Sai-Baba in Puttaparthi has confirmed the fare to be 800 rupies and that he was transgressing the regulation. The Barbados young lady, probably feeling disgusted with the Dutch old lady's behavior, told her, intervening in the discussion: « I pay all that he asked me, come with me, you are my guest». At this, the Dutch lady became silent for a moment, for a short moment. In that moment she could have seen her behavior, her stupid miserhood and aggresivity. But she did not allow awareness to come into being. Probably, she was afraid, dreaded to see what she had to look at,

So, she did not respond to the young lady's invitation, but she pushed her way to the driver. «Get in. Let's go.» The driver was almost at a breakdown point. He wanted to take the transfer, it should be his wages for that day, but at the same time he felt that he would do the work for nothing, perhaps for a loss, instead of a profit. He became so anxious and nervous that I couldn't understand what he was saying. I asked. I was told, he wanted 1200 rupies, at least, for the transfer, which is, I made out, 300 rupies for each of us 4. I said to him, «That's OK 300 rupies from each of us.» He said, «Yes? OK?». He was not sure the Dutch lady would agree. He was right. «No,» the lady shouted in a manly way of talking, body posture and deep voice. «I've come to Puttaparthi 6 times, and I know it's 800.».  «It's not the same as  before»,  the driver insisted anxiously. «Prices have gone a bit up. How shall I pay for the petrol?» «Get in, let's go» the lady ordered again. I was really shocked. The neurotic miser lady brought to my mind what I read a month ago in a book about India and Indonesia, Bali and other areas; especially about the invasions of the Europeans, Portuguese, Dutch, and other. I had been shocked, wounded in my humanity at the incidents of the Dutch army attacking some Bali places where the population had won its independence for some time, after a small-scale, peaceful revolution. The Dutch hit and killed with cannonballs first, and then the infantry marched with their rifles against the place where the Bali people were concentrated. The Bali leaders, priests and others, came out of the temple, walked into the front area, took their bodkins (sharp small knives) out of their cases and started killing themselves, piercing their chests and hearts with them. A dignified self-death to avoid the beastly slaughtering by the butcher-wolves, the Dutch.

I felt the same shock now by the behavior of the Dutch lady. To express my disgust I said silently. «The wolfs, again. The European wolves in India again. They have changed their clock, their appearance. They come as tourists. God save India!»

With this inner talk, I took out my disgust and indignation, partly, at least.

I went into the taxi, «Let's be going» I said. «Are you paying the 300?» I asked the Barbados girl. «Of course», she said. «If they don't pay the 300, I told the driver, I'll pay the rest.» «O.K. Let's go», said the Dutch lady, «but we shall ask the manager at Puttaparthi. If he says 800 is the price for the transfer, we shall pay 200 each. If he says 1200, then we shall pay 300 each. Agree?» «Yes, OK» said the driver, still anxious and nervous; but he got into the car and the trip started.

Me and the two Dutch ladies sat in the back seat, the Barbados girl in front, next to the driver. Me rather thin and slim, a bit less than 60 kgs, but the two ladies rather fat, certainly more than 80 kgs, each, so I felt pressed in the small narrow cab. The two ladies were speaking between them in a loud voice. Actually the leading one spoke almost exclusively, and the other one, used by her almost as a spare self of herself, nodded from time to time, with an emphatic, stressed «yes», that sounded as if she participated in the speech of the other lady. Soon I realized, though, that this «yes» was so mechanical, it came out at some completely inappropriate moments, at some other moments it was absolutely irrelevant to what was said, that I made sure that she didn't follow what the other was saying, that it was a soliloqui. Compulsive talking it was, compulsive «yes!» it was, I thought and I was really terrified by this instance, though I had noticed and observed compulsive talking elsewhere, especially at the place I was living before I left for India. I was going to get more shocked from the same phenomenon later, during my stay in India, but now I had to do something to stop it. I could tolerate it, by observing it passively, with no reaction from the «me», just like hearing a chattering record, and so remain unaffected.

But I wanted to talk to the Barbados girl, I wanted to know more about how she felt, or what brought her to India. I could suspect what brought to India, for the sixth time, the fat Dutch old lady. Before I left the place I was living, I was told by several young men and wdmen about their experiences from their trip to India. They had all been at Puttaparthi, in Sai Baba's place or Ashram, they had gone to India exclusively for a stay in that place. Among several remarks about their stay there, the more impressive was about the cost of the stay.

«You buy a coupon for a meal for only 6 rupies» the young man of about 35 years old told me there. «They serve 2 full meals, one breakfast and one afternoon meal of beverage and sweets, for a total cost of 20 rupies. Your bed costs 11 rupies, total 31 rupies. This is less than one $USA, because you get 35 rupies for one dollar. Very cheap, the young man continued. «I stayed there for 6 months».

I did not ask him what he was doing all day during these 6 months. But a girl told me that there is queuing for the meals, because of the overpopulation in the ashram, so I thought that queuing and eating four times a day was enough to be busy with and not to be idle for long hours.

Having this information in store, I could suspect, as I said, the purpose of the sixth trip to India (exclusively to Puttaparthi) of the Dutch lady. Most probably it was cheap food, lots of food and coffee-milk and Indian sweets. This time the fat lady brought with her the other fat lady, may be her sister or just an acquaintance, to introduce her to the paradise of the affluent and almost free of charge food of the Sai Baba's Ashram.

As I am not going to refer again to the two Dutch ladies, I shall only add that I saw them several times inside the Ashram, walking hand in hand, like young girls in childhood, attached to each other among a foreign crowd. Sometimes, they were so belly-full that it came out in their slow walking pace and any attentive observer could suspect how much they had eaten. (A second full portion of rice and sauce was served in the same meal, at request, without charge, as I experienced it during my stay in the Ashram).

Everything in their ways showed that they were unmarried old ladies, probably in their early sixties, and all the frustrations and deprivations they had gone through because of their lonely lives, were coming out, or rather found an escape in compulsive overeating, over-talking, the hand to hand attachment when moving around. The last time I saw them after 20 days, they looked obviously farter, several kgs. fatter than this first day of our meeting.

After a period of silence, I leaned forward and asked the Barbados girl, «Is this your first time in India, in Puttaparthi?»

«No, the second», she said in her melodious singing voice, and the graceful, smiling expression on her face, which she never missed when talking to someone, as I noticed later, at our meetings inside the Ashram.

«As this is my first time in Puttaparthi, may I ask you why you are coming here again, from such a far away country?»

I felt that this could not be the case of looking for cheap lodging and food, to spend holidays or idle time. She was still young, but you couldn't easily tell her age. The body was small, no breasts, it seemed like having been pressed or inhibited to develop, but the vivid movement of the body, the cheerful expression of the face, the singing but childish voice, showed an urge to develop into another phase, to live fully the experiences appropriate to her age and sex.

«Well, she answered, last time I was here, I met Sai Baba and....»

She hesitated about what to say next. She was emotional, her eyes sparkled.

«And....what?» I insisted.

«I felt something strong, something very good, in my heart, from the meeting with that man.» she explained.

«Did he touch you?» I asked.

«No», she replied quickly, «no physical touch, but he talked to me from very near, very close to my face. And I felt a strange feeling. I could not resist not coming again.»

«Are you married?» I asked, though I felt she was not.

«No, I am not married», she responded emphatically.

«Have you ever been in love?» I continued.

«No, never».

«Not even as a young girl, in school. Didn't your heart beat fast for some boy?»

«Yes, perhaps», she said discreetly.

Though my questions could seem indiscreet, I was, I suppose she felt it too, very friendly, discreet and polite with her. I only wanted to understand her mind and her to understand herself, to have an insight into her behaviour.

«Well, I told her, that strange, strong feeling you had there, with Sai Baba, was like an erotic feeling, a love response, don't you think?»

She tried to deny it, but she was not sure now. I explained to her, that it was natural for her, for her age and status, to feel erotic, sexual when meeting a man.

«No, not that thing,» she tried to explain.

«Why?» I insisted.

«Because no marriage for me, no children, nothing of the kind. I know it».

I was surprised at her answer. I couldn't understand what she meant by that. I said only, «I hope we'll meet again in the Ashram.»

«Oh yes, yes» she said, cheerfully and positively, which indicated that she wanted to learn about herself, though on the surface she believed that she knew everything about her present life and of her life in the years to come.

We met several times inside the Ashram, by chance and not by appointment, on the way to the dining rooms, or outside the shopping complex. Each time I brought the discussion directly on how she felt about the relationship with a man, marriage, family. Once she said, «I want my freedom.»

«Freedom from what, from whom?»

«From my sister, my brother, my parents.»

I understood that she was feeling being pressed, dominated by her family, though she was already 30 years of age and living alone. Perhaps the situation in her childhood was very difficult, being' the last of three children in the family. Her parents, she explained to me, were not good to her. That could mean that she was not accepted as she was, her idiosyncrasy, temperament was not understood and so she felt rejected. Her star sign was that of the Aries, and I knew how independent, bold, courageous that type of person is, how egocentric also, which can result in being disliked or hated by people who do not understand the positive side of these trends and do not give them the opportunities to be expressed usefully, creatively for the person itself and for people in the immediate environment.

At  some  other  meeting  she  told  me  that,   last time,   Sai  Baba «materialized» a ring in front of her and presented her with it. I thought, «Is that ring that made her come back here, spend so much money for the ticket, and spoil her vacation in having such a hard time?» (I'll explain later what I mean by «hard time») It might be. At that meeting I explained to her that it was high time for her to look for a man to love, to marry, to have a child.

«No, she said emphatically. No marriage for me, no children.»

«Why?» I asked

«I was told so by a woman fortune-teller, in my country. She examined the coffee-cup and she saw it. It is written. It is my destiny.»

I was surprised. She looked so clever in every discussion we had, but this cleverness was not a real awakening to truth beyond superstitions.

«But I do not mind», she continued. «I have God. I believe in God. I have it within me since a child. You know, when I was only ten», I told someone at home, very assertingly, «I know there is God. I have seen God. I'll live with God». How could I, so small, talk like that? It was a revelation. So now, I have my decision. I will live for God.»

I explained to her: «You've been told about God in my school. But that is not God. God is life force, energy which gives life to bodies, to all forms of life. But these bodies are predetermined, programmed to develop, to evolve. So, the power of love, sex, child-bearing, child-rearing, all these capacities are activated by the same life-force, which one calls God. If you block this development, you do damage to these capacities, bodily, emotional, intellectual. In other words, you damage God, the idea of God, which essentially is the potential of the life force.

She listened to these words very attentively. She did not react. She understood. Then she told me.

«You know what did Sai Baba this morning? He «materialized» a ring and passed it to the ring-finger (the marriage-finger) of a woman from Malaysia. And he told her, ‘Next time you come here, husband will come.’ Imagine», she repeated to stress the incident, «he passed the ring to her ring-finger».

I could not exactly make out what she was feeling. Probably an unpleasant surprise for his movement, for the promise of a husband. He had not told her something similar when he had given her the ring, during to her previous visit to Sai Baba. A bit of jealousy? It could be natural, if she had fallen a bit attached with him, through allowing herself to believe in him, to cherish him like a substitute for what did not have in her life, that is interpersonal love, affection, consideration, respect for her needs and fulfilment of them.

I told her, «A substitute can never cover your needs, might it be God himself. And unless you see to that, you shall not be able to develop. Only after that in your late life you shall be able to detach yourself from the reactions of the body and mind. Then only you shall be able to love without seeking satisfaction for personal desires. First thing in life, see, understand your real needs and cover them.  This will give you the foundation of equilibrium, of balance, and from there you can move higher, later on.»

She absorbed these words, so much more eagerly as she had felt disappointed with Sai Baba this morning. Her attachment to her imaginary substitute father, or husband, or God, had began to fade out.

After a few   moments of silence, she said, «I came here for my monthly vacation from work.»

«May I ask what your work is?»

«I'm a civil servant. But don't think I'm someone important. I'm only a clerk.»

«You are a human, my dear girl, I said. You are the most important being on Earth.»

She remained motionless, silent. I added, «I wish I were much younger and let myself fall in love with you. You are such a lovable girl, cheerful, good-hearted, generous, I'm sure you would make me happy.»

She smiled and was moved. We parted. And this was my last meeting with the girl from Barbados at the Sai Baba Ashram. I wished the best for her, with all my heart.

CHAPTER 2

The Indian Sun Is Bigger

Back in the cub driving from Bangalore (in South India) to Puttaparthi. We started almost in dark. But as we moved out of the town and drove on the provincial road, it became less dark and soon there was enough light to see clearly the forms of trees, huts and houses in the fields. After some time I felt suddenly a focus of purple, warm light behind my skull, almost inside my brain. I turned right. There, far away at the end of the horizon over the enormous plain, there was the newly risen sun. A sun that looked definitely bigger than the sun I had observed so far during my life, whenever it happened to me to observe the process of sunrising. This sight made me connect it with the feelings I have had when witnessing the behavior of the Indian driver early this morning. I said silently, «A bigger sun in India, a bigger heart in Indians? Warmer sun, warmer hearts? It may be....»

I shall not describe what I was feeling as I was observing the kind of housing people were doomed to live in, as we crossed several small agglomerations, or villages. I was in the beginning of my trip and I would not allow myself to be fully aware of the total disgust, the appalling horror for the utter misery, poverty, sickness and beastly inhumanity of the conditions of their housing and living.

We stopped at the center of one of those villages, on the main road at the point where the market was. Here market means some people selling hot tea, coffee with or no milk and sugar. They pour it several times from cup to cup, from high up to down low between their hands, so that after a few seconds it gets cooler to the point you can put it into your month, slowly, cautiously, otherwise you burn your tongue. They also sell bananas, oranges, biscuits and other food.

Well, I was warned not to drink anything on the road, or outside the places where the quality of the water was controlled. Another thought in my memory was, «if it is boiled water, no danger.» So I had a hot drink, together with the others not so much because I needed it or felt like having it, but in order to have the opportunity to talk to the locals, to observe their living conditions, just there where they spent the whole of the day, and, as I observed later, part of the long night, at least some of them.

What impressed me more was that their booths, (shops, their selling space or place), made of hardboard, or pieces of iron-sheets or some other useless material, these booths were the extension of their houses which were hidden behind them. So, it was there that they spent all of their life, on the edge of the dirty road, full of holes filled with dirty waters which the «shop-keepers» threw in after washing up and other uses. Fortunately the passing vehicles had to slow down their speed when crossing this «center of the village» part of the road, so that the dust and the splash was less than it could be otherwise; they «had to», because of the people moving around or across or along this «center», this «market place» and because of the many vehicles parking alongside this spot.

Soon the driver reappeared, entered the car and we moved out. We had already done half of the distance, and in that first half, the driving was so fast that, if you wanted to enjoy the trip, you should suppress the fear you often felt in the presence of some dangerous conditions, or pretending that everything is O.K., you are safe, you are in good hands, and finally and in spite of the peculiar circumstances, good God High Up was there to protect you during this trip, too, as he had done so far in your life. This childish innocence and trust can really let you enjoy your trip. So, I let myself feel that I was in good steering hands. Twice the leading Dutch lady shouted to the driver in a bully voice, «Not so fast». They were the moments when he had to zig-zag to pass between two contrarily moving vehicles or to avoid a crash with a big lorry moving before him. The driver looked back at her automatically, instinctively, as if he had received a blow or an insult and wanted to retaliate, but no word came out of his mouth. Though very quick in his reaction, these moments, I felt, were really dangerous, because the driver was losing sight of his front, and the worst could have happened, but it would not be due to his fast driving, as the report on the accident would have read, but to the stupid manners of the Dutch fat lady. I only said, in both cases, «He is a very good driver», and no more interaction took place between them.

Nevertheless, I've been witnessing, seeing clearly, from the very beginning to the end of the trip, such a great tension and nervousness in the driver, that I could have really been afraid about our survival, if I had allowed myself to insist on that feeling. The fast and dangerous driving was probably a necessary outlet for his tense, perhaps unbearably tense emotions. This tension started early this morning during the discussion with the Dutch ladies, who, first, cancelled the 1300 rupies transfer he had agreed with the Barbados girl, and, second, tried to pay only 800 rupies for the transfer of 4 persons. Finally, the driver was not completely sure he would get the 600 rupies he had asked for them or they would only pay 400. All this emotional upset, all the aggressive and bullying manners, verbal expressions and tone of voice and movements of body and gestures of the leading Dutch lady, he took in and that was the cause of his great tension and nervosity. He was not able to throw a counter-attack, to reject the lady and the prospective transfer, (if he had done so, he would have probably stored no tension at all), because he had to hope to get a transfer for his daily wages. And he was depending for the vehicle on the owner of it, whether it was a person or a company with a boss over him or a union.

I had some strong doubts before, but now I could be more aware of them; doubts as to whether the so-called tolerance of the Indian people was an innate or a conscious trait of their character, either individually or collectively, racially, culturally. I had the feeling that to be consciously tolerant is a result of long and hard (in the beginning at least) work on oneself. You must also have the true and objective reasons for the value of this tolerant attitude and to what end it can contribute in yourself and in the others whom you relate to.

So, each time I was told, or I concluded myself, «Indians are tolerant, the most tolerant people in the world». I doubted the value of it. Now, in front of me, I had a man who was mad of rage, anger, hatred, he had all swallowed  before  the  Dutch  lady,   and  was   taking  it  out  (in a compensatory way) to the steering wheel and the 4 wheels of the car. But it didn't seem to come out so quickly or easily.

The same mad way of driving I saw in front of me many times that morning. I felt that Indians driving, these cars were in high stress, very tense. Pressure was coming from many sides to them. Firstly, by the inbuilt stress of poverty and all kinds of deprivations in their childhood and secondly, by the current conditions of their work. The long distances between Indian towns and cities, where they had to move to and from, the pressure from employers to deliver the materials or people on time, made the drivers so tense that they had to drive like the ones you see in detective films. And that's perhaps the reason for the traffic license on the roads. Rules are not respected, lines are not followed, except for the last moment when the meeting of the vehicles comes too near the disaster. I saw two such disasters in that morning. Later, in my few bus-trips through India, I witnessed many more such incidents. Some of them were typically the same. They were lorries which transported sand or gravel. I saw them in the middle of the road with the front part broken and lying on the ground. They could remind you of a bull with its front legs broken at the knees, and its head lying against the ground. Perhaps it was the overload, the speed, the heat, or the combination of these factors which brought about these accidents. And I don't know whether the drivers were killed, or injured, or safe. I was on a such lorry once, and, some moment, I heard a deafening explosion in it. It was the tyre that broke on, but fortunately it was the back one (;), and so the three of us in the boot suffered nothing.

But most of the road accidents I saw were crashes of small cars and motorcycles. I pitied the people who were killed or mutilated in them, but I could feel, after some repetitions of the sight, that the cause was the very stressful condition of the persons, the very aggressive way of driving, the lack of self-respect, and respect for the life of others. Life for them is such a torture that they do not seem to care for it very much.

So, I meditated, what others call tolerance, might be submission, forced, I mean self-forced obedience before the overpowering domination of the superior people in the family and in the many other social settings.

We reached Puttaparthi at about 11.00 hours. The Dutch lady asked for the boss of the taxi-driver, hoping to bargain again for the price. But his office was shut, himself was not seen around, and so the lady had to pay the 600 rupies agreed for the two of them. I looked at the driver collecting the money and I could feel his relief after so much anxiety. At last! What a painful experience, what a traumatic experience he had been through the transaction with the two European ladies. Did he record it deeply in his brain? Will he forget it? How will it influence his life, in the first or in the second case?

Do we know what a «terrorist» is? Have we studied psychologically the cases of terrorists? If we do, we may find out that they are persons who have been so much humiliated, used, exploited by people who stood over them, either as bosses or clients or super-intendents, «teachers», «parents» «guards» or any other role they happened to function in, so much pressed and suppressed, that one day, given certain conditions, like propaganda, suggestion, obedience to leaders etc, they may revenge their hurts by blowing up an aircraft, a bus or a train full of people, a «Chernobyl». Do we see that as long as we maintain, we support injustice, humiliation and exploitation of the inferiors by the superiors, we can never be safe? A «determined» terrorist could even blow up himself in order to revenge himself by blowing up the rest of the world.

CHAPTER 3

LET'S PLAY DEVOTION

Immediately after the entrance into the Ashram, I went through the registration procedure and then to the accommodation office. There I was told, «there are no rooms. Only the dormitory» By «dormitory» I understood a big hall with dozens of beds in it. I felt scared about the possible filth or stench in there and reacted instantaneously. «No, please. I need to be somewhere high up, in a place where I can be in the sun for some hours, because I have problem in my right ear, due to a bad cold. Sunshine is a necessary nart of my cure!» The man in the office said, «There is a bed in the 2nd floor of a block in the South area. But you will be with 3 more people. They are Canadians.» «That's good, O.K.,» I said in a hurry, happy that I was given a place in the sun.

The 3 Canadians proved to be 3 black (deep black) Fidgi islanders. Fidgi, they explained to me, are a group of islands about some 300 miles (?) west of Australia, in the Indian ocean, and much further from the Indian continent; dost somewhere in the ocean», I liked to picture it. Aboriginals in origin, westernized in some ways after a long stay in Canada. They spoke good English, though rarely. Among them they spoke a dialect, probably Indian, as I understood by the sounds of the words and by the intonation at the end of each phrase. A local (Indian) doctor who came in the afternoon several times to meet them, conversed with them in his own Indian tongue.

One of them, the youngest, Raja by name, sat in the middle, between the other two, and talked to them so intensely, so imposingly and so incessantly that the others rarely dared to interrupt him and say a few words. His voice was so strong and crushing that could paralyze any will, any urge of the others to speak, in their turn. Discreetly, I covered my ears with my fingers but it was not enough. Fortunately, there was a mattress outside the room, on the verandah. I sat there and found out that no noise from inside the room reached my ears. When later in the night, I tried to sleep inside the room, the noise of the snoring of this man and the one next to him was so deafening and so disgusting, that pushed me out of the room and down on the mattress on the balcony where I slept for the night, and also for all the nights I spent in this place.

I mentioned this Fidji-Canadian man, Raja, because I saw in his case a standard behavior that helped me to understand what made thousands (rather, hundreds of thousands) of people to come to Sai-Baba's place. He told me, «The first time I came here I was making fun of this man, Sai-Baba. I was saying «this nigger a saient? ha, ha, ha! Doing miracles? Materializations? ho, ho, ho» Now this is the sixth time I come to Sai-Baba. This time I brought here my father-in-law, (he showed me the other man, the oldest of the three) and my cousin-brother. I brought my daughter too». He did not say anything about this change. How he became a convert on Sai-Baba, a believer in Sai-Baba, instead of a run-maker of him as he was in the beginning. I wouldn't ask any questions. They would be too painful for him, would make him defensive or withdrawn and so I would never get to the truth. I am conscious of the fact that I am interested in the truth and only the truth, about what is happening in the minds of the humans, and so I instinctively avoid any talk or movement that would interfere with the unveiling of this truth. So, I waited till he continued. He did not mind that I said no word; on the contrary, he seemed to enjoy it, my silence, since he could move freely in his speech.

He turned and picked up a sealed envelope. «This is for Sai-Baba. I didn't manage to pass it to him yet, but I hope tomorrow or after tomorrow, he will take it. Do you know what I ask from him this time? To find out how my father was lost or dead. You know, we lived on a Fidgi island, very poor people, fishermen, and one night my father didn't show up, for ever. My mother told me so, I was very small, 2 or3 years old»

Pause. Silence. He continued, «Now, this desire was in me, the last month before I took my leave from work, to learn about my father, how he died, or whatever happened to him. I'll leave it to Sai-Baba, I said and, who knows, he may find out».

After a pause, he talked to me in a different way and tone of voice. «Tomorrow morning you will come to Darshan, (devotional ceremony), right? But you must wake-up at 04.00 hours. Well, I'll wake you up, and we'll go together, because you are first time here and you don't know what to do. I must guide you the first morning, and then you'll go by yourself.»

I agreed to do so and lied down for the night soon. I had to move out of the room and lie on the mattress on the balcony. It was a difficult night and I'll explain later why. Early in the morning, I'd stay in the dark of the night, I heard noises from around, and this meant that some people had already been awake and started to prepare to leave for «Darshan». Soon Raja came out to tell me it was time we left. So we did. We walked to some place where there was a shrine with the picture of a saint (sri). There the man fell on his knees and moved his head low, to touch the ground, but he didn't manage because of his very big belly. Before this, he walked three times round the shrine, from left to right, and I followed him in the walking. After the bows he explained to me, «This is Shird Baba. And now, this Sai baba we have here is a reincarnation of Shird Baba. He is the same man, do you understand?» «I see», said I and nothing else.

«Now, after this, we shall go and sit down over there, in lines. From there, when our turn comes, our line will be ordered to get up and will be led into the big hall, for «Darsham». So we did. We sat down in one of the lines which were incessantly forming with people who arrived voiceless and numerous like ants from everywhere in the Ashram. It was a long waiting, especially for me and others who had to sit on cement or ground, cross-legged and without a support for the back. Finally a «guard» came (how else can I call him), who ordered a «line» each time to get up and move towards the big hall. There, another «guard» was waiting who guided the line inside the big hall and placed it just next and very close to the previous line. When I sat there, in the big hall, with my line, I tried to keep a short distance from the man in front of me, about 30 cm. This was noticed immediately by the «guard» and I was told, through gestures, to move as close as possible to the man in front of me. There were dozens, perhaps hundreds, I can't say, of these guards who were very vigilant to this one and only duty they had. To guide people, individuals, and lines of people into the big hall for the «Darshan» and push them very close to each other, so that more space were spared for worshippers or «devotees» who were arriving incessantly. After the entrance to this hall, there was a security control, like the one in the airports. You had to go through an electronic door case which detected metal objects you might be carrying. When later I asked people about the reason for it, I was told that there have been, recently, two against Sai Baba. So, you had to leave anything metal, nail-cutter, even smaller sharp or cutting objects, to the guard at the control post.

It was almost 05.00 hours when I got established in there, cross-legged and bottom on the surfaced ground. I asked and was told that we shall be waiting like that till Sai-Baba appears, which would be at about a quarter to seven. As time passed, the position became really uncomfortable, tiring, exhausting to the point of stress. I changed position, sitting with bottom on the heels, toes and knees pressing on the ground. This change could give a relief from the stress, but as I grew a bit taller than the others sitting cross-legged behind me, a guard noticed it and ordered me to sit down as before. I signed to him, «just one minute, to get a relief in the aching parts of my body», but he did not react. So I decided to sit like that for 1-2 minutes and then I went back to my previous position.

At quarter to seven hours, and he didn't come out yet. I had thought I would manage to endure the painful early morning sitting down on the hard ground up to that time at which, as I was told, Sai-Baba would appear.

But now, the pain in the back and the waking for three hours in the waiting, were exhausting my limits. In spite of my pain, I had not forgotten to observe around me. I looked at the faces, the eyes, the look of Indians and whites, and one thing was common to many of them: a feeling of devotion, of worship to the person expected to appear. They were in an emotional state which, most probably, they liked, enjoyed, to say the least. They didn't mind the long waiting except a few old men of some weight, because during all this long time, they were losing themselves in that devotional feeling. This feeling, I could see, varied a lot from person to person. Sometimes it was very deep, other times it was cheap. In any case, though, this waiting was «Darsham» for them, that is doing their devotional duty to Sai-Baba and could, at least, feel they were loyal devotees, like all the others, and so belonging to the great numbers of his followers or believers.

I said «believers» because one afternoon, a few days later, when I was in the «Darshan» hall, I asked an Indian man about his feelings for Sai- Baba. He spoke very good English, and he proudly told me that he was a UK citizen. Only a year ago he came to Puttaparthi, immediately after he retired from his business in England. He had bought a small apartment here to live with his wife, while his two sons stayed in England. «Why to Puttaparthi?» I asked, and only a Westerner person who has lived in Puttaparthi (or just gone through it) outside Sai-Baba's Ashram could understand my wonder. He answered, «Because of Sai-Baba. I want to be, to live where my Baba lives».

I said no more, but when the Baba was coming out this afternoon, I looked intensely at the same Indian man, his gestures, face expression, body posture. He united the hand palms, he raised them a bit higher than his mouth, and his whole body trunk moved forwards and upwards, while the look in his eyes became very emotional. He remained in that state as long as Sai-Baba was slowly walking to our direction. I dared to interrupt his emotional uplifting and ask: «May I ask how you feel about Sai-Baba, how do you see him; as a saint, for example?»

He responded immediately. «More than a saint. He is an incarnation of God. He is Christ reborn.»

I said no more in order not to take him out of his emotion which he seemed to like and cultivate eagerly.

Well, back to the first morning, my first acquaintance with «Darshan» to Sai-Baba. At about 7.20, Ι felt people around me agitate bodily, while at the same time music, loud music was transmitted through the loudspeakers fastened to the round pillars, high up above our heads. These pillars were well decorated and multi-colored, and together with the decoration of the ceiling, they gave the impression of the great wealth and luxury of the palaces of the Arab kings in the «Tales of 1001 Nights». This roof was enormous but it was supported by relatively few pillars, and this looked like an extraordinary architectural accomplishment. There was no wall all around the floor and this almost open-air hall could shelter about 5.000 people, I was told. An off-hand estimate I made, it showed that there were around 3.000 people in the «Darshan» hall, that morning, men and women in separate sections.

Following the rhythm of the music and the song, people started to clap their hands, but not noisily. They knew that Sai-Baba had come out of his house and entered the big hall though he was not yet seen. Soon, we could see him at a distance, moving slowly inside the section of women. No other noise besides the music, the song and the clapping of hands, within the big hall and outside it. And there has been no noise of speech or any other human noise during the 3 hours of waiting. An exemplary silence, imposed externally, as a way of being a «devotee» during the prescribed hours. And as the mind is naturally underfunctionning during these very early morning hours, this silence is more easily obtained; and also because there is no one available for talking to, neither any topic for discussion. Everyone of the few thousand persons there in the hall are doing «Darshan' (this is how they see themselves) and would not allow anything else to enter into their hypnotized (probably self-hypnotized) mind. Just as in their sleep, here they forget everything, every worry or difficulty they have in their daily lives. After all this long waiting, the short clapping and the even shorter humming they do following the cassette-singers from the loudspeakers, they go for breakfast, a rather heavy meal. They have to queue for it for some time, and here again no mind function is necessary. Everything is so well organized that nobody has to worry in the least about having breakfast, or the quantity of it one wants. With a second coupon of 2 rupees, one can have a second portion of the morning dish one likes.

Back to the entrance of Sai-Baba in the hall. Soon he appeared to move, as slowly as he could, towards our section of the hall. Looks became intense, eyes staring towards him, the united palms moved for and upwards. As he was approaching, people who were in the first 3 or4 rows beside the walking corridor, started producing the sealed envelopes and moved them in the air, or holding them steadily before them, lull of hope that this time Sai-Baba would take them. In the back rows, in one of which I was, people with envelopes produced them out but hesitantly, almost desperately, as they knew from past experience, that Sai-Baba never proceeded inside the rows of devotees to take letters from the middle or back rows.

Now, Sai-Baba, walking in his calculated very slow pace, extended his arm from time to time and took the envelope from one or other of the devotees. In every few steps he took, dozens of hands, holding a letter in an envelope, stretched out to him, in hope, anxiety, impatience, insistence or despair. The whole gamut of the personal emotions of people could be seen (or perceived) in this process, called ritual in this case. And Sai-Baba, the maker of this game, seemed to enjoy enormously this emotional agitation of the people seated immovably before him, as he passed by them. He could see their anxiety, hope, fear, begging, asking, insisting on his receiving their letters. He stopped, hesitated, pretended that he was pondering or perceiving which letter he should take to-day; and then, he took this or that letter and moved on, leaving the other people with stretched arms. Soon they drew back their hands and put the undelivered, unreceived letter into their pockets. They accepted the failure as a normal fact, explaining it as «this was not my lucky day», or «my hour has not come yet»,or «he came quite near to my letter, and to-morrow perhaps he will take it», or by any other subjective, personal explanation.

And Sai-Baba, feeling that all this emotional storm was because of him, addressed to him, due to him, to his person, was in a trance of self-excitement, self-satisfaction, playing with, enjoying sadistically the despair, the anxiety of those whose letters he was not taking, though his fingers touched them sometimes.

In about half an hour, Sai-Baba had finished his walk left and right in the corridor of the big hall, under the «bajhan» music and songs cassette heard through the loudspeakers. He had decided not to take any more letters this morning and, slowly as ever, he withdrew into the rooms which were built at the head of the big hall.

So, this was the famous morning «Darshan» for which people came from all parts of India, South Asia and from so many countries of the West. It was a «performance», perfectly organized and directed in all its details.

The next day, late in the evening, Raja asked me about how I see Sai Baba, my opinion about him. I said simply, «I don't know.» Then he offered to lend me one or two books about Sai Baba. I had noticed there was a bookshop inside the Ashram which sold books about Sai Baba, dozens of titles. I took one of the books Raja gave me and read it for some time. It was a life-sketch of Sai Baba. I was shocked by what I read. He was the last, or one of the last of many children in his family, a very poor family, living in this very poor village called Puttaparthi. His behavior was so erratic, so «mad» that his parents had to take him to the «exorcist» of the area, who submitted the boy to tortures, which probably, fixed the young child's feeling of rejection, of being hated, unwanted, persecuted. Probably this was the cause he was thrown out of the school in his early years, he left home and lived in a cave in the wild hills near the village, together with other deserted children. He had a very difficult time for a few years, if I remember well, living on small wild animals they hunted in the hill caves, on begging, on any possible way to survive. Once, his parents and some of their children were on a bull-cart on the road out of the village. They saw a small girl on the road, wandering alone, deserted, miserable. They took her up in the cart. After some time, after they had looked at her attentively, they recognized their deserted son, the now called Sai Baba. He was wearing a girl's clothes, probably because it was the only one he had found, or because he didn't mind about his appearance, as he had not been identified with his sex, through a normal relationship with the other members in his family, whom he felt strangers and hostile to him. In this book, of course, die incident is explained as an example of his «power to transform himself» to «take different bodies».

But this morning I witnessed something very peculiar during darshan. At some moment, Sai Baba hesitated and then stopped his walking. Then, with a gracious feminine movement, he used three ringers of his left hand and drew his purple robe up to the point of exposing his toes and part of his feet. This movement functioned as a signal to some devotees. One of them flashed himself forwards on all four, like a dog running to its master, kissed Sai Baba's toes and immediately turned and ran back to its place, always on all four.

I don't know how often Sai Baba invites this ritual, but this morning, he had it twice. He needed it for some reason that only himself could know.

I felt deeply sorry for the unfortunate child, but it was not the time to tell Raja about my feelings and the explanations of the facts. He was eager to have me believe what he liked to believe, to see me as a convert to his «cult». The rest of the book contained stories about previous incarnations of Sai Baba, all of them saints or important persons. It also contained stories in which Sai Baba revealed to several people that in their present life were reincarnations of such and such persons, interchanging the sex and the family position, for example, now father, before a mother-in-law, now nephew, before a wife, or a daughter-in-law. Weird wild stories narrated by the writer, a «believer», as absolutely true, since they were told by Sai-Baba. Could he ever tell a lie? The «writer» also mentioned a few «materializations», usually rings and such things.

I gave the book back to Raja and he asked me, 'well, what do you think now?». I said simply, «It's interesting», so that I don't provoke his mind. But I felt it was time to give Raja an opportunity to have an insight into himself, his feelings, his way of behavior. So, I told him, «I suggest we go out in the balcony, sit on the mattress, so that we can talk for a while the two of us.» «All right», he agreed and we moved out.

Before we started our discussion, I asked him to lower his voice, because it was too strong. He said that this was his normal way of talking, but I lowered my voice too much, to show him that anybody could control, regulate the volume of one's voice. He agreed. Then I told him. «You know, I was very sorry when I heard you say that your father didn't come back home one night for ever since, when you were very small, perhaps two years old. I understand how much you were hurt, how much it cost you.»

«Well, that's a long time ago, I don't think it's important», he replied and I noticed his way to have always the upper hand as he did with the two relatives he brought with him and his daughter, when she visited them in our room.

«I thought so, I told him, because of that letter by which you are asking Sai Baba to find out, to reveal the cause of disappearance of your father. Have you come from Canada for this purpose?»

«Oh no, I have come mainly for my daughter. Perhaps, she could find someone to marry here in India.»

«I see», I said and my suspicion was confirmed that he was playing the devotee of Sai Baba in order to have some cause to come to India, but the real reason was not yet clear to himself or to me.

«But why did you ask me about my father? Are you a doctor, of some kind?» A clever man, I thought and answered him, «I am a psychologist, but not a professional one, with an office and clients. I just talk friendly to people, on a radio station also, and we help each other to come out of our difficulties.»

«Are you a psychologist? Now, my friend, you are lucky that you have met me and I'll tell you why,»

I felt that he was again taking the superiority, and I was curious to know why I was lucky to have met him.

«You know, he went on emphatically, I was the number one alcoholic man in Canada. And I won the fight, I stopped it, not a drop now.»

I was impressed, I said. Congratulations. That's an accomplishment. May I ask you, how you did it? With one blow, with an act of will, or little by little?»

«I had tried several times to stop it, he said, but failed. I slided back. But the last time, it was the tenth one, I said, «Now, this is the last time, never again. Do you know what happened this last night? I came home very very drunk. I stumbled around. I vomited . My wife was shocked though she was used to it. I told her, this is the last time, I don't believe you, she said. So many times you said it. Believe me, I said. You will see.

And then, do you want to know what I did then? I took ten bottles of whiskey I had stored in the kitchen and emptied them one by one in the sink. One by one, me standing over the sink and seeing the liquid go down. Since that night, not a drop. I kept my word. You see?»

«Now, Raja, I told him after a long pause, I'll ask you something else. Since we are here on holidays, isn't it a gook chance for us to go without much food, to desintoxicate ourselves with a few days fast?»

Clever as he was, he admitted the problem. «Yes, it's a big problem. I

don't know… I weigh 230 pounds. What can I do about it?»

«It's overeating» I said «We must try to cut..»

«But you are slim.»

«Yes, but I am toxicated. I have not fasted for a long time, many years. I need to clean my blood. We can do it together. We can start tomorrow, if you want to...»

«Yes, we'll start tomorrow», he said, but very vaguely, without any determination.

«You know, I went on, before we start, we must say a few things about another factor, the psychological cause in overeating.»

«What do you mean?»

«I think that perhaps there is a painful feeling within, an emptiness, a suppressed sadness, that one tries to forget or to push it deep down through overeating. Probably, it's the same with alcoholism. It kills painful sadness, grievance, complaint. You know, I've been an orphan myself, since my sixth year of life. And I knew my father was arrested by the Germans, during the second World War, stayed in prison for one year, then taken to Germany to forced labor or concentration camps where he got lost. This privation, you understand, leaves a big hole within the child in the mind, the psyche. Unfortunately, this hole can't disappear, can't be filled up with anything, either alcohol, or overeating, or traveling. Do you see the point?»

«Yes,» he said quietly, weakly. We stayed silent for some time. He didn't show any emotion. He had buried them long ago, to be able to deal with the hard life of the uneducated immigrant. He was a cleaner in office buildings, he had told me once, but now he worked less, because he had build some apartments which he rented to immigrants in Vancouver, where he lived.

Of course, nothing started the next day. On the contrary, I saw him in the Indian dining room, at noon, holding a very large bowl which could take in three normal portions of rice. He took it to his daughter's room, his relatives did the same, and they ate lunch there, far from common sight, to their big, big fill. When they came to our room, some time after lunch, they walked up the steps very slowly, with more effort than usual, and with bigger bellies.

Here they were in India, escaping their addictions, which had already seriously damaged their health, only to give themselves up to a new addiction, or to continue the old one in a new environment, with a different kind of tastes and meals. Devotion to or belief in Sai Baba served probably as an excuse, as an escape from or an embellishment of their miserable inner states.

In the room next to us I saw four young men. I happened to hear them talk and I concluded they were North American's. They followed the program strictly, that is, they went to the morning and afternoon darshan, sitting for hours in the big hall and attending the performance of Sai Baba's walk among the rows of «devotees» and collecting letters. One of them, a Canadian, as he told me, noticed that I never went to Darshan, spending this time on the balcony, in the sun, often writing something, or recording on my pocket-size tape-recorder.

One noon, after lunch, we met on the way to our rooms. I had told him before, that I had a brother in Canada, architect, housing planner and consultant, working for the Government, and we knew each other a bit. So I decided to open a discussion.

«Nice, warm weather,» I said. «A nice place for holidays.» 

«Yes», he said, keeping himself reserved and distant. I went on saying. «While in Europe and Canada the temperature is below zero, we enjoy sunshine and +25 degrees Celcius. I sit in the sun long hours.» 

«Don't you come to Darshan?» He asked a bit shocked. 

«No, never, I said, except once or twice in the beginning.» 

«Have you not come here for Sai Baba? He asked. Only for holidays?» 

«Yes,» I said simply and happy because I had provoked this reaction which would allow me to know how he felt about the place and the cult established here. I went on. It is such a nice place with all that multicolored population of men and women. One can see here, on the way to meals, to darshan, to shopping, so many beauties: Italian, Spanish, American, Russian and other Slav countries... It is like a festival, a multinational parade of women of all ages.»

Now, the young Canadian man, around 30, became more reserved. But I went on, in spite of it:

«And so cheap, eh? Four meals a day and lodging for one dollar USA. It sounds so attracting; interesting. Don't you think that is why so many people come here from all parts of the world?»

I don't know how he felt at these words of mine. I know that he didn't allow himself to be aware of his feelings and he covered them quickly by saying.»

«I came here for Sai Baba.»

He played devotion already too seriously, I thought. In an obvious contrast to this reaction, a few days later I experienced the reaction of a young Malaysian man, who came in our room, when the three Fidgi-islanders-Canadians left for a trip to Hyderabad, in Central India, for a week.

When I told him, «A nice place for holidays here, cheap food, cheap bed,   lots   of beauties,   Indian   beauties,   American,   Spanish,   Italian beauties.» He burst into a happy laughter, with an element of shyness in it, as if I revealed his secret, his deeper motive for coming here, which he tried to suppress.

We became good friends, after that. He trusted me. So, I dared to ask. «You told me this is the third time you come here. Have you not found your girl yet?»

Now, he burst into a stronger laughter. When he stopped, he asked me: «How do you know I am unmarried?» I had sensed it from his behavior, but I had to find a logical reason so that he may not suspect something offending. I said: «Well, I see you are so young, and I supposed....»

He liked my answer but he reacted immediately: «I am not so young... I am thirty three...And I am not married, you are right...»

«Are you trying to meet some girls? Are you looking around?» He hesitated before he answered. «Yes, not so much. There is no time inside the Ashram, with all the long-hours of sitting in the hall...»

«What about outside the Ashram?» I asked.

«Outside, plenty of time,» he said.

After this discussion, I didn't see much of him. Probably he spent his days outside the Ashram, in the village where many tourists lived in rented rooms, and could meet during walks for shopping in various dining or drinking places.

What a difference, I thought, with the Canadian young man. The defense against his inner true feeling was so much stronger than in the Malaysian young man, who, each time he came back to our room, he said smiling, almost laughing: «Well-said, Angelo, cheap food, cheap lodging, and lots of beauties... Indian beauties, Italian beauties, Russian, Spanish...ho...ho...ho...»

At the public telephone room I met an Italian woman of about 40, just at the moment she was trying to communicate on the phone in French. She asked me to listen to what was said from the automatic operator in France. As I know French well, I understood the numbers and told her to write them down.

Leaving this room, we walked together for a while, and when she understood that I doubted all this cult, the materializations and everything, and that there was a dangerous element in all that, she was a bit shocked but did not become negative. On the contrary, she said she would like to meet me again and talk. So we arranged to meet in the afternoon in my room.

When she came, my room was empty, so I asked her if she would like to come in or sit on the balcony. She didn't show any fear or shame, on the contrary she showed to like the idea to be the two of us together in the room. Of course this was against the regulations of the Institution, but she didn't mind, because she didn't have the intention to do anything immoral. Neither did I. She was in her forties, still looking young and nice.

I asked her to give me her hand. She did willingly. Then I passed the fingers of me left hand round her wrist, touching it lightly and sensitively. She felt thrilled and she showed it. «You see?» she told me after a while, «This is also magic, what you are doing now ... to me...Sai Baba is doing magic in another way...What is wrong with it?»

I had told her in the morning that I am a psychologist, and now she interpreted her thrill in her body and feeling from my touching her wrist as a kind of suggestion or excitement or hypnosis I was submitting her to. I told her: «What you are feeling now is a natural erotic sensation and the corresponding excitement in your heart, your feelings. Something you could feel with any other man in the same conditions. I am not a magician, a juggler.»

«And what is wrong if Sai Baba is a magician, a «materializer» of various valuable things like rings and watches. Why is it dangerous, as you said?»

«That is not dangerous, I answered. I have been today at the bookshop. I looked at the books by which children learn reading and writing in the primary schools which are owned or directed by Sai Baba. Look here, I bought one of them. It says on the head lines: «Sai Baba teaches you to read. Sai Baba teaches you to write. Sai Baba is your father, your supreme teacher...etc.» In the same book it is announced: «SaiBaba's tests for A class children. Sai Baba's book for Arithmetic etc....» You know, I talked once to a Greek who was born and educated in Russia. His Greek parents escaped to Russia after the civil war in Greece in 1948. He showed me the ABC book of the Russian school he attended: It read «Stalin is your father. Stalin gives the life. Stalin gives the light. Stalin is your supreme teacher.» You see the process of personal idolatry in both cases. If any such man has taken a position of power can do very much mischief, evil. Stalin exterminated millions of Russians and people of the east Europe countries    he    submitted    and    exploited    through    his    appointed representatives-dictators.»

When I finished, she remained thoughtful. Then she added: «Yes, I've noticed that only his name is heard everywhere. No one else exists here as a person. All are his servants»

«Now, tell me, I asked her, about the text «Life-Givers, Life Savers, Women of all the World» which I gave you in the morning. Have you read it?»

«No, I didn't find the time. But I could read it now, here in. Is it all right?»

«Of course, I said. As long as my roommate is not coming. But then, we could sit on the balcony and go on.»

She read it aloud and without an interruption. I'll give here the second half of this text, the first part of which I gave in the first chapter.

If this course of action is given all due respect, attention, energy, it will most probably invert the course of mankind going to chaos or destruction. After this inversion, this revolution in the hearts of people, a new situation will most probably appear in politics. Only good-hearted, unselfish, loving individuals male or female will claim candidature, expose themselves to leadership in each country or tribe, since this leadership will offer them many opportunities to do service to mankind, and no opportunity for personal profit of any kind. Their salaries will be the same as the salaries of directors in civil services. Another very valuable change could be: only people with at least 10 years of service in the state will have the right to be candidates for leadership. During these 10 years, their character, their abilities, their goodness, their humanity or inhumanity will be well known among their colleagues.

But this change and many others will come later. The awakened consciousness and will for the good of mankind will project and effect the necessary changes in the political and administrative structure of the states. The first and most urgent duty now is to invert the destructive course.

The political party led only by women under the name «Life-givers, Life-savers, Women of all the World» should launch and enact the only positive, really human action in this dangerous, deteriorating, chaotic world, led by criminal males for so many thousands of years of known history. The action of stopping wars by abolishing the right of separate governments, or leaders, of groups or tribes to declare war against any human group.

This will soon lead to the control of arms production and later the prohibition of production, selling and buying of arms in any separate countries, except in a few factories controlled by the UN Directory. This production will be in the hands of UN army, to be possibly used against some leaders or groups declared dangerous for the world peace, on account of their war action.

Every good thing will follow. Without the fear of war, which has been the heaviest burden on mankind for so long, the fear will lessen in the hearts and minds of human beings, and they will flourish in goodness, in sharing their goods which vary from climate to climate. And they will flourish in any way destined to their high human kind.

One more question. If this is a great new movement, how can we avoid its slipping into dogmatism, fanaticism, inner fragmentation as has happened with all historical movements, ideological, religious, economic, political, etc. This movement has nothing in common with all those movements. They were conceived in the minds of males and were enacted by males who used them for acquiring power, high positions, fame, brutal superiority, conquest in blood and fire. This movement can only be born in the hearts of mothers, of the Life-givers women of all the world. And it will not degenerate if it remains in the heart, if it always turns back to this source to draw up new strength.

This movement can only have a similarity with the primal, genuine, Christian movement. Have you ever noticed or learnt about the essence of the Christian movement in relation to women? You will understand it if you know the situation then. You can read it in many chronicles, or books of that time called antiquity, Roman antiquity.

Men could lawfully use as many women as they wanted. They could lawfully throw away as rubbish or kill in any monstrous way the newborn or grown up children, boys and girls, especially girls. They could lawfully do incest with their sisters on their children. Women were not only be second sex, but a thing to use, a res, for satisfaction, for hard work, for ensuring men an easy life. Now meditate what position the early Christian movement gave the woman.

Mother of God, life-giver, source of life. Motherhood was given godly value which it really has. The saneness, and the saintliness of this attitude made the Christian movement get deeply rooted in the hearts of simple men and especially women in the middle of dehumanized, degenerated world of the time.

Later, in dogmatic and religious Christianity, it all lost its real value,    its revolutionary and liberating element. Christianity became an instrument in the hands of powerminded, inhuman males.

Now, you see the same deep-hearted source of this new movement, Life-givers, Life-savers-Women of all the World. Now women are slaves to the mechanism of the manmade industrial society. They are slaves to hard, useless and sometimes dangerous work. They are slaves to heartless sexual movements of males, and often obliged to kill their children in their womb. And more often they are obliged to see their children die in wars or get sick in the addictions of stressful work, of alcohol, coffee, tobacco and other poisoning drugs, all of them imposed on mankind today by money- maniac, profit-minded, dehumanized males.

Do you realize the very low step of slavery and degeneration of women? Do you see why the inversion of the cause can only be initiated by women who will awake and see their fall? And will patiently and compassionately work for their resurrection to their real high value and role in life? Simple, good hearted, unselfish men will follow to support and help to enact this movement. But only you, conscious women of the world, can start it. Mankind will be grateful to you. They are expecting your movement. Will you give your energy to it? Will you give your life its true meaning? Will you wake up to the truth of your humanity and your unselfish love?

When she finished, she remained silent and motionless for some time. Then, she asked me:

«What do you want me to do for you with this text?»

«Want something for me, personally? Why want something? I asked. The only thing I can do is listen to your thoughts about it, or your reaction to it.»

«My thoughts...she said. Well, I think we don't need to fight men any more. We have won the fight. We are equal now. We are the same.»

I was surprised, unpleasantly surprised by her reaction, by her superficial «knowledge» on equality and inequality of men and women. She had told me before that she was running a business of her own, and, of course, she was making her own money. But she was not married and a bit nervous. Poor Anna... I thought. She had equaled men in being a business owner and money-maker, but she paid for it by the deprivation of her basic needs as a female human being, by losing her balance in the field of feelings, of womanhood and motherhood. What could I tell her? I only said:

«Please keep the text. You could give it to some friends of yours. I have made several copies...» She refused. We arranged our next meeting, but we didn't meet again. She was very busy with playing devotion, though her zeal might have been lessened a bit...»

I tried a few more times to pass the text to European women of all nationalities, but they usually belonged to groups and the group leaders were playing more devotion to Sai baba and, as a principle, they prohibited the members of the group to have any contacts with people outside the group, and especially with people who talked about other things except Sai Baba...

When I met a group of women from the ex-Yugoslavia, I thought they would understand the message of the proclamation: «not to allow any more any leaders to proclaim wars...to be considered as war criminals, arrested and imprisoned before they can launch their catastrophic war activities, civil or any other war...» One of them read the text but she told me they were all so moved after that same day's meeting with Sai Baba that they couldn't sit and meditate on it. Sai Baba would give them now, and for some time, almost free food and lodging, and they felt it as a great act of compassion after all the atrocities of the civil war they had just been through....

I feel that I must mention the case of an American lady of about sixty, who suffered from a serious ailment in her right leg. I helped her once with carrying some parcels to her room, and I took the opportunity to ask her why she had made this trip, so long and tiresome. She told me that she hoped for a cure. She had read about the miraculous cures Sai Baba had done... even a resurrection of a dead man. I remained silent. She felt I was doubting about all this. «Don't you believe it? she asked showing some kind of surprise. Don't you believe he «materializes» things? I saw it myself.»

I was hesitant to answer directly negatively. She looked so fragile. So I told her: «Do you want me to believe? Would you be happy if I did?» «Yes, please,» she reacted immediately. «Well, I will believe, I went on, on one condition. I met a local doctor outside the Ashram, a poor small Indian man who lives with his wife and their baby daughter in a «house», actually one room 3x4 meters. In this room they have their kitchen, their only bed, the doctor's desk and some old, half-destroyed chairs. The floor is earth ground and the ceiling iron-sheets and reeds. Can you imagine? Well, if Sai Baba could «materialize» a small «human» house for this poor man and his family, I would believe in him, I would become his devotee for the rest of my life...»

The lady smiled and talked no more. «Thank you...Good-bye.»

I was meditating that evening: Is this the result of Western culture? After all these years of schooling in basic and higher education, so many people here, Americans and Europeans, to «believe» so easily in «materializations» of rings and watches, to consider this man, who has been through unbelievable miseries and humiliations in his childhood, as a «Great Avatar» that is, Great Savior of mankind, a reincarnation of Jesus Christ? Or are they playing the «believer», the «devotee», the «loyal», because he offers them meals and lodging for as long as they like and almost for nothing? A dollar a day is actually nothing for a Westerner. Can they sacrifice their intelligence for such a cheap price or have they never developed it?

Perhaps their «devotion and belief» last as long as they live in this place. But for those who plan or hope to come again, it may have to last longer and longer. Isn't this play dangerous for their mental and moral integrity? I was wondering...But then I asked myself: Is the schooling in the West aiming or helping towards this integrity of the human being? This is not considered to be the main purpose of education. On the contrary, many other things are more important than this: Loyalty to the Government, even if it launches war action, love of the father land to the point of going willingly to kill or be killed in war, loyalty to the local religion, even if it supports war action, loyalty to the morals of the business world, the market, the profession, the politics, even if they are very immoral in their essence.

So the field is open for any Baba, Eastern or Western, to recruit believers, followers, devotees, when he offers a «superior ideology», especially if he also offers too free meals and lodging and «peace of mind». That's how they call the absolute submission to his authority, or else, the sleep or laziness of the mind.

Finally I shall mention the case of a young Russian man only 22. He wore a white robe, not so white because of the dirt on it, held a famous book by Nisargatta Maharaj in his hand, considered Sai Baba a great Avatar, and imagined himself a «sanyassi», a wondering ascetic, or monk, since he planned to travel extensively in India, as he told me, a student of Hinduism, of «Baghavat Gita» etc. When he told me all that, I asked him who paid for his air-tickers and other expenses during his travelling. «My mother», he said. «Why not your father?» «They have separated.» «Since when?» «Since I was very small. I don't remember him». I pondered: Is he attracted here as to an imaginary father, a compensation for the big loss?

I dared say to him: «What you call travelling is just laziness. And this is due to the loss of your courage in childhood because of the lack of a supporting and encouraging father. What you call ascetic or monk is a play of your imagination. Haven't you thought of finding a girl-friend and travel together?» I had noticed that he was showing off with his tall and slim body, his almost white face and hair.)

He was obviously shocked as if I pulled his robe out of his skin. He said hesitantly: «Perhaps...Why not...Is it wrong?»

«Not wrong. Normal, I said. Only, it has nothing to do with a sannyassi, wandering or resident monks. They used to deny the love, erotic relationship with the other sex, absolutely. But we don't know why they did it, or at what age...Perhaps not so young as you are...»

He remained silent for a while but his pride, which was his well-established defense against his inner despair, didn't allow him to meditate on what he heard, which threatened to demolish a wall being built carefully for so long.

«Perhaps I can combine both», he said smiling and playing the powerful and exceptional. Before we parted, I told him in a friendly manner and low voice. «Remember that a girl likes a boy-friend who will be supporting her, not one whom she will have to support. A girl-friend is not like a mother...»

He had met a great man, Sai Baba. So he could feel he was great himself, an important person, worth of being admired, considered, perhaps loved and supported... He could not see the perversions of a hurt mind, of a child deprived the basic love and support during his sensitive phase of development.

Close to the entrance gate of the Ashram, there is a shop selling clothes and fabrics. The owner is a man of about 35 years of age. I went to see him on the second day of my visit here. He was an Indian of Bangalore but lived most of his time here. He was married to a Greek girl, but this marriage had been a shipwreck for both, and now he was in a bad condition, financially, but, mainly, psychologically. Deeply depressed, vaccilating between hope and despair, between love and hate, between revenge and forgiveness. A good-hearted young man but deeply wounded in his best and highest feelings.

Before I left Athens for India, a lady came to see me at the campus of the radio-station where I lived. She asked me to transport 800 dollars from her to her daughter who was in Bangalore, in a private hospital where she was taking a cure to de-addiction herself from drugs. There was no other way for her to send the money, so I accepted. I should deliver it to the Indian shop-keeper I mentioned above who was her husband. The money was for the payment of the hospital where she had stayed a long time, her mother told me.

The man told me his tragic story. The girl had met him in his shop, some day a few years ago, where she came to look at the stuff, perhaps to buy things. She was joyous, positive, loving and beautiful, very beautiful indeed. Her star-sign was that of Scales, as was his own, too. She started coming to his shop often and again. One day he told him: Why don't you kiss me? He did. One other day she told him: Why don't you tell me that you love me.

Obviously she was in love with him. Under the spell of her beauty, he told her that he loved her, and the fire of love touched his heart.

She was living in Sai-Baba's Ashram at that time, and was one of his «devotees» as she thought and felt about herself. Hoping to escape her addictions, she came to India, to Sai-Baba's Ashram, attracted by rumours about cures, materializations, etc. The atmosphere inside the Ashram is good, helpful to people who are in confusion. They find peace because nobody would disturb one, as everybody is busy all day through, as I described elsewhere. The girl was in a phase of de-addiction before she came here and now she had a good environment to continue her effort. Her falling in love was another good factor for her going up and getting well. The great, positive feelings of being in love, made her feel happy and she decided to ask him to marry her. He was much in love, too, and agreed. Both, they were in their highest feelings.

So they arranged the date for the marriage, prepared the papers, and asked her mother to come down to India for the great event. She did. Mother and daughter, believing that this good development in her life, de-addiction, his approval of the marriage.

He received them. He asked them who is the man, whether he lives inside the Ashram, or she met him inside the Ashram. When she told him who he was a shop-keeper with no connection with the Ashram, Sai Baba became very negative, very rejecting. To their unhappy surprise, hi didn't approve of the marriage and sent them away.

The girl had a breakdown. As she was very much wounded in her early years, because of the wild quarrels between her parents and their subsequent divorce, she was very sensitive, very fragile. The blow from Sai-Baba smashed her newly blossomed self-confidence, through her new love with a loving and financially successful man of her age. The exotic element of her living in India for some time, falling in love with a local man, dealing in beautiful, colourful Indian fabrics, silk and cotton, in jewels, too, had given her a renewed power to enjoy life, to be happy, at last, after so much unhappiness she went through in her country, where she was caught badly trapped in drug-addiction together with sexual license and emotional madness.

One blow from Sai Baba and all of it came to ruins. «Why did he do it?» I was wandering, as I was very moved by the story narrated by the young man, in despair and misery. Her mother also had described the event to me in the same lines. «Why did he do it?» How did he dare to disapprove and thus to destroy a life-saver love relationship and a marriage based on it? Because the man was not one of the residents or the visitors of the Ashram? There was no logic in this argument. Or was this only a justification for a deeper motive, unknown by himself, unmentionable, he had never seen in himself, he wouldn't look at? Jealousy, envy for the young couple in high love, for their erotic life, something he had never had, for the beauty of the girl- and she was extraordinarily beautiful as I could see in her photo he showed to me? The young man was also handsome and well-mannered, Kassim, was his name.

«Her hands, oh! Her hands, Angelo, poor Kassim was telling me, between sighs, how much I loved her hands! What a beautiful hands, what a rare beauty!» I observed them to the photographer. Kassim was right. Long, thin, white fingers, a masterpiece of the creation, a provokor of fiery love in the young man who would touch them, or be touched by them.

In spite of the rejection from Sai Baba, the marriage took place, but it was like a funeral to her. The spell of love and happiness, in which there was a strong feeling of support and benediction by Sai-Baba (a substitute father for her, psychologically, I mean), this spell was dissolved after his malignant act. She fell in her old negative feelings, depressive, desperate, hopeless states of mind and, in connection with them, to her old ways, smoking, drinking and other addictions. The man felt a great disappointment and discouragement. Their unhappiness was coming out in quarrels and the marriage broke. They lived separately and unhappy. She probably went in for drugs again, and now she was trying once more to de-addict herself through medicines. The best cure she happened to find in and because of the Ashram, had been destroyed by the Ashram Big Man himself. What a pity!

The «saint» man, in his seventy years destroyed, with one blow, the miracle of love that flowered in the hearts of two young persons, in their thirties, a love that was curing their many wounds and pains from their childhood, a love that united their souls and recreated them, or, rather, restored them in their prime happiness and joy of living.

After some time, I heard the following story which proves how illogical and unfounded was the demand or regulation established by Sai-Baba, that the man and woman who would marry under his «benediction» or «approval» should be people connected with the Ashram, or «his devotees». A Greek man of 40, came to the Ashram. He was an architect but psychologically confused, or «with psychological problems», as they usually label it. For me, it is simply ignorance of the ways our mind worka, thoughts, and feelings, in their interaction. Our thoughts are based on what rubbish they feed us through school, church, «lotterature» and screens. Our feelings have been perverted through the fact that they were unacceptable, rejected, suppressed, punished during our «education» or upbringing. The ignorance about all that, the lack of s self-knowledge and self-observation, leads to great confusion, erroneous behavior, which it is then called psychological problems.»

This situation refers to millions of people. And it can be easily exploited by those who can have a position of power, financial, organizational, «spiritual» and offer to help «suffering» people, that is, people in confusion.

So the architect lived in the Ashram for some time and because a «devotee». He was unmarried. One day, Sai-Baba told him that he should marry an Indian girl from the Ashram, another devotee. He did. But the girl was so sick in her body that their common life was a torture. They had a child. The situation grew worse. They decided to separate. After some time, the woman developed tuberculosis and soon died. The man took the child and came back to Greece. He knew some church people, he became an apprentice priest for some time, and then he was given an ordination and a church to serve and live in it. What a wrong development in his life, through the interference and imposition of the will of the «spiritual leader»! Are the blind still leading the blind? Until when?

CHAPTER 4

At Rishi Valley Krishnamurti Schools.

The Great Vision

Five hours bus-drive from Puttaparthi to Mandanapali. Difficult hours, uncomfortable, because we drove through low plain land, over earthen road, with lots of dust coming into the bus, and lots of very bad smell from stagnant waters by or near the road at several places.

When I got off the bus at Mandanapali bus station, it was 10.00 o'clock, night. I asked for a bus to Rishi Valley. The station master did not seem to understand English. I had the idea that everybody speaks English in India. But several experiences, and this one particularly, showed me that very few people speak or understand English. Anyway, someone understood the words bus, what time, Rishi Valley, and told me, «morning tomorrow, six o’ clock.»

I had a look at the bus station. The sight was disgusting, the filth so abundant that I felt it would be impossible to spend the night there, though there were many benches and the usual booths selling boiling hot tea-milk or coffee-milk at 2 or 3 rupees a small glass.

So, back to the station-employee. «Is there a hotel near here, to spend the night?» I repeated the question several times to several people around. Someone answered by showing me with gestures. I understood, «behind the station, this way, left.» So I moved out that way.

I saw a building, dimly lit, and in very bad condition. I moved towards it. But when I approached, I smelled such a bad odor, that I immediately stopped breathing, and felt the urge to run back. Before that building, there was a large ditch of stagnant filthy waters, and the horrible smell, I thought, would certainly penetrate the building. Instantly I ran back, holding my breath till I felt I was out of the reach of the odor.

Back to the station. I had some hot tea-milk, while I was wondering how and where I would spend the night. I looked at the benches. Some were empty. Others occupied by people who were lying on them, on their side, covering their bodies, sometimes their heads too, with whatever rugs they were wearing during the day.

Behind some of these benches, or among them, there were people lying on the bare ground, some on a thin, rugged blanket, others on nothing at all. I walked slowly, noiselessly, hesitantly among them, trying to look at their heads. I saw children, women, men, mostly aged men and women. In the beginning I had thought they were travelers who had to spend the night there, in order to catch another bus to their destination, next morning. But I soon realized that this was not the case. All evidence showed clearly that they were homeless people, working children, beggars, invalid older men and women, some blind, some lame, or deformed in some other way. The bus-station, roofed but open, unwalled on the front-side, was their home for the night-time; and also for the day-time, for some of them, as I realized the next morning.

I took this round a few times during that night. Once, I saw a pool of water next to the bodies of two people sleeping on the ground. I soon realized that they had pissed during sleep as they didn't have the energy to get up and go to the toilets. So they lied on their pissed rugs and who knows whether this would give them a bad cold or not. Some of them were coughing from time to time and spitting the outcome next to their heads or mouths. I saw some children so poorly dressed, actually torn shirts and trousers, that they certainly were feeling very cold during their sleep. Perhaps that is why they had turned their faces to touch the dirty ground, some of them were pressing their lips against it, trying to get some heat from the warm cement of the floor, which had been exposed to the sun-light for some time during the day.

Do I have to apologize for the description, dear reader? Excuse me, if I disturbed you.

I had to use the toilets at the back of this space. The door was half-open. I pushed and got into the corridor. What I saw, what I smelled, I shall not describe. I turned back instantly and moved out. In a flash, I had the feeling, «I shall not make it out, by the morning I may have a shock to end my life». I could get panic-stricken, or badly shocked by disgust and pass out. But, in another part of my being, I felt, «You must bear it, accept it; it is human misery in its worst. Remember the words of Goethe, «Nothing human is foreign to me». I tried to apply the meaning of this saying in the situation, but I could not. So, I changed it, so that I could bear the unbearable situation. I was experiencing, ‘Anything inhuman can be human». I meant to say that human beings happen to fall into the most inhuman conditions concerning shelter, food, dress, toilet, dirt on the ground and in the air. «Anything horrible, unbearable, unimaginable, can become a reality for humans».

These flashes of meditation kept me on my feet, for the moment, and for the rest of the night.

At the left side of the big hall I saw a door, closed but not locked, I pulled it open. Inside I saw several iron beds, without mattresses but with metal or wooden bars instead. Two of them occupied. A mother with her child on one, a man with his luggage on the other, probably travelers. Two or three were empty. I opened my bag, took out whatever clothes I had in it. Together with a double sheet, I used them as mattress and lied down. I couldn't sleep, but I relaxed for a few hours. When I woke up, feeling I needed to move, I took a round in the station hall. Upon return I saw on this door an inscription, «REST-ROOM FOR STAFF». So I thanked my good luck, for it would have been a dangerous test to spend that night in the bus station hall at Mandanapali.

After a few days, in Madras, I read in a small book by J. Krishnamurti, entitled TIME AND THE TIMELESS, one question to him: «How was it that you, born in that small, poor village of Mandanapali...» etc. So, this was the birthplace of J. Krishnamurti, and here he was found by the Theosophists who later made him president of «The Order of The Star in the East» and prepared him to be a new incarnation of a great Savior (Avatar) like Budda or Jesus Christ. I had read many of his books which he wrote after he quitted the Order and the role the Theosophical Society had vested him with. In these books, most of them compilations of talks given at several places in India, Europe and America (mainly USA), he seemed an independent philosopher and psychologist. To me, he was living through himself and revivifying by his talks the great truths relating to the psychological evolution of man beyond selfishness, the state of the ordinary man; truths which had been discovered in ancient India and were recorded in the Upanishads, in Gnana-Yoga, in Buddist writings, and recently, in the teachings of Gurdjieff and P. Ouspenski.

Of course, the recording, the writing down of these, truths (which is often allegorical or parabolic) cannot transmit their value to the reader. The value, the essence of these truths can be transmitted only by a living person who is living at the level of them, and reflects them through his talks and the example of his personal behavior; by man (or a woman) who has gone beyond the ego, the self, and is living in a constant, natural flow of love, freedom, freshness, awareness. All evidence showed that Krishnamurti came to be such a man, after many years of psychological suffering, including physical pain, headaches, depression, weeping, he went through, most probably because of the conditioning, the austerities, the deprivations, that some theosophist patrons had been imposing on him for many years of his childhood and youth.

Well, I mentioned all this because one of the reasons I came to India was to see something about the influence left by Krishnamurti's teaching on the places where he lived for long intervals (for weeks and at times for months) very often, perhaps every year of his long life. There he talked with the students, the teachers, and to the public.

So, early in the dawning day, I woke up and started looking for the bus going to the Rishi Valley, where the schools were located. This bus station was a knot and lots of buses were leaving for several places. Nobody could tell me the one I wanted, probably because Rishi Valley was not a final destination of a bus-line, but only an intermediary place not known by this name. Fortunately, a young boy, heard me asking around. He told me that he was going himself to Rishi Valley, and that he would find the right bus, which he did, after some search. Before getting into the bus, he told me he was an ex-student of Rishi Valley School and that he felt the need to go and spend some days in the place where he had lived for so many years and which he loved very much, as it seemed quite obvious to me. He was a boy of 19, calm in his way of speaking and gestures, self-respectable, gentle. He insisted on paying me the ticket in the bus. I saw in him the good work done on the character of the students at those schools.

After an hour, the bus dropped us on the road, near the gate to the area of Rishi Valley community. I say community because as I soon realized, the schools were only a part, or perhaps the center around which a very large community developed, comprising a number of villages. The surprising thing about this community, a thing that strucks the visitor from the first moment, was the rich vegetation, bushes, flowers, trees that covered the area. Only the road leading to the built inhabited area was left bare of green.

But the inhabited area, schools and other common utility buildings, as well as private houses, were all surrounded by vegetation. Bucamvilia was one of the prominent flower-bush which ornamented the picture impressively and pleasantly to the eye. Evidently, this vegetation had been the work of man and not accidentally natural.

Several bungalows of one or two rooms were spread around the area neighboring the center of the community. I was given one of them for my stay.

I took several walks in the surrounding area and the explosion of the beauty of this vegetation was always surprisingly impressive. Around each tree there was an excavation that allowed deep irrigation of the tree.

In one of my walks I met the man who was probably one of the main persons who had worked for many years, perhaps dozens of years, for this wonder of afforestation. He explained to me how the whole large area of these hills had become arid and deserted because of the uncontrolled wood-cutting by the villagers. They sold the timber for a little money, which was perhaps their only cash income, especially in periods of draught, which, once lasted for two or three years. The whole area was denuded of its vegetation and fell in utter poverty and misery. Together with this, all the rich animal life of the forests, birds, mammals, flies, insects disappeared from the whole larger area.

Then, sometime around 1960, a vast afforestation project was worked out, studied in detail and implemented' laboriously day by day, year by year.

Not only the whole area of these hills was covered by the greatest possible variety of trees, bushes and flowers, but also all kinds of birds and animals and insects and worms came to live in the area so that the cycle of life was established again, through the interaction of flora and fauna, much richer in its variety and more abandoned intensively and extensively than in its previous wild form.

This man, full of years (over 80), wisdom and humanity, had worked through all this project and was, I could say, together with nature itself, the co-creator of this new life over the Rishi Valley Hills. A living example of what man can do to re-establish the natural environment, when it has been destroyed or damaged by one or another cause.

Early next morning I heard a bell ringing. I looked at my watch: six o’ clock. I got up, washed, dressed and soon out towards the schools to see what this ring meant.

Soon I saw children of all ages, (the school admits children from ten years up) jogging along paths wide and narrow, up and downhill all through the forest area around the schools. Among them I saw the teachers jogging along, and this sight gave me a pleasant impression, since I know the value of this exercise for a good health, as I am myself, not so much a jogger but very much of a walker, a hiker.

Later in the day I met the lady who was responsible for the schools. I told her about my reasons for coming to this place.

First, to see the schools to which the famous «Letters to the Schools» of J. Krishnammurti were addressed to, and feel the atmosphere, the spirit prevailing there, under the influence of that teaching; whether this spirit is still alive, in the years after his death, under the routine of the curriculum of the conventional lessons and the demand for memorizing so much useless information in so many branches of arts and sciences.

I am feeling that Krishnamurti's standpoint was revolutionary on this matter. In his «Letters to the Schools» and his other books on this subject (Life Ahead, This matter of Culture, On Education) and elsewhere, Krishnamurti insisted on the point of helping the student (or allowing him/her) to discover the main inclination, or capacity, and cultivate, develop the several activities or expressions of it.

At the same time, (and here I sensed a contradiction that disturbed me a lot) Kr. often and again, pointed out that in these schools the students could and should obtain academic excellence in the conventional way, that is in the subject-lessons obligatory by the Government program of education, that is, history, geography, ancient languages, ancient or ancestral civilization, history of religions and their literature, lots of mathematics and physics and chemistry of different levels, lots of literature in the local language and in the foreign language taught in the school.

The first point, the necessity of discovering and developing the individual inclination or type of creativity, or form of expression of the innate creativity in each person, was characteristic of the few educators who felt this truth and stood against the traditional forms of education which, still today, destroy what is the best in each human being, the innate intelligence which goes, together with knowing and acting in the particular field and form which distinguishes each person. Those who know the essentials in the educational work of J. J. Rousseau, Decroly, H. James, Montessori, Alfred Adler, R. Steiner, Alice Descoeudres, A. S. Neil, and others, will understand what I am saying.

As for myself, I have taught English and French as a second language for several years, at some private institutes for foreign languages. After having assimilated the teaching about the individuality of the child, its need  to   be  respected  in  his   rhythm   and   interests   in   learning, I experimented in new ways of learning, based on the interest young pupils show  in  artistic  and  meaningful  material  and  on their ability  and enjoyment in reproducing, in recreating in their own personal way what they have absorbed in this way.

I'll give one example of this way of learning, as it may be useful to many readers, teachers or students. I wrote a book, «ENGLISH FOR CHILDREN, through fables, games, jokes and songs». The English text and its translation in Greek are printed on the same page, in two columns, in corresponding lines. Then I recorded the texts, in English and Greek, phrase by phrase.

Each story lasted about 2 minutes. The stories are based on Aesopian fables, with a plot, a problematic situation, suspense, which are all element of art work, attracting the attention of the listener, child or adult. In this state of attention, learning of the foreign language is taking place automatically, effortlessly, passively.

The teacher will play the cassette with the story 3 times. Children like to listen to a story a few times. The first time with their books closed. The second time, they will be looking at the foreign language text in then-books, while covering the translation with a piece of paper. The third time, while listening, they will look at the picture representing the story. The teacher will pause the cassette for a few seconds only, so that the listeners have time to recognize what they hear in the picture. One can repeat the same procedure once more, so that there will be 6 listening of the story, just what is needed for the assimilation of the sounds of the foreign language. Their attention is complete. Then, you ask them (not to read the foreign language text, not yet) but to translate it, as they listen to the cassette, phrase by phrase. The teacher will pause the cassette at every short phrase of the foreign text a few words each time. Books closed. Only listening. I always witnessed the fact that pupils translated exactly as they had heard the English text, or any other foreign language text. The previous listening of the bilingual text allowed them to assimilate the story.

After a few listenings (story-readings), the pupils are ready to read the foreign language text. And they do it without mistake, fluently, with the pronunciation of the foreign speaker (I always use native good speakers with a good, warm voice and movement in the speech intonation). These results I witnessed every time with my students, and parents were amazed to see the rapid progress of their children. In a few weeks they were learning perfectly the material of one book, which, by the previous program would take one year's work in school, homework, grammar and all the boredom and the torture that usually accompanies the learning of a foreign language and many other subject-lessons.

Learning, lessons were always a joy in my classes and in the classes of all teachers who have known what material to teach and how to get the pupils attracted, interested and participants in the procedure.

In every lesson-hour (about 50') there was always a game for the pupils. A game of verbal activity, but which required their ability to use, by their own initiative, the sentence-patterns given to them, and their full attention so that they did not repeat questions already asked by other classmates.

Having thus established the relation between learning and joy and initiative, my pupils were using their free time at home to read through the book, while listening to the cassette I was giving them. It happened that some pupils came to me after two weeks and told me, «Teacher, I read and listened the whole book, by myself, at home.»

Not only did I not discourage anybody about that, but asked them instead to read in class one or two stories, not yet studied in class. They did it so well, that everybody was happy and encouraged to learn more by oneself. And that was my final aim in my teaching procedure: To make students understand, through their own experience, experimenting on themselves, that they could learn anything they wanted by themselves, without depending on school and teachers, on condition that they are given the right material for each phase of learning; books accompanied with cassettes would be a necessity for the first phase of learning a foreign or the mother language (I mean reading, writing and new words and expressions).

I did not hesitate to explain to older pupils (from 12 years up) that the whole system of education, still to-day, is based on a very unhealthy, almost insane, (psychologically speaking), principle involving a situation where someone who «knows» is indispensable, is the only way for someone else who doesn't know to learn something one wants to know.

This situation gives way to the development of some superiority feelings (on the one part) and inferiority feelings on the other part, very unhealthy, very dangerous feelings, in both cases. The feeling of dependence, submission, belief in some authority who «knows», who stands  high  and   above,   this   feeling  is   established   deeply,   in  the unconscious mind, not only in the superficial level of the intellectual procedure of learning through repetition of what you are being told or have read.

This feeling of accepting, believing in the undoubted principles taught to you in school by the ones who «know», becomes part of yourself, such a «real» part of yourself that you shall never in your life doubt or question the «truths» passed to you in this unhealthy situation: teacher versus student, denoting superiority, knowledge, authority, versus inferiority, ignorance, dependence, submission.

I will cite only one example: In the text-books of the elementary school, in each country of the world, you will often find the idea that during some war or a revolution, the people of the country, young or old, but particularly the young, gave their life in the battlefield, in order to protect the fatherland against the enemy, or made a revolution against the foreign conquerors or invaded other countries in order to liberate them from tyranny or to teach them a better system of government, a better religion, or the only true religion etc. This information is always accompanied by stirring the emotional element in the child or student, by describing this fighting as heroism, self-sacrifice, the highest value in human life, the highest duty of the citizen, etc. Who could remain immune of this poisonous suggestions? Who could dare doubt these «truths»? And if one did, what truths could he substitute for them? Some other truths which one assimilated through the same procedure of being suggested by some authority, by someone who «knows» to someone who is eager to learn from someone who «knows»?

If you told someone, «Doubt these notions of fatherland, borderlines, enemy country or enemy people, true religion, false religion, correct, right political or economic system, or wrong, false system, doubt the necessity to have leaders, politicians, economists, educationists, who draw the lines to follow, doubt their knowledge, their ability to understand the false and change it, doubt your feelings of your inferiority and of their superiority, doubt all that has been suggested to you directly and indirectly», how would one feel? How would you feel? Empty? Afraid or anxious about the emptiness, the void that would appear after this doubting, this demolishing of so many ideas and emotions that filled your mind so far?

That is why I said that the relation teacher-student based on the notion superiority-inferiority, which means mechanical transmission, mechanical reception of «right» information and «truths», can be so unhealthy, dangerous, irrevocably poisonous for the individual and for mankind. The present actual state of human condition, of state affairs and human relationship, all over the world, proves it to be a fact.

The lady I talked to had no time to listen to what I had to say about new ways of teaching, which would decondition the students from their dependence on school and teachers. She told me she had to see parents who came to ask for the admission of their children for the next academic year. There was also an interview and a kind of examination for the children, I mean the prospective students of the school. I can't know what it all means for the parents and the children. I hope that they are all feeling fine about this procedure. It certainly means, though, that only parents of some middle class (financially socially middle class) can send their children to that school.

I had also the feeling that the program of lessons (curriculum) in the school was the same as in the conventional schools. That is, many various subjects (history, maths, physics, grammar, geometry etc) for each class, for each hour, the same for each student. This I call the caterpillar of mass education where the real thing in each child, the particular inclination, talent, gift, innate with one's essence, is destroyed through the obligation to give one's time, during so many valuable years of his youth, in «learning» so many things, information in so many branches of «knowledge», useless for life, but stealing from the child the opportunity to develop his / her real capacities, innate talents.

I don't know if this is the situation at Rishi Valley schools. I stayed there only four days, and I didn't have the chance to find out. But if it is so, I feel that the main «new» thing in Krishnamurti's view and perspective about a radical change in education, and, through it, in society, is getting lost, forgotten through the mid-class mentality, «we must have a good rate of entries to the University through our school, so that parents trust us their children, so that we survive as a school, as a name, a tradition, a permanent job, a better salary...etc.»

The lady told me also that they, as an educational center, had been assigned to go out to the neighboring villages, where there was no school, to teach children reading and writing on the spot.

They used slates and chalk for the writing, and hoped to have good results, but I fees that young children are interested in learning reading, which can be obtained quickly through cassettes, and books of tales and stories.

In spite of every possible development in these schools or elsewhere, the texts of the «Letters to the Schools» by J. Krishnarnurti will remain a source of inspiration for many persons who feel the need for a radical change in education. I used to broadcast these texts from a radio-station I cooperate with, and I witnessed the strong influence they had on the minds of several people. This influence, this deep response will always appear, when sensitive minds come in touch with these texts.

On my second evening here, there was a meeting of all the teachers, old and new, in this school. Some very interesting questions were put. I was given only a few minutes to say a few things on them. But next morning, I wrote a letter to the teachers and students and all people connected with the school. I gave it to the lady head of the school. She liked it and asked me to give her a copy. I gave her the manuscript but before that, I recorded it on a cassette, from which I copy it here for the readers.

Letter to Rishi Valley Krishnarnurti Schools

To all students, teachers and other staff of the Rishi Valley Krishnamurti Schools.

Dear friends,

Yesterday there was a meeting of teachers, new and old teachers, here, in which some very interesting questions were put:

1) What do we, teachers, want to communicate to the student in this school, the child, the adolescent?

2) What do we want from ourselves, the teachers? Are we a community, are we a large family of adults? What should we expect from ourselves and from the children? The word children includes persons up to 21 years of age, according to a classification of ages accepted in the West, at least. In the same classification you are young between 22 and 45 years of age.

So, these were the questions put and I was very glad about them. I meditated on them. May I tell you some of my meditations?

Suppose that someone who has studied or heard K's teaching, would say: In this school we are working with the view of producing, creating a different, a new kind of human being, who would, later on, as an adult, help to bring about a new society, a new culture. Second, but simultaneous, we, teachers should be working towards changing ourselves, so that we become different human beings, so that we have a different society here, at Rishi Valley community, a new culture, a new relationship between human beings.

All this may sound great to some of you, perhaps too great. But how does it sound actually to you, children, students and to you teachers or any other person living here? Perhaps offending, indirectly or directly offending. A child may feel, may think: Am I a bad human being, for you, so that you have to change me into a different, a good human being? If one of you feels this way, then one's relationship to the school, the students, the teachers, to the entire human environment here is already damaging for his mind and soul. Self-respect can be damaged when one begins to lose the feeling of being loved and accepted for what one is.

Can you remember, you children and you adults, the moments you were most happy in your infanthood and childhood? Perhaps those were the moments when you felt sure that you were being loved, accepted, cherished, respected, your needs covered, attended. Then, at the moments you were alone, that feeling expanded, and you felt like you were being loved by the entire universe and like you were loving the entire universe, everything and everybody around you, from the smallest flower or pebble or fly to the biggest mountain and the shining stars in the night sky. More than that, you felt as you were yourself that love, that bliss, that happiness.

So you are already, everyone of you, the good, the best human being. You don't have to be turned into that. You know what a marvelous being is a human being, what wonderful feelings of love and friendship, affection, generosity, compassion you have within you, what a blissful state of peace, silence, ecstasy you are often in.

So please remember and re-remember those moments of feeling loving and lovable, of losing yourself in a state of happiness, bliss, ecstasy, moments that each one of you has had in one's life, especially in infanthood and early childhood. Why particularly then? Because then we live on feeling, on the reality of our being.

But if our feelings are denied expression, if they are suppressed, if nobody responds to them, then a deep hurt is made into our mind, which may result in a negative attitude of some kind. It may produce, later on, psychological or even organic pathological symptoms. One of them is what is called neurotic behavior, misbehavior, which may be annoying or destructive to others, but mainly it is self-destructive.

The correction of this behavior or attitude, or character pathology could easily be corrected in school, kindergarten, elementary, high school, by experienced teachers, experienced in understanding the causes of each case of misbehavior, with the awareness that the main and common cause is the feeling of not being loved, accepted, attended, needs respected and satisfied in early years of one's life.

To be simply loving is not enough for the correction of these pathologies. The teacher should learn and get experience in applying the right ways to make the child perceive, recognize the pathological attitude developed in his or her character.

Alfred Adler and his school, R. Dreikurs and many others have worked along these lines since the beginnings of this century, in Europe and particularly in the USA in this field and have been very successful in their work with teachers and children.

The books by Alfred Adler on the pathology of children's behavior, the book by R. Dreiknos and his co-operators «The child, A new Approach» «Psychology in the classroom» and other books written by people who worked practically with children on the same lines, contain all the material necessary to apply for successful work in this field.

Coming back to the question in the beginning, we may answer that the teacher's work is to make the child to be sensitive in his relationship to the other child, so much sensitive as one is to anything that is disturbing oneself personally. As the saying goes «Love the other person as you love yourself». So, first thing, love yourself, the best being, die highest form of intelligent life on Earth. Love yourself in such a way as not to damage yourself in any way: by overeating, laziness, by any form of indulgence in satisfactions, by any unnecessary negative feeling against others, such as envy, jealousy, domination, super-imposition, self-promotion, which cause conflict and aggression finally damaging seriously yourself, in mind and body, through the rest of your life.

The society of adults everywhere in the world is run by these negative feelings and attitudes or lines of behavior. You know that it is deteriorating to the worst possible inhumanity. Will you, children, allow yourselves to absorb and reproduce these attitudes? This seemingly self-interesting but finally self-destructive behavior? If you don't, you may succeed in bringing about in the world the only revolution worth the name: the psychological revolution. It could make the Earth one motherland for all, with one Government, no more wars or hunger and inhuman misery everywhere. Without this long vision, what value has your attending or teaching in the Krishnamurti’s School or any other school worth the name? Thank you.

Later that morning I overheard a phrase by a male parent speaking to another female parent, who had come to visit their children in the boarding school. I was standing in the shade of a big tree to avoid the hot sun. It was end of February, already summer, and by the end of March the school year would be over. With two months summer holidays, the new school year starts beginning of June. He said, smiling, «I told my son, «Well, my boy, did you find yet the girl you will marry?»

This phrase could mean a lot, for someone who understands the mentality of the people here. A main point of parental superiority and dominance over the new generation is that they arrange for the marriage of the young. This boarding school for boarding girls and boys, scores or hundreds of miles away from their homes, could allow them to fall in love with someone, without waiting for their parents to find, out, to choose a boy or girl and then arrange for the marriage. So, this «friendly», fatherly question could mean, «Have you gone so far as to choose by yourself your future mate? And if you have, would you perhaps like to tell me who that person is?» If the boy was trapped and confessed his secret, the father would be glad to start investigating who the girl was, get in touch with her parents and start talking about a marriage arrangements, a main topic in which was the dowry of the girl offered to the boy. So, by this sly movement, the father, and his wife probably, would ensure their superiority over this so important matter in the lives of the young, a superiority allowed to them by a long tradition of absolute authority of parents, and other adults (teachers, employers, etc.) over the young.

CHAPTER 5

At the Krishnamurti Study and Retreat Center

in Madras

The Teaching and its Work are within You

Early in the morning, me and the dance teacher went into the car that took us to Mandanapali, in about 60 minutes drive. There, buses for several destinations moved out at regular hours. The dancer was going to a different destination, so we parted very quickly. I found the bus to Madras, which set off soon. It took about 6 hours drive to get to Madras.

At the Madras bus terminal I waited till all the passengers stepped down and out of the bus. Then, I put my two pieces of luggage down on the step, but before I put my foot on the step, I saw a long, thin, brown arm stretching inside grasping my luggage and dragging it out. «It looks like robbery», it was my first, very quick reaction, but in a flash I had a second thought, «It must be a porter». Then, immediately I had my usual, conscious thought, «I always carry my luggage on my back, I never miss this opportunity for exercise». But before I said anything to the porter, before I made a gesture ordering him to give me back my luggage, another thought appeared, «Let him have some money, have a chance. He may have been all day in the station without any chance»

Actually, I saw no porter carrying any luggage of Indian passengers. Probably, porters wait patiently for foreigners. If one appears with some luggage, the porter will have a chance.

This one threw my luggage on his back and moved on. I tried to stop him, but he did not listen. Then I saw the driver of the bus, stopped him and told him where I wanted to go. So the porter stopped, waiting for the answer. But the driver did not understand what I was telling him. He said only, «yes, yes». So the porter continued going on and out of the bus-station. The situation seemed mad, but I felt that these movements were mechanical and the porter was following his routine. So, I did not get panicked and followed him. We crossed the street, a large street with more than two belts of traffic on it; a dangerous crossing indeed, for me, at least. He was slipping swiftly among the many vehicles.

He put my luggage down, at the outer end of the street, and stretched his arm and hand for money. I gave him ten rupees I had ready in my pocket There I had a surprise. When he saw the money, he pushed my hand back violently, meaning clearly, though without saying a word, that he wanted more, much more.

There were some local people around, either idle, or waiting for a bus, or the owners of the «shops», that is, benches laden with different things to sell, fruit or other, stuck against the wall which bordered the end of the road. They gathered around and I explained that I gave him 10 rupees for just crossing the road. They said nothing. The porter grabbed the end of the belt of my purse which hang out of my bag. He pulled with force. Fortunately, the bag was locked with a lock and the purse could not come out. But he went on pulling and trying to make me let loose the bag or follow him. He was strong and pulled hard, but I resisted the pulling equally hard. I started feeling a bit panicked, but I did not let it overtake me. I noticed that though he behaved violently, at the same time he acted mechanically, stupidly, without really meaning what he did. I pulled back hard and drew the belt out of his hand. He came back to me asking for money. I gave him the 10 r. He took it but went on demanding (not asking or begging) for more.

At the same time I was asking people around me which bus, which direction should I take to get to the place I showed them on a photo in the booklet I had with me «Krishnamurti Foundation India Madras, Greenways Rd., Visanta Vikar».

Nobody seemed to understand or know anything about it. Fortunately, someone called a young man passing near by. He was a student, he told me, and was eager to help me. People knew him and so they thought he would be the only one there able to help me. But as the porter insisted attacking me shamelessly and idiotically asking for more money, I had to end up this trouble first. So I asked the student to help me in this matter first. I explained the situation. The student told the mad porter, «It's O.K. 10 rupees». He insisted a bit longer, standing near by with his arm stretched out expecting more money, but then he left.

The student thought a bit about the place I wanted to go, and then he showed me to cross the road with him, towards another bus station, near by. There he asked information. He told me there was no bus to that place and then he talked to someone. That one almosted pushed me ahead. Then another came out of a ricksaw (three-wheeled motorcycles) and tried to push me in it. But the other man started a fight with him, in angry faces, words and gestures. I asked the student what was going on, but he said nothing. He seemed rather satisfied that he served me so far and that he had found a client for a ricksaw.

Hoping that the driver had understood where he should take me, I asked him how much I must pay him. «130» he said. «You know» he added, «I have to pay the other one 30 rupees. That's why. No meter».

I understood he would not use the metter for the payment, but he put it on after we started off. He could not help it. Perhaps, a syndicate regulation, or a traffic police obligation.

When we reached the place, the meter had counted 60 rupees. I gave him 100, saying, it's OK, meaning that he should ask for no more. But he was upset, nervous, afraid, anything than satisfied, and he asked 120. I asked the gate-porter of the place, fat and lazy-looking man, about the price. He said, or rather, he gestured, «120, OK, good.»

So, I paid 20 more, and the driver left satisfied and in a haste.

When, the next day, I happened to discuss the first incident (the behavior of the porter) with a few Indians, guests or living in the center, they exclaimed, «you see, that is criminality. It is rising in the big cities.» I said nothing, but I knew they were misinterpreting the fact, generalizing, making abstractions and wrong conclusions. I knew it was an incident of begging, mechanical, petrified begging, which, in the case of this hungry, subfed, older man had become a stubborn demanding of money from foreigners he served at the bus station. And it was my mistake that I had not ready in hand some more small bank-notes of 10 rupees. I could have given him one more and he would be satisfied.

As for the second case, in another chat, the director of the center told me that the normal price was 60 rupees, and the taxi owner had stolen the rest. But I sensed, again, that, he had paid the rest to other people who had first seen me (or fished me) looking for transportation, according to their «Mafia type» arrangements among owners, «administrations» and drivers of the ricksaw taxis «organizations» or «unions».

Both incidents could be dangerous for a traveler who does not know their mentality and who would obstinately resist the demands and deny to accept the situations.

Soon, I realized that people who were staying at the center, apart from those working in it, were not there for studying Krishnamurti's (abbrev. K's in the following) teaching. But I had no idea why they were there.

I visited the place where the archives and the video were placed, and the bookshop, at another building. I wanted to buy some books by «K» in every European language they had been published, at least one in each of them. But in the bookshop they had and sold only English «K» books. Then, at the archives, they told me that they perhaps had one or two books in French and in German but could not dispose of. I asked for a paid photocopy of them. They told me I needed a permission by the Director for that, (and he was not there that afternoon), and, second, the copy machine was out of order. They intended to call a technician, next morning to repair it. At least I could hope. I said to myself, «What you expect, you never find. People are what they are, not what you expect them to be. At least, learn what they actually are by observing them, their words, their movements, their faces, their feelings. That's more important for you.»

Late this afternoon, I visited the lecture hall, where «K» usually spoke when he was in Madras. Wooden floor, wooden ceiling, very high walls (at least 20ft.), a fine room, friendly, inviting.

Soon I came out to look for my sandals. You have to leave your shoes out of this room, and also all the other buildings, dining room, bookshop, everywhere in this center and in many such places, ashrams and others, in India. It is a very good habit, if you consider how much dirt there is on the streets and pavements and everywhere.

Outside the entrance of this hall, there was a kind of verandah, or threshold, a roofed space, with some chairs (and benches, perhaps,) in it. There I saw an Indian girl, sitting on a chair. She saw me looking for my sandals, and showed me where they were. I felt as if she were waiting for me, for some reason I could not guess. It seems that I sensed her timidity and started talking to her, asking one or two questions about herself. She answered eagerly telling me that she was doing some volunteering work in the center, writing down some texts by «K» from cassettes, to compensate for the free stay in the center she was offered. She was not married and she wanted to get married very much and very soon. She was 35, well built physically, but very, very black, unusually black for an Indian from Hyderabad (that's where she was coming from).

When she had said so much about herself, she stopped and looked as if expecting my reaction. I kept silent for a while. Then, I told her: «I will tell you something which happened in Athens, where I talk at a radio-station, as a psychologist. I deny this definition «psychologist» before the audience and say that I am only partaking my meditations, and participate in a common investigation of any problems they (the audience) want to discuss or resolve.

«After each talk, some people call (by phone) to ask about their problems or come at the place where the radio-station is (and a hostel, too) to meet me personally. In one case, a lady of about 40 came to see me. She was brought there, almost pushed on, by a lady friend of hers, who was a constant visitor to the place and had often listened to my talks. She had told her that this man could, perhaps help her out of the very difficult situation she was in.

I talked to the lady (patient) who, physically, was very well made, blond, fair-skinned, beautiful face, thin and tall, healthy, fine feminine movement and posture of the body.

She said she was divorced from her husband and living with her 17-year old son. But she was very distressed because her son wouldn't speak to her, probably dissatisfied with her, though she could not find any reason for it.

But her immediate problem was the attacks of fear she had from time to time, and lately more often. During this fit, she got panicked, dizzy, everything around her was rotating and she had to stick, push her back and hands against the wall, in order to be able to stand and not fall down uncontrolled.

During the last month she closed herself up in her house, out of fear that the fit of panic could occur in the street or somewhere else and put her life in danger. She was a dance teacher, teaching a group of children. Her job was also now threatened. So her friend talked to her about me, «a good man who cures people through his radio talks and through telephone discussions with «patients», by making them cry out their hidden pains.

Talking with her, I found nothing special in her childhood relationships with parents that could be very traumatic, to the degree of panic. Talking about her husband, we could find nothing that could make her anxious, and I concluded that it was her problem that made her behave so strangely that he had to go away. And probably, it was this deprivation of father that made her son to be angry against her, though silently.

There followed two or three discussions through phone, in which I asked her not to resist the fit of fear, or phobia, when it comes, but to allow it overcome her. That could lead to some trembling or weeping or anything else, which also she should not resist, not suppress, but allow it, accept it, dive in it.

It happened so, and she cried, but she got afraid of the fact of «crying without reason?» Was she mad? She thought. I asked her if she felt relieved after the weeping. She said, yes, she felt better.

Now, please, I told her, tell me about your birth. How was it? Easy, difficult, traumatic? She had no idea, her mother never told her anything about it. So, I said, the first thing you have to do is to ask your mother about it. She refused, saying, what has this thing to do with her problem. I insisted saying that we could not go on with the «cure» unless we cleared up this «detail». But it took some time before she asked her mother about it.

I asked her whether she had ever seen a psychiatrist. She said, yes, a few months ago, but he prescribed her some pills. «I refused to believe that I was sick, so I didn't take the pills and didn't see him again.»

Our next call was a big shock. She had asked her mother about «it». «It» (her birth) was not simply difficult, but terribly traumatic, an anxious fight between life and death, for both mother and infant. She was in the bag for 5 hours. She came out black as charcoal, having almost died from asphyxia.

While she was relating the incident, her voice was a bit choked. She was feeling tense and anxious. At the end of her talk, I told her that surely all her trouble, the fits of panic and phobia, were rooted in that big, terrible trauma. And that, surely, she will be well again, radically cured and freed from all pains in her life, when she will have gone through a fit of weeping, as intense as her anxiety and fear was during her traumatic birth. She said she couldn't believe it, but one minute later, as we talked, she broke out in crying, and the receiver fell off her hands. I was waiting for several minutes till she picked up the receiver again and asked if I were on line.

I said, yes. She felt good about it. When I asked how she felt after the weeping, she said, «well, very well, relieved». «So, you will not be afraid of crying any more», I said. «Will it come again?», she asked a bit anxious. «Several times,» I said, till most of the suppressed fear, anxiety and pain comes out in tears, sobs, revulsing sobs, excretions from nose, mouth and perhaps other outlets.»

To finish the story, I told the Indian girl, that this woman, the dance-teacher, got soon really well, so well that everything changed in her feelings and attitudes about life and people. She felt strangely integrated, though without a husband and without the previous attachment to her son.

When I finished the story, which I narrated in half the length than this above written report, the Indian girl looked at me in rounded eyes, strongly moved and told me, «Why did you tell me this story? Did you know about me?» Of course not. How could it be? «This is my story, too. You know, I was still born, dead!»

I was shocked. I said, «Please, explain to me...» She said, talking mildly, quietly, with a hidden sadness in her voice and eyes, «My mother had not counted the days right, and when she went to give birth to me, I was not ready to come out. So she went back home, and though she felt some pain the other day, she was so busy with arrangements for a marriage in her family, that she didn't go to the clinic again, for several days. When she finally went, the doctor said, «The baby inside is still, probably dead. To save your life, we must operate on you, and take the baby out. If we wait, hoping that the baby is alive and will move again to its birth, we risk your life.»

So they operated her, took me out and put me away as a dead thing. When they finished their work with my mother, a nurse passing by me noticed a movement in me. «The baby is moving» she exclaimed, and so I was saved from death.»

After a pause, I said, «So you were waiting to be born and your mother forgot about it. You were dying from asphyxia inside her womb, and of course you couldn't do anything about it, for several hours!» «For several days», she said. «Is this perhaps why I came out so very very black?» «Most probably», I said. «You know», she added, «I am unusually black for the part of the country I come from».

«And then,» I continued, «after you were born, you were waiting for mom to take you to her bosom, for several hours without result. «For several months,» she said, «because they put me in special conditions to recover my natural breath and weight etc. Anyway, I overcame all this trauma and am well now, healthy.»

«Organically yes, I said, but psychologically?» «What do you mean?» she asked. «We talked a lot this evening» I said, «but we can go on tomorrow morning, if you so wish.» «Of course I do,» she said, and we parted for the night.

Next morning, at about 10 hours, we met outside the archives office. I asked her, «Are you willing to do some work on yourself, now?» «Yes, of course», she said. So we went towards the center of the park, (the whole place was a park with several buildings round the border of it). There was a stone bench there, and as it was hot weather, we had no problem with sitting on it.

I asked her to speak about her present situation, why she was here etc. She said in a stubborn way: «I want to get married. I must. I am 35. And that's why I am here. I travel. I came from Hyderabad, far away. Perhaps I’ll find someone.» After a pause and a hasty look at me, she continued: «Am I not right? That's the most important thing for me. If I don't get married now, what will happen to me? Don't you think so?» «No», I said.

«The most important thing is what we are doing now.»

«What do you mean?» she asked. «You’ll see», I said. «Tell me, did you have any love stories?» «Yes», she said. «How did they develop?» «Badly, she said. I waited for two years for him to ask me to marry him. We were students in England, then. But finally, he married to another girl. The second story, only two years ago. I was in love with someone who worked with me in a company. He had promised me that sooner or later he would propose to me. I waited patiently, for a long time, and finally he took another girl.»

«What about your profession, I asked. You told me you are a teacher. Don't you love this work?»

«Oh, yes, very much. And I am a creative teacher. I cooperate with children, make them active and productive. But at the school where I worked, the director gave me computer work to do.»

«Did you tell him that you didn't like this work and you would rather work with the children?»

«I did, but he didn't notice. I waited for some time, but finally I left.»

Now, it was my time to say something. «Did you notice that in both your love stories you were waiting for something to happen, for someone to take you out of your loneliness, isolation?... to give you what you needed. As a teacher, also, you were waiting to be given the work with children...Please, find out whether this is a rooted attitude, a permanent feeling in you...and whether this is related to your traumatic birth...Those hours during which you were waiting to be given birth, you were waiting to be touched, hugged by mom and be placed upon her body. Do you see any relation, any connection?»

She remained silent, but it was obvious that she was surprised, deeply moved. After some time, she said, «Now, what?»

«Now, what are you feeling now?»

«I don't know, I feel, but I don't know what...»

«At a loss, desperate, as having been treated very unjustly...»

«Yes, this...the last one you said.»

«And what one can do when treated unjustly, running a risk of life and death, while nobody is noticing one for so long. What one could do...»

«I don't know», she said.

«Could you not scream, cry out, weep?...»

«I couldn't...I was almost dead, then.»

«What about now? I asked her. When you are being treated unjustly, can you protest, ask for correction or protection?»

«I don't usually do...» she said. «I   wait, I hope that...»

«You see now, the rooted feeling, the rooted weakness, the riddle of your life which you have to resolve.»

«How?» «Allow yourself to express the protest, the need you feel, the right you have to...»

She was very moved, alive, fighting with the life-long suppression of her main feeling.

«How?» she said again, with a tone of voice between hope and despair.

I thought in myself «This is the moment to act. Perhaps it will work. I stood up, somewhat hasty but not abruptly, and told her somewhat coldly:

«You know, that's enough for today. I have some work to do in the Archives office. I'm going...» I looked at her very carefully to see if she guessed my acting. She didn't. After a desperate look at me, she bent her head and remained speechless, motionless.

So, I turned my back to her and walked on five or six steps. Then I stopped decisively and turned back. From that distance, I told her:

«Do you want me to stay on and continue our work?»

She was surprised, took some time and said «yes». Then, I approached her and explained that I didn't mean to stop our discussion and leave. I did it only to provoke her feelings. «How did you feel when I said I am leaving? How are you feeling now?»

She was so moved, tears in her eyes, and probably a choking in her throat that she couldn't speak.

«Did you want to protest, to ask, to beg. Did you want to say: «Why are leaving now? Don't leave me now that I began to feel...»

«Yes, she said hesitantly...that's what I wanted to tell...you...»

«Well, tell me so, now...Go ahead» «Why...Don't leave now that I need you...Why?»

«Say it more strongly, I told her. Take it out, express, don't block it...»

«Me, block it? I can't say. I must...

She was now crying, tears in her eyes, though she didn't voice it, and kept her sobbing back, deep down...»

I stood by her, silent, motionless, compassionate, till her silent weeping faded out. «Are you feeling better now, relieved?» I asked her after some time. «Oh, yes», she said positively.

«Do you see now how important it is for you to come in touch with your feelings? And not whether you will get married or not.»

«Isn’t that important, too?» she asked hesitantly.

«It is. But the first thing is to know your feelings, your self. What is the value of any action, of any relationship, if your real feelings are blocked, unknown, suppressed. They will come out in perverted ways and damage yourself and the other person, the relationship...Do you see this?

We parted with a feeling of gratitude for what had happened. This was her feeling, I sensed. That afternoon, when we saw each other for the last time, she was a somewhat different person. A different voice, stronger, more open, different looks, more alive, different gait and posture of the body. She told me, «You have opened up new dimensions in my life. I shall remember you for ever.»

I said, «It is because you have come in touch with your feelings. But, there is more work to do.»

«How? Where? With whom?»

«With yourself and life, I mean, relationship. Read the «Primal Scream» by Arthur Janov and you will find a lot of help.

«I will», she said, and wrote down the title of the book. We said a friendly good-bye and parted.

Suicide and Killing of women in India

On that same evening, it happened something equally unexpected. Looking for a quiet place, I went again into the lovely lecture hall. I sat on a chair quiet, sensing the severe atmosphere of the environment. I was absolutely alone in the room, and only a few voices of birds reached in.

After some time, I got up and started to walk slowly and quietly towards the center of the room. Reaching there, I stood motionless, thoughtless for a while. It was really relaxing and exhilarating.

Turning to walk back, I saw a young man, Indian obviously, sitting on a chair, near the entrance, and looking at me intensely. I felt uneasy and to break the distance, I greeted him. He responded gently, but he still looked at me in the same way. So, I asked, «Is this the hall where Krishnamurti gave his talks?» He answered eagerly, «Yes». I asked again, «Have you ever been at his talks?» «No, he said, but I have read some of his books.»

«You know, I have translated a dozen of his books into my native language. I come from Greece.»

«Yes, yes», he said And only later I thought that the way he said that «yes» showed that he knew about me, he was told about me by someone, most probably by the girl from Hyderabad. But for the moment I sensed nothing like this.

Then, he asked me, in an anxious and persistent way: «Please, tell me about «K», (Krishnamurti), sir. Please tell me».

I was surprised, a bit embarrassed, upset «What exactly do you want me to tell you?» «About his teaching, anything you know. Please tell me.»

Now, I was more embarrassed, at a loss.

His anxiety was obvious and it could be contagious if I didn't have a steady standpoint and a negative attitude to such requests. I told him, «You know, I don't like to refer to someone else, to what he said or wrote. If I have understood «K», to the point I have understood the teaching, I could discuss an issue or a personal problem, through my own thinking of it. I've made it a rule for myself, never to refer to others. So, I can't speak of «K». But if you want to discuss with me a specific issue, or a personal problem. I am willing, I have some spare time».

«Yes, he said emphatically...I...have a problem...I can't concentrate on my work...I'm at a loss».

I was taken by surprise again. «You can't concentrate...What's your work?»

«I work in an attorney's office. I've studied law, am a lawyer...I can't do my work...»

I remained silent for a moment, I didn't know what to say. It was the first time I was put such a question, such a problem. Finally, I said, «Well, you know, generally the mind can't concentrate on a mental activity for too long. It needs a pause, a change of activity, some exercise. Try to stop work in the office and go out for a walk every now and then.»

«I tried it», he said quickly, impatiently. «It doesn't work...It's not that.»

Now, I was more at a loss with him. But the anxious look in his eye, the vibrations of fear in his voice, gave me suddenly the inspiration to ask, «Apart from that, do you have some other problem in your life, in your relationship that has made you anxious and destroys your concentration on work?»

«Yes», he said immediately and stopped in hesitation. I had hit the point «Do you want to discuss this problem? I can hear you, whatever it is...Don't be afraid or ashamed...»

«My sister, sir...committed suicide...a month ago...» he said interruptedly very anxious, upset, deeply worried about himself.

I was shocked and moved, «What age?» I asked. «Sixteen». «How did she die?» «They fell into a well» «They? Who they» «With a girl friend of hers. They both died» «What age...the friend?» «Nineteen». «Why did they do it? Do you know?» «No, sir...that's why...I came .to you...to help» «Do you want me to find out why your sister died?» «Yes, sir.»

I was again unpleasantly surprised and in a difficult position. But I could not refuse him the help he was asking.  I could not stop the discussion, end it by saying «How could I know? I am absolutely stranger, ignorant of the facts around the incident.» Just I couldn't say that, which was the immediate reaction in my mind. I blocked it and, after a pause, I told him.

«Yes, we may find out, if we examine some things. Do you know if she had a love affair?»

«No, she didn't» «Her friend?»

«Yes, she met a boy...» «Where did they live?» «Ιn a room, in our grandparent's house, in a separate room. You know, my sister came from the village. Perhaps we should not bring her here, life is difficult for a young girl.»

«Did the grandparents press her not to go out with her girl-friend and her boy-friend?»

«I suppose so...you know, the old mentality...»

«Did she have to take care of the grandparents, do housework and such things?» «Oh, yes, they are very old» «How was their house? Good?» «Oh, no, the usual house of the poor...» «Do you live in the same house?» «No, I live alone, I rent a small apartment, in another part of the city...»

I had now enough information to understand something about the causes of the suicide of the two girls. As I knew what the «usual house of the poor» was, I could feel what miserable conditions the young girls lived in, their deep-hearted disgust and despair about the present and the nature of their lives. I didn't allow myself to ask the young lawyer, «why did you let your sister live in such unbearable conditions, why didn't you take her with you?» I already sensed his intense feeling of guilt, which he didn't allow to come up, to become conscious, and which probably produced his great anxiety, threatening to drive him mad.

Two weeks later, while staying in Auroville, I learned by Europeans who have been living there for a number of years, the horrible realities about the treatment of women in their paternal family or in their husband's house, when it is his parents’ home.

One afternoon the news came from the nearby village that a woman, only two years married, committed suicide by burning herself. A French lady, a neighbor of mine in Auroville, who was well aware of the facts, explained to me that it was a crime, a killing, not a suicide. The poor woman and her parents could not pay the promised dot, or the remaining part of this dot to her husband's family, and they burned her to death, to revenge for the «cheating». Alternatively, they call this killing an «accident» and the authorities record it as such, though everybody knows the truth. Nobody talks or interferes.

«This is a usual phenomenon», the French lady told me, and other people confirmed it, «but there are worse facts about the position of women all over India, and especially in the South, where overpopulation and poverty is more acute. You will learn more, as you are inquisitive, but I shall tell you only this one: When a girl is born in a poor family, especially if she is the second or the third girl, her parents sometimes kill her by giving her to drink some tasty liquid in which they have put some finely broken glass, which they prepare in their kitchen. The result is internal bleeding causing immediate death.

I could not believe that the reason for this burning of wives was only financial. Actually the unpaid dot was not an important sum, and I sensed that the real, deeper reason was psychological, namely, male aggression which is provoked by the non-payment of the promised money or goods. The husband and his father may feel «cheated», beaten out, put down, humiliated. All their negative feelings, the hidden anger and hate caused in them in childhood, by the cruel treatment from adults, come up by this provocation and are directed against women: wives, daughters, sisters, the easy, unprotected victims. Domination of men over women, sadistic, humiliating, mutilating domination and superiority, to revenge for their own inferiority, weakness and protest against the inhuman conditions of their life, psychological and physical, material.

In Auroville I was told that a year ago, in a nearby village, in Tamil Nadu state (or area) a woman was burned with her dead husband. He had asked it before he died, and his relatives dragged his wife to the fire and burned her alive together with his dead body.

I was shocked. Of course, it reminded me the same incident described in Jules Verne's «Round the World in 80 days» but this was more than a century ago. Is male domination still so strong, so deadly destructive?»

I hope the reader understands that I don't see this behavior as a particularly Indian phenomenon, but a general one. The Hitlers and Stalins, Tsaouseskous and every kind of «leaders» of wars, civil or other, in Europe, America, Asia or Africa were, as I see it, abominable manifestations of the same behaviour, of human males, perverted aggression, domination, superiority, vanity, the same monstrous criminality of inhuman, insensitive, murderous animals, the so-called men, «leaders or heads» of the unit, whether big or small, party or family or business unit.

The Work is within you

On the second of my three days stay in Krishnamurti Retreat and Study Center in Madras, I passed the text «Life-givers, Life-savers, Women of all the world» to a few people working in it. Next day I asked for their response. A weak «yes, right,» was their reaction and nothing more. I asked them if they could make several photocopies of it and send them to the other «K» centers around the world. They were unwilling. So I made a few photocopies and sent them to a few «K» centers in Europe.

A young Indian man, a teacher working temporarily there, said in a discussion about this text: «We are in revolt ourselves, so we don't need...» He probably meant: «We, Indian young men, are in revolt against many forms of domination or exploitation or anything... So, we don't want another revolt... Let us try to get what we want, first...»

So much he had understood the text, and he spoke out of his own aggression and appetites.

When the photocopy machine was in order again, I asked for a copy of the French edition I found there of the most important of «K»s books «THE FIRST AND LAST FREEDOM». It took them a long time to decide whether to do it or not, who and when will do it. I offered to do the work myself and pay them. Finally a young man did it. When he brought it to the lady who would receive the pay for it, we found that only the first 10 or 15 pages were readable. The rest 100 pages were so lightly printed that they were unreadable. When I asked why he did such a useless work, he remained silent. Obviously, he did the copy work without noticing it, without realizing that there was no powderink in the machine. Joking. I said, «Am I at the Krishnamurti Study Center, who was all his life talking about attention, awareness, consciousness, living in the present and not absent-mindedly, sleeping?»

I'm saying this with the view to warn students of the Teaching of Krishnamurti-Nicoll-Ouspenski-Gurdjieff, the eternal Teaching on developing consciousness through being wakeful and aware of what is happening within our mind and outside, in people and things, that they should not expect to find the Work at some place, organization, Study and Retreat Centers. They can find it only within themselves. These Centers are good as hostels for staying some time, changing environment escaping a personal crisis and the similar. But the Work, if you have found the keys for it, you can do it everywhere and every day, through yourself.

On my last day in the Center, at noon, the director was in the dining room, having lunch with us. I was sitting next to him. We had met the day before and knew each other. When I was at Puttaparthi, I had sent him the few introductory pages of my book (typed, not published, in English, though published in Greek) entitled KRISHNAMURTI AND THE FOUTH WAY, in which I show the identity of «K'»s teaching with the teachings of Ouspenski and Gutdjieff, suggesting that the Krishnamurti foundation of India could publish this book, if they so wished. The director told me that he had replied to me by letter to my address in Puttaparthi, but, in the meantime, I had left and so failed to receive it. He told me that they could not publish it because, according to the status of the Foundation, they published only «K'»s books and no studies on or about the man or his teaching.

I asked him if he had read those introductory two or three pages. I give here these pages so that the reader can better understand why I spoke to that man in the way I did.

KRISHNAMURTI AND THE FOURTH WAY

(The teachings of Gurdjieff and Ouspenski)

The Teaching is identical Dynamic, revolutionary, just as in its  origin,   thousands  of years  ago. It lights the fire of investigation in the mind and transmutes it. But it is not for the intellectually rich, nor for the hasty. It is for the poor in spirit, for those who can say, «I don’t know».

The Teaching is marvellous, miraculous. But the trip is long and difficult. So, start now. Delay is for the sleeping.

The principal mistake we make about ourselves is that we consider ourselves one; we always speak about ourselves as «I» and we suppose that we refer to the same thing all the time, when in reality we are divided into hundreds and hundreds of different «I’s». At one moment when I say «I», one part of me is speaking, and at another moment when I say «I», it is quite another «I» speaking. We do not know that we have not one «I»,   but many different «I»s connected with our feelings and desires, and have no controlling «I». These «I's» change all the time; one suppresses another, one replaces another, and all this struggle makes up our inner life. (Ouspenski, The Fourth Way p. 3)

The word «individuality» means «indivisibles not fragmented. Individuality means a totality, the whole, and the word «whole» means healthy, holy. But you are not an individual, you are not sane, because you are broken up, fragmented in yourself; you are in contradiction with yourself, separated, therefore you are not an individual at all. So out of this fragmentation how can you ask that one fragment assume authority over the other fragments? ….. (Krishnamurti Beyond Violence p. 13)

What is «yourself» may I ask? Your anger, your bitterness, your frustrations, your despairs, your violence, your hopes, your utter lack of love- is that what you are?... You are all this and the other is also all that- his misery, his problems, his moods, his frustrations, his ambitions, (same, p.21)

Commentary: The Teaching is obviously the same. Only the words change. «O» says, we are many «I»s, «K» says we are many fragments. «0» says our different «I’s» are connected with our feelings and desires. «K» says we are our anger, our hopes, our despairs. «O» says we are not one. «K» says we are not individuals.

So the words change, the style also. One may be more theoretical, the other more emotional. A principle of the Teaching is to present itself in new external forms, while keeping its essential identity unchanged. The repetition of the form would be the death of the Teaching, just as it died in organized religions. They may have started as schools of the Teaching, by some transformed individuals, but some interpreters or followers made them «theologies» or dogmata, by inventing man-shaped gods, symbols and stupefying imagery.

Ouspenski: «The realization that you are asleep is the only thing. You need to find ways to awaken. But before this, you must realize what sleep is» (The Fourth Way). Krishnamurti: «Most of us are asleep-asleep because we have been put to sleep by all the philosophers, by all the saints, by all the gods and priests and politicians. One has been put to sleep and one does not know that one is asleep: one thinks that is normal. (Questions and Answers, p.8)

He had probably forgotten about the content of these pages. So, I repeated that «K» had read Ouspenski and also Alfred Adler and all the best of Western psychology (including Freud, Jung, Reich, Neil, Janov).

«Then why did «K» himself often say that he had read nothing of all that?» the director asked me. «This was a necessary lie» I said. He made a reaction, a movement of his head that showed he was hurt. The Indian girl from Hyderabad who sat opposite to us, told me in the afternoon that she was unpleasantly surprised by his strong negative reaction to my answer. I told her that this is natural for everybody who is identified, attached to a certain idea, person, dogma. The dogma here is that «K»'s teaching is original, authentically his own, and it was revealed to him through some mystical experiences he had had. So, I am not affected by their reaction when I deny this dogma.

The director asked me about the state of Christianity in the West. Strange question. I said: «It is dead. In my country in church, all the texts and psalms are recited in ancient Greek, and nobody understands anything of what is said or sung during the mass.»

«Do you know, the director continued, that at some meeting, during his talks, «K» was food-poisoned by Christians and almost lost his life?» I didn't know the incident, and was unpleasantly shocked. But I knew that this was again the work of identified, attached, fanatic people. «K» denied the dogmas of Christianity and «Christians» felt attacked and their securities threatened. I thought, later, that the director related the incident to me as a way of attack thinking that I was one of the «Christians».

I explained to the director that though «K» had read widely, and though his teaching was identical in essence with the one true and great teaching about man and the cosmos, he never referred to previous forms of the same teaching, for some important reason. The reason is that this Teaching cannot be assimilated, and later transmitted, unless you realize it, you work on yourself with it, you live it, you deny and. abandon your conditioned personality by using the keys the Teaching gives you. If this work gives its results, then you are a transformed person, you live in awareness, in the present, you don't allow yourself to slip back.

Such a person never refers to other forms of The Teaching, especially the «traditional» ones, no matter how heavy they weigh, thanks to their «sacred» books, for millions of people.

«Why?» asked the director «not refer to them, if the Teaching is the same? And why lie by saying that one has not read them?»

«I can't explain it better», I said. Then, pretending that I was changing the topic of discussion, I said: «I have not read Baghavad Gita. Have you?» «Yes, I have». «Can you tell me the basic plot or situation in a few words?» «Yes. Prince Arjuna is the head of a big army, ready to fight another army, whose leaders and kings are close relatives of Arjuna. They all come from the same family, from the same origin. Arjuna hesitates to attack, to wage war, against his own kin people, to commit such a monstrous mass crime. His humanity doesn't allow him to do it, and he is afraid of the scruples, after he will have done it. But Lord Krishna, the God-conscience, pushes him to overcome hesitation and scruples and do the killing. It is his duty as a warrior, he tells him.»

I interrupted the narration by saying: «That's enough. Now, tell me: If you had a hatred with another family, and someone told you, «Do not hesitate, go on and kill them. No scruples, no responsibility, that's your duty, that's God's will»; if someone spoke to you thus, would you accept it, conform, or would you think he were mad?»

«Of course, mad.» He said. I added: «Then why do you refer to or teach the Gita all over India, in Sanskrit classes and elsewhere. At Rishi Valley schools a teacher told me that they do it. What do you or me or anybody else understand from that incident in the Gita you related to me? It looks like a monstrous, abominable immoral teaching, pushing to violence and massive killing of kinship and anonymous mass people.

The director was obviously shocked and at a loss.

«But the Gita, he said hesitantly, is considered a great work...»

«Of course it is a great work, I said, but for its own time. For some people who understood the secret meanings in it, and who used it for teaching  these  meanings  to  certain  students  specially  prepared  to understand them through the whole setting of the philosophical (or other kind of) school they were attending...We know nothing of that».

«But why did they use such a cruel story of violence and killing to teach...»

«Perhaps, I said, this story is only an allegory, a parable, and not a factual story...or, this form of barbarism was acceptable in the external life of the times...»

«An allegory...the director said, yes, probably...» and there ended our discussion about it.

I had read, and even translated the Gita into Greek, many years ago, and of course I lied to the man when I said I knew nothing about it. But with this lie, I made him narrate the main plot of the story and let him think he knows all about it. And then, when I asked about its value for a modern student, he showed that he had never thought about and actually knew nothing of its real meaning.

I didn't tell him anything about my «lie» but I proved to myself how necessary, how useful it is not to refer to «sacred books» or any other older form or teacher of the Great Teaching, and say that you have not read them, even if you have. They are of no use for contemporary people, except for blinding them to the Truth about their own inner life, about man and the cosmos. Those who have «studied» them, who refer to them, are so satisfied with their «knowledge» so sure and proud of it, that they will not mind to doubt their own self, their false personality, which is the root cause of all evil and conflicts, personal and interpersonal.

The monkey men of India

On the third day in the center, in the morning, I witnessed an incident so extraordinary that, perhaps, only in India could happen.

I saw two Indian men working on a very tall coconut tree. They were still young, in their 30’s probably. They were slim as matches, only bones and skin. Obviously they came from a village, from the jungle, I could say. They had come specially for this work. The younger of them went up the tree by using a rope. He threw the rope over a branch much higher than where he was, he let the end of the rope come down, tied it round his waste, and then slowly and careful in his smallest movement, moved up to that branch. There, using a saw he saw that branch to its fall. Just before the point where the branch would fall, the other man on the ground got away and looked around to stop any one from approaching to that point.

I thought their work was a kind of a trimming of the tree. Later, I saw it was the uprooting of the tree. It had been ordered probably because it was too near to the Archives building and its roots were spreading under it, something which could, in the long run, damage the foundation and the walls of the building.

So, branch by branch, the Indian jungle man, flexible as a monkey, reached the top of the tree, as high as 60 or 70 feet from the ground. At that point, the trunk was much thinner than at the lower parts, and was bending. The man was sawing the top of the tree, tied with the rope from the tree, a bit lower than at the point he was cutting. It was an awful sight. The people in the building, working and guests, came out to look at the sight. The black slim man, almost naked except for a piece of cloth around his genitals, was seeming exactly like a monkey on a tree. The situation looked very dangerous, and very miraculous for me. I thought that this was more miraculous than all the «miracles», true or false, described by white travellers to India, who were impressed by fakirs, «yogis», and jugglers of any sort and their achievements. And this was real.

When the trunk had been bared of all its long and large branches, I thought, «Now, they are going to cut it, saw it at its base.» But no. The monkey man up in the tree, stepped down a few meters, tied himself round the trunk again and started sawing it, over his shoulder. Soon, it bended and one was feeling how dangerous its breaking could be for the man up there. If it only touched him as it would be breaking off, it could hit him deadly or seriously. But he seemed to act and move so cautiously, so attentively, so fully aware of the movement of the trunk, that one was feeling as actually attending a high accomplishment, a rare deed of efficiency and awareness.

Finally, the man cut the trunk in 3 or 4 pieces, piece by piece, and left only a part several meters long starting from the bottom. Then the excavator came and with its large mechanical spade excavated the earth two meters deep around the trunk and finally uprooted it. Then, it did some leveling work and the project was completed.

Why didn't they uproot it mechanically from the beginning so as to avoid all the so dangerous preparatory work of sawing off branches and trunk, piece by piece, by the two Indian jungle-men? Probably because during the excavation, the tree could break or fall off at any direction, uncontrolled, and do big damage to the other trees around or to the building itself or to the driver of the excavator.

A WARNING FOR SENSITIVE PEOPLE

On this my last afternoon in the center, in Madras, I thought I should go out and look for some lemons or oranges. I was feeling so much poisoned by the very salty food we were given in the Center, that 1 needed some citrus fruit badly. I was told where to find them and out I went. I walked along the pavement by the wall that separated the Center writh its park, or rather the park with the Center in it, from the street and the surrounding city area.

I had hardly walked 50 meters, when this pavement began to be very dirty and very badly stinking. Not only rotten rubbish, but also lots of excrements were spread all over it.

I thought it was from homeless dogs and cats, but I soon realized that it was from humans. As the park and its wall ended, the dirt grew heavier. Soon I saw a man who was walking before me, stop, pull up his ragged dirty dotti (the piece of cloth round his bottom), lower to the earth and let out his urine and excrement's on the pavement. It was a bad shock. The stench was getting worse at every step I was taking. Suddenly, I saw on my left, ditches dug in the earth with some stagnant water half a meter below the ground level. On that piece of land I saw a big number of huts, made of straw or bushy material. Under or in front of these huts there were these ditches, where the hut-people probably threw the dirty used waters of the housework. The stench now was awful. With a quick look I saw some people sitting at the «entrance» of the huts, which usually was open and probably without a door. They looked like «stoned», immovable, probably the only way to escape the reality surrounding them.

I tried to observe the situation as a reaction of despair to the very strong feeling of disgust, which threatened to overcome me and break my mind. It was a mixed feeling: disgust, pity, sadness, despair, the shock of facing unbelievable, indescribable human misery. A strong denial of the existence of what I was facing, a strong tendency to get immediately far away from it, to forget it, and the solid awareness that I couldn't escape seeing it, accepting its reality, all these feelings together threatened the normal functioning of my mind, seriously and for the first time in my life. The thought «a plane out of here, a plane back to Greece, immediately» came to my mind as a defense against my despair, and for the moment it saved me from a dangerous situation.

I described this situation not only as a protest against every one and everything that could be responsible, directly or indirectly, for this horrible degradation of humans, but also as a warning to foreigners who come to India unaware, uninformed about what they might face here. If they are sensitive persons, used in clean environment, fragile, by idiosyncrasy or by deeply hidden sadness, depression, despair, due to traumatic psychological experiences, (in childhood or later), they might come to a mental, or a 'nervous', breakdown, or suffer a very bad shock with irreparable damage in some of their functions, when faced with such a situation. Some of them might even be lead to suicide, which happens automatically, mechanically, when a deeply rooted despair breaks out provoked by an intolerable situation.

…………..

CHAPTER 6

ON THE WAY TO AUROVILLE

ALTRUISM VERSUS EGOISM

Early next morning I was out of the entrance of the Center, by the street. I stopped a passing ricksaw and asked the driver to take me to the bus station for Pondicherry. My destination was Aurbville, the famous international community, the famous experiment of co-existence of Indians and white people, of East and West, inspired and promoted by «The Mother», the French lady who co-operated closely with the influential Indian Guru Sri Aurobindo, who had established an ashram in Pondicherry, about 180 km, south to Madras, before 1950.

As it was early morning, humidity made the air cool, rather chilly. The thre-wheled ricksaw was open on all sides, except the back and the roof. I started feeling the cold air penetrate my back and sides and I instantly remembered the two cases of Europeans I had met in Puttaparthi, who suffered a long case of pneumonia. At first it had seemed strange for someone to catch pneumonia in a place with a temperature around +30 C. But a trip in a ricksaw can give you the worst possible case of cold disease. And probably it was this morning trip in the ricksaw that made me sick for some time, during my stay in Auroville.

I took the bus to Pondicherry at 8.30. With a break of 15 minutes at the middle of the distance, we were near Pondicherry at about 12.00. There was a stop at a cross-roads, and the ticket-collector signaled to me that the road on the left led to Auroville. So, I could get off here. There was another alternative: to continue on the bus till Pondicherry and from there take a bus or a taxi to Auroville. That would be more convenient but I knew nothing about it then and nobody in the bus could understand or speak to me in English. So I got off here, taking chances. On the sign TO AUROVILLE I read 6 km. So I thought I would enjoy a bit of hiking which I had missed for so long. My sack weighed several kilos, but I consider it a good exercise, even a pleasant one, to carry some weight on the back when hiking.

Well, I moved on for about half a km, and the sunshine started to feel very hot on my head. There were Indians on the way which was crossing a cultivated plain area. There was also much traffic of all kind of vehicles. I asked one Indian if there were taxis moving on this way. He showed me a taxi-car, moving to the opposite direction. Then, as he saw a big lorry, he made a sign to me to try to go on it. He also signalled to the driver, and he stopped. A boy got off from the other door and smiling he showed me to get on.

We moved on for about one km. and then there was a terrible bang! I immediately felt that our vehicle exploded and that we were all dead by now. After a few moments, the shock faded out and I was conscious I was alive, together with the other two. They got off the lorry, then me too. I saw the back part of it a bit imbalanced and realized that the right back tyre had burst broken. I had seen from the beginning that the load, sandgravel, was very heavy and I knew we were moving slow because of it. It was natural that it would burst at some moment, but it was not natural, I thought, for the driver, or some other responsible person, to allow such an overloading of the truck.

I moved on foot only 50 m and there I saw several Indians on the road and further on its side, boys and men. I could see one or two houses by the road, with women and babies around. The area was inhabited. I saw several boys riding bicycles or standing by them. I asked one of them if he could take me or my luggage to Auroville. He understood Auroville and told his father about me. He decided to carry me on the back of his bicycle while the boy would carry my luggage.

He was such a small and slim man, all skin and bones, that I doubted if he could carry me. But when he rode the bicycle, I was amazed at his muscular power, riding on an irregular earth road, full of holes. When we reached the place, I asked the European man who received us, how much I should pay them. He told me to give them ten rupees each. I gave them a note of fifty, and as they had no change, I told him to keep it. The European man turned to the father and told him with a sense of superiority: «You are lucky today, Hadim, you got a good wages.» The Indian man smiled a little bit, said nothing, and left, the boy too. They walked for a while, and then rode their bicycles and disappeared among the rich vegetation of the area.

The first thing that impressed me in Auroville was this abundant and varied vegetation of bushes and trees everywhere. You could see bugainvillias of four colours and so many different trees, fruit bearing or not, that you felt you were in a park. But thirty years ago this whole area was a barren plain. It is the work, volunteering work, of thousands of young men and women from Western Europe, mainly from France, Germany, Holland, that produced this miracle. Together with the afforestation, an overall development plan was studied and implemented so that a full network of water-supply and evacuation was installed. On this infrastructure the whole area of about five km diameter was built and is still being built, and people, residents and guests, enjoy the privilege of basic facilities of modern housing in one of the most retarted areas of he world.

I was led to one of the Guest Houses nearby. It was a big house, with a thatched roof, made of straw and other bushy material. An interior wooden narrow ladder led to the «first floor» where I could have a «bed», actually a mattress on the wooden floor, with a mosquito net over it. There was a second mattress on the small space and another ladder leading to the «second floor» where there was another mattress on the floor. «An overpopulated house», I thought, but I had to accept what was offered, as I knew nothing about the place and what other possibilities were offered.

As I was inside the house examining it, a small, rather elder lady, approached me very noiselessly and told me very softly, «I am Betty». I looked at her, greeted her, and I thought she was one of the tourists-guests in the place. She went on. «You can have a bed upstairs. They also serve breakfast and dinner here, for a hundred forty rupees a day, altogether.»

«That's all right», I said, feeling happy that I could live in the country, walking on earth, bare-footed if I wanted, with lots of open space around to jog and run when I needed it.

I thought she gave me this information out of politeness to a new uninformed guest. But soon I found out that Betty was managing this place though she didn't appear much around to do any work while she was noiselessly collecting all the money from this «business».

The same evening I noticed that the meal was plain rice, again washed out of its «juice» in which it had boiled, and so without any nutritive value. Next morning, there was no one in the kitchen to prepare the breakfast. A German girl of about 30 showed me where to boil water and make tea, and where I could find the powder milk tin, sugar, bread and marmelade.

The bread was home-made by some Indian cooks, two young men who worked in the kitchen, in the afternoons, and it was so hard that it was uneatable. I soaked it in the tea, but its taste was so neutral, so unpleasant that one should make an effort of will to swallow it. Probably it was not made of wheat but from other grains, local and cheaper.

So this was a very poor and unhealthy breakfast. As for lunch, one had to go out of this «village» to another where they cooked and served it. As the days passed, I noticed that the Indian cooks prepared several other plates for dinner, salads, sweets. Some of them they ate themselves, some they took to Betty's house nearby, some they sold to tourists guests, who had to pay for them, besides the daily 140 rupees tariff.

Once I asked the young men if they could bring some fruit from the market, so that we could buy it from them. They answered: «We have no money. Only a small salary at the end of the month.»

«TeIl Mrs. Betty to give you. You will have some profit from it and she will have her money back». They told Mrs. Betty about it, but she refused. She told them to ask me to give the first money for this business. So I gave them 300 rupees. When the fruit came, I bought some but they asked me to pay it, because all the money from the fruit they would sell should go to Betty. I was curious to see what it all meant and what kind of management there was here.

Long before I came to Auroville I had heard and read about it. It was, they said, planned to be an ideal, an exemplary place where people of all nations or races could live in peace, harmony, goodwill, cooperation with no egocentric motive but rather with the will to help those who need their help. There should be in it no spiritual authority imposed and established, but rather the spirit of love, friendship, humility would guide residents in their behaviour, in their relationships.

Based on this information, I had many expectations about Auroville, and the first one was that guests or new-comers would be initiated in some way or other to this humanistic spirit and would witness the difference between the egocentric way of life, prevalent in the West and the altruistic way, adopted here in Auroville.

During my short stay in this Guest House I experienced anything else except what I expected. From the very first afternoon I realized that guests here were ordinary tourists who had nothing to do or wanting to learn about the spirit of life in Auroville.

There was the middle-aged Dutch lady weighing 240 pounds, suffering from serious kidney disease (and some other ailments obviously due to what and how much she was eating.) She told me, in our first talk, that very first evening that she felt so happy here in India because she was very rich in comparison with her own country (obviously because of the high value of her money in Indian rupees, and the cheap cost of living here.)

«And I am so sorry, she continued, of so many poor Indians, who have almost no money at all.»

She was speaking seriously and impressed on the other people in the company with what she said. So I asked her, «Don't you think that these poor people who are healthy, working in the fields, being active and productive, may be happy, though with no money?»

«Yes, yes, of course,» she agreed quickly and realizing my point. «Now, tell me, I went on, have you noticed that many Westerners, especially the idle ones, eat compulsively?»

«Compulsively? She asked. My English is not very good. I don't understand.» I explained to her and the few people around, what compulsion means. I said: «We eat compulsively, we talk compulsively, we travel compulsively.»

There was another protest. A Canadian woman, of about forty, retorted a bit aggressively, «I don't eat compulsively. I eat because I am hungry. I enjoy eating.» Nobody said anything to that but they could see how false it was, because her weight and the way she ate at dinner witnessed to the opposite of her words.

She also was the one who talked endlessly and so loudly, in the evenings, after the day's rounds here or there, so loudly as to impress all the audience, and not allowing but one or two phrases to the others, and then she continued. Once or twice, guests who had gone to bed, had to ask her to stop talking so loudly, but she found their demand strange.

«Escapists», I thought. Is Auroville an «ideal» place, an easy place for escapists of all sorts? What did they escape from? Obviously, from themselves. It was clear that they had lost their balance, their behavior was erratic, and they had developed some self-destructive habits.

There was the young Italian man, around 25 years of age, who played the handsome, sex-appealing man. He spoke poor English, but he had read Krishnamurti in Italian and thought himself clever. One afternoon, a new guest German girl, full of life, vigor, femininity asked him to go out to the beach, for a swim, and then, to be together the two of them, to have some love...He refused saying that he was taking homeopathic pills, etc. It was obvious to me that his health was not good. He had not the energy and the vigor appropriate to his age and structure. He had been in India several times, he told me, since he had started travelling to it from his twenty years. His family was paying the expenses. After three days he told me that he was leaving here but had not yet decided where to go...Goa, perhaps Kerala....

Was he escaping from a rich family, from the cruel life of some money-making businessmen or businesswomen? Who knows? One night before he left, there appeared another young man of about the same age. He was an Argentinian but lived in Italy and it was clear that he knew the Italian young man before they met here. He was more sure of his masculinity. When the Indian girl who filled in an information sheet asked him about his profession, he said that he had no profession, and then, he added: «But I am making good love. Perhaps you shall like it, if you try...» He spoke shamelessly and without feeling to a girl who was about forty and most probably married. He didn't take care to notice anything. After a long nap, he came down to the kitchen and dining place, relaxed, made up, wearing a long straw hat (an imitation of cow-boy hats), and smoking something very strong. He approached the «girls» quite close so that they could smell «what» he was smoking. He had come here with his «uncle», a man of about fifty, and his meeting with the Italian young man, who was almost permanent in India, could make one suspect that they might be doing some business with some kind of «grass».

I mentioned what I observed in that Guest House in Auroville in order to show that tourists come here just as they go to any other place to spend their holidays or kill their time, or escape from a crisis in their life or their confusion and lack of meaning in their life. There is no one here who could speak to them and let them learn something about themselves, their inner life, the false values they may have adopted during their upbringing unconsciously and their behavior got trapped in some inappropriate patterns.

And there is absolutely no order, no regulations, no morality to be expected from the tourists by those who run the several communities in Auroville. So everyone can do as one pleases, and usually one does the worst, compulsively repeating his worst self, neurotic behaviors, activities and reactions.

The evening before I left, I told the Indian cooks to give me back the money I had given them to buy fruit and sell. They told me that I should ask Betty because she did all the money management. When I asked her about it, she tried to avoid the discussion by telling me: «That's between you and the boys.» When I told her that she took the cash money from fruit-selling, she reluctantly agreed to give it back. I had to wait several minutes to get it and some change from the payment I gave her for my seven day's stay in this place. Finally her husband appeared. I had seen him once or twice reading his newspaper in the veranda of his house, but never doing any work or appearing in the kitchen and dining area. Now he gave me the money, then moved on for several meters, stopped, turned back and from that safe distance he shouted to me:

«It's all yours, Angelo.» He couldn't help being impolite, to give me a «bite». His false pride, his self-made superiority was governing his behavior, his reactions.

I had learnt, during this week, that they were Aurovillians, that is, established citizens of Auroville. I wondered: Is there not a standard of behavior, of conduct expected from Aurovillians? Is there not any control of their financial activities?

I could easily make out that the breakfast and dinner she offered to the tourists didn't cost more than twenty rupees a day, service, cooking and all other expenses included. She avoided to offer lunch, which is die main meal offered in all other communities. And she collected a hundred rupees from each tourist for the two meals. That was a lot of money. Where did it go? Probably a big part of it went to their pockets.

So, I thought, if they had come here as escapists from their difficulties between themselves, or any other difficulties, they found here a way to repeat what they were doing before they came here, that is, making money. Or, perhaps, they were doing it now as they had not managed to do it before, noiselessly, stealthily, foxwise. And they were both physically small and grey like old foxes.

The worst thing, though, as I see it, was that she or he never appeared to receive, to welcome the new-comers, to say a few words about the spirit of Auroville and what it meant, at least for themselves. Is the Auroville experiment falling out, dying, and if so, why?

Two days before I left here, several women came in the afternoon, most of them young, between 25 and 35. They sat on some fixed and polished, concrete seats and benches in a round, and around a fixed table. With them there was a young man of thirty, a local Tamil Indian. I approached them and from a certain distance I understood they had a language lesson. I asked if I could go near them and sit and listen with them. I was welcome.

For some time the Tamil teacher was reading several words from a primary book with illustrations of these words and asking the students to read them again from the book. But they very rarely managed to reproduce the sound, the prounanciation of them. After a few words from the teacher, they had forgotten the sound of the previous words. It was tiring, monotonous, non-effective, almost despairing, but they would continue like that till the end of the class.

I felt it was time to interfere. Language teaching was my professional field and, since a long time ago, I had experimented and revolutionalized the ways and practices in this field.

I asked the permission to say something. Then I took my small-size tape recorder and asked the teacher to cooperate in an experiment. He should read the Tamil word and I should read the English equivalent, one by one. We read several pages, almost half the book, in a few minutes, about fifty words. Then I played back the first two words, twice. Then I played back these words one by one, asking one student to repeat, word by word. To the great surprise of all, teacher and students, she pronounced the Tamil words correctly.

I explained that this good result was due to the fact that they listened repeatedly the words with full concentration, attention to the cassette. No disturbance, no pressure from the presence of the teacher who expects you to repeat and who, you feel, will approve or disapprove your repetition of the words. This self-teaching through tapes is the most efficient and quick way to learn a foreign language.

They were feeling the truth in what I was saying because they had already experimented it. I explained that they could make copies of the cassette, after having completed it, so that they could each have her own copy and use it at home, on their personal tape-recorder or walkman set.

After a pause, one of the girls, French in nationality, said with a negative disposition: «But we have no tape-recorders». I said. «Buy a walkman, it's very cheap». «But then, she retorted, we'll have to pay for the cassettes. We have no money. This class is almost free.» «How long have you had this class, each of you?» I asked. One, four months, the other 6 months, the next more or less, they answered. Then I said: «You see? Several months of lessons and you are still in the beginning, in the first primary ABC book, and you haven't learned to pronounce the first few words.» «Never mind, said another girl. We meet for the class, it's something social, we like it.» «I understand you, I said. It's all right to meet each other among you, to have a chat after the class, but you shall never learn the language. If you want to, the only way is self-teaching through cassettes, bilingual cassettes. Then you can also meet for the class and work on something more advanced than the primary book.»

The French girl with her negativity had influenced the atmosphere, and they were reluctant to make a decision, or continue the discussion. After the class, I talked with some of them privately. They had come from West and East Europe countries, from broken families, broken marriages or relationships. Unhappy escapists trying to feel well in the communities of Auroville, playing the student without an object to study, to achieve something, just to meet new persons, «make new friends», escaping loneliness and inner poverty, probably due to deprivation of basic needs, basic feelings in their childhood. Products of the industrial «civilization». What can one do with them? There are millions of them.

Well, now I was again in my field of activity by showing people who wanted to learn a language the method to learn. But the main part of this method is something quite different from the text books of a foreign language course. Now that I was motivated, I should complete the task. So next morning I went to Pondichery, found a bookshop and bought several books of the kind «Indian Tales, Folk tales of India», in English. I wanted bilingual ones but I couldn't find.

In the afternoon I asked one of the young Indian cooks who knew English well, to translate after me these tales on my taperecorder. I read a few Words in English, each time, and he translated in Tamil. Sometimes, he had to think for some seconds before he translated, but generally the work was done well. Then, he and the other cook listened to the tape played back. He got enthusiastic. «Wow, he exclaimed. What a fine way to learn more English. Sir, I want a copy of this cassette».

I promised to try to find a way to make copies of this and other similar cassettes I planned to prepare.

I was pleasantly surprised to see the eagerness of the young Indian to learn by listening to bilingual cassettes, through self-teaching, and I felt again sorry for the Europeans who opposed to self-teaching and depended on the teacher, on the class to learn.

That afternoon an Aurovillian lady of American origin came to our Guest House for another class, with some new-comers. They talked about their problems and one of them was the language, English, which they didn't know in a satisfactory degree to meet their needs. She again didn't know anything about the bilingual cassettes for learning. She only said that the English spoken in Auroville was bad English, a kind of dialect and it is deteriorating. So, I thought lots of Europeans staying permanently in Auroville are not given the means to learn correct or perfect English. Why? Is there nobody to think of it, to organize it? And why does the American lady (an Aurovillian) protested emphatically against this fact, for which Aurovillians themselves are responsible?

She suggested to the new-comers that they should find a good teacher. But she didn't say if there is one available, if he or she has time to give lessons, how they would be organized, what would the payment be, if the new-comers could afford it, nothing of that. These thoughts passed as a flash through my mind, but I pushed them back, as I am used to think of how I can help in a situation where there is a problem, and not stress the problem, becoming rejective or critical. So I asked the lady if there is a place where I could help in language teaching. She and Betty, the manager of the place, told me about a school with about two hundred pupils in another community in Auroville. «They are usually understaffed there» Betty said, and she gave me the name and telephone number of the man managing this school.

I rang him up immediately. He told me he was interested in every kind of help for efficient teaching and that he would expect me the next morning in his house at 11.00.

Well, I decided to go there much earlier so that I could have a personal, direct experience of the situation, before I listen to the description of it by someone else.

The manager, Jim by name, had told me that classes start at 9.00, so, at 9.30, I was outside one of the beautifully (igloo) shaped, concrete, independent rooms where classes took place. The door was open. I could listen and see what was going on inside the classroom, while the teacher and the pupils couldn't see me.

The teacher (a young Indian man) was holding an English book for children, with a story «The hen and the duck». He was reading words and phrases of the story to the children who, instead of listening, were talking to each other incessantly, incoherently and loud enough to cover the teacher's voice. The teacher was obviously at a loss, confused, but he went on with his reading which no child was listening to. It was obvious that he felt that he had no choice, was trapped in this erratic, crazy situation , and the only thing he could do is to wait for the class hour to end, to have his rest, his freedom from this intolerable situation. At some moment, he stopped reading and tried to talk to the children, to draw their attention, by asking questions about the story. The children answered «yes, yes» in chorus, all or some of them, in all cases, whether the right answer was yes or no. It was obvious that no one understood anything.

Well, I now knew enough to be able to decide what to do. I moved to the door, the children saw me and signaled to the teacher. He beckoned that I could go in and talk to him. I explained why I was here and asked him if we could cooperate for the rest of the hour in order to apply a new, effective way for drawing the attention of the children and let them learn. He agreed willingly. I took my small tape-recorder out of my pocket and asked him to translate in Tamil what I say in English.

So, I read the story, word by word, or by small phrases while the teacher translated in Tamil, his own and the childrens’ language. The story was about a hen and its chicks which wanted to cross the stream to go home. They couldn't because there was a lot of water in it. Then a duck appeared with its duckings. They offered to take the hen and the chicks on their backs, each one of them, and so they crossed the stream. They all stopped talking, looked and listened attentively to us, and obviously enjoyed the story very much. At the end, I asked them, (and the teacher translated my question in Tamil), if they wanted to listen once more to the story from the cassette. «Yes», was the reaction in chorus.

Then, I told them (through their teacher) to listen the English-Tamil text and repeat after the cassette, word by word, the English only. They did quite well. Then I asked them to listen to the English words and then translate them in Tamil, before they listened to the translation. Most of them did it also quite well.

The teacher was pleased, amazed, surprised, as if he was witnessing something he could have never expected....

At 11.00 hours I saw Jim at his house. He told me about this school of the community he was directing. He said he was trying his best for the Indian children to be taught correct, standard English, but there was no remarkable result up to now. He was here for several years, having come from England, when he retired from a civil service post. His wife was dead long ago, and his son and daughter were married in countries far away from England.

He was a sturdy, tall, rather bulky Englishman of over seventy years of age, good-willed, enthusiastic about his new post as a school director. I realized that his previous post had nothing to do with language teaching or teaching in general, and it was natural that he was altogether inexperienced.

I explained to him about the experiment I did with the Indian teacher. He listened to the cassette. I saw that he was doubtful not about this way of teaching in particular, but in general. Probably he had been disappointed with the failure of the school so far, that he would not easily accept that there is some efficient way to teach the language. So I asked him to talk with the teacher. We went and saw the teacher during the intermission. The teacher was sincerely positive and excited about the results of the new method he had witnessed in person.

Later, at his home, I asked Jim to make a new cassette. We asked an Indian woman from the staff in the offices of the Community. He read the English text from a book of Fables and Stories rewritten for young children, and the Indian woman translated in Tamil. When we played the cassette back, he was enthusiastic, really excited about the result. It gave him great joy to listen to a lovely fable from the cassette from his own voice which was really good, warm, young, open. His reading was artistic, colourful, with feeling; a born reader of stories, an artist. I acted as sound technician, regulating the recording, explaining how slowly they should read, the pauses between the two languages etc. The result was a professional piece of work.

I was excited to have found someone, especially the top director of this big school, who understood the value of this revolutionary and artistic way of teaching a language. When later he told me that he must be the one who will read the English part in all the cassettes we were going to record, I felt that there a was a strong element of ambition in his motivation. «So much the better for the project», I thought. In another moment, later on, he showed another element in his character. He told me, «I will help you to organize, to apply this method of teaching, but if it fails, I will hold you responsible for the failure.»

This way of talking reminded me of a top executive of a firm or a big organization talking to his employees. I was observant of his ways because I had to have a good relationship with him since he willed to get out of the difficult situation he was trapped in. «Believe me, Angelo, he told me some time later, I am here for seven years now, and there is no progress, I can hear no English from these children.»

Well, I put the project in action on that first day in the community. We filled a 60 minute cassette with stories in English and Tamil. Now, the task was to have several copies of this cassette to give to several teachers. Jim had a good tape recorder, a double-cassette, on which we made the recording. But the copying part of this set didn't work, it needed reparation. He promised to take it to the repair workshop in another community nearby.

As we were going to make at least a dozen of 60 minutes cassettes recordings, we needed at least 100 blank cassettes to make copies for distribution. Jim went to town, Pondicherry, the other day and bought 10 cassettes. They were expensive at a retail price and he couldn't afford to pay more. He stressed the fact that he was paying out of his own «pocket» (that is, his personal income) a dozen of Indian teachers in their school and he couldn't pay more. Each of them received ten or twelve hundred rupees as a monthly salary and it cost Jim about 15.000 rupees a month in total, (about 400 $ USA)

I tried hard and found the address of the cassette factory in Madras, where the price was half the retail price. I told Jim, I can pay for 200 cassettes on condition that someone could place the order or go and buy them at the factory. (The bus-ticket to Madras cost only 23 rupees, 65 cents of a dollar). Nobody did it.

The next thing we needed was 50 copies of each of the books of Fables and Stories we recorded and were going to record. These copies would be distributed to the Indian children, the pupils of the school. Jim asked if this was necessary or could we avoid this new expense? Wasn't one copy enough? He couldn't understand that together with the listening to the cassette, children should have each his or her own copy, to look at the text they were listening to, to enjoy the colored pictures, to feed their imagination and enrich their perception of the world around them, and finally, to enjoy the ownership of a book that would love so much through listening its contents in English and Tamil, their mother language.

Jim looked at the price of the book. It was small, but there was no money to buy a large number of copies, Jim said. When I suggested that each child should pay his own copy, Jim laughed loud, showing me that I had no idea about the financial state of Indian villagers.

I didn't mind about all these material difficulties, as long as I saw Jim willing to go ahead with the project. It was my belief and experience that material obstacles are always overcome before the psychological attitude, before a conscious decision to act in a certain way, to obtain a certain result. So, I decided to go on with the recordings, expecting that sooner or later there would appear a solution for the necessary money, which, was actually an unimportant sum, less than two thousand $ USA.

A new difficulty appeared, not financial this time but psychological, one of which, I knew from experience, were most difficult if not impossible to overcome. Each time I went to Jim's house for a recording, he either was not there, or he told me that we can cooperate for only ten or twenty minutes of the hour, because he had to go out, to do something else. «You must know, he told me emphatically, after a few trials to find him free to work for the recording, that you must look for me, hunt me, as I am not easily available. I am very busy, you know,»

I understood between his words, or behind them that he wanted to feel important, so he had to be looked at as an important person. It would satisfy this picture of himself if I were searching for him, waiting for him, looking around for him.

I was shocked by his words. «Another escapist? I wondered. Someone who escaped to India, this time in order to find a position of importance, of power, superiority? Is this why he spent his money, probably a part of his monthly pension, to pay the Indian teachers of «his» school the smallest possible salary? Was this the motive behind his «philanthropy» (a Greek word meaning love of people)? Was it the same motive in the activities of some known philanthropists, benefactors, old or modern, in India and elsewhere?»

Well, this incident didn't throw me out of my decision to do the best I could in the situation I found myself. Good luck came on the next day. A couple of young English arrived at Jim's house. Jim had told me about them before. They were the son and daughter of two of his best friends and ex-colleagues. They would be his guests for some time. They were university students, both of them.

As soon as I talked to them for a few minutes, I got very happy. Excellent voices, warm, gentle, excellent pronunciation, accent, intonation, the best sample of the standard London accent. When I told them about our plan, they got excited and willing to cooperate. So I told Jim, that, as my time in India was limited, I had to do the work soon. He could do some more recordings later with his own voice, but now that good luck sent us these lovely couple of young English, I must do the recordings with them. He agreed. His tape-recorder was still at the repair shop, and my experience from the local mentality told me it would stay there for some more time. So I found another tape-recorder somewhere in a dining-room. I asked an Indian teacher to cooperate in reading the Tamil text of the book we were going to record. He had also another good book, a method «Learn English in 60 days» for Tamil speakers. It was bilingual, a very good book indeed. It would take about 15 cassettes to put it in, but then everybody, teachers, students, Indian staff, drivers, office employees and Europeans, Aurovillians or guests, would have an efficient, complete method for self-teaching or class teaching English or Tamil. We did one cassette from this book. But when the Tamil teacher heard me saying that I planned to make copies for all teachers, students and staff, he felt threatened. Why? He said, the book was «his», he had discovered it (though it was available in the book market, but not in the remote villages where we were), that he wanted the recording to be done as he thought good for «his» own class.

I sensed his motive. He had told me before, when he listened to the cassette I made with the Tamil teacher on the first hour of my visit in the school, that he believed in this way of teaching, that it was his dream to be able one day, to find the means to prepare cassettes and use them in his class. Now, he was given this chance. But, his dream was to do it only for himself, to succeed in English teaching against the other teachers, to prove himself superior, the cleverest, the best. Again the psychological factor. Self-interest, egocentrism, hidden aggression in the form of «I am better than you all», was threatening to destroy the good work we were doing. And it did, for the moment. He refused to cooperate, saying he couldn't find time for recording, he had to take care of a few children adopted by the school, etc. Now, I started to accept that it would be very difficult, if not impossible, to do the work.

In spite of the difficulties, news were spread among pupils and teachers that cassettes are being prepared like the one, the first one, they all had heard and liked. The young English couple used it in their classes, though they had to transport Jim's big and heavy tape-recorder to them.

Jim told me one of those days that tomorrow there would be a general meeting of the teachers, where I could talk to them about the new way of teaching for which we were working.

Jim talked first about financial matters, and especially about a security scheme for the teachers, that would give them some day in the future a pension or a big sum of cash money. The condition was that they accepted the deduction of the 10% of their monthly salary. The teachers did not respond immediately to this suggestion, but I sensed that they got all sad. I felt sadly shocked, too, as I knew how utterly poor their salary was. It was like taking out of their month half of their daily meal. I felt a strong compassion for them, but I knew that there was nothing to do. The rich Europeans were happy to «help the poor» Indians, but Indians must stay poor in order that Europeans can have someone to «help», that is, to feel well about themselves. And Indian economy and social classes are organized, as I learned later, in such a way as to be impossible for the poor, the horribly poor Indians to escape their lot.

Then Jim asked the teachers to bring forth any problem or matter they had for discussion. One teacher said: «We have a big problem. Since two weeks, every morning the newspaper «Indian Times» disappears as soon as it is delivered here». Most of the teachers showed they agreed with the one who spoke and it was clear that they all had arranged to bring forth this problem. Jim showed interest in the matter. He asked questions about it. It was clear that they suspected someone from the other staff, for taking the paper to himself exclusively. They didn't name the person but threatened to. Seeing their seriousness and excitement in this incident, I hardly blocked myself from laughing. Was it really so important? I asked myself. At a second thought, I had to accept that it was. During the long intermission between classes, several teachers shared the many sheets of the newspaper and were absorbed in reading it, obviously as an escape from inaction, as a revenge or a recovery from the boredom and the unbearable situation they had to suffer during classes.

At the end of the meeting, Jim asked me to talk about the new way of teaching English or a foreign language in general. I started by asking the teacher with whom I had made the experiment on my first day here in his class, to say something about the experiment. He started immediately talking in Tamil, but I interrupted him and asked to talk in English, which he did. He explained what we did, but he stressed in particular the reaction of his pupils. «They stopped talking between them and were concentrated. They were listening to the bilingual reading with attention and silence. They learned a lot of words. They repeated them.»

It was obvious to me that this was a rare incident for his class. The other teachers showed surprised about the same fact and were willing to listen to the speaker to the end.

Lastly, I added a few words: «Language is an art, I said, like singing, dancing, and it is learned by imitation. Children learn their mother tongue by listening and imitating the sounds and the accents, the intonation of the phrases. «Mum, do you love me?» (and I played my voice, close to singing). (Pause). Then I continued: «Grammar is analysis. Analysis is useful in certain sciences, not in arts. Art is holistic, global. Grammar is useless. It is a bad mistake to teach grammar instead of giving the pupils the time to listen to good stories or other interesting texts, in a bilingual reading, so that they understand in Tamil what they listen in English. This mistake is universal, unfortunately. It is a bad heredity, from the Middle Ages. In Europe, millions of young people, after several years of studying English or another language, cannot speak it, understand it, translate it They are taught grammar, not the language.»

Then I said a few words about my own revolution in this field, how I learned four European languages through cassettes, in a few months each of them and how later I wrote books and recorded cassettes so that I can give them to people who wanted to learn them and how good the result was always.

I told them that we were preparing cassettes for them, to use personally to learn more and better English, and for their classes. When I added that each one of them must have his/her own tape-recorder, and that it costs only 1500 rupees, I saw a negative feeling in their eyes. A few of them smiled ironically. Of course. This cost corresponded to one and half monthly salary.

Jim intervened immediately to stop me. «That's not possible. Teachers can't afford this cost.»

I understood my mistake and I stopped. I only added that learning through cassettes can be applied in many other lessons, besides language. I mentioned the experiment by Hans Eysenk (the «national» psychologist of England) conducted with a small number of high school students. He gave them one or two cassettes containing the matter of mathematics of one year. He asked them to listen to the cassettes as many times as they wanted and come in a week's time to take a test on this matter. They all passed the test with very good result.

One Indian teacher (of mathematics, obviously) reacted immediately. He said, he accepted the use of cassettes for language learning but not for mathematics. It happened that I met with the same reaction in my own country and elsewhere by teachers of lessons for which I suggested the use of cassettes by the students. They feel threatened, not only financially, but mainly, psychologically. They feel «I am the one who knows the matter, I am the important one, you can't learn without me» The perspective of the students getting independent from the teachers frightens them, threatens them. This reaction reminds me of the reaction of the religious establishment in older times, when they severely punished people who possessed the Bible, or the New Testament to study at home. According to popes and priests, people should go to church to listen to these texts and their interpretation by the priests.

Day by day my hopes were diminishing. The difficulties were not only material, but also, and mainly, psychological: lack of interest and of real love for the children, for their learning and development in later life. Children, pupils were used by adults for their own needs, material and psychological.

One day I saw some commotion around the school. The young English couple told me that a Belgian man was expected soon. He was, as Jim told them, a very rich man who sponsored the school and covered some expenses. I told them, «This is a good opportunity to get a small fund for cassettes and tape-recorders necessary for the efficient teaching of language lessons. Please speak to him.» Later on, when the Belgian had finished his visit and left, they told me that they couldn't speak to the man: he was very busy talking with Jim and other heads of the Community. When I asked Jim if he spoke to the man about our project for a new way of teaching and the material needed, he told me that he didn't. He probably forgot about it, though he justified himself by saying that the Belgian man paid only for books, notebooks, pencils and such things.

Good old Jim! He wanted to succeed as schoolmaster and in our project for efficient teaching, but he ignored the basic fact that he had to give his mind, his energy, his love for the welfare of the children. He ignored that his inner motive was the success, the welfare of his personality, his ego-self One day before I left there, I heard the accountant of the Community saying to Jim that he could put the expenses for cassettes and other material in the account «General Expenses for the Schools of the Community». Jim had not thought of it for about a month now. The Community was very rich financially to cover all this small expenditure - the Community - that is, the European administration of it.

A few days before I went away, a very «interesting» incident happened to Jim. I saw him one morning in a state of sadness, almost despair, also anger with....himself..... When I asked him what the matter was, he told me: «Very bad....I am a very aggressive person....you know....I made it a mess with the teachers»....I understood. Most probably, he had attacked them for their inefficiency, for their absences from work (usually secret, unnoticed), or other similar causes. After hearing him, I told him quite serious and almost happy: «That's a very good thing to say....» «What are you saying? He retorted surprised. A good thing.... that I attacked the teachers furiously....» I said smiling: «No, not this, but the fact that you saw yourself, you realized you get angry and aggressive. That is the basis, the starting point for your evolution, transformation....»

«Transformation? In my age? I am 73, Mr. Angelo. Is this a time to begin a transformation?....»

«Yes, this is exactly the time, I said. From the moment one has looked at oneself, objectively, as in a mirror, the process of self-knowledge is set in motion.... Given the conditions, it will end up in transformation»

When I first met Jim, in his house, almost a month ago, I handed to him as a present a copy of Krishnamurti's book «Letters to the schools». Instantly he reacted negatively, aggressively. «Puh! Intellectuals.... Philosophers....What is their value...words, words. What matters is action. This word needs people of action, not of words.... I don't read books...! have work, actual work to do, to help these children with a tragic lot in life…»

I didn't dare say anything at the moment. I felt he was very sure about himself, the picture of himself as an activist in the service of suffering mankind, of poor orphan children in India, where he chose to be. I withdrew the book and went away.

Some other day, when he confessed the total failure of the school as an educational center, I talked to him about the efficient teaching I witnessed at Krishnamurti's schools at Rishi Valley. I pointed out that together with the teaching technique goes the attitude, the approach to the pupils, as a person and as a class, a group. I said that a teacher should constantly learn about oneself by observing oneself, that is, his reactions, his blunders, his insufficiency to respond correctly, sanely to the children, and also the good, positive reaction of the pupils when the teacher is very sensitive with them, caring not to hurt, not to insult them....

This time Jim showed special interest in it all, and he took the book I had again with me.

Now, during this current incident, I felt that he must have read the book. «Have you perhaps had a look at the «Letters to the Schools?» I asked him mildly.... He answered earnestly: «Yes, of course, part of it....Very interesting....And I have decided to visit these schools, in my holidays.» I told him what I knew, that the schools close for summer, that is, April and May, and open again in the beginning of June. I explained where they were located, a 7 or 8 hours trip from Autoville, by car....»

«I try to transform myself to a school-master, he said quitely, but...»

«That is not so important, I said. The main thing is to transform ourselves psychologically, the inherited and conditioned reactions, the wild impulses, the quest for superiority, importance,...for imposition... domination...»

Jim protested mildly against another man, another «head» of the Community. «When I was away in England for a month, last year, he gathered 50 more children from the surrounding Indian villages and brought them in the school, let them live here. How can we work with such an overpopulation? He does what he likes...»

I understood the problem. The other head (a European man also, John by name,) saw the school more as an orphanage than as a school. He didn't mind about the education as about feeding poor children. There was more than enough money in his hands for that. But Jim had labelled his work, «his» school, an «educational Research Center» and he was ambitious about it.

So, two heads, two «helpers, activists, philanthropists» were in competition about who is the more important, more «head» than the other. They knew nothing about the motive of their behavior, namely their sense of their ego, self. «How wonderful, I thought, if these two men could overcome this sense and cooperate in the welfare of the children.... There was so much money in the community, in their hands, and money was still coming in from the tourists guests every day, from contributions... But the psychological limitations, the poverty of the human mind, the conditioning of the self as the higher value, destroyed so many good possibilities offered by the situation... If only they could overcome their negativity to each other...»

Now, I started wondering about myself: «Are these the meditations of an incurable Utopian... Do I still believe that mankind can be helped, changed by activists? Once, I was one of them, and later, when I came to awareness of my inner life, feelings, impulses, conditioning, I realized what a sleeping man I was as an activist, how destructive my activism was for myself and for others. How could it be otherwise here? Who is willing and who is able to forget, to overcome the sense of the value of one's ego-self? Unless you offer them a substitute, a satisfactory substitute for it, people will not abandon this sense... Only in very rare cases it is destroyed consciously, not because of a motivation, but out of the awareness of the falseness and dangerousness of it... and then you have a new man, a new sense of being... a lovingness without any motive... very rare cases...»

Concluding this report about this experiment in the school of Auroville, I must say that both Jim and John, the other headman of the community, were - I must say are, since I am writing these lines in a place close by their houses - good-hearted people, compassionate, good-willing. But their ignorance about what education means, what miracles can the right education work, what vast possibilities can a well-educated child develop, limits their activity to collect and spend money for feeding and sheltering a number of Indian children. They usually stand behind the big pots in the dining place and fill the plates of the children and staff who pass before them in queue. Obviously they enjoy this role and think it a great accomplishment... If only they knew the vast possibilities existing for the holistic development of these children in these favorable conditions, where they can be free from the influence of the retarded mentality of the family and social environment of their birth place. With a revolutionary education, these children could become the «salt of the Earth».

From the first day of my arrival in Auroville, I felt hopeful about meeting women who would realize the meaning, the importance, the possibilities contained in the proclamation «Life-Givers, Life-Savers, Women of all the World»; possibilities for a great movement that could influence deeply the consciousness of mankind and allow it to evolve to a higher step of humanity, of happiness.

There was a tradition of humanism in Auroville, in its highest value and expression, namely the respect among persons of every nationality and colour, the costless supply of medical help by doctors, allopathic and homeopathic, the absence of imposition of some doctrine or dogma, an atmosphere of peacefulness and acceptance. It is natural that this atmosphere draws to the place sensitive people who have somehow worked on themselves or who want to work on themselves.

I was not deceived in my expectations. Two women, one North-American of Polish origin, of about 55 years of age, well-educated in philosophy and arts, and an Italian lady of about 40, a yoga teacher, choreographer and other skills in the arts, were pleasantly surprised when they read the text. They realized the seriousness of the movement and its possibilities. They asked a copy of the text. They were both guests in Auroville and they would soon return to their countries. The Italian lady said she would translate the text in her language but she would rewrite some parts. I said that is all right. In every country, the text and the ways of enacting this movement can differ peripherally, on the condition that women leading the movement will have understood and share the main principle: It is not a movement of a group, of a class, of a sex, of a sect, motivated by self-interest, by a doctrine, a dogma, a cosmotheory. It is the escence of humanity in mankind that inspired it, and only radically self-less, loving, compassionate women can start it, in the logical hope that they will find immediate good reception by a large number of sensitive and conscious women and men in every country. It will not be an expression of aggressiveness, but a radical, revolutionary, peaceful current of higher consciousness of people who awoke from the sleep in which mankind is kept since millenia, the sleep of separatism, racism, nationalism, classism infallibly leading to conflict, war, bloodsheds, untold suffering, misery, pain. This situation has served only «leaders» and their environment, so this movement does not aim at leadership, but to destroy the possibility for leadership to function as it does now, as it did for millenia.

The Dutch-German Lady

One evening there was a performance of Indian dances, ancient (kind of ritual) and folk dances by a group of children of the Community. An excellent performance indeed. The beauty of the incessant and swift movements of the arms and hands, of the belly, thighs and legs, was really surprising.

A lady of about seventy years of age, introduced the performance. She spoke good English, though she was Dutch in nationality and with a permanent residence in Germany. She was as gracious as the children who danced.

We met the other day. I learned that she had prepared the written notices announcing the performance. Her writing was like artistry, a real calligraphy (a Greek word meaning beautiful, well-shaped form of writing).

Her philosophy, her view about the world problems, especially the problem of war, surprised me pleasantly. It was as if she had read the text «Life-Givers, Life-Savers, Women of all the world.» When she read it, she liked it, especially the perspective of an international women's movement for the establishing of peace through denying the right to proclaim war to national or racial leaders of any kind, class, sect etc.

She said that she had been a communist by family tradition. Both her parents were active communists in Holland and Germany, before, during the 2nd world war and after. But after the fall of the communist dictatorships and their horrible course of action during their reign, she got detached from politics.

I asked her if she wanted to translate the text «Life-Givers, Life-Savers» in German. She agreed willingly and she promised to give out the text to several women in the Community in Germany where she lived permanently. It was an avant-garde community, she said, with the most advanced ideas in ecology, in feminism, in pro-peace activism, and the similar. So, we cooperated several afternoons for this translation. The result was the German text that is given at the end of the book.

Copies of the English text of this proclamation were given to an American lady, an Aurovillian, but who moved often to and back from the USA, and to a Canadian girl of about 30, an excellent painter and ceramist.

Could I say perhaps that Auroville has been the place where the seed of this movement has been sown? Will it grow and when? Will this new movement create the force of consciousness which will put a final end to war, around the end of this millenia?

It was time for me to leave Auroville. My health was deteriorating mainly because of the very poor and badly prepared food. It was mainly rice which had been whitened. No skin, no nutritive value. To make things worse, they boiled it in lots of water, which they took away for the cows to drink, Thus taking away the remaining nutritive value of it. In separate pots, they boiled water in which they put leaves of several trees and bushes, red and green, lots of pepper, black and red, lots of salt.

They poured lots of this «sauce» on your bowl of rice, and that was your main and often only dish of food, twice a day. It was the same as in Puttaparthi, in Sai-Baba's place. With more than two months of this diet, I was feeling my energy leaving me, and my stomach burning and acking. I had to go to the Health Center for a check. The doctor ordered a blood test, and it was found that there was an inflammation of my blood. He asked me to repeat the test in a week's time, but in the meantime, water melons appeared in the village market. So I bought ten of them, and I was eating one a day. In this way, I felt much better in a short time. Probably, it was the complete lack of raw food in my diet, especially raw fruit and salad, that had caused this blood inflammation and fall of my energy. This poor diet was probably the main cause of the poor condition of the organism, the low vitality of both children and adults in this Community, and much more in the Indian villages around. Small and slim bodies, low voices, slow movements. Only our women-cooks were fat and strong-voiced.

Another problem I had brought with me from my country was a pain and a buzzing in my right ear, which lessened seriously my hearing ability with it The problem got worse in Puttaparthi, where I had to sleep on the balcony, outdoors, because in the room, the three roommates, the Fidgi-Indian-Canadians talked so terribly loudly, came in after supper with such big overloaded bellies, and snored so roaringly at night that sleeping inside this room was just a nightmare for me.

It was cool at night outdoors and much cooler early before day-dawn. I had no blanket on me, so I probably got a bad cold, and the condition of my ear deteriorated. When I learned about the good work of homeopathic doctors in Auroville, I visited the health Center in the Community Barat-Nivas, where I met two women doctors of homeopathy, or perhaps, a doctor and her helper. The doctor gave me pills that in two days time started to push my cold out of my chest, but not the pain out of my ear. Next she gave me pills for the ear.

As she foretold me, in five minutes after taking these pills, there was a miraculous reaction. I felt a rack-crack inside my right ear, the right part of my throat, the right part of my chest, right down to the appendicites. I felt my ear getting unblocked, painless, well. From that day a curative process started, by the use of these pills, and ended in complete cure.

I felt very thankful about it to the lady doctor there, and more thankful I felt for my chance to meet her, because she was, she is, a woman of character, humble, denying every feeling or idea of importance of her personality.

Most probably she had assimilated the great lesson, possibly the only lesson of importance that could by learnt on earth by people who are interested to overcome their petty self and all the problems it causes in its circle, big or small: the lesson of denying the ego-self idea, or identity, behind the everyday activity in relationship with everything: people, profession, money, fame, superiority against others, imposition of personal will and demands over others.

So, there is in the spiritual atmosphere of Auroville the Good Teaching, the Good News than man can and should care to forget the false ego-self in one's functioning in the world and use only logic, understanding, rationalism and compassion in treating any problem and particularly the relationship with others.

This teaching, if it is alive in Auroville, should be transmitted, I thought, to new-comers and guests also. But it seems that nobody is caring about it, it is not «included» in the requirements for the citizenship in Auroville, or in the form of some lectures for the tourists-guests.

Here perhaps I should give the readers a short article appeared in a publication of Auroville called Auroville Sanga. The article reads as follows:

A Need for Clarification

The difficult situation in which Auroville is presently finding itself has forced us as a call activity to realize that our reputation has seriously deteriorated particularly over the last few years. Of course, it is easy to find specific reasons for it and there is also no doubt that there has been some misrepresentation and misunderstanding, which has largely contributed to the present crisis. But the very fact that such misrepresentation, and misunderstanding could be so easily credible, indicates that the image of Auroville is no longer what it was, in' early years. And it is not only a matter of image; many of us have felt deeply concerned about the perceived dreeft in the present manifestation of Auroville. The very basis of the experiment of Auroville as led down by the mother, has been repeatedly put in question through our too often egoistic asersions, particularly at the material error.

Lately a tendency has developed to find all sorts of justification for such deviations. There often has been in the recent years a feeling of collective  importance to  face  an increasingly waresome situation.

At the same time, there are, in Auroville, many persons who sincerely want a truer Auroville, and who are sincerely doing what they can in their own field of work.

But the great difficulties of relating to so many different people through the collecting process as well as the linquiring scars of too many battles inside Auroville, over the years, has led to a defact withdrawal from the general meetings of many individuals who have become sckeptical about such meetings; this is a serious problem.

An effort is currently on a way to again clarify to ourselves a few very basic, mostly material conditions to participate in the Auroville experiment. Such as no private ownership by Aurovillians of land and immovable assets in Auroville, no drugs, which happen to be the first rule ever given by the mother, no financial dealings outside recognized channels, particularly for foreign exchange or construction in Auroville to be properly authorised etc. Again, it must be said that most Aurovillians do respect these conditions, but there is a concern about an increase tendency to flow to them, which must be neapt in the but.

Some working groups are also in a similar process. Most start with the ABC, which is regrouping all the commercial units in Auroville. There is an effort to clarify the material conditions under which commercial activity should function inside Auroville.

The recent trend of some individuals creating private businesses outside Auroville, while claiming the right to be Aurovillians is also put in question. This effort of clarification is presently going on. It is laborious, but there is a feeling that it is crucial for the future of Auroville.

CHAPTER 7

The Saint With The Drawers

or How a saint is made in India

Before leaving Auroville, I asked about the Sri Maharshi Ashram. I was told it was located in the town of Tiruvanamalai. I could take a bus from Pondicherry in the morning and after 6 hours drive I would be there. So I arranged for a taxi from Auroville, at the entrance bf our community, early in the morning, to take me to Pondi.

Before leaving for India, I was told by a friend who «suffered from Indianism», that I should by all means visit the Sri Maharshi Ashram. He spoke with emotion about it, about the saint man whose spirit pervaded the place, etc. I was impressed and I had noted the name and the place, so that if it happened to be on my way in my travels in India, I would visit it. I call «suffering from Indianism» the persons who combine in their minds some philosophy of ancient Indian origin with some places in modern India, especially ashrams, where it is believed that some people teach the same ancient philosophy today, and are living it.

So, due to my inattention, I created the impression that Sri Ramana Maharshi (his full name, though a fictitious one, adopted or given to him much later in his life) was still alive and teaching. But when I reached the place, I learned that he was dead long ago, actually in 1952.

I got off the bus, or rather I was almost dragged out of it, by a man who came in looking for passengers with destination the Maharshi's Ashram. When he saw me, a European man, and understood that I wanted to go there, he picked up one of my two bags and asked me to follow him. In the meantime, a passenger who was sitting next to me, tried to tell me that I could get off farther away and then walk a small distance to the Ashram. But the little man was now almost pulling me out of the bus. I saw many three-wheeled ricksaws at the edge of the road, and I knew he was looking for a client. When I got out, I saw that he was lame, very small and with an ugly, distorted face, probably the victim of his birth or of society.

The other ricksaw owners or drivers, when they saw him dragging me ut of the bus and driving me to his vehicle, they started making fun of him, mocking him, and telling me not to go with him, he will kill me, he is not a driver, etc. I felt their hate and aggression against the unfortunate man, but said nothing and got on his vehicle. He drove terribly fast but also very dexteriously and efficiently in roads with very heavy traffic, but we reached the destination safely.

Inside the Ashram, there was the usual coming in and going out of a great number of people. I was given a private construction, with a hall, mainroom, bathroom, of local standard, of course, but convenient enough and independent enough for me to be alone, quiet, undisturbed.

I wanted to know what kind of cult was going on here, in what way and for what purpose. So, I went into the main building, the «temple». It was a big hall, more long than wide. At one end of it, there was the shrine. At the end of the shrine there was the statue of Sri Ramana, almost life-size. In all his pictures hanging around the walls 'and in this statue Sri Ramana is dressed only in drawers, (underwear pants), or rather a piece of white cloth around his genitals and bottom.

As I was told by people of the Ashram who met Sri Ramana as children, or had heard about him by older devotees of his, he was always wearing this piece of cloth all day long, even during the «darshan» and the «bajhans» (a kind of mass, or adoration ceremony). It seems that nobody protested against it, though modesty in dress is a strict requirement in such «holy» places (probably everywhere in India). It seems that an established saint (or guru, or Maharshi, or whatever they call these religious people) can do or wear or behave as he pleases. He is the authority, the law. Who would dare to doubt or criticize him? And why? Around the established maharaj, there is usually some space to stay overnight, plenty of rice to eat, free for some people, little paid for others.

Around this shrine, which was not backing the wall, there was a corridor round its three sides, wide enough for a person to walk freely along it. Everytime I went into the temple, I saw a few people walking round the shrine, in normal or low space. I walked several rounds of the shrine and found it a good exercise for my body, since Ι was rather immovable all these long days in India I took it as a habit, during my few days of stay in this Ashram, to take these rounds. I usually walked so fast that I overtook all the other «devotees», sliding by the side of them. But nobody looked at me angrily, or surprised, or asked me to walk more or less slowly than I did. Only the third day, when I stopped walking, an Indian man, rather old, dared to come close by me and ask: «Why do you walk so fast? Is this a special meditation you are doing, which requires it?» I didn't know what to say, so I said: «Yes, my exercise is to walk 24 rounds without interruption. But as I am counting the rounds, sometimes I forget on which round I am. So, I am trying not to forget it, to concentrate on the number, on the sequence of the rounds and this helps me to control the mechanical movement of my thinking towards various directions or associations». «Oh, so!» said the man and left satisfied.

So, this was a place of freedom for the guests, from the point of view that there was no obligatory sitting down for «darshan». There was a kind of mass in the afternoon, when two «priests» went up on the shrine and read and sang (probably in Sanskrit) from the «sacred books» for 1-2-3 hours. On the shrine, there were also two or three young boys, in their teens, probably apprentice monks or priests. They were well fed and as they were half-naked, their fleshy breasts were protruding distinctly. They could not concentrate on the mass, and they were looking around wondering about the impression they were making to people attending the mass.

I mentioned this fact because celibacy in these Ashrams is practised by «tradition» and almost necessarily, the same as in the monasteries and nunneries in the Christian world, for example in Greece, about which I know more. A few days before I left Puttaparthi, two months ago, I met a young Frenchman who told me that after Sai Baba's, he would go to another Ashram, called Pramananda (or something like that, I don't remember exactly and asked me if I would like to go there with him. He added that the Ashram was not at all crowded as this one, actually very few people visited it. There was almost no service, because this Pramananda, the head, was in prison waiting to be tried on accusations of sexual mistreatment of children of the orphanage which was part of his Ashram.

The same story here again. Where the tradition, religious or other kind, requires celibacy of men, that is, distortion of nature, this distortion will be manifested in distorted behaviour of many sorts, one of which, but not the worst, is pederasty.

Well, this Sri Ramana Ashram was again organized as a tourist unit, much smaller than Sai Baba's, but big enough to lodge and feed more than a hundred guests, apart from the permanent staff. One particular thing about it was that the meal was offered on a large leaf (or two leaves sewn together to make one large one) and you had to sit on the floor, cross-legged and take the food from the leaf on the floor with your fingers, though a spoon was given to you if you asked for one, when you found it impossible to eat with your fingers.

Another interesting thing about this Ashram was the «poor feeding». From ten o'clock in the morning, dozens of poor Indians, mostly old men and women, but also many middle-aged and some young, began to pass the big entrance of the ashram and sit down on the grass in line. At about 11.00 hours there were about three hundred of them. Then, the big pots with boiled rice, sauces etc, were driven to the spot, and the poor or beggars, as people called them, passed before the pots and their bowl was filled with food. I could see two lines, one for men, one for women. This was done once a day. Of course it was an offer, an act of alms.

The «heads» of the Ashram were very proud of this «poor feeding», as I understood in a discussion with one of them. When I asked him where the money was coming from for this alms, he told me, «from donations. The Ashram is very rich you know», he added.

When I first entered the Ashram and was given a room, I asked how much they charge a day, so that I could pay in advance, as was the practice in Sai Baba's Ashram. I was told that it was free of charge, lodging and meals. That was impressive, but I didn't have the intention to avail myself from it. A payment was not accepted for all services in the Ashram, but donations were gladly received, it was written somewhere. When leaving, after four nights, I went to the office to deliver the key, to say good-bye to one or two friends I had made during my stay, I gave them 500 rupees, (a small sum, about 15 dollars USA, but big enough to buy a hundred kilos of rice, in the place). The man who took the money smiled largely, took it up to his forehead and touched it while bowing deeply and then brought it to his leaps and kissed it. Then he gave it to the other man, the «doctor», who also brought it to his forehead and bowed a bit, but he didn't exaggerate about it as the other man did. With my warm thanks for the hospitality I parted from there and went out.

While I was staying in the Ashram, I tried to find out if there was something special about this man, Ramana, his life, character or his teaching. People in the offices didn't know much about it, so I went to the bookshop inside the Ashram and chose a book entitled «Sri Maharshi - A short Life-sketch» published by: «President, Board of Trustees of SRI RAMANASRAMAM -Tiruvannamalai- South India 1995» written by M. Subbaraya Kamath.

What I read in this short book (50 pages, half of which are photos) scared me indeed. As a young boy Ramana lived with his brother in an uncle's house in a town far from home. «He was not diligent and industrious in school, but given more to sports than to studies.» In 1895 (16 years old) he had an experience of death overtaking his body, though he was conscious of his I. After this experience he lost all interest in his studies, friends and relatives. Formerly he resented injustice (from his companions) and retaliated, but after this experience he behaved with an unwonted humility and indifference - and as for food, anything that was given to him was swallowed with the utmost unconcern.... Now he would go to the temple daily and alone and would spend long hours in adoration in front of the idols... He said later: «I would occasionally pray for the descent of His Grace (Meenakshi saint) upon me so that I might be like one of the 63 acknowledged saints of the Periapuranam...

His relatives resented his behavior. One day as he was copying for the third time a chapter of his school book of Grammar (a duty given to him as a punishment from his teacher) he felt disgusted. He cast aside his books and papers and sat up in meditation with closed eyes. His elder brother who has been watching all these take place, rebuked him saying: «Why would a person who behave in this fashion retain all these things? Meaning that if he really intented to renounce the world he should do so in earnest Instead of playing with both and doing neither properly. Such remarks had been constantly made during the past few weeks but were hardly noticed. This time however it went home. Yes, thought then Cataraman, (that is, Ramana). What business have I here? So, he left his home with only 3 rupees he took from his brother, and went to the direction of Anurackala, the hill near Tiruvanamalai.

Then follows the description of what he suffered during his homeless life, his wanderings in the area of Tiruvannamalai. He had to walk for hours days, weeks, hungry, he had to suffer the teasings of deserted tramp boys, he had to go down into a well to escape homelessness and survive in the worst possible dirty conditions. Later, he had to live in caves, in the hill Arunachala (now a holy hill because of his stay in it) he had to beg his bread for years and years to come. People found him often with such a dirt on his body and head, so weak and sick that he couldn't move aboout etc. etc.

All this, according to the writer, was a proof that he (Ramana) was living in such a deep connection with the Spirit, or God, or «Father» (as he himself called it when he decided to quit school and family) that he didn't mind all the suffering.

«To escape the attention of the tramp boys (urchins), he moved to an underground pit known as Patala Lingam, where the rays of the sun never fell and which was so dark and unwholesome that few had the courage to enter it. How many days he spent there is not known; but when he was first noticed, he was a shocking sight. He was-, of course, lost in meditation, absorbed in the Self and unaware of bodily existence while the lower part of his thighs had been nibbed away by the dark denizens of the pit, blood and pus had issued out discolouring the spot where he sat». (page 8)

I opened a discussion with a man of about 40 years of age, who was a doctor, physician, but he quitted his profession (he was helping his father, a doctor too) and family and worked in the ashram, celibate and frill of devotion for the Saint Sri Ramana. I wanted to see whether he agreed with the writer of the biography concerning the interpretation of the boy's (Ramana) behavior. He did. I asked him: «Don't you think that all this suffering had made the boy so sick psychologically that he couldn't resist any misfortune, nor take care of himself, think logically, ask for help and avoid possible death?»

The «doctor» exclaimed with absolute certainty and satisfaction: «Who suffered? Him? Impossible. He was the Self, the Atman, the Spirit». I said. «His body suffered and his mind, his psyche». He answered: «But he was not the body, nor the mind, he was the I, the supermost I. How could he suffer?»

I was really shocked by these answers, and thought what a serious damage can the rational thinking suffer from a dogma like this: You are not the body, you are not the mind, you are the Self. And I knew how many people in the West had absorbed this dogma, found in the Teachings of ancient India about Yoga and its practices. Of course, they absorbed it intellectually and think they understand it, so they go to India or elsewhere to live it, to realize their true Self and so find the so much desired, hoped for, peace of mind and liberation from relationships and their conflicts and pains.

Well, let us end the narration about the «adventures» of the great Saint. He lived in similar wild conditions in or near temples, in the hill, for many long years. Nobody knew who he was. A certain person insisted on his telling him his family name and place. Finally, his family learnt about him, an uncle came to the place (a mango grove) and found him seated there «covered with dirt, his hair matted and nails long and curved»,

He tried to bring him back home but it was impossible. Then, his mother visited him. She found him in the open lying on a rock. In spite of his changed appearance and dirt-laden body, the mother at once recognized her child; but she too found her persuasion as ineffectual as that of her brother.

Day after day the mother and the elder brother visited the Swami and tried to influence him in every way. Appeals, upbraidings, even tears had no effect. He remained silent. The mother appealed to some people around there, and they moved by her sorrow, joined their appeals to hers, requesting the ascentic at least to give his mother some reply. Eventually he wrote the following on a piece of paper:

«The Ordainer controls the fate of souls in accordance with their past deeds-their prarabdha karma. Whatever is destined not to happen will not happen. Whatever is destined to happen will happen, do what you may to stop it. This is certain. The best course, therefore, for one is to be silent.» 

After that his mother and brother left together disappointed.

Ramana Maharshi had a very painful last phase of his life. Cancer, «a sarcomatic growth, which is excruciatingly painful, especially in its later stages, and fatal», writes his biographer. He was operated four times during the two year duration of the disease, before he died.

A very unhappy childhood, when «everything is lost», predisposes to cancer, as so much research in the West has shown.

Many years later, his mother came to live with him. She had lost her eldest son, her brother-in law too, «leaving the joint family in poor circumstances.» In 1915 her daughter-in-law, the wife of her youngest son also passed away, leaving a small boy. «Naturally she then thought of her second son, Ramana, and she came to live with him permanently in 1916».

«When Sri Ramana moved to the more commodious Skandasramam, she started to cook meals for everybody there. At her own wish, she was soon joined by her youngest son. Thus, with the Mother, began a new phase in Ashram life, which has continued till to-day, though the number of guests to be fed steadily increased as the name of Sri Maharshi spread far and wide.»

I quoted this text to show how a saint is created in India. The important element is to start cooking and serving free meals to poor guests or visitors. Then, one has to sit for «darshan» or «bhajans» around a shrine, then allow others or oneself to call one «Sri or Bhagavan, or Maharshi or Sai Baba» and similar names. If one insists on it for some or many years, everybody around will accept it as an established fact and one doesn't habe to prove it. Then, you are a Baba, a Mahatma, a Maharshi, a «Father» a «Mother». Several Westerners have tried this way and succeeded.

This Ramanashram was full of Western guests, some of whom spent some time in it, others, several weeks or months, especially those who escaped very difficult or dangerous situations they had fallen in, at home. I spoke to one girl of about 30 years of age. She was Portuguese, blond hair, fair skin, a pretty though somewhat dead face. She was sitting for long hours, with a book in her hands, on the floor, cross-legged, opposite the doors of the offices, where the «doctor» worked. He walked in and out of the office, so he had the chance to look at her and she also the same.

I could see she felt attached to the man, a normal reaction for a girl of her age, since the «doctor» was well-built physically and with a manly face and movement. But she didn't consider the fact that he was a sannyasi, which means, with a vow or a decision of celibacy life-long. Perhaps, she liked the situation, a platonic, a sacred love, with no perspective for physical union, marriage etc. Probably, I thought, she had been hurt in her previous relationship or childhood.

I wanted to know, so I found an excuse, her book, to talk to her. When she told me that she was here for some time, I asked her directly: «Is your pain over by now?» «What pain?» she reacted surprised. And after a pause, «How do you know?» I asked: «Did you have a divorce?» A pause. Then, «Yes» «How long ago?» «Several years» «Did you find out why you divorced. Why can't you be happy with someone else?» «No, I am not interested in it. There is no answer. Relationship, attachment leads to pain. It is a law. Have you read Budism?» «No, I have not. But if you allow me to say something, there is an answer to our troubles if we start looking at ourselves, how we react to others, because of our conditioning, our past hurts, in childhood and later» «What do you mean?» she asked, trying to show indifferent and not curious or interested. «For example, have your parents divorced?» «Yes» «How old were you then?» «Seventeen. I was not a child to feel very hurt...» «Before the divorce, did your parents quarrel?» «Oh, yes, always.» «Do you remember it since you were very young.» «Yes, all my life» «Do you see that the pattern of relationship you have absorbed as a child is the one of conflict and quarrel?» She didn't answer. She didn't want to investigate into herself. «Only Budism will save the world. If we all become Budists, there will be peace and happiness on Earth», she said and that was the end of our discussion.

A new dogma, a new convert, a new escape from the established habit of pain and its mechanical, compulsive reproduction in different surroundings, in new relationships. When I gave her the text «Life-Givers, Life-Savers, Women of all the world», she read it and then she returned it to me, saying again: «If we all become Budists, there will be peace in the world.»

Living With the Monkeys in Ramanashram

This Ashram has been built on exactly the feet, rather, the beginning of the hill Arunachala. The back gate opens to the hill path where the ascent begins. There are lots of trees outside and inside the place. On my first morning there, I noticed several monkeys going in and around the trees over the roof of the temple. Then they took rounds on the wall of a large well, near the temple. Mother-monkeys with very young babies in their arms, pressed tightly on their bosom. Male monkeys, young ones running swiftly and incessantly, and older ones, walking more slowly and solemnly. They were so familiar with the place all around that you could see they were at home. Nobody teased or chased them, so they showed no fear, but an alertness and swiftness peculiar to their kind.

But that same afternoon I had a strange experience with the monkeys that showed me things I had never before realized. I had four watermelons in my room, which I had bought in the morning. At some moment, I went out to hang some clothes I had washed to dry. When 1 returned, I saw in the hall only three watermelons. I looked out and around the house for the person who had taken it, not angrily but with a smile, with which I always react in such cases, because I see them not as stealing but as a mechanical reaction, as a grabbing reflex of the human animal, of a hungry person, whether it be of a child or an adult.

But instead of a person, I saw two or three monkeys, each happily and quietly eating one piece of the water melon, at a certain distance one from the other. I was really surprised, full of curiosity and interest about how they managed to take out of the room such a big and heavy item, and, more enigmatic, how they managed to break it in 3 or 4 pieces and share it among themselves. I really laughed of surprise, joy, satisfaction for their ability and efficiency. I was amazed at their peacefulness in enjoying each its own portion of the fruit, without envy or aggression one against another. I observed them to the end of their meal, in every detail of their behavior. Amazing, just amazing!

After some time, I cut another water melon in two halves, intending to eat the one, or part of it. I pushed the door closed tightly, for safety against a second self-serving of the monkeys, and went into the adjoining room to fetch a bowl and a spoon I carried in my bag. When I returned, I saw only one of the two halves of my watermelon and the door open; and two other apes enjoying the other half of it, at some distance from the room.

Now, I laughed at myself, at my inadequacy to protect myself against my co-residents in this place. One of them had pushed the door open with its mighty little arms, swiftly grabbed the watermelon with his hands and with sure, quick walking took it out and shared it with his fellow monkey.

After some time I started eating my other half of the watermelon. Before I finished, I saw two monkeys sitting quietly opposite my little house, at a small distance. I cut one piece of the watermelon, forked it and passed it out of the fine iron netting which protected my room probably from their invasions. Then I nodded to one of them, the bigger in size, to come and get the piece of fruit. After a very short hesitation, it moved quickly but with no rash, towards me, stretched one arm up, caught and pulled the piece of fruit out of the fork. It went back to its place and ate it, while the other monkey, a few meters away did not move at all. I was observing every movement of them. When he finished eating his piece, I cut and forked another piece of watermelon and passed it out of the netting, at the same point. I kept it for a second there, to observe their reactions. The first one did not show any reaction. The second one moved its head a bit but didn't move towards me. Then I nodded to it to come. It did, and the same movements were repeated as before. When it ate its piece, I cut and forked a third piece, and put it out. I nodded to the first one to come and get it. No reaction, no movement. Then I nodded to the second one. The same reaction.

How to explain it? Such an order in their behavior? Each getting its portion. No rush, no envy, no getting what belonged to the other. Natural respect of each other. Integral beings? Natural honesty, innate discipline, dignity, self-respect, absence of useless greed!

Are we, humans, so degenerated as the comparison with such behavior of the monkeys showed me? Are we really madly greedy animals, with all the aggression and the fighting that goes with this greed and envy?

I felt I should lose no more time in this place. It was full of escapists, I mean the Western tourists who played the devotee, the religious person for a few days. There were many young men and women from East Europe countries, the ex-communist regimes, who had become ardent believers in Hindu and Budist dogmas, like the karma, reincarnation, Krishna or Buda believers. Impressed by some very interesting (though very difficult ideas) in Indian Wisdom of the past, they turned to fanatic and exclusive believers in them and they would easily fall in devotion to persons, dead or alive, who asserted or seemed to represent these ideas.

And there were others, Europeans and Americans, who spent their holidays or their empty lives of no occupation, from Ashram to Ashram, from one part of India to the other. It is such an enormous country that it takes more than 5000km to cross it from North to South. Some years ago, some of them were consuming Greek islands as they consumed Indian states or Ashrams now.

I was told by one of the heads of the Ashram about a Greek man, a doctor by profession, who lived permanently in a place about 300 m far from the Ashram. What kind of permanency? I asked myself and went to meet him. We became good friends. He was a small, nice, peaceful looking old man of about 65 years of age. He told me how his wife, a French dentist by profession, as he was himself, persuaded him to leave France and come to the Aurobindo Ashram in Pondicherry. There they both worked as volunteers, as she wanted it, feeling that she was following the spiritual path by serving suffering people. But after some years of hard work, life became unbearable there and she left sectetly for Arunachala, the hill where Ramana was living in caves, a homeless beggar and sufferer for more than twenty years. She lived in one of those caves, in conditions not so wild as its original state. He lived for some time alone, then he decided to quit the Ashram and search for her. He found her and after some difficult years they went through, they were given this house where they are living now, with no profession, no occupation, no ownership of the house. When I asked him why they took up this hard life in India, he said that she (his wife) had a strong inclination to spiritual life I thought that she was probably influenced by books about spiritualism, about gurus, yoga, Indian wisdom, about the «Mother»who cooperated with Sri Aurobindo, etc. and took to follow them, hoping to get out of herself.

When we had talked for about half an hour, she appeared in her kitchen dress, and without greeting me, she told him directly:

«Why don't you come to help me with the work in the kitchen? I need you»

She wore very thick glasses, an indication that she suffered seriously in her eyes.

A philosophical or a psychological mistake led her and then him to a useless life in a country with horrible living conditions. A way with no return, anymore.

CHAPTER 8

A FEW DAYS IN WHITE FIELDS

Now a few days were left before my visa expired and the date I wanted on my return ticket was not fixed. On these days, flights from Bombay to Europe were fully booked and the Travel Office in Auroville did not give me a fixed date. So I decided to reach the Bombay airport several days before the expiration of my visa. Accordingly, I decided to leave the Ramana Maharshi Ashram after a four nights stay.

Early in the morning I was at the big gate of the Ashram, took a taxi (a normal 4-wheel car, not a 3-wheel ricksaw, this time) and off to the bus station. There I took a bus to Bangalore. After a trip of several hours, we reached the city. They put me off at a central point, from where a road led to the Airport and another to White Fields. I had been told in Puttaparthi, more than two months ago, that in March, Sai Baba usually moved to another big Ashram, his summer abode in a place called White Fields, 60 km from Bangalore up. I had ten days before the day I wanted to leave Bombay airport for Europe, so I decided to go to White Fields and spent a few days there, if I could.

I tried to find out where I could take a bus to White Fields, but immediately a ricksaw driver appeared and offered to take me there, for 200 rupees. I knew it was a «first and big» price he offered, expecting me to bargain, but I didn't. How better could I spend the rupees left in my purse? To beggars? I decided to spend it to working people.

I remember a story I was told in Auroville about an English girl and her pity for the beggar. Everytime she came out of her hotel, beggars, children, women, old men, stretched out their begging hands to her. She was so moved by their pitiful condition, that she couldn't help distributing her daily money to them. Then she went to the Bank for more money. But the next day, the same thing was repeated. She couldn't control her pity, her emotions. On the fourth day, she found out she had given out all the money she had brought from England for her holidays in India. She had almost a breakdown. Her friends put her on a plane back to England.

Through streets suffocated with petrol gases, we managed to get out of the city and took the route to White Fields. It was mid-April, full summer, but the air was cool and the climate healthy. Later I learned that White Fields was located at 2.400 ft. altitude (about 800 mt). I felt very happy about it, because I love the high places and because of my long stay in the low places (Auroville and Tiruvanamalai) where humidity was high even in summertime (March to May).

I reached the place (White Fields) at about three in the afternoon. Outside the gate of the Ashram the same picture as in Puttaparthi. Lots of small shops, lots of other «shops» on wheels where all sorts of things were sold, from fruit to shoes, sellers pressing people tightly to buy, beggars pressing tourists to give them some money or food or anything, just to give. And unless you manage to control your feelings, your reflexes, you may give out your money in a few days and find yourself in a very difficult position.

Inside the Ashram, on the right, there was the big hall for the «darshan», the devotional sitting-in and down of the «devotees» tourists, Indians and foreigners. It was open air but roofed with tents which cut the sunshine out but not the heat.

I had to wait one or two hours before the accommodation office opened. I was told by some residents that the place was overfull. But the man in the office gave me a place in a room. I would be the eighth in the room, he told me, but later in the room I found that I was the ninth. Someone had come back from a trip and without registering again he came in the room and slept. Overpopulation in the rooms was a tangible reality, but still nobody seemed to feel the pressure of it. Perhaps, the pleasure of escaping some difficult situation at home or at any precedent surroundings was great enough to let them tolerate the otherwise intolerable situation.

One of the roommates was a characteristic type of escapist from the reality of oneself He was a young man of 23, tall as a human giant, well-built and handsome light brown skin and hair. With such a physical appearance he could be a success in any job he would like to take up, and, of course, in finding a mate for love and marriage. He had arrived here only two days ago and he looked and confessed he was very happy with a bed (actually a mattress on the floor) and food for one dollar a day.

«I counted my money», he told me this first afternoon of my stay there, «and I found it is enough to spend nine months here! I'll spend nine months here!» Two days later, returning from a feast, a big meal outside the Ashram, he seemed a bit worried. He counted his money again. He found that he had spent a lot of money for the meal, and this lessened the duration of his stay, as he had planned it. Two or three times I wanted to enter the room, I found it closed from inside. I knocked. He opened but looked a bit worried to have had to get up from his mattress and open the door. Probably, he had started giving himself to day-dreaming and pleasant phantasies.

At some moment I asked him about his family status. He said he was living with his mother, in Switzerland. She was Swiss. His father was Greek, from the island of Crete, and so the young man's surname was a Greek one and I recognized it immediately. «Isn't your father living with mother?» I asked. «No, they have divorced», he said. «Since when?» «Since I was not yet born», he said. «What do you mean?» «When he learned that my mother was pregnant with me, he quitted her and went back to Crete, his home», he said without expressing a strong emotion which could go with such an event.

After a pause of surprise and emotion, I said, while looking at him to notice his reaction, «Bastard coward!» He didn't seem to get offended about his father. On the contrary, he laughed rather satisfied.

He said he didn't worry about his father, but probably this deprivation had conditioned him to escape in this remote and dirty place, where he «planned» to live nine months, without occupation, with no girl-friend, lying on his mattress most of the time and day-dreaming. «I’ll study Hinduism», he explained to me. He had already learned the dogma, «I am not the body, I am not the mind, I am the Self, the Brahma».

I am not against or «for» the idea « I am not the body, I am not the mind (or psyche), I am the Self or Pure Consciousness etc. I am only showing how the usual interpretation, rather misinterpretation of this idea (or other ideas contained in ancient teachings) can lead to very dangerous psychopathological states; or, how such states in which wounded, rejected young people fall, can be used by others who need to use such persons as exceptional cases of wisdom and saintliness and create around them an ashram, a temple, a cult, a theory, and profitable according to circumstances.

I hope one can see how dangerous this process may be sometimes. Usually, it is only blinding people, blocking their intelligence, their ability to look into themselves and observe the functioning of their mind, their reactions and attitudes, their conditioned slavery and the great experience of freedom from their conditioning.

Sai Baba was there, repeating his usual ceremony. He took his walk every morning and afternoon among one or two thousand «devotees» who waited for him for a long time, sitting cross-legged on the concrete floor under the hot tents. He collected a big number of letters from the suppliant, asking or begging, I don't know what. Still curious about it, I asked an Indian sitting next to me: «What do these people ask with their letters?» He said: «Anything». «Give me a few examples», I insisted. «One may ask for a little money, he needs badly. Another may have a health problem and asks for a cure». «A cure? I questioned. Is Sai Baba a doctor?» «He is the doctor of the doctors» he said with admiration. «And how does he cure? I asked. Give me an example.» «If someone suffers from colitis, or ulcer, let us say, Sai Baba puts his hands on the patient's belly and tells him: «You must change your mental attitude.» You see? He knows how to cure, he is a very wise-man.»

I stopped questioning without telling him that, what Sai Baba knows, he himself also knows, almost everybody knows today that most diseases are psychosomatic and depend on the mental attitude, that is, on the ways you think, you feel, you act consciously or unconsciously.

In the corridor to the restaurant, as you move slowly in the queue, you see, stuck on the wall, a piece of paper on which you read the following:

Always find a quiet corner after My Darshan where you may enter into stillness and receive the completion of my blessings. My energy goes from Me, as I pass you. If you proceed to talk immediately, the previous energy is dissipated and returns to Me unused. Rest assured that whatever My eye see becomes vitalized and transmuted. You are being changed day by day.

Never underestimate what is being accomplished by the act of Darshan. My walking among you is a Gift yearned for by the Gods of Highest Heaven and here you are daily receiving this Grace, be grateful.

These blessings you receive will express themselves in their perfect time. But also remember that to whom is given, from him much will be demanded.

Sai Baba

Why fear when I am here.

Never fear, for I am here.

Sai Baba

The Peaceful Invasion

On my second afternoon in this place, I went out for a walk, while all or most of the «population» of the Ashram went to sitting «darshan» in the hall.

As soon as you get out of the gate, the stench offends your nose very strongly. The numerous ricksaws moving up and down the place, filled the air with petrol gases, really suffocating. The numerous shops of all kinds, including coffee or rather tea-milk shops, restaurants, fruit-shops on wheels, threw lots of used waters on the road. It stagnated and got very bad smelling. Hoping that further on it would be cleaner, I walked to the right. After 50mt I found a large ditch, on both sides of the road with some stagnant water. The stench now was worse. Swarms of small insects seemed to live on this dirt. You could discern them as the sunrays were falling on the waters. I passed this point very quickly, almost running and breathlessly. Now, the road and its sides seemed somewhat cleaner, but the bad smell was always in the air. I saw some fields on the left, and a path through a superficially, poorly green field leading to an open place, without buildings. I felt it was a rural area and I followed the path, hoping to let my eyes enjoy a rural landscape with its green and brown colours and the blue sky over the horizon; hoping also to breathe in fresh air, clean, unpolluted.

Walking further west, I saw many houses at the depth of the place, small and big ones. No roads, no plan, no standards for house-building. You could see small hut-houses, sheds, build with bricks, tolls, wood, anything. You had to walk to each house through the fields, barren, ucultivated. But the stench was still in the air. Crossing one field, I discovered the cause of this smell, but I shall not describe it. Probably there was no network for draining the used waters of the houses, perhaps there were no toilets in the houses, or, else, the local people preferred the animal way of «doing their need» outdoors.

After an hour of wandering around, I walked back to the Ashram. As soon as I entered the room, I had a shock. Several pieces of fruit, grapes, an orange, a banana skin, pieces of watermelon, were scattered on the floor. How could it have been done and by whom? Two of my roommates who had just come back from «darshan», told me somewhat revengefully: «You see? You buy a lot of fruit, you keep it in the cupboard (it was without doors) and look now what the monkeys have done!»

«How did they manage to get in the room? I asked. The windows are barred». «In between the bars», they told me. I looked at the spaces between the bars. They were large enough for the slim monkeys to pass through. «I shall not store any fruit any more, I said. I'll buy only what I need to eat immediately». I swept the floor and threw the lot into the carbage can in the corridor. Immediately afterwards, I went to the terrace. I was living on the first floor and part of it was unbuilt a concrete roof. There I saw several monkeys eating whatever they had collected from the rooms, from garbage cans during their invasion into this part of the building.

I was interestingly looking at them enjoying their feast. Suddenly I heard loud noises from the other part of the building, opposite. I saw another group of monkeys invading the corridors, the garbage cans, the rooms through open doors and barred windows. It was clear that the iron bars had been built in the windows to protect the rooms from human thieves, but the builders had not thought of hungry invading monkeys and their sliding little bodies. The few people who were in that part of the building (most of them were still in «darshan», in the big hall), got really shocked and afraid, because I saw them getting out of the rooms almost panick-stricken, shouting, screaming to the monkeys to drive them away, but they wouldn't, not before their need was satisfied.

The guests, many of them young Europeans, but also many Indians, ran to find some sticks, wooden or iron bars or anything else with which they hoped to hit the monkeys on the body and make them run away. Well, they found some sticks and they started using them against the monkeys, but they avoided the hitting with a long jump away from the end of the stick. It was clear that the humans were afraid and panicked, not the monkeys. This fear motivated a foolish aggression, hitting here and there with their sticks, banging at tolls, producing ugly noises making the monkeys jump anxiously for a moment from one point to the other. The «fighters» put their own life in danger, as their sticks could at any moment fall on each other heads, because of their rash, fear and the subsequent inattention.

In the meantime, the monkeys had taken what they found in the garbage cans and in the rooms and climbed onto the roof of this floor and ate their findings undisturbed and concentrated.

On the terrace where I was standing, looking at the development of the invasion of the monkeys and the foolish attack of the fearful white and black humans against them, the first group of monkeys had finished their meal peacefully and now they were sitting immovable and only their eyes moved around in a small circle. I approached one of them, who was sitting alone and far from the others. From a distance of two meters, I raised my arm and then brought it down as if I meant to hit him, with a pretended aggressive feeling. I wanted to observe how he would react to my aggressive movement. Would he get scared and away, or, perhaps, counterattack, or, shrink of fear and submission, or anything else. Well, nothing of that sort. He (or she) immediately raised his arm and then brought it down in exactly the same way as I did. He imitated my movement, almost my expression on the face, but he showed that he had not felt my angry feeling, my aggressive movement. (I was a bit angry because I knew he took my fruit from my room). He only saw the movement and exactly imitated it. I concluded that in their nature there was no perception of the anger, fear and aggression felt by the invaded humans. They only felt happy to snatch the food that was available for them in this place. The humans, with their perverted minds, felt a lot of wrong feelings and made a lot of wrong thoughts about the behavior of the monkeys who «offended» their privacy, their ownership, their notion of honesty, cleanliness etc; just like parents or teachers who get upset, offended, worried, attacked etc, when children do something absolutely natural, or necessary for them. Such adults usually attack the children, scream at them and, generally, express all their conditioned perverted feelings and notions against them.

Then, I went near one group of monkeys sitting quietly but alert on the floor, or on iron bars protruding from the half-built part of the building. I tried to make them look at me, recognize me, my presence before that. To obtain it, I nailed my look at them, I stared at them, I made faces at them, but none of these worked. They had a look at me, but instantly they moved their eyes left and right, up and down, in a narrow circle, they didn't mind me, they were not curious about my presence.

So, I decided to forget about them and do my usual jogging on the roof. It was long enough for it, about 20 meters, and 10 meters wide. At the end of the first round, when I was approaching them, I thought they might be afraid of my running towards them and run away. But, on the contrary, they stood motionless and turned their eyes at me, curious, interested. Probably they were attracted to my running from the beginning of my round. So I continued my rounds of jogging and each time I passed near them, they were looking, observing me running.

Later on, I stopped running and observed them again for a while from a certain distance so that they are not influenced by my presence. I saw them, mothers with babies held by them, young ones going a little away and then back, with peace and dignity in their movements. The only moment I saw them afraid, especially the mothers, was when an older male was going near them. Probably they had experienced his aggression, anger, hitting, slapping or anything, in the past. Their characteristic reaction before this male, was a bit or shrinking, protecting their babies pressing them against their bosom, a bit of bowing their heads, as if to avoid a slap.

On the subsequent days, we had this peaceful invasion of the monkeys every afternoon, just on the same time, that is, when all the population of the Ashram was sitting for darshan in the big hall, and the whole place was peaceful, serene, as if empty of people. Later, there was the same chasing of the monkeys by the fearful humans, and the same failure to drive them away by violence. The monkeys took their time and left only after they had been satisfied from their visit.

BEWARE OF SAVIOURS

On my third afternoon in this place, after the darshan, on which I didn't participate, I was walking around the big hall. At some moment I heard a woman scream at her baby-boy, asking him to stop running away from her, at long distances and getting lost in this large area and among other people walking or sitting there. The boy wouldn't obey and the mother looked desperate. So I stopped and talked to her from a distance. She seemed to be around thirty years of age, blond, almost red-haired, fair skinned, pretty face, well-built physically, attractive. She spoke with a good English accent so I thought she was English. Later I found she was Australian, her husband too.

«May I tell you something? I asked. There is no reason to be afraid about the boy, no matter how far away from you he goes. He knows where you are and he will be coming back to you when he needs it.»

She looked at me silently, and, strangely enough, with a smile of gratitude, as if such a talking to her were just what she needed since long. We came closer to each other and she felt that I was not someone trying to «fish» a woman. So she trusted me, and it was obvious to me that she needed to trust someone because she was in a difficult position. When I told her how much I admired children, their alertness and aliveness, which contrast so much the «dead adults», dead psychologically, stuck in a form of character, in an attitude or behavior, she told me that this exactly was her problem, her very bad position here, in India. As she talked she seemed so anxious, desperate, suffocated. She asked me if I have been or shall be here, in Sai Baba's place or in India, for a long time.

«No, I replied. A few more days. I came to India to see, not to stay. Even if I had come to stay, I wouldn't stay. The conditions are unbearable for me.» «The same for me, she said. I can't get used to living in India. It stinks everywhere.» «Have you been a long time here?» «Three years», she said with a tone of voice and an expression that showed her despair. «Why so long? Are you doing some job, here?» «No, nothing. Traveling. My husband....» she stopped as she felt that she was expressing to another man a strong protest against her husband. I encouraged her. «Please, allow yourself to express your feelings, to confess to me... I am a friend, not a rival, or a gossiper...Who knows...Perhaps I could help you...» She felt relieved and went on: «When we came to India, we went directly to Sai Baba. My husband wanted to meet him. They had a meeting and my husband told me that Sai Baba gave him a very big shock, he hit his ego, his pride...After that, we travel here and there but sooner or later we return to Sai Baba. My husbands needs, so he says, to be near him, to learn...» «Does he meet Sai Baba each time he gets back to him?» «Oh no, just living near him, in his Ashram. For about a year we were in Rajastan, Central India, and we were short of money. We had a very difficult time. I was making jewels, earrings, bracelets, you know, but they were not sold. It's a terrible thing to be short of money in India.... We suffered a lot...»

I was wondering why all this suffering and I asked whether her husband was uneducated, jobless in Australia... She said that he had a good job there, wood-cutter and wood-processor, but she could not make out why he quitted his job and took her and her newborn baby to India. She added: «It is as if this Sai Baba cast a spell on him, and he can't go away from him. He revolves around Sai Baba...»

It was time for me to try to have an insight into the behavior of the young man, but I needed information. «If we are going to understand your husband's behavior, I told her, and solve the riddle of why he got trapped here, and you with him, we must know something about his relationship, when he was very young, with his father.»

«I think I know something about it, she said. He told me that his father was very aloof, very distant from him. I think his father left him for a while, when he was very young, but later took him and his wife to live together. But there was no feeling.»

«Do you know, I asked, what it means for a child, how he feels, when his father has no reeling for him, being aloof and distant? Try to feel it...» «I can't because I didn't have this experience...»

«That is why you can't understand what is going on in your husband's inner world, the world of feelings, and why he got trapped here and revolves around Sai Baba. Sai Baba's behavior towards him is similar to his father's one... You told me, Sai Baba hit his ego, his pride, instead of encouraging him and make him feel important, useful, responsible towards you and your baby, and send you all back home, more healthy, psychologically, I mean, more self-confident. Instead, Sai Baba hit your husband's wounded pride and self-confidence and made him feel as bad as his unfeeling father made him feel as a very young boy. That's why he revolves now around him, hoping subconsciously to correct his behavior and make him be good to him, or, perhaps, finding a conditioned but perverted satisfaction in Sai Baba's aloof, unfeeling, distant, sadistic relationship with him...»

She was listening all ears. When I finished, she was staring at me, and her feeling was, as far as I could sense it, that this was the solution to the riddle, this was an unexpected insight into his feelings.

«Would you like to meet my husband, talk to him? Perhaps he could...»

«No, I said. That's your job to do...»

«How could I ? she said. It's very difficult to talk to him about himself. He won't listen... Well, perhaps I'll get used to living in India...I begin to get used...».

Next afternoon, I saw her with her husband near the point where I had met her the previous day. Their son was walking around there, having nothing to do, with no other children playmates, without the appropriate surrounding for a child of 3 to 4 years of age.

I greeted her. «Here is my husband», she said a bit afraid and introduced him to me. It was clear from her words that she had spoken to him about me.

«Well, what do you want from us?» he asked me and I instantly felt that he was negative to me. «Want something from you? Why? Perhaps, you would like to tell me what you are learning here, and how important it is for you...»

To my great surprise I heard him reply: «Sai Ba'ba says: I am not this body, I am not this mind, I am God. You are also God, but you don't know it. Our difference is that I knew I am God, while you don't».

I answered: «This is the old Hindu dogma, or the main teaching of the Yoga philosophy. But do you understand its meaning? Does it have any practical value or use for you?»

«Of course, he said. It leads me to be calm, happy, unaggresive.» «So, I went on, if you believe you are not the body, you don t mind about it so much, Right?»

«Right». «So if I or someone else tries to kill you, because he wants your wife, or for some other reason, how will you react? You will not counter-attack, you will not try to kill him first?...» He was shocked by my question, as his staring look showed. «Probably not...» he said weakly. Now his wife was deeply surprised and shocked, which was made clear by a deeply pronounced «Ah!» and the shame and fear in her eyes and face.

«Do you see where a dogma can lead you, if you trust it and not your feelings, your intelligence, your innate consciousness? I said. I saw he was upset, at a loss, offended, angry, a bit of everything.... I begged their pardon, I had something else to do...Good-bye....

Later I was told that when some people who go through a crisis in their life, come to Sai Baba for help, advice, support, encouragement, he usually lets them down, especially his previous cooperators or people employed in the service of the Ashrams. He only gives them a written answer, one or two lines, like orders or directives, which doesn't help them at all to come out of their crisis. They would need compassion but they find indifference, cruelty, masked as a teaching or a lesson that they have to learn.

A woman who had served in his Ashrams for several years, once asked for a support, a favor. He denied it. She protested: «I have been serving you for so many years...» she dared say. He exclaimed: «Did I ask you to serve me? You asked for it. When you are serving me, you are being served yourself. I don't need you, you need me...»

The psychology of super-superiority. The childish omnipotence and omniscience. I am God.

You are God, too, but you don't know it. That is why you suffer, you are unhappy... I am the happy one, come to me to give you from my happiness.

He doesn't know that happiness cannot possibly be given by someone to another. Happiness is the essence of existence, inherent in the life force itself, which activates every possible life form. Our minds, our thinking, perverted by the so-called religious or moral education, or by the suppression of our normal feelings during our upbringing, at home and at school, cut us apart from this happily moving life-force within us, our innate, instictive wisdom and appropriate response to circumstances....So we «become» unhappy....

Then we are looking for givers of happiness. We «become» unbalanced and then we are looking for givers of balance. Thus, the saviors appear, with their cures, their dogmas, their power, financial, political, organisational or any other kind of power.

But they «have become» unhappy people themselves and try to become happy by giving happiness, ideas, money, food, shelter to some other people, hoping for their gratitude, recognition, submission. When they get it, they «become» very unhappy.... perhaps revengeful, intolerant, sadistic, destructive... Beware of the saviors, dear friends-readers.

They have done, and are still doing, the worst possible evil in our world, I mean, mankind. They divide people by driving them under their protection, through their dogmas, nationalistic, socioeconomic, religious, philosophical or any other dogma. They offer security, happiness, even immortality to those who will follow them. In fact, they hope for these things for themselves through their role of the Savior. But what they find is antagonism, war among themselves. In this war they sacrifice first of all their followers, their believers.

Beware of the Saviours, dear friends.

The next day it was again a celebration of New Year's day, according to the tradition of Telugu race or some other race, I don't remember exactly. Coloured paper, garlands of flowers everywhere. Lots of Indians coming in and going out of the place. Overpopulation. An atmosphere of festival. The central fact of the festivities would be the speech of Sai Baba.

I went to listen to the speech. It was in the local Indian language (Telugu, I think) and in English translation. It lasted more than one hour, but there was no central idea, no coherence, no feeling. I heard, among other, the following phrases: «India is not poor, but Indians are lazy. If you work hard, if you give your thoughts to your work, you will not be poor.... You must not give all your time to worldly things. You must give part of the day to think of God.» Contradictions, incoherence, I thought. The Indian villagers knew that no matter how hard they may work in their fields, the selling price of the rice or other products will not allow them some profit enough to buy some pairs of shoes, for themselves or for their children. And Indian shoe-sellers knew that though they keep their shops open all day, they will not sell enough pairs of shoes as to make a good profit allowing them to buy enough rice and other products to feed themselves and their families satisfactorily.

I couldn't distribute the text «Life-Givers, Life-Savers, Women of all the World», to several women, as I intented to, during my stay in White Fields. People were on the move all day. A few hours of sitting down for darshan in the big hall, queuing and eating four meals a day, didn't allow time for meeting other people, talking, making friends. No personal time, except for shopping and writing post-cards. One sees everywhere in the place, on the walls, different photos of Sai Baba and different texts with his signature at the bottom. No one could dare think of anything else, and there is no space in one's mind for anything else. I was now four days in the Ashram. I had prepaid for seven days, but I decided to leave next morning for Bangalore. I was told that there was one or two flights to Bombay every day. So early next morning, I took the bus for Bangalore which dropped me about one km away from the airport. From there I took a ricksaw that drove me to the airport.

The flight to Bombay was for two hours later. So, I walked for some time outside the airport and then inside it. An hour before the flight, I took a seat in the waiting room, next to an Indian man of about fory years of age. He was reading his newspaper, THE INDIAN TIMES for some time. Then he stopped. I asked him whether he was flying to Bombay, so that I make sure I was waiting in the right place. He confirmed it. As he understood by my looks that I was European, he looked ready to have a chat with me. As I was still shocked by the fact of the very low salaries of the teachers in Auroville (1000-1500 rupees a month), I asked him about his job and salary. He was chemical engineer in a petrochemical firm and his salary was 20000 rupees a month. I expressed my surprise at such big difference between salaries. He told me there were important deductions and his actual salary was 15000 rupees. Still, the gap was very large. Then I told him about the miserable conditions of life and the very small income of the villagers in the states where I have been. «Do you think the State, the Government could do something to improve the situation?» I asked him. He said, «No, I don't think anything can be done to that direction». I insisted on the matter saying: «I knew that farmers sell their rice at five rupees a kilo and their milk at seven rupees a kilo wholesale price. These prices do not allow them almost any profit. If these prices doubled, farmers could improve their living conditions, buy shoes, build houses instead of the abominable huts they live in now. The whole economy would move to an ascending direction, would be activated....»

He interrupted me. «No, no, sir. The price of the milk is all right. I have a family of four, I need two or three litres of milk daily and I don't want to pay more than I pay for it...»

I understood. The war between social classes. On one side the specialists, the technocrats, the executives with the big income, on the other side the miserable villagers, workers and employees, working to survive, to feed abundantly the rich with their daily toil. This may be translated that out of the six hundred million of the population of India, the 590 million live miserably and work without profit, without hope for a liberation from their misery, for the ten million of the holders of key positions in industry, commerce, tourism, politics, religion, etc.

As this discussion might be the last I would have with an Indian, and as this man seemed informed on many matters, I took the courage to ask him about suicide in India, and especially of women, old and young. He told me, «We have a high rate of suicide, in general. I don't mean the number mentioned in the statistics, but the actual number. Especially in the villages. These suicides are never reported as suicides anywhere...» I didn't ask him whether these suicides had anything to do with the horrible misery of village and town-life, the untold poverty and hunger of the poor villagers and workers and «shop-keepers...»

Most certainly he wouldn't like the idea that the welfare of his class is based on the horrible misery of the vast majority of the population and that his disagreement in paying a better price for their produce is one factor of this misery and the suicides....

Time for boarding the aircraft for Bombay... Good-bye... Glad to meet each other, etc.

CHAPTER NINE

THE BROTHERHOOD OF

CRIMINAL KNIGHTS

No place for Athens via Rome or via Frankfurt for me, for anyone with no prebooked ticket. Flights were overbooked, as usually in mid-April, from India to Europe. The manager responsible for all flights gave me a seat for London-Rome-Athens, but I denied it since I knew that the flight Bonbay-Frankfurt was nine hours, and it would be too tiring to continue with two more flights. So I spent three nights in Bombay airport, hoping each night that there would appear an opportunity. I had booked a ticket for several days later, but I wanted to leave the soonest possible, since I felt very weak after eighty days of very unhealthy vegetarian diet, actually anti-vegetarian.

I took the opportunity to see a publisher in Bombay and give him two of my books, translated in English, for publication. Crossing the city with a taxi-car, in several places I saw lots of «shops» on the pavement, against the high wall at the end of it. A tent, in good or miserable state, was protecting the goods (usually fruit and other edible items) from the sun. Often there was not one «shop-keeper» under the tent, but a whole family, small or big. I asked the driver why these people spend the day in the hot sun, on the dirty pavement, in this most polluted atmosphere of Bombay city, and not at home. «That is their home, he said. They live all their life against the wall, under the tent, sometimes under a ragged tent.»

If the gypsies of Europe have come from India, and there are many indications (especially their languages) that it is so, now I understand why they left...

I often went out of the airport during these days to a distance of one or two km. Where I found fruit to buy. The «shops» were mostly on wheels or against the wall, and I had the opportunity to observe the people there. The living conditions were abominable, but, who knows, these people perhaps were feeling lucky because they escaped their village life...Who knows...

Well, the third night I insisted to see the flights manager earlier. He looked into the matter and he arranged for me to have a seat in the flight Bombay-Frankfurt and from there to Athens. The flight was at three in the morning. Before the embarcation, a lady of about forty years of age was moving from the flights manager to the booking office and during queuing we talked to each other. She was from Lugano, Switzerland but she spoke excellent English, with genuine standard London accent, and I spoke to her, in the beginning, thinking that she was British. Later I found that she also spoke excellent French, German, Italian. I was impressed by her charismatic personality, her gracious manners and way of talking, but particularly by her happy and humorous disposition and aliveness and alertness.

The thought occurred to me... «Might she be, perhaps, the woman who would understand deeply and wholly the meaning of the proclamation «Life-Givers, Life-Savers, Women of all the World?»

It would be inappropriate for me to give the text to her during the waiting time for the embarkation. Too much commotion, noise. It was two after midnight, too.

The aircraft took off at three. Almost as soon as they took their seats, most people fell to sleep, me too. When I woke up, it was six in the morning, and when I drew the curtain from the window, I felt the blinding flash of the sun, high up in the sky, but lower than we were, in the aircraft.

We were served the first good meal of the day (there was a second one, after some hours) and then, of course, my mind went to the gracious, happy lady from Switzerland. I took a walk around the place I had my seat (it was in the center, at the point where the wings cross the length of the aircraft). What a surprise! She was almost in the same section of the plane, but on the other side. After greetings, I asked her if she could have a look at the text «Life-Givers, Life-Savers, Women of all the World». I ad a copy on me and I gave it to her. As soon as she saw the title, her interest was captured and started to read. I withdrew after telling her that I would see her later and that I was seated on the other side of this section, quite close.

Well, half an hour later, I went to meet her. She was serious and thoughtful. She had read the text and asked if she could keep it. «It's yours, I said. How did you like it?» She looked at me. «It says exactly what I have always thought, but never made it conscious and express. It's the deepest truth, the truth about the causes of the horrible state of mankind, of its sleep...» she said, «You know, I went on, some women I gave it too, during my trip of eighty days in India, found it very offending, very aggressive against men.» She laughed: «Against the brotherhood of criminal knights?» I laughed too. She went on: «This movement is not against men, males. It is not sexism. It is the movement of the entire mankind against...the brotherhood (and she smiled again) of the criminal leaders, the brotherhood of sex-maniac, power-maniac, money-maniac knights of the Supreme Order «The Sword and the Cup». Do you understand?», she asked me smiling. I burst to loud laughter, perhaps the only time in eighty days. I repeated. «The Order of Criminal Knights, the Blind Leaders of the peoples.» I leaned to her right ear and said in a whisper, «Down with them!» She looked at me, moved, «Down with them,» she repeated smiling and happy.

In a later meeting, she told me that she was in India for about three weeks and stayed at Osso's place. She had been there before, a few times. I was interested to know why she was attracted to that place. She explained to me that the teaching is very revolutionary, very appealing to her mind. She doesn't listen passively, but she allows her mind to move after what she hears. There are two talks every day (morning and afternoon) from a video screen, where you can see and listen to Osso speaking, though he died more than ten years ago....

I had read only one book by Osso, many years ago, and I saw he had assimilated and reproduced the best part of the true Teaching, the Great Knowledge about man, mankind, the Earth, the Cosmos, the Creation. He had assimilated the best of the Western Psychology, the ancient Humanities, Krishnamurti, Ouspenski, Gurdjieff, Arthur Janov. In his place in Poona, near Bombay, there are people, specialized and efficient, who practice the «Primal Therapy» and other courses, which visitors can take or not, according to their knowledge about themselves, about what they need to overcome their difficulties. I understood that it is not a place for escapists, though, perhaps, many go there to escape a crisis in their life. If they want to, if they know enough about themselves, they can learn, they can evolve beyond their present state of being, in this place.

I was glad to hear all that, and I felt sorry that I didn't know it before embarking on this difficult (and, from certain sides, dangerous) trip to India. I would have spent part of my time in this place. I might have met a lot of people who would understand the importance of the proclamation, «Life-Givers, Life-Savers, Women of all the World!»

Out of the aircraft and into the Frankfurt airport after a 9-hour flight. She would take a flight to Geneva and me one to Athens. We spent some time in the airport. She told me her life-story. She didn't have a career. She had worked in various jobs, from secretary and salesgirl to waitress and receptionist.

I asked her if she was conscious of her terrific, explosive, warm, appealing character, and that, with her personality, she could have succeeded as an actress, a singer, a writer, anything. She knew it and she said that she felt sorry about it, but I felt that she didn't really mind about this «failure». She seemed to have lived her life, to have been happy through it, through herself. I only said «External success, I mean success in the world of profession, fame, money etc. often goes with inner failure.»

«What is inner success?» she asked very intelligently. «It is to be sensitive, deeply and largely sensitive. To be extra-ordinary.»

She asked again: «Aren't ordinary people sensitive?» «They are, I said, but only to their own needs, biological or psychological. They are bound, limited to their personal idiosyncrasy, demands for satisfaction. And so they are absolutely insensitive, blind to the demands or needs of the other person, even to their own mate or to their own children. They are conditioned, stuck to respond only to anything that appeals to them personally in one way or the other. To be truly sensitive is to feel, to understand the needs of the other person. This can lead you to another dimension of feeling and living. To the dimension of impersonal love... a sensitivity so deep and large that you could call it universal.»

«Thank you,» she said, and it was clear she felt deeply and wholly for what she had heard.

She made the first movement to kiss me warmly good-bye on both cheeks and I reciprocated.

As she moved away, she turned and told me: «I talk on a radio station, at home. I'll make good use of it.»

I understood. A dim hope sparkled in me that this gracious woman from Lugano could light a great light, a revolutionary fire in the hearts of the «Conscious Women all over the World!»

Could I say then that the Mission to sow the seed of the movement.

«End of millenia, End of War» has been accomplished?

The near future will show.

