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Nothing Depends on Frogs...

he city will be built by what is invisible to you.
The men who have to act as instruments will do
so despite themselves. They are only puppets in
the hands of larger Forces. Nothing depends on
human beings — neither the planning nor the exe-
cution, nothing! That is why one can laugh.
The Mother. September, 1969

It is a difficult time, a miraculous time. Anything can
happen because something’s got to happen. There is a
sense of seeking, or of something more concrete — a push-
ing against (not even a door) but a Wall, a Wall that seems
always to have been there, the most solid, durable thing in
the Universe, that great blank Wall forever separating us
from... We don’t even know what is on the other side, or if
it’s really a question of “sides™ at all. We only know that
the Wall has to go, and now, in this year, 1980, perhaps
even this month, the month of June, or on this very day, a
grey, windy Tuesday, the seventeenth. Now,

The wall has got to go, and now, so we keep on push-
ing. We don’t know what else to do. There should be some-
thing to do, or say, or express in some way, in silence, in
waves of colour and form, or at least seen... But no. There’s
nothing. Nothing but the Wall and the blind need to keep
pushing against it.

I saw it in the dining room the other evening. I saw it in
several eyes and bodies, in the sudden almost trance-like
immobility striking randomly here and there, sudden
motionless silence falling in between the mass of food and
talk. I saw it in myself, how, suddenly, between thoughts,
with a mouth full of soup and a spoon poised for more, I
was suddenly doing nothing but staring at the Wall, all my
life and energy focused purely and stupidly on nothing but
pushing, pushing against that Wall.

And I couldn’t help but be impressed. Not so much with
myself— oh, a little with myself — but with the quality of the
bodies gathered together here in Auroville. They know how
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to endure, these bodies. It is perhaps all they know, but still
it is a kind of genius. The idiot-savants of endurance, obsti-
nate as mules. Year after year, they just sit here, pushing at
the Wall, silent and immobile, if with slightly bulging eyes.
The mind and emotions play through them, they jump up
and act out their various puppet theatres, but eventually
their true calling and genius overtakes them, and they sit
back down again, in front of the Wall, where it seems
they've been sitting for Eternity with no obvious result, but
they sit right back down again and... push.

I looked around the room again and yes, it was still true:
there we were, Mother’s mule team, in silence and immobili-
ty and with slightly bulging eyes-pushing. There was indeed
a kind of dumb magnificence, a wonderful, understated
humility about the scene. The Mules of the Future.

And then, there by the fishpond, where the children
like to sit (and how mules give birth to shooting stars is a
subject for another day), I saw a frog upon a stone. He
seemed to have been sitting there for a long time.
Absolutely immobile, in a kind of greyish-green trance,
silent, and with slightly bulging eyes. As if he, too, were
facing the Wall, and... pushing, pushing. And ready to sit
there and push for all Eternity, come what may.

It was one of those moments when the Universe turns
inside out, and one can laugh. And I did laugh, breaking my
own trance, and the trance of some of my neighbors as
well, who looked at me, not reproachfully, but as if to say:
“What’s so funny? Don’t you see the Wall? What’s so
funny about the Wall?”

But I didn’t see the Wall. I only saw the frog, intent,
passionate, poised like a divine warrior in front of his invis-
ible Wall. And I could laugh. Nothing depends on human
beings, or on frogs, either... It is why one can laugh.

Dennis Bailey (Namas)
(Auroville Review, June 1980)
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Amville 's monthly news magazine stuce 1988

Auroville's writers

even years have passed since Auroville Today ran a

selection of writing by Aurovilians, reflecting the fact

that original writing by Aurovilians does not get the

same attention in the community as do the visual arts or

theatre or crafts. Why this is so is unclear. Perhaps there
are just fewer writers than artists. Perhaps writers, by their nature,
tend to be less good at, or less comfortable about, projecting them-
selves. Perhaps what they are writing about is perceived as either
too little connected to the immediacies of our lives here or, con-
versely, too modest for our soaring ideals. Perhaps, temperamen-
tally, Aurovilians tend to be *hands-on’ rather than ‘words’ people
(which might account for some of our perennial problems with
communication).

Whatever the explanation, it’s clearly time that we revisited our
literary landscape. Seven years ago, we went for breadth rather than
depth. This time we are running longer extracts and even some
complete pieces to give a deeper insight into the sensibilities and
preoccupations of different writers. We also extend our canvas to
include writing from as far back as 1978. Regrettably, we have
decided to omit good writing in languages other than English as the
vast majority of our readership is English-speaking.

As to that old chestnut, “Is there a distinctive Auroville style or
sensibility?” it’s far from obvious. What is common to many of the
writings here is a certain preoccupation with Auroville, Aurovilians
or our neighbours, an intensity of gaze and feeling (coupled with
humour) which is often expressed as a need to go beyond present
limits, and an originality and amplitude of perspective which owes
much to the discoveries of Sri Aurobindo and Mother.

Interestingly, while Aurovilians may have a muted interest in
their own writers, others are beginning to take notice. Some of the
selections here will be included in Writings from Auroville, an
anthology of Aurovilian writing edited by Akash Kapur, to be
published by Penguin in 2010.

Keeping to the ‘home-grown’ theme, the selections in this
issue are interspersed with artwork produced over the past five

years by students from the Pyramids art centre.
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AUROVILLE'S WRITERS

he true seeing,” says
Shen Hui, “is when there
isno seeing,” and I, doing
my job, quote him for
reassurance as I climb the
second ladder to read the wind-speed on the
anemometer. This is a gadget that looks like an
army version of a children’s toy; it comprises
four cups that spin horizontally, the revolutions
being marked by a counter. Spinning round they
have a tendency to offer from a distance the illu-
sion of being able to change direction, clockwise
to anti-clockwise to clockwise again, over and
over, and there is nothing you can do about it
except wait until it changes to the direction
which reason tells you is true and then quickly
look away....

To find the speed of the wind you note the
number on the counter, wait three minutes, note
it again, take away the number first thought of,
multiply by two and there you are: kilometres per
hour. But you cannot just stand there and wait
and watch the numbers tum over or you would
quickly drop into a deep trance and fall off the
ladder, so these three minutes are used for judg-
ing the visibility, noting the direction of the wind
and counting the clouds. Here is where meteorol-
ogy approaches metaphysics. Recognizing that
nothing is perfect the clarity of the air is never
considered to be 100%. By day-to-day standards
99 is perfect and 98 is close. Here most days are
at least 97. They are metaphysical at the other
end also, 90 being pretty hopeless, hand-in-front-
of-the-face pea soup. Ignoring the haze, seeing
the sun shining on the waves, I put down 98,
eager for my summer 99.... Twenty-five seconds
have gone by....

In Wales, where I grew up, I do not suppose
they have had a 99 since they stopped painting
themselves blue. It rains a lot in Wales — on the
average about 366 days a year. When the occa-
sional cloudless day appeared we used to feel
uneasy. We used to think that God could look
right down at us and see all the wicked things we
were doing....Fifty-five seconds. ...

The wind vane seems steady on nor’ nor’
west but just as [ am about to mark it down it
slinks across the arrow and sits comfortably on
nor’ nor’ east... “Listen,” I murmur, “I can’t wait
all day for you to make your wind up. I've got
clouds to count. Are you coming nor’ nor’ west
or nor’ nor’ east?”... One minute twenty. ..

A bird comes down close and perches on a
palmyra, a tree-pie it is, a member of the crow
family, a lower-class bird if ever there was one
or so the book says, but looking now as elegant
as an eighteenth-century dancing master in his
brown and white and black with a tail he is
obviously proud of. He stands looking at me
with his mouth open and I understand what
troubles him. Are you a high man or a low bird
he seems to want to know (climbed from apes
or fallen from angels?)

I speak to him, quoting as much as [ can
remember of the Conference of the Birds.
“Now then, O Birds, where have you come
from and what are you doing here? What is
your name? O you who are destitute of every-
thing, where is your home? What do they call
you in the world?”

(44

Counting Clouds

He seems astonished by what he hears, and
as he waggles his head in Tamil encouragement
I risk another sentence: “What can be done with
a feeble handful of dust like you?”

But that was a mistake. With a squawk he is
gone. ...

My God! My three minutes! How long
have I been hovering up here conversing with
birds? If I put down this figure it would come
to....let’s see. This, minus that, so much, two
times, carry one....Rather excessive perhaps. If
I put that down they would be out looking for
cyclones....I contemplate the whirring cups,
calculate, and fake it to come out to eight kilo-
metres an hour, about usual for this time of
year....The arrow still swings back and forth,
from one side to the other, so I put down
North...and then climb down to the roof and to
my favourite instrument.

My favourite instrument is a crystal ball; all
the better equipped met. stations have one. A
beautiful thing it is of clear glass that focuses
the rays of the sun and burns a mark on a blue
card so that a record is made of hours of sun-
shine. So far it has not turned milky on me with
intimations of the future but I never give up
hope. I smooth my hand over it and wipe away
the dew, look deep into the glass: there I am
inside again, upside down as usual, the sky
inverted and brightened by the small white
spark. I look up. White it is, enormous, and sud-
denly it sends out immense ejaculations of light
across the sky, and the whole world is changed
with all things sure.

“Though an angel from heaven would say
otherwise,” said Jacob Boehme, “yet would I
not believe it, much less understand it, for I
would always doubt. But when the sun goes up
in my spirit, then I am certain.”

When the sun goes up in the spirit it leaves
its mark, burning, as if focused by a crystal, and
leaves no thing unchanged, all things being
changed instantaneously into the unchangeable.
“The spirit who is there in a man,” the Rishis
say, “and the spirit who is there in the sun, it is
the one spirit and there is no other”.

Let me tell you, the spirit rising in me like
the sun, how we count the clouds.... imagine
the sky divided into eight segments as if it were
a celestial orange. Now pretend that you can
move the clouds around so that they all fit
together without any untidy blue gaps; if they
filled, say, three segments of the sky then the
total cloud-cover would be three. If three quar-
ters of the sky was covered the six; if one quar-
ter two. If all, then eight. (Actually nine exists
but that is only for mystics: you mark it nine
when the sky is obcured so that the clouds can-
not be seen!). Then all are classified into three
categories, high, medium and low and their
names —which are latin and lovely enough to be
set to music — are converted into symbols....I
understand well enough the need for the system
—and I go along with it quite willingly, holding
up my counting fingers as I scan the sky....

The high clouds turn over pulling up
beneath them high sailing birds, five of them,
white vultures, Pharaoh’s chickens. Cloud-
white, confident in their high manoeuvre. The
birds circle, circle, then move on into open sky
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leaving the clouds to their self-exploration. The
clouds sort themselves out, turning over, falling
away. Some come lower with their message: if
you are very still you can hear it. It is the same
message as that which comes at night from dis-
tant stars, the same which causes the birds to
sing before sun-up; the same that guides the
salmon, that nourishes the larva, that beckons
the air-borne seed.

The Navajos, rain-dancers all of them,
understood it well. They used to sing:

“The voice of the thunder

Within the dark cloud

Again and again

It sounds —

The voice that beautifies the land. ..”

0 Lord! (I am content here, that is the trou-
ble, smooth and well-fed, and criticism does not
come as easily as it used to.) 0 Lord! Do you
want the world so changed that the clouds with
their wisdom would feel unwelcome? This
three-billion-year-old miracle, these ten thou-
sand flourishing things, this inevitable day-to-
day glory, how much does it have to do with my
human noise, with these fiery statements of res-
olution, with our struggle and our dog-tail revo-
Iution, with our vain endeavour?

This city — it is already there isn’t it? Real,
resplendent, illumined like an early morning
lotus, the sun rising in its spirit; unimagined
must be its wonders, nothing to do with brick
and metal and everlasting fabrications. For we
cannot build this city: it can only become mani-
fest. And when it comes we shall find that joy is
its mortar, glory is its scaffolding, love its only
environment.

The trouble is that with all the dreams we
have it is difficult to accept the fact that we can
not take credit for it. But the dreams are of
something else, reflections in the eye of reason
or desire, and whatever it is that they show us it
is not joy, it is not glory, it is not love; it is not
the spirit rising in the sun, it is not the bright
new day with all things possible and with all
things sure — immaculate white birds and mirac-
ulous white clouds and the immense infinity of
anew white sky.

Living at the same time as Jacob Boehme
was a remarkable man named John Lightfoot
who became famous when, as Vice-Chancellor
of Cambridge University he made the following
announcement: “Heaven and Earth, Centre and
Circumference were made in the same instance
of time, and clouds full of water and man was
created by the Trinity on the 26th October, 4004
B.C. at 9 o’clock in the morning.” In time for
church, one supposes. And he still lives, Mr.
Lightfoot, he lives, in spite of our laughter, he
lives. We act as if we live in a rational world, a
world put together by celestial mechanics and
engineering angels. We imagine that all that
was and all that is and all that will be is perfect-
ly understandable to the human mind. Forced to
accept the miraculous we try to force it into the
schedule of man-made events with figures and
plans and reports on progress. We will build a
city like this, we say...

(From ‘Counting Clouds’ by Navoditte.

From The Golden Bridge, 1978) /
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Domestic birds

The parrot lies

back-broken with a dagger
as if the wound inflicted

with the penknife

is not enough.

The poor parrot, alas,

cannot predict its own future.

And then the sparrows, poor things,
so fond of freedom

and of airy flights,

are pounded into virility drugs

and devoured by the decrepit tigers.

‘Why, they say

that the crow fledglings

are smuggled to far-off lands
to serve the buffaloes there
as lice removers.

These are the gloomy tales
of domestic birds.
Whither are we bound,

O brethren of the Atman?

In former days, the women

were but an array of hollow glamour,
a display of carnivals and pageants.
And the epic heroines

were delicate things

pictured as graceful swans,
jasmines, daisies,

tender stalks of palm,

necklaces of pearls

and moonlight laughter

of melting silver,

pearly doves fluttering

in golden towers,

a procession of stars,

and lilies born of lightning —

all, decorated dolls.

Love birds, you billed and cooed
in the palm-leaf books of yore.
‘Whose hand is it that

squeezed and crushed you?

And who broke your backbones
and put you in golden chains?
Come, make your final utterance.

Meenakshi (Auroville Review, 1982)
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Dancing in Byzantium

nly a few weeks before, a small

group of friends had gathered to

send me off, in the Forecomers

kitchen, into the early hours of

the morning. When all the
motorbikes had finally started up, shattering the
forest silence, and left, I packed and locked my
last belongings into my sailing bag, placed it on
the back of my cycle, and with a last look
around at the familiar Peepal tree that sheltered
the kitchen and guest house, cycled out through
the twin granite pillars turning right on the bul-
lock-cart path, and the old smuggler’s route
short cut to Pondy.

It was a chiaroscuro ride in the early faint
grey red light of dawn, past canyons and fields,
and the darkness of the palm tree and coconut
groves. Draped silhouettes of human figures
could be seen squatting in the fields or standing
by the temple in the middle of the village by
the dried-up river bed. The village was already
stirring, the first tea-shops and stalls were
already opened, faintly illumined by the glare
of hissing kerosene lamps. After twenty min-
utes I had reached the main Madras-Pondy
road where the bullock carts creaked lumber-
ing with their loads of their freshly cut wood,
and the occasional bus or painted truck loaded
with trunks from the forests of Kerala, bombed
by, all horns and no brakes, on the last leg of
their journey into town. With the gaudy
colours, part of dawn’s magic show, appearing
on the walls of the houses, I finally made it into
Pondy. Leaving my bicycle in front of the
Maison D’Auroville, I hailed a rickshaw for
the bus-stand where I arrived with ten minutes
to spare for the last early morning express bus
that would take three and a half hours to reach
Madras.

The contrast could not have more com-
plete when barely twenty-four hours later, after
a three and a half hour evening flight that rode
the monsoon ranges, to Bombay, and a seven
hour stopover, my Air France flight began its
descent in winter darkness over Paris. It’s
strange, but it usually takes you longer to get to
your point of embarkation in India, whether by
bus, train, taxi, rickshaw or cycle, or a combi-

——nation ofall of the above than it takes you to fly

half-way across the world.

The grey dark skies and the emptiness of
the airport after the chaos and colours of India,
struck me as a symbol of Europe at the end of
the twentieth century. My youngest sister
whom I hadn’t seen in three years, was waiting
for me on the other side of the customs, dressed
in red and black, the colours of anarchism, with
freshly hennaed hair. T was glad to see her, and
we lingered for over an hour at the airport café
counter, catching up on each other’s news,
over demis, croissants and café au lait, before
catching the shuttle to the station and the train
to the Gare de Lyon. I was back.

The Gare de Lyon, with its imposing nine-
teenth century clock tower, stands out as one
approaches it down the Rue de Lyon from the
Place de la Bastille, dominating the early
morning darkness like a latter day version of
the Tour St. Jacques at Chatelet, starting point
in the Middle Ages of the pilgrims’ route to
Compostella. It was the starting point of my
first overland trip to India as well and with its
Belle Epoque restaurant and bar, decorated
with murals of the destinations its network
used to serve, it has always evoked in me the
romance of travelling, of setting out, of
unknown destinations and pilgrimages begun.
Tts decor still reflects that nineteenth century
attitude that saw travelling as an art, an experi-
ence to be cultivated and refined upon, an act
for initiates. ‘Les vrais voyageurs sont cetix-la
seuls, qui partent pour partir, Wwrote
Baudelaire. We are addicted, like a nineteenth
century hashishin, to those poignant moments
of departure. We are always leaving, every-
thing changes and nothing we have known will
last. Tt is the journey alone that lasts in whatev-
er form.

Sophie was waiting for me at the other side
of the customs at the Geneva station, at the top
of the stairwell, her gazelle-like feature looking
frail and hesitant, and dressed in a turquoise
sweater and black overcoat and dress. We were
to drive to her sister’s apartment nearby who
was away for the weekend — where we were to
leisurely catch up on our stories of the last four
months over steak and spinach and a bottle of
Chateuneuf du Pape. That afternoon, we drove
down to the lake with its fountain and paddle-
steamers I remembered from my childhood,
and returning, we sat out on the terrace of the
café in front of the Beaux Arts where she had

studied in the late sixties. Geneva
was in many ways her city and she
was showing me her sights.
Durrell was right when he said one
comes to love a city where one has
loved a woman. Annecy and
Geneva will remain for me as part
of Sophie’s geography.

The seven months I was to
spend with her in Europe return to
me now as a suite of images, of
streets and places where we
walked, of situations, fragments of
conversations, remembered
dreams, train stations — The Gare
de Lyon and Geneva’s Cornavin —
the housing complex where we
moved into and lived, after three
weeks at Isabelle’s in Annecy, the
sound of the Arab children playing
in the courtyard. Hospital corri-
dors, her vials of Temesta and
Natulan by her bed in her white
room, her small precious objects,
her stone statuette of Ganesh, and
her ivory one of Krishna, the tapes-
try of Krishna and the Gopis on the
wall, her collection of sea-shells,
and the postcards of India on the
wall. Her framed photo of Mother,
a couple of small potted cactuses,
the mailbox at the bottom of the
stairwell, which we would open in
the afternoon on our walks back
from town hopefully looking for a
letter from India amidst the flyers
from the supermarket, announcing
their latest bargain discounts on
meat. The créperies and cafés
beneath the arcades of old Annecy
where we would sit and talk, our
walks by the lake with its gutted-
out and boarded up hotel, the con-
vent where she went and lodged
for ten years — one of her worst
memories —and which was a three
minute walk from where we lived.
It was as if she had come back
across a_broken bridge, without
knowing it, to face her past.

In the early hours over pre-
dawn darkness, over coffee and
croissants at the Geneva train sta-
tion, she tells me of a dream where
she was up in the Blue Hills of
South India. The atmosphere was
autumnal with falling leaves, and
the place looked like it was being
closed up. She gathered a sort of
mango fruit from the ground and
noticed Satprem, the French writer

whose books had set many people
out on their quest, walking over to
a car with three people in it. Then, from a dis-
tance he turns, looks at her and smiles.
Travelling with a friend in the mid-seventies,
she had come across a book of Satprem’s in a
boarding house by a lake in Sumatra which
was to lead them to South India, and a first
brief one-day visit to Auroville.

“J’aimerais que ca aille si vite que j’ai
envie de tout casser.”

Another night, she wakes up exhausted
from a dream where she was in a tractor
ploughing a field all night, which was her
body.

‘We discussed different approaches to heal-
ing cancer; she had opted for chemotherapy
and radiation which she combined with a raw
food diet. She didn’t feel confident enough to
rely on alternative approaches such as visual-
ization, although she did incorporate some of
its elements as outlined by the Simontons. In
her approach, her struggle, she was being
forced, she felt, to evolve a new relationship to
her body which she had mistreated and
neglected too long. As if her soul’s intransi-
gence refused its earthly counterpart which
then at last rebelled.

Once reminiscing about smoking opium
with a doctor fiiend and a group of people for
days on end in a farm house in Brittany,
remembered with a vague silk-like delicacy,
she was to say,

“Sur Ia terre je ne crois en rien des mecha-
nismes humains, je crois en quelque chose
d’ailleurs.”

And then about her troubled relationships
with men, “J’aime les homnies pour leurs
défauts.”

There was something of the Romantic
Refusal of imperfection in her as well as a fas-

cination, even a dangerous one with the broken
beauty it entails. In a café outside of the Rodin
Museum whose work she adored, she was to
say as the evening rush-hour traffic swirled
outside, “Par gout de perfection, je n’ai rien
entamé dans ma vie, rien fait. 11 n’y a que I’art
et amour dans la vie qui comptent: et la
beauté, ¢’est I’'amour. Tout le reste est laid.”

She was dealing a lot with her childhood
memories, her need and search for affection
and attention. The youngest of three sisters
who were still working out their complex rela-
tionships to each other, she remembered a
tyrannical grandmother who brooded, chain-
smoking gauloises in her room in a country
house in the Jura, but who had taken a liking to
Sophie. Her father trying to strangle her mother
on the staircase. Her mother who was raped —
with Sophie in her womb — by retreating
German soldiers during the war, and who put
her out on the doorstep with her suitcase at the
age of five, sending her off to a convent board-
ing school for ten years without ever coming to
visit her. At times, without knowing it she
would break down, particularly before leaving
on a trip, much in the same way as her mother
had done at the same age. Her sisters felt that
Sophie had always been demanding and self-
absorbed. Her sense of detail, almost precious-
ness, came out in her memories of a small
white mouse under the table by her high chair
on the red carpeted floor of a plush luxurious
hotel. Touching her heart once, she said:

“C’est dur comme du bois la-dedans, il
faut que ¢a s’ouvre. I’ai tout le temps dedans
un grand chagrin d’amour.”

(From Dancing in Byzantium. A novella in
Jfour tones. Unpublished. By Roger Harris)

Auroville Sequence

This is our home;
Born not of earth, though part of earth,
But the Sky.
Of ethereal wind-swept whisperings,
And a race that borders night;
Of thoughts and hopes and a strange gentle joy,
Vaguely caught, like twilight dancing on
leaves,
of another forgotten day
(Though recalled, where memory is Joy,
and foreknowledge of Love to come.)

And a sense that we are One.

That when we strive to hold, we break;
Falling upon the barren canyon rocks.
And then, releasing All, we are One again;
And laughter lights our eyes;

And joy does fill our breasts;

As if by an unseen hand caressed,

As if by some great presence blessed.

Roger Harris
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AUROVILLE'S WRITERS

Made in India, Auroville

ysiane lived in one of the big huts with white shutter windows.

While she prepared a hot drink with lemongrass from her garden,

Jean-René gave her news about Philippe, married and father of two

children, her parents, Quebec and himself. 0-Pti-Zoizo had gone

bankrupt. So he took up journalism again, founded a magazine
with some friends and worked as a freelance journalist left right and centre. He
was planning to write a series of articles on India. This was therefore the main
purpose of his visit.

- Et toi ? he asked. You’ve grown in beauty. You did well to take up the-
atre again. It really suits you.

- I know, she nodded in agreement, serving him ginger biscuits. I gave
up theatre twice to do yoga. Surely an old leftover moral hang-up. And then
you see... “All life is yoga,” as Sri Aurobindo wrote. Theatre included.

They sat near the hut’s entrance in cane armchairs, a low table between
them. The shutters were open wide onto the garden. Lysiane remembered the
nights spent in smoky cafés, discussing, talking and constructing projects.
Before working at O-Pti-Zoizo Jean-René managed an alternative art centre
where young artists turned up, such as Lysiane. They were very close and
could have been lovers if she hadn’t planned to leave for India. She refused
to give herself to him, “as girls get too attached,” she declared.

She asked:

- How do you like the lemongrass?

- Bon. Pas mal.

Lysiane laughed.

- A bit too “vegetarian” maybe?

Jean-René¢ asked if he could smoke a Charminar.

- On the condition that you offer me one.

- You smoke?

- Non. It’s a fantasy, replied Lysiane in a tone both quiet and playful,
which Jean-René didn’t recognize.

He handed her the pack of cigarettes and held out his lighter to her lips.
She leaned forward, lit her cigarette and raised such happy eyes to his that he
too felt overcome by joy.

Lysiane left her chair to sit on the entrance’s low wall. Jean-René exam-
ined her from head to toe as if he had never seen her before. She had become
more beautiful, yes, but not only physically. He was scared. Scared of not
living up to the mark, no longer being worthy, or having lost her even more.
Lysiane turned around,

- Tu es encore amoureux de moi, you’re still in love with me? she asked
him gently.

- Je ne sais pas, I don’t know, he answered.

She smiled, and he smiled too. The immense affection they had for one
another was as strong as ever.

- Actors who play love scenes together very often fall in love, said
Lysiane, turning her face away. They identify with their characters, open up
to a certain kind of vibration and don’t know how to get out of it afierwards.
They declare themselves in love. It happened to a number of Aurovilians
who do theatre. It already happened to Raoul. He played a scene with me. He
came to find me afterwards, feeling uncomfortable, especially because he
has a girlfriend. He didn’t understand. It makes you reflect on what it means
to be in love, non ?

Jean-René nodded his head:

- You don’t believe in it at all, he said.

- Oh, ¢a existe ! One day I fell in love at first sight, un coup de foudre.
Well, I think it was falling in love. I saw, or rather, I felt a huge wave pass-
ing through me and the man standing in front of me. We were together, unit-
ed by a tremendous current. I went home distraught. I didn’t know what to do
about it. I went for a walk and... I decided to let the wave pass, to dwindle. I
could have chosen to catch it and let myself be taken by it.

She stopped to extinguish the cigarette she wasn’t able to smoke.

- I'm trying to understand how it works, how a human being moves with-
in this cosmos. I want to know how it works.

- Have you already been in love? asked Jean-René ironically.

Lysiane wasn’t bothered by the irony.

- In fact, I fall in love easily, she answered, tying up her long brown hair
in a bun. I could have very easily fallen in love with you.

She made her way back to the armchair.

- Trés amoureuse ? Yes, once I was, and obviously with someone who
wasn’t in love with me. Long, painful and complicated. You're right, [ have
no talent for love stories.

- And so?

- Alors? One afternoon I was walking to the beach, taken by that masala
of desires, feelings... I was in love, quoi. And suddenly from deep in my
body emerged an enormous laughter, much bigger than me. And I was once
again free as the sky. Afterwards it started again, but... I already believed less
in it. It was the beginning of liberation!

She stretched.

- I don’t like being in love, I suffocate. It’s not love. I always knew it
wasn’t that. One has to be free to love. Libre. Otherwise we cling, we hang
on.

Jean-René observed her, sceptical.

- Human beings, explained Lysiane, nourish themselves with vertical
and horizontal energy. If they depend too much on certain sources of hori-
zontal energy, they are not free, )

- There’s a truth to be found in the man-woman relationship, insisted
Jean-René. Otherwise why would we have men and women?

-1 don’t know yet, replied Lysiane, who clearly didn’t want to talk about
it. We give a lot of importance to sex, because we live in a very physical con-
sciousness, but in other states of consciousness sex doesn’t even exist.

Then wanting to put an end to a conversation she believed useless, she
concluded:

- There are a thousand ways to be, a thousand paths to follow.

- Well, I like women, tobacco and beer, affirmed Jean- René, smiling.

— I don’t see any problem with that. If you feel good about it, I really
don’t see why you want to complicate your life. Besides, this is the reason
you came back to India: women, tobacco and beer. Right?

Lysiane got up and removed the cups and plates.

- Now, dormens! I like sleeping. To each his own vice!

She took out two mosquito nets from the cupboard. As they hung them
up, she said:

- You’re more stubborn than a mule, but you should be careful. India, the
country they call “Mother India,” loves mules like you.

3

The next morming Jean-René, still jet-lagged, woke up late. The music play-
ing at full blast from the village had awakened him in the wee hours, but he
went back to sleep. He found Lysiane in the garden cleaning her lemon tree,
which was full of nesting red ants.

- These ants, she complained, when they bite, they leave with a piece of
your flesh. Ferocious! There are other kinds, tiny red ones that bite your eyelids
and lips at night. The next day you’re all swollen. They’re the worst. Non! The
worst are scorpion-ants, but you find them less often. They’re black and have a
little turned-up tail like that of a scorpion. When they bite it hurts badly, and the
pain lasts for a long time. The others, the big and small black ones, aren’t that
mean. Oh! I forgot the really small red ones! Almost invisible! And then the
white ants. They’re not actually ants but termites. They can eat up your whole
hut in no time!

- Charming country! concluded the Quebecer. Tamils make me think of ants.
Maybe it’s their camouflage!

The comparison amused Lysiane. She confided to Jean-René that she had dif-
ficulty organizing the large-scale destruction of ants except for the devourers,
because she couldn’t help but think that the gods acted the same way with human
beings. The young woman abandoned her work to have breakfast with her friend.
She brought back a pot of tea from the kitchen with several slices of fresh bread
and guava jam.

- It’s luxurious now, she stressed. Everyday we have something delicious to
put on our bread.

- How is it going on the financial level? Who pays for the jam? asked the jour-
nalist.

The Aurovilian answered proudly that the guava jam was made in Auroville
with Auroville-grown guavas. And in the same breath:

- We have a collective economic system which almost everyone participates
in, in one way or another.

Lysiane hesitated and then swallowed a gulp of tea.

--When we have nothing or very little, she started again, it’s easy to share.
But the more money there is, the harder it seems to get. It should be the oppo-
site, but... There’s a bit more money in Auroville nowadays, and already the
pressure is felt on the individualist system’s side. Unity is a beautiful ideal, but
as long as it’s not lived out as reality it doesn’t hold forth for long, le bel ideal.

(From Made in India, Auroville. By Monique Patenaude.
First published 2004)
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Between
seasons

Hidden

Stepping from slumber
that never deepened

for the flare of a match,

a cigarette and some steps
into the blackened yard,

to meet with distant stars
and the sleep-worn wonder
of the collared dog.

From a cove in tree shade
shoring the night’s black
lake

a lamp-lit window

marks my remote life,

with somewhere in drawers
true gifts from far lands
and worlds brought down
in one being.

Architecting
)

On the clear spot
among forking stems
clouded with green

we have raised the four
corners of the house.

Parallel pillar
topless cube.

An early cut

of the imagination

in what was never taught
to fork and be green

waiting for a roof.

2)

I kept myself
one wall of air
because I like air

another wall
got movement stilled
by a paint brush.

I set a window,
absence within sills,
to the use of light

defining space
on too keen an edge
to fool around with.

A labyrinth
of one room only.

Then I put flowers.

From Between Seasons by
Lloyd Hofiman. 2008)




*ve asked a lot of people, but nobody

had seen it, and yet, it was so very,

very clear. There was that moment of

suspense when the heavy boots first

touched the surface of the moon and
when, for the first time in man’s history, the
television cameras swept over the moon-
scape. [ saw it with my friends as clearly as |
saw the astronauts who were physically pre-
sent on the moon, and maybe as distinctly as
those who monitored the transmissions, but
the sheer impossibility of it combined with
all the propaganda blocked it out of every-
body’s, literally everybody’s view. Nobody
even noticed that Armstrong’s voice trailed
off for a moment and that he swallowed
audibly. Then he continued as if nothing had
happened. Well trained, those men, even
emotionally!

Now, if you have a video recording of
that first moon landing or can borrow one
from somewhere, 1 would advise you to have
another look at it, but in slow motion, second
by second, especially right after the sequence
when Armstrong puts his foot down and
utters those immortal words, “A small
step...” Just as the cameras are turned up to
scan the terrain for an initial inventory, you
can see, on the horizon, just between those
two boulders slightly to the left, a shape. Of
course, if you're prejudiced about the moon
and the universe, your rigid mind would reg-
ister just another boulder or some nondescript
object, but for me and my friends as well as
for the astronauts who were there, it was nei-
ther a boulder nor some amorphous shape, nor
any mysterious presence, but a man. I could
hear from Armstrong’s voice that he bloody
well saw a man there, a living man, moving
around slowly on the moon, picking things up
and examining closely what he found.

If you replay those first few minutes of
man'’s arrival on the moon, you’'ll also notice
that Armstrong and Aldrin glance in that
direction several times, but once you are

— aware of it, you will also notice that the cam-

eras carefully avoid focusing there: when
they happen to move towards those ‘boul-
ders’, something or someone shuts them off
or turns them in another direction with a jerk.
Understandably; for it would be a bit too
much for almost the whole of mankind to
handle if they saw a man in a bush shirt
walking around the moon, dressed in ordi-
nary shoes with not even a space helmet! All
the philosophers and theologians as well as
the scientists would pack their bags if such a
thing were true. But, from the expression on
Armstrong’s face as seen in several close-
ups, you can read that it’s true enough, and
you can even see it, but only if you know; for
otherwise you would interpret the subtle
signs differently.

You can see that he even knows who it is,
who got there before him. There is something
in the smile on his face that almost everybody
mistakes for the joy of sheer adventure and
conquest, which would of course be natural.
But if you look closely you can see something
else there as well, a hint of amusement, as if
someone had just told a good joke but one
wasn’t allowed to laugh. Really, you must
replay this tape and you’ll see it right away.

Recording these facts is somewhat unset-
tling, a bit annoying for both the author and
the reader, since most of the information is
classified. I have been allowed, actually
encouraged, to present as many of the facts as
may be useful for the further progress of
humanity in its conquest of space, but none
which might enable other institutions or coun-
tries to imitate the feat — or rather, only as
much as will stimulate others to attempt to
achieve the same feat, without giving away
the methodology involved; it is left up to
them to discover it for themselves.

It is under these severe constraints that I
write. The man whom was seen strolling
around on the moon was none other than our
beloved Professor, Dr. K. T. Chakravarti. A
man of real flesh and blood, forty-four years
old, strong, healthy, lean, intelligent and with
a good sense of humour and a thorough train-
ing in many fields; in short, as well-rounded
a human being as you’d ever find. Professor
Chakravarti was in training with Armstrong

Moonstones

and his colleagues for a while, but then, dur-
ing a mid-point check, he was rejected and
Armstrong was chosen instead. India, of
course, would have been pleased to have one
of its sons be the first man on the moon but,
though it wasn’t said, it was clear that certain
political preferences in the collective
American ego were all that was needed to
disqualify Dr. Chakravarti who, as an all-
rounder, would no doubt outshine
Armstrong. Our professor’s merits do not
stop with his human accomplishments, for he
has trained himself not only in the gross
physical sciences but also in the subtle phys-
ical sciences. ‘Physicist’ is for him an ironi-
cal label by which he understands the inner
laws of physics rather than the law of physi-
cal physics as such. He has always worked
on both levels, and when he was in training
for the moon shot, he continued to develop
his subtle physical being too. So when he
was disqualified from the competition, he
simply said, “I bet "1l get there before you!”
The astronauts and their trainers smiled, of
course, for they understood only that Dr.
Chakravarti would now join the Indian
endeavour to reach the moon.

As he did, but differently from what they
understood! Armstrong smiled too, but seeing
that Chakravarti wasn’t just joking, they laid
a bet, of $10,000. They went their ways and
the people in NASA didn’t hear from Dr.
Chakravarti again. Nor did we. For a while
we knew only that he had withdrawn into
some remote area of India and that he was
surrounded by some well-known yogis from
other parts of India, all of whom were great
scientists of the inner subtle physics. What
exactly they did together, one can only guess,
and we do try because as his students we have
been trained to be on the lookout for links
between the gross and the subtle physical. If
we know what is possible in this field, we
also know its limitations. We know that India

has possessed the knowledge of bodiless
travel for ages and ages, achieving in fact
quite some proficiency therein, but the prob-
lem has always been to get the body to go
along, to establish a truly physical link
between the two physics. That enigma was
the subject of their study, at the same time
that Armstrong and his crew were going
through their training in space shuttle and
rocket traffic, in moon geography and moon
geology, in computer science and a host of
other fields with which one has to be
acquainted if one would move out of the
earth’s atmosphere.

Dr. Chakravarti and his colleagues were
faced with innumerable problems in their
own fields but they must have managed quite
well because the body transfer was dense
enough to be seen even on television: his
shape outlined against the black horizon
appeared as dense as the physical boulders
lying around. He could even make physical
movements with his body, not the least of
which was to pick up. hold, and examine
moonstones. The problem was not so much
in getting there as in getting back, and not so
much in getting the Doctor back, but in get-
ting him back with the moonstones. But, they
did it: right then and there, on the moon, he
successfully transferred the moonstones from
the gross to the subtle-physical — after all, it
is a matter of vibrations — and then he came
back to earth, long before Armstrong and his
clumsy machine returned, for travel in the
subtle-physical is instantaneous — with the
stones. His colleagues investigated and
examined these and only when the
Government agencies, affected by a certain
jealousy, demanded that they turn them over
“for official research purposes’, as they said,
did the stones disintegrate in their hands.

Ruud Lohman (early 1980s, previously
unpublished)
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AUROVILLE'S WRITERS

Line

In the end
it really doesn’t matter
what’s said
daubed
or played.

We all have our excuses.

But who escaped?
Who got across the line?

Milliseconds

He burned almost everything:
the quick stuff,
~ theslog,
the cleverness of coffee mornings.

Finally he’d understood the old man
with the Nikon and the busted beret
stalking the Parisian streets:

“q few milliseconds in a lifetime”.

The true note

Most of the time
it’s like stabbing a blunt,
nicotined finger at the dark.

But when it comes, ah,

you’re of the grain,
inviolable.

Everything

His was a certain vagueness
as he loitered on corners,
waited too long for the bus.

They laughed, nudged him aside.

All the while
he was catching their pieces,
trying to bind them ‘
(he almost knew how)
into everything.

Alan

YIIHYW A9 NOILISOdNOD

Auroville Today June - July 2009 5
























