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WATER

When Water fails . . .
(contd. from page 1)

concerned Aurovilians such as Michael
Mason, Tency and Tom, Auroville still
lacks a scientific and integrated policy of
water management. By and large, indivi-
duals in Auroville tap into the groundwater
as they wish, without even taking into
account whether the geolegy at that
particular location is favourable for a
particular kind of well or not, or whether
they are adversely affecting someone else’s
supply. This has resulted in a situation
where we do not even know exactly how
many wells have been sunk in Auroville
and how much water is pumped out daily.
An attempt to install flow meters had to be
abandoned for people were reluctant to
invest the money required to install a flow-
meter (a gadget that records the amount of
water pumped out), or to disclose how much
water they were consuming each day. Mau-
rice, who currently heads the Auroville
Water Service, complains, “People do not
even bother to inform us when they dig a
well. They just come to us when they have
a problem”. ;

t is estimated that there about 150

wells, ranging from handpumps and

windmill-powered wells to electric
submersibles in Auroville today Red, a
visiting environmentalist says, it is “crazy
to have so many wells for such a small
community. Not only is it a sheer waste of
money and other resources [a well, 1C0
meters deep, can easily cost half a lakh of
rupees or more], but also it breeds an
attitude of ownership and selfishness.
People start thinking in terms of “my well”,
“my pump”, “my water” and resent having
to share it with others. By one estimate, in
the dry season Aurovilians use more than
3 million litres a day.

There seems to be an equal lack of con-
cern about water conservation. At the indi-
vidual level, people plan water-intensive
gardens, or worse still, leave their gardens
under the sole charge of a “tambi” (young
unskilled worker) who tends to overwater
them. Leaks due to faulty taps, valves, or
pipe connections are not always repaired
promptly. According to astudy by Michael,
288 liters of water per day can be lost by a
continuously dripping tap; and as much as
35 gallons of water can be lost from a
leaking toilet bowl.

t the community level, houses are
A being built and whole communities

being developed without incor-
porating comprehensive plans for harvest-
ing rain water or reducing run-off. Techni-
cally, it is relatively cheap and easy to
channel rainwater, through a pipe, down
from the roof into a catchment pond below.
Landscaping can also be done so that
“kolams” (small ponds), bunds and check
dams are an integral part of the garden;
thereby the rainwater is checked at every
level and percolates into the ground in-
stead of flowing across the land into the
sea and eroding the topsoil in the process.
And finally, instead of water-intensive
gardens, drought-resistant plants can be
promoted. The concern, the determination

Troubled Waters

were becoming saline. But it was only this year that tests could be done to determine

F or some time, it has been suspected that ceriain wells in and around Auroville

the level of salinity in the groundwaler. The testing was done at Aurobrindavan
by Igor, a newcomer. Rod, a visitor, was instrumental in collecting samples of water from
the wells. Later. a chance newspaper article about salt water problems in the neighbouring
district of Tirunelveli led Rod 1o take up a more elaborate project, aptly termed Troubled
Waters. Here is Rod's description of the project:

All over the world, the availability of
fresh water has become a prime concern
today. The concern over the pollution of
fresh water bodies has recently shifted to
the equally serious problem of the depletion
of groundwater. One of the greatest prob-
lems arisimg from the depletion of ground-
water in coastal areas is the intrusion of
salt water into the underground aquifers.
In Tamil Nadu, the problem has reached
alarming proportions; most of its fertile coa-
stal areas face the threat of being rendered
barren because of salt water intrusion.

Traditionally, Tamil Nadu had a
comprehensive and scientific policy of
managing its water resources. But with
colonization and industrialization, the
traditional methods of harvesting and
storing rainwater and conserving
groundwater fell into disuse. The commer-
cialization of agriculture, the overwhelming
dependence on tubewells and electric
pumpseis for irrigation, the availability of
free electricity for farming; in short,
unsound and unsustainable agricultural and
water management policies have led to an

almost complete exhaustion of the state’s
subterranean water resources.

In a healthy coastal ecosystem, there is a
constant flow of underground water through
the aquifer towards the coast, often going
several kilometers away from land under
the sea bed. During the last thirty years, the
“tubewell revolution™ in India [the reference
here is to the Indian Government’s policy
prevalent in the Sixties of boosting
agriculture through tubewell irrigation] has
led to a situation in which the withdrawal
of water from the “pathal gangai™ (the
underground Ganges) as the phreatic or
upper aquifer is sometimes referred to, has
exceeded the rate of groundwater recharge
from rainfall. This results in salt water
moving inland through the aquifer. In areas
around tubewells that are pumping heavily,
due to the depletion of the fresh water, a

(conid. on the next page)

Yerra-koodai - the swinging way fo transfer water info Irrigation channels

DRAWING: VAHULA

and the collective spirit required however,
to implement such schemes seems to be
lacking,

iven the fact that all the land
G required for the city has not been

consolidated, it is at present im-
possible to implement a centralized policy
of water extraction and distribution. Har-
vesting rainwater is a more viable option
for it allows for greater decentralization:
each community or even each household
can be self-sufficient in water if they
manage to collect even a small percentage

of all the water that falls from the sky.
Harald Kraft points out that “over the
Auroville area of 20 sq km, 24.5 million
cubic metres of rain is falling annually; this
is ten times what 50,000 people need for
personal consumption, assuming, a figure
of 150 liters per person daily”. Michael
Mason, in a counter argument, points out
that, in reality, “it will be difficult to keep
stagnant rainwater fresh and pure enough
to be consumed”. He feels that “people just
have to become more conscious of the water
situation and the amount of water that they
consume”. The alternative of using rain-

water directly (as opposed to letting it
percolate to the aquifer), even if it be just
for irrigation, however, is attractive as it
makes us self-sufficient without worrying
about the depletion of groundwater by
farmers in the bio-region.

efforts to improve water management

in Auroville: the integrated systems of
water distribution at Certitude, Auromodel,
Samasti; water conservation through
bunding by green-belt workers; the
experiment in harvesting rainwater at
Grace; and the waste-water recycling plants
at Center Field and Samasti. But such efforts

I t is true that there have been notable

WEST s have been undertaken only ona small scale
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Yetam-people do if with thelr feet

WATER

(continued)

cone of depression occurs, and salt water is
drawn in towards the well.

any of the village wells around
M Auroville, including those of the
coastal villages of Periyar Mu-
daliarchavadi and Bommayapalayam, have
been tested and results show that the level
of salt compounds has already passed the
maximum permissible level for drinking
water. Since land belonging to Auroville is
interspersed with that belonging to the
village, if the situation of water scarcity
worsens, villagers, in all probability, will
start sinking more and deeper wells, thus
further depleting the aquifers on which
Auroville depends. In the six Auroville
communities situated along the beach (Sri
Ma, Simplicity, Repos, Quiet, Gokulam and
Eternity) the process of salt water intrusion
has started. In response to this potential
environmental crisis, a project sponsored
by DANIDA, entitled “Troubled Waters”,
has been taken up.
The first stage of the project involved a
research trip down to the coastal area of
DRAWING: S VAHULA

How it used to be done . ..

Today, with the proliferation of tubewells and electric
pumpsets, agriculture accounts for approximately 90%
of the tofal water consumption in India. This has not
only endangered the ecological balance but also
much of the water used for irrigation goes waste as the
fields are regularly over-watered.

Traditionally, India has had environmentally
sustainable systems for exiracting water for irrigation
which fell into disuse with the development of well
technology. Defailed below are some water exiraction
systemns which were once prevalent in Tamil Nadu and
which, acecording fo Rod can still be seen “with a bit of
luck and a lof of searching”.

The working of the following systems was
accompanied by folk songs about water and about
those who used ft. And this oral fradifion, an inherent
part of Tamil culture, is rapidly dying out. The profect,
Troubled Waters (see accompanying article) seeks
additional funding to collect and pubilish, in Tamil and
English, a compilation of these songs before they are
-drowned out by the less appealing sounds of elecfric
and diesel pumps.

SOLUTIONS ?

Solar Desalination Project

In Petite Ferme., a community near
Auromodeéle, low cost prototypes of
solar desalination plants are being
tested. Their design is simple: a glass
house covering a basin with sea water,
The sun heats up the watfer. which
evaporates and condenses against the

Kamalai or Kawaia: A pulley system made up of
granite pillars, wooden supports and two rollers. A feam
of buffaloes moves up and down the ramp, lowering
and raising the "koonai” (a brass vessel with a capacity
of 20-30 litres which has a large opening at the fop and
a smaller one at the bottom with a leather tube
attached). The water islifted from the welland directed
to the fields through small channels.

Yetam (see above): A pivol or a see-saw system
comprised of a forked tree trunk with a second branch
fixed across it. One person moves up and down one
side of the yetam fo raise and lower the vessel while
another person guides the water from the vessel info
the irrigation channel. This system can be used fo draw
water from wells, ponds or rivers.

Yerra-koodai (see left): A lined wicker basket with two
ropes on each side held by one person on either side
who, by regular swinging motions, scoop the water from
a pond or stream and tift it into the irrigation channels.

Pot-watering: A system whereby women dig small
holes, about a meter into the sand, along the coast fo
reach the fresh water. The water is then scooped out
with pots and generally used fo water casurina saplings.

‘Condénsation”
T S e st ",‘, Glass
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cooler glass, and then frickles info the
catchment area. Manfred, a German
scientist, is testing the fourth prototype.

The results are encouraging. He has
calculated that each 100 square l

of distiled water a year. During the

meters of glass can yield 150,000 lires ]
monsoons the glass house will act as a

\— Saline water

Trough

Insulation

rain catchment device, which will yield

Distilled + rain waler

Catehment charnel

another 120,000 to 190,000 litres a year,
bringing the total yield fo 270,000 to

340,000 litres a year.

*This way of solar water harvesting is
nof new”, says Manfred, who points out
that in Chile an identical systemn already
existed 150 years ago. Also India has a
plant in Bhavnagar. Gujarat, which wil
be studied before a final design is made
and installed. Potential locations
include one of Auroville’s beach
communities and Annapurna, an inland
agricultural community which has

Solar desaiinalion by condensation

much saline land due to saline wells.
The pure distiled water can be mixed
with saline well water and then be used
for drinking and irrigation, thus di-
minishing the need to use saline ground
water.

Exhibition

Recently, the Auroville Health Center
hosted an exhibition on water usage.

Manfred Lehnert and Rolf Brockmeier
of Petite Ferme designed the exhibition,
hoping to create thereby a greater
awareness among villagers about
proper water management and simple
waste water treatment.

The Village Action group is now taking
the exhibition around the local villages
on a tour.

Tirunelveli, some 500 kilometers south of
Auroville, an area which has been severely
affected by the same problem. Of the 19
villages that I visited in the course of one
month, 17 did not have access to fresh water
from within the villages, and often arrange-
ments had to be made by the villagers
themselves to obtain water from elsewhere.
Private companies sprang up over the last
5 years, transporting water into the affected
area by means of tankers and selling it to
the villagers. Women would set off in the
morning, covering distances of up to 4-5
km, to fetch water back in brass pots bal-
anced on their heads. Pipeline connections
were laid to pumps as far as 7 km away.
But with frequent breakdowns and erratic
power supply, water would flow out of the
pipe at an average of only 2-3 times a week.
Without adequate access to fresh water for
drinking and bathing, hygiene has become
a major problem. People are unable to grow
vegetables and the staple diet is fish curry
3 times a day.

Ten years ago, this stretch of coastline
was a very fertile area of farming land that
produced coconut, banana, and chilli. The
worst hit have been the coconut harvests:
due to the high level of salinity in the water,
trees that gave an average of 80 to 100
fruits per month now yield only 15 to 20
fruits of a much smaller size.

he social structure of the villages

has changed dramatically due to

these problems. Many of the
farmers have sold their land at a fraction
of its previous value and left to seek work
in cities. In some villages, such as Kuttam,
the population has decreased by as much
as 50% over the past decade.

The situation in the villages is bleak and
the picture is getting worse. The problems
have prompted even more exploitation of
groundwater since the farmers have
adopted the attitude that they might as well
use all the water they can before their
neighbours do. The villagers are in despair:
the Government has done little to help and
they have no one to turn to.

The second stage of the DANIDA project
is the making of an educational video on
the causes, socic-economic problems, and
possible solutions. The film has a dramatic
plot involving a couple who visit a village,
hoping to marry off their daughter. A walk
around the illage however is enough to
convince them of the problems of salt water
intrusion; and they depart choosing not to
impose such a hard life on their daughter.
More traditional documentary-style
explanations of the causes of salinity and
preventive measures frame the main story
of the film.

Once the video is completed and hasbeen
shown extensively throughout the villages
in Tirunelveli and in the Auroville area,
an exchange program will be set up
whereby a group of 40 to 50 farmers,
businessmen, village elders, and members
of youth clubs in the bio-region of Auroville
will be taken to Tirunelvelli to be shown
some of the more visible signs of the
problems to emphasize the fact that unless
they themselves start to take an active part
in tectifying the problems, their own land
may become worthless before the end of
the decade.

inally, a similar group of people will
F be brought up from Tirunelveli
district and a three-day workshop
will be held in Anroville on basic principles
of land and water management.
Participants will have the opportunity of
interacting with Auroville “green-workers”
and environmentalists from outside. One
can only hope that by co-operating and by
learning not to exploit the groundwater
resources, we can reverse the trend of salt
water intrusion.
Rod
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CULTURE

City Developments: The Cultural Zone on its way from concept fo content

Kalabhumi - Land of the Arts

wenty years ago, cows and goats

grazed freely in Kalabhumi except

when a seasonal crop of peanuts was
planted. Ten years ago, cashew trees were
planted but the cows and goats grazed on.
In 1983, a new community in Dana on the
northeast border of the zone wanted to
pioneer the cultural area, but energy went
into the residential infrastructure and into
education with the construction of the
Transition School campus nearby. This year
cows and goats have to be discouraged from
entering because there are artists at work.
One man and two puppies have moved into
that section of the galaxy plan known as
the Cultural Zone.

So far, cultural activities and creative
expression have happened in the schools,
Bharat Nivas and more recently in Pitanga
Hall. For years, artists had to set up their

own studios at home. Rolf was one of those
who had a studio in his residence and
decided that now it was time to work on
nurturing the wider vision of developing
the cultural zone by moving there as a

run behind it nothing ever happens, A lot
of people said NO to everything at first, but
I took some money I had from exhibitions
and took the first practical steps that could
happen: building some spaces and buying

These ferrocement pavillions, designed by Rolf, will host various workshops

caretaker/watchmen and building some
first structures. “Twelve years ago there was
a plan for a collective artists’ atelier, and
seven years ago for the Centre for Creative
Expression,” recalls Rolf, “but unless you

delight of existence.

\L

/Z-he arts and the crafts would exist, not for any inferfor‘x\
menital or vital amusemen 1, enferfainment o f leisure and
reffew'ng excitement or pfe.asure, but as expressions

and means o][fhe truth offhe Spirvit and the beauty and

Swi Aurobindo _/ﬂ

Keep it small

olger, a German musician who has
H been in Auroville with his family

for three and a half years, has
presented the Development Group with a
plan for a music centre, with facilities for
teaching, performing, experimenting and
collaborating, This project differs from what
we have presently in a number of important
ways. Unlike Bharat Nivas, it will be small,
creating a sense of intimacy and informality.
Very often, the larger the space, the more
formal and distant the connection between
performer and audience. Holger envisages
a multi-purpose centre on a smaller scale,
where singers, artists and students of music
can come for classes, lectures and
workshops. There will be a stage and
seating for an audience of approximately
80 people.

Being small, it will have several
advantages that performances in Auroville
lack at the moment: firstly, it will have no
windows, so the performing space can be
made completely dark. This is essential for
daytime rehearsals and work requiring a
slide projector. It will also be air-
conditioned, a necessity if there are no
windows, thus regulating the temperature
and protecting sensitive musical
instruments like the piano.

Holger had the idea for this addition to
tke cultural zone after speaking with Luigi
a year ago: “Luigi kept asking me to do
something,” Holger remembered, “to
formulate something. I was always
answering, “I cannot, it’s not my
business”.” Then, on the way home from
yet another conversation in the Bakery it
came to him . . . what we really need here
is a nice place for groups like the choir or a
string quartet to work without feeling lost
in a big, anonymous space.

Talking about the shape of this space,
Holger spoke of his visit to the Development
Group. “They laughed at me,” he said,
“because I came up with a building shaped

like an egg laying poised on it’s side. The
idea is fo have an oval, because this i3 the
best shape for optimizing sound. To repeat
this shape on the bottom makes an egg
shape. But I don’t have any architectural
ambitions, so if this shape is not acceptable,
we can do another!”

olger is optimistic that the music
H centre of his imagination will be

a reality in one and a half years.
“What we need,” he said, “is a group of
responsible people who can help to push it
forward.” Looking at what Rolf has
developed this year (see adjoining article),
Holger’s music centre will be in perfect
harmony with the spirit and dimensions of
the workshop created for sculptors and
those working in the visual arts,

marble. Now I'm in debt but others have
come. Ramesh from Kerala walked in and
sculpts regularly under the trees. Rosella
has made the plan for a workshop to do
bas-relief in metal. Holger has his “egg”

plan for music [see accompanying article].
It’s happening.”

The complete concept includes:
€ an art workshop for the plastic and visual
arts;
€r a research centre and a small theatre for
the performing arts;
€ a multi-purpose studio for music and
audio-visual arts;
€ a guest house for visiting artists under
international cultural and educational
programmes;
€ a library/documentation centre (a multi-
media art library and centre for research
studies). This will take a little longer but
as you weave between the cashew trees on
a dusty path, you suddenly happen on a
clearing between the trees where sculpted
structures and white marble statues invoke
a cultural zone. Bill

TINA SINGS UP A STORM

Blues & Bdllads: Two Living-room Concerts at Last School

For Tina, it wass a dream come frue—
after nearly six months of rehearsals
and hard work, she was singing, finally
singing. The songs she selected for her
weekend concert atl the Last School
amphitheatre were clearly her
favourites: blues ballads by James
Taylor and Sting; funny. quirky numbers
like “A Tisket, A Tasket” a la Ella
Fitzgerald; and, at the end, one the
audience would sing along with:
"Longer Boais” (a Cat Stevens gospel
number from “Tea for the Tillerman”®).

The group playing behind her was
well-rehearsed and a good, friendly
complement to Tina’s sweet and
down-to-earth style: Andy (guitar),
Pushkar (keyboards), Rolf (drums),
Stefano (saxophone), Holger (violin/
lead guitar). They made a nice, easy
cradle for Tina, whose singing

‘career” started when she was very
young, but then got sidletracked and
nearly abandoned. *When | was ten,
I was in a children’s choir, a church
choir and | always managed fo play
something. Flute, then accordion, half
a year of piano. | touched everything
a little—even had two years of
saxophone.”

In Germany, she had a voice
teacher, a great big. black lady from
the States named Benny Gillette, who
gave her lessons for one and a half
years. “She taught me about classical
singing technique—opening the
voice. The problem was | didn ‘'t know
how to practice, how to work. In
Germany, | never managed fo sing
with a group. ”

So it was with a sense of joy and
pride that she looked out at the

audience on Saturday night. After all,
this special weekend had been alorig
fime coming—postponed for a variety
of reasons, including four children and
her own basic insecurity. “But this
time,” said Tina, “instead of
complaining and feeling Jealous of
Holger (her musician-husband who
was often out practicing or
performing), | decided to do
something, to take achance andfind
out what it was like to turn a dream
into redlity.”

How did it feel, afferwards?

“Friday, the first night, was more the
living room atmosphere,” Tina
responded. “More intimate. Since it
was raining so hard, everybody who
braved the storm felt like a wet
poodle. | had the feeling | was just
“doing it”, | was innocent. On
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Above: The Secretfary and his wife Mrs De, sang devotional songs af the Auroville cultural evening held at

Pitanga on the 31st of July. Below: Param Vir perfermed with a handful of Auroviile children.
Af the same event Shraddavan read her poem ‘Remembering” (right) amoungst ofhers.

e

PHOTO: IRENC

Saturday | was very conscious of all
the mistakes of the previous night. It
made me more nervous. What | liked
the most was the variety of reactions
to the same songs on the two nights—
| discovered there is a huge range of
possibilities for the audience.”

Despite her nervousness, the
happiness she felt in peforming was
evident to the audience which
crowded into Last School on an
overcast (but dry) Saturday night. It
was an infectious joy, with Tina often
breaking into [laughter when
something went wrong technically, or
exchanging Jokes with Holger and the
other band members, and the
audience responded with
enthusiasm.

For Ting, the decision to “do it” was
part of a larger process. "It was really
a way to look at myself. That’s what it
was about, If was a kind of therapy.”
And she plans to continue. “The next
program will be jazz. What | want now
is to Improve my whole musicianship.
To keep on working and learning
about myself.” Jill

The Indian Composer and Conductor

Param Vir worked with Auroville Chil-
dren. The result was . . .

Remembering

Smoothly contoured,
Cool and heawy in my hand,
Its glassy skin pocked and pitted,
This stone speaks
OFf rolling and grinding in distant torrents.

One scarred and bumpy surface tells
That once it was torn rough and raw away
From the side of ite mother-mountain;

And these encircling veins
Remind how long before
This substance seethed and folded over,
Was kneaded like dough,
Baked in the earth’s furnace,
Pressed out to cool and petrify.

Long before that perhaps
Atoms now packed dense inside this lump
Flared out - a cloud in the solar wind.

Long it lay, oblivious;

But now another force,
more resistless than all these
Has carried it far
From that river-carved mountain

To lie here:
Cool and heavy to a human hand,
Questioned by a human gaze,
Remembering...

X

Shraddavan /

A Chorus of Young Voices

has been going on for two hours and is far from over, but the
energy is such that I don’t-hearany children complaining.
The teacher’s contact with the young children is evident. “Straigh-
ten up” I hear him cheerfully intone, followed by “Who forgot to
breathe?”. Curious, | peer through the grills of the window and
see two rows of Auroville children standing bolt-upright! I must
be dreaming, or this teacher is some type of mage! He plays some-
thing on the piano, “What is this called?”, “Crescendo”, comes
the answer. “And this?" “Legato”. “What does legato mean?”
“Smooth and connected” comes the enthusiastic reply from achorus
of young voices. There is a spon-
taneous easy dialogue going on ‘ ‘
as he elicits, then listens to one
of the children recapitulate a
song’s story, before guiding
them into a discussion about its
meaning. Tomorrow’s perfor-
mance will conclude this seven-
day workshop for 19 Auroville kids conducted by Param Vir.

I am sitting outside of Pitanga Hall listening to a rehearsal. It

Over lunch a few days later Param Vir, who teaches musical
composition at Oberlin College in the U.S.A., reflects on his
experience with the children:"They were very fidgety the first three
days, but the secret lies in challenging them and in expecting a
high response. The body and the mind have incredible power and
the purpose of education is to free that power. Standing straight
and focussing was important. It was hard work for them but they
were motivated and are proud of what they’ve achieved. They
learned to listen, which is necessary to sing one long note, and in
one week they developed a one-and-a-half octave range. The voice
is capable of doing many subtle things, and learning different types
of articulation helps in appreciating the beauty of language. I don’t
think kids mind working hard if there is a result and with music
it’s right there. The main thing is to keep the atmosphere light

n the evening of the 14th of

The body and the mind have
incredible power and the purpose
of education is to free that power. 99

energy.”

Param Vir is very critical of the reliance on technology and
computers in music. “The natural quality of the sound of the human
voice and of instruments is very therapeutic and healing for both
performers and listeners. The qualities you get from natural sounds
can’t be synthesised. Machines depower children and much of our
modern technology violates the natural power of our bodies.”

Param Vir regrets not being able to stay longer and would have
liked to work with the older kids as well, but hopes local musicians
will continue with the children. He also hopes between his many
commitments to return again to
Auroville to stage the musical
“The Demons of Bara Tooti” with
the children of Auroville. In what
was one of the highlights of the
cultural evening at Pitanga two
songs from this musical written
by Barry John were performed by
the children’s choir, along with the song Old Abraham set to the
music of Benjamin Britten, the old English poem Summer is
Icumen In, and Flocks are grazing on the Hillside, that was
conducted in four tones to the surprise of all those present.

Roger

Param Vir won the first prize in 1992 for two one-act operas,

Broken Strings, based on an old Buddhist tale, and Snatched by
the Gods, inspired by a short story of Tagore. Both were com-
missioned by the city of Munich for its Biennial and performed
with Kathakali masks by the Netherlands Opera in Amsterdam
later the same year. At present he is working on finishing an
orchestrated piece, Horse Tooth, White Rock, based on the life of
the Tibetan yogi Milarepa, to be premiered soon by the B.B.C.,

and is planning a major opera on the life of Buddha.

and happy and make them laugh at themselves as that creates
August Johnny entertained a

O large audience in the outside

sitting space of the Visitor’s Center with
his usual hilarious vision of life in
Auroville over the past two months. In
his skit called “Cafe de la Blah Blah”, a
troupe of children and adults improvised,
sang and danced to funny and witty texts
spoken by Johnny. A week’s rehearsal
had gone into the preparation of the main

Strange dishes
served at the
Gajfe de In Blah Blaj

dishes on the menu of the cafe that
evening. These included “Calamity”
(described by the waitress Miss Gravy
as: bruised egos in Pondy compost), “
Catastrophy” (two idiots in prison
without permission), “Tragedy” (Kodi
fried kids with Lycee Salad and extra

helpings of Baccalaureates). The deserts
were “Hot and Prickly” (an empty plate
with 100% Tax Exemption), “Sweet and
Sour” (Boomerang babies in Ami, the
Auroville youth community). An old
wise man, living under the staircase of
the Cafe recited wise Latin sayings,
which were roughly translated into
proverbs like “if you throw a boomerang
at your girlfriend, neither will come
back”.
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With a Fire and a Rose

Anandi speaks about Auroville and Argentina

moving to Auroville in 1980. She lived here for six years teaching at Centre School and

3 nandi, who is Auroville s contact person in Argentina, lived for a year in the Ashram before

working at Matrimandir, before returning to Argentina in 1986. She recently returned for a
short visit and reflected on her experiences of the last few years.

“Buenos Aires is a hard place, it would have been difficult
to deal with if it wasn’t for Auroville”, says Anandi
remembering her return there in 1986, “But Auroville had
made me stronger. [ knew who I was and what it was to be
inwardly free. At the same time I felt more alone, but there
were times that [ felt the presence of Sri Aurobindo and
Mother very strongly there, stronger than when [ was here.”

Democracy had just re-
turned to Argentina, and a
creative ferment was in the
air. She began writing poetry
again (her fourth book of
poems, “Cantos con Presen-
cia”, has just been published
in Auroville) and started
giving hatha-yoga and Tai-
Chi classes. Soon after she
received copies of “Monoso”,
a book of her poems written
for children with drawings
done by the children she had
worked with at Centre School
(illustrated on this page).

hings fell into place

I when she went to The
Foundation of the

Arts to see if they would be
interested in using her
children’s book. The woman
whom she met was so enthu-

songs after only half an hour.”

On another occasion she returned to the town of Rio
Negro in Patagonia in the far south of the country for a
follow-up programme which had the Provincial Governor’s
support. They managed to get the whole community of the
small town involved. Kids were creating libraries in the
laundry spaces of their homes. On one day classes were

siastic about it that she
immediately offered her a job.
As a result, under the auspices of the State Ministry of
Education and Culture, Anandi, who trained to be a teacher
in Europe before coming to India, became a coordinator
for teacher training courses as well as reading workshops
for children and adults under a programme called Leer es
crecer (To read is to grow). Working together with a group
of poets, artists and writers she criss-crossed the country.
The group would sometimes make up to 200 workshop-
related trips a month between 1987 and 1993.

“We visited places where no white person had ever been
before™ and remembers in particular an island called Parana
with one small school in the north-east of the country. “1
went there with three well-known writers and we used
poetry, body movement, and singing. It was incredible how
quickly the kids got into it!

They made amazing drawings and started writing songs
for Monoso with the rhythms of Chamame - the traditional
music of the north-east. Generally I have found that even
in a three-hour workshop kids will start writing their own

stopped in the schools of the town for an hour between 10
and 11 so the kids could go from door to door asking for
books.

One local member of Parliament - who was also a lawyer
and a poet - was so amazed when he returned home to find
his child with a book in his hand for the first time that he
was instrumental in having legislation passed for the
province supporting her programme.

For the next 2 years work-
shops were held thronghout
the province that stressed the
importance of reading and
brought together teachers,
librarians, parents and kids
and other members of the 7
communities. Lo

ooking back on her  {r = N\
I Auroville teaching uf\/ e

experience she feels
that despite the atmosphereof 7
freedom that exists, kids here
aren’t really free: “In a set-up that concentrates on self-
education and discipline you can’t be permissive and the
rules of the game should be clear. Permissiveness is not
freedom. There’s still too much of a Sixties influence here
in Auroville. We haven’t developed a real discipline from
within, which is something that has to start in
Kindergarten, Everywhere in the world kids don’t have
role models, don’t respect people. And we don’t have new
models. The new education is a real challenge for the
teacher. It’s important to create an atmosphere of mutual
respect - trusting the kids is important. Real discipline is
not to forbid things. Kids should make their own classroom
policies and rules. In Argentina I let the kids make their
own rules. We meet, talk and decide what class they want.
They then impose the discipline themselves. You have to
deserve your freedom. Doing anything is not freedom, to
know what you want to do is.”

Anandi is also Auroville’s contact person in Argentina,
She has given radio and newspaper interviews as well as

talks, and has shown the Auroville video “Earth Needs™ in
schools, libraries, book fairs and yoga centres all over
Argentina as well as in Bolivia and Brazil. In particular
she mentions an international educational and healing
community called Janajpacha in the Bolivian Andes that
combines ecology with Incan sacred teachings. She stayed
there for a week and met a number of Amer-Indian leaders
and teachers from different traditions.

The community uses both the Auroville and Peace Trees
videos and has joined Peace Trees - an annual environ-
mentally oriented student exchange programme. Anandi
has been in touch with the programme’s organiser Danaan
Parry and hopes to be able to bring some Auroville youth
to Brazil and Argentina next year as a first step to put the
Auroville youth in touch with the Amer-Indian culfures.

13 It’s as Mother said, we are
'on the edge’ and have a few
years to find ourselves and
enter a new space of light. 99

“There’s something going on all over the world. People
are fed up and much more aware. They are getting ready
for the Auroville experience elsewhere.” She refers to the
powerful feeling shared by many in South America that a
new Pachakuty (a Quechua term for a 500-year cycle of
time) began in 1992. This new Pachakuty is characterised
by a resurfacing of the sacred aspects and ancestral
teachings of the Indian cultures of South America,
teachings that had been driven underground for five
hundred years, and which emphasise the need of re-
establishing a connection with the earth consciousness. “We
don’t have much time. It’s as Mother said, we are ‘on the
edge' and have a few years to find ourselves and enter a
new space of light.” Anandi feels strong similarities exist
between India and South America and looks forward to a
link being established between Auroville and the Amer-
Indian tradition through the pavilion of American culture. .
“If we want to be a universal
township the knowledge of
these traditions should be
represented here.”

ooking back on her
I recent stay here, she
remarks that she was
shocked at first by the
financial situation linking
money to work in Auroville
and by the amount one needs
simply to come and live here,
but she is philosophical about
it; “I feel it’s a momentary
phase, part of an ongoing process. There are a lot of
newcomers and old-timers who don’t want the situation to
continue as it is and are looking for another way. We’ll
find it. We can get on the right track and make it. 'm
happy and grateful to have been able to return. I needed to
be here physically, to walk barefoot on the red soil, and be
in the Inner Chamber. When I arrived I felt as if I had only
been gone three days. Reconnecting with people was a very
strong experience and I felt immediately at home.”

Finally she is enthusiastic and grateful to the youth of
Auroville who recently set up a guard to patrol the roads
at night and organised the February 28th bonfire: “It was
like the manifestation of a newPachakuty! They came with
a fire in one hand and a rose in the other. They should
know that they have a role to play, not only in Auroville,
but in the world, and it is they who will build the Auroville
that Mother dreamed”.

Roger
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GOVERNING BOARD MEETS

The Governing Board spent two
days in Auroville for their mid-year
meeting. on 13th and 14th August.
On the 13th morning the Working
Committee and other working
groups presented the issues for
discussion to the Chairman, Dr.
Karan Singh, and Ms. Bilkees Latif.
Then on the 14th the Governing
Board had their regular meeting.
The major problem to be resolved
was an old one—how to delegate
the responsibility for the proper
management of the AV assets from
the Governing Board and its
representative, the Secretary, to the
executives of the commercial and
service units in an appropriate and
legally acceptable manner. Yet
another proposal has been very
recently presented, close to the
revised Office Order No.5 (Q0O5)
which the community had agreed
upon last year. The Chairman has
called for a special meeting of the
Governing Board in Delhi in the first
week of September, to finalise the
matter.

Recognising the special status of
Auroville, the Government of India
has granted complete Income Tax
Exemnption for all menies received by
the Foundation, which includes the
income generafed by fthe

-commercial units. Modalities have

been worked out to ensure an
appropriate utilisation of the
community’s income. A new
Auroville Board of Commerce (ABC)
and Fund and Assets Management
Committee (FAMC) will be formed
soon to properly regulate our
finances, so that all terms and

-conditions for the tax exemption

can be met,

10th ANNIVERSARY
The Sri Aurobindo International

FORMAL INRUGURATION

The Sri Aurobindo Auditorium, part
of the unfinished Bharat Nivas
complex, underwent a major
reconstruction during the past year,
made possible by a generous grant
from the Government of India. The
interior has been simplified, the
stage enlarged and the seating
arrangements significantly changed
tc host up to 800 people. The
auditorium was formally inaugura-
ted on August 15th.

THE OLDEST AUROVILIAN

Usually her birthdays are fairly quiet
affairs, but this year Lieske was a lit-
tle more the centre of attention (see
above) when she turned ninety on
the 2nd of July. Many Aurovilians
came to see her in her small house
in the Matrimandir nursery. Her com-
ment: 'l was exhausted, but it was
nice."

PICTURES AT AN EXHIBITION

A beautiful new photographic
exibition has been mounted on a
permanent basis at the Visitors
Center fo infroduce visitors o differ-
ent aspects of the community, The
photographs, taken by John
Mandeen, are s mented by

various texts of Sri Aurobindo and-—

The Mother,

NEWCOMERS

AuroviLLE Topay welcomes two new
members to the team. Bindu, who
comes from the state of Orissa has
a background in English literature;

43149 SMAN 13149 SMAN 43149 SMAN 43149 SMIN 13149

official inauguration of the Sri
Aurobindo auditorium was
poorly attended. Not more than 150
people were present, and many of
those who were, left frustrated
during the performance.
Why?
One reason might be that the
auditorium's -

I t was remarkable that the

has to be in-
stalled, and that it
was really hot inside. But the major
reason might well be that the
inauguration programme lacked
inspiration. The official lighting of
the “diya” (the ceremonial lamp
used in India for these kind of
accasions) by Dr. Karan Singh and
some Auroville children seemed

ventilation still | (" 01\1 1\1 EN TA l{\

unavoidable rather than an act of
dedicating the auditorium to Sri
Aurobindo. And except for the
beautiful Vedic chanting by
Auroville youth, the remaining
programme (the modern dance
improvisation by Paulo and the
Bharat Natyam dances by Saroja
and Lakshmiprabha) offered
nothing not seen
before.
This is a pity. The
Sri Aurobindo
Auditorium, even in its present
Phase of austere simplicity, is
already considered one of the most
beautiful halls of South India, and
was worthy of a better incuguration.
Sadly, a chance for something
special has been missed.

Carel

Dear Friends,

Congratulations. Your June-July
issue is most interesting. Nature
under research is a theme that has
accompanied the Aurovilians sinice
the beginning. I know it since 1971
when [ first came there for a visit.

Now I am called an old friend on
page eight of the issue. “Well done,”
I thought, as I read it on my 58th
birthday!

One day, when the stress of our
Western life will
cease, I'll write
down the history of
the “Tamil Fund”
which supported so many “firsts” of
those early days: the tree-planting;
Poppo’s “model-houses”, Lisa's

" Aurocreation. Frederick's windmills.
All this happened when the rest of the
world believed in the power of
chemicals. We had a bit of money, a

!

“match-making” between Auroville
and GIFRID (German-Israel Fund
for Research and International
Development) has created yet
another challenge. When Mother
conceived Auroville she did not think
of improvements, but of a revolution
in the process of evolution. Her
message does not accept

compromises. It5 radical. The same
holds true for research.
I'wishyou good luck with Auroville

LETTER

Today. It's an
important bridge
Jor those who
cannot live near
the Matrimandir or enjoy the
vibrations of the Samadhi.

Each month there are many kilos
of paper on my desk which I do not
Jind the time to read. But I enjoy
Auroville Today.

Institute of Educational Research and Martin who comes from Kwn anda;%m ;owage mhmake sernd Lisgamany
(SAIIER) marked its 10th anniversary Germany and has worked for many anis a reality. I am happy that my Germany
with a short collective meditationon  years as an editor of a daily
August 15th, newspaper.
THE POPULATION OF AUROVILLE To Susscrise
The contribution for the next 12 issues of AUROVILLE TODAY in India is Rs. 150,
The following chart gives an idea of the different nationalities which make for other countries Rs. 760, Can.$ 30, French F. 160, DM 47, It.Lira 35,500, D.Gl.
. up the Auroville population. It is based on the Master List of residents which 52, US § 25, UKS 14. This includes the postage by airmail. Please send your
_includes members who may have been living outside Auroville for upto contribution (or your supporfing contribution of double the amount) either
five years. The population of Auroville in July 1994 was 1078 members from || 0 the Auroville International cenfre in your country (add 10% for admin.
31 nations. Of the 344 Indians, more than two-thirds are from the Tamil g?‘g:u“:skszgzlrdgg gﬂfmom?i?ﬂﬂvoldlumﬁ CngR Omuwm
; : : ;  SP g:
;gtgges adjacent to Auroville. The total number of children under 18 is about for Auroville Today”, You will fecelve the issues directly from Auroville, Personal
: cheques are preferred to bank cheques. Please do not send postal money
X = - orders, Subscribers will receive a reminder when their subscription is about
Countries of origin of Aurovilians and Newcomers to expire.
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Sri Lanka 2 Holland 55 Navarra, Spain
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“You just fit the loop of the rope round
you at waist level, lean back, and walk up
the wall,” she said.

“And then?” I asked.

“You hang there upside down against the
wall, suspended above the ground.”

I have a horror of being upside down at
any time, and have assiduously tried to
avoid it all my life. But that dislike is no-
thing compared to the apprehension I now
felt at possibly incurring the wrath of Nolly,
our Hatha Yoga instructor, if [ didn’t do
what she said. It’s not that she’s ferocious
or inflexible (she’s one of the nicest, most
compassionate beings ['ve encountered), or
that she’s insensitive to the physical body
(she seems to know better than the owner
exactly what each muscle is doing at each
instant), it’s just that, well... she has a
purposeful way about her, and an outer
strength so formidable that one doesn’t
argue! If she-—who knew how much I dis-
liked emulating bats-—was telling me to
hang upside down, then upside down I had
to go!

And so, without audible protest, I just did
what she said. Four paces up the wall, threw
my head back, and there I was: upside down
maybe 1 or 2 feet above the ground, clinging
to the rope loop for dear life, calling Mother
and wishing to God I"d stayed at home!

“Now open your legs and bring your heels
back over the rope, hooking your upper foot
under the rope. Then you can let go” (pau-
se...) “no, not that way you nincompoop:
you'll fall through the loop,” she remon-
strated, at the same time grabbing my feet
and correctly placing them for me. “Now
let go of the rope with your hands.”

“Impossible; she’s joking,” [ thought.
~“Go on, do what I say!”

“Butelill=s

“No you won'’t, Goon, let go of the rope!”

And so I did. Slowly at first, not believing
I'could do so safely, I gradually relaxed my
grip. A bit more... a bit more... and I found
[ didn’t slip to the floor; I really could hang
there. But quickly I put my hands down to
the floor to take my weight, just in case.

“Take your hands off the floor; fold them
around your head,” said Noily. And so
finally there I was, suspended like some
giant fruit bat, or a strange new work of art
mounted on a gallery wall, in silent com-
pany with two others, both ladies.

A minute or two must have gone by,
then...

“Are you OK Tim?”

“Fine” (liar!)

“Comfortable?”

“Well, the rope’s cutting into my left side
a bit.”

“You're hanging at a slight angle. Put
your hands to the floor and take your
weight for a moment.” I did so, and she
yanked at the loop, pulling it further round.

“How’s that?”

“OK.”

“No pressure in the head?”

“No... not s far.”

“Good. Just relax. I'm going out for a
couple of minutes.™

‘Relax? A couple of minutes? What
happens if [ need to get down?" I thought.
‘Oh Mother, why did I ever let myself in
for this?" I heard the door open, and she
Was gone.

‘Rum-tum-tiddle-um-tum’. For some rid-
iculous reason thoughts of childhood and
the books about Winnie-the-Poch started
coming into my mind. I remembered the

story of him suspended from a balloon, try-
ing to get at some honey near the top of a
tree...

“How sweet to be a cloud

Floating in the blue

[t makes me very proud at

To be a httle cloud™ .

Thus, my thoughts wandered, and I even
found myself comparing his predicament
to my own. What would a passing bee—or
worse, a wasp—make of me hanging here

upside down against the wall? Would it
recognise me as human? Or would it see
me as a convenient object on which to place
one of its mud nests, or a roll of cut leaves
full of dead caterpillars? And how about
the visitors who sometimes pass by Pitan-
ga? I imagined them asking what we were
doing, and us all answering “Just hanging
about”, “Waiting for Godot!”, or some such
inane reply.

*Stop it Tim; relax!” I told myself firmly.
I was sure Nolly would reappear at any
moment, though I felt she had already over-
extended her original “couple of minutes.”

From childhood thoughts, my mind next
switched to my mother and all those thou-
sands of pounds she must have spent on
giving me a ‘sensible’ upbringing. What
would she think if she could see me now,
55-plus, living in a strange ‘commune’ in
India, hanging upside down against a wall
because of some mild digestive problem?
could think of no reasonable explanation,
or how to reassure her that all her efforts
had not been in vain. TR

“What happens if | sneeze?’ was my next
thought. ‘I mean, can one sneeze upside
down?’ And so on and so forth. Finally,
feeling that at least 5 minutes must have
gone by, | asked one of the other ‘Fruit Bats®
where they thought Nolly had gone.

“Don’t know. She went out for some-
thing,”

I knew perfectly well she was out, be-
cause | could see for myself that she was
no longer walking around upside down on
the ‘ceiling’ as she had been before. So I
thought of getting down miyself, but quickly
realised that it was no mean feat to do so
unaided. Then Nolly reappeared.

“How does it feel?” she enquired.

“It’s uncomfortable on my feet, where the
rope cuts,” I said hopefully.

“Spread your legs.... (then) Better?”

“Well...”

“Good.” And she went out again.

It was at this point that a hungry mos-
quito arrived on the scene. It was now 6.30
pm, the hour of peak mozzy activity, when
most sensible people retreat indoors behind
meshed windows. Not only was [ in an open
room where mozzies could freely enter, but
I was in the worst possible position to fend
them off or swat them. My tormentor
seemed to instinctively know this, and whi-
ned around me trying a succession of juicy
spots, mostly beyond my reach.

Finally I had had enough, and was about
to loudly call Nolly when she re-entered
the room and came to my rescue. With
strong arms and calm words she got me
down, and I collapsed on the ceiling-alias-
floor, feeling distinctly weird and swearing
to myself I'd never do anything so stupid
again,

But idiot that I am, one week later I was
back for more. I can only think that all that
blood to the head must have addled my
brain and deprived me of my senses!

Tim
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