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South Indian summer: 42C in the
shade, power cuts, clogged nights
broken only by the sound of the
brain-fever bird. A time, in other
words, when imagination, the ability
to abstract oneself from outer cir-
cumstances, is at a premium.

So we thought this would be a good
opportunity to tap into the imagina-
tions of Aurovilians by asking them
to send us examples of anything they
have written of an Imaginative
nature. The response was surprising-
ly good, revealing that a number of
Aurovilians enjoy writing either as a
diversion, a means of self-explo-
ration, or as a way of refining their
thoughts. For, as Francis Bacon put
it, "Reading maketh a full man; con-
ference a ready man; and writing an
exact man".

In this special double issue of
Auroville Today we publish a selec-
tion of what we received. Enjoy!

Clearin

Ageing may - I guess -
wrap this endlessness
of isolation in

one day to remember

Aurovilie

Utter Blackness

In utter blackness
Shrill-voiced bats

Flap leathern wings;

A sharp-toothed wind
Tortures rickety trees.

Scree clatters down to where
The river grinds the boulders of its bed
Like angry teeth.

This tyrant dark
Grants us no star to see by;
Not one bright pebble gleams.

Blinded we hear

Bat-flap and squeak,

Boughs’ groan and creak;

Unvisioned suffer

The rush and moan of wind and water,
Their icy clasp. I

What resplendent delicacy of dawn
Is this night-womb nurturing ?

Shraddhavan

The Ev% dress

£l Many-layered skirts
A2 01 Jong apy Of pale silvery silk,
Without big changes %ﬁ:lnggng 1ntrlcatfa pleats e}llnd fo'lds
- the stray eat will still at flare out satin-smooth again,

keep house on the doormat
and the same hand will light
a candle - to write

Under a web of most delicate lace
Gathered here and there
To rich foaming ruffles, fine rippling frills,

A sprinkle of sequins,

Evening will still draw
the eye-lid of the night
over colours in leaves
and crickets being shrill
frantic as new stars

A hazy veil of twilight-golden gauze:

Ocean, the ever-young enchantress, yet again
Puts on fresh evening finery to assail
The stony self-absorption

Of these unresponsive rocks.

Still - mind altering
meaning at stages -

Shraddhavan

the moon may cease to be
the friend it hardly was
three nights in a row

A voice will then ask:

‘What falseness was that?
Lloyd

e Auroville’'s Economy: A White Paper

Shraddhavary iy inv charge of the "Savitri Bhavaw/'
Several of her poems; stories; essays and book reviews
have beenwpublished invthe Ashwanm journal Mother
Indiovas well ay invthe Heritge magogine:

Lloyd’s Literary interesty started. in The Netherlands:
InAwroville he published the poetry collection "But for
the Breege' and wrote awv unpublished introduction

to-the Book of Changes; called ' China and I Ching'.

e Improving business: recommendations © Solar Kitchen Blues

¢ Interview with Henk Thomas and

Manuel Thomeas

pages 8 &9 for thought

e Preventing water contamineation

e Annadana provides food

More poetry and prose on the
- AV-Website
http://www.auroville.org

é?fi’re

When God loses himself in a deep night
and a fire devours the earth.
Fire without flame. Word without words !

- We go, don’t we ?

We go with an obstinate certainty.

When God walks alone on the path

and the path resounds with His astonishing steps.
When the Hour of the glorious march ?

When the arrested time and our voices released ?
When there is no more way by day and by night,
when there is nothing but a blind

and naked chasm that remains.

Certainty or death.

How many those who dare the void ?

With this acuity of the senses, beyond the limit of words !
Words that cannot speak.

Could they ever ?

One has to discover a sound !

But where is our thirst for adventure ?

To whom this high forehead and these eyes ?

Is it coming, the time of the just and living souls ?
Do we still have to walk ? '

Do we still have to pray ?

And the flames were rising with the morning sun.

With the light of the North.

With the silence of God.

And where is Earth ?

And where is Man ?

The earth trembles beneath my feet, but where is Man ?
Those who search, those who are still trying.

For the others, the silence !

For the others the silence ! :

When God lost himself in a deep night and the rising sun
would not bring a morning,

I left the flames and the men. Pavitra
Pavitray first vocafmwwa&tof)@a/pm:vm, but he also-becoune o
self-taught cellist: Atthe ageof 17, he-discovered the worky of Sriv

Awrolbindo-and the Mother and, sevew yeoauwy later, in 1984, he set-
tled inAwroville where he published ‘Towral, awpoem colllectiov

Jnvisilale/ '

I wonder about invisibility:

those islanders

unable to see the unknown ships —
salt-hardened —

darkening their lagoon.

And what about Michael,
womb-wet,
swimming through the meshes?
Alan
Alaw iy v greenbelter twned editor turned scrilbleyr of

° Opini'on: Towards an integral
Matrimandir
e Altérités fuses the continents

page 10 e From ball to basket page 11




POETRY

Silence

Silence is eternal. It is never disrupted

or broken, simply over-layed. Through any
interruption Silence may be found if

one were only to listen beyond the

power of their mortal hearing and focus
on what is beyond the current illusion.
Silence is not the absence of sound but
rather a sound unlike any other; one
which cannot be described by any word or
expression, only defined within one’s own
understanding.

Out Whll k‘%/

A gentle breeze caressing the grass,
Fireworks decorating the night,

The moon lighting for us the land

The silence breaking all sounds.

Fire in the distance painted the sky

Trees in the distance shaped like umbrellas

Riah

Mosquitoes all over, of course...
One would really think we were in Africa.

A plenty of giraffes missing.
Elephants bulging in the horizon missing.
The roaring lion missing.
A moment to capture,
Our short walk to Kalaveli tank.
Martanda

Ay Mawtanda putly it: Borwand brought up
playing with-pebbles and amongst the tirees
invAuwroville — the map iy invowr hands!

Wonica

Look
I am only this much woman.

Bleeding red-black silver

onto your day's existence

Silently plaiting

husband-father children children
into the dark length of my hair.

My dreams
I buried
in the farthest corner of the room.

Nights such as these
are yet mine:

I fiercely whisper
leaning close to the wind,

Whatever still

throbs in my fading life
whatever flushes

for the waiting moon.

I scatter poems
through the broken air.

Bindu

Joining Auroville Today 8 years ago;
Binduw haswt writtew any poetry
since . This is from an old, almost-

forgotten collectiovw
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Nature is like an unending dream,
One as bright as a sunlight beam
A magical world, so various and vast,
A bit of the future, present and past
When anger and frustration burn,
To nature’s peace one can always turn
Soon one feels at ease again,
Inspired by this dearest friend.

Aryan

Riah (17), Aryan(19), Jivatma (17)
ond Vikov (17) study for their O-levels
at the Centre for Further Learning.
Poetry iy part of their English litera-
twre classes:

Watrimeandiy-

The gold-ringed gesture
flung across a million lazy noons

is anchored by a banyan
dreaming no other coast...
Alan

Jmer g%

My sky is the sky of the flatlands
A massive dome of soaring infinity.

Canvas for naked forces writ large and
loud

My sky is my visible mantra.

A vast wilderness of possibilities
Witnessed in fluid eddies of illumina-
tion.

Let me have courage to rise, free and
Unbounded, into the immensity of my
sky.

And fly, high and true.

Priya Vincent

Priyav iy aformer and. author of the
book ‘How my Gawden Grew’ fromv
which these poems are takeru

’Wire/ yust be. somelfis

There must be something

Inside of me which already knows

But wandering amidst the waves of humanity
I do not reach perfection

And though I look hard for equality

I do not find harmony in creation.

But what, then, is life?

An endless voyage?

Or is there an aim to it?

Are we striving in vain?

Is everything really meant to be so profane
If so,

What then are the stars and the waves?
Are they only reflections of our illusions?

Crame. Over—

That cuts so deep
Into the flesh of strife

Jivatma

My memories are bitter sweet

In the bones of my mind that can taste the heat.
My friends are people that I know

But do not know me that well

Perhaps it’s the shell

That surrounds my hell

Could this be a paradise?

I feel a chill

When I stand on this hill

Looking down into the waters of deep blue
Thinking to myself that there are so few
Good men that lived until the age of thirty
It is my heart that is thirsty '
I can feel the voices beneath the blue waters calling
It is me that stands on this edge

I made no pledge

To live my life

I did not share this thought with others

People and children without fathers and mothers
It is life that is so hard.

Hereby I lay down my last card. Vika

ir uvannmnﬂai

“With each step I touched loftier heights

Each step further dimmed the lights
Now mere blossoms in a far off field
Thousand mirrored moons revealed

I was the loner from a sleeping flock
The town that slept by this hillock.

The moon was now on every stone
Rocks and treetops in Amber shone
As though even they perceived

In me a friend who believed

In purity of their crystal thoughts

In uprightness of their crooked stalks.

The hillock paths untrampled lay
Untouched by the worldly fray
World that so close at foothills rolled

World, by age just as old
Yet this piece of sod had aspired
This the Hillock, self-sired.

An ethereal breeze wafted celestial smells
Of untrodden snows, deep sea shells
These paths that have often lent

To my soul everlasting contentment

Each atom of this Hillock meant

To me, His tranquil embodiment.

Here oft buds and blooms in silent tones
His glory soothingly intone

Mortal world step by step is lost

The immortal guest leads mortal host
Through portals of inward bliss

Where guest and host their journey cease.  Sankaran

As Sankowronpuly it I mwﬂm@sp%ngluh thinking; TamilAuwroviliow Indian gaging

expectuntly into- the future withvavview




POETRY

| | Have you seen
~Borderlan (rrenzland te gt
A dreamland this Ein Traumland ist dieses

still glistening after many years

and inhospitably covered

by a patina in which

occult intermingles with contradictions
to expose extreme designs

The air drunken with movement

an odour of jasmine and decay

the earth of a brighter red than elsewhere
in this country

even the winds breathe

legends

whose heroes

transmit the essence of centuries

through the huts of the villages

In the daytime the world

merges into a faint glimmer
unclear where the human ends
and the God begins

who stands beneath the palm tree
and looks towards us

Away from the big streets

at the edge of the farthest rice field
his consort unveils

her magnificent splendour

her hair floating like air roots
above the lotus pond

which a elephant-headed son
guards with ease

I saw her moments before

in the piercing vibration

of sunburnt plains

a mother adorned with skulls

who devours her children at midday
and gives birth again in the evening

In the borderland I clearly sense her
during the journey

the head rests on the black breast
on burning grounds

* she collected the milk -

for her delicious play

That weaves me

still after many years

into the mood of the divine hour
in which the light

reconciles itself with the earth
and the hooves of the cattle
create a veil of dust

between the eye and the distance

Contact emerges

in the mist of nourishment and smoke
in the softer shades

of dusk

the familiar holds the gaze and

the woman with the many faces
patiently lightens the first wick

Translated by Heidi

Elov iy v science teacher, aswellasar
trowvel guide who-conducly seminars o

Indioww culture and philosophy of yogou.
Writing poetry iy apasttime for her.

auch nach Jahren noch gleiflend
und unwirtlich iiberzogen

von einer Patina in der sich
Okkultes mit Widerspriichen

zu extremen Mustern verwischt

Die Luft getrinkt mit Bewegung
im Geruch von Jasmin und Zerfall
ist die Erde réter als anderswo

in diesem Land

atmen selbst die Winde

Legenden aus

deren Helden

die Essenz der Jahrhunderte
durch die Hiitten der Dérfer tragen

Tagsiiber gehen die Dinge
flimmernd ineinander iiber

unklar wo das Menschliche aufhort
und der Gott beginnit

der unter der Palme steht

und zu uns hersieht

Abseits der groflen Straflen

am Rande des letzten Reisfelds
enthiillt sich seine Gefihrtin

in threr iippigen Pracht

ithre Haare treiben wie Luftwurzeln
iiber dem Lotosteich

den ein elefantenkopfiger Sohn
gelassen bewacht

Ich sah sie Momente zuvor

in der beiflenden Schwingung
sonnenverkarsteter Ebenen
eine schidelbehangene Mutter
die ihre Kinder am Mittag frifit
und am Abend erneut gebiert

Im Grenzland spiir ich sie deutlich
wéahrend der Fahrt

ruht der Kopf an der schwarzen Brust
auf Verbrennungspldtzen

hat sie die Milch geschopft

fiir ihr kostliches Spiel

Das mich einflicht

auch nach Jahren noch

in die Stimmung der heiligen Stunde
in der sich das Licht wieder

mit dem Boden versohnt

und die Hufe der Rinder

den Staubschleier

zwischen Auge und Ferne legen

Beriihrung keimt auf

im Dunst von Nahrung und Rauch
in den milderen Farben

der Dimmerung

hilt das Vertraute den Blick und
die Frau mit den vielen Gesichtern
entziindet geduldig den ersten Docht

Ela

Lovettow lived invAuroville invthe early

yeauws and way so-inspived by the atmos-

pPhere of those times that she began writ-
ing poems. Recently she retuwrned to-liver
once agairv inthe commumity.

Have you seen the giants walking
On the wide red land?

Seen them moving large and grand
Against the sky?

I have seen them coming,

Tiny seedlings in their hands.
Hands and feet as red

As the earth they work each day.
Carrying the future

On their backs and in their dreams.
Seen them growing tall and strong
As they hammer out their way

In aland of yielding beauty
Making progress from delay.

Seen them growing wise and deep
As they dig the hardened clay,
Worry water from the dry red earth,
Bend their backs,

Sweat out their sorrows,

Wrest from yesterday

Tomorrow’s coming

Of a new world’s birth.

Have you seen the giants working
In the quiet, secret spaces?

In the kitchens, in the gardens;
The world’s forgotten places?

I have seen them rise, emerging
Out of ignorance and pain.

Faith sustained, they work and labour
To create a new domain.

A thousand tiny troubles

Tell the story of their struggle

As they strive to bring alive
Along forsaken dream.

In their hearts an angel singing
Being’s beauty widely winging

As they grow to know the truth
Of creation’s will to be

A living harmony.

Have you seen their victory?

Have you seen the giants building
High atop construction beams,
Suffering the toils .

Oftheir hardest dreams?

Ihave seen them growing, changing,
Working, working out the problems
Ofavast and varied nature

Through necessity and failure,

With enduring dedication
Consecrated to completion.

Seen them struggle with the passing
And the grasping ways of time;
Hoping deep enough to open,
Feeling love enough to trust,

Finding courage to create

Aliving wonder with their labour.
From the nameless, from the formless
You can see the promise rising

In the clearer, higher spaces

At the centre of the city;

Breathless peace, transcendent beauty.
While the glorious expansion

Of'the limitless in man

Tomanifest the miracle

Decreed by destiny. Loretta
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PROSE

A fitness trail with obstacles. The motorway is not far
off, but here nature valiantly persists: it puts out pur-
ple asters with yellow hearts, fennel blossoms dainti-
ly, pines and ilexes bear fruit; you even come across
shy olive trees wandering around on the spot.

A few open-air enthusiasts used to gather there regu-
larly, without looking for each other or mingling. They
would arrive beneath uncertain skies, during cold
snaps, between two of those enshrouding drizzles that
recall the torrent of mediocrity this world bows
beneath as if it were a law of nature. They survived
doubtful atmospheres, the joyous barking of families
picnicking on Sundays between two hurdles, the bow-
wows and mastiffs that the idiotic and malicious
would hilariously unleash amongst their running feet.
Occasionally they would leap over a couple as if that
was just another obstacle. Hours of dusk, sacrosanct
greyness, grey soot to wallow in, the motorised desert,
the regimented bipeds who do not waste their time,
those who camp on the slab of boredom, those who lick
the boredom sweating from their walls, those who tire-
lessly re-plaster the smooth boredom of their ceilings,
sitting in a cage, moving in a cage, going round their
fitness trail without even depositing in the cloakroom
the cage around their head ... All those beings for
whom Leopardi seems to have written these words:

“Boredom changed our diapers: he stands unmoving
beside our cradle, and the nothingness above our
tomb.”

Poor Leopardi — what company to find yourself in!
Our unacquainted companions survived all this and
held on their way across the tiny steppes of every day.
They too, to start with, had been trapped between two
boards; but their assiduous running beneath this low-
ering sky, their readiness to drink in its streamings of
sunshine, gradually loosened the jaws of the vice.
They accepted spinneys littered with toilet paper,
strewn with shapeless bags and dead cartridges. And
gradually the track was extended — they discovered
paths that skirted the village and slipped towards
other byways, they annexed patches of scrub. It was
enough for one to try out a new way — then others
would dare to follow him. They flushed out flowering
shrubs, unexpected fords between pebbles, dilapidated
cottages awaiting a second soul.

Sometimes they might glimpse, at nightfall, an
improbable horse grazing (some cart-horse escaped
from the butcher): this solitary relic was enough to
cancel out the grey, artificial sky, stretched there like

ibhiess tf'air

a circus tent, the poles and pylons, the quarries and
cables, the disembowelled hills, all the obsessive
reminders, the signals that an ordinary man, intent
on remaining so, surrounds himself with for reassur-
ance, so as to be able to say : “You see — the world is
like me, we are just the same ...”

Once, and only once, Maxime had company. He found
himself jogging alongside an adolescent, an insignifi-
cant girl, but one who tasted the air as he did, and like
him leapt over rubble, a stranger to filth — a girl who
quite clearly had never had any dealings with the grey
conspiracy. Lacking any face of her own, she seemed
to be no more than a way of breathing. He looked
closely at her as she was trying to catch her second
wind on the slope — yes, he looked at her, just because
she was so unremarkable, and he met her eyes: they
were grey, but a different grey — not the one that is

about to break. He
felt a strange cer-
tainty that these
eyes like a hesitant
sky were capable of
turning to space-
blue, especially
because in them
danced little gold
dots. that betrayed
an intrusion of sun.

choking us, but one

where, unavowed, a
childlike dawn was

silencio. Buenos Aires
cada manana

y antes del péjaro .

Y el lenguaje
se desmorona en verde

mafiana inmévil.

Good gracious, a Anandt

whole world — the
eyes of an adolescent with very ordinary hair, face and
figure .. That day Maxime’s stubborn trot was
enriched by a different sort of oxygen. But that dim
young girl seemed to dim everything around her — per-
haps, in fact, so that only her eyes should live. What
unforeseen programmes might be resting within those
youthful pupils? As he spurted ahead, certain that she
had not even seen him — which didn’t matter at all—a
strange formula came into his mind: “That is a being
whose heart breathes through its eyes.”

As the track was extended, when we began to run
alongside vines, leap over ditches, our gaze clearing
tiny wild gardens, contact was established with the
peasants — at first they disliked these incursions
across their territory, but later, aided by habit, they
started to enjoy them. There had been gibes: for quite
a time, one fellow used to wait for the arrival of
Maxime the Stubborn, to keep pace with him, mimick-

True Love

O love what hours were thine and mine,
In the buds of May light spring divine,

On our brow a grace had consented to leave
A delight so pure we forget heaven’s needs;
Such a tender voice never did sing to me

Our hearts rejoiced in more faith than words can say,
Our love was more fair than the beauty of day.

Of all the sweetness possessed in a human show of glory,
That would minister infinity forever etched in my memory.

Shwetw, ovyoung adudt, coume to-Auroville inv1996 and has
since developed into-an amatewr poet and astrologer who
has gone from idealist to-skeptic to-escapist and is hoping
the next tew years will bring something move rewawding...

ing him grotesquely; later he
would watch him passing without
a word; and then one day threw
him a bunch of grapes. The jog-
gers, by their regularity, gradually
day by day took possession of those
places, and without giving it a
thought, added to the passages in
a world that is in fact riddled with
holes and galleries, and wants
only to communicate in all direc-
tions, regardless of individual
aloofness. Friendship creates
obligations: it became necessary to
stop for a chat, or to taste a mouth-
ful of home-made wine. Once some
of the vine-growers expressed a
sort of malevolent admiration of
these joggers who owed nothing to
the soil, strange permutations

Shwetaketu
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ensued. One farmer made a bet that he would run, if
they would hoe his vines. And soon the rustic clodhop-
pers were to be seen jogging and leaping hurdles,
while the light-footed fellows, finally integrated into
the surroundings, were trimming and pruning. On
one side, the most rheumatic grew more supple and
straight; while the others learned a new kind of
endurance, of sweat. Calloused hands gripped gym-
nastic rings, while white ones grew initiated to the
soil. A wind of youthfulness was blowing. The sky
showed a tendency to open up more willingly. One
morning the litter and cartridges disappeared from
the groves. The vine-growers noticed the existence of
flowers, and harkened to their silent beauty — so long
as we took care of their vine-stocks or their tractor,
they could savour the delights of irresponsibility.
Hunters, by common consent, stopped frequenting
this land that had become disquieting. Socio-profes-

sional, medical, and family obsessions started pru-

dently retreating.

None of this had been planned or organised. By some
sort of grace, from day to day everything was done. At
no time was any community of glass or concrete
announced, but when the idea came up to renovate
one of those crumbling cottages that here and there
in the locality were despairing of ever finding a taker,
so that some jogger-farmer could commune with the
sunset, everyone, or almost, joined in, and materials
flowed. In a few days the thing was accomplished.
Serious-mindedness steadily dwindled, and with it
health-problems and questions of subsistence. Soon
the cramps of responsibility were no more than a
~ memory.

And in front of the greyest, the most time-worn of
these miniature farmsteads, bereft for years of its pad-
dock, well and outhouses, perched on the most banal
of boulders, Maxime was one day surprised to find
seated beside him that young girl distinguished only
by her insignificance — and of course the look in her
eves, set a little too far apart, and now grey-blue. Since
it was drizzling, she had thrown a shabby gabardine
over her tracksuit: it was far too wide in the shoulders
and reached to her ankles. Not far away the motorway
was emitting its murderous purr. The air seemed
stagnant. Everywhere in the grey world a silent exas-
peration brooded. Waves of stink flowed from the
Civilisation of Desire. When, O when the Great
Desire? But there were the two of them, sitting quiet-
ly. They had had the same thought. This homestead
was waiting for them, for them and no-one else, for
them, as they caressed it with their eyes. On the other
side of the motorway, some wide pools winked: they
would shut their ears and catch those unceasing opti-
cal signals of friendship ... He did not take her hand.
They stood parallel, and their hands met. In the end
he turned his head and courageously looked down at
that face shaped like a slender buoy, where two
unclouded guiding lights vied with' each other in
widening — and gently, without forcing the pace, like a
free caravelle whose wildness nothing will ever be able
to tame, he navigated towards those two lights, which
were shining for their own sake with no idea of luring
anything. Then he felt her totally present, like a little
cabinet that does not close and has no hidden drawer.

Raymond Thépot
Raymond Thépot iy a poet, translater and
shovt story writer who hay beew living in
Auwroville for many years. He has travulated Sri
Awrobindwy epic poenmy Sawitvi and Iliow into-
French. Thiy story iy fromaforthcoming collec-
tionw Read Utopias. Tranglated fromthe French
by Shraddhavar




“Il me semble que je suis en train d’apprendre beaucoup de
choses, justement sur cette transition qu’on appelle la mort.
Ca commence de devenir de plus en plus irréel... C'est trés
intéressant.”

Mother’s Agenda III, 16.10.62

December, a quiet morning, it has just stopped raining, out-
side a lush greenness, the sound of birds, and far away the
rain-enraged roar of the ocean. Almost empty muddy roads,
the sound of “ammas” cycling by, cheerful laughter can be
heard from the road, the full throated kettle-drum sound of
the brain fever bird comes from the garden nearby.
Travelling in Kerala I felt you close. It would come on me sud-
denly — I could sense you sitting across tables, or present in
the corner of rooms.

Walking through the forest of Thekkadi, or on the long bus
ride down to Quilon I was alone with my thoughts and fre-
quently with you. Our minds are like receiving stations; one
has to know how to adjust channels when one ruts into rou-
tine. There are frequencies difficult to catch like colours
beyond or behind the visible spectrum and which come to us
through the static.

I hear you, whole conversations in my head, I can even make
out the intonation of your voice. Your voice a whisper, clear as
light in the clamour of the storm. It comes and goes suddenly
out of the nowhere. I'll think of you and a conversation will
ensue. At times, I feel 'm picking up on your presence, at oth-
ers just raiding the jumbled storeroom of my mind, the grab-
bag of my past. Much recedes unrecorded by the surface mind
but registers subconsciously and can be retrieved when the
barriers of the mind break down. Memory does not register
time, but intensity. Is memory independent of the mind?
Haphazard, unsequential, the penumbra of life’s unlit interi-
ors illumined by a sudden flash, an intrusion

To see the world in a grain of sand...

That’s euphemism when you've been told
repeatedly in the AV News about the
microbes in the bio-region, the teeming bacte-
ria, potential parasites...

You transform from a Blake junkie to a
hypochondriac and buy a new doormat.
One grain too many brings in the dust.
Such is the mundane manipulation of mys-
tery.

On the cellular level, there is oneness of
course. But there are limits. Take frogs.
There’s always that moment of weakness.
Shall T kiss it? Just then it glubbers and
blinks, and thankfully you are able to change
your mind in time and swat it off your tooth-
brush. The oneness of man and nature is a
myth.

And yet, the heaven in a wild flower...

Wild jasmines in April, pucker out from every
corner, and whether you want to or not, you

éﬂ | afternoon

The experience conveyed here is nothing new,
but it has helped me through difficult situa-
tions and it is my wish that it may work also
for you.

Once I was living on a deserted piece of land
in Southern India. My life during the two
years and three months I

of grief or insight. The surface mind registers
but more often than not deforms what the
intuition receives. And how real is memory?
Vistas of splendour haunt us like the partial
translation of a half forgotten text, the code
to which we lack...
The distance created by your death at first
saddened and surprised me — I didn’t expect
it, or want to believe it would exist — but 1
now feel I have come to know you better,
acquired a deeper feeling for the different
sides and shades of your personality, the
- human complexities of your conflict and

Language

j{mu

7 Silence. Buenos Aires.
Each morning
Before bird call.

Collapses into a green
immobile morning

spent there was that of a
pioneer of sorts, in the
sense that when I arrived,
the land was totally bare of
even the frailest blade of
grass. No tree had sur-
vived the onslaught of
grazing cattle from the
nearby villages, apart from
a few dwarf palmyra trees
and a baobab.
For one who loves chal-
lenges and solitude, prayer

Anandi d . sth

struggle. Taken by the beauty of your aspira- o Sy T
tion, transfixed by that etherial flame, the Anandipresently LW%”’" Bt L st(?nes
shadows went unnoticed and were refused. Arg wuwwiw i BRI A P
mowy tong of her poems. bare earth baked under a

We are all pursued by our shadow, our dark

scorching sun), it would

familiar angel, anchored in the dusk, partner
in the dance that called us down to earth. Born :
under the sign of Saturn you were fascinated by the dark side
of life, the shadows of another sun. You created situations that
were the opposite of what you sought, through the very roles
you chose. “Je me suis fait lointaine, intouchable”- you
remarked, as you called all the while for affection and intima-
cy. But you would show us you would be loved. You played
with drama and tragedy drawing others into it dancing your
final act out bravely and alone in a last dark tango of body and
soul. Was it necessary? Perhaps.

But now, can you care about our contradictions now in a world
that moves to other laws? Be true to one’s fragments, I would
have said a few months ago. And so I write unweaving time
with words. Windows blow open, a telephone doesn’t ring, the
past whispers of presences, absences, your urn and ashes in
the hall, as velvet sanctuaries of dream haunt an asphalt
world.

) Roger
R Harris iy afounding member of Auroville
T . This story s fromhis unpublished novellow
"Dancing inByzantiumn.

have been hard to find a
more ideal setting. But at times, when faith in
God and one’s good fortune gives way to self-
pity and the sadness of being alone, when one
feels weak against the violent assaults of an
inner turmoil, even the most exciting life can
take on the guise of a nightmare.

One day, I was pumping water from a shallow
well I had dug for the burgeoning dream of
“my” bird sanctuary. This particular day had
been a hard one right from the moment of set-
ting foot on the ground. Everything had gone
wrong that could possibly go wrong: the house
was surrounded by cows when I woke up, my
dog had disappeared, all matchboxes were
damp and I couldn’t start the fire, villagers
had broken the fence, workers did not show
up and someone had stolen my watch. A mess
of a day like one has to face, sometimes, when
stars suddenly think it wise to meddle with
human affairs. And there I was, pumping

Brzgnbium_ &rm&i% Blake in @ro

find yourself singing. Thus unknown to you,
you indulge in an environmentally sustain-
able deed. Provided you sing in tune. Sigh. All
life is yoga.

Next line: Hold infinity in the palm of your
hand.

Exaggeration! Did Blake ever stop to consid-
er ants? They arrive in infinite numbers
ahead of the thunder clouds, darkening the
wall in a single infinitesimal moment.
Try holding even one.

And eternity in an hour.

Indian Stretchable Hour,
stretches and stretches beyond imagination
here...

For God is Great

Still.

That’s easy.

Anu
Anw iy the author of the poetry collec-
tiony Mobile Houwr and Light Matter
and of the book Pawallel Journeys. A
new book is v prepowration.

in j—lm’mit' e

water at the hand-pump. And I remember,
though it was early afternoon, the sky sud-
denly became very dark. Dark grey clouds
appeared at great speed and it became almost
night right in the middle of noon. An awesome
feeling came over me like at the end of a
world, and the whole scene is engraved in my
memory, as vivid as if it had happened yester-
day. How lonely, and lost, and powerless I felt,
at that moment. I may have cried, one hand
on the long green handle of the pump, and life
flashed through my mind as it may do when
death arrives.

But suddenly, while the first heavy drops of
rain started to fall and the sky struck the land
and the four corners of heaven with its wrath-
ful lightning, some funny thought arose in me.
I felt projected twenty years ahead of that
particular moment, and looking back. And
what did I remember from these extraordi-
nary circumstances? What remained of the

-fear and anguish that had tied knots into my

stomach? Only beauty. The incredible beauty
of the scenery, the sweetness of little timid
flowers growing around a small hut covered
with palmyra leaves, budding creepers, a
water jar filled with fresh, clear water, and
birds, lizards, frogs, harmony, and the joy of
being alive. Knowing that these would be my
memories, I became aware of them being pre-
sent and enjoyed this downpour of loving rain
over the open-armed and welcoming Mother
earth.

This happened thirteen years ago. And to this
day I remember. There will be a time when
today’s insurmountable difficulties will have
left behind them a taste of sweetness and har-
mony, when years will have softened the hard
and sharp edges of life and through the veil of
an apparent drama, a smile will shine, a smile
that was always there.

Varenya

Varenya spent 12 yeaws invAuwroville ands
has just recently returned after 10yeary
away. She iy al present ivwolved, ivv main-
taining the Auroville website.
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